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oblongata. 
"Ah, but you've been talking to the machinery, have you not?" Mr. Mallory's own brain was working almost as 

fast as Finnegy's, running through his hopes, dreams, and anticipations for the future. In the Central Functions Sector 
of the Industrial Zone, there were many, many Personnel Inquisitors, on account of the frequent dysfunctions. Dr. 
Mallory, like most, had high aspirations for his future upgrades. He wanted to be a Subjuctory Overloomer, in charge 
of all the loomings and stalkings that simply have to be done. He even had his desired sector all picked out, one full 
of nice overpasses and cranes just waiting to have some Radical Zoom Security Cameras stuck in their crevices. The 
rational sections of his brain knew that would never happen, but those had been pushed far to the wayside a long 
time ago in favor of subservient sanity. 

The boil, feeling left out, let out little squirt of pus. 



 

by Sarah Fread 
 
 It was an exciting evening at Brookshore High School.  There were people at the high school 
reunion who hadn’t seen each other for a long time.  It had been 10 years since their graduation. A group 
of four people who were popular in high school were having a conversation about the people they’d 
bullied.  
 “I wonder what happened with that one looser, Adam.” Brittney said.  She had been a preppy 
cheerleader in high school, and every guy had liked her.  Now, she worked at Starbucks.  She liked her 
co-workers and her boss, but she didn’t tell people where she worked due to embarrassment over the 
relatively low wage that she was paid.  “He probably didn’t show up because he’s scared of being 
humiliated all over again.”  Shania said.  In high school she’d been a prep and a teacher’s pet, and she 
was now principal of Brookshore Elementary School.  She was the most successful of the group. 
 “Yeah, hey, Brad, remember when we trashed up his locker then threw him into a dumpster?” 
Jimmy asked Brad.  Brad worked at an airport, unloading people’s things from airplanes.  Jimmy worked 
at Starbucks with Brittney.  “Score!” Brad said, and high-fived his best friend.  
 “Hey, do you remember that one goth chick?  What’s her name again?  Mary… Maria?” Brittney 
asked, snapping her fingers to help her remember.  “Marilyn.  Oh my gosh, yes!  I remember that one 
time we stole her lipstick and drew all over the bathroom mirror with it!  Ha Ha that was hilarious!” 
Shania said, laughing.  
 “And what about those guys that she hung out with.  You know Alex, that emo guy who asked you 
out?”  Brad asked.  “I didn’t know he liked girls till he asked you out!”  Then Shania said, “I know right?” 
very loudly.  They continued their gossip.  Then a former student named Alicia, who now worked in a 
recording studio, said loudly for everyone to hear, “Okay, everybody, Marilyn called me and she said her 
and her band are coming.”  The four laughed and Jimmy asked, “they’re still together?”  Brad shrugged.  
“They sucked; I’m surprised they’re even still doing music,” Brittney said. 
 A couple minutes later Alicia announced that the band would be at the school in 10 minutes. “I 



 

 

 

 

 

 

bet they’re so broke that they’re coming on foot.”  A guy named Charlie said.  Charlie was a nerd, so 
nobody laughed at his joke.  The four students continued talking about the five or six people they’d 
messed with back in high school.  They talked about how their lives are much better than the people 
who they’d bullied.  The DJ played “We Will Rock You” by Queen, and they started stomping and 
yelling the lyrics.  

Meanwhile, Marilyn (“Bandit”), Adam, Alex (“X”), Samantha (“Sam”), and Xavier were on their way 
to the high school reunion.  They had a slight delay due to their having had a long concert.  Now they 
were sitting on their tour bus while an interviewer named Mary Parker was asking them questions.  
They were still pumped from the concert.  Bandit was the lead singer, Adam was the drummer, X was 
the guitarist/keyboardist, Samantha was the bassist, and Xavier was the lead guitarist. 

