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A Note  

Welcome to our school’s literary anthology, The Literal Scorpion! Our 7th and 

8th Grade PREP students have worked diligently to bring you our Summer 

Edition, filled with exciting, thought-provoking, and suspenseful pieces of 

writing for your enjoyment. 

What has it taken to bring this fine work to you? Countless hours of writing, 

rewriting, conferencing, learning techniques and skills, critiquing, and 

finally… letting their finished pieces go. The students within this anthology 

have experienced what real authors do when writing for small press. They 

were introduced to, and used, the jargon authors use when discussing their 

work. They engaged in conversations professional writers engage in. They 

navigated through the entire process from conceptual creation to publication, 

like every published author does. I couldn’t be prouder of their motivation, 

drive, and perseverance. 

I hope you enjoy this Summer Edition created by the talented minds of our 

Kyrene Middle School students.   

Ms. Rosenblum 

7th/8th Grade ELA PREP 
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Mission: Mom’s Mints 
Makayla J. 

 

 “Good night, baby girl,” my mom says as she tucks me into bed. 

 “Night,” I reply, trying not to look like the suspicious toddler that I was. I paste on a 

smile and watch as she exits. I feign sleep for about five minutes, and then sit up in my bed.  

My heart beats fast, and my head fills with the plans for the mission before me. The 

world shifts, and I am no longer a toddler waiting for sleep, I am The Mint Maestro: Spy 

Extraordinaire. 

I imagine I am in a conference room when I look into the button eyes of my stuffed 

successors. They each give a little nod in turn. I will make them proud tonight. I better, for I 

have prepared for this mission for far too long. 

I peek into the hallway and wait for the signal. 

Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to The Tonight Show Starring Jimmy Fallon… The 

TV is on. I jump into action, pressing myself against the wall and inching towards the 

corner. I take a peek. Phew. The coast is clear for the moment. 

I get down on all fours, ready for the second phase of the mission: sneaking past the 

guards. I reach the backside of the couch, then drop down into an army crawl. Buzz 

Lightyear has taught me to take no precautions. Using my upper body, I shuffle the length 

of the couch, then notice a problem.  

Light-up Sketchers are laying in front of me in a way that resembles land mines. 

They block the standard entrance into the kitchen.  If they are moved, my cover is blown. 

Taking a deep breath, I calm my beating heart. Moving to a crouch, I scout out other 

possible entrances into the resting place of peppermint.  

There! A gap between the pot cabinet and the sink! I will have to take the long way 

around the kitchen island, but it will be worth it.  

I dash for the opening just as a commercial break comes on. The TV is paused and 

silence hangs in the air. The guards stand and stretch just as I duck under the counter. My 

mouth goes dry. Have they spotted me? 

I raise my gaze to the heavens, opening my eyes wide, pleading. Blood pounds in my 

ears, but miraculously, I manage to hear the sound of the resumed TV show. 

Life seems to have returned to my body. I fall flat against the ground and sigh in 

relief before scooting towards the edge of the counter. My small, grubby hand reaches up, 

up, up, until I feel the cool glass jar beneath my fingers. Tightening my grip, I swiftly pull 

the jar down and dash back to my hiding spot behind the counter. 

I listen once more for the sound of restlessness from the wardens, and didn’t receive 

any clues they were going to get up any time soon. I open the jar, using my shirt to muffle 

the sound. As soon as the metal lid is off, I am blasted with the sweet, sensational smell of 

peppermint candy wrapped in silver cellophane.  
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Cellophane. Oh, stink. Why does my prize have to be wrapped in the loudest plastic 

known to man? Trying to problem-solve, I stuff the candy into my pants, in the hopes it will 

muffle the noise with the fabric.  

I take a step, wait a moment, then take another. Not a sound or crinkle from the 

wrapper. I can see a clear path from where I am, back to headquarters. I wait for the right 

moment, then bolt. Unfortunately, at the same time I think it’s clear, my parents decide to 

take a bathroom break.  

I am mid-stride when the guards rise from their resting place on the couch. My eyes 

widen with alarm and my breath grows short. I dive under the table and try to make myself 

small. Maybe they won’t notice me? I think desperately. Oh, who am I kidding, they just 

saw me dive under a piece of furniture! I imagine the events that would occur after I get 

arrested for stealing… 

The guards are dragging me into jail, and I’m begging, “No! NO! Don’t take me in. 

It was just one measly peppermint! Just one! You can have it back, I promise!” The shorter 

guard huffs and tells me I have only one phone call, and to better make it now.  

I call the agency, telling them the details of my failed mission, telling them that it 

was better that I was caught, and that I wasn’t worth their time. 

The door opens and my boss marches up to me. Holding out his hand, he gives me a 

stern gaze, mixed with guilt and disappointment. I hand him my wallet, and he personally 

yanks my badge out of it’s place, just like I see in movies.  

I just know that it will happen. 

Anytime now. 

I peer down the hallway and look for any signs of the wardens. Nothing.  

THEN WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR? Acting fast, I sprint down the hall and into 

the breakroom of the organization. I’m breathing too heavily to tell if it is safe to open my 

prize, so I back against the wall, blending into the wallpaper. Shutting my eyes tightly, I 

fervently strain my ears to listen. 

Five minutes pass, and then another ten. The bright city lights around me fade back 

into the soft features of my bedroom. It’s quiet. I walk to the side of my bed and kneel down 

as if in prayer. Careful not to make a sound, I open the package containing the stolen mint. 

After stuffing the wrapper under my mattress, I hold the mint up high, basking in my new 

found victory. 

With a careless flourish, I pop the mint in my mouth and snuggle into bed, ready for 

sleep.  

I hear the footsteps before I see the maker of them. My mom peeks her head in my 

room and raises an eyebrow. I give her my best innocent three-year-old look and smile.  

“Do you want to give me that back?” she asks. 

Mouth full of mint, I reply, “I don’t have anything,” and hope my spy training will 

pay off. 

She just shakes her head and exits the room.  

Mission Accomplished. 
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10 Years Later 

 

I am in the passenger seat of my mom’s van, going to the store with her. Looking 

over at me from the driver’s seat, my mom asks, “Remember when you were really little and 

used to steal my mints from the kitchen counter?” 

Wanting to give my three-year-old self a flick to the head for being so naive, I shake 

my head in embarrassment. Cover blown.   
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Cold as Ice 
Sofia W. 

 

 If Hans had known coming to Arendelle would get him into this mess, he never 

would have left his home. He caught one last glimpse of Anna, obscured by tall, snow 

covered trees and the blizzard around him, and he knew this was it. Hans sighed heavily 

and surrendered to the freezing cold. All warmth leached from his body, and he turned to 

ice.  

*** 

Once his name was announced, Hans stepped into the grand ballroom, bursting with 

both nobles and peasants, and realized one thing— he finally had a chance for a new 

beginning. He would be able to shed the shame his twelve brothers had thrust upon him. 

Hans knew what his siblings said about him were lies, but once someone hears something 

many times, they begin to believe it. They had spread rumors of his many rejections and 

failures in diplomacy around the castle, but not the entire kingdom. For that, at least, he 

was thankful. He could have a successful life and find love.  

 He gazed at the handsome young men, draped in riches. How could he ever compare 

to their status and looks? He turned away with a sigh and focused his attention to the front 

of the glittering room, where a finely dressed man stepped up onto a dais with two decadent 

thrones on it. A silence fell over the diverse crowd, and Hans heard him say, “All hail the 

princesses Elsa and Anna, who welcome you to Arendelle.”  

The smaller, blonde girl, who must have been the older one, Elsa, stepped up to the 

dais. Her beauty was stunning, but too cold for the welcoming feel of the room. She tilted 

her nose up. The message was clear— she considered herself better than those around her.  

Hans’ eyes found another subject. He was entranced.  

 Anna trailed in her sister’s wake. Her bouncing steps made her seem youthful. The 

creases at the side of her eyes were deep. She was someone who smiled quite a lot. They 

seemed so different in demeanor, it made Hans doubt they were even related. The younger 

princess’s aura was warm, and she emitted a sort of light that comes only from kindness. 

She smiled while Elsa said something about coming to Arendelle. Hans was so focused, he 

comprehended absolutely nothing.  

 Once the party had gone on for an hour, Hans gathered enough courage to go speak 

to Anna, but before he could approach her, she stumbled on her long dress. He rushed to 

position himself under her, and she fell into his arms.  

 Anna stared up at him with striking green eyes. Her red hair fluttered in the slight 

summer breeze flowing through the dancers on the crowded floor.  

 “Hello,” she said, breathless. 
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 Hans smiled down at her, and said, “Hello, I’m Prince Hans of the Southern Isles. 

You’re very… so… um.” It seemed wrong when Anna stood up and led him to a balcony, but 

the tension in the air evaporated when he saw they were alone.  

Hans laughed. He had said something extremely stupid, and she didn’t reject him 

right away. She had actually gone along with it. He felt an immediate bond with this girl he 

had just met.  

 “I’m Hans,” he said. 

 “I know. I was listening.” 

 He was shocked, to say the least, that Anna would be this bold. At first glance, she 

had seemed shy. They chatted for a long while, and Hans was more drawn to her with every 

passing moment. By the end of the night, they were finishing each other’s sandwiches.  

 He had already made up his mind. It was highly unlikely he would ever find another 

Anna, someone that had mesmerized him so. Hans got down onto one knee. He had no 

ring, but he could easily trade for one. Instead, he reached for her slender hand, hidden in 

her lush, pine green skirts. He kissed her hand and clasped it between his.  

 “Anna, will you marry— ” 

 “Yes!” She straightened, her eyes sparkling. She pulled him into a hug, and he 

relaxed into her arms.  

 He pulled velvet curtains aside for her and she glided inside, straight to her sister. 

Hans hung back, afraid of Elsa’s reaction. He could see her face tighten in confusion and 

anger. She held up her hand, and Anna abruptly stopped her babbling.  

 “You’re getting married? You just met this man! You don’t even know him! What’s 

his name?” By that point, Elsa was practically screaming. “I can’t allow this!” 

 Anna looked her in the eyes, facing her head on. “I’ve decided. I don’t need your 

blessing. I’ve never been so sure of something in my entire life. I can make my own choices. 

You were never there for me. All you’ve done with your life is sit in a room, ignoring me!” 

She stepped back, and Hans knew she was surprised by her own words.  

 Elsa froze for a second, then spun on her heel and strode away. Anna tried to grab 

her hand, but instead pulled off one of Elsa’s blue silk gloves.  

 “Wait! Come back. You know I didn’t mean that.” Anna’s face twisted, and her eyes 

welled. “Please.” 

 “Leave me alone!” Elsa’s eyes flashed an icy blue. 

Hans remembered he could speak. “Stop!” 

She threw her bare hand out, and a wall of icicles followed. Hans jumped back before 

the spikes could touch him. Anna gasped, eyes wide, and backed away. The icy knives were 

a hair's breadth away from impaling her.  

Elsa sprinted out a back door behind the decadent stage, her dress flowing behind 

her. Anna regained her senses and ran after her. Hans followed, not far behind.  

Anna stopped at the edge of the fjord, but Elsa hurdled ahead. When her slippers 

touched the gently rippling, warm water, it froze in the shape of snowflakes. The ice spread 
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rapidly, cementing all the visiting ships in place. Snowflakes fell around them, and dark 

clouds formed above.  

“Elsa!” Anna screamed desperately. “What are you doing?” She tried to follow, but as 

soon as she touched the surface, long, weblike cracks formed. “No!” 

Hans stood with her for a long while, confused as to what was going on. Eventually, 

the guests all trickled back inside to where it was warm.  

“Did you know?” Hans asked. 

“No,” Anna choked out. “I didn’t, but I have to go after her. She’s my sister, and I 

love her, even if she isn’t who I thought she was. I can’t let her go by herself.”  

They hurried inside, and Anna grabbed a butler by the wrist. “Please get my horse 

and prepare her for a trip. Tell everyone here to gather in the courtyard.” 

The man stammered out a shaky, “Yes, Your Highness.” Anna ran out to the square, 

Hans struggling, once again, to keep up. He tried to pass through the enormous crowd 

without offending anyone, but did elbow a few men on the way. By the time they reached 

the center, a fine mare was waiting, fully saddled and ready. Anna grasped the etched 

leather saddle and swung herself up on top of the massive horse. A hush fell over the crowd.  

“Hans of the Southern Isles, my… fiance will be in charge while I am gone,” she 

announced, her voice loud and clear.  

Hans jerked his head up sharply to meet her eyes, as if questioning if she really 

meant it. Her slight smile, barely enough to see, was enough of a response.  

“I expect all of you to follow his word. If I do not return, he is to rule until another 

rises in power.” 

The assembly looked worried, but above all, confused. Less than half of the people 

there had seen Elsa’s outburst, and only they knew what exactly was happening.  

“I hope to be back soon. I… I need to find my sister.” 

And with that, she turned and rode through the gates, into the frozen world, without 

a look back at the town she was leaving behind. 

*** 

Hans did the best he could to keep the people of Arendelle satisfied, but he had just 

arrived and didn’t know what they needed. He handed out blankets and firewood. The cold 

was harsh and dry, unlike anything he had experienced before. Many complained of the few 

supplies, and stole more. This just created more of a shortage. Hans didn’t know what to do.  

That was, until Anna’s mare returned.  

It came back a mere day later, galloping back to the quaint streets. Hans lunged for 

its reins, planting his feet as not to get thrown onto the cobblestone.  

“Whoa, there! Stop! Whoa!” The horse slowed, and he saw her rider was missing. He 

was instantly overcome with worry for Anna. Nothing good could happen in a winter forest 

without a way of transportation.  

Hans yelled out, “I’m going after Anna! John, take care of the town. I have to go!”  
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John was a duke who had assisted him in distributing supplies, and Hans knew he 

was somewhat trustworthy. All he could think of was going after Anna. John nodded his 

assent.  

Hans gathered his thoughts and climbed onto Anna’s horse. He steered it towards 

the ornate gates and left. He heard the clang of it closing behind him and knew there was no 

turning back.  

*** 

He huddled beneath the frozen pine tree, its leaves caked with ice, enough to conceal 

him. At least, that was what he hoped. Elsa could just melt all of it. She knew the area he 

was in, so it would be simple.  

He heard a light crunch. Elsa must have been nearby. All of her lopsided ice 

monsters blundered around without care to the sounds they were creating. Elsa probably 

did care, as she wanted to find Hans, and get revenge. He didn’t know what, exactly, she 

wanted it for.  

All he had done was propose to Anna after meeting her. 

Hans thought back to when he had rushed to her, believing she was in immediate 

danger.   

When he had found her, she was with her sister. He had wanted to save her and be 

the gallant knight every girl wants. He saw Elsa’s tall, carved ice castle, looming over snowy 

mountain tops. He approached it and was greeted by both women. Elsa demonstrated her 

precise control over ice and snow, creating a pristine bridge. Once Hans was comfortable, 

he tried to persuade Anna to come back to her kingdom. She refused, instead opting to stay 

with her sister. Hans decided to stay, hoping he could sway her. As he spent more time with 

them, he noticed Elsa shutting him out. She had asked to talk to him alone. Anna trusted 

her, so he would, too.  

Elsa lead him to a grove coated in snow. “Why have you come to take my sister away 

from me? Why couldn’t you just leave us be?” She took a deep breath. “It didn’t have to be 

like this, you know.”  

She raised her arms slowly, as if clawing snow out of the ground, and demonic 

creatures made of ice came with. They had talons and spikes covering their thick torsos. 

Elsa gestured towards Hans, and they converged on him. He ducked down, rolling between 

their legs, and sprinted out. He looked frantically for a place to hide, and that was how he 

had ended up under the tree.  

