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The Riverbank 

By Isabel Scerpella 

 

There’s an irony in my current situation. I come here so often—to the riverbank that separates one 

town from the other—and yet looking at the water fills me with such a rage. I hate the very mention of 

the river, but it is the only place I can come to think. It is an aspect of my life that I wish I could change. 

I remember the first time I came to the river’s edge. My thirteenth birthday had truly been a 

nightmare. After being forced to watch my father stumble through the home and my mother flaunt what 

she could, I felt nothing but humiliation. The first crack in the foundation of my facade grew and I knew 

there was no escaping this. After everyone had left and my parents chastised the other about their 

behavior, I was sent to my cell for the rest of the night. I had twisted and turned for hours, the loud 

chorus of my parents never dimming.  

As their chorus reached the bridge, I felt the walls closing in on me. They drew me into a corner as 

I suffocated under their weight, and I looked for an escape. When I saw the shrinking window, I felt hope. 

Squeezing through the narrow space left for me, I dove through. The moment my feet touched the ground 

was the same moment I started to run. 

The wind tried to hold me and pull me back as I pushed through, choking me as I made my escape. 

It screamed and whistled in my ear to tell me I’d never make it. The gravel of the road attempted to help 

the wind. They made it so every step I took made my bare feet bleed. The dogs in their fences barked in 

warning to their masters that I was close. Their senses trained on the scent of the blood trickling from my 

feet so there’d be hope of finding me and returning me to my cell. The birds and the squirrels and the 

trees all watched on as though to memorize my path. The only thing cheering me on was the space in 

front of me that beckons me forward, daring me to run until I couldn’t anymore. 

I didn't know where I was going until I was ankle-deep in the ice-cold water of the river that never 

seemed to freeze over. The water almost evaporated in the heat that ran through my body at this 

realization. I quickly stepped out of the water in disgust, and, instead of running somewhere else like my 

mind told me, I perched myself on a fallen tree and looked out over the freezing water on its journey 

south. As I watched the water do its migrational dance with the fish and the loose twigs and the uprooted 

plants, my troubles seemed to dance away with it. The image of my mother prancing around the living 

room got smaller with the sounds of the lamp breaking when my father bumped into the table. I almost 

forgot the sounds of my parents’ shouts directed at the other as my eyes trained on the black liquid. 

Three years and I still sit here like I never left. 

And I never really did. I’m still a teenaged girl sitting on a worn away log staring at something she 

can’t stand to clear her mind. The only real difference is I’m not being idiotic and coming out at midnight 

in the Northern Minnesota November night wearing only little sleep shorts and a thin V-neck. Trying to 

explain mild frostbite to my mother was enough to help me learn. 

Now it’s almost routine. I suffer through meals and sit quietly in front of you while my mind is 

screaming for some kind of release. And then, after they think I’ve gone to sleep, I put on my boots and 

my coat, shimmy my window open, and sneak out to the river. Then, all I do is sit. 

I sit and I stare at the water for hours, letting the disgust fill my mind. Most people wouldn’t 

understand why I do this—sit for hours just thinking about how much I can’t stand what I’m looking at. 

Why wouldn’t I just go somewhere I like? 

What they don’t understand is that I feel it is my right. I have the right to make my feelings 

known to it. I have the right—almost a sense of obligation—to sit here and let the river know how I feel. 

It’s heard my thoughts, carried them downstream before; why wouldn’t it hear these?  I have the 

obligation of sitting here and letting the river listen to my wish that someone would build a dam so the 

water would stop flowing, that every fish and plant and current that mocks me with its dance be removed 

from the waters until it can do nothing but sit still. 
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When I was young I loved the water.  All of the children in this small town would go to the river in 

the few warm summer days and play in the shallows. Those were the happier days of my life; when my 

father wasn’t such a fumbling idiot and my mother cared about more than what’s on the outside. The days 

we could go to the river were truly my favorite. 

I soon learned, though.  

As time went on, my parents changed and so did my own thoughts. My thoughts of adoration 

whenever someone would mention the river turned to ones of disinterest, and then soon after detestation. 

As my life changed, I began to realize the truth about the waters in the river and myself. 

The water, and everything in it, is free—and I am a prisoner. The things in the land indented 

between our two towns have no restrictions. The water flows south, going wherever it pleases. The fish 

mock me by swimming in circles before going either up or down stream. They don’t let me forget how, 

unlike the water, they can go whichever way they please. The twigs and the plants show me that it’s easy 

to enter the water and escape. They urge me to step out into the dangerously fast current and let it carry 

and eventually consume me. 

And all while the inhabitants of the river can do as they please I am a prisoner to this poor town. I 

am too young to leave and too dumb to get anywhere far enough. I had no choice in coming and I have just 

as much choice in staying. The place of my birth was my judge, jury, and executioner—no.  

The town lines thought execution was too much of a blessing. Instead of being my executioner, it 

was my jailer. The town boundaries fence me in, my parents and the others of the town my wardens. The 

place I am to call my home is my cell block and my supposed sanctuary my cell. I am the sole prisoner of 

this rudimentary place that everyone seems so comfortable conforming, too. This place that mocks me by 

leaving no watchtowers in the one place I am too hateful to try crossing. 

I could easily do it. I could enter the river and attempt to swim across into the next town over—

into freedom. But the water, my nemesis, my one true enemy, decided I shouldn’t be given the chance. As 

my thoughts matured and my sentence started to be carried out, the earth plagued us with heavy rain. 

The river, that cursed straight, decided never to completely let the water go. Its levels rose and with it the 

current, leaving only few safe places for the children to swim without getting swept downstream. I’d be 

foolish to try swimming across. 

So instead I sit and I stare. I let the thoughts of leaving this desolate place behind and, in my path, 

stop the water from flowing. I long for it to become the prisoner I have always been and will always seem 

to be. 
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The Real Meaning 

By Isabel Jimenez 

 

Everyone was talking about it. The latest thing on our minds was the Abduction ceremony. It was 

the ceremony in which every fifteen-year-old entered society. Of course, we kind of were part of society; 

we just did not undertake responsibilities. We were the “abduction-ees.” Notice how there is no capital 

letter, and how the name is even hyphenated. Those who have not gone through the Abduction ceremony 

are called abduction-ees. This year I completed my twelfth year, so I was not yet ready for the Abduction 

ceremony. It is required by law that every year, every society member must watch the ceremony. I had no 

problem with the requirement because I thought it was exciting to watch. That day triggered my first 

thoughts and I demolished the society. 

My name is Samantha, but my friends call me Sam. My last name is not important because it is a 

number combination. I have to tell you about my society before I can tell what I thought. This society is 

perfect. All the houses look exactly the same, all the flowers grow the same style and height, and all 

parents have one daughter and one son. My parents are Lily & George and my brother is James, but we 

are not at all blood-related. I am friends with Megan and Charlie. (Every day after school I play with 

them!) Then there are the Malicious officials.  They head our society and do a great job. We are reminded 

almost every day, if not every day, that they prevent crime and evil in our society. This keeps our society 

in tip-top shape, and it makes it perfect. Follow the laws and your life is perfect! 

The laws tell their own tale. Some laws are fine while other laws are to be taken very seriously. 

Here is the small, but straight-to-the-point list of the laws: 

 

1. All of society must follow the following laws. (This one is a tongue twister!) 

2. Every Abducted member of society (this includes abduction-ees) must water their lawns every day 

for 30 minutes and accept all limitations on supplies. 

3. All Abducted members must follow all signs immediately and directly. (There are signs everywhere 

so you cannot escape this law).  If not, they must report and receive a punishment. 

4. All abduction-ees who reach the age of fifteen must go through the Abduction ceremony and 

become full-fledged members of the society with responsibilities. 

5. All aspects of society must be controlled or maintained by the Malicious officials. This means that 

all notifications, signs, or announcements made by the officials must be followed immediately 

regardless the situation. Failure to cooperate is direct punishment. 

 

They are straight about what they want, so the society finds it easy to follow their rules. That was 

everyday life, but the ceremonies are a different story. There is, of course, the Abduction ceremony where 

fifteen-year-olds enter society. In the ceremony, they give you a permanent but super-cool watch. It tells 

time, but also keeps you in direct contact with the Malicious officials. They say it is for emergencies, but 

we never have any. They are given a partner, which is almost always their brother or sister. This other 

person makes both of your parents. You get a son and a daughter who have completed their fifth year, 

your own home, and a motor vehicle. (No one knows what happens during their four other years before 

they become official abduction-ees.) I think I would be hyped to get all that stuff. The only thing is they 

must follow the laws and follow through on their responsibilities. Those responsibilities are too much 

work for me right now, and I am happy to be an abduction-ee right now. That all stopped one day when I 

thought my very first thoughts. This is how I demolished our society, so let me tell you how it happened. 

If I had not demolished the society, well, life could have been a lot worse. 

Every year you get something different as a sign that you have grown older. Six-year-olds receive 

mini-bows (for girls), and mini-ties (for boys). Seven-year-olds receive jump ropes. Eight-year-olds receive 

new bikes. Nine-year-olds are required to take their first pills, and the list goes on and on. The pills are a 

sign that you are becoming older and more mature. About a week before I received my first pills (before I 

completed my ninth year), something weird happened to me.  
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One night while I was asleep, I had this weird feeling. My mind pretended that I was in an open 

meadow. I was there with Megan, James and Charlie. We were having a running contest or something of 

that sort. Somehow, Megan and James were too slow and they fell behind. Charlie and I were in the lead, 

but then somehow I tripped. Charlie caught me before I fell. Thank goodness he was there to break my 

fall! I looked up to thank Charlie for helping me. When I thanked him, I got this weird feeling. Charlie 

looked normal and acted normal, but he looked different to me. His face, his hair, his eyes, seemed special 

in a way. They looked the same, but I felt like he was the only one for me. I felt that I was his only—or 

something. It was the strangest feeling ever. It was so weird; I think that my mind was playing tricks on 

me while I slept because I had no idea what it was. 

The next morning, I told my parents Lily and George about what happened the night before. They 

both smiled.  

“Samantha, that is what happens to eight-year-olds when they do not take the pill yet. Sometimes 

it happens early, other times it is late,” Lily said.  

George agreed. “Yes, that is what happened to me. It came earlier to me, that weird feeling. I had 

it about two weeks before I completed nine. My parents explained that it was a ‘dream.’ That is just what 

they call the name of the weird feeling. It is normal to have dreams before you take the pill. When you 

first have those dreams, they are fine. But you have to take the pill soon after you have dreams.”  

Lily nodded her head. “George is right. The dreams at first do not cause any harm, but if you do 

not take the pill eventually, things will go downhill.” George smiled at Samantha. “I am not saying that 

you should be afraid. Dreams are normal when you turn eight. You just need to complete your ninth year, 

take the pill and your life will go back to normal. For now, your dreams will make your life a little 

strange, but that will pass.”  

Lily stood up to put away dishes. George was about to stand up when he stopped. “I almost forgot 

to tell you! Do not share your dreams with your friends. You can tell them that you had a dream, just 

don’t tell them what happened in the dream. It is against the signs and announcements to do that. Okay, 

honey?”  

I just nodded my head at him. 

I went to school and I almost forgot about what happened. I did not really care about my dream; I 

just wanted reassurance that I was still normal. Since I was told that that it was normal, I just shrugged 

it off.  

I was so proud on the day I completed my ninth year. I took the pill and felt so much more mature. 

But that night felt weirder than the nights that I dreamed. For the first time in a week, I did not have a 

dream. I felt empty, as if something precious was stolen from me. I still took the pill the next morning, as 

did every other person who has completed their ninth year, except that I believed that I was the only one 

who felt this way. I learned at school that there are only three feelings, happy, satisfied, and dream-

feelings. There were others called sad, hurt, and jealousy, but those feelings were only felt by those who 

did not belong in the society. No one understood those feelings, so we just left the topic alone. The point of 

the subject was to explain who belonged into the society and who did not. 

About six months before I completed my twelfth year, I stopped taking the pill. Every morning 

that I took the pill made every night feel empty. One day I just stopped taking the pill. I began to slip the 

pill behind my hair instead of taking it. When no one was looking, I put it under my mattress. By the time 

the week came around for the completion of my twelfth year, my mattress rolled around in the frame. The 

mattress rolled over the many pills I had not taken. I was having a hard time trying to hide the pills now. 

Then the day came for the Abduction ceremony, and that day I also completed my twelfth year.  

It was almost the same as every other year. I went into Society Hall and found my assigned seat 

that I sat in every year. They make me seem so inferior, always calling me by my number. Those who 

were completing fifteen on the other hand got seats with their names on it. Anyways, I went over and 

squeezed through the growing crowd and sat in my seat. It started with the same roll call, and the same 

pledge to the society said every morning. Then they started the ceremony. 

One of the Malicious officials spoke. “Before we begin the ceremony today I have an 

announcement. We are going to have a very special fourteen-year-old go through the Abduction ceremony. 

This has happened before, about two years ago, for those of you who remember. This is nothing unusual, 
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this just happens when a person is advanced of their years and are ready to become an official Abducted 

adult. I am proud to present Lara! Now, let us continue with the ceremony!” 

Cheers met the Malicious official’s response. Everyone felt happy for the fourteen-year-old and for 

all those going through the Abduction ceremony. I clapped in unison with everyone else. Then I came 

across my very first thought. I immediately left the crowd, telling them that I forgot to use the bathroom. 

It was not a disgrace to leave, but it was discouraged since this was a big ceremony. But I could not hold 

it. My thoughts were going to explode because they kept unlocking new questions that got me thinking 

even more.  

I went into the bathroom and let my mind roam free.  “She was the first person who did not look 

happy. She was not feeling happy, did not have the dream-feeling look, and she did not look satisfied. Did 

this mean she felt the other feelings?” I kept thinking. “I remember the time when there was the other 14-

year-old who went through the Abduction ceremony. After the ceremony, I never saw her again. I even 

asked for her once, but they told me she was so special that she moved on to a higher level of society. But 

did she? Something is happening and I do not know what it is.”  

I knew I shouldn’t linger because they would start to look for me, so I headed back to the 

auditorium. I rushed back to the ceremony just in time to see the actual ceremony start. My thoughts 

ended on the society being demolished. 

After the ceremony, there was no school the next day. This was to enjoy a day of completing 

another age, to show off gifts, and whatever else to celebrate. That morning I grabbed the pill, ran to my 

room, shoved it under my mattress and ran over to see Megan and Charlie. James followed me out the 

door, wondering why I was in such a rush. 

I ran straight to Megan and Charlie and I said, “We need to talk. I really trust you guys, but we 

need to seriously talk.”  

James came over and said, “What about me?”  

I turned to him and said, “James, you are my brother so you are automatically part of the 

conversation.”  

I looked around the society. I needed to take them where no one would hear. I saw the center piece 

waterfalls. They were waterfalls built in a square shape, a little taller than my head, but it looked like a 

good hiding place. Three of the sides of the waterfall were made of material for water to flow down.  The 

fourth side was open but had a blasting waterfall in front of it. No one could enter except for maintenance 

to turn the waterfalls on and off. No one worked this day, and they left the waterfalls on since yesterday. I 

grabbed Megan’s and James’s hand and ran full speed towards the waterfall. 

When I got there, I looked around to make sure no one was watching. Then I yanked Megan and 

James into the waterfall. Charlie followed silently. As soon as we were in.  I found it more spacious than I 

thought it would be.  

Megan turned on me and said, “What in the world are you thinking Sam? This is not allowed! We 

might have to report and get direct punishment! This could ruin my…”  

“Oh, be quiet, Megan,” Charlie said. I was going to say the same thing to Megan, but he said it 

first. He looked me in the eye, and then got red and looked away. I felt something go up and down my 

spine. I was not necessarily happy, satisfied or dreaming, it more like the feeling to need to be close to 

him. I shrugged it off and got straight to the point. 

As I was about to relate to them my thoughts, I saw an old-looking book. It was shoved deep into a 

corner and looked old and torn. I wedged it out and read the title. “Dictionary.”  

Megan flipped her hair and looked me in the eye. “I do not know what has gotten into you Sam, 

but my life is not going to be ruined because you want to tell me something in secret.”  

She stood up and began to walk out. It was then that I spotted some officials walking outside the 

waterfall. I grabbed Megan’s arm and pulled her down. I growled in her ear, “There are officials outside, 

and I don’t want to get caught.” My sopping wet hair slapped her face. “You are going to hear what I have 

to say because it is more important than whatever you worry about right now.” 

She shoved me away and I scraped my elbow. I suppose I deserved it for grabbing her shirt, 

growling in her ear, and accidentally slapping her face with my hair. She sat down, crawled into the 
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corner, and nodded at me. I began to flip the pages of the Dictionary. I had a bad feeling about what I was 

to find, but I needed to know.  

“I had my first thought yesterday. You know the fourteen-year-old who went through the 

Abduction ceremony?”  

James glanced over his shoulder at the officials than whispered, “Yeah, what about her?”  

I glanced down at the pages. I had turned to the letter A’s in the dictionary. “If you saw her, she 

did not look happy, in a dream-like state, or look satisfied. Her whole face was almost the opposite of 

happy. Did you notice it?”  

Charlie’s nodded. “Yeah, I thought there was something different about her.”  

Megan’s curls bounced. “That makes sense. I noticed it too. But what does that have to do with 

anything?”  

I almost rolled my eyes at her, but I held back. I glanced down at the pages and reached the ‘abd’ 

section.  

