"The Collection”

By Charles Hood Il,
w/ art from the Digital Foundations Class Archive



]t was late evening on a
Saturday. | had slePt 13
far too long, tired from
Par’tging the nig!ﬂt before. |
was late to meet a group

of friends for dinner.



] got up and got dressed. ]
hea&e&cnﬁﬁnhaﬂmzpouﬁng
rain. Lwassoakeéwﬁﬂﬂn
minutes of walking to meet

my friends.
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Thcn) through the light, a shiP appcare&.

Hovering in the evening, sky above me, clearas if it

WErce Aag



T he objcct

swung over me
and sucked me up
into the air within
the blink of an
cye. |t felt as if
my bo&g hadjust
ecome
weight]ess,
Hoating up
towards the craft.



|t was dark, colcj) and quict inside the craft. | was scared

and felt very hoPelcss and loncly.

- .-l\s\\

N

The owner of the craft cvcntua”y came by to introduce
itself. | could hear it talking in my mind.



”\/\/hg come here, andPllshow you some rea”g cool

tl”i”gSI Magb then you will cheer uPI”



T he being showed me
around its ship, and it let me
see all of the other
creatures that it had

co”ected over the years.
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~rom alien-like Hging Fairy

cats...




to giant, monstrous worm-like

creatures...




| told them ]jus‘c wanted to g0 home.

1o which he respon&e&, “But this is your home now!”
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