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Malik Madkins

Jax wiped his greasy hands on a rag, leaning
over the open hood of a vintage engine. The
smell of oil and the rhythmic clinking of his tools
filled the cozy, cluttered garage as he tightened

a final bolt.
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Suddenly, a heavy wrench slipped from the
workbench but didn't hit the floor, hovering
perfectly still in mid-air. Jax stared in disbelief as
a cloud of dust motes froze in the sunlight like

tiny, unmoving diamonds.
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He stepped toward the open garage door
and saw a world turned into a museum of
statues. A bird was suspended in flight above
the street, and a neighbor's dog stayed mid-
bark, frozen in time against the silent backdrop

of the suburbs.
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The air began to hum with a low, vibrating
frequency as jagged tears of light ripped open
the sky. Shimmering portals, glowing with an
eerie violet hue, manifested throughout the
silent neighborhood like cracks in a glass

window.
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From the depths of the swirling rifts, tall and
slender shadows began to emerge, their eyes
glowing like cold embers. They moved with a
fluid, haunting grace that defied the stillness of

everything else around them.
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Jax realized that wherever these creatures
stepped, the very air seemed to thicken and turn
to heavy ice. He grabbed his favorite heavy
wrench and bolted out the back door, knowing
he couldn't stay still for a single second or he

would be trapped forever.
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He sprinted through the frozen city, ducking
under a suspended taxi and leaping over the
motionless spray of a park fountain. Every time
he felt a sudden chill on his neck, he knew a

portal was opening just inches away.
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JAX'S HAPPY GARAGE

A shadow creature lunged from a rift, its
cold fingers grazing Jax's sleeve and instantly
turning the fabric to stiff, gray stone. He rolled
across the pavement, his heart hammering
against his ribs as he pushed himself to go even

faster.
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In the distance, he spotted the golden glow

of the setting sun hitting a far-off hill where

SO IR trees were still swaying in the breeze. That was

MOy
GURA

the edge of the anomaly, the only place where

time still marched forward and the world

remained alive.
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With a desperate burst of speed, Jax dove
through a shimmering wall of distorted air and
tumbled onto the soft, moving grass. He looked
back to see his entire town trapped in a silent,
purple-tinted bubble, safe for now but waiting

for a way to restart the clock.
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