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Zuzanna Flis

DLACZEGO ,,PRZERWA
HERBATKOWA..”?

Biskupiak to szkofa, ktéra wyrdznia sie pod wieloma wzgledami na tle innych pla-
cowek. Jedng z tych rzeczy jest kwestia nazewnictwa przerwy 15-minutowej, co
dla obecnego pokolenia uczniow jest w wiekszosci owiane tajemnica. Wszakze w
innych szkotach mowi sie na nig ,Sniadaniéwka”, a skad sie tu nagle wzieta
,herbatkowa”?

Pozwodlcie, ze odpowiem teraz na to pytanie.

Jeszcze pare lat temu, uczniowie Biskupiaka, styszgc dzwonek o godzinie 10:35
(na czes¢ tej przerwy liczba 1035 zostata nazwana ,herbatkowg liczbg”), zdgzali
ttumnie na stotowke. Tam, w kubkach o osobliwym ksztatcie (patrz: fotografia),
rozdawana byta darmowa herbata. Co do jej smaku, zdania uczniéw byty podzie-
lone. Miata ona swoich koneseréw, jednak byli tacy, ktorzy wyrazali swoje otwarte
niezadowolenie. Niezaleznie od tego, stotbwka byta zawsze petna. Powstawaty
nawet memy sugerujgce filozoficzng aktywnos¢ w trakcie spozywania herbatki
(ktora nie zostata niestety potwierdzona).

Kultywowanie picia herbaty na herbatkowej cieszyto sie wiec sporg popularno-
Scig, dlatego, gdy parokrotnie z réznych przyczyn zostawato zniesione przez dy-
rekcje, podopieczni tej placowki manifestowali o jego powréot. Wedtug doniesien
ostatnia proba, zwienczona petycjg Samorzgdu Uczniowskiego, miata miejsce w
poprzednim roku szkolnym, jednak jak widac, zakonczyta sie niepowodzeniem.

Jednakze dla fanéw powrotu herbatkowej do dawnej formy mam dobrg wiado-
mos¢: im wiecej osOb poprze te inicjatywe, tym wieksza szansa, ze dyrekcja nas
wystucha.
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PROTESTY NA WYSPACH
KANARYJSKICH

20 kwietnia na ulice Santa Cruz de Tenerife wyszto 30 tysiecy osob i za-
czeli protestowac przeciwko duzej liczbie turystow.

<>

Protestujgcy wygtaszali hasta: ,, Turysto - szanuj mojg ziemie”;
,,Archipelagi majg limit”.

Wyspy Kanaryjskie w catym 2023 roku odwiedzito ponad 14 milionéw tu-
rystow.

<>

Protestujgcy uwazajg, ze naptyw turystow prowadzi do chaosu i niszcze-
nia przyrody.

Réwniez od 12 kwietnia grupa mieszkancow Teneryfy prowadzi strajk gto-
dowy.

Protestujgcy domagajg sie wiekszych restrykcji przy budowie hoteléw i in-
nych obiektow turystycznych i zaprzestanie inwestycji ktore wedtug nich
pogtebiajg problem nadmiernej turystyki. Uczestnicy protestow podkresla-
ja, Ze nie sg przeciwni turystyce, lecz jej nadmiarze i chcg, zeby wtadze
zmienili podejscie do tej sprawy. Dlatego tez wzywajg wtadze by zaprze-
staty prac nad budowg dwdch nowych hoteléw na Teneryfie.

T —=

Ruchy protestacyjne przeciwko nadmiernej turystyce byty juz aktywne w
Hiszpanii, zwtaszcza w Barcelonie, prze wybuchem pandemii, ktéra zada-
ta Swiatowej branzy turystycznej dotkliwy cios. Po zniesieniu ograniczen
w podrézowaniu turystyka gwattownie wzrosta, a w zesztym roku Hiszpa-

nie odwiedzito rekordowe 85,1 miliona gosci.
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SMIERC POLSKIEGO
WOLONTARIUSZA W GAZIE

W nocy z pierwszego na drugiego kwietnia armia izraelska zrzucita bom-
by na humanitarny konwdj organizacji World Central Kitchen. Wedtug
izraelskiej prasy, armia dokonata ataku na konwoj, poniewaz podejrzewa-
ta, ze przebywajg tam terrorysci. W wyniku ataku zmarto siedem osob, w
tym jeden Polak - 36-letni Damian Sobdl. Prezydent Andrzej Duda na
platformie X napisat: ,Z gtebokim bolem przyjgtem informacje o Smierci w
Strefie Gazy wolontariuszy z organizacji World Central Kitchen, w tym pol-
skiego obywatela. Jestem myslami z ich najblizszymi. Ci odwazni ludzie
SWojg stuzbg i poswieceniem dla bliznich zmieniali swiat na lepsze. Tra-
gedia ta nigdy nie powinna sie wydarzy¢ i musi zosta¢ wyjasniona”.

