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News Story: Point of View 1
	Something wasn’t right. My ex-wife was supposed to be waiting for me at the airport with my son, Toby. It broke my heart to relinquish custody of him, even for a week, but I couldn’t miss this business trip. It was one that would decide whether I would make enough money to get Toby and myself away from her forever. But she wasn’t there.  I thought maybe she was just late; she never was punctual when we were married. I walked around to different terminals, called her phone several times, and left plenty of messages ranging in emotion from worried to angry.
	“Angela, It’s Mike. I’m just wondering where you are, or if you’d forgotten about picking me up with Toby.”
	“Angela, It’s Mike, again. I’m worried something has happened to Toby or you, please call me and let me know where you are.”
	“Damnit Angela! Where the Hell are you?! I’ve been waiting for at least an hour! You can bet my lawyer is going to hear about this!”
	After an hour, I finally decided I couldn’t wait any longer. I took a cab directly to her house, secretly hoping to find her relapsed, or dead, so I could finally end this custody battle. 
When I got to the house, the only thing I really, vividly remember was the smell. It was like something I’ve never experienced before. Every inhalation of that smell made my innards writhe with pain. It stank like a mix between burnt steak and sour milk.  My ex-wife was gone and the house was trashed. The coffee table was smashed in two, and the old television had been stabbed by it’s own remote. Upon moving into the kitchen, I found myself stepping on broken cups and plates. Her new drapes that forced me to install for her, were ripped of the pole and strewn over the oven. As I looked around for a trace of my son, I noticed the smell had become stronger since entering the kitchen. I searched for it. 
	Absolute horror. A charred and mangled, Toby-sized body lay, black and limp, in the oven. I didn’t have to look any closer to know. It was as if my entire world had come crashing down with that oven door. He looked so thin and helpless and I felt as though I drowning in the smoke that had filled the room. I was livid, but I was also broken. I wanted to sit, and weep, and cradle his tiny body, but at the same time I wanted to find her and destroy her. I was confused and scared. I was lightheaded. As a result, I did nothing. 
	A few days later, when the authorities found me I was in the same place I’d been the day before. I hadn’t eaten, hadn’t slept, hadn’t moved. They’d gotten a call about the smell, and were quite surprised to find me. I couldn’t tell them anything. I couldn’t speak. I was beginning to understand that my son was not here in this room. He was not here on this Earth. I closed my eyes and tried to remember the way he looked, smelled, laughed, felt, but it only made things worse. I was alone. The only person who I’d truly loved and who truly loved me in return, with no strings attached—my only—was being taken away in a body bag.
	They eventually caught my ex-wife, though it had no immediate affect on me. I was forever damaged. But, time passed and things began to slowly drift into normalcy. Now, I feel I have come to terms with most things. I can finally open my oven without doubling over on the floor and hurling,. I’ve started giving Toby’s toys away. It’s not much, but it’s a start.

News Story: 3rd Person
	A man stood in the median at the airport, waiting for his ex-wife and son. When she did not show up, he searched the entire airport, hoping that she wasn’t hurt or dead. But, she wasn’t delayed at all. She wasn’t coming.
	The man’s wife had come home from work, drunk and fed up. Toby, the little boy was nagging his mother to take him to the Wal-mart so he could get some candy for the ride to daddy’s house. She shrieked at him and told him to find something at home. When he continued to complain, and when Toby’s range of complaints broadened to her parenting, cooking, and lifestyle; the mother grabbed her son by the collar and shook his body with such a vigor that he couldn’t help but have his senses returned to him. The shaking also, however, managed to snap his neck and kill him first. 
	The woman realized her error. She was horrified. Massive amounts of adrenaline were sent pulsing through her body and she could only think of what would happen if her husband found out. She’d never see her son again. She’d never see her ex-husband again. The woman looked at her son’s lifeless body and saw directly through him to the oven. She stuffed the boy inside and left. 
The man finally became fed up and took a cab to his ex-wife’s house. He sensed that something was wrong and searched the house. After searching for hours and following the scent of putrefied flesh, he came across his burnt son. The man sat still for an entire day. His son was the only thing he loved. 
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