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Kevin the Great 

 

   Then... it happened. I slipped and fell, screaming down the 34 sections of 

garbage shute (yes, I counted) into the trash compactor. It was a wet, chewy, 

and smelly mess. Then, I heard it. There was a sound coming from the other 

room. It sounded like...SCREAM! There was a thundering scream. “RALPHY!” I 

yelled.  

“Dave? Is that you?”  

“Yeah, yeah it’s me. What was that?” 

  “What?”  

“That scream.” “Oh I thought I  saw-auuuuuuuuugh!”  

“Ralphy? Raaaalphyyy!” Screeeech. An ear-piercing screech broke the 

silence.      

 

Only one thing on the planet made such a horrible sound. Then, it hit me. I 

knew who the killer was. I wish some one would have told me that he dwelled 

here. I had been searching for the beast since I was 38 years old when I first 

encountered the beast while I was hunting in the woods. I’d searched every 

corner of the globe looking for Kevin. I’d never expected to find him here, in this 

abandoned Nuclear power-plant in Las Vegas. If someone had told me, Then 

maybe I would’ve brought my knife. Then, the door bust open... “Kevin.”      

 

     

 

It was the year 2043, the year when all hell could break loose. Skynet was 

almost done being developed, and we were in the middle of World War III. A 

nuclear fire was sweeping across the nation, wiping out almost all of the east 

coastTwas an average, glum day in my shack just outside of Henderson, 

Nevada, right by Las Vegas, and not too far from area 51. My name is Dave 

Rockwell and I am 38. I live by hunting geese, rabbits, pigs and moose. I would 

wrestle pigs and the occasional bear for a workout. I had a make-shift fishing 
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pole for a cold winter’s ice fishing. I lived in a tree and passed time by carving 

things in bark and making arrows and fishing poles. Occasionally, hunters would 

walk by and I would play pranks on them by catching them in traps and then 

putting on bear skins an tormenting them. Then, I would steal their guns and 

leave them there. I would some times spring the trap, but sometimes I would 

forget. There are still at least two people stuck in traps out there, one has been 

out there for probably..... four weeks now? Food is scarce at the moment, so I 

have been using them as bait to catch savage bears and whatever might be in 

the river.  

Then, a loud bang rang across the forest. I looked up, and there, in the 

sky, a plane was in a spiraling death roll. Then, a Russian  fighter plane came 

roaring by, guns blazing. “Why would the Russians want that plane. Mmmm... I’ll 

catch him and squeeze some information out of him.” I thought to myself. While 

the russian pilot was landing his plane, I ran to the wreckage with some rope 

traps and two guns; a hunting rifle and my trusty .44 magnum. I was waiting for 

about ten minutes and then-SNAP! (Russian yells).  

“ Help, I is caught in a bear trap!” yelled the angry russian. I ran over to 

trap number four where, evidently, he was hanging upside-down 

 

“ What is your name, young sir?” I said casually.  

     “Ralphy!” 

     “What is your business here?” 

     “To search for the Holy Grail!” PUNCH!  

“No, seriously!” 

     “Him...” 

 

“Who?” 

“Megadeath...” 

“Who is ‘Megadeath’?” 

“He’s the foulest thing on earth, and he’s got big sharp pointy teeth.... 

there!” 
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“Where, behind the rabbit?” 

“It is the rabbit!” 

“A rabbit? You loon!” 

“What, it’s got big, sharp, pointy teeth!” 

“You said that!” 

“Look, I’ll grab him and show you,” I cut him down from the tree, then he 

walked over to the rabbit. The rabbit the jumped high over his head. 

“ Holy, Grails!” The rabbit then bolted of into the woods . I chased after it, 

but it was just too fast. It disappeared completely from sight.  

 

 

It did not take me long to decide what I was going to do. I was going after 

it. Then, it hit me with the force of a mule. “What’s so bad about a rabbit that can 

jump 8 feet into the air?” 

Ralphy replied dismally. “This rabbit, named ‘Kevin’, is looking for its long lost 

child. 

“So.... is that bad?” 

“ The rabbit does not have time to roam around the whole world looking 

for its baby so it is going make its baby come to it,” 

“How?” 

“ This rabbit has a unique ability to emit different smells at will. It can emit 

a unique smell that is distinct to its family members, and they can smell it from 

over 3 miles away. The problem is that to emit this foul odor it needs enormous 

amounts of energy, like at power plants and this noxious gas is deadly to 

humans. Effectively someone has to catch the rabbit and deal with it,” 

“My first question is,how do you know all of this...” Ralphy cut me off. He 

seemed to be going into some sort of trance-like state, and he had almost no 

expression. It was like he had been zombified in the last second. Ralphy then 

spoke in a spooky tone. 

 “This rabbit is not from our land, (I gave a sarcastic look) it is in fact from a 

faraway island in the Southern Pacific Ocean known as Easter Island. Scientists 
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found its kind there and took some samples to study- including this one’s baby. It 

has a curious power in which if you make eye contact with it twice in the same 

week, you kind of just ‘know’ things like what it is trying to do and where its 

going.” 

“Soooo... do you know where it is going now?” 

“Probably to New York, or somewhere with a lot of power....” 

“Beijing?” 

“Definatley.” 

 

 

“Where are you going?” 

“Home!” I said with a huff. I set off with a brisk pace. Ralphy tried to stay with me, 

but I was determined to get back to my shack/tree. When I got there, I started 

grabbing all my stuff. 

“What are you going to do now?”  

“I’ve made up my mind... I’m going after that rabbit!”  

“Why?” 

“Uh... it sounds like fun?” 

“Well, I’m coming with you! I need to return to Russia to rendezvous with 

my colleagues and bring them to help you find the rabbit.” 

“Sounds like a plan to me! Meet me at the Yokoto complex in Japan 34th 

floor.” Then with a shake of hands, the new friends went their separate ways. 

 

 

Feb 19, 2043 

 

 

 Today I am heading  for Vegas with my new friend, a boarhound. I named 

him Towser. I found him outside my shack yesterday, looking for somewhere to 

stay. He seemed to have found me by his nose. I had always wanted a 

companion. Bears were too big and wolves and ducks don’t mix (I have ducks in 
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my back-yard). A dog was the perfect pet for me. Towser is a friendly dog, and I 

have already trained him to follow me and retrieve things. So, off on a good note 

Towser and I set off through the woods towards Las Vegas. 

 

Las Vegas was a big place once with lots of casinos and hotels, but now  

it is a war torn wasteland. Here, my search would begin for evidence of rabbit 

activities. All of the buildings were torn down and ransacked. All that was left 

were a few outcasts and stray dogs, and it was a bitter fight for survival. The 

search would not be easy. 

 


