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The Engine

Past the dense forests of the forgotten

world of Man rests an old engine. It chugs in the
night and breathes the smog of its kin. Its gears
grind against the grassy ground and it pants
when the rain cascades down.

A lost engine, it was. Alone in the wild
to fend for itself. A modern prometheus had
given their fire to the engine.

The engine knew nothing of Man. It

knew nothing of what it was or what it would be.

It sat. It ate fuel. It lived a treacherous life of
routine.

In the morning, breathe. In the
afternoon, refuel. In the evening, exhaust the
stress. Prepare for the next day. It will be the
same. It will always be the same. It has been the

same. It will never change. Never.

Its screw eyes saw the plants face the
sun. They whispered amongst themselves about
the burdens of the engine. They were facing
away from the engine, gossiping as flowers do.

“A foul life he lives,” said the rose.

“All that work he puts in,” the peony
beckoned, “and for what?”

The weeds next to the flowers wanted to

pitch in.

“We work just as hard,” one weed

screamed, “but we grow. He just rests.”

The engine felt some oil coming out of
its cogs. Its gears started to choke up as it began
to weep. Its breathing stuttered as oil dripped
and fell onto the grass. It continued to breathe, to

live a not-living life.

The elder oak grumbled at the sound of
the engine crying. The plants turned around
from the torrid sun to face the crying engine.

The rose screamed, “Would you shut up
already, tin can!”

Even the quiet daisies were angry. “Just
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shut down already

Days passed as they did. Nights passed
as they did. The engine continued to cry. The
flowers and weeds had spread themselves closer
to the machine. One weed slid their long,
verdant arm up the gear of the engine. It began
to slow. Another weed stuck their head into an
exhaust pipe. They pushed their hands in and
pushed; their arms grew all throughout his
insides.

“But why,” the engine cried out, “why
must it be me?”” He continued to try and breathe
in and out, and in and out. He shook from the

weeds that spread themselves into his veins.
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Thanksgiving

Find all the words hidden in the across, down, and diagonally, with backwards.
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AUTUMN FRIENDS PUMPKIN TRADITION
CORNUCOPIA PIE STUFFING TURKEY
CRANBERRY POTATO THANKFUL YAM