“If she is not happy, or satisfied, or dream feeling, then she has to be the other feelings. What if 

the Malicious officials have something hidden up their sleeves?  What if…” I broke off in sentence as I 

reached the word abduction. I always thought the word meant to graduate into adulthood. The definition 

shocked me and my face turned white. Megan leaned forward and caught my forward fall. Her face was 

red and sweaty.  

“What is it Sam?” She looked down at the page I was just reading, found the word, and suddenly 

let me go.  

By that time, I started to gain my sense back so I stopped my fall.  “This is an old dictionary, made 

before our society even existed. The word abduction means… means an action or an instance of forcibly 

taking someone away against their will. They are taking some of us away without our consent. Remember 

how some of our older friends disappeared after becoming Abducted adults? The ceremony does not 

symbolize adulthood. The ceremony is for the Malicious officials to abduct us, without our consent, to 

have total control over us!” 

The Malicious officials outside were stepping closer to the waterfall. I flipped over the pages to the 

word malicious. My lip quivered as I said, “Malicious means to be intending or intended to do harm.”  

Charlie’s eyes opened wide, James did not move, and Megan whimpered.  

“Shhh, be quiet they are coming closer,” I whispered. But it was too late. One of the officials looked 

through the curtains of the waterfall and saw Charlie and me. They reached in and pulled Charlie out 

first and pulled me out next. I tossed the book into Megan’s hands and looked her in the eyes telling her 

to stay hidden in the corner. 

I found myself dripping in front of the officials. “I would expect that you would have outgrown your 

childish ways by now. Playing in the waterfall, or was it more perhaps? Tell me now, why were you in the 

waterfall?” Charlie and I looked at each other as we both kept silent. One of the officials did not look at all 

happy. (Kind of like the look of the 14-year-old at the ceremony the other day.) The official was a tall, 

skinny, and sharp looking woman who had her fiery red hair slicked back. She spoke, “My name is 

Daniela. Tell me what I want to know, otherwise it will be a lot worse for your friend.” She was looking 

directly at me. 

As much as I wanted to help Charlie, I kept my mouth shut. It could be so much worse if I told her 

anything. She turned around and snapped her fingers. Suddenly we were roughly dragged inside Society 

Hall. Once inside we were shoved towards the stage. Daniela twirled her sharp red dress, and clicked a 

small button with her highly defined red high heels. The stage immediately fell into a downward motion 

causing Charlie and me to lose balance and topple each other over. I felt a wonderful shiver run up and 

down my spine. I quickly scrambled up, but even so, I found my cheeks turning red.  

The stage slowed to a stope and we found ourselves looking at a grand room. Lights were dazzling 

and were draped all over the room. Wreaths and strings of many colors hung from every part of the room. 

I was in awe.  

Daniela suddenly snapped around with her sharp red dress. She spoke in a fake, but innocent 

voice: “Tell me now darlings? What have you done? I promise this will go a lot easier if you just do what I 

say. I just want to know.” 
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I kept my silence because I thought she could use the information to hurt me. She noticed this and 

her thick eyebrows creased and she spat, “I know you found a dictionary. It was supposed to be hidden! 

The whole point of this society is to abduct everyone! We want a perfect society, and those who will not 

agree or are too smart are abducted. We experimented on them, or brainwashed their brains so they do 

not remember. We are the Malicious officials, and we want to control everything and everyone. We want 

complete dominance, and you are in our way.” 

She lunged forward to grab me by my throat, but I backed out of the way.  

“Get her! Rid her from me forever! And all of her friends!”  

The strong, burly men who dragged us to the auditorium lunged at Charlie and me. At that 

moment, Megan and James threw a rope down from the opening above our heads. Charlie grabbed the 

rope and thrust it into my hands.  

“Hurry! Climb!”  

I found myself moving faster than I ever thought I could. As soon as I reached the top, Megan 

reached for my hand and helped me out.  

“Sorry,” she whispered into my ear.  

James leaned over and pulled out an exhausted Charlie. I then realized that Daniela was not in 

pursuit.  

I ran back to Daniela to find her attempting to hide a panel. I circled around her and pushed some 

buttons. Daniela’s long bony fingers tried to push me from the panel. I took the security camera that just 

recorded her confession and I broadcasted it out to the entire society.  

“NO!!!” She leaned over the panel attempting to stop me. In leaning over towards me, I snatched 

the key from her neck. I locked the panel so that she could not reverse the process. I smiled and scurried 

up the rope just in time to avoid the burly men. Daniela frantically clicked buttons all over the board. She 

wanted to keep society the same, she wanted it abducted, but it was too late. Charlie cut the rope so that 

the men would have a harder time following us.  We all dashed out of Society Hall.  

“Where are we going?” Charlie panted.   

I looked around and found two bulging sacks of food. I smiled and looked at them. “We are going to 

a new home.” 

I pulled out the cash that I was given that day for food from my parents and slipped on a bag, 

darting out of the reach of the men after us. We ran past our houses, past everything we had ever known. 

We were running for our lives in this pursuit.  

Finally, we reached the very end of our society. There was nothing except an open drop. My mind 

blanked out. I never expected the end of the society to look like this. How were we going to escape now? 

Megan and Charlie smiled and my surprise, as if I was supposed to hold all the answers. They 

went over to a tree nearby and pulled out some gliders.  

“We learned how to build the small version before we built these larger versions,” Megan said.  

“We thought if we ever wanted to explore more, we would need a way to get beyond society.”   

Charlie added on: “We did not forget to build one for our friends.” He handed me a glider, and 

Megan handed James a glider. I looked at them relieved that they could back me up. The sound of the 

broadcast was a background noise above our heads. Everyone was staring up in shock about the truth of 

the society. The four of us put on our gliders. 

James and I each had a sack of food strapped to our back. The burly men in pursuit were nearly on 

us. We had little time left so we had to jump. Charlie slipped his hand into mine. I stopped my step and 

looked over to him. I finally understood what I felt towards all that he did for me. I felt appreciation. At 

that wondrous moment, we all jumped. The wind flew past our ears, the sun shone on our heads, and the 

mist began to clear for the journey. 
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The Unknown Constellation 

By Isabel Jimenez 

 

The wind whistled through the trees, and the thunder clouds brew up a storm. Her hair slapped 

her face as she tore through the trees. Her bare feet stumbled and scraped over the branches. As the rain 

pounded the earth, mud began to crawl up her legs. The forest seemed to close in on her as she ran. A 

roar threatened the forest and shook its leaves. The roar caused Rose to slip and slam into the ground. 

Her body sunk into the mud, and her clothes were drenched in watery mud. Her weakening body tried to 

crawl, but she collapsed out of exhaustion. Lighting flickered across the sky and that was the last thing 

she saw before her eyes closed. 

The light breeze stirred her eyes open. When Rose awoke, it was a warm sunny morning. The trees 

were decorated with colors of orange, red, and yellow. The forest showed no trace of the storm the night 

before. She tried to move, but the dried mud trapped her. She had to scrape the dry mud off her body, 

shoving the chunks aside. As Rose stood, she heard trickling water. She followed the noise to a small 

brook that wound around some trees. Rose gently placed her fingers in the brook and the cool, clear water 

swirled past her fingers. She gently cupped her hands and lifted water to her lips. After she drank the 

water, she sat back on a sturdy tree and pondered her night before. 

That day started like every other day. She woke up from her straw bed and thin blanket to start 

her morning. Her home was built from larger sticks and strong, thick, intertwined vines formed the roof. 

It took some time to build her shelter, but it was worth it. She had a marvelous view of the forest, which 

showered with colors in the fall. She lived each day to its fullest, and never complained about what she 

could not have. Her home was not perfect, but she thought it was the best place in the world.  

Rose had hurried herself that morning because she had gotten up late. She rushed to the beaten 

down farm where she worked. It was very small, but it was one of the only jobs that she could find. She 

worked mostly during harvest to pick peas and tomatoes. On this day, the clouds were getting darker and 

the wind swept the air. Rose noticed and decided to end her work day early to avoid getting caught in the 

storm. Instead of asking for pay from the farmer, she took some of the vegetables home and left the rest 

for the farmer to sell at the markets. 

By this time the wind was really blowing, and her hair was getting caught in her mouth. She 

hurried home with hopes to not get caught in the storm. But before she reached home, a roar shook the 

forest. Rose knew the forest by heart. Since she lived near the forest for most of her life, she knew where 

the rivers were, which animals lived in the forest, and which flowers grew where. Since she knew and 

loved the forest, Rose also knew that this forest had no large predators. When she heard the roar, her 

knees trembled. She did not dare to, but her feet seemed to slide closer toward the forest and farther from 

her home. Her curiosity was overcoming her will to flee and was leading her closer to danger.  

Soon the forest enclosed around her, and she found herself listening intently for the slightest 

sounds. Her heart leapt to her throat when she snapped a twig by accident. The sound seemed to echo 

throughout the forest announcing her presence. As if in response, a roar hurtled back at her. At that 

precise moment, she knew exactly where the animal was lying. She slowly turned her head, and saw a 

stealthy black panther snarling at her from about thirty feet away. Rose now knew that this panther was 

not going to let her out of his sight.  

Time stood still as they both waited for one another to move. Rose wanted to run, scream, do 

anything to get out of the situation, but she knew that any movement could end in her death. The panther 

began to slowly creep forward, its locked eyes never moving from the target. Her heart beat faster and her 

palms became sweaty. The panther stopped and hunched down its hind legs. Rose knew this meant that 

the panther was going to leap and attack. Rose’s knees gave away at that moment and she fell. Rose 

glanced over and grabbed the largest stick she could reach. The panther was not going to let Rose get 

away, so he leaped. 

With surprising strength Rose lifted the large stick and smacked it into the panther’s face. The 

panther reeled back and whimpered as it pawed at its injured nose. Rose pushed off the ground and 

sprinted the opposite direction of the panther. She stumbled and scraped over branches in effort to flee 
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from the panther. The brewing storm hammered the earth with its rain. Rose slipped and slid with the 

mud and her clothes became soaked. Her vision became blurry with the oncoming rain. 

Rose halted the thoughts of the night before. She already knew what had happened and she could 

not change it. All that she knew was that she had never been this deep into the forest, and that she 

needed to get home soon. Rose’s eyes glanced at the brook. No one had told her before, and she had never 

found a brook in the forest before. Rose crawled over to water and looked at her reflection. 

Suddenly, something whispered. She thought it was the wind so she shrugged it off. Then she 

heard the sound again. Looking around she found no one. Rose was preparing to leave out of fright, but 

then she heard it.  

“Do not be afraid. I know you are scared, but I need your help...”  

Rose looked around yet again, but still could not find the source of the voice. “Who are you? What 

do you want from me?”  

The voice replied, “I am more than a dream, and more than a hope. I am a great mystery. Please, 

do not abandon me…” At this, the voice faded away.  

Rose wanted to find her way back, more than caring about the frightful voice.  

“Why should I care that you need my help? I need help, too! I was getting along almost fine when a 

black panther just had to…”  

Her voice faltered. She realized that even though it was rough for her, she should try to make 

someone else’s life better. Rose felt a small push to cross the brook so she leapt over. A rush of sounds 

immediately reached her ears. Rose felt an urge to follow the sounds so she did. 

Soon, she encountered a strong-smelling pine grove. Rose moved some brush out of the way as she 

continued forward. As she did this, she was taken aback from what she saw and stopped. Directly in front 

of her stood a massive chestnut Pegasus who was beating its wings. There also stood a midnight-black 

Unicorn who was stamping its feet. Rose’s focus shifted from the chestnut Pegasus to the black Unicorn to 

the creature that lay between them. She automatically knew why this Pegasus was beating its wings and 

why the Unicorn was stamping its feet. Between these two animals lay a magnificent creature. 

It had wings the color of fire, as it reflected the sun’s rays. The wings were arched with orange tips 

and a swirl of fiery black streaked down its wings. A chestnut color seemed to light sparks on the wings. 

The strong, robust legs of the creature began with black tips, but crept up the legs into a golden, fiery 

atmosphere as it touched the body. The body was the fire itself, making it seem too hot and marvelous to 

touch. The flowing, silky, white hair swept over its handsome body and a pure white horn shone in the 

light over its head.  

Rose was startled at the sight of such a magnificent creature. She knew that the voice she heard 

earlier had come from this creature. But Rose had to act fast, because a net was entangled in the creature 

and the threat of the panther was in the air. Rose rushed over to the creature and began to untangle the 

nets. The creature stopped thrashing, but its vibrant, blue eyes showed its anxiousness to flee when he 

knew he was free from the entrapment. When Rose had pulled away the last rope, the creature sprang up. 

It seemed to beckon her to mount him quickly. Rose slowly stepped over the net and decided to slide on to 

the creature’s back as it took flight. 

At that moment, the same panther in pursuit leapt over the brook and dashed through the pine 

grove. The midnight-black Unicorn took off with astounding speed into the forest, and the chestnut 

Pegasus took flight with astounding agility in the opposite direction. The panther slid to a stop and looked 

Rose directly in the eye. Suddenly, Rose felt a cold shiver go up and down her spine. Rose turned from the 

evil panther and lay on the creature. It was then that she noticed the splendid view of the forest. The 

trees were showered with many different colors, the waters gracefully flowed over the rocks, and the air 

was crisp and clear. Rose lay down on the creature’s mane, and cherished what she saw. She began to 

think, “How did this creature get into my thoughts? How did it tell me it was in trouble? I don’t even 

know what is happening…” 

While she thought, an inner-voice responded to her questions.  

“I did not think you knew, but I suppose I should tell you now that you have seen me.”  

Rose looked at the creature, and spoke aloud, “What do I need to know? All I would like is to 

understand, so please tell me your story.”  
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The creature responded in her thoughts, “And that I will do young lady, that I will do.  My parents 

are the black Unicorn and chestnut Pegasus. Many humans do not believe we exist so we try to keep it 

that way for our own sake. If humans knew that we existed, our species would be threatened. We are 

powerful, and magical creatures. We bring happiness to all animals of the forests, so we travel the earth. 

We keep little children cheerful by entering their dreams, and giving them imagination. As they grow 

older, they care more about society instead of their imaginations. Everyone wants to seem mature, and 

grow out of their ‘baby’ or ‘youth’ habits. They care more about society, trying to fit in, and do what society 

wants.” 

“Society does not care if we help children, or give them delight. They do not care if we make the 

forests a cheerful place, or make all animals kind creatures. Society would only care if they can use us for 

their own profit. That is why it is good that humans do not know of our existence. If they did, we would 

never get to perform our magic and help mother nature. But there are exceptions. A passionate Unicorn 

or Pegasus can pick a human child that they believe has imagination and become friends with only them. 

They bond with each other, and society would never know they exist because they share the secret.” 

“Then one night everything changed. It was about a few days ago, before the huge storm. A 

Unicorn, his name was Trever, a friend of my parents, had decided he wanted to bond with a human 

teenager--except that teenagers are dangerous picks because at that age they began following society 

more than their imagination. Trever picked out this particular boy because he was a depressed teenager. 

Trever watched this boy day and night and hoped to make his life better. Many people picked on the boy 

at school, no one accepted him, and he disliked his life. One day after school, Trever went to go see the 

boy. He went into the boy’s room, and he kneeled on the floor. When the boy entered his room, he gasped 

aloud. The boy saw Trever and it changed history.” 

“Trever found out that afternoon that the boy did not care for anyone. He only wanted to fit in, and 

he would do just about anything to be accepted. He took Trever’s presence for granted. He got Trever to 

wear a rope, as if he were a dear pet that he wished not to run away. Instead, after he got Trever to wear 

the rope, he yanked it and tied it to his bed. Then he flipped open his computer. He took a picture of 

Trever and was getting ready to post it online. He wanted to sell Trever for money, for a chance to fit in 

with society. Trever realized that his actions were more in a haste, just immediately introducing himself 

to the boy, but he never expected the boy to completely betray him.” 

“Trever knew that if his picture got online, he would be endangering our species forever. He 

quickly thrust his head and cut the rope with his horn. Trever stabbed his horn into the computer, broke 

it, and jumped out of the window. Trever dashed into the forest, but in the back of his mind, he already 

knew he had threatened our species. The boy was not going to let Trever get away with this. He was 

desperate to be included in society.” 

“When Trever burst out of the house, he was in such a hurry that he left a strand of his tail hair 

behind. The boy discovered this, and searched for more. Sadly, he also found a strand of hair from some 

earlier wandering Pegasus. Then the boy found his father’s special coat, made from real panther fur, and 

pulled some of that off. The boy wanted to avenge Trever for taking away his chance into society. He 

wanted to kill all Unicorns, and every other magical creature so that no one else would have a chance into 

society.” 

“The boy took what he had, two of his objects magical, and mixed them. When he did this, he found 

that he created a sleek black panther. The boy did not care any more about society at this point; he only 

wanted revenge for everything he ever felt in his life. He instructed the panther to kill all magical 

creatures, and when he finished, he would reward the panther its freedom.” 

“It was a small mistake that could end our kind. My parents were devastated when they heard 

that a magical panther, from their own magic, was created to kill their entire species. Now on a different 

note, my parents were just friends at that time. It was not a law, but it was suggested that all offspring be 

made by the same species. Unicorns and Pegasus’s are different species. After the disaster, they went to 

the brook of life, the brook that you found, and asked for strength in what they were going to do. They 

both had an encouraged feeling, so they married right there in front of the brook and I came to life.” 

“This was when the storm began to brew up, and we all knew that something terrible was going to 

happen. A huge net blew through the wind and toppled me over, but I could not free myself. Suddenly, my 
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mind flashed to you and I felt an instant connection. I knew that the brook of life was calling me to you. I 

did not know how you found it since it is supposed to be invisible to mortals, but you did. That is all to my 

story.” 

