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lightning   lighting 
            accept  except  whose 
                who’s    thorough 
              patience  conscious 
               conscience  desert 
      dessert   patients 
             through   descent 
                 loose        decent 
        lose  eliminated 
          illuminated 

       

     and, in all   cŽŶƐcieŶce   I can’t let it wreak havoc in my city.  No time to 

     hang around and become some kind of robot deƐƐeƌƚ.   Heading out to 

     the deƐeƌƚ   is my one chance.    ThƌŽƵgh   the suburbs, out 

     past the city limits and be as  ƚhŽƌŽƵgh   as I can in planning my next 

     move.  Put a deceŶƚ   mileage between me and it before that final 

     deƐceŶƚ  down into Death Valley.    IllƵmiŶaƚed   by the 

     stars, the dirt road snakes away into the unknown – my only hope of not being 

     elimiŶaƚed .

  
 The    lighƚiŶg   is so 

poor in the back streets in the dead of 

night, that it takes a jagged knife of  

lighƚŶiŶg    to streak across 

the sky before I can see the way ahead. 

I have to acceƉƚ    the fact that no 

one dares  step outside   eǆceƉƚ   

me.  So ǁhŽ͛Ɛ   going to know or care 

ǁhŽƐe   car this is?  The police will 

surely lŽƐe    ƉaƚieŶce if I try to tell them 

there is a killer robot on the lŽŽƐe.  I 

could easily end up 

as one of the ƉaƚieŶƚƐ   in the 

local hospital for disturbed personalities! 

Anyway, I’m only too cŽŶƐciŽƵƐ 

of the fact that it’s me that thing is after,  
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