 “Hans,” Elsa said, sickly sweet. “Come out. If you’re good, I won’t hurt you.”  

 He knew she was lying. Her tone had changed drastically.  

Even if he could reason with her, she would find a way to kill him.  

 A drop of water hit his shoulder. He sat still, silent. He forced his eyes closed, as if 

pretending this wasn’t real would help.  

She must be melting the trees. She’ll get to me, no matter what I do. 
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Hans stifled a scream when an icicle stabbed the small of his back. It bounced off 

into the powder beside him. It tapered to a sharp point, thin as a pine needle. Pain rushed 

through his body. He put his head between his knees, trying not to throw up.  

“Hans!” Elsa screamed, her voice cracking.  

She sighed, and Hans shivered in anticipation.  

“I’m quite afraid you leave me no choice. This is your last chance.” She paused for a 

beat, then continued. “Goodbye, Hans.” 

A violent gust of wind swept through the thinly dispersed trees. They creaked, and 

held their ground for barely two seconds, then the world turned upside down. Hans saw 

only white before he finally and mercifully lost consciousness. 

*** 

When Hans awoke, he found he could not move. An astounding cold froze his body, 

piercing through his bones. He would have shook, if not for the ice encasing his body. A 

snowstorm flew around him, beautiful with its swirls and unique shapes. Hans was glad this 

was the last thing he would see. It was exquisite.  

Hans heard Anna’s voice, faint but clear, say, “Thank you, sister. I realized I couldn’t 

bear to lose you. You mean more to me than any guy could. I didn’t know what I was going 

to do about him.” 

Hans’ mind froze and his eyes widened. What? 

Elsa laughed, a chilling sound that sent shivers down his spine. “You’re very 

welcome, dear sister. It was my pleasure.” 

Elsa was as cold as ice, in more ways than one. 

Anna said, “Finish him.”  

Hans could see her approach him. His brain was still trying to process the betrayal.  

“Goodbye, Hans.” 

When the blizzard thickened around Hans, he gave up. He had nothing left to live 

for. The girl he loved wanted him dead. He closed his eyes, overwhelmed by the thought of 

his demise.  

What a world, what a world.  

The chill penetrated his brain, slowing his functions. He shivered, went still, and 

capitulated to the cold, cold world, now his only reality.  

His body turned opaque and frosted over, and Hans turned to ice.  

 

Testing...Testing… 
Vianaye T. 

 

~~~~Monday~~~~ 

Lunch time. The hour when students gather with friends, hang out, and take a break 

from the worries of their studies. Unless you’re me.  
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 I’m here, sitting alone, cramming as many facts and equations into my brain as I 

possibly can. Pouring over complex equations, I wonder why I left this until the last minute. 

Oh, that’s right. I always do. Ugh, one day I’ll learn. Probably not. Oh well. Focusing again, I 

take a glance up, just as the clock changes and the bell rings. My last chance for studying is 

gone, whisked away by the deafening sound. It echoes through the hall, pulling all toward 

the dire doors. That bell isn’t signaling the beginning of class, it’s signaling my doom. 

 Slowly down the hallway I go, muttering expressions under my breath, getting looks 

of pity from my classmates who were smart enough to study. My friend, Jimmy, walks up 

beside me. His voice seems to be coming from far away. 

“Hey, Ben, you ready for this one?” 

“No.” 

“Aw, come on dude. It won’t be that bad. The test is just on quadratic functions, and 

we don’t even have to worry about translating them.” 

Translating them? That’s possible? As we walk in, I take my seat, far across the room 

from Jimmy. Taking in a breath, I can’t help but say a silent prayer.  

 Desks cleared off except for a pencil, the teacher picks up the dreaded papers and 

starts to hand them around. I concentrate on her words. “There is no talking allowed during 

the test. Doing so will cause an immediate zero for your grade, and you will not be allowed 

to finish. You have 90 minutes. Begin.” As she slowly slides the assessment onto my desk, a 

chill runs down my spine. Beads of sweat appear on my forehead as my trembling hands 

reach for my pencil.  Question one.  

 If y=2(1/4 − 𝑥)2 + 17𝑥 − 34, what would the y and x intercepts be? 

 I stare for a minute, confused. I read through it again. My mind is still blank. What is 

x? What is y? How can I calculate my x and y intercepts? What even is an intercept again? 

Stealing a quick glance to my left, I realize the problem must be possible, because my 

neighbor is working away towards the solution. Looking at the clock, I see two minutes have 

passed. I decide to skip the problem for now, and just move onto question 2.  

 Please convert the following equation into vertex form: y= (x+6)(x-3) 

 Mind blank again. I take a deep breath, shake out my arms, and stare down once 

more. Neither of the two problems have gotten any easier. Another glance, and I see six 

minutes have gone by. Then, I pretend all the numbers have come alive and are trying to 

solve the equation themselves.  When they end up with no answer, twelve minutes have 

passed.  

 Maybe a diagram will work. So, I draw a graph. I sketch my line, then look down at 

it. Where is the y-intercept again? On the y-axis of the equation? Then it would be... Nope, 

got nothing. People say that when you ride a bull, it’s the longest eight seconds of your life. 

Well, now that bull ride is exactly six hundred and seventy five times longer, and I have no 

helmet or gear. Fifteen minutes of my time have been sucked up by now, leaving me with 

only 75. 4500 seconds. So, I have to do about 1 problem every 6.5 minutes. So not gonna 

happen.  
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 Then, as I’m staring up at the clock, I realize something. That clock is not just a tool 

plastered upon the wall. It’s not just there to tell me the time. That clock is there to gloat, to 

be my enemy, and right now, it’s winning. It’s sneering down at me, cackling at how I suffer 

from its power.  

 I am no longer in a classroom. I am in a cage, with the clock facing me. A whistle 

blows, and he pounces.  

 Jab to my left side. To my right. Right up the middle, uppercut knocking me to my 

knees. Well-aimed punch to the nose, fracturing the bridge. With each throw, he says 

another word of an equation. What. Punch. Are. Punch. The. Punch. X. Punch. Intercepts? I 

fall. Standing back up slowly, I try to throw a punch. It’s so pathetic, my opponent simply 

kicks my side, causing me to tip over.  

 Ding! Ding! 

 The round has ended, and I stumble back to my corner. My coach, a half-empty 

mathematics book, has a dumbfounded expression on his face. He gives me a shrug, then 

turns away. Round two is about to start, and I am not prepared.  

 Ding! Ding! 

 This time, it takes only one blow to knock me to the floor. I hear the referee start 

counting.  

 One. I look at my problem, reading through it once more.  

 Two. I think about what the numbers stand for.  

 Three. I realize that since this is a quadratic formula, I will have 2 x-intercepts and 

one y-intercept. 

 Four. I take my graphing calculator and turn it on.  

 Five. I hit the “Y=” button. 

 Six. I enter the equation into the calculator. 

 Seven. I change my window, so I can see all the information I need. 

 Eight. I hit “graph,” then wait for the parabola to show. 

 Nine. I trace the function, so that I see the Y and X intercepts. 

X1= 1.74  

X2= -9.74 

Y= -33.875 

The referee never gets to a count of ten. I am back on my feet, the clock running from 

the arena with fright.  Question One is done, and I still have plenty of time to go. Looking 

back up at the wall, the clock is no longer smirking, cackling, or doing anything. The clock is 

just a clock, ticking on the wall. 

Feeling as if a great pressure has been lifted, I give a small smile. I look down at my 

paper and move on to Question Two. 

 

~~~~~Two Days Later~~~~~ 

 



15 

 Here it is, the moment of truth. When I find out whether or not I failed the exam. 

The teacher is talking again, and I try to focus on her words.  

 “Many of you did very well on the test. I am proud of the effort you all have put in. 

However, it is clear that some of you have not studied, and that will be reflected in your 

grade.” 

 Gulp. 

 The paper is placed down on the wooden surface, in exaggerated slow motion. It 

slides a few inches, then rests as if a monster waiting for me to enter its den. I contemplate 

the possibilities of the future in my head. If I fail the test, which is very likely, it crushes my 

dreams of straight A’s all year. If I got a good grade, a 72.65% at least, I keep my A, as well 

as my flawless record.  

 I extend a shaky hand, making it hard to grab the paper. I don’t want to crease it, so I 

slide it to the edge of the desk. Ever so slowly, I peel up the corner bit by bit. 

 No red marks. No red marks. No red marks… 

 Red mark. 

 Sigh. That’s done. The grade is doomed. My grade will slip into the horrible land of 

the B’s. Picking the paper up the rest of the way, I take a glimpse at the red numbers near 

the top.  

19/26.  

 What? I grab my calculator, and divide 19 by 26, a simple way to calculate the 

percent I got on the test. It comes out to a 73.1%. 

 I passed. 

I fall back in my chair, hands limply at my side. Aaahhhhhhh. My grade remains an 

A, the record sealed, my goal now met. That’s it. Never again. The stress was too much. The 

strain was that like I’ve never felt before. From this point forth, I will forever study for every 

test I ever have in my life. 

  After the science test in 6th period. 
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Room 1045 
Anyssa Qiroz 

 

Los Angeles, California   

Cecil Hotel 

10:15 pm  

 

“Please don’t I’m begging you!” Audrey screamed in the darkened room. “Don’t hurt 

me, please,” Audrey said in a quivering voice. 

“Who said I was going to hurt you?” Eliza said pretending not to be evil. She grabbed 

a wooden chair and sat in front of Audrey. “Now let’s talk about your mom.” 

“She didn’t do anything!” Audrey grunted. Eliza watched with satisfaction as Audrey 

struggled to untie herself from her own the wooden chair.  

“Come on, you’ll never get out of here. Besides, I’m being hospitable to you.” Eliza 

brushed her straight blue hair behind her pale ear. “You know, your mother was never this 

nice to me.” Eliza closed her eyes tightly and put her hands in fists. “She was a monster!” 

Eliza shouted. She quickly opened her eyes and unclenched her hands. She brushed her hair 

out of her face once again. “Francine,  me, and the poor souls in the asylum.” 

“You’re sick,” Audrey said with her voice laced with disgust. 

“I’m sick?” Laughing, Eliza went to the fridge, and pulled out a bottle of water with a 

straw. “Here, drink some.” 

“I don’t want anything from you,” Audrey whispered.  

“What?” Eliza waited for a response. “Listen, Audrey, no matter what you do, you’re 

not getting out of here.” Eliza took a sip of the water. 

“Someone’s going to find me you know.”  

“Who would be looking for you? After all, you’re just a waitress. You’re just another 

girl who’s gone  ‘missing’ and will never be found. You’re not special. You will be forgotten 

in a week.” 

Eliza went to the side table, and inspected a knife before picking it up. She slowly 

made her way back the the middle of the room to Audrey. She lightly grazed the knife across 

Audrey’s cheek.  

“What are you doing! You’re evil! Leave me alone!” Eliza pressed the knife deeper 

into her cheek.  

Knock, knock. 

“Room service,” an unfamiliar voice with a thick spanish accent said. “Hello? Hello?” 

The voice paused for a second. “Ok, I come in now.”  

“No! Sorry, I forgot to put my sign out,” Eliza screamed, and raced to place the “Do 

Not Disturb” sign on the door. “Sorry.” She slammed the door.  
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“Now, where were we?” She picked up the knife and began digging it deeper and 

deeper into Audrey’s cheek, causing her to bleed. Audrey shrieked. “What did I say about 

being quiet?” Eliza taped her mouth shut. “Now the other side,”and again she dragged the 

blade across her face. “Here’s to doing nothing!” She continued to cut into her face, 

stopping for brief moments, then again. She continued, until Audrey was paralyzed with 

pain. “Sorry hun. It was nice knowing you.” She blew a kiss, then thrusted the blade 

through her chest. 

 

*** 

 

Los Angeles Police Station  

 

“Douglas! What did I say about smoking inside!”  Barbra took the cigarette from his 

mouth, and placed it in the ashtray. “Didn’t you say you were trying to quit, anyway?” She 

picked up a stack of papers, and sat at her desk.  

“Barb, I am trying to quit, I’m only smoking two now, instead of five. Aren’t you 

proud of me?” He sat straight up in his chair, “Any new cases? I mean anything interesting. 

Please don't say there’s just another bank robbery.” 

Marge, the operator, ran into the room pale as a ghost, and screamed, “We need you 

at the Cecil Hotel, there are reports of a murder. Now!” 

 Barbara and Douglas raced over to the hotel and up to Room 1045. Douglas thrusted 

the door open, with his gun raised. He slowly lowered it, but stayed alert. In the middle of 

the room, there was a lifeless girl. She had light brown hair and was covered in her own 

blood. Barbra winced when she saw the pale body. 

“Who would do something like this?” Barbara tied up her own golden hair, put on a 

pair of gloves, and examined the body. “Wow, she was so young.” She mumbled to herself.  

 “Name? Any ID or anything?” 

“Yeah, her wallet is right here.” Barbara took it off of the bedside table.  “Audrey 

Smith, twenty-one.”  

“Who found the body?”  

“Maria, she’s the maid. Do you want to do the interview?” 

“Yes,” Douglas slowly walked out of the room, examining the surroundings. “Hey 

Mark, is there a Maria here?” 

Mark, another detective, called from down the hallway, “Yeah, she’s right over there”   

“Ay dios mio,” Maria said pacing back and forth, breathing heavily. 

“Hey Maria, I was wond-” 

“No lo hice.” 

“Ma’am you’re going to have to speak english,” Douglas said slowly. 

“I not very good at Ingles.” 

“Can I get a translator? Someone?” 
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“Sure thing,” Mark shouted, while running over. “Hola Senora.” Reading her name 

tag he said, “Senora Maria.” 

“No hice nada, créeme.” 

“She says she didn’t do anything.”  

“Ask if she saw anyone in there.” 

“¿Viste a alguien en el cuarto?”  

“Si yo miro una mujer, con pelo azul, era muy alta, y estaba en ropa toda negra.” 

“She saw a woman who was wearing all black. She was tall, and she had...,” Mark 

paused for a second, “blue hair.” 

“Gracias,” Douglas walked away. “Blue hair,” he mumbled  to himself. “Blue hair, all 

black clothes and tall.” Raising his voice, “Blue hair? Blue Hair! Eliza!” Douglas quickly 

covered his mouth. He walked out of the building, and paced the parking lot. 

“Hey! Why’d you run out? And what does Eliza have to do with any of this? Isn’t she 

in an asylum? Douglas! Answer me!” 

“I just thought Eliza might know something about what happened.” 

“Eliza’s been there since July.” 

“I know, but I just think she might know something about this.”  

“What did Maria tell you?” 

“She said  she...” he paused. “She didn’t see anyone in the room.” He lied. 

 “Are you—” 

“Yes, I am sure Barb. Now leave me alone. I need to think about this.” 

“Douglas, are you sure everything's okay? You look pale.” 

“Barbra, I said go!” Douglas went to his car, and sped off. 

 

*** 

 

Patton State Hotel Los Angeles  

 Approximately 12:50 Am 

 

Douglas arrived at the asylum where he expected Eliza to be. He knocked on the 

thick window to get the attention of the receptionist. “Hello I’m with the LAPD.” He showed 

his badge. 

 “How may I help you sir?” She said with a thick southern accent. 

 “I’m looking for a Eliza Wilson.” 

 “Eliza Wilson? She left two weeks ago. The doctors said she was stable.” 

 “All right.” After a few moments of silence, Douglas asked, “Did anyone work here 

under the name, Smith? Audrey Smith?” 

 “Smith? We did have a Smith, but not an Audrey. Her name was Francine, her 

daughter’s name is Audrey.” She babbled, “She’s a sweet little girl, she works over at Nick’s 

café.” 