Rose pondered it a little. “I saw the panther twice, once during the storm, and secondly when we 

took off.”  

The creature nodded. “I know about this because we are magical creatures. All our stories are 

intertwined so we know what happens to each other. If one creature threatens our species, every magical 

creature will know because our lives our connected.”  

Rose listened for a while, and then spoke up, “What species are you? And what is your name?”  

“I am a new creation, so I have no name and I have no idea what species I am. Perhaps you could 

give me a name?” 

“Well,” Rose responded, “in honor to your brave parents, I will name the species ‘Pegacorn.’ - Pega 

from part of your Pegasus mom, and - corn from part of your Unicorn dad. As for the name, I’ll call you 

Firestar. I first thought of a burning star when I saw you.”  

The Pegacorn replied, “I like it. But enough chit-chat, we must stop the panther.” 

Firestar immediately swooped down into the forest. The weather began to change as soon as they 

landed. Dark clouds cluttered the sky and thunder boomed through the forest. A battle was about to 

begin. 

The forest became eerie as it became practically pitch black. A snarl made Rose tremble. Rose then 

remembered the brook of life and headed toward the sound of trickling water. A gust of wind blew behind 

her, and she shook with a shiver at the thought of the panther. Then she felt something breathe deeply on 

her. 

“Firestar!” Rose cried. The outline of a panther emerged from the darkness and stood over her. At 

that moment, Firestar struck the panther in the head knocking him off balance. Rose was prepared and 

swung a large branch at the panther’s head. This time, the panther knew the move and backed out of the 

way of the stick just in time. Not bothering to get closer, the panther just sprang towards Rose. 

Rose found herself shifting at the last second, but she was not fast enough. The panther’s claw dug 

into her arm. Rose winced at the pain. Then she thought about the brook. Maybe it would help them save 

the magical creatures and defeat the panther. She scrambled to the brook and dipped her hands into the 

water. The water instantly dried her hands of the blood. The water and blood became a ball of light. The 

panther immediately scrambled back trying to escape, but Firestar was quicker. 

Firestar shoved the panther towards the light. The ball of light enclosed the panther. The panther 

thrashed and twisted, hoping to escape the light. The light lifted the panther and slowly entered the 

brook, taking everything of the panther with it. That was the last of the panther. 

The clouds immediately left, and the sun shone ever more brightly. Firestar and Rose became best 

friends, and she never starved or lived alone again. No one knew her story, her secrets, or about the truth 

of a Pegacorn.  Children still dream, and they still enjoy imagining a Pegasus and a Unicorn, but now 

they also dream of Pegacorns. Other people may try to rename them, or take credit for coming up with the 

idea, but they are not an idea. They are the hope, light, and inspiration for children and their 

imaginations. 

Rose’s story was hidden, but now her story is shared because the world needs to know what this 

one girl did. You look at the stars of the sky and can see a Unicorn or a Pegasus. Do you see a Pegacorn? 

She created a story and saved a magical species. The only ones who knew were the children using their 

imagination. The night sky may not show a Pegacorn constellation, but it shows stars. The stars that 

remind you of a Firestar.  

 

 

 

 



13 
 

Sophomores 
 

Confrontation in the Crypts 

By Lennox Doughty 

 

 Erwin trudged through the dusty-dry dirt. Every step sounded as though he was stepping on 

crumpled paper. His hands were already covered in dirt from touching the walls of the crypt to make sure 

he didn’t fall and from moving his finger across numerous name markers of the deceased. So many he had 

seen on his little walk into the town catacombs. There must’ve been thousands of bodies, most of which 

just sat in little niches in the sides of the catacomb’s dirt and stone walls, bodies completely exposed. This 

gave off a severely foul odor. The only thing Erwin could relate the smell to was that of decaying turnips 

he once harvested on his uncle’s farm. But even that fell short in strength of smell. Some of the wealthier 

patrons of the church above were placed in large stone sepulchers, labeled with neat and beautiful 

calligraphy.  

But there was only one tomb that Erwin had any interest in: the tomb of his grandmother. He had 

come for two opposing reasons. One was as a noble grandson gone to pay his respects. The other, a thief. 

He kept telling himself he should’ve known better. He shouldn’t have accepted that loan, but he was 

starving, he was jobless, he had nowhere else to go to for help. His father had disowned him, his mother 

left the town without him, and he had no other relatives anywhere near him.  

 And now he had hit an all-time low, even for him. Either steal from your own dead grandmother or 

end up with an arrow jutting out of your chest. Erwin sighed and let out what was almost a mixture of a 

squeak and shudder. He tried to focus on the dancing flames of his torch that dimly lit his way through 

the crypt. He tried to think more pleasant thoughts, but the flames reminded him of the not so comfy 

afterlife he would surely soon inherit. 

 That’s when he found her. Her body lying in one of the niches to his left side. In life, he 

remembered her to be a larger woman with long, pretty, white hair. Now, she was skeletal. Her body was 

almost fully decomposed. Her hair was ragged and dust-covered. He felt a twinge of sorrow for his 

grandmother, and a world of guilt for what he was about to do. He stood there and said a short prayer to 

God for forgiveness and for his poor grandmother’s soul. 

 He began to search the body. He pulled away some of the burial wrappings from around her neck, 

it didn’t take him long to find the amulet. It was made of pure silver, with a large, red ruby in its center. 

He pulled it off slowly, and was in the process of pocketing it when he heard something in the distance. It 

was the sound of crunching paper. 

Someone was coming… 

  Erwin shoved the amulet deep into his brown trousers. He looked toward the direction of the noise. 

Was it the priest come to check on him? Was a guard on duty down here? There was a dim light of what 

he realized to be a lantern at the far end of the corridor. The crunching of the figure’s footsteps in 

possession of said lantern grew louder. With the crunching came a softer noise, a tune to an old nursery 

rhyme. A rhyme Erwin recalled as an old favorite in the village. 

 

Praise to the God who gives life to us all… 

Honor we pay to all the heroes who fall… 

Peace to the evil men who set life askew… 

Gratefulness to these monsters that keep us with something to do… 

 

The figure’s voice was sing-songy. Its brash Irish accent was unmistakable, but its voice was 

guttural and incredibly deep, past baritone.  

“Sorry to block your path, sir, I was just leaving,” said Erwin. 

The figure was almost next to him, still walking nearer at a casual pace, and yet most of the 

figure’s face and body was cloaked by the dark. 
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“Oh, don’t concern yourself, friend.  You were not in my way,” replied the figure. Then he reached 

out and shook Erwin’s hand. 

“My name’s Darnek, Darnek Sheik,” said the figure as it shook his hand. The man’s hand was 

clammy and dry, and for some reason felt skinny to Erwin. The light of the man’s lantern for the first 

time was cast over his own hand.  Erwin looked down; the hand was grey, some skin was missing. 

Most…of the skin was missing.  The hand was skeletal. Instinctively, Erwin shot his head up to look at 

the man’s face.  

“What’s your name?” asked Darnek.  

Erwin screamed and fell on his back end, dropping his torch on the ground. He quickly scooted 

back a few paces and clawed out blindly for his torch, not taking his eyes off the figure. Erwin quickly got 

to his feet and swung his torch at him wildly. He prodded at the figure with the flame even though the 

scalding fire was far out of range from doing any damage.  

“S-stay back!” Erwin’s body was trembling involuntarily.  

“Well that’s a bit rude,” said Darnek, walking a bit closer. 

“I’ll use it! I mean it!” He said flailing the torch around like a madman. 

“Oh for the love of… what are you gonna use it for? Cooking me a sausage?” 

“Stay back ghoul!” 

“I resent that term!” 

Erwin looked behind him for an escape route. But he knew if he went that way it would only lead 

further into the crypts. He’d have to push past this monster. Erwin charged full speed at Darnek, raising 

his fists, and yelling at the top of his lungs in an attempt at a war cry. He felt almost brave for once in his 

life. Erwin was just about to pummel the ghoul in his path when he felt something slam into him hard. 

He fell on his side with his arms over his chest. The air was knocked from his lungs and the battle cry left 

a tiny ringing echo in the tunnels of the crypt. 

Darnek stood as straight as a plank of wood. His right arm straightly outstretched with a flat palm 

frozen in midair. He slowly lowered his arm as his bony head looked down at Erwin. 

“You sure like drama, don’t you?” 

“Please don’t eat me!” Erwin managed to cry out. 

“Eat you! What are you talking about? I’m a crypt guardian, not a feral bear.” 

Erwin looked up again at Darnek. He was most certainly the most horrifying face he had ever 

looked upon. His head had close to no flesh on it. It was simply a skull with dust and dried grey skin 

plastered on. His eyes were two white stars, dancing in black holes of eye sockets. His face, however 

unreadable for there was only teeth and a jaw bone to tell by, seemed to show he was genuine in his 

words for a reason that was beyond Erwin. 

“What… are you?”  

“What do you mean?” 

Erwin stumbled in his mind to find the right way to ask the question. His eyes trailed off to one 

side and Darnek followed their gaze. Then he tilted his head back which made a strained creaking sound.  

“Oh... I see. I assure you, I’m human, just like you,” 

“But you can’t be… you’re a hell-spawn!” said Erwin. 

“Do you even know what that word means?” 

Erwin made an embarrassed face and looked away. He had never been acknowledged in his family 

for being the sharpest knife in the drawer, but he was always a fast talker. 

“That’s what I thought,” said Darnek.  

“So… you’re not… evil?” asked Erwin. 

“No,” 

“You’re not gonna kill me?” 

“I could kill you right now.” Darnek phrased this statement almost as a question as he drew a 

short sword just a few inches out of his sheath. 

“That’s ok! I would like to live please! Thank you!” 
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Darnek fully re-sheathed his weapon. Then he leaned out and attempted to pull Erwin off the 

ground by his hand. Erwin quickly got up from the ground himself, his chest still aching. He made it clear 

he didn’t want to touch Darnek’s cold dead hand again. 

“Th-th-thanks,” he shuddered. “But it’s alright, I can manage,” 

“Anyways, you still haven’t answered my question,” said Darnek. 

“Question?” 

“What’s your name?” 

Erwin shook his head and rubbed his eyes.  

“Oh… uhh… sorry… It’s... ah… Erwin Simtoman,” 

“Well… Erwin, to what do I owe the pleasure of finding such a twitchy man visiting the 

Filedgriddale crypts?” 

“I was…” began Erwin. 

He noticed the amulet was peeking out of his pocket.  

“Visiting my late grandmother, Alice,” he said, pushing the amulet back into his pocket. 

Darnek’s body straightened and creaked. As his combusting white eyes stared into his. 

“What was that?” 

“What?” 

Darnek spun Erwin around and pinned his hand to his back. He reached into Erwin’s pocket, all 

the time Erwin yelling and trying to escape in vain. Darnek pulled the amulet from his pocket. He held it 

up to his face, his white eyes glinting off its reflective surface.  

“I know this object,” he said. 

“It’s my grandmother’s! She gave it to me!” 

“Oh, I do believe it’s your grandmothers. However, I do not think she gave it to you of her own free 

will. This is a ceremonial burial amulet. This was crafted with silver and made with select jewels,” said 

Darnek. 

Then his head turned away from the amulet in a horrifically fast motion to look back at Erwin. 

“And is meant to stay buried with the body of the deceased it was made for!” 

Darneks eyes burst. His jaw bone set. His bottom and top sets of teeth were off angle and gridding 

together.  

“I’m sorry!” screamed Erwin. 

“And what for? You were just taking what was yours, right?”  

Erwin screamed again. 

“I’m sorry, I stole it! I’m sorry!” 

Darnek released Erwin from his back pin with a shove. Erwin stumbled a few feet forward then 

stood back, afraid to move. Darnek’s eyes blazed on looking at the amulet. His bony hand clenching the 

amulet. He looked up at Erwin. 

“Why did you steal this?” 

Erwin looked at the ground with sadness in his eyes, his breaths were shallow and quick-paced. 

Darnek grabbed him by his shirt collar and pulled Erwin’s face mere inches from his own.  

“Well?” Darnek questioned. 

“The guild, the guild!”  

“What guild?” Darnek coughed.  

“The Hawthorne guild… I borrowed a loan,” he said. 

“What for? More alcohol? To try to pick up women? Prison bail?” With each accusation Darnek’s 

voice grew more intense and angry.  

“For food,” said Erwin. His eyes watering. 

Darnek’s eyes faded to small pins of light. He let go of Erwin’s collar. He eased away from Erwin. 

Erwin tried keeping his tears inside. He could feel his face going numb trying to prevent himself from 

sobbing. 

“I’m sorry,” said Darnek. “But what good do you expect to do for yourself by feeding a crime 

syndicate?”  
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“I had no choice! You don’t understand what it’s like. These people are relentless, they’ll kill me!” 

said Erwin. 

“So?” 

“What do you mean so?!” 

“So what if they do kill you?” Said Darnek. 

Erwin looked at Darnek, his mouth gaping minutely and his black eyebrows raised. 

“Are you dense?” he asked. 

“Far from it Erwin. I’ve been alive… well, I’ve been around for two hundred and eight years,” he 

said. “In that amount of time you tend to learn a lot,” 

Darnek turned on the heel of his steel boot. His lantern clanged against his chainmail covered 

thigh as his surcoat ruffled in the ghostly wind of the crypt. 

“Walk with me,”  

Erwin began to follow Darnek down the corridor the way he had come. 

“I have been around this long, not by choice, but because I was chosen to stay this way for a reason 

of which I am not even entirely certain. For over a century I have guarded these crypts because I felt it 

my duty.” 

Erwin looked at Darnek puzzled, but Darnek just continued talking. 

“Do you notice anything off about my suit of armor Erwin?” 

Erwin looked at it. It was old, ragged, stained with dirt and compiled with dust. It was a 

Filedgriddale guards uniform, just like the guards in the city wore now. The forest green of the surcoat 

was just visible. But Darnek’s armor had a bulkiness to it the guards of Filedgriddale did not have today, 

and the coat of arms was different on his chest. Instead of the standard owl on an oak branch it sported a 

rose, the sun dusking, and a single drop of blood. All Erwin had on his mind was the thinness of the 

armor between the shoulder blades. Perhaps bashing the creature in the back once… or skewering him 

with his sword if he could manage to steal it, would provide him enough time to swipe the amulet again 

from its disgusting rotted hands. 

“This was the standard armor given to guards of Filedgriddale in 1444, it was discontinued in 

1497. Are you curious as to this cloak of arm’s meaning?” 

Erwin nodded but said nothing. 

“It symbolizes the deadliness and love of war in the rose of blood. The setting sun symbolizes living 

to fight another day.” 

“Sounds very honorable,” said Erwin 

“It’s idiocy,” retorted Darnek in a voice so icy it could freeze a seal. 

“The love of war is evil, just as is the love of one’s own life above any others.” 

Darnek turned the lantern’s oil light on Erwins face. 

“Just as your love of your life is,” he spat. 

  “You were so spineless you were willing to steal from a dead woman. What else do I wonder… 

would you do to save your own life.” 

Erwin felt fearful, as though this creature had read his mind. Before Erwin could reply, Darnek 

continued. 

“In life, I sinned greatly. Drank too much ale, hung around too many women for the wrong 

reasons, killed in war and thought it all glorious. The way I am now… I feel that this was my 

punishment.” 

“You can’t be blamed for wanting to save your own life. Your life is important, but what makes a 

man’s life mean something is to do something amazing with it. To have the courage to speak against 

injustices of others. Even when this puts him at risk. True courage doesn’t mean you can’t be afraid, or 

can’t cry, or can’t bleed. Courage is going on for what you believe in no matter the consequences.” 

Erwin stared at Darnek unmoving. Words attempted to spring from his throat, but he could only 

manage a squeak. 

“So, Sir Erwin Simtoman,” said Darnek as he dropped the amulet back into Erwin’s hand. 

“What do you believe in?” 
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Erwin stood motionless. He felt horrible, more horrible than when he had come into the crypt even. 

His face and eyes burned. He began to feel droplets falling down his cheeks as he clenched his teeth. He 

tried to tell himself he had to do all these things.  It was the only way, but he knew this wasn’t the case. It 

wasn’t about needing to survive anymore, he realized; it was about saving his own soul. He continued to 

sob, he looked past his blurred vision to see Darnek looking at him through his hazy, watery field of view.  

“I know everything you were planning, how you were thinking. I’ve met many like you before. But 

make no mistake, there will never be another Erwin Simtoman, so don’t discard him for some cowardice 

trash without a name.” 

Erwin looked a few more seconds through the waves of water in his eyes. Darnek’s form became 

more and more distorted the longer his wet eyes lingered open. At last he blinked a few times and rubbed 

off the tears. He looked up. In the darkness he saw nothing but his own shadow stretched out by his 

torch’s light. He looked again back at the amulet in his hand and he looked angrily at his pitiful scheming 

reflection in it. 

“I’ve had it with you,” Erwin said. “Get out of my life,” 

  Then, with that, he walked back to his grandmother’s body, gently placed the amulet back on and 

covered it once more with the burial wrappings. He kneeled and said a prayer by his late grandmother’s 

side. He stayed there for what seemed to him like an hour. Thinking upon himself, what he’d done, what 

he was. Then spontaneously he got up, onto his feet, and walked his way back out of the crypt.  

