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 Monnie snapped at the human in front of him, smacked it across the chest with the butt of 

his rifle, and shoved him forward, yelling at him to hurry up. At the front of the line, Mannie 

pulled at the chain that strung together all three sets of shackles, making the humans stumble. At 

the front of the line, Tarriot strode along easily, barely acknowledging the weight of the assault 

rifle slung across his back. He fiddled with the lighter that he always carried, though it never lit. 

They were a few hours away from reaching the Detention Center, and Tarriot wanted to make it 

before the sun set. 

 Around them, mosquitos buzzed relentlessly, intent on making the humans’ lives more 

miserable. They trudged through mud and swamps, with Mannie occasionally slashing away at a 

stray vine. From all sides of the forest came noises, sounds made by the animals second rate to 

the superior races. Striding along strong and proud, with their majestic hard-covered chests high 

in the rays of sun that peer through vines and leaves, the turtles pulled along the dirty, diseased, 

and fatigued humans. 

 Tarriot was familiar with the forest. He had met many other turtles and captured many 

other humans before, and it never turned out well. He was wild card, intent on stealing the 

bounty before the other turtles. He was set on his deranged way of collecting what little currency 

was left around the jungles. But the other turtles didn’t know that. 
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 So they trudged along step after step along the ruddy floors, long polluted since the War 

of the Races. None of them talked. The humans didn’t talk for fear of punishment. The turtles 

didn’t know each other and regarded each other as strangers, passengers on the same ark. Tarriot 

pulled out the map from his shell for the second time that day; just to make sure they were on 

track. He was very careful to turn slightly, a barely perceptible movement, so the sun glancing 

off his armored back kept the others from seeing what he was holding. And before they could ask 

a question, he was done, tucking it back into his shell. 

 At the back of the line, Monnie started to slow down ever so slightly. Then, when he was 

just about three to five steps behind the group, he pulled out from his shell a pen-like cylindrical 

object, with a button in the midsection and a projectile tucked inside the barrel. He aimed at 

Mannie, the very turtle he’d been trying to get rid of for weeks now, and shot the projectile into 

the back of the his shell. A whisper, a whoosh; the sound barely heard as the dart buried itself 

into the hard polyester of Mannie’s shell. 

 Mannie, while pulling the humans ahead, reached into the pouch he always strapped onto 

his leg. His fingers brushed the very weapon he was looking for: a small, square shaped battery 

with an adhesive surface. He moved ahead, and patted Tarriot on the back, stick the battery on 

his shell. When Tarriot turned, Mannie asked him a how much longer it would take to get to the 

Detention Center. Tarriot shrugged, carelessly, and kept walking. Mannie didn’t trust him. 

 The humans looked on. 

 After a few more minutes, Tarriot suddenly stopped. Behind him the others tensed, alert 

and ready. Tarriot turned and smiled as he told everyone that they had arrived. 

 “Now,” said Tarriot, pointing at the other two turtles, “This is where you die.” 
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 Then, he lifted his assault rifle and shot bursts of bullets into each turtle before they could 

react. However, he misjudged the trajectory, and the bullets only stuck into the turtles’ 

chestplates. Mannie yelled out, drew his hand-held shotgun, and shot at Monnie. The burst 

slammed into Monnie’s left shoulder, taking off a good chuck of flesh with it. Monnie screamed 

and, pulling out his long cylindrical object, pressed the button. Suddenly, the dart on Mannie’s 

back exploded, cracking his shell and sending fragments all through his body. 

 “Traitor!” Mannie screamed, coughing up blood. Tarriot, having seen enough, grabbed 

the chain of humans and pulled them to the side. He flicked his lighter, the same one that never 

lit, and watched as a hidden fuse inside started to burn. 

 “Goodbye.” He said, smiling, as he tossed it towards Mannie and Monnie. However, in 

this time Mannie turned his shotgun to Tarriot and fired another spread of bullets into Tarriot’s 

chest. Tarriot yelped and fell back to the floor on his shell, unable to get back up. However, he 

fell into a swamp puddle, and the battery Mannie had stuck on Tarriot’s back earlier did its job. 

 Suddenly from under Tarriot there was a crackle, then another, then another. Soon sparks 

of electricity started to shoot out from under his shell. Then, finally, the battery discharged the 

rest of its power in a bright flash, cooking Tarriot from the inside out. Tarriot lighter, its fuse 

having reached its end, exploded in a great fiery boom, instantly killing both Monnie and 

Mannie. 

 And the three chained humans stood, gawking, struck across the face with disbelief at the 

stage before them. The chain, without anyone to pull it taught, lost its grip around the humans’ 

wrists. They were free. Bu tthen, one of them saw the assault rifle that Tarriot had been carrying. 

He glanced at the other humans. Other turtles would be coming soon, and they had to act fast. He 
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wanted all the guns for himself, and lunged for the assault rifle. He scooped it up into his hands 

and turned, aiming it at the other humans. 

 “Don’t move,” he ordered, “and put your hands up.” They would work as good decoys. 

 Then, suddenly one of the humans bolted for the shotgun laid by Mannie’s dead body as 

the other jumped for Monnie’s rifle. They picked up their weapons and, thinking only about 

survival and themselves, they pulled their triggers… 