 “Does Francine still work here?” 
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 “No, she passed away about a month ago, it was terrible.” 

“Thank you so much for your time. I must be going now.” 

“Have a nice night sir. Drive safely.”  

 Douglas left the building, and quickly pulled out his phone to call Eliza. He called her 

over and over again, but she never answered. Why? Why would she do this, and to a 

family? Douglas left the parking lot, his head full of questions, and drove towards the police 

station.  

 

*** 

Los Angeles 

 Los Angeles Police station 

 

 “Hey Doug, where’d you go?” Barbara was waiting at his desk. “I was looking over 

the evidence you found, and it looks like Eliza does have something to do with this. 

Anything you want to tell me?” 

 “What would I be hiding from my partner?”  

“I know she has something to do with this, just tell me.”  

“She’s not a part of this!” Douglas yelled. Barbara stormed out of the room. 

 “What was all that about?” Mark slipped in after Barbara left. 

Douglas rolled his eyes, stormed out of the building, and  hustled to his car. “Eliza!” 

He screamed into his phone. He layed back in his seat, and lit a cigarette. He called Eliza 

once more. This is my last time calling, and if she doesn’t pic— She picked up the phone. 

 “Doug, what do you want this time?” 

 “I know you did it.” 

“Good job, Detective Douglas. You figured it out,” Eliza said mockingly. 

 “Eliza, I didn’t tell anyone you did it.” 

 “Why not?” 

 “Because you’re my family.” 

“Go ahead and tell them! I don’t care what happens. You risked your job to protect 

me, your helpless little sister! You know what, Douglas? No matter what you say or do, you 

ruined your job, you ruined your life, and you ruin everyone and everything you touch!” 

Eliza screamed into the phone. 

 “Eliza—” 

 “I don’t need you to protect me from anything, if I get sent to jail, so be it! I am my 

own person, and I don’t need saving!” 

 “Eliza why are you doing—” The call ended with no explanation. Douglas slammed 

his phone shut.  

He ran into the building, and shouted for Barbara. 

“What do you want?” Barbara stomped into the lobby. 

 “I need to tell you something, Something important.” Douglas began, “She did it, and 

I think she’s going to hurt someone else.” 
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 “What! Douglas, when did you figure this out?”  

 “Today, when I talked to the secretary at the asylum. Francine, Audrey’s mom, had 

died, before Eliza got to her. So, she killed Audrey, her daughter.” 

 “Who’s next?” 

“ I don't know, but we can trace the call.” 

“Trace the call? What call?” 

“I called her just now.” 

 “You called a psychopathic murderer?” 

 “Doesn’t matter. I’ll call her again.” Douglas dialed Eliza number. Pick up, pick up. 

No answer.  

 “Again! Douglas, call her again!” Barbara demanded. Douglas dialed again. He 

placed her on speaker. 

“Eliza!” 

 “I said don’t call me!” she screamed into the phone. 

 “Eliza, I just want to help you. Please tell me why you did it.” 

 “I’m not just your little sister in need of saving,” Eliza mumbled quietly into the 

phone. 

 “Wait, she’s your sister?” Barbara questioned quietly. 

 “Douglas, I said don’t call me.” Eliza said slowly. “I said don’t ever call me again, 

Douglas!”  

 “Eliza, I’m only trying to make things bet—” The call ended again. “Did you get it 

Barb? Did you get her location?”  

 Barbara quickly turned on the computer and looked over the screen. She sat for a 

minute before she said, “Yeah, I got her, but I think she’s driving.” 

 “Go to the car,” Douglas ordered Barbara. He jumped into the driver's seat, with 

Barbara in the passenger's side, and sped off.  

“She was heading towards Griffith Park.”  

Douglas turned on the sirens. “Let’s get her.” After several minutes, they arrived. 

“We’re here. Did you call for backup, Barb?” 

 “Yes, they should be here any minute.” Quicker than a bird flies through the air, 

backup arrived and lit up the area.  

The officers looked over the area. Frantic bystanders ran away from the cars, but  

others surrounded the scene. 

 Douglas went to a group of three men, “Did, you see anyone with blue hair?” 

 “Yeah, my girlfriends have blue hair, they went to the bathroom though.” The drunk 

man stated. 

 “What’s her name?” 

 “Well, I have two, Liz and Liza.” 

 “Do they both have blue hair?” Douglas asked. 

 “Well, yeah .I only date girls with blue hair.” 

 “How many girlfriends did you say you had?” Douglas asked suspiciously. 
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“One,” the man said.  

 Douglas shook his head in annoyance. “Wait I thought you said—”  

The man vomited, and Douglas backed away. “Never mind.” Douglas walked back 

over to Barbara. “Hey Barb, the man that I interviewed said a girl with blue hair is in the 

bathroom, can you go check it out?” 

“Sure thing.” Barbra ran into the restrooms. Douglas resumed interviewing the 

bystanders, but found no one had seen Eliza. 

 Suddenly, Douglas’ walkie-talkie went off.  

“Hey Dougie, found your girlfriend.” 

“Eliza?”he asked, tensing up. 

“Let’s play a game,” she snickered. “How about hide and seek? If you find us, then 

you get your precious Barbara back.” He heard the sound of what seemed to be a car 

starting.   

“Eliza, what sick game are you’re playing?” 

“You think I’m sick, too?” Static over the walkie-talkie made it hard to hear her 

words. “You know that’s one of the last things Audrey said.”  

“Eliza where are you going?” 

“Hide and seek has always been my favorite.” The walkie-talkie stopped working. 

“I have to go,” Douglas whispered while shoving past the other officers. 

 

*** 

 

Kingswell Ave.  

Approximately 2:30 am 

 

 “Barbara,” Eliza whispered in her ear. “I want to play a game. How about hide and 

seek.You hide. Douglas seeks. If he doesn’t find you in, let’s say, thirty minutes, you both 

lose.” 

 “Lose? What do you mean by lose?” Eliza noticed the fear in her voice and laughed. 

 “You’ll see.” 

 “And if we win?” 

 “I lose, obviously,” Eliza said as if it was clear what she meant. She  shoved cotton in 

Barbara’s mouth, taping her hands and legs together. She pushed her down the stairs into 

an old basement. Eliza pulled out the walkie-talkie, and turned it on.  

 “Eliza! Where are you?” Douglas screamed into the walkie-talkie. 

 “Hey Doug, remember our favorite place to play hide and seek?” Eliza asked. 

Douglas didn’t respond.  

After a few long minutes, there was a  knock at the door. Eliza slowly walked over  

and opened it. Douglas had his hand on the gun, and shoved his way past Eliza. 

“Eliza where is she?” Douglas screamed as he turned towards Eliza. 

 “Where’s the fun in telling you where she is?” Eliza smirked. 
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 “Where is she?” he yelled. 

 “Guess you’ll just have to look.” Eliza gestured to the room around her. Douglas 

frantically searched bedrooms, racing in, throwing pillows, and moving furniture. He spent 

about ten minutes searching the house.  

 “Twenty minutes,” Eliza said in a sing song voice, and walked over to the kitchen. 

Her heels stomped on the room above Barbara. She touched the peeling walls of the 

kitchen. “Aw, Douglas, do you remember all the mornings we spent down here? All the 

Eggos, and eggs. Those were such good memories.” Eliza said with her eyes closed, almost 

as if she was envisioning the many years spent in the room. “Remember when mom would 

slave over the stove to make us dinner, I miss this place.” She opened her eyes for a second, 

and sat at the table. “I remember walking from school, back to our house—” 

 “I need to find Barbara!” Douglas interrupted Eliza while she was reminiscing. Eliza 

quickly opened her eyes and watched as Douglas ran his fingers through his short brown 

hair. She noticed his frustration and sighed. He began pacing back and forth on the painted 

wood floors, and sat against the peeling burgundy wall, and buried his face in his hands.  

 “Look for her, then. ” 

 “I can’t find her!” Douglas yelled, while raising his red face from his hands, his hair 

stuck to his forehead.  

 “Look harder,” Eliza said sternly. “You have five minutes.” 

“Tell me where she is!” Douglas demanded.  

“That’s against the rules.” Eliza stood in front of Douglas, as he placed his head back 

into the palms of his hands. He sat for a minute, before he rose to his feet. Eliza watched, as 

he slowly walked up stairs, with his head hung low. Then as sudden as a crack of thunder, 

the sound of Barbara screaming roared over the house.  Eliza quickly rose to her feet. She 

made eye contact with Douglas for just a second and followed closely after him. 

 “One minute,” Eliza said frustrated. She knew Douglas would find Barbara. 

 “Scream again, Barbra!” Douglas ordered. Once again the sound of Barbara 

screaming rattled the house. Douglas raced around the house, and Eliza continued to 

follow.  

“Three, two, one,” Eliza counted down slowly, just as Douglas ran down the 

basement stairs. She walked into the dark musty room, with one yellow light hung in the 

middle. There was an old wooden table sitting against the back wall. She watched as he 

found Barbara tied up in a tipped over chair. He kneeled next to her, whispering to her. 

 “Well looks like time is up,” Eliza said. 

 “What? I found her!” Douglas teared up. Eliza rolled her eyes. 

 “Will you two babies stop crying? You lost! You broke my rules,” she screamed. Eliza 

walked in front of both of them, and pulled her hair up. “Barbara, I was really warming up 

to you.” Eliza slowly approached them. “Too bad I have to kill you.” 

 “No, no!” Barbara screamed through her tears. 

 “No! Kill me! Don’t hurt her!” Douglas screamed.  
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 “Okay I was planning on killing you anyways.” Eliza walked over to the table behind 

both Barbara and Douglas, and pulled a handgun off of the table. She walked back in front 

of them. “Who wants to go first?” 

 “I will. Just don’t hurt Barbara.” Douglas said heroically.  

 “Okay.”  

Bang. Eliza shot with no hesitation. Douglas screamed. “Grow up. It can’t hurt that 

bad, it was just the shoulder.” Now turning towards Barbra, Eliza said. “Too bad you two 

never got to confess your feelings for each other.”  

Bang. Another gunshot rang through the room. Barbara stopped crying, and her face 

fell, showing no emotion. 

 “Barbara!” Douglas yelled. He felt her neck.   

 “Is there a pulse?” Eliza said with a devious smirk on her face. Tears ran down 

Douglas’ face, as he rose from the now bloody ground. 

 “Why would you do that?” Douglas yelled. “Why would you hurt her?” 

 “Wow, you’re upset,” Eliza said with a slight smile, and walked over to the back table, 

stepping carefully over the pool of blood. She placed the gun on the table. 

 “Of course I’m upset!” Douglas whispered vehemently. “You just shot my friend!”  

Eliza turned around, surprise awash on her face when she saw he had his gun pulled out. “I 

told you not to hurt her!” He grabbed his arm, where Eliza had shot him. “I told you not to 

hurt her, and you did, so now I’ll hurt the only person you love.” He let go of his arm, and 

placed his bloody hand on the gun. “You.” He pulled the trigger. 

 “No!” Eliza screamed.  

Bang.  

 

*** 

 

Eliza fell, and so did Douglas. His knees hit the sticky ground, and tears streamed 

down his face. He walked up the stairs, into the living room, and sat down on the floral 

couch to put his head in his hands. He sat for about an hour, not moving. 

 As he stirred from his emotional paralysis, he dug in his pocket and pulled out a 

cigarette. He wedged it between his lips and picked up a picture standing on the table 

beside him, of him and Eliza when he was just fifteen and Eliza was twelve. He stared at the 

youthful faces of both of them. As he focused on Eliza’s face, he grit his teeth together, and 

the years of love disappeared in a minute.  How could she, how could she ever hurt me?  

Douglas stopped crying, and his anger grew as he continued to stare at the picture. Eliza 

deserved so much more than death. She knew only she could destroy me.  

“How could she do this to me?”Douglas found himself whispering. He slammed the 

picture on the table, and as the sound of shattering glass rang through the room, and he 

made a pact with himself to never feel again, whether it be anger, sadness, joy or love. 
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Centipede 
Anna Kate B. 

 
Phoenix, AZ 
Present day 
 

“Breathtaking. This strange alleyway find will blow your mind. This rat has a very 
strange hole drilled into it, and it doesn’t look like something your ordinary Fido would do.” 
The TV droned on, showing a montage of images of the rat’s body. The corpse had a hole 
drilled straight through the chest to the cold, hard concrete underneath. 

 Mom and her son, Felix, were lounging around their apartment. She plopped down 
next to her son on the couch carrying a bowl of chips. 

“Hey kiddo. What’s on the TV?”  
“Look mom! Centipede!” Felix exclaimed.  
“Come on, dear. Please. You need to get over that old centipede you saw once. It was 

just a bug. He’s not even on the TV anyways.” Mom grimaced, pulling him closer and 
placing her hands over his big eyes. “You shouldn’t be watching this.” 

“Mom, you’re squishing me!” He made a horrendous goldfish face at her. 
“Sorry sweetie.” 
“What was that animal on the TV? And why did he have a hole in him?” 
“Oh, that’s nothing. You don’t need to worry about that rat. Have you watched the 

most recent episode of Doc. Mc. Muffins?” 
“Mom, that is not what it’s called!” Felix giggled. 
Mom switched channels and watched cartoons with him. 
 

*** 
  

Phoenix, Az 
Two weeks ago 
 

All 177 pairs of feet scuttled along the street, brushing up against trash cans, old 
bottles and doused cigarettes, impervious to distractions. All thirty centimeters of the 
centipede’s segmented body were a killing machine, the head being the most dangerous 
part. With an exoskeleton the color of dried blood, the centipede blended in with the city 
ground.  

The centipede noticed everything. It heard the shuffle of feet, the scurrying of rats, 
and the drip of water of a rusty pipe onto concrete. But the centipede also sensed 
something. It sensed fear in strong waves. Quivering fear flowing in great gushes through 
its antenna. This city was a fearful place.  

The centipede reviewed goals in its head: 
➔ Find orbs 
➔ Get sustenance 
➔ Do not get killed 

 It seemed better to start slow, but that would mean finding a smaller life form with 
an orb. The centipede ran over all the places it had been in its memory.  

➔ Pizza Hut on 1st and 2nd street 
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➔ Trash Can on Nevada and Bicycle road  
➔ Several alleyways. One taken over by rats. 

 Sudden realization hit the centipede. The rats in the alley. The centipede had noticed 
an energy. It was so small, but it was still there. 
 

*** 
 
 Centipede arrived at the alley and was surrounded by rats. It’s antenna were 
vibrating with excitement for the fight. Rats were surprisingly intelligent. It thought 
sneaking up on them was enough, but it wasn’t. 

The rats’ apparent leader was a huge beast with two scabbing scars along his snout. 
He gave a growl, but centipede calculated it was mostly for show. Centipede had a chance, 
but it was gonna be a hard fight.  It looked like the rats had some sort of alpha rat, so if 
centipede could kill the leader, the others would back off.  

Centipede could sense the energy coming from the leader. More power than the 
others. A constant humming sensation emanated throughout the alleyway. A circle of rats 
crowded around the rat king and the centipede. It was time for the battle to begin.  
 In an instant, the centipede jumped onto the rat king and sank it’s fangs into it. 
thirty seconds. Centipede dodged. Twenty five seconds. Centipede scraped against the 
ground. Twenty seconds. Running. Ten seconds until death. 5...4...3...2...1. The centipede 
watched as the rat king succumbed to the venom and collapsed. 

