The Engine of Devastation








	The car, on it’s maiden voyage, sped across the black pavement with its chrome grill gleaming in the sunlight.  The driver, Phillip Woods, pressed the gas to let the engine rip open with power and force.  It crashed through the air at sixty-five miles an hour.  Phil knew it in his mind; his new car had given him power.


	The wheels rolled to a halting stop because a stop sign came into view behind some trees.  While he was stopped, Phil grabbed a CD.  He jammed the music into the player...








“Welcome to the jungle...”








	His eyes gazed upon the street searching for traffic.  After realizing there was not a car in sight, he drove across the street.


	Then he accelerated.  First he gently pushed the gas, then he pushed it harder.  With a smile across his face he floored the machine to its maximum, and reached over to the CD player, raising the volume to its maximum as well.  The music blared with powerful force and feeling...








“Welcome to the jungle...”











	While reaching across the steering wheel, Phil’s eye caught the speedometer which read one-hundred fifteen miles an hour.  After noticing the cruise control, he wondered if it worked; Phil set the cruise control at one-hundred fifteen miles an hour.


	The wheels burned across the pavement.  The motor working at its maximum power, pushed the vehicle forward relentlessly.  Nothing could, and nothing would separate Phil from his glamorous symbol of power.


	Glancing in his rearview mirror, Phil noticed the flashing lights.  They burned a hole of anger in phil’s eye.  They flashed red and blue.  Phil knew what it meant, and he wouldn’t stand for it.


	He reached down to the controls of his power windows.  After rolling his window down, he leaned out.  While extending his middle finger high in the air, he glared at the police officers.  With the cruise control still set, he just continued to glare.


	The unexpected semi coming the other way cleaved Phil’s poor body two halves, but the cruise control was still set...








“Welcome to the jungle...”








	Behind them in the police car, the officers, shocked and nauseated by the events, nearly vomited.  A large chunk of Phil’s skull smacked their windshield, and spurted blood across it.  The blood smeared down the windshield.


	“What the fuck was the that? ” frantically asked Hansen, one of the officers.


	Brown, the other officer replied, just as frantically, “That semi cleaved that bastard’s body into two god damned pieces!”


	Hansen, in complete and total fear, didn’t know what to do,  “I can’t see... there’s blood all over the windshield!”  His hands slipped off the wheel, they slumped to the ground.  His eyes deep in fear began to close.


	“What are you doing!?”


	“I... oh my God... I... uh,”  Hansen then fainted .


	“Shit,” Brown spoke and grabbed the wheel keeping it straight.  He pulled Hansen out of the driver’s seat, and pulled him to the passenger seat.  Climbing over the lifeless body of Hansen, Brown took over the driver’s seat.  After kicking Hansen’s foot over to the passenger side, Brown then controlled the vehicle.


	Reaching down he activated the wipers.  The blood streaked across the surface of the windshield, smearing and streaking, but only made the mess worse.  Looking at the dash he saw the button for cleaning fluid; he pushed it.  The wipers moved but no solution expelled itself upon the windshield because he was out of cleaning solution.  


	Rolling down the window, he poked his out looking at Phil’s car.  It was not slowing down. Driving with determination, he followed the car.





  


“We got fun and games...”








	What was left of Phil’s body slumped to the ground, across the front seat.  A pool of blood flooded the ground around his corpse.


	The car rolled along, and had no intentions of stopping.  Although the end of the road was approaching, the car was not destined to stop for it.  It jumped over the side of the road into a field.


	Brown, seeing all of this from behind the car, continued to follow.  He picked up the radio and attempted to call for backup, “This is officer Brown.  I am driving north on Dean Road, there is a car which will not stop, driver has been dismembered. He just continued going north off of Dean, into the field.”  Many gleams caught Browns eye at this point.  Gleams of brass...from instruments.  “Oh shit!” he panicked, “shit!  The high school marching band is practicing in that field!  Send ambulances, I repeat, ambulances.”


	Phil’s car blasted though the field, nearing the band.  The band, however, did not see the car because they were facing the wrong way.


 	Inside Brown’s car he continued to radio, “Oh shit, I don’t know what’s gonna happen to them... I can’t begin to imagine... Just send some fucking ambulances and fast!”


	The car continued to roll along the grass, still at its top speed.  Relentless pushing itself closer to the band.


	One of the students, Simmet, who was the furthest back, turned to see the hulking car get closer and closer.


	“Holy shi...” was all he could say.  Phil’s car mauled him down.  Both his legs snapped at the knees; his top half flew over the hood and into the windshield.  The glass shattered, slicing Simmet’s face numerous places: across the forehead, down both cheeks, through the neck, and removed an ear.  Because one piece of glass lodged itself in Simmet’s eye, It bled profusely.  Simmet was the first... the first of many.








“We got fun and games...”








	The car smashed the first row of students at its top speed of one-hundred fifteen miles an hour.  Blood caked itself inside the once, gleaming grill.


	Seeing this, Brown stopped, sighed, and vomited.


	The car continued row by row, maiming and mauling students.  Blood splashed like a sprinkler system across the lawn.  Because everybody was so close together, most people didn’t have time to run.  Hand, feet, and other body parts flew though the air as Phil’s great symbol of power became a great symbol of death.  The car ran down bodies and crushed the skulls of many people; their brains spewed themselves out the cracks of the fractured bone.


	Gallagher, the director viewed the carnage from the front.  He had little time to move.  He saw the vehicle plunge though the students, and decided to run.  As he turned and ran, the automobile finished the last row and continued straight.  Gallagher running as fast as he could turned his head to see the car.  Gallagher ran with his head turned viewing the car gain on him.  He turned his head in time to the oak tree he was about to run into.  The car plastered Gallagher with its full force against the tree cutting him into more than two pieces.  He slumped down across the hood of now bloody car.  


	Brown raced out of his car to go look at the carnage.  Entrails were everywhere, bloody bits of innards covered the ground.  The field was now a lake of blood, littered with bodies of the unfortunate  He ran past the crowd of victims and over to the tree where  Gallagher was crushed and the car stopped.  Brown leaned in what was left of the window and spit on the body of Phillip Woods.  Only two things pleased Brown:  Phil died, and the car stopped... both of which were forever.








“Welcome to the jungle...”








The End





    

















  


