
© 2009 by Sky Tesi 

 

 

  

A Torn Mind Short 

The Club 
 

By deZtornmind | Sky Tesi 
2009-01-30 
519 Words 



tornmind.com | deZtornmind.deviantart.com |2 | T h e  C l u b  
 

I entered the club, disheveled, and far too sober, looping into paranoia, fidgeting 

awkwardly. 

 "Rank 10," the woman at the door said. 

 "Come on, man, I'm just a little tired," I said. 

 I walked outside, only to see a bum with a jack-in-the-box body who sat, springing up 

and down. 

 "Want some Electis? What do you have to trade, boy?" 

 The bum stretched out his wrinkled, weathered hand that held dirt, pills, bolts, screws, 

and threads of blue fabric.