W czasie posiedzenia NATO w Brukseli minister spraw zagranicznych Ra-
dostaw Sikorski zazgdat natychmiastowych wyjasnien ze strony izrael-
skiego rzadu i - jesli atak byt rozmysIny - przeprosin i odszkodowan dla
rodziny Soboldéw.

Ostatecznie armia lzraela wzieta na siebie odpowiedzialnos¢ za atak.
Rzecznik armii izraelskiej orzekt, iz w sprawie ataku odbedzie sie sledz-
two. Natomiast rzad lzraela wcigz twierdzi, ze atak byt nieumysiny.

Damian Sobdl posmiertnie zostat odznaczony Orderem Odrodzenia Pol-
ski. Jego pogrzeb odbyt sie 20 kwietnia w kosciele Salezjanéw pw. Swie-
tego Jozefa w Przemyslu. Na pogrzebie pojawili sie ambasador Palestyny
w Polsce i zatozyciel World Central Kitchen.

==
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TLO HISTORYCZNE SERIALU
» 16707
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Polacy od 1648 roku wzwyz (a dokftadnie do roku 1660) co chwile znaj-
dowali sie w stanie wojny. Najpierw walczyli z Kozakami Zaporoskimi w
ramach zrywu niepodlegtosciowego Hetmana Chmielnickiego, potem, w
1654 roku, Rosja, szczerzgca kty na wschodnie tereny Rzeczypospolitej,
wkroczyta na Litwe. Ostatnim gwozdziem do trumny byt rozpoczety w
1655 roku najazd Szweddw. Skala zniszczen podczas tego okresu byta
zatrwazajgca. Straty w ludziach i ich majatkach byty niezmierzone. Dla
owczesnej ludnosci potop szwedzki byt tak okropnym wydarzeniem jak
dla nas druga wojna swiatowa. Nic zatem dziwnego, ze postacie najnow-
szego tworu Netflixa darzg Szwedow tak wielkg nienawiscia.

Sytuacja chtopow w tym okresie byta daleka od ideatu. Praca na pol-
skiej, zrujnowanej przez wojne, wsi byta bardzo wymagajgca. Od switu
az po zmierzch kazdy chtop pracowat na majatek swojego ziemskiego
pana.

Wojna zostawita za sobg wielu szlachcicow, ktdrzy nie mieli zadnej
ziemi, ze wzgledu na liczne grabieze najezdzcow z Pétnocy. Gotota, czyli
szlachta bez ziemi, reprezentowana jest w serialu przez Bogdana, ktory
przybyt do Adamczychy, szukajgc schronienia po opuszczeniu niewoli.



Jan Lizut, Natalia Zygan, Izabela Krason

WYWIAD Z P. PRZEMYStAWEM ROSOWSKIM

Gosciem najnowszego numeru BisgNews jest pan Przemystaw Rosowski.
Zamiast dyskutowac¢ wytgcznie na tematy zwigzane z zyciem szkolnym,
chcielibysmy skupi€ sie na zyciu prywatnym w celu przyblizenia Panstwu
ztozonej osoby, jakg jest Nasz szkolny historyk.

Jan Lizut: Na poczatek chcielibySmy zapyta¢, co sktonito
pana do zostania nauczycielem historii?

Przemystaw Rosowski: Do zostania nauczycielem skto-
nito mnie przede wszystkim wyksztatcenie, ktére zdoby-
tem na studiach. Majgc wybér roéznych specjalizacji wy-
bratem nauczyciela, dlatego majgc takg edukacje i przy-
gotowanie mogtem nim zostac.

Nie mam probleméw w relacjach z ludzmi, przede
wszystkim z mtodziezg. Mam réwniez takie cechy charak-
teru, ktére pomagajg w byciu nauczycielem - chociazby
cierpliwos$¢, ktorej potrzeba duzo w tym zawodzie. Wiado-
mo, cztowiek ma takie idealistyczne podejscie, zeby be-
dzie nidst kaganek oswiaty, nauczat i tak dalej. Jest w
tym element dania od siebie czegos$ wiecej.