As he paced out into the Cathedral, he saw it was brighter than it was when he skulked into the 

crypts originally. It wasn’t black outside. Orange-gold rays of sun poured in through the immense stain 

glass windows. They seized the shadows faded them away. He walked slowly through the middle of the 

isles of pews, simply enjoying the colors and warmth. He pushed the doors open to see the sky filled with 

brilliant colors that for some reason were all new to him despite seeing them a million times before. As he 

walked out the doors he was determined to not ever again look behind him, and continue his current path. 

However, if he had again looked behind himself, he would’ve seen the unmistakable figure of a 

skeleton with a doused lantern. 

“Confrontation builds character,” the skeleton smiled.   
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Concerto 

By Ivan Rojo 

 

There I am, sitting next to my beloved wife, waiting to listen to Rachmaninoff: Piano Concerto no.2 

op.18 play live from the rooftop. For a moment, I had forgotten why I even came to see this nonsense 

music being played, but then I look to my right and Lucinda is on her toes waiting anxiously for the 

performance to start. Oh, my beautiful Lucinda, my darling, my all for I’m here tonight for you. We’ve 

been through so much only to be here tonight. It’s always been a dream of yours to attend a performance 

with this particular concierto, or whatever you call it. Looking into your eyes and all I see are sparks of 

pure joy. To myself I ask how could this be your first time attending a performance of any kind?  

“It’s cold up on this building. Why couldn’t the concierto be held while the sun was still up? Here, 

let me give you my coat.” 

“Stop grunting, would you? And it’s concerto not concierto. Besides, look at how perfect the night is 

for a unique performance like this on a rooftop with a full house. The stars, the smell of comfort, above all 

– the tranquility.” 

“You’re right, tonight would seem special if it wasn’t for all the fog. We could use tonight to enjoy 

the moment and forget all about work.” 

The orchestra walks on the stage and gets seated. Everyone applauds the conductor as he walks on 

stage and bows before giving a signal to the orchestra to begin.  

 “Psssstt,” I whisper to her ear.  “I didn’t think many people would show up tonight.”  

She looks at me with a smirk and sets her full attention to the orchestra waiting for the signal.  

The conductor freezes like a scarecrow for a lacuna before commencing to move his baton.  The 

piano plays first accompanied by the violins, the cellos, flutes, trumpets, and all the other instruments I 

don’t know the name of. I couldn’t help myself other than to lean back and stare at the stairs. It’d be 

disrespectful of me to go into sleep mode. I wouldn’t hear the end of it from my Lucinda who paid good 

money to get first row middle seats. Simply by looking at her, I was overjoyed to see her happy for the 

first time in a long period since she’s always in her stressed perpetual self. I am at the brink of falling 

asleep until the pianist wakes me up by playing mortification notes and watching the conductor with my 

wide-open eyes pouring out his heart and soul in conducting his orchestra.  

Suddenly, everyone around me vanishes. There I sit with my paralyzed heart, breathless at the 

situation before my eyes. The air around me chills me to the bone; I can’t do anything. As the conductor 

swerves in a wave-like motion, he turns his neck and at the corner of his eye he looks at me dead straight 

into my eyes with an uncomfortable smile. I feel my stomach crumple up like a piece of paper and shift 

side to side making me feel nauseous. My body was rejecting every command I was telling it to do 

preventing me to shout for help. The conductor begins banging his head to every note being played as the 

stage was faintly fading away. The stage along with every person on it has gone away like dust in the 

wind. I could hear the music without the music being present. It was nerve wrecking knowing nothing 

else was with me or near me except for the rooftop where I was at. All the buildings I saw surrounding 

the rooftop weren’t there anymore. The chair in which I was sitting was standing on the floor of the 

rooftop. The dim light coming from around the rooftop is what separated me from total darkness.  

Soon from where the stage once stood, people were suddenly on it setting up a table. A kid on the 

table having eyes of starvation only had a bowl of soup while his family members had a plate with two 

pieces of bread. They all sat in what appeared to be a basement on the cold ground. The more I observed, 

the more I realized it was a memory of my past from when my parents were in an economic crisis. I was 

eating soup because it was my birthday and everyone else had bread because it was all they could afford. 

The soup I ate made me feel at home and safe; it was all that mattered to me. I’ll never forget the taste of 

the soup, yet how could it be I had forgotten that moment. It was the very same night when I overheard 

my dad talking to mom confessing he had been replaced from his job two weeks ago. I remember them 

talking to my sibling and me about how they were going to make sacrifices to get us out of the inferno we 

were going to be living temporarily. I could hear the music ringing in my ears, through the back of my 

head bringing about new memories.  
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The gold-like smoke then opened a big brown door and showed an enormous painting hanging 

horizontally of elephants being tied together from their feet with a thin rope. The farmer is without worry 

that his elephants won’t tear the rope apart to escape. Below the painting was a kid no older than eight 

years old with an adult’s back facing towards me. I couldn’t believe my eyes; it was my grandmother on 

the bed speaking to me. 

 The only photo I have of hers is a picture from an old newspaper I cut out. The article about it had 

been stained by a coffee cup, and I couldn’t make sense with the words that were left, so I just cut out the 

picture of her. As I was seeing the golden light portray an image, I hear myself speaking to her. Probably 

the last conversation we had together.  

“Grandma, when will you be back?” 

“I’m not sure, bud, it may be a while before we come back from our destiny.” 

“Destiny? What are you talking about?” I asked. 

“Oh, do not worry bud, now off to sleep” she said avoiding my question.  

“Grandma, I feel like it may be a while before I see you again. I always wanted to ask you why you 

had this big silly painting up in my room. I can’t understand it.”  

Tucking me to bed, she said, “I painted this for you when your parents told me you were going to 

come to this world. Can’t you see how the elephants are lined up, all grown up, with a thin rope tied to 

their feet? That’s because when they were babies, the farmer tied the thin rope to their feet so they 

wouldn’t run away. Now, being all grown up, they have the strength to break themselves free. They don’t 

know that because when they first tried it, they failed and fell. Promise me one thing,” she said with her 

eyes tearing up. “No matter what happens, do not let failure define who you are.”  

She kissed me goodnight and closed the door silently. I didn’t know what she had meant until now 

as I’m reliving that moment again from a seat that I’m unable to move. My eyes began to tear up after 

finally realizing I had always kept her promise even though I had no idea what she had meant that night. 

Now I know where that phrase comes from. I look up and I see the moon illuminating the sky filled with 

an abundant number of stars.  

Thank you, Grandma, for the short time you were with me. You’d me proud of all the 

accomplishments we’ve all been through, I said to myself as my eyes continued to express their feelings to 

this sentimental piece of music playing in the back of my head.  

I look around me hoping for someone or something to show up and as I look to my right, I see an 

undefined indefinite image of my wife sitting next to me in tears. I shouted for her but her attention was 

directly on the orchestra playing. Soon after the image of my wife abandons me and I am left alone in a 

desolate area for a moment as I hear the music escalating quickly to its climax. The golden smoke turned 

into red and brown smoke. I saw the smoke was trying to portray an image of myself climbing up a 

building with an anchor tied onto my ankles while everyone else is pretending to mind their own 

business. I reflected upon the harmless smoke and came into conclusion that it was not easy to be the 

CEO of a million-dollar company. I gave up hanging out with my friends, avoiding parties to do the work 

no one else wanted to do because it was too hard. I took on the hits when everyone else settled in on being 

average. I detested to be called average because I wanted more out of life. I wanted to make the best out 

of my lifetime to give back to the people who did believe in me.  

Unfortunately, my older sister was the opposite of what my parents wanted. Every opportunity she 

had to escalate to success, she turned it down by not trying and hanging out with the wrong group of 

friends. Last I heard about her was from a phone call; she called asking me for money because she was in 

debt. As I was about to ask for her location, the phone got disconnected from her end. One of her friends 

told me she was living in the States with an alcoholic boyfriend. My parents are living in their retirement 

home living off the land without a single worry because they did their part and now they are relying on us 

to do our part in this life. I can’t imagine what my Lucinda must be going through as she’s listing to the 

symphony of tears. What I’ve seen to this point made me realize how far I’ve come along, starting from a 

basement.  

After I saw myself climb up the building, everyone was in awe. Then, thick smoke of all colors 

began to surround me. I could not tell if it was night or day. Glued onto the chair, the body paralyzed was 

still me. Screaming was out of the picture. I found comfort with the harmless smoke showing me 
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memories I had forgotten. I heard the music in the back of head while witnessing a type of phenomenon 

taking place before my eyes. I shut my eyes hard with tears rolling down and wished upon a star to bring 

me back into reality. The emotions I was feeling inside of me were too much for me to handle, yet the 

music kept on playing. The music paused for a moment, and at that instant, someone holds my right 

hand. I open my eyes and see the light shining down on my beloved wife. Her warm touch warms my 

hands up, the touch that brings me back to reality. I look around me and the fog was gone. People are in 

their chairs, the stage filled with musicians, and I am not alone anymore, for I have my wife besides me.  

I sit up straight and put my attention to the pianist who is playing. She is playing a melancholy 

piano filling the air with sadness. The string players accompany her mission, releasing notes of emotion 

leaving the audience with watery eyes. I begin to cry; the notes must have felt sorrow for me that they, 

too, begin to mourn with me, as if the heart of the orchestra synchronized with my heart.  The conductor, 

more furious than ever, releases his rage for the finale of the performance. The pianist along with the 

other musicians give it their all to keep up with the music in order to finish it up with perfection. The 

performance started off perfectly and ended it with a mark in my heart to always remember. The 

conductor ended the performance with his final stroke, silencing all the notes. After he put his hands 

down, I was the first one to stand up and applaud for the beautiful music I’ve heard. Soon everyone else 

followed me, and Lucinda looked at me with happiness knowing something has changed me from the 

inside. The applause became louder and louder as the orchestra and conductor takes a bow. The smile the 

conductor gave me earlier was the same, except this time I embraced it and thanked him from afar for the 

journey his music took me.  

“What a lovely performance, don’t you think, darling?” I say to my wife.  

“My, oh my! What happened to you? I did not think you would enjoy it as much as I did,” she said 

in a surprised manner.  

“Only if you knew the things the music has shown me tonight.” I doubt she would believe me. I 

suppose I was in the seat all along because she never asked where I went during the performance. Could I 

have fallen asleep? Whatever the smoke substance was, I was more than overjoyed I had the opportunity 

to relive my few forgotten memories. As we walked out of the building, I hugged my illuminating wife and 

thanked her for dragging me to see the performance.  

“When’s the next performance?” I asked joyously.  
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The Betrayed 

By Emily Martin 

 

Everything is changing in the world. New discoveries are being found and technology is growing 

more advanced each day. Everybody is focused on getting the latest phone, attaining wealth, or just 

becoming famous in any way they can. Every day that passes allows a new opportunity for me to feel my 

utter distain towards humanity. I haven’t met a single soul whose actions didn’t reflect their selfish needs 

and goals. That is, except for my mother. 

My mother Abigail Lindsey Alden, is the most selfless person I’ve ever met. All she has ever done 

for this world is good things.  

My fondest memory of her was back when I was small. My school had run a book-selling contest 

and the grand prize winner would be given an immense amount of prize money, although I don’t 

remember how much it was exactly. My family wasn’t doing too well money-wise, and my parents told me 

that winning the money would be a huge help. As luck would have it, I ended up winning the contest and 

brought the prize-money home. I was proud to have achieved something by myself. Right when I got 

home, I showed my parents the money and explained how excited I was about it.  

That night, without saying a word, my father grabbed the money that I had won along with our 

family savings and left us. My mother and I were left in complete shock and despair, but that’s when my 

mother told me something I would never forget. 

“My sweet little angel. No one can be trusted in this world. You need to fend for yourself and 

what’s right, even if it seems impossible to do so.” 

Even the memory of my mother was enough to put me into tears. On the floor of my bedroom, I 

wept for the first time in a long while. The effects of the brightly colored walls and the photos of a girl who 

had once known joy were now nearly faded away. After what seemed like hours with my tears now all 

dried up, I stood up and left my room. There was no point in crying anymore. 

I hoped that my father wouldn’t be back home until late when I would be asleep. Ten years after 

he had left my mom and me, he came back with an abundance of wealth claiming that he had left us to 

help us live a better life. My mom believed him and they made up, but I’m not convinced so easily. I lived 

without a father for ten years!  For some reason, I have trouble recalling most of those years, but he still 

missed my entire childhood and he thought that money was going to make everything all better? I wasn’t 

going to fall for his “kind” tricks anymore. Now that my father is living under the same roof as me, I can 

barely handle it. I don’t want anything to do with him. Luckily for me, my father goes to work all day, 

every day, so some days I don’t see him at all. 

I walked over to the front door to pick up the newspaper. Despite all the technological 

advancements in society, I still preferred to read on actual paper. I also found that with books being 

entirely online nowadays, it’s hard to find a physical copy to read, so I decided to turn my attention to 

reading the newspaper. While I don’t always trust the articles written, I do find out many interesting 

facts about different kinds of people that don’t get mentioned much online. I grabbed the newspaper and 

read the article on the first page that was titled “Aliens Among Us?” 

 

Aliens Among Us? 

 While aliens may have been thought to have ceased to exist, there is now evidence to prove otherwise. 

The world’s top researchers have been looking more closely at their satellites, and they now believe to have 

detected extraterrestrial life somewhere nearby! With the help of Mr. Cromer’s technological advancements, 

the Earth is sure to reach new heights as new discoveries are now being made. 

 

 I rolled my eyes and threw the newspaper in the trash after reading that. If the author of this 

newspaper wanted to write about dumb, old news like aliens existing, then I wasn’t going to take the time 

to read the rest. Humanity could go on believing that stupid garbage, but I wasn’t as naïve to believe that 

kind of news. I sat down in my living room couch and sighed. I hated how much credit Mr. Cromer got for 

his supposed ‘technology advancements.’ 
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 Mr. Cromer was the man who kept coming out with the latest technology that everybody just HAS 

to have. He’s also the reason why there’s only online books now. When I first found out what he was 

inventing, I didn’t really care as much about it. Sure, I’d prefer it if Mr. Cromer stopped inventing all this 

useless technology, but that didn’t bother me too much. What specifically got me to despise him was his 

so-called ‘proudest invention.’ Mr. Cromer had invented the first ever working teleporters. 

 Now don’t get me wrong, teleporters can be useful in a sense, but they are also very dangerous. 

The ones that are being used today are very unstable in my opinion. Several people have been known to 

go into one teleporter and never come out the other. Many people have recently disappeared this way, 

including my mother. She wanted to try out the new teleporters despite my attempts to change her mind. 

My mother believed that maybe technology could be helpful in attaining world peace. I always admired 

her for that positivity and hope, but I could never find that sense in myself. 

 When we found out that my mother had disappeared into one of those teleporters, my father 

claimed to be devastated. He said that he almost regrets leaving us. The reason he said almost was 

because he was happy with all the money he made for us. He was glad that things turned out the way 

they did because if it hadn’t, we would have been poor. My father just doesn’t get the idea that money 

doesn’t matter to me! Money shouldn’t matter to anyone! 

 My thoughts were interrupted by a squeak coming from the front door. Great. My father was 

home.  

 “Sweetie, I’m home!” he called cheerfully. 

 “I told you not to call me ‘sweetie.’ You of all people cannot consider me as your sweetie or 

anything similar to that!” I snapped. 

 I took a look at my father for the first time this week. Somehow, he looked more tired, older. He 

was starting to change a bit. Not that I cared or anything. 

 “So how have you been?” my father asked with a defeated tone of voice. He got noticeably quieter. 

 A minute went by without any response. He didn’t deserve to know how my day went or anything 

else about my life.  

 “You got to give me some kind of break. I don’t know what I can possibly do to make up for 

everything I did. Your mother learned to forgive me. Why can’t you?” he asked genuinely.  

 My father was pleading for me now. I never thought that he would fall to such a weak state.  

Actually, while he’s in this pathetic mood, maybe I can finally get him to understand why money didn’t 

matter. 

 “Come with me.” My father motioned as he interrupted my thoughts. 

 I became slightly offended.  “Do you expect me to listen to you?” I asked with disbelief. 

 “Come.” he repeated as he went out the door.  

 I followed suit, but only because I was curious as to what he wanted to show me. I stepped out the 

front door in the first time in weeks only to feel the chilly wind blowing against my soft, fragile skin. It 

had recently rained, so the concrete floor was still wet and the air gave the scent of being in a rainforest. 

There were puddles everywhere that cars splashed without a care in the world for others.  

My father led me around the city until we arrived at the tallest skyscraper known to man. This 

building was acknowledged by the world as Mr. Cromer’s office. There was no reason why it would be 

more special than any other building here, but many people seem to almost worship the building and Mr. 

Cromer himself. My father and I took the elevator to the highest floor on the building. How did he have 

access to that? I had no idea. We walked into an office where Mr. Cromer was sitting down. It was almost 

as if he was waiting for us. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Alden. I see you brought your daughter here today,” Mr. Cromer greeted. 

“Why yes. I thought that she would like to meet you,” my father replied casually.  

If I wasn’t in front of a professional businessman, I would have flipped. My father doesn’t know me 

at all!  How can he think taking me to see Mr. Cromer would help me get a better relationship with him? I 

despise Mr. Cromer will all my heart and soul. He’s partly the reason that my mom disappeared in the 

first place! 

Both Mr. Cromer and my father were blankly staring at me. Were they expecting me to say 

something? I sighed silently and cleared my throat. If they wanted me to talk, I was going to talk. 
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“Mr. Cromer, have you considered how dangerous your inventions are to the human race?” I 

started. 