Bandit was talking to the interviewer.  “I’m Mary Parker from your favorite show Rocked Out and 
I’m here with the members of Unleash the Vampires.  They’re on their way to… where are we going 
again?” the interviewer asked, excitedly.  “We’re on our way to our 10th high school reunion,” Bandit 
said. 

“So, how was high school for you five?” the interviewer asked, flashing a blindingly white smile.  
Bandit laughed nervously and said, “well, we weren’t what you’d call popular. Adam got slam-dunked 
into a lot of trashcans. I was picked on just because I was kind of gothic.  X had a lot of bad rumors 
about him spread around the school.  All the athletic guys thought that Xavier was a human piñata.  
And Sam got a lot of fire from the preppy girls there.” 

“I bet your classmates aren’t going to suspect that you’re this big now!” she replied. 
“I just can’t wait to see the looks on their faces when they realize who the losers are now!” X said 

loudly.  He, Bandit, and Mary Parker laughed. 
 Adam didn’t really want to talk about his high school years.  He really didn’t even want anything 
to do with that place, which was one of the reasons they hadn’t gone to their five-year reunion.  He ran 
his hands through his black hair, his eyes dark and lined thickly with black eyeliner and black eye 
shadow.  He was glad that Bandit and X had decided to entertain the interviewer.  He chugged an 
energy drink and went back to playing Pac man. He was exhausted from the concert, they’d been 
shooting music videos, and he’d only been getting about two hours of sleep every night.  All he 
wanted was to just go into a room alone and crash out.  Let them laugh; he wasn’t going to join them 
because, in truth, there was nothing funny about his high school years. 
 X was chatting excitedly with the interviewer, as was Bandit.  Sure his high school years were 
sucky, but he was excited to see the looks on his old classmates’ faces when they saw him.  He was so 
hyper from caffeine consumption that he hadn’t slept in three days, yet he was still bursting with 
energy.  He noticed that Adam was in the background moodily playing Pac Man.   
Adam didn’t want anything to do with the reunion, didn’t even want to come.  Well, we didn’t go to 
our 5th reunion, he thought, so we’re for sure gonna show up to our 10th!  Maybe it’s because Adam’s 
usually tired from getting only two hours of sleep a night.  As for X, he only slept when he passed out!  
And besides, why sleep when you have a titanic supply of coffee?  Really, what planet was Adam from, 
to not like coffee?  That was simply inhuman!  Coffee was a gift from God—May the coffee be with 
you!  Use the coffee, Luke!  And so God said, “let there be coffee,” and it was there, and He saw that it 
was good!  
 Sam was just chilling in the background.  She was calm, unlike everyone else who was either 
hyper or moody—except for Xavier.  X needs to learn to lay off the coffee; he had enough energy to 
turn himself into a human pinball.  At least Bandit slept!  She liked her band mates, though, no matter 
how weird they could sometimes be.  She just sat there, placidly playing her bass guitar, thinking about 
the digital camera in her pocket.  Her plan was to take pictures of those mean people’s faces at the 
moment they realized what (and who) they were seeing.  She, along with her band mates, hadn’t even 
bothered to change or take off their concert makeup to make themselves look more normal.  This was 
going to be fun. 
 Xavier had his iPod on with the song “Shut Me Up” by Mindless Self Indulgence turned up loud.  
He was kind of nervous about seeing people who used to trash-dunk him and write crude things in his 
notebooks when he wasn’t looking.  He saw the interviewer talking to Bandit and X.  Well, at least they 
were excited.  X had always been his friend, from thick trough thin, and the only thing he didn’t like 
about him was the coffee addiction.  I mean seriously dude, lay off the caffeine before it kills you!   



 

 

He couldn’t hear what they were saying over the song, but he knew what they were talking 
about.  He saw Adam with his headphones in, playing Pac man, obviously trying to block the 
conversation out.  Adam had hardly any close friends other than his band mates.  
 
 About twenty minutes later, the preppy, talkative group had agreed among themselves that the 
former outcasts weren’t coming.  Just as they started to renew their trip down Memory Lane, the 
gymnasium door burst open.  A good-looking woman with pale skin, black hair, dark eyes, and dark 
clothes walked in, followed by two cameramen and a short, brunette, curly-haired woman.  