Natalia Zygan: Od kiedy interesuje sie pan historig? Dla-
czego akurat studia historyczne?

PR: W liceum nie myslatem jeszcze o takim wyborze, jed-
nak od zawsze przyciggat mnie kierunek humanistyczny.
Z jezyka polskiego i historii miatem dobre oceny, a nauka
szta mi fatwo i bez wiekszych trudnosci. Pojscie w kierun-
ku historii wyszto z perspektywy czasu. Na studiach za-
czatem sie bardziej interesowac tym tematem.

JL: Pozostanmy jeszcze na chwile w temacie historii: czy
ma pan jakas$ ulubiong kontrowersyjng postac historycz-
ng? Czy istniejg w ogole takie osoby z przesztosci, czy
terazniejszosci, jak ,ulubione”?

PR: Trudno powiedzieé, bo jezeli chodzi o kontrowersyj-
ng postac historyczng, zalezy to mocno od indywidualnej
oceny. Ja nie mam takiej ulubionej postaci. Wybieranie jej
nadchodzi z wkasnej woli, a do tak gtebokiej oceny trzeba
znac¢ wszystkie fakty o niej. Po przejsciu przez kurs histo-
rii na studiach cziowiek zaczyna dostrzegaé, ze posiada-
nie ulubionej postaci jest na site. Mozemy sie na kim$
wzorowac, ale to nie jest nasz poglad. W historii Polski
znajdziemy jednak wiele postaci, ktére mozemy brac za
WZory.

Dla miodziezy stanowi oderwanie od codziennosci i social
mediow jest wlasnie bieganie po lesie i szkolenie sie. Jest
to sposob aktywizowania mtodziezy.

JL: Teraz przejdziemy bardziej do tematéw zwigza-
nych ze szkotg. Na przestrzeni lat uczyt pan niezliczo-
ng ilos¢ uczniéw. Czy ma pan takich podopiecznych,
ktérzy zapadli panu w pamiec?

PR: Uczniowie, ktérzy najbardziej zapadajg w pamiec¢
to te wyraziste osoby, na plus lub na minus.

Do tej pory pamietam takiego ucznia - Pawta. Nie byt
wyrézniajacy sie na tle klasy. Byt na profilu biologiczno
-chemicznym i historia nie byta jego pasjg. Pod koniec
jego nauki w liceum przyszedt i podziekowat za prowa-
dzenie interesujgcych lekcji. Pokazuje to, ze uczen
niekoniecznie musi na co dzien okazywac swojego
zainteresowania lekcja, ktére moze przejawiac.

Druga sprawg jest obecna 4C. Jest tam grupa zazar-
tych historykéw z sukcesami, w ktére co prawda wio-
zytem jakis swoj wkiad. Trafito sie na swietnych ludzi i
oni trafili na mnie. Jako$ tak zagraliSmy na podobnych
falach, ze i efekty tego byty rézne, bo nie tylko olimpij-
skie, ale takze w postaci debat oksfordzkich. Mozna z
nimi porozmawiac na powazne tematy, jak z dorostymi
ludZzmi, a czasami takze na te mniej powazne.

NZ: Wspomniat pan o debatach oksfordzkich. Od dtuz-
szego juz czasu w liceum funkcjonuje kétko debat,
ktére pomaga zwtaszcza w rozwoju sposobu argu-
mentowania wypowiedzi. Jak wyglgdat proces powsta-
wania kétka debat oksfordzkich? Jaki byt w tym panski
pierwiastek udziatu?

PR: Debaty wymyslita nauczycielka polskiego pracuja-
ca kiedy$ w naszej szkole. A ze w tych debatach miato
chodzi¢ takze o historie, to wiasnie tak sie zaczeta
nasza wspotpraca. Uczytem wtedy klase humanistycz-
ng z potencjatem na takie przedsiewziecie i tak to sie
zaczeto. Pézniej do projektu doszty inne osoby, a de-
baty zaczety cieszy¢ sie popularnoscig. Aktualnie z
kazdego rocznika pojawiajg sie jacys zainteresowani.
Debaty sg dobrym sposobem na poéwiczenie wypo-
wiedzi ustnej przed matura.