My father looked very embarrassed and upset with me for mentioning this troubling topic, but if I 

have the chance to change Mr. Cromer’s view of technology, I’m going to take that chance. 

“You must be confused. My inventions are made with caution and are guaranteed to be completely 

safe,” Mr. Cromer expressed. 

“I think you should check again. Last time I checked, people are going missing after going into 

your teleportation devices,” I argued.  

I was getting worked up and I was not going to stop anytime soon. 

 “I SAID you must be confused. No one has gone missing because of my teleporters,” he repeated. 

 I looked at my father in disbelief. What was wrong with this guy? How dense can someone like Mr. 

Cromer be? 

 “You listen here. My mother was one of those missing people, and I refuse to let this go unnoticed! 

You will find my mother or find out what happened to her because it is your duty. It is your job as the 

inventor of the teleporter to help those people that you hurt!” I yelled in Mr. Cromer’s face. 

 While this may be a bit socially incorrect, I needed to get into Mr. Cromer’s thick skull the fact 

that there were problems with his machine. I watched as he sighed and got up from his desk. He went 

over to some kind of storage room and pulled out a teleporter. 

 “I’m so sorry about all this,” Mr. Cromer apologized as he rubbed his right hand behind his head. 

 Mr. Cromer turned on the teleporter and then whipped out a gun from his back left pocket. He 

aimed straight for me.  

 “Listen here, girlie. You better get into this teleporter now or say goodbye to your life.”  

 I was utterly shocked at this sudden gesture and turned to my father in fear. Like the little jerk he 

was, my father was crouching down afraid to do anything. I guess his own precious life was more valuable 

than helping me out. I thought about what to do. If he shot me, then people would hear about it and Mr. 

Cromer would get in trouble; however, if I went into the teleporter, I’d just be another one of those stories 

about someone going missing and no other course of action would be taken to stop this businessman. I 

sighed as I came to my decision. 

 “No,” I stated firmly. 

 Mr. Cromer tilted his head to the left. He seemed a tad confused at my answer. It was as if he 

expected me to say something else. Then he did something I did not expect. He ripped his face off and 

underneath it was some kind of alien face. His face was all light blue with splotches of dark blue 

everywhere, he had two, big, rounded-out eyes that seemed to sort of pop out of his face, and some kind of 

light blue antenna looking thing on the top of his head. Did aliens exist after all? 

“Y-You’re…. you’re an ALIEN!” I yelled at the top of my lungs. 

“That’s right. I’m an alien and I’m going to put you out of your misery,” he stated as he pulled the 

trigger on his gun. 

 Time slowed down as I tried to remember the best moments of my life, and although I had a few 

good memories, I found that I couldn’t remember most of them. It almost felt as if a few years were taken 

away from my life somehow. I ignored the feeling when I thought of my mother. Oh, how I hoped to see 

her again soon. Maybe we would both meet again in the afterlife and I can talk to her once more. I started 

to remember my mother’s sweet scent of Buttercups and how I used to love being in her company. 

Whenever I was upset, she would sing me a song with her pretty angelic voice. That would always cheer 

me up. 

 “STOP!” My father yelled as he stood in front of me before the bullet hit. 

 I watched in horror as the gun that had been aimed at me hit my father instead. He fell to the 

ground in pain. 

 “What! NO!” I cried frantically. 

 I was wrong! My father did care about me! Why didn’t I listen to his pleas earlier? He risked his 

life for me and soon he would die! 

 I looked at Mr. Cromer angrily. There was no way I was letting him get away with this. My hands 

itched for some blood, but I controlled myself. I may be angry, but I’m no murderer. Without hesitation, I 
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ran straight into Mr. Cromer and pushed him into his so called teleporter. I had no idea what would 

happen to him, but he deserved whatever happens to him. With my sweaty right hand, I wiped my 

forehead.  I turned to find my father on the floor only to find him missing.  

“What?” I mumbled to myself.  

On the left side of the room, I could see my father standing perfectly normal as if nothing at 

happened. I started to get a bit freaked out.  

“Father, how are you not hurt from the bullet?” I asked cautiously. 

My father walked over to me. I saw him similar to how Mr. Cromer ripped off his face to show an 

alien face. It was the exact same pattern as Mr. Cromer’s alien face except his face was red instead of 

blue. 

“Sorry sweetie,” he stated as he pushed me into the teleporter. 

I started to fall. Minutes seemed to pass and I wasn’t slowing down or getting any closer to the 

ground. What had just happened? Did I die? How long has my dad been an alien? How are aliens even 

real?!? I had so many questions, but no way to get them answered. I decided to close my eyes and try to 

sleep. Maybe this was all a dream that I could wake up to. Maybe my mother and father are cooking 

breakfast for me in the kitchen as a surprise for me and they’re just waiting for me to wake up. Maybe 

everything will be alright. 

I kept repeating these kinds of messages to myself until I fell asleep. 

I woke up to find myself tied up in a strange enclosed room. How did I get here? In fact, where was 

here? 

“Hello? Is there anyone out there?” I called curiously. 

My hands started to tremble. I didn’t like this. The door on the far side of the room opened and I 

could see the blue alien, the red alien, and my mother walk in the room. 

“Mother! You’re alive! I missed you so much!” I exclaimed joyfully. 

Something then occurred to me. Why was she by these aliens? 

“I’ve missed you, too, but there’s something I have to tell you,” she stated as she too ripped her face 

off to reveal an alien head underneath. 

I wanted to throw up, scream, cry. Whatever. I couldn’t believe what was happening. How dare my 

parents betray me like that! 

“Hey! You better tell me what’s going on!” I commanded angrily. 

“Don’t worry. We’ll tell you again,” the blue alien replied. 

“Again?” I mumbled to myself.  

“You see, you are the test subject of our research on humanity. When we started, you completely 

agreed to all of this, so don’t think we are being unfair,” the red alien explained as he held up a document 

with my signature written at the bottom. 

The green alien continued. 

“We put you in different situations and then record how you react to those different circumstances. 

For example, in one test we killed off your parents and made you an orphan at a young age. Different 

factors like that change the way you think and act. Every time a trial is over, we will bring you here, 

explain what we are doing, and then erase your memory so we can start a new trial.”  

“In this situation, we had your father leave for many years. However, in the next trial, we are 

going to see if there are any changes in your behavior if your mother left instead,” the blue alien added. 

“What! You can’t do that! I have memories that I will cherish forever. I’ll remember my mom being 

there for me!” I argued. 

“We always change your past memories, so you don’t have to worry about that. Of course, the 

special memories of what actually happened in your real life are blocked out instead of changed. That’s 

why you may notice that you can’t recall years-worth of memories,” the red alien added. 

“We always hate this part, but we are going to give you the shot that makes you forget this trial. It 

was nice to see you again, sweetie,” the green alien stated as she pulled out a needle with some purple 

liquid inside. 

As the green alien gave me the shot, I felt drowsy and exhausted. I watched the aliens start to 

leave the room as darkness kept enveloping my vision. Eventually, I lost everything completely. 
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Everything is changing in the world. New discoveries are being found and technology is growing 

more advanced each day. Everybody is focused on getting the latest phone, attaining wealth, or just 

becoming famous in any way they can. Every day that passes allows a new opportunity for me to feel my 

utter distain towards humanity. I haven’t met a single soul whose actions didn’t reflect on their selfish 

needs and goals. That is, except for my father. 
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The Eternal Clearing 

By Robert Larson 

 

I – The Arrival 

Night was quickly falling, and Jacob Crawleye knew the roads would not be safe under the cover of 

dark. He had hoped to make it to Aylesbury before the sun set, but it would seem fate did not smile on 

him that day. Knowing he would need to find somewhere to rest soon, he peered down the road, hoping to 

see a path leading down, which would surely signal a building in the woods. Luckily for him, he saw what 

appeared to be an overgrown dirt path leading north, not 30 meters up the road. 

Jacob picked up his handcart and made his way to the opening. Up close, the path appeared far 

more seldom-used than he had originally thought. Thin underbrush covered the trail a few meters in, and 

there were no lanterns to light the way. Hoping whatever structure had warranted the path was still 

standing, he pushed his way through the underbrush. 

The lack of any lanterns proved to be more of a problem than he had initially thought it would. 

The forest quickly thickened around him, blotting out the budding moonlight. He stopped to dig through 

his handcart momentarily, and, after finding his lantern, lit the wick and carried on. The farther and 

farther he travelled into the woods, the more and more likely he thought it would be that he would find 

an empty clearing, the building it contained long since ruined. He tried to keep the pessimistic thoughts 

from his mind, telling himself that a night with no shelter was better than being killed on the side of the 

road. 

He felt like he had been walking for hours when the trees finally began to thin out again, signaling 

to him that he was approaching a clearing. He rounded a bend, and suddenly there was a huge building, 

draped in moonlight. It was at least three stories tall, and, though it seemed thoroughly unstable, was 

surely long since abandoned. Jacob had never seen anything at the same magnitude of the enormous 

structure before him. He hurried down the rest of the path, entering the clearing as fast as his rickety 

hand cart would allow him to. 

Like many things, the building was far less impressive up close. It was obvious that it had not 

been inhabited for a number of years. Most of the windows were shattered, and several of the walls 

appeared to sag. Littering the ground around the structure were many piles of rubble. Looking up, Jacob 

could see that not much was left of the highest story, save for the roof itself. Still, he figured, a rundown 

house was better than no house. 

 

II – The House in the Woods 

He left his handcart in front of the building, near a patch of wild mint, and approached the door. 

He felt suddenly very apprehensive, as if he were trespassing on the property. He tried to shake off the 

feeling, but it clung to the back of his mind. Slowly reaching out, he put his hand on the door handle, 

turned the knob, and pushed the door open. The door, instead of swinging open, fell forward with a 

deafening crash. A plume of dust shot into the air, and Jacob was momentarily blinded by it.  

After wiping the dirt from his eyes, he peered into the main room. It was clear that the house had 

not been inhabited for many years, evidenced by the thick layers of dust that coated every surface. 

Peculiarly, every table in sight had a vase of dead flowers on it, each covered in copious amounts of 

cobwebs. Upon further inspection, Jacob saw that it was not an assortment of flowers, as he had 

previously thought, but only pennyroyals. Jacob, as the son of a prominent merchant, knew that these 

flowers were known to ward off the plague. 

Upon making this connection, Jacob realized where he was. Suddenly, the seclusion of the house 

made far more sense to him, as did the mint growing near the front door. He was not invading the home 

of some long-dead aristocrat as he had previously figured, but instead had stumbled upon the clinic of a 

plague doctor. Jacob was a learned man, but he was no physician. He knew not how long the Black Death 
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could linger, but he doubted it would remain in the house for the thirty years since the pandemic had 

ended. 

Creeping his way further into the structure, Jacob opened the gate on his lantern. The light shone 

harsh against the dark room, and he saw a spiral staircase ahead of him, heading both up and down. 

Figuring the bedrooms would be on the upper floors, he ascended. 

Unfortunately, the second story was in quite a state. There were holes in every wall, and any 

furniture that had once been there was reduced to piles of splintered wood, and heavily coated in mold. 

From what he saw of the house from the outside, he was sure that the third story would be even worse, 

and so he descended back into the main room. 

Jacob was not partial to sleeping on a chair, and so he went the only other place he could think to 

go. Holding his lantern ahead of him, he descended slowly into the pitch black of the cellar. At the bottom 

of the staircase, there was a door with a heavy lock on it. Luckily for Jacob, this mattered little, as it was 

rusted through, and the door opened with a weary creak. Now is the time to say that Jacob was not a 

superstitious man. He had no belief for the supernatural and thought only in logic and reason. Despite 

this, he was still apprehensive to enter the dank chamber. 

Welling up his courage, Jacob thrust his lantern through the doorway, illuminating the space in 

front of him. It was a far smaller room than he had been expecting, the back wall hardly four meters in 

front of him. In the middle of the room sat a sturdy table, seemingly protected by God’s Will from the 

degradation that had plagued every other feature of the clinic. He inched forward and set his lantern 

down on the edge. 

Looking around, Jacob took stock of the room. It seemed to be the doctor’s laboratory. One wall 

was completely covered with shelves of cloudy jars. He went over to the shelves and took one down. 

Opening it, he saw it was filled with dead leeches. With a shudder, he closed the jar and placed it back on 

the shelf. Turning away from the jars, he saw in one corner the doctor’s attire. Jacob wanted to turn away 

from the ghastly figure, but could not bring himself to.  

Several minutes later, he tore his eyes away, and saw a cot against one wall. He decided that he 

would sleep there tonight, and turned his attention to the tale in the center of the room. It was strewn 

with papers detailing certain patients, along with several medical journals. It would appear, he thought, 

that this doctor may have actually known what he was doing. He was about to turn away when something 

caught his eye. Sticking out from under a stack of papers was a leather-bound book. He decided to look 

through the book in the morning, and lay down to sleep. 

 

III – The Following Day 

Jacob awoke from a fitful slumber the next day. Being underground, he did not know how much 

time had passed. He sat up, the old cot groaning in protest beneath him. Looking around, something 

seemed different, but he wasn’t exactly sure what. He stood to collect his lantern, and, after a slight 

hesitation, grabbed the leather-bound book, as well. Turning, he ascended the stairs and made his way 

back out into the bright clearing. 

He felt slightly unsettled, as if someone were watching him just outside his field of view. In spite of 

himself, Jacob quickened his pace to the mint patch where he had left his handcart. Judging by the sun’s 

position in the sky, he had slept through most of the morning. Despite that, he had plenty of time to get to 

Aylesbury. He put his lantern and the book on his handcart, grabbed the handle, and set off down the 

path to the main road. 

Not long after Jacob began his trek back to the main road, he found himself at a split in the path. 

It had been so dark when he first took the trail to the house that he had missed it. Unsure which fork was 

the correct one, he decided to take the one more to the north, the direction of Aylesbury. He set off on the 

right path, and continued walking. 

It would seem he had misremembered how long the path was; it was nearly nightfall when he saw 

the trail widen out, signaling its end. Jacob quickened his pace, wanting to make it to Aylesbury before 

night truly set in.  

He knew something was wrong before he stepped into the clearing. He had expected the path to 

open onto the main road. Instead, he stepped into the clearing he had left earlier that day. He did not 
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know how to explain it.  He entered the clearing through the same opening he did the day prior. Walking 

around the house, he saw no other trails leading into the woods. At this point, Jacob was more than 

unsettled. Being a rational man, he told himself that he took the wrong fork, and would try again 

tomorrow, going down the left fork instead. Surely, he thought to himself, that would work. 

He went back into the house, and descended again into the doctor’s private room. He set his 

lantern down on the table, and opened the door of the lantern all the way illuminating the chamber. 

Taking in the room once again, he felt strangely content to be there. Something still seemed odd to him, 

however, like something was missing. He couldn’t quite put his finger on what it was, however, and 

decided to ignore it. Going over to the musty, old cot, he went to sleep. 

 

IV – Taking the Left Fork 

Waking the next day, Jacob gathered his things and set off as soon as he could. He was hoping to 

make good time to Aylesbury so that he could set up his stall before nightfall. The sun was rising in the 

east, and he felt optimistic about reaching the town with plenty of daylight to spare.  

Taking the path at a light pace, it took Jacob just over an hour to reach the fork. This time, instead 

of taking the right path north, he turned left, down the path that led west. This path didn’t seem any 

more familiar to him than the right path had, but he was optimistic. It was dark when he arrived at the 

clearing, and he hadn’t been paying attention to his surroundings. 

It had been at least four hours since Jacob strolled merrily down the left fork of the path. With no 

end in sight yet, much of that positivity had disappeared. Worse yet, he was almost certain he had walked 

past the same cluster of small yews at least four times.  

Though he couldn’t quite shake his unease, he chalked it up to chance. Yews weren’t a common 

tree in that area, but it wasn’t too far-fetched to have a few clusters within the same forest. Yes, he 

thought to himself, that must be it. Deciding that standing still and debating with himself served no 

purpose, he carried on down the path. 

It was nearing nightfall once more when Jacob found the end of the path. Exhausted from walking 

all day, he wearily stumbled away from the dense thicket. He looked around him and then fell to his 

knees in disbelief and horror. He was not on the main road, but back in the clearing. 

Jacob numbly stumbled towards the house, his mind completely blank. He didn’t know what to 

think. All he knew was that there was no leaving this clearing. With the grim acceptance that he would 

one day die in the house, he went down into the doctor’s private room, and tried to go to sleep. 

 

V – The Journal 

Sleep would not come to Jacob that night, though not for lack of trying. He had lain on the 

disheveled cot for hours before he decided to give up. In that time, he was able to collect his thoughts and 

start to come to terms with his situation.  

Not knowing what else to do, he opened the leather-bound book he had found in the house. 

Flipping through it, he saw it was just a log of the patients that had been treated by the plague doctor. 

Nothing of particular importance, until he reached the last few pages. In the end, it was less of a medical 

log and more of a journal. There were several entries; most were mundane, but a few stood out to him. 

After the plague had passed, the doctor continued practicing, as if it hadn’t ended. By all other 

accounts, the region around Aylesbury was free of the plague by 1315, but the doctor wrote about treating 

patients long past that. Perhaps the doctor had dreamt of treating the plague, and the journal was a 

recording of those dreams. Or maybe he had gone mad, and truly believed he was still treating the 

disease, long after it was gone.  