“Sorry we’re late, the traffic was too heavy and we just got back from a concert,” the woman 
with black hair said.  “Who is she?” Brittney mouthed to Shania, who shrugged in return.  

The woman with black hair was followed by another woman with blond hair and neon blue 
highlights, and three guys.  The first guy had every strand of hair on his scalp dyed neon blue and 
walked as though each step was bursting with energy.  The second guy had jet-black hair and dark 
eyes framed by black eye makeup.  He didn’t look too excited about where he was.  The third guy had 
dark brown hair and contact lenses that left one eye dark brown—his natural eye color—while turning 
the other a bright neon green.  
 The four saw the women of the group go over to Alicia and start talking.  They listened in and 
learned that those two women were Marilyn (now Bandit) and Samantha (now Sam).  They were 
shocked, especially since this immediately pointed out to them who the other guys were.  

They had remembered Marilyn as a gothic girl with brunette hair, brown eyes, and pale skin.  
She would always wear black, and seemed to do nothing but hang around with her few friends and 
band-mates and draw.  Back in high school Sam had black hair, neon blue eyes, pale skin, and also 
always wore black.  She used to do the same things that Marilyn had, except she’d played acoustic and 
bass guitar.  Alex (now X) had formerly displayed spikey, shiny silver hair (he dyed his hair so much that 
very few people knew what his natural hair color really was), black eyes, and overall was just a skinny, 
pale gothic guy with a tendency to get himself blown sky-high with coffee, energy drinks, Pixie-Stix, 
and anything else that featured a substantial dose of caffeine / sugar.  Then as now he’d been so 
energetic that if you put him on a giant hamster wheel he’d have been able to generate enough 
electricity to power the entire school.  Adam had been kind of gothic too, a short kid with black hair, 
brown eyes, and—surprisingly—a mild tan.  He had been the tag-along of the group, with only a few 
select friends.  Xavier had been more of a relaxed, laid back person.  In high school he’d been the 
tallest of the group, with auburn-brown hair, brown eyes, and light-brown skin.  In high school he was 
the one you’d find hanging out on a log playing guitar. 

The preps were shocked that those people—those people that they had made fun of—were 
now obviously celebrities, followed by lights, camera, interviewers, and all that.  Why had they made 
fun of them?  Shania and Brittney asked themselves.  Why did we make fun of the way they looked, of 
the way they dressed?  Why did we make fun of Marilyn’s drawings, or the way Samantha played bass 
guitar?  Next to her Brad and Jimmy were asking themselves, why did we beat Adam up?  Why did we 
mock him?  Why did we mess up Alex’s hair and make fun of the people Xavier chose to hang out 
with?  Why did we pick on them constantly?  Why, why, why, why WHY??!!  Then they saw a bright 
flash. 

Sam had taken a picture of the four people who used to mess with her and her friends.  She 
laughed because they were too shocked to say or do anything.  Take a mental picture too, Sam; this 
one’s going into the mental photo album as well as into digital storage!  After that the group decided 
to just hang around for a while.  Bandit hung out and took pictures with some of her old friends, 
singing along with the songs that the D.J. played.  Xavier was hanging out with some of his old friends, 
including a guy named Charlie who wasn’t super popular either, back in those times.  Adam was 
tagging along with both of them.  X was dancing like there was no tomorrow while one of the 
cameramen filmed him and laughed.  Bandit was giving the interviewer a brief tour of the building.  
 A few minutes later they got up on the gymnasium stage and started performing.  At this point 
Brittney, Shania, Jimmy, and Brad went to their cars, ready to go home.  They walked quickly through 
the parking lot, trying to block out the loud music and the sound of Bandit’s voice.  They had been 
humiliated enough.  Not only did the people they had mocked in high school come back, but they 
came back with the fire they’d given them.  
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