As the rat king’s life left it’s body, centipede approached. It thrust it’s gnashing 
forcipules into the rat, drilling a hole through the rat’s chest straight to the heart. That’s 
where it lay. The pulsing white sphere of energy, what centipede craved. The centipede dug 
into the orb, blissfully burying its head in the energy. He sucked it into its life force. Tired, 
the centipede hurried off to rest and lie there in wait for its next victim. It calculated in its 
head: Thirty minutes, Thirty minutes until: 

➔ Replenish a sufficient amount of stamina to come out of hiding and find food 
➔ Eat food  
➔ Wait for legs to regrow. Good thing centipedes can do that. 
➔ Find more orbs 

 
*** 

 
 
 Mom stared at her child lightly snoring, drooling a little on his pillow. She smiled 
and stroked his hair. Felix needed to take a bath. His hair had leaves in it. She shook her 
head. Not the time to think about that now. She needed to go, but couldn’t bear to wake him 
up, so she lifted him gently and carried him out of his bedroom. If only they had a nanny, or 
even a paid babysitter from Yelp. Whatever. It was only an errand anyways.  

She plonked down the multitudinous stairs of their apartment building and into the 
city air, searching for her car. She put her son in his car seat, slowly backing out of her 
parking space as to not scratch her precious new red paint. She inched over the speed 
bumps and drove out on the main street. She suddenly swerved. Dang pedestrians. 

*** 
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 Feeling accomplished, centipede sank down for another nap. But before Centipede 
could fall asleep, it sensed something. A new type of energy. A dark type of energy. The 
energy flowed freely from its source, permeating throughout the air, giving of a protective 
feel. Centipede could tell the energy was strong, even though it was far away.  
 The centipede felt thrills. It had never encountered this kind of energy before. This 
dark black pulse, somehow even more alluring than ever before. With every pulse, the 
centipede was pulled closer and closer to the source. Centipede rushed out into the street, 
waving its antenna in the air sensing the direction. It pushed its 177 pairs of legs across the 
street towards the energy. It could feel it closer... closer. 
 The centipede was on patrol behind a medicine shop of some kind. Now, where was 
it? Where was that being with the strange energy? It looked around its area. Trash can, 
telephone pole, red car, two silver cars, one black car. It laid in wait. 
  

*** 
 
 Mom made sure not to wake Felix while picking him up, and stepped out of her car. 
Seen way too many ads about babies left in a car and dying, creepy. She checked her purse 
to make sure she had her credit card. Yes, she did, good, this wasn’t going to be cheap.  
 Suddenly something grabbed onto her foot. Her first thought—Rats. I should never 
have come here! They’re going to give me rabies! She looked down at her feet and saw... a 
bug. A pest. A centipede. She hated centipedes. The centipede sank its forcipules into her 
leg. She remembered watching a TV show on the Discovery channel about centipedes and 
how they were extremely venomous. She gasped, quickly ripping her thin overgarment and 
tying it around her leg, just above the bite wound so the venom wouldn’t reach her body. 

Trembling with anger, pain, and shock, she dug in her purse and pulled out her keys. 
She grasped her biggest key and shoved it into the centipedes head, over, and over. With 
every strike, more of its strangely white intestines spewed on the concrete. The centipede 
and all its energy wriggled out of life and she stood, triumphant.  

As she hurried back towards her car, she was oblivious to a white orb rising from the 
centipede’s dead body. It slowly bounced towards her leg and started crawling up her calf, 
her pants pocket. It quietly inched up her spine until it found her body’s core.  

Mom then felt an itch on her back. She reached behind her and touched her 
backside, finding two strange bumps. A strange feeling came over her, and she decided to 
leave the two new legs alone.   
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His Power 
Gates B. 

 
THEM HQ 
Iowa 
June 12 
7 am 

The room was filled with computers which cast a shimmery glow on all ten agents as 
they talked on their phones to get the latest news. The agents were there because Paul, 
second in command of THEM, wanted to hear about Aurelio Ramirez. Aurelio is a boy with 
special powers. 

“Sir, Tyler has found and confirmed Aurelio’s position,” said Patrick. 
“Seriously?” said Paul. 
Patrick nodded.  
“Well then, that’s great news.” Paul was satisfied. 

 
Baseball diamond 
Iowa 
June 11, a day earlier 
7 pm 
 
 It was the first baseball All-Star tournament game of four.  The score was 10-0, and 
the Tigers had the lead. Aurelio was on the mound, had been the entire game for the Tigers. 
The count was two strikes and one ball. A runner was on first. He’d been walked earlier in 
the game. A strike here would mean winning the game. Aurelio went into his windup,  
forgetting to check the runner, and delivered a perfect pitch right in the corner of the strike 
zone! 

“Strike three, yer out! That’s the game folks!” the referee shouted. 
 
June 12 
12 pm 
 

“Boys, I expect you to behave extremely well, ” said Coach. “I’ll brief you on the rest 
of the rules later. I’m leaving Coach Jandro in charge.” Coach walked from the bus to the 
hotel to check in. 

“Let’s go,” said Grant, Aurelio’s best friend.  
“Ok” said Aurelio. They snuck away from the bus and went to a lake they had seen 

from the bus. They followed the signs to the lake going down a windy path. Th lake was not 
very far, only a quarter of a mile away from the bus. The boys looked at everything, the 
trees, the grass, the flowers because they were curious  and exploring. 

“I dare you to jump in!” said Grant, giddily. 
“No way!” exclaimed Aurelio. 
“To late!” said Grant as he pushed him in and ran. 

“Hey! Get back here!”  Aurelio shouted. It was a sunny day, so Aurelio flopped down on the 
grass and waited for the sun to dry him off. 
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Paul crept toward Aurelio silently, where he was sitting at the lake.  Paul finally had 

the chance to meet Aurelio face to face. “Aurelio, we need to talk.” Paul said as soon as he 
got close. Aurelio jumped up in surprise. 

“Who are you? How do you know my name?” Aurelio asked. 
“I’m Paul. We can’t talk here in the open. Will you follow me?” 
“Where?”Aurelio said as he prepared to run. 
“To a safe place to talk.” 
“Are you crazy?” 
“No, but I need you to listen to me.” 
“I guess I’ll come.” Aurelio saw he would have to, because Paul had the upper hand, 

being taller, stronger, and standing, while Aurelio was sitting. 
“Great,” said Paul. “Follow me. I saw you at the baseball game, and there’s something 

you need to know. There’s a group of people, called THEM, and we all have special abilities. 
Have you ever noticed in the last inning your pitching got way better but you weren’t even 
thinking at all?” 
 “Well, I guess,” said Aurelio. 
 “This is called creolynopsis, when you focus on one part of your brain and 
temporarily lose other parts of your brain. Example, you pitch great but you forget about 
runners on base.” 
 “This has happened to me before, but what you’re saying is hard to believe.” 
 “Then I’ll show you my ability.” Paul took a deep breath and sat down because he 
had the ability to use oxygen better. After fifteen minutes he released his breath and 
breathed in deeply. Paul spoke a minute later “Will you let me teach you how to use your 
ability?” 
 Aurelio was not sure how to respond to this. “Can you tell me more about THEM?” 
 “Each person’s ability is slightly different. We keep it secret from everybody but 
people like you who have potential. Also I, nor any of my organization will force you or 
pressure you to join us, if you want we’ll train you. Then you can still either join Us or leave. 
If you decide to join us you won’t have to worry about any needs, but you won’t be allowed 
to see your family. This’ll happen in a few years because you can still live with them while 
training.” said Paul. 

Aurelio was torn in half at this point. One side said “He’s a liar. He’s crazy.  You 
couldn’t leave your family.” the other side said “You don’t have to leave your family yet. He 
showed you his power. He doesn’t appear to be lying.” 
 “If I train with you I’ll live with my family, and could you do lessons in fifteen 
minutes?” 
 “I can, but it’ll take longer to train you.” Paul gets up. “You need to start heading 
back, we will meet in here tomorrow whenever you have time.” then Paul left. 
 
June 13 
The secret meeting place 
 

Paul spoke first. “Aurelio, will you become my apprentice? By becoming my 
apprentice you’ll be under my care and guidance. If you don’t accept I won’t ask again. Do 
you accept?” 
 “Yes, I accept.”  
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 “Then here’s your first lesson.” Paul handed him a stick, about the size and weight of 
a short sword. “I know you use your fast reflexes in baseball, but your natural talent would 
interfere with your first test. So I came up with this.” Paul raises his ‘sword’ “You will not 
attack, only defend.”  

Paul thrust his ‘sword’ at Aurelio. Aurelio was surprised, yet still managed to jump 
back. Paul came again with three quick strokes. Aurelio blocked or dodged them 
successfully, but unskillfully. Paul was not striking hard, but he was fast. After a couple 
more minutes of this, Paul said, “Good, you are using your reflexes. We will meet here 
tomorrow. Now go play ball.” 
 
June 14 
The secret meeting place 
 

“Aurelio this is your second lesson. Now that I know more about your individual 
ability, I need to tell you more basic information. There are people out there like us, but 
they are evil. They force you to use your ability. The way to tell Others from Us is we will 
always give you a choice. Also, we have an official mark on our left ankle.” Paul revealed a 
grey mark shaped like a compass and a badge. “But it can be duplicated so do not go by this 
alone. Beware of strangers.” He eyed Aurelio with a piercing glare. 

“Ok.” 
Paul continued, “As you grow older you will have more control over your ability. 

Which means for now, I will teach you how you can realize when you are using your ability. 
If you ever start losing your thoughts suddenly, you are most likely using your ability. If this 
happens, make sure it is not in front of an Other, unless the difference is life and death.” 
Paul picked up a Nerf Gun. “I am going to shoot a couple of  bullets at you with no warning. 
Try to get out of the way of them.” 

Paul stood on one end of the room with Aurelio at the other. POP! Aurelio jumped to 
his right. A miss. PING! Aurelio was a bit slow. PEW! PEW! A double shot, Aurelio ducked 
away from both. Eventually, Paul switched to a more powerful Nerf Gun and continuously 
fired at Aurelio. Most of the time, Aurelio dodged the shots. 

“Good, Aurelio! Since it is your last day here, I am going to have to go back with you 
to your house. Before school starts, I will have longer lessons. Once it starts, I will cut back. 
I will see you back at your house.” Paul’s last words were a dismissal and Aurelio needed to 
get back to the team, so he darted back to the hotel. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ten years later 
Iowa 
 

Aurelio scurried down his front step and raced down the street to Paul’s house. He 
was ready to join THEM.  When Aurelio reached Paul’s house, he found him waiting 
outside.  
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“Come on in,” said Paul. 
 Once inside, Paul spoke to Aurelio. “You are ready to join THEM.” 
 “When? Will I still be your apprentice?” Aurelio questioned. 
 “When you are presented to our leader, when you’re twenty-five. And, no, I’ll get a 
new apprentice, but I’ll visit.” 
 “One last practice round?” 
 “Of course,” Paul said as he got out the battered sticks. Paul and Aurelio got into a 
ready stance and the duel began, both were now experienced. 
 “If you’re beating me I must be getting old,” said Paul.   
 “Nah, you just trained me too well,” responded Aurelio. 
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The Hole 
Ian Br. 

 
There’s a hole a few miles away from the Grand Canyon. No one knows what it is. No 

one knows where it’s from. Most folks call it the crater. No one has ever come back from the 
hole, but it hasn’t stopped many from traveling there. Some people train their entire lives 
rock climbing, climbing mountains and canyons with ease. They don't come back. They 
rappel down, with all their supplies and their flashlights and their radios, but the radios 
always stop working, for some reason.  

Then there were the businesses. People have been dumping all kinds of trash down 
that hole, never to be seen again. You could drop a truck down there and not hear so much 
as a thump. No one has yet to find out what is down the hole. 
 “Are you sure we want to do this?” Devin said to Aaron. 
 “Yeah, we have to. We can’t go on this way. We've gotta get out of this school.” 

They both went to Arizona School for the Arts. They hoped to get to the bottom of the 
hole, get some pictures, and earn fame and fortune off the public. At the moment, however, 
only one thing stood in the way of their dreams— third period. 
 “How are we supposed to get out of here? She won't even let us go to the bathroom 
without an ‘escort’!” Devin whispered to Aaron. 
 “I don’t know.” 
 “What if we held something hot to your forehead?” 
 “She doesn't own a thermometer, and plus, she wouldn't let both of us go to the 
nurse for that,”Aaron replied. 
 Devin smiled and said, “Maybe it'll work, but we might have to try something a little 
more drastic.” 
 
 Devin got straight to work. He took out some oatmeal packets and a banana he had 
left over from breakfast. 
 “Mrs. Rosenblum? Can I go get a drink of water?” 
 “Sure, just take Justin with you.”  

As Devin and Justin walked to the water fountain, Devin started mashing up the 
banana and stuffing part of it in his mouth, trying to not let Justin see, but he caught a 
glimpse. 
 “What are you doing?” 
 “Don't worry about it, Justin.” 

Right before he was about to take a drink of water, Devin dumped half a bag of 
oatmeal in his mouth, and took a drink. 
 Devin walked back to class with his concoction stirring in his mouth, and walked 
over to Aaron, who said: 
 “So what is our plan?” 
 Devin said nothing, he made a retching sound and released his creation all over 
Aaron’s lap. 
 “So, why won’t you say any— aahh, Dude, gross!” 

Mrs. Rosenblum saw the comotion. “Devin, to the nurse, now!” 
 “But don’t I need  someone to come with me?” 
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 “Just go! And take the garbage can! Aaron, you better go with him to clean up.” 
 “Thank you, Mrs. Rosenblum,” Aaron said. Devin sprinted out of the classroom, 
completely forgetting about the trash can. Aaron found him right outside the door, looking 
pleased with himself. 
 “Lets go,” he said with a smile. 
 

From there it was a simple act of walking straight to the school dorms with their 
hoods over their faces, not like the teachers wouldn't know it was them. Arizona School for 
the Arts prided themselves on being the school closest to the Grand Canyon, only about five 
miles from it’s edge. It is also conveniently four miles away from the crater. 

They walked to their shared dorm room, and grabbed their climbing equipment. 
They’d bought a new carabiner, which they thought was the secret to their success. It 
worked by allowing them to free fall down the hole, but stopped them about 10 feet or so 
before they ran out of rope and plummeted to their deaths. Then they would drill a hole 
where they were, attached themselves to the hook, and use their bluetooth remote to tell the 
contraption to unhitch. This was the genius part of it. The contraption could also pull them 
to the surface when they wanted to go back up. They brought their longest two pieces of 
rope, both about hundred feet long. Then they walked to their destination. It wasn’t long 
before they arrived. 

Soon they were attaching themselves to the stakes at the edge of the hole. They were 
about to make history! The first children to ever go into the hole! They would be famous! 
They would make headlines for at least a few days. Maybe, hopefully, this would generate 
enough money to get them out of the dorms. 

Aaron lowered himself off the side of the cliff, slowly. There were many other tourists 
visiting the crater, but they couldn’t wait for the tourists to leave. They would just have to 
rappel down fast before anybody called the police. Devin soon joined him.  They were now 
supported only by their climbing gear, which was hooked onto a platform above them. 
People, now realising what they were about to do, started screaming at them and calling for 
security. 

“If we’re going to do this, we have to do this now,” Aaron said. 
“We’ll be expelled if we go back. This isn't the first time we’ve ditched!” Devin said. 

  They heard a voice boom out, “Hey kids, what do you think your doing! Step away 
from the hole!” 

Aaron and Devin looked at each other, and they knew what they had to do. They 
would go down the hole, stay there for a few hours, and come back up. They released their 
grip and started to free fall. 