Flipping to the end of the book, Jacob looked at the last entry. He briefly read through the entry, a 

bit disappointed that nothing interesting was included in the “final chapter” so to speak. He was about to 

put the book down when he saw the date of the last entry. 14 February 1347, just a few days before he 

arrived at the clearing. Shocked and dumbfounded at his discovery, Jacob barely heard the door creaking 

behind him. 
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VI – The Good Doctor 

He briefly turned to see what the noise had been and almost didn’t register what he was seeing. 

Jacob had figured that after all the years since the last plague outbreak, the doctor would be dead. He 

was wrong. Suddenly, he realized what had been so different about the room every day. The doctor’s garb 

was in the corner when he arrived. It was not in the corner anymore. It had been moving, slowly and 

steadily, closer to the center of the room. Towards Jacob. Now, though, the doctor showed no need for 

caution. He walked steadily towards Jacob, stopping just a few feet in front of him. Jacob wanted to run, 

but he couldn’t make himself move. He was transfixed to the spot, petrified by fear and disbelief. 

The doctor reached past him, and picked up the journal, a quill, and some ink. He dipped the quill 

into the ink and began to write. Occasionally, the doctor would look over at Jacob, as if studying him, and 

would then return to his writing. After what seemed like an eternity, the doctor put down the book, 

walked over to the shelf, and began searching for something. 

Suddenly, Jacob realized he had a chance to escape. He was deathly curious, though, as to what 

the doctor had written about him. Before he even registered what he was doing, he grabbed the book and 

was running up the stairs at full speed. He heard a crash below him, but he was already running from the 

house. He abandoned his cart, knowing it would only slow him down. Instead of taking the path, which he 

knew would lead him nowhere, he ran out into the woods. 

He ran and ran and ran and ran and ran and ran until he couldn’t run anymore. Just before he 

stopped running, he broke through onto a road. Jacob was too exhausted to really understand where he 

was though, and crawled off of the road into a patch of shrubs near the edge of the forest to hide. 

Jacob waited for what felt like hours, but there was no sign that the doctor had pursued him. Since 

he had time to rest, his curiosity for the contents of the journal grew. Why had the doctor been writing 

about him? Jacob could not think of an answer, but he intended to find out. He opened the journal, and 

turned to the last page. 

The doctor did not know Jacob’s name, so he labeled the page ADULT MALE. Below was a short 

list, titled SYMPTOMS. The list was short, containing only three items: VISIBLE SHOCK, DARK 

PATCHES and GANGRENE. Below was just two more words, and they chilled him to the bone: 

DIAGNOSIS: PLAGUE. 

Jacob didn’t want to believe it was true. He didn’t even know how he could have contracted the 

plague. He knew there was one, guaranteed way to know if he was infected. He slowly raised his hands 

up, so he could see them clearly. There it was. His fingertips were black as pitch. So it was true. He had 

the plague, and he had ran from the only plague doctor within a hundred kilometers. 

He stood and stumbled back into the forest. Over the next hours, his balance got steadily worse 

and worse until he could no longer stand on his own. Jacob’s progress slowed from a slow walk to an 

unsteady mix of staggering and leaning on trees. 

Night had long since fallen when Jacob could no longer support himself. It was nearing dawn, but, 

to Jacob, the night got no brighter. He knew he was dying. In his final moments, his head became clear, 

and he bitterly accepted his inevitable death. All he could do as the life drained slowly from his body was 

curse that eternal clearing, and damn the day he walked down that path to his death. 
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Death Brings Joy 

By Valeria Salinas 

 

I still remember the sound of squealing tires and the smell of the burning rubber that came with 

it. I remember the sensation of spinning in place after being hit by the other car out of nowhere. I 

remember the sound of metal crushing metal, the feeling of being jostled in time with the impact. And I 

remember the sudden pain that blindsided me, the same sudden pain that has stayed with me since then. 

Neither of us had seen it coming. No, we had been too busy laughing at anything the other said. 

“Dad, you’re embarrassing me!” 

“There’s no one in here but us, Joy!” 

It had been our turn to go; it was our right of way. But that other car, it came out of nowhere. And 

just like that, everything I knew, the person that I loved most, was taken from me. My world went black, 

both literally and metaphorically.  

“34-year-old male, time of death, 11:07 p.m.” 

And when I woke up in the sterile white hospital room, I only heard the murmurs of medics and 

the beeping of the heart monitor attached to me. It smelt of medicine; it smelt of blood, and worst of all, it 

reeked of death. And unfortunately, I recognized the smell. 

“Your father died on impact. I’m…sorry for your loss.” 

It had been a drunk driver, and now, thanks to her, I’m alone in this cold, bitter world. I have no 

other family. My dad is my family, or, was my family. My mother, she took off the minute I was born. And 

as far as I know, I have no relatives living in Avalon, California. Not one person has visited me since the 

day of the accident. And I doubt I’ll have one anytime soon…except maybe one. 

“Joy, you have a visitor.”  

I looked up to see my nurse Alexis standing in the doorway of my hospital room. I could see a sliver 

of black from either side of her, obviously belonging to the person behind her. Curiosity getting the best of 

me, I nodded at her and turned my head to once again look out the window as I was doing previously.  

Footsteps filled my field of hearing, heavy steps, as if the person was wearing heavy boots and they 

were dragging their feet. Still not wanting to turn to face the person, I continued to avoid their gaze fixed 

upon me.  

“Joy.” 

Still, I did not look them in the eye. But even so, the voice seemed awfully familiar. Perhaps it 

belonged to the person who had been there the day of the incident. 

“It’s not your time yet, Joy.”  

I clenched my jaw at the invasive memory, fisting my hands into tight fists in my lap. 

Involuntarily I sucked my bottom lip between my teeth in order to keep from crying. Anything to stop me 

from crying. I had not cried when I was first told, and I wouldn’t do so now. 

“Joy.” 

My head snapped to finally behold the person sitting at the end of my bed. And just like his voice, 

his appearance seemed uncomfortably familiar. Dressed in black from head to toe, clad in leather and 

heavy biker boots, just as I had noticed earlier. His black hair fell over a pair of black eyes, black eyes 

that were soulless and still trained upon me. Despite his appearance, or him being here, I did not care. 

But my mouth, having a mind of its own, asked the questions on the tip of my tongue. 

“Who are you and what do you want?” I demanded of him, my voice just as monotone as the day I 

was told my father was dead.  

Smiling, he lifted a pale hand and waved his bony fingers at me with a hum. 

“I’ve been told you’re feeling depressed about dear old dad’s death.”  

“That doesn’t answer my first question.”  

“Ah, yes. Well, I’m Damon.” 

A wave of shock washed over me like a tidal wave, and I remembered him. He who had whispered 

to me before going over to my father. He who had been bent over my father after the accident. He who had 

mouthed a single thing to me when I looked over at them, helpless to the situation.  Damon. He was 

responsible for this. Damon. 
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“So? You’ve finally come to take me, too?” I laughed coldly, keeping my hard gaze upon him.  

Another grin materialized out of nowhere onto his face.  “On the contrary. I’m here to lift your 

spirits.”   

“You? Life up my spirits? Good luck with that.” I snickered and returned my gaze to the rain 

pelting my hospital room’s window. Funny how the weather can match someone’s mood.  

Unrelenting, he hummed once again in response. 

“Joy.  What a lovely name. But I think the beholder of the name could use more of it in her life 

right about now.” 

“Joy is dead.” I grumbled in response to his corny joke, knowing that my father picked that name 

for the same reasons. 

“So that you can feel joy even when there is no joy present.” 

“Not necessarily. You, are just choosing to kill the meaning of the name.”  

“Joy was taken the day you took my father.” 

“No, as I remember, I said that it was not Joy’s time just yet. Maybe in 80 years, but not now.” He 

chuckled, amused at his knowledge of the future which I lacked.  

 

“Are we discussing me or the emotion? Because either way, both are gone,” I replied, casting my 

gaze on the dead flowers in the darkest corner of my room and the atmosphere in the room changed to 

that of a more serious one.  

“That is the way of the world. I cannot change it. I cannot help who I am meant to take. I am not 

at liberty of taking into consideration the person’s loved ones. If I were, the world would be a much more 

different place.” 

“A place filled with less misery, you mean?” I deadpanned as I took sudden interest in my 

fingernails. 

Damon stayed quiet, contemplating on what to say now to my statement.  

“Or a world filled with more of it. You’re too young to understand now, but death is liberating. In 

some ways, anyway. It does bring sadness, it does bring grief, and it does bring heartache. But, that is the 

cycle of life. You are born, you live, leave your mark on the world, and you die. I can tell you now that I 

know your father’s only regret was not saying a proper goodbye.” 

I allowed his words to sink in, still not comprehending the idea of death’s cruel ways. 

“Sometimes, joy can be a little scarce, but it is never truly gone,” he murmured as he got up and 

came to my side, taking my frail hand is cold one. I looked into his eyes, searching for any sign of 

insincerity, but I found none. And before I knew it, tears began to flow steadily from my eyes. A choked 

sob bubbled past my chapped lips, causing me difficulty to breathe. 

“Just take me too! I don’t know what to do without him! I don’t know how to feel sadness, or joy, or 

happiness, or grief.” I sobbed, covering my face with my free hand in attempts to fill my sobs.  

A deep ache settled in the pit of my heart, in the pit of my stomach, in my whole body. I had never 

realized there would be this much pain in losing him one day. Not until I actually lost him. Not until 

Damon took him. 

In response, I felt Damon squeeze my hand comfortingly, letting me know he was here for me. But 

he wasn’t here to take me.  No, he was here as a friend.  

“I can’t do that,” He told me in a warm tone, rubbing my back soothingly. My cries softened, but 

didn’t stop. I knew he was smiling at the knowledge of being to help me in some form.  

“Then what am I supposed to do? How am I supposed to keep going?” I choked out, feeling helpless, 

feeling as if I were weak. Why could I not quit crying?  

“With joy.”  

I managed to stop my crying, leaning my head back to hold in everything once again. 

“Yes, well I don’t have that,” I whispered, squeezing my eyes shut in defeat. He gripped my 

shoulders suddenly, surprising me enough to cause me to look at him. His black eyes bore into my green 

ones, as if he was searching the depths of my soul, as if he was trying to touch me emotionally.  

“Then you borrow that joy from your name,” He told me in a soft voice, only it wasn’t him. It was 

as if I was hearing it from my dad.  
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“So that you can feel joy even when there is no joy present. Then you borrow that joy from your 

name.”  

“It’s a pretty funny way of life.  Cruel, too.”  

“What is?” he asked, tilting his head in curiosity at what I was trying to say.  I looked out the 

window as the sun just barely began to poke out from behind the storm clouds. A soft, sad smile etched 

itself onto my face as I slowly learned to accept the circumstances of my life. A hum of a different type of 

sadness exited past my lips. 

“The sun is always shining, even in the storm.”  He stayed quiet and glanced out the window, 

understanding the reference I was making. He smiled back at me, staring wistfully at the small beam of 

light in the downpour. 

“And it’s funny how even death can comfort joy.” 
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Alive Again 

By Kiara Xolo 

 

As I put my last few memories in the donation bin, I noticed how bright the emotions sparkled in 

my hands. It almost seemed a waste to give them away. I knew better than to keep them, but at that 

moment, my hand was driven by its own mind. It edged back to my pocket, the pearl like stones warm in 

my hand, as they dropped one by one. 

With the darkness of my pocket surrounding them, the light it showed was mesmerizing. I wished 

I hadn’t given away the last few pieces of my heart for food. I could have felt the emotions in more than 

just a physical way. I continued to watch its glow until I noticed the whispers coming from behind me. 

Somewhere between me placing my memories away and looking at their light, a small crowd had 

started to form around me. I couldn’t see their faces. 

I don’t know why, but it’s like I was staring at a wall of blacks and greys; a lifeless canvas that 

only had a small reflection of color on it. But when I moved closer to try and capture it, I noticed that it 

moved with me. I looked down to see that the source of the crowd and the color…was me.  

The emotions that I had tucked away had begun to grow. The stones softened back into my skin. I 

could feel my chest growing more and more heavy as the color spread. The crowd grew loud with chants. 

Who had started them, no one knew, but soon everyone had joined, some in languages I never even knew 

existed.  But one word stuck out from the rest. A word that I’d learned at a young age never to repeat: 

“Alive.” 

That was a bad word, yet every now and then you’d hear it while walking through the streets. The 

old folks too senile to remember most things held onto some memories back from before. They’d holler to 

whoever would listen to come and sit while they entered a realm of fairytales. But they weren’t fairytales. 

The word “Alive” continued to echo through me as the color consumed me and I began to feel 

afraid. It was such an unfamiliar thing to feel anything that almost all at once, I began to cry and hurt 

and remember. I didn’t know if these were my memories or just stitched together dreams but they felt 

real. I hoped for them to be real. 

The chanting died down as soon as my first tears fell. They all stared at me in awe or maybe bliss.  

I couldn’t decipher what exactly it was, but maybe a form of curiosity.  But I knew they didn’t have the 

capacity for that.  

I looked down at the vibrant sea greens and ocean blues I was letting free. They trickled from me 

and towards others as one-by-one they slowly converted to their own version of “Alive.” It was pretty. No, 

pretty wasn’t a strong enough word. It was beautiful, dazzling, breathtaking, ALIVE! 

I wanted more people to feel this passion, this amazement. I took my first few steps and then 

began to sprint, touching people as I passed by. Others joined me and soon it seemed as if the hearts that 

many of us had given away had returned. We were happy. But why… why did you make us sad again? 

They smiled and left me alone. 
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Seniors 
 

A Humble Giant 

By Jessica Flynn 

 

A majority of the human population believes in the world being a spherical shape constantly 

turning in a circular fashion on its axis due to cosmic force.  

Now, what if you found that fact to be false? 

What if the earth is really spinning thanks to a humble giant, spending his life wanting us to be 

able to live ours? Each second of every day, he slowly turns the earth just as we would carefully turn a 

globe, picking out continent one by one.  

Now, what if I told you this giant of a man, bigger than the biggest buildings we could ever 

imagine, was God? 

Could you imagine? 

If I believed in an unearthly spirit, stronger than anything and beyond our imaginations was in 

control of our world…this is how I would see him. 

So this is the story of God, in the perspective of an overly imaginative teenager. 

It all started many, many years ago when the giant was sitting on Mars. He was bored and tired of 

just watching the lifeless planets all float in the galaxy; he wanted to see some action. 

With a sigh of exasperation, the giant used his humorously large fingers and grabs a giant star out 

of the dense black space. With a torando-ly gust of breath, he blew all the fire out of the star and cooled it 

down with hands. 

Setting it back into the atmosphere, the giant began to come up with ideas for this new planet. He 

knew this one was different; it was going to be unlike anything he ever created before. This planet would 

have other people like him on it, things he could befriend and talk to since he was overwhelmingly lonely 

being in an entire galaxy by himself.  

First he started to think, what would make this planet seem habitable? 

 "Home" he thought to himself.  This planet needs to feel like a home. Just creating this word, he 

was unsure what it meant exactly.  The giant just knew it's what makes things feel comfortable. So he 

started with the color, a blackish charcoaled ball was anything but welcoming, so he rubbed some dust off 

of Neptune. He took the dust and rubbed it all over this new planet so it looked more friendly, a decaying 

mossy green.  

"It's not very soft though," he thought to himself so he gave himself an impromptu haircut and 

covered the small strands in the green dust and covered the planet in it.  “Nice and soft,” he thought. 

The giant decided to call this, grass. 

Next, he wondered what could add some variety to this new green planet, so he added some sand 

from Jupiter and rocks that were floating around the Galaxy.  The giant was focusing so heavily on his 

new creation that sweat dripped from his brow and fell onto earth, creating the first ocean, then another, 

and…another. It seemed as though this planet was ready for life.  

The giant thought long and hard about this, wondering what he'd want his new friends to look 

like. He gathered a bunch of clay from Mars and began creating.  Some of them had wings (since he 

always dreamed of flying through space), some slithered on the ground (he always wanted to be 

stealthily), some ran on four legs (he was always too big to go fast), and finally, some looked exactly like 

him, just smaller and more proportional.  

Finally, his dream of having friends was complete.  He just had to bring them to life. One by one, 

he blew his own breath into each and every one of his creations. They began walking, crawling, flying all 

over the planet, and the giant sat in awe.  

"Hi" said the giant, shaking the ground so hard that the land broke into many pieces.  

Everyone looked up in fear of him. 

He tried again, whispering, "Hello!"  
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All the people looked at him and looked away.  A few thanked him for the amazing things he did 

for them and promised to talk to him every day. 

The giant was so happy having people to talk to, but eventually their conversations got shorter 

and shorter. He realized they were too busy talking to the others on earth, but he was content just 

watching them. 

Then one day, he saw something that changed him forever. One of his friends killed the other, took 

the very breath the giant gave him out of him. He yelled at them to stop, but no one listened. More and 

more violence broke out on his planet.  He could no longer stand to look at it, so he took some of his breath 

and covered most of his view of the people and called it the sky.  

It got to the point that it hurt him every day to look at his friends, so he sat on Mars and cried, 

cried for days, and when he looked down, the entire planet was flooded.  His old friends were in fear.   

“That's what they get for not being respectful to each other and for breaking his heart,” he said. 

Eventually, the water went away, but they didn't learn their lesson. Each day, the giant got more 

and more tired of seeing his friends hurt each other so he stopped trying to help and just let them destroy 

the beautiful thing that was created for them. 

Some rumor this giant died years ago. 

