Can’t Catch Me

| kicked out the windshield; the two Chasers attacking me
were welcome to my car. It was their fault that we were in
the lake to begin with. As | rose to the surface, | grimaced
as | called on that damned song for power. And damn the
humans for being so prone to create things like me with
barely a minimum of belief.

| was soggy as | reached the shore, but I'd dry out. |
always do. Soggy is slow, and slow gets caught, and you
can’t catch me. Ever.

But God, but | wish that somebody would.
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