One hundred feet later, they came to a rest.  
“W...w...well, that wasn't so bad,” Devin said 
Aaron could see him paling, and he looked at his own hands shaking furiously. “Let's 

do it again.” They only had to go down a few hundred feet more. Devin gritted his teeth.  
“Are you sure about this?” 
“We have to do this, we just have to.” 
“Okay.” Somehow, Devin turned even whiter, which Aaron couldn't believe. He was 

practically glowing. “I’ve got a bad feeling.” 
“Don’t worry, it's just butterflies.” 
“No, a really bad feeling.” 
“Just do it.”  
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“Ok.” 
Aaron looked down. The adrenaline of the first jump had run off, what he had done 

was sinking in. But they had to complete this. Together. “3..2...1. Jump!” A scream was 
ripped from his mouth as he plummeted a hundred feet down. It looked as if the darkness 
was consuming him, but he finally came to a stop. Sweaty and faint, but he came to a stop. 
“Devin? Devin? Devin!” 

But he was nowhere to be found. Suddenly, a scream rose up from the darkness 
beneath him. 

Aaron let the tears fall as his second scream ripped from his throat. “No, Devin!” 
“This was my fault. It is my fault he’s dead. I lead him here.” 

Suddenly Aaron heard a groan from above. “Aaaron…” 
Aaron breathed a sigh of relief. Devin was alive. It was the echo of his own scream 

he’d heard, not Devin’s. 
“Come on down here Devin. Let me check you out!” 
“Okay…” Devin must have fainted on his descent.  
Aaron sat up in his harness and released his grip. Suddenly, his heart leaped forward 

in his chest.  
 
Something was wrong. Unlike the controlled drops they had always practiced, Devin 

just kind of…  fell. THU-THUMP. He turned to fall on his back. His harness did nothing to 
slow him. A shiny piece of metal broke off his harness. His carabiner! He was disconnected 
from the rope. THU-THUMP. He drifted toward the center of the hole. THU-THUMP. His 
eyes reached Aaron’s, pupils dilated, skin flushing. THU-THUMP. 
 

A whoosh flirted with Aaron’s hair as the body flew by his face. A body? Why did he 
call it a body? Devin is still alive! There was only one thing to do. Aaron switched his 
carabiner to the rappel position,and kicked off the wall. 

“SPREAD OUT!” 
Devin spread his his arms and legs out, to slow his descent.  Aaron formed his body 

into a streamlined shape, plummeting downward. Aaron caught up to the body, no, to 
Devin, but did he have enough rope? Devin’s arm reached out, ten feet below him. 
THU-THUMP. 
 
Seven feet, five feet, three  feet, THU-THUMP. SNAP! 
 

Something had snapped on Aaron’s harness. No time to check. He would be subject 
to the same death as his friend. It seemed fitting. After all, he had gotten them in this mess. 
THU-THUMP. Aaron reached past Devin’s outstretched hands and grabbed his torso. He 
hugged him as hard as he could. They would face the darkness together. 

Surprisingly, Aaron and Devin slowed to a stop. 
“Thanks bro,” Devin said. 

 “It’s cool,” Aaron replied, absolutely terrified by the their predicament. 
They hung like that for a good ten seconds, until Aaron realized he was the only thing 

keeping Devin from falling to his death. He hooked him to his harness. 
“Think this will be enough to get us out of the dorms?” Devin said. 
“It better,” said Aaron, but his mind was elsewhere. The snap was all he could think 

about. Relief sunk in, but suddenly, he heard the echo of screams from the surface. A man 
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with rappel gear lowered himself a few feet feet above them. “Come on boys, grab my hand. 
It’s gonna be ok.” 

Aaron looked above them. Beyond the man with an outstretched hand, far above, 
news cameras awaited. 

They took it. 
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A Light Introduction to a Heavy Story 
Milo B. and Bella C. 

 
Entry 1  

 I’ve been in this ward for two days now, and I already want out. All of the nurses are 

horrible. They don’t understand me. They never will. They keep trying to force me to eat. 

“Food is not the enemy,” they say. “You are putting your life at risk, Epiphany.” It’s like they 

want me to be fat. They want me to suffer.  

Four days ago, I tried to commit suicide by an overdose of Xanax. It was in the 

hospital when they uncovered the “severity of my eating disorder.” My parents cried and 

told me that the people here were going to give me the help I “so desperately” needed. 

 

Entry 2 

 Anorexia Nervosa; noun 

an eating disorder, marked by an extreme fear of becoming overweight, that leads to 

excessive dieting to the point of serious ill-health and sometimes death 

 

 This is what they tell me I have. They have it written basically everywhere I look, but 

I don’t believe a word they say. Sure, my collarbones, ribs, and hips show, but that was my 

goal anyways. I just want to go home. Get me out of this horrid place. 

 

Entry 3  

 When I look in the mirror, all I can see is the fat on my upper arms, and how 

enormous my thighs are. With all of the food they are planning to make me eat, these things 

are sure to only get bigger.  

 

Entry 4 

 Today my head nurse, Karla, let me in on something about my “recovery.” She’s my 

favorite nurse, and the only one who will actually listen to me. This is how the conversation 

went. 

Karla: E, if you don’t start eating soon, your body is going to shut down. 

Me: Karla, I’ve been doing this for three years now, I’ll be fine. 

Karla: No, you will not, and if you continue refusing to eat we are going to have to start a 

drip tube in order for you to get the correct nutrients to survive.  

Me: You can’t do that without my consent. 

Karla: Unfortunately, honey, yes we can, and it is in your best interest that we do. 

 

After she left the room, I looked up just how many calories were in that drip, and there is 

absolutely no way that I am going to let them do that. 
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Entry 4.5 

 The voices in my head are louder than ever, I can’t seem to get them out. It’s like 

with every bite I take, they get louder, more intense. Telling me that I am worthless.  

 

Entry 5 

 It’s been two weeks now, and they did a weigh in today. 92.8 lbs. That’s disgusting. 

The lowest weight I’ve been since all this started was 84.2 lbs, those were my golden days.  

 

 This all started from some silly health kick I got into before a soccer tournament in 

Texas. At first, I only planned to lose a few pounds. Then...  

 

Entry 6 

 The numbers consume my life. But I guess it is a good thing, in a way. I mean, 

counting calories gives me something to occupy my time. But they took my laptop, and my 

phone because I couldn’t help but look up the calories in every meal. This place is starting 

to get really boring. It doesn’t help that I’m on suicide watch, so I can't even have safety 

scissors to make crafts.  

 

Entry 7  

 The only good thing about this ward is that I’m away from the constant fighting of 

my parents. I am almost positive that the only thing that they have agreed on in the sixteen 

years since I’ve been alive is putting me in here. Honestly, they probably just wanted me out 

of their hair.  

 

Entry 8 

 Six weeks in, and I want to curse my parents for the godforsaken place that I have 

been put in. The nurses that try to help only put constant stress on my already shattered 

body image. An almost constant flow of food is basically torture at this point, they’re force 

feeding me, I want out. 

 

Entry 9 

 A constant stream of “take care of yourself or we will do it for you” is the only thing I 

hear anymore. The other inmates here all look very similar to me, body wise. They all must 

be here for the same reason I am, to die. 

 

 

Entry 10 

At night, I hear the screams of the others. They are drowned in tears. Then, if you 

listen closely, you can hear the nurses trying to calm them down. It never works though, 

and inevitably, they give up.  
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Entry 11 

 All of these people are getting in the way of my progress. Don’t they realize that I 

have no intention of getting better? If anything, I want to lose more weight. I want a BMI of 

1, not 15. They don’t let me weigh myself three times a day like I used to, they tell me it’s not 

good for me. The more that they try to help, the more of a burning hatred I get for each and 

every one of them.  

 

Entry 12 

 My discharge date is two weeks from today, that is, if all goes well. After being in this 

place for two and a half months, I want out. I had another weigh in yesterday, but they 

refused to tell me what the number was, all that they told me that I was finally a healthy 

weight. In all honesty, now that my body has good nutrients in it, I have so much more 

energy than I used to. I still loathe how I look though. Why does feeling good have to come 

at a cost? 
 

Entry 14 

 I was finally let out of my containment, to the disappointment of my parents. They 

seem to think I’ve learned nothing, and they aren’t totally wrong. I learned to accept that I 

won’t get everything I want in life, but I can get what I need. And I need to lose weight! 

 

Entry 15 

 This’ll probably be my last entry. I’ve been out of the ward for a month now and, 

even with all the meds I’m on, everything in my life seems to be significantly calmer than 

they used to be. My parents don’t fight anymore, they told me it is because they are just 

happy that their only child is safe. Safe from herself at least. I start school again tomorrow, 

that’ll be a whole nother battle.  

 

Entry 16 

 When I got home from school today, my parents sat me down for a talk. 

Mom: Epiphany… Your father and I love you very much bu- 

Dad: We have come to an agreement that… you still are not well enough to be with us here. 

You still need help, and after speaking to your therapist, we have come to the conclusion 

that it may be best if you were to go to a new, group home. 

Me: No. Absolutely not. I am not going back to that sick place, or any place like that. They 

make me feel like I am some kind of freak! Why would you even consider putting me there? 

Why don’t I get a say in this? For God’s sake I’m sixteen! When will I be allowed to make 

my own decisions for once? 

Mom *grabbing my hand*: E, please calm down. We only want what is best for you, you 

know that. 
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That’s when I left the room and slammed the door behind me. Why’re they doing this to 

me?  

 

Entry 17 

 We left for the “group home,” a glorified psych ward. I didn’t go easily. All my stuff 

was packed, and I was carried to the car as soon as I awoke. It’s supposed to be different 

this time, but I’m having a hard time believing them.  

 

Entry 18 

 The staff here are nice enough, they’re not force-feeding me. As a result, I’ve been 

able to get away with not eating. My recovery plan is set for eight months. They say that if I 

start to eat, it’ll be reduced to six, but I’m not sure how likely that is to happen. Until then, I 

guess I’m stuck here.  

 

Entry 19, Final entry  

 My notebook was taken away on the grounds that “it could distract me from my 

efforts,” which means nothing to me. My plan was reduced to seven months. On the same 

day my notebook was taken, anything else that could connect me with my outside life was 

taken. I had nothing to lose then, except the foolish notion that starving myself and losing 

weight was healthy. There was no reason to fight against the people who were trying to help 

me. I gave up, but not on myself, and I was released seven months later. To the surprise of 

my parents, I was finally better. I finally knew I was better when I realized their actions had 

saved my life. 
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Her Melody 
 Sadie C.T. 

 
Everything was dark. The only light emanated from under Melody’s body. A small 

circle, like a shadow of light in the darkness. The blackness all around threatened her. 
Fear forced her legs to move. She started slow, but as she walked, she picked up speed. 
Before she knew it, she was sprinting, tears in her eyes. 

Then, the sound of a piano. A sad, melodic tune. She gasped and searched around 
for the source of the sound. Her gaze landed finally on another, larger circle of shadowed 
light. It surrounded a grand piano and a figure sitting at its bench. She ran toward it. At 
last, Melody reached out to grab the figure sitting at the piano. The figure hit a broken 
chord and their head spun around. Their face was of a woman. In that moment, she 
vanished into the darkness. 
 

✽✽✽ 

 
“Melody! Melody wake up! Are you ok?! Answer me!” someone screamed. 
“Sir, please calm down! Ms. Terran is only resting, she’s fine!” another voice insisted. 

Melody opened her eyes and turned her head to face him. 
“Oh, Clyde,” she smirked. 
“Melody!” the man sat down beside her and leaned in. “I thought you had died! You 

weren’t answering my texts or anything, and you weren’t even logged in on Discord! You 
never log out of Discord! What happened? Are you ok? Did you… did you try to do it again? 
Y’know, kill—” 

“I’m fine, stop worrying.” Melody rolled her eyes. She didn’t want him to finish that 
sentence. 

Clyde had been a close friend of hers since far before she could remember. He’d 
always been there for her, no matter how fearful he was. 

“What happened?” Clyde asked quietly as he sat on a chair near Melody’s bed. 
“Nothing serious.” She shrugged. 
“‘Nothing serious’? You’re in the hospital after falling off of a five story building!” 

Clyde exclaimed. 
“Clyde, listen. I know it looks bad, but honestly, I’ll be fine. My doctor is one of the 

best in her field. I’ll be out of here in a few months, I promise.” Clyde’s shoulders sagged. 
“What time is it?” Melody asked to fill the awkward silence she had created. 

 “Oh, jeez. It’s almost 10:30 pm. I heard you were in the hospital, so I ran over as 
soon as I could. Now that I know you’re ok, I’ll let you be,” Clyde answered, getting up. 
 “Ok. Don’t stay up to late!” 
 “I won’t, mom.” 
 

✽✽✽ 

 
It was dark again. But this time, the darkness was comforting. The piano was 

playing clearly, and the song was beautiful. Melody walked in the direction of the music 
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when her face collided with a wall. She yelped in surprise and jumped back. Nothing was 
there. She reached out and she felt an invisible wall. 

“What is…” she whispered, feeling her way across the length of the barrier to find a 
break in it. When her hand touched nothing, she carefully took a step forward. 

After she found her way through the maze, the invisible barrier revealed a beautiful 
grand piano and it’s beautiful player. 

The player hit a final chord, then lowered her arms. 
“Hello,” she spoke, making Melody jump. 
“Uh, h-hi,” Melody stammered as her muscles tensed. The woman turned to meet 

her eyes. She smiled kindly. 
 

✽✽✽ 

 
Melody opened her eyes slowly. She looked around the room and remembered where 

she was. 
“Oh, good morning, Melody,” Clyde greeted, sitting beside her. 

 “When did you get here?” she asked, tiredness clear in her voice as she sat up and 
rubbed her eyes. 
 “A few minutes ago. What were you dreaming about?” 
 “What? How did you know I was dreaming?” 
 Clyde opened his mouth, then closed it and smirked. “Lucky guess,” he shrugged. 
Melody only roller her eyes. “Well, anyway, I figured the hospital food here is vitamins and 
artificial flavors so I brought breakfast.” He held up a paper bag. “It was hard sneaking this 
past the front desk, so you better be grateful.” 

The two of them ate their bagel breakfast in silence. Melody chewed slowly, thinking 
through what she was about to say. 

“Hey, Clyde,” she started, setting her bagel down. 
“Hmm?” 
“You know how to interpret dreams, right?” she asked hesitantly. 
“Well, I can’t say I haven’t toyed with the idea of studying oneirology.” 
“So, can you help me?” 
“Am I hearing this right? The spiteful Melody Terran asking me, her lowly squire, for 

help?” Clyde said in a fake old-english accent. 
“Shut up! Can you help me or not?” 
“Haha, I jest. Sure, I’ll give it a go. Out with it, woman!” 
“Heh, okay, okay. It’s this weird dream I’ve been having. It’s happened a few times 

now. I’m surrounded by darkness, and there’s… this woman.” 
 

✽✽✽ 

 
The next few months were the same. Melody slept as much as she could, and each 

morning she would report her dream to Clyde. 
“Can you do something for me?” Melody asked one morning. 
“What is it?” Clyde asked, still pondering her most recent dream. 
“I was wondering if you could go downstairs and look through some of the hospital 

records. I think the girl died or something and is haunting this room.” 
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“Interesting theory. I’ll ask next time I get a chance—” 
“No, don’t ask. Just, y’know, sneak in there like you always do,” Melody interrupted 

quickly. 
“What? What if I get caught?” Clyde exclaimed, his glasses sliding down his nose. 
“I know you won’t,” Melody winked at him. 
 
Later that night, Clyde reluctantly snuck into the records room of the hospital and 

flipped through each case that resulted in death. He searched through everything from 
accidents to failed surgeries, and no patient matched the exact description of the woman. 