Umiejetnos¢ komunikowania to jedna z podstawowych
kompetencji, ktérg szkota ma ksztatci¢, dlatego my,
nauczyciele, robimy to regularnie - pytajgc was na lek-
cjach. Wspaniale bytoby, gdyby mtody cztowiek, wy-
chodzacy ze szkoty $redniej potrafit sie logicznie wy-
stowi¢.
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WYWIAD Z P. PRZEMYSLAWEM
ROSOWSKIM (kontynuacja)

JL: Czas na ostatnie pytanie: co lubi pan robi¢ w wolnym czasie?

PR: Zdecydowanie czytaC ksigzki historyczne. Chociaz wtasnie te ostat-
nio troche mi sie przejadty, bo naczytatem sie ich duzo. Nie ukrywam
jednak, ze jezeli znajde czas i checi, to po nie siegam.

Pare lat temu intensywnie zgtebiatem sie w fantasy. Przeczytatem kilka
klasykow z tego gatunku. Ciekawie pisze np. Steven Erikson. Ostatnio
zainteresowatem sie tez prehistorig w wydaniu archeologii. Aktualnie na
biezgco czytam ksigzke o wielkim wymieraniu swiata.

Moim zainteresowaniem jest takze modelarstwo kartonowe, szczegolnie
modele lotnicze w skali 1:33 z papieru. Manualne robdtki zawsze mnie
uspokajaty i moze dlatego, ze potrafie skupic¢ sie na takich drobiazgach,
pracuje w szkole.

Lubie takze motory. Nie jest to najwygodniejszy srodek transportu - wie-
je, mokro, dymi, nie ma izolacji od otoczenia, ale daje sporg przyjem-
nos¢, zwtaszcza gdy pojedzie na sie na kurs szkoleniowy. Warto cho-
dzi¢ na takie szkolenia, jezeli kto$ chciatby zrobi¢ prawo jazdy na mo-
tor.

Oprocz tego regularnie biegam. Na to czas znajduje czesto, bo warto
sie poruszaC. Szczerze zachecam, zwtaszcza, zeby nie siedzied tyle
przed komputerem i ksigzkami. W zyciu wazne jest, zeby znalez¢ chwile
czasu na aktywnosci fizyczne.

JL: Dziekujemy bardzo za mozliwos¢ rozmowy. Mamy nadzieje, ze nie
bedzie to jedyna okazja do rozmowy z Panem na takie tematy.

PR: Stuze pomocg!
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CYTATY SWIETYCH

Przekonaijcie sie, jakg skarbnicg mgdrosci na kazdy dzien sg mysli zna-
nych nam Swietych Patronow.

,~Jesli czujesz do kogos uraze,
maodl sie za niego” I

sw. Maksym Wyznawca

S MASSIMG

LW b
,Nie bojcie sie jezykow ludz-
kich, nie ludzie was sgdzic be-

,B0g nie pamieta o naszych
upadkach, ale o tym, ile razy
powstajemy”

Benedykt XVI

,Kochac to znaczy chciec do-
bra drugiego”

sSw. Tomasz z Akwinu

,Prawda kosztuje duzo , lecz
wyzwala”
ks. Jerzy Popietuszko
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SYMPHONY OF AGONY

Why is there so much pain? Why do | have to live like this? Why do | have
to see all of this? You. You human in a white overall of a scientist, you
made me suffer. It's all because of you. We all suffer because of your ex-
periments.

| used to live on a farm. It wasn't big but saying that it was small would be
an understatement. | used to have my rat life sorted out. Everything was
easier. Or was it? | had to take care of food and everything, every day
could have been my last, but | preferred it that way. The natural way. As it
should always be.

It's just unspeakable, how could anyone be so cruel? How could you do
this to us? How could you do this to me ?

Back then, when everything was simpler | used to have a friend. He was a
human, a son of a farmer. He always had a heart for me and my kind. For
all kinds. He used to take care and protect us no matter what.

The same was with his parents — the owners of a farm. They loved their
job almost as much as they loved each other. Watching them was always a
pleasure, they were hopelessly devoted to each other and it was always
visible. Love was in the air and everything felt so normal, so perfect, al-
most utopian. Until the disaster.

| wish | could forget that day. It was Sunday. As every morning, the farm-
ers’ wife went to a shed to do her chores. A few minutes later the whole
farm froze in horror after hearing an excruciating scream. From where |
was standing, | saw a farmer, pale, mindlessly rushing to see what had
happened to his wife. All that he cared about, the reason for his existence
was in danger.

