In the Beginning, God created the
earth and c{umpec{ two fousy ange[s

in tﬁe WOOO& next to my ﬁouse.,. S

]

The Fire Serimon

Written Ey Sion Smith + Ulustrated By Charlotte Rose

But someﬁod’y else was

a[recw[y sﬁaléing tﬁat tree.

Tﬁ? weren’t your USMCL[SWOTJ

wie Jing vmiety either.

7 ongy wish tﬁey had been, then

may e fﬁiﬂgS WOM[C[ ﬁave turnec{

out Jzﬁferent[y.

Truth be told, those two could !
have made a forﬂme n corporate So tﬁey chose me instead.

Banﬁing.

Up until last week, we got a[ong
fust ﬂﬁe. We had a pretty gooc[ deal.

J
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It started with a simp(e trade. . -

£
g give them cﬁoc&a&‘mrf in return, money

:"faﬂ’s from the trées like [eaves in a storm.
L

| .... ] -l & . %
Like 1 said, it was a gooc[ deal, but the
ange[ that saves your [ife on the k
Eatt[éﬁe[(f is a demon to Your enemy,.

L]

Or sometﬁing [ike that.

£,

| stoyjoecf at a
newsagents on

the way home - !
from work to ere wasn’t

& o Gt : a single Yorkie
oost the kitty Onﬂt fe shelf

.

Patience is

Yeaﬂ:y not my

forte and that '

muvrder myster

weekend oryz J i [QY M ‘
the Orient

CExyress seemed
S0 far away. 7 ﬁonestfy tﬁougﬁt a CDairy Milk would be just as goocﬁ
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Wﬁen tﬁere was P ; F : Q\/bl' even a

no response, ‘1 ' : rasshopper
thou ’Zt the b ' ir(? my Jao}?get
might simply have ’ R

[ef? - gone back to

wherever it is that

ange[s go when

they start to put

on weigﬁt.

Q\ﬁ)rma[fy tﬁere
WOU[C{ ﬁave Eeen a Sigﬂ. Mtﬁmg

Later that m’gﬁt, 7 woke to ﬁnc[ the sun had risen outside my window. 1 got out of

bed and went downstairs to make C(ﬁe - which is when 1 ﬁgurecf out it was still
dark on that side of the house.

Seems foolish [oo/éing back that 1 actua([y tﬁougﬁt that. But not as foofisﬁ as ‘1 fe[t
stan. ing outside with ﬁaﬁc a bucket of water.

Tl ﬁey had turned the back of my house into an inferno.
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Within an ﬁour, ey tﬁmg fventua[fy, the roar of the ﬂames
Was el and the sirens of the ﬁre engines subsided.

That was when 1 heard the rustle of
feathers and empty Yorkie wrappers.

1 fe(t [ike rurmir? across there with a Toblerone, sﬁouting
“‘Jf you thin you’re getting this without Joutting that
back togetﬁer, you’ve got another tﬁing coming...”

But that’s not the way the world works is it.
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