Not satisfied, Clyde skimmed through the comatose patient files. He figured, if the 
girl wasn’t a ghost of some kind, she could still be alive, but not able to wake up. After hours 
of searching, he found it.“Lucena Zephara. Age: 23. Sex: Female. Condition: Comatose.” 
The file lined up with her description, age, and even an explanation of her existence in 
Melody’s subconscious mind. Clyde’s blood ran cold as he read the rest of the report. 
“Submission: June 18, 2016. Estimated Mortality: 1 year. Lucena’s condition has worsened 
over the course of the year; use of life support to end on June 18, 2017.” 

The current date? June 18th, 2017. 
 
“So? Did you find anything?” Melody asked hesitantly once Clyde had returned that 

morning, looking like something the cat dragged in. “You’ve been up all night, haven’t you?” 
“I found something. She isn’t dead, but…” He handed her the report. She read each 

line, her expression shifting from excitement to dread. 
“Oh…” she sighed once she finished. “They haven’t taken her off life support yet, 

but… they will soon.” She was quiet for a while, deep in thought. 
“Are you going to be ok?” he asked quietly. 
“Yes, but she won’t. I’ve got to tell her,” Melody decided. 

 

✽✽✽ 

 
“Miss!” Melody shouted as she ran through the invisible maze. When she made it to 

the room, the woman stood by her piano bench, a worried look on her face. 
“What is it?” she asked, concern in her tone. 
“Your...your name is...it’s Lucena! Lucena Zephara!” Melody panted, “You’re 23, a 

comatose patient! You have to wake up, Lucena, please! Please wake up!” Melody cried, 
grasping Lucena’s long blue sleeves. 

“Lucena…?” Lucena whispered, her eyes moving like she was searching for 
something. “I’m...I’m Lucena...I’m Lucena!” she laughed, tears filling her eyes and spilling 
down her face. 

“Thank you! Thank you, I—” 
 

✽✽✽ 

 
Melody bolted awake. 
“No...no, it can’t be…” she whispered. Her eyes stung and her head hurt. 
“What is it? Were you able to tell her? What happened?” Clyde asked. He was by her 

side in a flash. Melody turned to face him. 
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“No,” she said. She swung her damaged legs off the bed and bolted down the hall. 
Clyde followed, adrenaline rushing through their veins. They ran up the stairs, through the 
long corridor, and busted into room 413. 

There was a family around a bed. A woman and her child were crying, and a man was 
staring at the bed with an unreadable expression. They all turned to see the interlopers as 
Melody shoved passed them to the bed.  

At first, she couldn’t believe what her eyes were seeing. There, the young woman she 
had met with so many times in her dreams was real. Flesh and blood. She noted her 
paleness. On her right hand was a single flower tattoo. 

“No,” Melody whispered, grasping Lucena’s hand. 
“Who—” 
“Shh,” Clyde hushed the man who tried to speak. 
“No, no it can’t be. Lucena, please. Wake up, Lucena.” Tears slipped from Melody’s 

eyes as she tried to make sense of what had happened. She had everything she needed, she 
was so close. Was it too late? 

“Melody?” asked a quiet voice, startling her. She looked up to see Lucena’s pale green 
eyes gazing down at her with relief and joy, and she smiled. 

“Hello.” 
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Bright Yellow Stars 
Anthony C. 

 
Weee! Uooo! An alarm blasted into Amber’s ears, snapping her mind out of the 

clouds. Amber jumped off the bench she sat on, trying to understand what was happening. 
She looked toward the source of the head-splitting sound, the Future Tech Industries 
building. Suddenly, a tall woman with a lab coat came charging out. Frozen in confusion, 
Amber waited for her to approach so she could ask her what was going on. 
 She opened her mouth to request answers, but before she could utter a word, she was 
interrupted by the frantic woman. 

“There’s no time for questions! Follow me!” she said. 
Amber picked up her feet into a light jog. With the lab-coated woman far in front of 

her, she turned her light jog into a sprint. 
 The woman turned her head around and shouted, “We need to get far away from 
here fast! We should use that spaceship over there!” 

They both sped up. With the icy-cool, winter wind blowing in Amber’s face, her hair 
fluttered behind her like a cape. As they approached the ship, they saw that the doors were 
left open. They hurried through the open doors and moved through the pipe lined halls. 
They arrived in the cockpit of the ship and the woman pressed buttons and flipped 
switches. 
 “It has been a long time since I flew a ship, but this should do the trick,” the woman 
said as she pressed a yellow button. Some calm, classical music played from the speakers on 
the walls. 
 “Oops! Wrong button. I meant to click this one!” the woman said as she clicked the 
purple button. The engine roared as it came to life. The mystery woman messed with a few 
controls, and the ship slowly raised off the ground, angling itself toward the stars. The 
Future Tech Industries building exploded, releasing a sound wave in all directions. Amber 
and the tall woman looked through a window directly at what was the magnificent, blue 
domed building. Quickly, the woman swung her hand to the throttle and pushed it up to the 
highest setting. The two stumbled back a few steps in response to the quick acceleration of 
the ship. 
 The women looked out the window again this time to see a wave of energy building 
outward from the remains of the building.“Come on! Come on! We are almost out of 
range!” The woman jumped back to the controls trying to find a way to escape by pressing 
almost every button she could. She was only able to click a few buttons before the wave hit, 
knocking everyone out. 
 
 

*** 
 

 
 “Hey! Who’s playing my— I mean my friend’s music?” said an unkempt man holding 
a bottle of beer. Amber slowly opened her eyes in response to the loud voice. 
 “Is that you, labcoat woman?” said Amber.  
 “Who are you and what are you doing on my ship?”  
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 The lab coat woman stumbled up from the floor. “We’re sorry for coming on your 
ship. There was an emergency and we didn’t know anyone was on it. If you could just let me 
explain—” 
 “I don’t care why you’re on my ship, I just want you out!” the man interrupted. 
 “Well, that might be a problem,” Amber said as she pointed her finger towards the 
outside of the ship. What used to be a dark, empty abyss filled with yellow stars, was now 
light purple and covered in green stars.  
 “Uhhh! I’ll drop you off at the nearest planet,” said the man. 
 “But, we aren’t even close to the planet we left and who knows where we are,” said 
the woman. 
 “The planet I end up throwing you two on will probably know how to get you where 
you want to go.” 
 “We need to get back to Usdum as soon as possible! It is urgent and we could help!” 
 “What could be so urgent that I have to take you to a silly—” 
 “Can you please explain what’s going on Mrs?” Amber interrupted. 
 “Call me Carlie and I’m— was a scientist at Future Tech. What is your name?”  
 “Wait, what do you mean ‘was’?” said the man. 
 “Future Tech Industries blew up because the Time Manipulator must've not been 
able to contain all the energy and released it. I thought I fixed it when I made a new one 
after examining the prototype,” Carlie said. 
 “It’s not like it’s yer fault that the prototype was changed with the real thing,” the 
man mumbled under his breath. 
 Carlie stood up and walked face to face with the man. “Did you say what I think you 
said? Did you switch the prototype with the real thing? Did you cause the deaths of all 
those—” 
 “I’m sorry! I switched those machines cause I need money! I’m sorry that I got fired 
from my job and my only option was stealing for money! I’m sorry that I... need... money... 
to feed... my—” the man stopped talking as he passed out on the floor with his bottle.  
 Amber picked up the bottle of booze. “Well, that explains a lot.” 
 “Now that he’s out, it’s time to figure out where we are and get back home. Wait a 
minute. What is your name kid?” exclaimed Carlie. 
 “Oh, it’s Amber.” 
 “Well then, Amber, time to get to work.” Carlie darted over to the nearest control 
panel and franticly tapped the screen. Within seconds of tapping, a box popped up with a 
list of coordinates. 
 “But, this can’t be. We’re only a few meters away from Usdum! Unless, well it’s only 
hypothetical—” 
 “What do you mean?” Amber interrupted. 
 “Well, we could be in another dimension. I know it sounds crazy, but hear me out. 
The Time Manipulator creates wormholes in spacetime and moves objects through them. 
The shock wave of energy from the explosion must have somehow powered our thrusters 
and since the ship was on full power, it moved far enough to cross dimensions!” 
 “Wow! That’s crazy, but really cool!” 
 “Well, keep in mind that this is all hypothetical and the chance of this being true is 
untested and miniscule. Even then it still doesn’t make sense how we could have traveled 
across the—” 
 Boom! Crash! The entire ship shook and the lights flashed red. 
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 “Whoa!” Amber and Carlie shouted. 
 “What’s going on with the ship?” asked Amber. 
 Carlie stumbled over to a control panel and typed in a few commands.  
 “It looks like we are being attacked by space pirates!” 
 “What can we do?” 
 “Our ship has extensive damage and our defenses have been destroyed by the blast 
and the pirates, so we need to find a place to land and maybe get started on repairs.” Carlie 
entered a command to the control panel until the screen zoomed in onto a planet. “Ahh Ha! 
There is a planet within jump range. If we hurry we may be able to jump there before the 
space pirates lock onto our ship!” 
 “Let's do it!” shouted Amber.  

Carlie once again typed in a command and the ship charged up it’s engine. After a 
few seconds, the ship jumped off towards the planet. 
 
 

*** 
 
 

 The spaceship hurled down from the sky, barely intact. Amber stumbled out, with 
Carlie close behind her. 
 “That was crazy,” said Amber as she tried to regain her balance. 
 “We’re lucky to be alive after all that madness!” 
 “What’s going on!? Ahh! What happened to my ship? Why are we— what is going 
on?” said a raspy voice. 
 “Oh! It’s you. Yeah, you missed a lot.” 
 “I don’t really care what is going on. I just want to go take care of some business!” 
 “The thing is we really don’t have time to talk or argue because we are in a situation 
here. We need to repair the ship and find some sort of energy source to power the ship. I 
will start on some necessary repairs while you two go try to find an energy source. Sir, if you 
want I can talk to you later about paying for the damages on your ship and tell you what you 
missed, but right now we need to get out of here. Ok! Let’s go!” 
 “Wooo! Slow down! I am fine with everything you said, especially the part about 
paying me, but you want me to go with the kid?”  
 “Hey! That’s kind of rude!” said Amber. 
 “Can you not complain and just go find a power source please,” said Carlie as she 
worked on the repairs.  
 The unkempt man and Amber walked off in search of a power source. It didn’t take 
them long because after a 10 minute walk the found what they were looking for. 
 “Hey, I think I found something,” whispered the man. The two dove behind a bush 
and peaked their heads out. 
 “Over there, in the center, you see that purple glowing rock?” the man said. 
 “Ya, what is it?” Amber responded. 
 “It’s our lucky day because that’s a engdermore ore. It can be used to power our ship. 
All we need is a small piece and we can get off this miserable planet. Now go get it.” The 
man lightly shoved Amber out of the bush and into the open. 
 “Umm ok.’ Amber got onto her feet and snuck over to the center of the village. In the 
center there was a tree with its top chopped off and a gigantic piece of engdermore ore 



47 

ontop of it. Surrounding the tree were thousands of smaller pieces of the ore in all sorts of 
sizes. Amber picked up 2 pieces, both the size of baseballs and held them high in the air. 
 “Is this enough?” Amber shouted. Amber’s voice traveled through the tiny village and 
into all the homes. The villagers came to look and were surprised and angry when they saw 
Amber holding the endgdermore ore. 
 “Shagda uwnda wa!” shouted one of the villagers. 
 “Yaqwera shagda!” yelled another. 
 “RUN!” The man shouted. The two of them sprinted as fast as they could toward the 
ship. The villagers charged after Amber with pointy sticks and rocks. After a few minutes of 
running, they were in visual range of the ship. 
 “Carlie, we got a power source, but the villagers aren’t very happy with us!” Amber 
shouted. Carlie heard Amber and ran to the entrance of the ship. 
 “Quickly get in! I’ll close the door!” Carlie yelled. They jumped into the ship just 
before the villagers arrived. The furious villagers hit the ship and shouted in angry tones. 
 “The ship is still badly damaged and won’t hold long; we need a plan— I have a plan. 
It won’t make sense now and you may not like it, but it’s a risk we must take. And where’d 
you put the Time Manipulator?” said Carlie. 
 “How did you know I had it? Oh. It’s in the engine room,” responded the man. 
 “Amber, I want you to take an ore with you and give the other to me. It should be 
enough to take you home. Go plug in the Time Manipulator to the engine and feed the ore 
to the engine as a power source. Please don’t ask questions and hurry because we’re 
running out of time.” said Carlie. Amber did what she was told. Once Amber was out of 
sight, Carlie went over to the ship’s exit and placed her hand near the button that opened 
the door. 
 “Once Amber is finished, take off towards Usdum. The coordinates should be already 
set. Make sure to go to those coordinates specifically!” Carlie said. “And make sure you 
leave even if I am not back yet. Ok?” 
 “I hear ya.” said the drunk man. Carlie opens the door and jumps out. The villagers 
stopped hitting the ship and looked at Carlie. Carlie closed the door on the ship and held up 
the engdermore as she ran away from the ship. All of the villagers saw what she had and 
charged after her. 
 
 

*** 
 
 

 “Ok, I’m done,” said Amber. 
 “Took you long enough. Let's go,” said the man holding a beer in his hand. 
 “Wait, what do you mean by let’s go?” 
 “Just doing what I am told kid.” The man walked over to the control panel and 
entered in some commands. The screen zoomed in on a planet and he entered in another 
command. The ship charged up its engine and the same loud noise came from the ship. 
 “Whoops!” the man said as he dropped his beer onto a bright blue button. The sound 
changed into a deeper sound afterwards.  
 “Hopefully that didn’t do anything,” he said. 
 “Wait, where's Carlie! Are we leaving her?” said Amber. 
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 “By her own request kid. By her own request.” The ship then jumped toward its 
destination. 
 
 

*** 
 
 

 “Did we make it?” Amber said in a quiet voice. The man stood up and looked out the 
window. 
 “Looks like it, kid,” he said. 
 “But Carlie didn’t.” 
 “It’s ok kid. She chose to stay, so we could escape. And her hypothesis was right!” 
 “Ya ok. Wait! There's something I need to do. Meet me at the airlock! Where’s the 
airlock?” 
 “Over there.” the man says as he points to the right. Amber ran off to the engine 
room and grabbed the Time Manipulator and some C4 and then she ran to the airlock. 
 “Whatcha doin’ kid?” 
 “This device shouldn’t exist! Carlie would have wanted it destroyed.” Amber placed 
the Time Manipulator and the C4 in the airlock and set in a time of thirty seconds.  
 “Thirty seconds should do the trick!” Amber closed the door and spaced the Time 
Manipulator. 
 “And I think we should go try and help the survivors.” Amber turned and looked at 
the man with a smile on her face. 
 “By the way, the name’s Richard, and I like that idea,” said the man. 
 “Thanks, Richard. You’re not half-bad, you know.” 
 “Thanks, kid. I think you're pretty cool, too.” Just then, the C4 blew up in the void of 
space, the explosion illuminated by the bright yellow stars. 
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Switched 
Dinah D. 

 
 Everybody knows how they were born. It’s simple: into the world, seeing mother’s 
eyes, happiness. Nothing could be better. That’s what I wish had happened to me, but this 
story is a little bit different. It all started with a belt and some nasty words from a person I 
could only call my father. 
 “Why can’t you do anything right? You’re useless. I wish your mother never gave 
birth to you! You’re lucky you’re still here!” my father roared while snapping the belt 
against my skin. How could a brown leather belt hurt so much? 
 For hours my father would attack me. He barely let me escape his grasp on most 
occasions. Either he became tired, or he realized he needed me to do his bidding. After he 
threw his belt on the table, he stormed out. An alarm clock rang in the other room telling 
me to leave for school, so I gripped the wall as I limped to the kitchen. 
 “Honey, are you ok?” my mother asked kindly, trying to comfort me while I cleaned 
myself up. Anna snuck makeup to me a few months ago to cover all the bruises and scars. 
My abuse had to be kept a secret, but I could trust Anna. Only my mom met Anna. My 
father forbid me to have any friends to distract me from him. 
 “I’m fine, Mom. I’m going to be late for school,” I whined, tears streaming down my 
face.  