As he slowly walked out of the shed, he dropped on his knees in front of
the building, hugging the dead body to his chest, shaking but not crying. In
the other hand he was holding a dead ,venomous snake, the cause of his
living death. His gaze was empty. Suddenly his love vanished and now he
was alone. Everybody could see that he was broken.

That day everything changed and | assure you, not for good. The land
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owner became stone-hearted and aggressive. He started to drink more
and more. There was no one to help him, not even his son could do much.
He was miserable. After his wife's funeral, the farmer immediately hated
us and this place. No one felt safe anymore. In the air we could feel pure
anger and disbelief. If one of the animals was slightly hurt, it was killed
without hesitation. The vet was never seen in our "home" again. The
farmer just stopped caring and all the work that should be done fell on his
sons back. Poor boy.

Why did it happen ? Couldn'’t it stay as it was? This world is such a cruel
place.

Finally the situation got way too overwhelming for the farmers’ son, so he
decided to talk to his father. Determined, the boy went to the shed. There
he found his father sleeping on a haystack, completely drunk. He tried to
talk to him but the old farmer was still out of his mind. After an angry
awakening and a short argument, something snapped in the old, misera-
ble human. He became furious. His eyes got bigger, breath got shorter .
He smashed a glass bottle he was holding and attacked the boy, scream-
ing on the top of his lungs. Three hits to the head were enough to bring
about one more funeral.

| ran out of the farm immediately after that. This was just too much and the
only thing that kept me there was gone. | couldn’t believe how aggressive
and mindless humans can be. | didn’t feel safe anymore so | left.

My life became very different from what it was used to. Well, | had never
thought it would be easy, after all I'm just a rat. | spent some time in sew-
ers. Despite fighting for living every day, it wasn’t so bad. But taught by my
past | was always ready for a disaster. | knew that life ain’t sweet and
easy, so when my reality got ruined once again, | wasn’t surprised.

One day (or night, | couldn’t really tell because | was underground) | heard
unusual noises. For quite some time now | hadn’t heard them, but | recog-
nised them right away. | would always recognise human approaching

me. Desperately | tried to escape like many other creatures, but it was too
late. We got surrounded. People in yellow suits, with torches and big cag-
es took me and some other beings hiding down here. | was absolutely ter-
rified when the light of the day blinded me. | hadn’t been outside in ages!
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Once | got used to this brightness, | found it quite enjoyable or even more
than that — just beautiful. | didn’t even realize how much | missed it. But |
didn’t get to admire the sun for long. The cages were thrown into a white
van and we began a journey to the unknown.

We didn’t have to wait long to get to the destination.

Not less than 10 minutes after we stopped, the cages were pulled out of
the van and carried somewhere. My heart almost stopped when | noticed
that | was back at the farm from which | had escaped a long time ago. Not
much changed, it felt almost like going back home. | thought maybe the
yellow uniformed people would leave us here and that they just wanted to
rescue us or clean the sewers. | thought maybe there are still good people
on this planet. Unfortunately, | was wrong. Again. My last hope for human-
kind was slowly dying.

They took us to the basement in one of the buildings in which I'd never
been before. Everything was so dark, the walls of a corridor we were car-
ried through were wet and covered bye mould. After a while | lost a way
because of the same view ,a huge amount of turns and countless locked
doors. There was no way that | would escape ( at least not following this
track). The monotonous way and all emotions | felt that day made me feel
exhausted so | couldn’t resist anymore and fell asleep.

Once | woke up , | found myself in a much different area. A small, square
room was all white and didn’t have any furniture. Instead of a ceiling there
was a huge lamp which made the whole room very bright and near the
lamp were some dangerously looking devices which | didn't know what
(they) were for. With me there were four other rats. One of them didn’t
have a leg and was lying in the middle of the room. It wasn’t moving at all
and only sharp belly movements told me that it was still alive. Also it was
bleeding profusely. The two other rats were trying to hide in the corner.
They didn’t look comfortable at all. Their red eyes were wandering on the
top edges of the room , like they were afraid of what would appear there.
And the last rat was spinning around the room, squeaking like crazy. It all
felt so odd and surreal.

Suddenly a man in a white science overall turned up. As soon as this hap-
pened the two rats in the corner froze in absolute horror. The scientist was
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holding a little syringe with some strange green liquid inside. He leaned
over the room and aimed at me! | tried to run and avoid the needle but |
was too slow. | got injected. Then the scientist injected other rats with the
same substance but for the legless rat he switched to a red one. Just a
few seconds after the injection the rat got spasms and started foaming.
This horrid scene was accompanied by unbearable pain squeaks. Sud-
denly it stopped moving. While this was happening the scientist was writ-
ing down everything that he saw and after the rat died he left.

