

THierry Lagarde	SHIRT NO SHIRT	75 words
The shirtless Harley rider picked me up near Seattle. Handed me a helmet. I had just gotten out of a highway patrol car. ‘’You can’t hitchhike here; I will drive you to a better spot.’’ The officer floods the atmosphere as tears stream in pain down his cheeks, onto his ironed shirt. ‘’My wife is asking for divorce.’’ I’ m twenty-six with no words. I ride in the sunset hanging onto a brawny gentle brute!
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