When I walked outside, I wasn’t sure if tears hit my legs, or if it was water splashing 
upwards from the puddle on the ground. It rained the night before as it usually does this 
time of year. Fall in Hidden Springs State Forest looks gorgeous. I walk there all the time 
for photoshoots with the shiny new Minolta Maxxum 7000 camera my best friend Anna 
gifted me. I always hid the camera in a certain tree in the forest because my father would 
destroy any sign of happiness in my life. This time, I walked to the library instead of the 
park to read the new genealogy books. 

 

✻✻✻ 

 
 In the library, I never found any information about my parents or my grandparents. I 
wondered if they were extreme criminals or something but my mother would’ve told me. No 
matter, I still went to the library every week to see if I could find anything. As soon as I 
walked into the library, the librarian asked me why I’m not in school. 
 “School’s cancelled today because of the rain,” I lied, “I came to check the town’s 
genealogy books again.” 
 She frowned at me as if she didn’t believe my incredibly well-told lie. I ignored the 
look on her face and headed straight to the genealogy section of the library. This time, I 
found two new books. One called Genealogy in Shelbyville, and the other one, a magazine, 
called The Baby Scandal of Shelbyville. I only picked out the magazine because the title 
looked interesting. I read the first few words of Genealogy in  Shelbyville, but police officers 
interrupted my reading. I learned afterward that the librarian called the cops because I 
skipped class. 
 “Do you know why we’re here, Lillian?” questioned the cops. One of them used my 
full name which was intimidating.  
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 “No. Not really. Did I do something wrong?” At that moment, I forgot I was skipping 
class to be at the library. 
 “Mrs. Libelly contacted us and told the sheriff you were skipping class. Is this true?” 
 “Yes, officer. I’m sorry. Am I in trouble?” I tried to play innocent so they’d go easy on 
me. 
 “No. We need to take you home to your family. Don’t ditch class again, okay?” Oops. 
Skipping class didn’t prove to be worth it since my father found out. I snuck away and used 
his strength to his advantage. 
 

✻✻✻ 

 
 After being skewered by my father for about forty-five minutes, my mother came into 
my room. She comforted me and wiped my tears away.  

“Did you find any good books this time?” She never yelled at me and helped me hide 
information from my father. She knew he’d give up on me after a while. 
 “Yeah! I did. I found a new genealogy book and a magazine. It’s called The Baby 
Scandal of Shelbyville.” 
 “Well, that sounds interesting! Was it any good?” she asked. 
 “I didn’t get a chance to even open it because the police took me away.” 
 “That’s a shame. You’ll have to go back there sometime. I can distract your dad this 
Saturday, so you can go check it out again.” 
 “Really? You’d do that for me? Thanks, Mom! You’re the best.” I nearly knocked her 
over with a bear hug. 
 “Of course, sweetie. Your father can be cruel to you sometimes, but it’s only because 
he wasn’t raised any differently so he doesn’t know any better.”  

My mother would leave the forced arranged marriage, but our beliefs don’t allow 
divorce. Maybe that’s why she’s so kind to me. She wants to balance his cruelty. 
 I knew I couldn’t insult my father right here. He would probably hear me. “Yeah. It’s 
fine though. I’ve gotten used to it.” That statement should be titled, “Understatement of 
1985.” 
 The next day, I thought about how I would read that magazine. I skipped feeding my 
horrid father after school and went right to sleep. 
 

✻✻✻ 

 
 Saturday finally came, and I rushed out of the house before my father woke up. The 
sun was bright, but I didn’t try to hide my eyes. The librarian’s glare scolded me, as if to say, 
“You’d dare come back here?” My feet wouldn’t move fast enough to where I’d found the 
magazine before. I looked everywhere but I couldn’t find it. 
 “Excuse me, Mrs.—” 
 “Libelly,” I guess she knew I couldn’t remember her name. 
 “Mrs. Libelly, do you happen to have a magazine called The Baby Scandal of 
Shelbyville?” 
 “Let me check in the back for you.” 
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 The next few minutes seemed like hours. My nervous fingers tapped in time with the 
ticking clock on the wall. Finally, she came back with the one magazine my day depended 
on. 
 “Oh, my gosh, thank you so much Mrs. Libelly!” I worshiped her as she handed me 
the magazine. 
 I sat down in a beanbag chair as I opened the magazine. This news story dated back 
fifteen years ago…on my birthday. 
 Long story short, two babies had been switched at birth in the hospital. One of the 
girls’ birth certificate read “Antoinette Marie Harrington” and the other said “Lillian 
Constance Shadowood.” That’s my name. Lilli Constance Shadowood. Was I one of the girls 
who got switched? I had to find Antoinette Harrington. 
 This new piece of technology called a “computer” was created and could be used to 
find any information needed. I wasn’t sure how to use one but I tried. I typed “girls named 
Antoinette in Shelbyville” into the search bar and only two girls in the whole city came up. 
One went to Moulton Middle School and the other attended Shelbyville High School. I knew 
the girl had to be born around the same time as me so high school made more sense. The 
Harrington family didn’t have any connections to the world at all. No addresses, no phone 
numbers, nothing. This was incredibly strange. Meeting her at school was the only way.  
 

✻✻✻ 

 
I had to ask Mrs. Cheney, the principal, to pull Antoinette into the office but she 

wouldn’t do that unless she had a reason to. I couldn’t tell her why I begged her to call 
someone to the office but luckily, I caught Mrs. Cheney in an affair with our photography 
teacher, Mr. White, when I went to ask him about my new camera. This could be the best 
form of blackmail that exists. I told her I’d show her husband the images I took if she didn’t 
complete this task. 

“Will Antoinette Harrington please come to the principal’s office. I repeat, 
Antoinette Harrington to the principal’s office. Thank you,” she fearfully screeched 
through the intercom.  

As the next few minutes passed, I ran through what I would say in my head a million 
times, “Hi! You probably don’t know me but we were switched at birth!” No, no, no. This is 
all wrong. What if she hates me? What if she’s totally creepy? What if she already knows?  

An opening door interrupted my thoughts. The sound of my own gasp scared both 
me and the girl who walked out. Her footsteps made my heart pound. My best friend Anna 
walked up to me with a huge smile on her face. It was her? Why didn’t I know her name was 
Antoinette? Did she know about us being switched? I wanted to say something but my 
mouth wouldn’t open. 

Anna spoke first as she smiled, “Hi, Lilli! Is everything alright?” 
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The Room 
Brian F. 

 
 I awoke in a room, laid out flat on the floor. I didn’t know where I was or what was 

happening. I attempted to look around. I squinted and blinked multiple times.The room 
was brightly lit, all-white with tile from the floor all the way up to the ceiling. There was 
nothing in the room except for a a small tv in an upper corner of the room accompanied by 
an intercom integrated into the wall next to it. I had a strange itch around my neck, and as I 
went to scratch, something blocked my hand. I felt it and realized it was a collar around my 
neck that fit very snug. 

I was scared and confused. Suddenly, the intercom squeaked and a voice came 
through. It was deep and very monotone. “Hello, Mr Jones.” 

“Who are you? How do you know me?” 
There was nothing but silence. 
“What am I doing here?! Answer Me?” 
“You have many questions such as, ‘Why am I here, who are you, and where am I?’ 

Some of your questions may be answered, along with many more if you remain cooperative 
and willing to participate.” 

“What do you mean willing to participate? What is this, some sort of game?” 
“Your question will soon be answered.” 
The television in the room turned on and showed  static that eventually turned into a 

clear picture of someone strapped to a chair in a room whom was blindfolded and 
motionless. It looked like he was  in solitary confinement. “What is this?” I exclaimed. 

“This is the one and only Warren Williams. He was recently found guilty of 
murdering his wife and child. All you have to do is make a choice.” 

“What do you mean make a choice?” 
“Life or Death.” 
“You mean… k...kill him?” I didn’t want to kill a person. For quite some time I have 

always been against the death penalty for any crime, how could I go against my morals 
now? 

“Exactly, Mr. Jones. If you choose to kill him, nothing will happen to you. In twenty 
seconds the room will be filled with a poisonous gas that will kill him, and you will simply 
move on to the next test. However, if you choose to save this man's life you will lose your 
ring finger on your hand.  If you truly wish to save such a cruel person, insert your hand 
into the slot located on the wall next to you and your finger will be quickly removed.” 

A slot in the wall to my right opened, revealing the hole that was mentioned. 
“If you do not make a choice in the next twenty seconds, you will be missing more 

than a finger. Your time starts now.  
  I had plenty of thoughts racing through my head. I didn't know which one to go 
along with. Is losing my finger really worth saving this man's life? If I let him die does that 
mean I murdered him? 
 “5...4...3…” 

I couldn't live with the guilt of knowing that I willfully let someone die. I rushed to 
the wall and inserted my hand into the slot. 
 “I hope you have made the correct choice, Mr. Jones.” 
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 “Aaahh!” 
I tried to pull my hand out but it wouldn’t budge. Whatever was cutting into my 

finger was taking an eternity to slice it off. It seemed as if a buzz saw was slowly cutting into 
my finger, moving millimeters at a time. At this point I fell to my knees sobbing, my hand 
still stuck in the hole. 
 “Don’t worry Mr. Jones. Just one more thing.” 
 “W...what do you mean one mo… aahh!” 

Searing pain knocked the wind out of me. The hole finally opened up, and my hand 
was free. I looked and my finger had been cauterized to stop the bleeding from my hand. I 
passed out. 

 
 I awoke some time later, although I don't know how much later, to a plate of food on 
the floor with two pieces of bread, an apple, and some water. I began to eat, feeling as if I 
hadn't in forever. Then the intercom squealed. 
 “What a waste, Mr. Jones.” 
 “What are you talking about?” 
 “You must have not known.” 
 “Known what?” 
 “Warren Williams was going to die from the death penalty tomorrow.” 
 “You lied to me! You told me he was going to live if I sacrificed my own finger.” 
 “I told no such lie! He was alive when you saved him.” 
 “So, I lost my finger for nothing!” 
 “Yes, Mr. Jones. Don’t worry though, you’re not the first to make that mistake.” 

“Stop acting like this is all some kind of joke. I just lost my finger! Wait a second, 
what do you mean I’m not the first to make that mistake.” 

“Oh, I'm sorry I mustn’t have told you. You’re not the only one to do this. No worry 
though.” 
 “You’re absolutely psychotic! Why are you doing this to people?” 
 “Oh, well it’s quite simple Mr. Jones. I enjoy watching people suffer due to past sins 
and unreasonable logic. In this next test, you must pick to fulfill your own needs or the 
needs of another. When I finish speaking, the television will turn on revealing a man in a 
chair. He has not eaten in ten days and has had only a cup of water every day for the past 
three days. This man is a convicted felon for the possession of drugs and numerous assault 
charges. Before all of this, he had struggled to find a well-paying job to support himself 
along with his wife and child. If he dies, his family will likely struggle more than they 
already are. You can choose for him to receive food, and he will eventually be set free in the 
coming days, but it would be at the cost of your own food. For the next week you will no 
longer receive any food except one piece of bread and only a cup of water each day. Make 
sure you think hard about your choice Mr. Jones.” 
 The television turned on and revealed a semi-clear image of the man that the voice 
on the speaker described. I thought of what would happen to his family if he was no longer 
there. I thought of his child growing up fatherless, as many children have. When I made my 
choice I was certain it was the right one. 
 “I choose to save him.” 
 “Okay. He will be well fed and nourished for the next three days where he will then 
be allowed to go see his family and be free. Good luck.” 
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 A slot from inside the wall had opened up revealing the food and water . I knew the 
next week was going to be a struggle, but I thought to myself, I’ll manage. The week felt like 
months. I tried to conserve energy through the week by sleeping. I slept as much as I could 
so my body was not drained. When the week was finally over, the man on the intercom told 
me the news. 

“Congratulations, Mr. Jones. You have survived near starvation and dehydration.” 
I felt like a corpse after those two weeks. A plate of food came through a slot in the 

wall and I was all too happy to eat. I pounced upon the food like an animal until I blacked 
out. I woke up strapped to what felt like a chair. I could not see so I assumed I had a 
blindfold over my eyes. Then the intercom screeched. 
 “Mr. Jones, it is time. Everyone you have chosen to save has been here for a reason, 
such as the family man who sold drugs and the serial killer Warren Williams. Now it is time 
you learn why you are here. Three years ago to this day you witnessed an armed robbery. 
You were in the back of a convenience store unseen by the robbers, but you chose to do 
nothing. You could have called the cops, tried to attack the robber, but instead you sat there 
and watched as the robber gunned down several innocent people. Now it is time for 
someone to decide your fate.” 

I knew exactly what he was talking about. I could not deny what had happened. For 
so long I had tried to forget about that night and my shame, and it’d worked until now.  

“It is time for the father of a child who died that night to choose your fate. You have 
let people live who have caused harm to others. For your sake, hopefully this father will do 
the same.” 
  Moments later, I heard a hissing sound fill the room. I thought it was the end and 
that I would pay for that night with my own life. I blacked out. I awoke sometime later to 
the shrill sound of beeping monitors. As my vision cleared, I realized I was in a hospital. 
Beside me, on the nightstand, was a card. I opened it and read the message. It said, “Seems 
to be that your recent decisions have changed opinions.” I smiled knowing that when I 
considered the lives of the families and saved those two men, I had made the right choice.  
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Poetry Anthology 
Kaitlyn H. 

 

The Unicorn 
 
The Unicorn, mighty and magical. 

The Unicorn, beautiful, and wise. 

The Unicorn, disturbing and bitter. 

 

I saw a Unicorn once, it looked 

Just how they said it would, but then I got 

closer. 

Its eyes were deep and bloodshot 

Its hair was thin and looked fabricated 

Its teeth were decayed and defective 

Its body looked as if it hadn’t eaten in 

days 

Its coat was stained 

Its horn, dripped, dripped, dripped 

The Unicorn stared at me 

It just kept staring, until it slowly spoke  

“No person should ever wake up.”  

But, I woke up. 

A dream 

A dream? 

Yes, a dream 

I sat up slowly, and a little toy rolled into 

my lap 

Uni, my stuffed unicorn 

I stared at her  

Her eyes looked straight at me 

I could feel that same bloodshot stare 

 

I didn’t like Uni. 

I never have.

 

 

 

Sirens 

 

Their songs allure the watchful eye of man 

With gorgeous faces and beautiful bodies,  

the creatures draw them closer 

Each moment the ships draws near 

Death pulls them in 

The sirens will be happier when you are gone 

So, they continue to sing their fatal song 
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Click 
Colton H. 

 

Tim’s index finger slid from key to key. It was starting to get sore from typing for the 

numerous hours at his workspace in the office. The other fingers were also hard at work. He 

typed and typed, with each stroke of the key weakening his delicate phalanges. After many 

intense minutes of fingers rubbing on the keyboard, his email was finally complete. He 

switched to the trackpad, and slid his finger so it was hovering over the send button. He 

hesitated, wondering if this was a good idea. The email was a complaint. For about two 

paragraphs, Tim complained about numerous subjects. He complained about the 

workplace. He complained about the social interaction. He even complained about the 

person he was sending the email to- his large, intimidating boss. 

 After many seconds of mindful contemplation, his finger hit the left click. The email 

was sent. It was now a matter of time until his boss opened it and fired him for all of the 

harsh things he’d said. Tim went back to work as usual. His fingers slid back onto the cold, 

plastic keys on his workstation laptop. The keyboard was cheap. The plastic keys had an 

unwelcoming aura to them. He began typing again. Clicking away at nothing. He knew this 

was pointless, he would soon be fired and all of his labour intensive work for the paper 

company would be thrown away.  

