JoJo the Idiot Circus Boy


By Hamish Wilson





	Ishmael sat in a cage inside a colourful tent. Outside the tent a voice boomed. “See the magnificent JoJo!” The entrance of the tent opened and a large group entered. Ishmael winced as a group of Children approached the cage. They promptly started throwing dirt and various harder objects at him. He could not resist, JoJo could not resist. He simply put on a depressed look and shielded his eyes.





	The rest of the day was similar, and at night he was caged. The uncaring guards stood by making sure he did not escape. Ishmael ate the food scraps he was given, and then settled down to sleep. He desperately wanted to escape, leave the circus. But he could not muster the courage. He would just fail, the idiot would surly fail.





	Next morning proceed like every Saturday. Today was JoJo tricks day. Ishmael was forced to walk over a tightrope, juggle knives, and various other dangerous and demeaning tasks. Ishmael was actually skilled at the proceedings, but he always thought he was going to fail. This was probably caused by the audiences chanting for him to fail.





	At noon Ishmael was caged once again. He was surprised however at the odd picture on the cage wall. He was more surprised when it talked.


 


	“Ishmael, listen” it said in a dark monotone.





	“JoJo hears master” Ishmael said, answering the commanding voice.





	“You are JoJo no longer, abandon these mortals and come to my side” the voice said and left.





	Ishmael suddenly felt courage, courage he had not felt since he became this freak. Ishmael suddenly felt anger, and he left his cage. He quickly fought the guards and took their weapons. The freak was coming, and they will regret they ever ridiculed him.





Hamish Wilson April 6, 2008 . Thanks to Monolith Productions for the Blood Games and Characters