When the rats noticed that the man was gone they jumped to the dead
body and began to feast. Within a minute half of the room was covered in
blood and the rats went even more crazy and aggressive. They started to
fight with each other and even against themselves. One of the rats bit off
its own tail! Luckily none of them attacked me. | knew that | wouldn’t be
able to defend myself from this madness. Before the scientist came back
to move me to another room the rats were gone. | believe they died be-
cause of the poison from the body of the first killed rat.

The most terrifying thing was that the scientist didn’t even move a muscle
while killing the rat. He knew what he was doing and didn’t hesitate to do
so. How cruel somebody would have to be to do such a thing and not feel
bad afterwards? | hate this world!

Still in shock, | noticed that something was off. The whole room started
spinning, all the noises became visible and got shapes. It looked interest-
ing so | tried to get closer to them but it was suddenly hard to stay on foot.
So | fell - what else was | supposed to do? Then everything went black.

The next thing | remember was an awfully painful awakening. | got thrown
into ice cold water! Why? Why would they do this? | woke up immediately
and desperately tried to find something to crawl on to get out of the water.
My limbs were barely moving because of the unbearable temperature. Af-
ter a terrible moment when | thought | was going to drown, in front of me |
saw a huge dark object that could’ve been my rescue so | swam there. It
was unpleasantly soft and kind of warm when | was climbing on it but |
didn’t really care because all that mattered back then was surviving. As |
reached the top, | tried to figure out where | was. Of course, another ceil-
ing less white room , half filled with water and a hill of something odd in
the middle. | started to pay attention to the structure of a hill on which |
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was standing and when | looked closer | almost threw up. | was standing
on a pile of drowned rat corpses. | was cold, frightened and speechless.
After what | had discovered, | tried to remain calm and not move more
than necessary. Then | noticed that above me were scientists observing
and writing everything down, not willing to save me from drowning.

One of the scientists grabbed me out of the room and injected again with
some yellow substance. He tried to put me in a box with glass walls but
the situation took an unpredictable turn. | saw my chance to escape and it
all was just Instinct. | bit him. As he dropped me | noticed that his hand
looked familiar. | saw it somewhere... From the floor | looked up to see his
face. And then it hit me! It was a cruel farmer! | froze for a second and
tried to understand what | had just seen but then the other scientist rushed
towards me so | instinctively started to run away.

| managed to hide behind a huge closet where no one could catch me, but
it was just a matter of time so | had to find another spot. The scientists
were so frustrated that they screamed at each other. | was so scared but
still I had to keep going and escape. They were gathering so | had to think
fast.

Right behind me there was a pipe with some net all over it so | decided to
climb it. It led me higher and higher and eventually | ended up right under
ceiling.

From my position | saw whole room - a huge hangar, lit by small light
bulbs , with millions of white experimental rooms.

Why was it all built? How could anyone cause so much pain ? And what
for? Why did innocent creatures have to experience all this?

| didn’t get to know the answers. Right underneath me, there was a huge
space where a group of scientists had the main lab with all the accesso-
ries to cause harm and with an enormous tank full of acid. Now there was
a great movement — even an alarm went off.

Suddenly, the whole room started spinning. The injected fluid started
working. | saw everything in slow motion and some visions of my past
crossed my mind. This made me think — What’s my next step? | have two
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options: | can either escape and go back to living in sewers or I'll get
caught and then probably killed by scientists and their experiments. Going
back to sewers would also mean living in constant fear of being caught
again. So there was no option at all. Wait. There was. | slowly looked
down and stared into the tank, fighting inside with me. What should | do?
Does it really matter? With every second the hangar was spinning faster
and faster. Does my life really matter? Thoughts were rushing and shatter-
ing my brain.

| got pulled back to reality by a loud noise. | didn't notice that the scientists
brought a big forklift and were trying to get to me. One of them must’'ve
seen me.

At this point | have had enough and decided. From the beginning every-
one was against me and it was like that just because I'm a rat. That’s not
my fault. But | didn’t want to live like this anymore. It wasn’t worth that
pain.

When | was falling | saw every good thing | experienced in this life. | had
enough time to say goodbye to all my true friends and summarize every-
thing. In the end rat life ain’t that long. As my body hit the acid, except
feeling an excruciating pain, | felt something | lacked through my whole
existence — peace.