But others believe if you take time to talk to him, he'll talk back and be your friend. 
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The Tale of Elden 

By Lauren King 

 

Elden climbed very slowly, sneaking among the rocks. Each footstep was extremely careful, his 

graceful paws not making a single sound. If he wanted to hear what the council was saying, he couldn’t be 

seen. His auburn coat glistened in the sunlight and was ruffled by the wind, but the cover of pine trees 

was enough to hide his colorful body. Elden finally made it to the top of the rocks where he could see the 

members of the council debating. 

“Something must be done!” exclaimed Terrence, an older tortoise. “Our fellowship’s peace cannot 

be destroyed by those bloodhounds.” 

“What’re we supposed to do? Those beasts already have our scent and they’ve visited our borders 

at least twice now; they know where we are,” Demetri replied quickly. Being a duck, he was very wary of 

hunting dogs. “And these guys are nothing to be messed with.” 

“So what do you suggest then? Should we just leave and forget everything we have made? This has 

been our home for all our lives, and the home of our ancestors before us. We can’t just abandon these 

woods,” Elijah explained. He subconsciously thudded his beaver’s tail on the ground. Ophelia, the wise 

owl, swooped onto the scene.  

“The longer we wait and search for our best option, the fewer options we will have.” 

The animals continued to fight and the tension grew thicker and thicker with every passing 

moment. It was clear that they weren’t going to agree on anything, and their discussion was futile. The 

Fellowship of the Forest was an effective group in times of peace, but they couldn’t make a decision in 

times of crisis for fear of not pleasing everyone who was present. Elden knew that they’d be there for a 

while, so he decided to take a short nap under the shade of the trees. 

*** 

Elden awoke to a slight pecking on his shoulder. 

“Psst. Elden!” Adelina whispered. “Elden!” 

“What?” Elden said with a groan. “What is it Addy?” 

“You’re not supposed to be here! They’ll find you and you’ll get in trouble.” 

“Ah, don’t worry, Addy. Don’t get your feathers in a twist. I’m up here all the time and they don’t 

notice me. But they will if you keep making all this noise.” 

“Oh!” Adelina responded. Narrowing her eyes, she said, “What is it that you want to hear 

anyway?” 

“Huh? Oh, I don’t know. I just don’t really have anything better to do,” he said quickly. The answer 

wasn’t really true, but her question had caught him off guard. Just then, Elden remembered the council 

and it sounded like they were actually coming to a conclusion.  

“Wait, I’ve got to hear this,” he said, hushing Adelina.  

“We aren’t actually going to do anything unless we pick a leader,” Tilda said as she wiggled her 

nose and straightened her long white ears. Borris, however, had no tolerance for her comment. 

“You know the codes of the Fellowship! We don’t have rulers! It wouldn’t be fair!” His bristly hair 

stood on end and he gnashed his small tusks and teeth, squealing in rage.  

“Would you rather see your home destroyed and your children eaten?” Demetri asked.  

“Come now, we don’t need to be so morbid. But I do think you have a good point, Tilda. I think for 

now, we must choose a leader. I would nominate Warrick; he is the most honorable among us and a brave 

leader,” Ophelia stated. 

There were many murmurings throughout the council, mostly in agreeance. The animals either 

supported the nomination, didn’t support it but had no alternative, or didn’t say anything at all. After a 

few minutes, they had become tired of arguing and they approved Warrick’s nomination. 

“Well, there you have it. Congratulations Warrick,” Tilda said with a smile. 

Silence followed. They had never needed to make decisions like this, and they had never needed a 

leader. After a few long moments, the new leader stepped forward.  
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“Animals, my friends, I thank you for this honor. I wish it didn’t have to be this way, but I’m afraid 

we have no choice,” Warrick announced. His voice was so strong and deep. The council did well to choose 

him, the mighty buck, as their leader.  

“In consideration of what we have discussed, I say we wait here for a while until we deem it 

necessary to move. This could just be a scare and the dogs don’t really know where we are. This storm 

may yet pass over us. Besides, Elijah is right, this is our home. We shall not leave it so quickly in defeat.” 

“Will we have to fight, then?” Madge squeaked. She worried for her many children and the other 

field mice who were too small to defend themselves.  

“Fight? No, my dear, I hope it will not come to that. And if for some reason it does, we will make 

sure that the females and young ones are protected.” 

“Thank you, Warrick,” she replied in a hushed voice.  

Warrick bowed his head in reply, his large antlers casting shadows on the council. He rose again 

steadily and slowly, chest breathing in deep breaths and front legs planted firmly.  

“I believe this concludes our gathering today. Please, return to your families, and keep an eye on 

your children. Don’t let them out of sight.” With Warrick’s last request, the council dispersed. 

*** 

“Well, that was interesting,” Adelina said. 

“Indeed,” Elden responded, thinking about all that had just occurred. “I mean I knew that they 

wouldn’t leave this place for anything, but I never thought they would choose a leader.” 

“Yeah, I was surprised, too. But hey, Warrick is pretty smart and understanding.” All of a sudden, 

Adelina hopped up and down gasping. “Hey! Maybe I can talk to him and tell him that you’re nice and you 

won’t have to hide anymore.” 

“What? Addy, no, you can’t. Promise me you won’t. You can’t do that. Please don’t, I beg you!” 

“Sheesh, alright! I won’t, but why don’t you want me to?” 

“I don’t know,” Elden said with a sigh. “Just not yet. They’re all paranoid enough with everything 

that’s going on right now. They’d just about lose their minds if they knew a fox was watching them during 

their council meetings.” 

“Ha, yeah, I guess that’s true. But you can’t stay hidden forever, Elden.” 

“It’s worked so far,” he mumbled to himself. It didn’t seem like Adelina heard him.  

After a few quiet moments, she flew away to join her friends chirping in the trees. Elden wondered 

what it was like to be free, and have a whole bunch of friends, and not have to hide anymore. Foxes were 

not welcome in this part of the forest, the part occupied by the Fellowship that is. The Fellowship of the 

Forest was the council of animals who provided a safe place for animals to live in perfect harmony 

without fear. They couldn’t have carnivores like him walking around in broad daylight. The animals 

would feel unsafe and the forest would lose its secure and peaceful reputation.  

But they didn’t know Elden, not really. They didn’t know that he had no intention of hurting them. 

None at all. In fact, he had grown fond of them in an odd way. Their endless council meetings grew 

tiresome, but he admired their friendliness and happiness. But they still wouldn’t accept him, despite his 

true desire to be a part of the family. 

One advantage of being a fox, however, was his ability to go wherever he pleased due to his stealth 

and quiet, quick step. The grass tickled his paws as he trotted lightly on the path. Trees covered either 

side of him forming arches high above his head. They harbored thousands of leaves, some of them even 

beginning to reveal hints of yellow and orange. The leaves struggled to stay attached as a strong breeze 

suddenly ripped through the path. Elden’s fur waved in the wind, and he smiled as he tilted his nose up 

in the air to smell the new scents that the wind had carried with it. He was bombarded with familiar 

smells: sap dripping from the tree bark, wildflowers, new mushrooms, and so many more. However, there 

was one scent that peaked his interest, something sweet and warm. It was familiar yet a mystery to him 

at the same time. His curiosity got the better of him and he decided to follow his nose. 

His nose brought him all the way to the edge of the forest. Elden poked his head out of the bushes 

to find a narrow road of gravel, destroyed from years of people, wagons, and horses passing by. Across the 

road were a few trees, but not nearly as many as in the forest. What absorbed Elden’s attention was the 

cornfield. He began to feel uneasy; he knew he had seen the field before. Rows and rows of corn 
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everywhere… The wind began blowing hard again, whipping cold air against his cheeks. He picked up the 

strange scent he smelled earlier, but it wasn’t enough to conquer his instincts this time. He knew there 

was trouble. 

Just as Elden turned to head back into the forest, he heard an odd sound coming from down the 

road. He stood perfectly still, and there it was again. It almost sounded like giggling. Sure enough, two 

young rabbits leaped out from the bushes onto the road, their brown, furry bodies shaking in excitement.  

“What do you think it’ll be this time, Drefan?” one of the rabbits asked. 

“Don’t you have a nose? That’s apple pie! No way we’re passing up this one,” replied the one called 

Drefan. 

“But what about the dogs? Mom said we couldn’t go past the road--” 

“Agh, who cares what she said! This’ll be worth it. And besides, we’re too quick for the dogs to 

catch us.” 

“Okay…” 

Even though the one rabbit didn’t seem convinced, they both leaped into the cornfields, hoping to 

snag some delicious apple pie. On the other hand, Elden had sat there frozen. Drefan said it was apple pie 

that they were smelling, which made something click in Elden’s mind. Now he knew why he felt so 

anxious about the scent of the pie and the scene of the cornfield. For beyond that cornfield was the 

hunter’s farmhouse, surely with a pie sitting in the window sill, preparing to taunt any living creature 

who could smell it. Painful memories stormed Elden’s thoughts, but he knew he couldn’t stay there much 

longer; he was in danger. Wait, those rabbits, he remembered. I can’t let them go there. Fighting against 

his better judgment, he plunged into the cornfield in search of the rabbits. 

Fear seized every fiber of Elden as he stole through the field, trying to find the tracks of the 

rabbits. For a few moments, he felt hopeless as every row looked exactly the same and he couldn’t find 

any sign of them. All of a sudden, snap! He heard the breaking of a stalk a couple of rows to his right. He 

pranced towards the sound immediately and heard the rabbits giggling again. Elden finally laid eyes on 

them; they were nibbling on an ear of corn that they had pulled down, stopping for a short snack.  

“What’re you guys doing? The hunter and his dogs will find you!” 

The second the young rabbits saw him, their eyes widened and their small bodies shook. Without 

giving Elden a response, they closed their agape mouths and sped away from him. This could have 

worked in Elden’s favor, but unfortunately they ran towards the farmhouse rather than back to the forest. 

Once again, Elden leaped into action, pursuing the rabbits. 

They were much faster than Elden expected; he didn’t spot them again until he was all the way at 

the outer edge of the cornfield. His heart raced as the farmhouse was in clear view. The tantalizing apple 

pie was sitting in the window sill, steaming and smelling lovely as ever. And of course, the two rabbits 

were hopping happily over to the window, seeming to forget that they were running from a fox.  

“How’re we gonna get up there, Drefan? It’s pretty high up.” 

Drefan scanned the area for an answer. “I got it. Here, go climb up that bush and then hop right 

onto that window sill.” 

“I don’t know… That’s a pretty big jump. How am I gonna get it down anyway?” 

“You don’t have to. Eat your fill and then I’ll come up when it’s my turn,” Drefan explained. 

“But why don’t we just both go up at the same time? Why do I have to go first?” 

“Just get up there and eat! I was just trying to be nice and let you taste it first!” 

The other rabbit stared at Drefan for a few moments in doubt. Nevertheless, he made his way over 

to the bush.  

Now Elden was the one shaking. He knew that they would get caught, he knew it. No one ever 

makes it out of this place alive. He had to get out of there, but he couldn’t leave them behind. Maybe if I 

save them, the Fellowship will give me a chance, he thought.  

Drefan was on his hind legs watching his brother carefully climb through the bush. The other 

rabbit was at the top and about to make his long leap when Elden once more called out to them. 

“Are you insane!? You need to get out of here! They’ll see you!” 

Both rabbits cried in surprise and the one fell out of the bush. Before Elden could stop them, they 

hopped into the shed seeking cover.  
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 “Oh no,” Elden whispered to himself. “No, no, no, no, no.” Sorrowful memories filled his brain 

again, for he knew what lived inside that shed.  

Reluctantly, he peeked through a hole in the shed. There they were, the infamous bloodhounds. To 

Elden’s liking, they were both sleeping. However, that did not conceal their ferocity and dangerous 

attributes. As they snored, their humongous bodies heaved up and down, up and down. Their snouts drew 

into a snarl, revealing razor sharp, yellow fangs dripping with drool. Heavy heads rested across massive 

paws that were worn from chasing down prey in the uneven terrain of the forest. Demetri was right; no 

one should mess with them, ever.  

Elden needed to find the rabbits and he needed to find them fast. He peered around the rest of the 

shed, trying to avoid looking at the ceiling and its various deadly tools; he didn’t have time for flashbacks. 

Finally, he located them in a corner trembling and holding each other. He saw another hole in the shed 

closer to where they were. It looked like they might be able to fit through it. He walked around the 

perimeter of the shed over to the hole, where he tried once more to urge them to return home. 

“Pssst. Guys, I swear I won’t hurt you,” he whispered. “Come out through this hole. Quick, before 

they see you.” 

They just didn’t trust him. They squealed and tried to run again, but all the noise had awoken the 

dogs. They opened their eyes and snarled once they saw the rabbits. The shed was then filled with their 

deafening barks, one after another. They snapped at the rabbits but missed as the rabbits were too quick 

for them. The rabbits, again forgetting their fear of Elden, squeezed through the hole and darted back 

towards the cornfield. Elden followed them closely, but they were not alone. Determined to capture their 

prey, the bloodhounds burst through the old, decaying wood of the shed. Splinters and broken wood flying 

everywhere, the dogs viciously tore into the field after them.  

Elden and the rabbits were running as fast as they could, but it was obvious that the dogs were 

going to catch up. This reality was setting in for Elden, and his heart crawled into his throat. He was 

consumed by fear, but an idea crept into his mind as they were running. He knew what he had to do, but 

they had to at least make it to the gravel road first.  

The cornfield’s mazelike nature worked as an aide, as they were able to momentarily lose the dogs. 

But it wouldn’t be long until the dogs’ noses ratted them out. Once they got to the road, Elden yelled to 

the rabbits. 

“Keep going! Don’t turn back!” 

Elden got no response, but he wasn’t surprised. He knew the rabbits didn’t care about him at the 

moment; they were still afraid of him. His heart sank for a brief second, realizing his own loneliness, but 

he had to execute his plan immediately if it was going to work. He ran further up the road, far from where 

the rabbits entered the forest, and waited.  

A few seconds later, the dogs’ barking grew louder and louder. Elden’s heart thumped in his chest 

when they bounded onto the road and made eye contact with him. Their snarling became even uglier as 

they changed direction and charged toward him.  

Once they started toward him, Elden broke into action and lunged right into the forest.  He ran as 

fast as possible, trying his hardest not to stumble on loose rocks or fat tree roots. As he ran, he edged 

further and further away from where he knew the rabbits were, but not so much that he lost his sense of 

direction. It felt like he was running forever; he didn’t know if he could make it. Each time he felt himself 

slowing down, he could have sworn that the dogs were inches from taking his tail between their teeth.  

Just as he thought about surrendering, the river came into sight. Elden felt a surge of relief; he 

had made it. A smile crept onto his face as he gazed at his salvation, but consequently, he wasn’t 

watching his feet. He was almost to the edge of the water, but he wasn’t counting on the hill that came 

just before, and he tumbled down.  

The bloodhounds were on top of him in seconds, stomping on him and biting his legs. Elden 

squirmed, fighting their blows as hard as he could, but he was too small for them. His body was searing in 

pain; he felt his flesh being ripped in some areas and bones crushing in others. This is it, he thought. I’m 

finished. 

Somewhere in the distance, a gun fired. The dogs stopped their savage deed for one second and 

perked their ears, trained to respond to the sound. They didn’t leave, but Elden knew that this was his 
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only way out. By some miracle, he mustered enough strength to drag himself into the rapid flowing water 

of the river. He was swept away by the current, and he lost all consciousness.  

*** 

 Elden didn’t know how much time had passed when he woke up. He had been washed up on the 

side of the river, and his lungs were filled with liquid. He coughed severely, choking on excess water. He 

was able to breathe again after, but the harsh use of his body reminded Elden that he was broken. He 

crumbled back to the ground and whimpered. He had never felt pain like this before. As he laid there 

helpless, all the memories that he had suppressed resurfaced. 

*** 

 Elden was young again, just a pup. He was playing with his brother and sister near the edge of the 

river. This time, it was Peter’s turn to play the monster.  

 “Grrr. GRRR! I’m gonna get you!” he shouted. “You’re my dinner!” 

 Elden and his sister ran away from him playfully, not wanting to get tagged by Peter and have to 

be the monster next. Elden hopped quickly out of Peter’s path, but Tessa was too slow and was tackled. 

Now she had to be the monster. In transition, Elden looked up at his mother, who was watching them 

from her perch on a boulder.  

 “Hi, Elden,” she said with a smile. 

 “Hi, mama.” 

 “Do you know what you do if a monster ever chases you?” she asked. 

 “Um… Do you growl and try to scare it away?” 

 “No, sweetie,” she replied, laughing. “You jump into the water. Monsters don’t like the water. 

You’ll be safe there.” 

*** 

 A few years later, he and his siblings were together again, but this time near the gravel road. 

 “I bet you won’t cross,” Tessa said, taunting her brother. 

 “Oh yeah? I’ll run all the way to the farmhouse,” Peter fired back. 

 “Yeah right! You wouldn’t even make it to the cornfield.” 

 Peter sniffed the air. Elden knew he was going to do it; Peter always had to prove himself. After 

looking from side to side, he jumped across the road and disappeared into the cornfield. And that is where 

the nightmare began.  

*** 

 That same day, Elden was quaking in the corner of the dark shed. He wanted to cry, but his fear 

prevented any sound from escaping his throat. His neck was craning toward the ceiling, where his 

parents, Peter, and Tessa laid hanging. Their bodies were stretched out, unmoving except when the 

breeze made them sway in the air. Elden tried as hard as possible not breathe through his nose; he 

couldn’t bear to smell the blood. Outside he heard the bloodhounds, who were younger at that time, 

devouring a special dinner as a reward for their good work. It wasn’t too often that they caught an entire 

family of foxes in one run. Well, almost an entire family. 

*** 

 Elden was forced awake by the panicked chirping of Adelina, once again. 

 “Elden! Elden wake up! You have to run! NOW!” 

 “What… Addy, why?” he asked. 

 “RUN!” 

 Elden soon found out. Behind Adelina was almost every animal in the Fellowship, led by the little 

troublemaker himself, Drefan. 

 “There he is, mama!” he shouted, pointing at Elden. “That’s the fox that chased us!” 

 His mother was Tilda, the rabbit who served on the council. Her gaze met Elden’s and her eyes 

narrowed, full of fire. 

 “If we all move on him at once, he can’t hurt us. Let’s get ‘im!”  

 Every animal screeched and screamed, gathering newfound courage to advance on him. For they 

thought if they worked together, they could do anything. The crowd roared as it scrambled to where Elden 
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was laying. Elden was astonished. I didn’t chase them! I was trying to help them! He thought. And can’t 

they see that I’m injured?  

 Elden tried to get up, but his legs wobbled and he fell back to the ground. The animals laughed 

and jeered at him. No one cared about Elden’s crippling condition except Adelina, who was fruitlessly 

trying to persuade the crowd to leave him alone. 

 “Please, stop! He’d never hurt anyone!” she yelled, diving in from above. “He likes you guys!” 

 No one listened. Instead they poked Elden, clawed at his fur, and spit on him.  

 “Monster! Demon! Leave our forest!” 

 Elden thought he couldn’t be hurt worse than he had been a few hours before, but this time the 

pain cut even deeper. His body had been broken, but now his heart was also. He lost his family when he 

was young, but he thought he might have a chance to find a new one with the Fellowship someday. All he 

wanted was peace, but he was beginning to realize that it wasn’t a possibility there. He simply closed his 

eyes and took every blow, not resisting.  

 “Animals! Calm down. What is happening?”  

Warrick’s cavernous voice echoed through the crowd as he made his way to the front. The animals 

became silent as he laid eyes on Elden, bleeding and unmoving. The look on Warrick’s face alternated 

between surprise and disgust. 

“What… What is the meaning of this?” 

“That beast chased Drefan around and tried to eat him! The little guy barely made it out alive! He 

was in shock!” Elijah exclaimed.  

“He looks fine to me,” Warrick responded, glancing at Drefan. 

“Warrick, my son almost died!” Tilda said chiming in. She could tell that Warrick wasn’t 

completely convinced.  

Elden laid in silence, listening to it all. What could he possibly say to persuade them of the truth? 

They already had their minds made up, and there was no stopping them. Warrick stepped over to Elden 

and stared at him for a few long moments. 

“This fox hardly looks like he could’ve chased Drefan. He can barely move.” 

“That may have been our doing once we found him here, sleeping on the riverbank,” Terrence 

answered. 

“That’s a lie!” This time, Adelina would make sure that she was heard. “I found him before any of 

them did, and he was laying here beaten and unconscious on the shore. Also, I know him, and he would 

never do anything like that.” 

“You’ve befriended him?” asked Demetri. “Then why should we listen to you? You’re just as much 

of a traitor as he is --” 

“Now that’s enough, all of you!” Warrick interrupted. He waited for silence, and then slowly 

lowered his head towards Elden’s. 

“Fox, these animals call you a monster. They say that you’ve tried to kill one of their young, which 

is the worst of crimes. What is it that you have to say?” 

Elden couldn’t find his voice, and gave no response. 

“Speak now, or I’ll have no choice but to assume that what they’re saying is true, and you’re a 

criminal.” 

“Blood… hounds,” Elden managed to say. “Was trying… to save… them.” 

Warrick’s eyes widened. “Bloodhounds?” 

Elden nodded in response, but the slight movement of his head caused him much pain. But the 

crowd rumbled in panic and started making wild accusations again. But before they could get too excited, 

Warrick calmed them down again. 

“Silence!” 

“Well do you believe him?” Tilda asked. “Do you believe that fox over my son?” 

“I believe no one! There is not enough proof for any story that has surfaced on this troublesome 

evening. I’m afraid we shall not ever understand the entire truth,” Warrick said. “However, one thing is 

clear. This forest is not safe anymore, not with the presence of this fox and the bloodhounds nearby. We 

must move to a more secure location.” 



47 
 

“Move? We can’t move! This is our home!” Elijah exclaimed. 

“If we stay here for much longer we may not have a home anymore. Gather your families and 

anything you need to take with you. We leave in the morning.” 

“What about the fox?” Drefan had the gall to ask.  

“The fox?” Warrick looked once more at Elden. “We’ll leave him here. He is too weak to harm or 

follow any of us. You need not worry, Drefan.” 

Drefan glared at Elden, disappointed that he did not get his way. Elden looked for his brother, the 

other rabbit, who had been there through it all and knew the truth. But as the animals began to leave, 

Elden saw no sign of him. He was sure this was Drefan’s doing. After several minutes, Adelina was the 

only one left. 

“Elden! Oh, Elden… I’m so sorry… I don’t know how to help…” she said, her little heart racing. 

She hopped on the ground all around Elden, inspecting his injuries. “Oh, you’re hurt so bad Elden…” 

“Addy… Go,” he said. 

“Elden I can’t leave you!” 

“Go! There’s… nothing… you can do.” 

She wasn’t convinced. 

“Please… You belong… with them. And… I don’t want you… to be hurt,” Elden explained.  

Adelina looked at him with the saddest eyes. She then rubbed her tiny head against his cheek and 

said, “Please get better. I hope you can find happiness someday.” 

She flew away to join her people, and Elden was all alone. 

*** 

 Elden spent that night on the riverbank; he still couldn’t move, but he didn’t really want to. He 

had nowhere to go, and no one to care for him. He simply slept, trying to regain much lost strength. 

 He woke up late the next morning, his fur warm from lying out in the sun. Elden stretched out his 

limbs, gauging if he might be able to walk. He was extremely sore, a few muscles were strained, and the 

dried gashes from the bloodhounds’ teeth would crack open if he pushed it too far. Struggling intensely, 

Elden slowly got up on all fours and limped over to a shaded area, covered by trees. If he had remained by 

the river too long, perhaps he might be the prey of some other beast larger than him. Once he felt hidden 

enough nestled between some leafy green bushes, he plopped down on the grass and laid his head down 

again. 

 Elden couldn’t fall asleep; he didn’t really need it after sleeping for so long the night before. 

However, anything was better than being awake and left to his own thoughts. He didn’t want to think 

about what had occurred the day before. Though no matter how long he kept his eyes closed, rest would 

not come. Another contributing factor for his insomnia was the fact that he could hear the animals in the 

distance. They had a later start to their mass exodus and Elden’s sensitive ears could hear hundreds of 

voices. Everything was torturous to him.  

 Then suddenly, Elden’s ears were alerted to a different sound coming from the other direction, 

across the river. He heard snapping twigs, rustling bushes, two sets of heavy paws, and the rough voice of 

a man.  

 “No… I have to warn them,” Elden said to himself. He knew the animals were tremendously 

vulnerable in the current state. Mothers were watching all their children run through the crowd and 

fathers were breaking their backs carrying all that the families owned. If that hunter crossed the river 

now with his dogs, they wouldn’t stand a chance. 

 Elden stood up too quickly and yelped as his front leg gave out, but he pushed through the pain 

and tried to hobble over to the animals as fast as he could, his wounds beginning to bleed again. By the 

time he reached them, he could hear the splashing of water in the river. He had very little time.  

 “FOX!” Drefan screamed, and panic arose from the crowd once more. Elden knew to ignore it this 

time; he had to act quickly.  

 “Addy! Adelina!” Elden yelled. 

 “Elden!” she flitted over to him. “Elden what’re you doing here? You know they’ll--” 

 “Shh, I’ll explain later. I need you to bring Warrick to me.” 
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 “Okay…” she replied, giving Elden a brief look of confusion before leaving. The animals continued 

to shout, but Warrick bounded over to Elden within a few seconds of Adelina leaving. 

 “You have a lot of nerve to come here, fox.” 

 “I know, but please, there isn’t much time. That hunter and his two bloodhounds are on their way 

right now. I have a plan but you need to trust me.” 

 In the near distance, one of the dogs howled and a gun fired. “Tell me what you need.” 

 Elden shared his plan with Warrick, and everything was set into motion. 

 “Animals!” Warrick shouted, though in a low voice. “Everyone must move as quickly and quietly as 

possible. The strong must help the weak. There is no time for questions. Follow me.”  

 There was one moment of protest and panic, but everyone burst into action, not wanting to be left 

behind. Elden waited for his queue, and smiled when he sensed the foul stench.  

 That entire portion of the woods was drenched in the smell of the skunk’s spray. Following a 

demand from Warrick, the skunk was happy to comply with Elden’s plan. Now the dogs couldn’t smell the 

flock of animals so clearly, and they would have to rely on their hearing and sight. The skunk went to 

catch up with the rest of the animals, but Elden headed the other direction, toward an area he knew well.  

 It wasn’t long before the bloodhounds spotted him. Elden had put himself higher on a rock so they 

wouldn’t miss him. Once the barking began, Elden turned quickly, or at least, as quickly as he could. 

Luckily, he knew this path had shortcuts. He remained hidden but was sure to step on sticks and drag his 

feet a little so they could still hear him. The dogs were drawing near, but Elden knew that his destination 

wasn’t far. They grew impatient and stepped off the beaten path in an attempt to end the wild chase. 

Perfect, Elden thought. 

 There it was, Poison Ivy Prairie. It wasn’t a prairie at all, but this wooded area was so full of 

poison ivy that the harmful plant looked like a sea of grass. Elden plunged right into it, and according to 

his plan, the bloodhounds followed. Elden ran into the itchy ocean, immune to its damaging qualities. The 

dogs, on the other hand, didn’t have thick enough fur to protect their sensitive skin and started to slow 

their pace. Caught off guard, they began whining and stepping backwards in confusion and fear. They 

pawed at their ears and leaped around in the air, trying to avoid the leaves. While all of this was 

happening, Elden hid himself behind a tree and waited without making a single sound. The hunter finally 

caught up with them. 

 “Ugh, ya’ fools! Yer jumpin’ in poison ivy! Get out! GET OUT!” 

 The dogs continued whimpering and prancing around, not knowing what to do. The hunter had to 

get on his knees and whistle to get them to get out of the prairie. He inspected each dog and made a most 

relieving decision. 

 “I can’t even touch ya,’ the hunter complained. “We can’t hunt like this. I’ll have to take ya’ home. 

Com’ on.” 

 And with that, the hunter and his whining bloodhounds left. Elden’s heart rate finally slowed back 

to normal, but he was exhausted from the chase. He waited until they were completely out of sight, and 

then he made his way out of the sea of ivy. He located a sturdy branch just a few feet from the ground and 

found a way to lug himself onto it. After finding a somewhat comfortable position, Elden closed his eyes 

again, this time coming to terms with sleep. 

*** 

 Elden was in an unfamiliar place when he woke up. His vision was foggy at first, but after blinking 

a few times he saw Adelina sitting in front of him. 

 “Hi, Elden,” she said with a smile. “How do you feel?” 

 “Ugh, a little sore,” he said while stretching. “But better than before.” 

 Elden looked down at his body to see that he was practically wearing a suit of leaves. In his sleep, 

someone had tied leaves to every one of his wounds. He glanced around the area again, feeling very lost. 

 “Where am I?” 

 “Our new home,” Adelina said with yet another smile. “Warrick and I came back to find you after 

we found this place. It’s very beautiful and very safe. I think we’ll be living here for a while.” 

 “Oh,” Elden said. He felt happy for the animals. “I’m glad you like it. I hope you guys can enjoy it 

here.” 
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 “And you shall as well, my friend.” Warrick came up from behind Elden. “This will be your home, 

too.” 

 “But Warrick, you know they’re afraid of me…” 

 Warrick moved his head and pulled back several hanging vines with his antlers. All the animals 

were waiting for Elden. When they saw him, they cheered and yelled his name, some of them calling him 

their hero.  

 “They know what you did, Elden. Before and after the accusations,” Warrick finally said. “You’re 

our hero, and we want you to stay with us. We want you to be part of our family.” 

 Those were words Elden never thought he would hear, not after what happened at the river. He 

had never felt more joy in his entire life. He accepted Warrick’s invitation with a nod and Warrick 

motioned for him to come outside. Elden stood up and walked toward the animals. 

 “Hail Elden, Guardian of the Fellowship!” Warrick shouted.  

 “Hail Elden! Hail Elden! Hail Elden!” 

 There he was, Elden the fox, a member of the Fellowship. Looked up to, even. He had a new 

position on the council, too, and was the Fellowship’s official Guardian. To add to his joy, Elden got to 

meet almost every animal in the Fellowship that night, some of whom apologized and some who were 

bubbling with excitement to see him. One of the animals, however, caught Elden’s attention. 

 “Mr. Elden?” 

 It was the other young rabbit that had ventured to the farmhouse, Drefan’s brother. Elden didn’t 

know how to feel about him, since he was nowhere to be found that dreadful night. 

 “Mr. Elden, I’m so so sorry… I told Mr. Warrick everything… It’s just, my brother said he would 

hurt me if I said anything, so I hid that night. I’m so sorry…” 

 Elden could see that his apology was genuine. “It’s alright. I forgive you. Just don’t you ever be 

afraid to do the right thing, okay?” 

 “Okay!” he replied with a smile.  

 Now it was getting late, and almost all the animals returned to their new homes for the night. All 

of them except for one. 

 “Elden, Guardian of the Fellowship. That’s fitting.” 

 Elden gazed upward to find where the voice was coming from. Sitting on a high tree branch was 

Ophelia, the owl. She fluttered to the ground to speak with Elden. 

 “What did you say?” Elden asked. 

 “My dear, I apologize for the way the Fellowship behaved the other day,” she said. “But I was 

saying that your new position as Guardian is very fitting.” 

 “And why is that?” 

 She smiled. “Do you know what your name means?” 

 “No?” 

 “Ha! Of course not. It’s just fate doing its work again,” she said, laughing. When Elden gave no 

response, she finished her thought. “Elden. It means protector.” 

 Elden had no words; he was shocked. Could that just be coincidence? He gazed up at the night sky, 

and simultaneously a shooting star sped across the sky, and its stationary friends twinkled. There was 

his family, smiling down on him. Somehow his mother knew, all this time. Elden focused back on Ophelia.  

 “Thank you, Ophelia. I hope to serve the Fellowship well.” 

 “Oh, I know you will.” 

 Ophelia flew away, but this time, Elden wasn’t alone. 

 

The End 
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Cherry Pie 

By Helen Maier 

 

Brandy Street crossed me and Jimmy’s houses, and Jimmy lived next to Claire Pax, the gosh darn 

prettiest gal on the block. Jimmy’s dead though.  I went up to his place the other afternoon. Sunday. He 

was just sprawled all over the gosh darn sofa, neck was all up in a twist and his eyeballs looked lost and 

glassy. I went up those stairs. That door was open. He hadn’t even pulled the curtains yet, so I says wake 

up you dip stick and there was nothin’. He didn’t even move or anything. That cherry pie was still on his 

low table, a piece missin’. I’d have me some of that cherry pie I says. He must’ve choked.   

Saturday night was the fella’s night. Jimmy picked me and Doug up in his dad’s ol’ Skylark. Then 

we got Ace and Jonny from across the way. I hear Bobbie’s is pretty good says Jimmy. His gosh darn 

greaser glasses made his teeth extra white. Probably could see a gosh darn picture at them. Yeah, but 

their fries give me the works I says. Jimmy just kept up that smile, even winkin’ those gorgeous eyes at 

Sally O’Sullivan.  

We pulled up to Bobbie’s, almost hittin’ every chick in a circle skirt that gaggled around the 

Skylark. Me and the boys hopped out, but there were so many gosh darn polka dots and red lips blocking 

my view that I fell flat like a piece of rubber. Lost my lousy pair of rims, too.  Gonna need one of these 

ladies to hold you up there, sport says Jimmy, and they all walked into Bobbie’s, taking the darn parade 

with ‘em. Still don’t know where my glasses went, they blew clean off.  

Doug and Ace were moochin’ up to some girls on my left, buyin’ them frilly shakes and whatnot, 

and Jimmy and Jonny were at the counter getting’ cozy with the waitress. Jimmy flashed his pearls at me 

and tossed his perfect hair, motioning me to shadow him and the boys to our usual booth. What can I get 

you fellas? says this blonde-haired doll, moving her hips to The Beach Boys and batting her darn lashes at 

Jimmy. Couple of lemonades for us, thanks babe I says. She just rolled her eyes and clicked her red heels 

on the tile. Killer! Jimmy tells me, rubbin’ my shoulders and whatnot.  

I was just enjoyin’ my lemonade when Claire Pax came rollin’ up to Bobbie’s. Her white blouse 

catchin’ the wind and her gosh darn hair shimmering like those neon signs. Dibs I says to the boys. 

Cherry Pie’s outta your league, sport says Jimmy, shinin’ those pearls again. I’d have me some of that 

cherry pie I heard him say.  

I’d have me some of that cherry pie.  

Going to get some air boys. I says. Uh-huh says Jimmy, those eyes all lost and glossy over Claire 

Pax. I walked past the gosh darn Skylark. I walked up the gosh darn road. Cherry Pie, he wants Cherry 

Pie. I walked across Bandy street.  

He must’ve choked or somethin’. Found him Sunday, all sprawled out. Neck in a twist.  

Must’ve been the Cherry Pie.  

 

 

 

 