 Tim decided to print out a picture. His fingers led him to Google images. Thoughts 

raced through his mind. What would he print? He could truly find anything online. After 

long consideration, he decided to print out a picture of a Shiba Inu wearing oakley shades. 

His mouse hovered over the print button. This time, however, he did not hesitate. He hit 

the print button. The inkjet across the room whirred up. The paper slid out from the bristles 

of the printer, revealing a bright yellow dog wearing some cool sunglasses. 

 Tim struggled to get up from his seat. His hands grasped the handles of the chair, 

putting pressure on his palms. He lifted himself from the chair, now fully standing up. He 

started walking toward the printer. However, an issue arose. Tim’s boss, Jake, also got up 

from his seat and started walking toward the printer area, too. Tim started to panic. His 

boss was about to discover something that would show Tim had been off-task.  

Tim started walking quicker to the printer, and he arrived half a second earlier than 

Jake did. Tim grabbed the paper from the printer, face down. Jake grunted suspiciously and 

slowly walked back to his end of the office. That was a close call. Tim traveled back to his 

desk on the opposite side of the room. Although his encounter with his boss was passive, 

Tim was positive his next encounter would not be as sincere. He went back to typing on his 

computer. This time, he did nothing interesting, only type. He typed and typed, nothing 

meaningful, almost like filler for something he was required to do. He kept on filling and 

filling and filling, and waiting for his imminent doom clearly awaited him. 

 After about fifteen long and intense minutes of filling in text and waiting, the 

doorknob on Jake’s door started to jiggle. The door swung open. The boss signalled for Tim 
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to come in. He got up from his chair. His feet felt shaky. He stumbled over to the door, now 

realizing how big of a mistake he had made. Jake welcomed him into the office workspace, 

not a single word slipped from his mouth. Tim sat down on the black shiny chair directly in 

front of the desk. He felt the cold leather brush up against his skin as he slowly sat down on 

the chair. Tim could hear the air conditioning whirring above him. A slight breeze floated 

through the room. He could tell that this was the end for him. The boss lumbered over to 

his desk chair.  

He slowly took a seat, making full eye contact with Tim. Thoughts raced through his 

head. Tim thought about what he was going to do after all of this. He knew that he shouldn't 

have sent the email, even if it did express how he truly felt. The boss opened his computer 

and entered his password. He opened his web browser, google chrome, and clicked on the 

mail button. Jake turned around the laptop to reveal the email that Tim had sent. It was 

everything he had written. There was an intense silence throughout the room. No one said a 

word. 

Time seemed to slow down to a complete stop. The clock on the wall stopped. The 

whirring of the air conditioning seemed to fade into silence. Jake calmly pointed towards 

the door, and Tim knew exactly what he meant. He trudged out of the office, and back to his 

computer. This was truly the end. He sat back at his desk across the room, sitting back in 

the gloomy chair. Everything was pointless. Literally nothing mattered anymore. The keys 

sat on Tim's desk, unpressed, and untouched. Tim thought about his family. He thought 

about his belongings. He thought about his life. 

He looked over at the calendar. He sat in contemplation while looking around the 

office at his fellow coworkers. For some reason, things seemed to be much quieter that he 

remembered them to be. The printer silent. The daily conversations between his colleagues 

seemed to fade away. His keyboard. The beautiful ching of his keyboard was mute.  

Suddenly, life sprung anew into the room. Jake came out of his office. There was a 

huge smile sprawled across his face. He slowly walked toward Tim’s desk. Tim had literally 

no idea what was going on. Jake handed him a piece of paper folded in half. Slowly, Tim 

unfolded the paper in his hands. His eyes skimmed the single line of text.  

“Congratulations, you’ve been promoted.” 
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The Dropped Fly 

Ball 

Cameron K. 
 

It was the bottom of the ninth inning 

My team had been barely winning 

We had to get one more out 

It was my turn to be Mike Trout 

The batter had hit a fly ball 

Being the center fielder, it was my call 

 

The ball flew right to me 

It was easy to see 

I thought that I had caught it 

But it slid out of my mitt 

The losing run scored 

Next year, I will live in cardboard 

 

I had blown it all 

In the middle of fall 

There would be no championship 

Due to my one little blip 

Fans were going to throw a fit 

All thanks to my slippery mitt 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fishing 

Cameron K. 
 

I would love to go fish 

In a beautiful, blue lake 

Sometimes I just wish 

For fish instead of steak 

 

We have to drive up north 

Then hike down a steep slope 

And for what it's worth 

I want some cantaloupe  

 

We fished all day 

I had to take a break 

I tried to keep a fish at bay 

But it flopped back into the lake 

 

The end of the day is near 

My muscles draw tight 

I know that there is nothing to fear 

When I am fishing at night 
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Silence 
Emma Rivera 

 

Robinson Auditorium 

March 16, 2017 

 

 A woman with brown hair in a waterfall braid walks on the stage. The woman smiles 

as she looks at the audience of about 2,500 people and says, “The next person has had a 

very tough life. Her story inspires us all, because despite everything she went through, she 

is now thriving. Ladies and gentlemen, I am pleased to introduce the wonderful Mia Reed!” 

The crowd cheers.    

She walks off the stage and I straighten my fitted lavender skirt. I look up and the 

woman smiles at me. After taking a deep breath, I walk on stage. The lights are blinding, 

and my eyes try to adjust. I stop in the center of the dark gray floor. 

“Thank you so much,” I say. “You are here today to listen to a story with a happy 

ending. I’ll give you one, but it’s not all elation and sunshine to get there. Here is the story 

of my life as a fifteen-year-old girl named Mia Reed.” 

~~~~~ 

 

Fifteen years ago 

 

I had been studying for three straight hours at the dining room table, listening to 

music through headphones, when I heard a deafening bang that came from the kitchen. I 

pulled my headphones off and called to my mother. “Mom! What happened?” I walked into 

the kitchen, and what I saw took all of the breath out of my lungs. My mom was lying on the 

ground with blood spilling from her chest. I screamed.  

After taking a second to calm myself, I looked around and saw a broken window. I 

rushed over to her and kneeled at her side. Shock acted as a dam for my tears. Her emerald 

eyes were expressionless, and her raven hair lay dully around her head. I fell backward and 

reached for my phone in my pocket, then punched in 911.  

 “911, what’s your emergency?” the operator asked.  

“I, I, need h-help,” I stuttered.  

I dropped my phone on the tile and it cracked, but continued to work. “What’s your 

address?”  

 I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. My voice would not work for 

me again. Confused, I lumbered out of my house, leaving my phone on the linoleum floor. 

Where to go?  I had no other family nearby, so no options except for a friend’s house. I 

stumbled to my best friend Jenna’s house, which was only two blocks away. 
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About ten minutes later, the large house loomed before me. I can’t go in. I would 

have to tell Jenna what happened, but how could I? I stood frozen in front of her house. 

Eventually, Jenna came out.  

“Oh, hi Mia! I was just going to get the mail and—” Jenna paused, concern written all 

over her face. “Mia, are you okay?” I couldn’t reply. Jenna put her hand on my back to lead 

me inside. “Come on in, Mia. I’ll ask my mom if you can stay over.” 

She took me to her room, and we sat on her bed, silent. I hope Jenna understands. I 

just can’t explain what happened, not now.   

~~~~~ 

The next day, Saturday, was a blur. It was only about eight o’clock when there was a 

loud rap on the door. I walked downstairs and stopped abruptly when I saw Jenna’s mom 

talking to my father and three policemen.  

“Where’s my daughter?” he asked, looking frantic to find me.  

“Mia, come down here!” her mom shouted. I walked forward and tapped her 

shoulder to show that I was already there.  

“Oh, Mia! I was scared to death about you!” My dad wrapped me in a big hug. 

“Honey, we had no idea where you were. The police told me that you weren’t at your mom’s 

house and they… we thought the worst had happened. I was at my… well, our house when… 

when the police called, saying that your mom, she, she’d been murdered. They contacted 

me immediately.” He struggled to talk, stuttering through his words.  

“Miss,” a surly-looking officer began, “you are going to live with your dad 

permanently. We’re conducting a thorough investigation to find out how your mom was 

killed. However, preliminary findings show it may have been a missed shot from a 

neighbor.” 

 “We’re incredibly sorry for your loss. We will inform the school of what has 

happened. You are going to have to go back soon, but not immediately, unless you want to,” 

another police officer added. I sighed in relief, because school sounded like the most 

dreadful thing to deal with then.  

 My next couple of days were a whirlwind of activity and grief. After I listened to the 

officers talk, I hugged Jenna goodbye and went to my dad’s house. He tried to get me to 

pack my things at my mom’s house, but I refused, and after a little convincing, he accepted 

that I would not go back there. Instead, he packed everything that I might need while I 

stayed at his house. While I was staying home all day at my dad’s house, I mostly sat and 

thought or read to pass time.  

 About a week later, the school psychologist came to our house to try to get me to 

come back to school. “Hello, Mr. Reed and Miss Reed, I was sent here by the principal. I 

heard about your dilemma, and I ask that Mia comes back to school soon. I will bring you in 

for a few sessions and we can talk about whatever you need to sort out,” the school 

psychologist said in her bland, monotonic voice. Her dull, hazel eyes glazed over as she 

talked. She must have been the most disinterested person I have ever met. I don’t want this 

to be the person to “give me help.” It doesn’t even sound like she cares. 
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 “My daughter does not need mental help, thank you very much!” my dad exclaimed, 

and then closed the door before she had a chance to contradict him. “That was the most 

boring person I have ever met!” he joked. 

 I sat down to read, and after about twenty minutes he broke the 8. “She’s right, you 

know, you have to go back to school soon.” 

 I nodded and decided that I would go to school the next day.  

 When I woke up, I seriously regretted my previous decision. I have to stick to it or 

else I’ll never go back. When my dad saw me walking down the stairs with my backpack on, 

a wide smile spread across his face. 

 “You’re doing the right thing, Mia.” 

 I certainly hope so. 

~~~~~ 

 After I hopped out of my dad’s car, I reluctantly walked up to the threatening 

Allendale High School. Students flooded into the front doors, except for one girl who had 

her back to me. I walked up to her and tapped her shoulder. 

 She turned to face me and then beamed. “Oh, Mia, you’re here! I was wondering 

when you would come back!” Jenna wrapped me in a tight squeeze. “Are you ready?”  

 I shrugged in response. We heard angry shouts, and then a crowd rushed toward 

them. A fight. Jenna and I walked into the building, and we took our sweet time to get to 

our first period. 

 “Hey, Mia?” Jenna asked during lunch. 

 I looked up at her in response. 

 “I heard some of what was going on at my house when the police came over, but my 

mom won't explain to me exactly what happened. Could you please explain?” 

  I took a notebook and pencil out of my backpack and wrote on a page, “My mom was 

murdered.” I showed her the note and when she read it, her eyes widened with shock. 

 “Jenna, why are you so shocked?” Evie asked. She forcefully took the note from 

Jenna’s hand and read it. “Oh, Mia, I’m so sorry! This sounds terrible! This is your 

handwriting, isn’t it?” Evie put her “innocent” face on, and pretended to sound concerned.  

 “Let’s go, Mia, people like Evie don’t have a soul and are just jealous that some 

people actually do.” Jenna grabbed my arm and we moved to a different table, leaving Evie 

with the note. 

 The next day was another terrible day. It seemed like everyone knew what had 

happened to my mom. Everyone’s eyes were on me, and I couldn’t shake them off. Evie had 

apparently spread the news, and I hated her for it. I had never hated anyone in my life, and 

it was a terrible feeling.  

~~~~~ 

 As time went by, the thought of my mom being dead was the only thing I could think 

about. My dad constantly tried to be the best mother and father that he could be, even 

though being a single parent was not easy. He was patient, kind, generous, and very 

forgiving of me. I noticed that my dad had more wrinkles and gray hair, and he seemed to 
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become more confused. My dad misplaced things daily, and it was up to me to help him 

keep track of everything.  

 School was still terrible, but soon people are talking about things other than me. One 

doomed day, school seemed like the best place to be.  

It had been an acceptable day, which seemed to be the best Allendale could provide 

for me. I should have stayed there, but as soon as the bell rang I zipped out the door. When 

I got home, my dad was not there, and he hadn’t left a note. Thankfully, my dad and I were 

able to track each other on our phones. I whipped mine out and found that he was a couple 

blocks away. He must have been taking a walk. I waited for about ten minutes for him to 

come back from his walk, during which time I started my homework. Where is he? He 

should be back by now. I tracked him on my phone, and he was even farther away. Where is 

he going? My dad seemed to be wandering aimlessly along the canal.  

I left my homework and got my bike out of the garage. After riding for ten minutes, I 

finally caught up with my dad.  

“Hi dad,” I said. “What are you doing?” 

“Oh, I just needed some fresh air,” he responded. 

“Dad… wait, what happened to your hand? There is a huge gash on it.” 

“I don’t exactly remember.” 

Oh no, this can’t mean anything good. 

“Well, what do you remember doing today?” I continued, becoming more worried. 

“I was just home today, Jenna.” 

“Dad, I’m not Jenna. I’m Mia. Jenna is my best friend.” I stared at my dad for a 

minute or so, and then took my phone out of my pocket. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. 

“I’m calling an ambulance.” 

Twenty minutes later I was at a hospital, talking to a nurse.  

“Mia, I can assure you that nothing is physically wrong with your father.” 

“That’s a huge relief,” I said, a weight lifting off my chest.  

“Well, not quite.”  

“I don’t understand,” I said, thoughts rushing through my head.  

“Your dad has early onset Alzheimer’s.” 

 The world seemed to melt away. Nothing mattered, no one mattered. No one but my 

dad.  

 “What’s going to happen to him?” I questioned. 

 “Since you have no family except for an aunt—” 

 “Wait!” I practically shouted. “I have an aunt?” 

 “We went through your files, Mia, and found that your only other living family is an 

aunt. She’s your mom’s sister.” 

 “I didn’t know I had an aunt.” 
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 “We contacted Millie, your aunt, and she would prefer that your dad goes into an 

assisted living home. She will claim custody over you, and you two will be able to visit your 

dad often.” 

 “Alright, I understand.” 

 “Wait here for about twenty to thirty minutes, and then Paris will be here to assist 

you,” the nurse said. 

 “Who’s Paris?” I asked, but the nurse had already left. 

 After five minutes, a blonde woman with vivid, blue eyes walked up to me. She 

seemed delicately built, but she looked like she could pull her own weight.  

“Well, hello, you must be Mia. I’m Paris, pleased to meet you,” she held out her hand 

and I shook it, however, I exchanged no pleasantries with her. “Quiet, are we?” she smiled 

at me, waiting for a response.  

She continued, “Okay, I’ll get right to the point. I’m from the foster care system, and 

I’m going to take you to meet your aunt now. Get ready for a long drive, because your aunt 

lives far away from here.”  

After spending forty minutes in the car, we approached a large house on an acre of 

land. It looked rustic from the outside, and had a porch swing in the front.  

 Paris knocked on the door and we heard, “It’s open!”  

When we walked in, I was immediately in awe of my aunt’s amazing house. From the 

foyer, we saw a little living room, a dining room, and a grand staircase made of wood. All of 

the furniture was so beautiful and looked like it was extremely expensive. A woman with 

straight, red hair and light tan skin hopped down the stairs two at a time and landed in 

front of us.  

 “Hi, I’m Millie,” my aunt said. She did not hold out her hand to shake mine. Instead, 

she waved at me.  

“Hi,” I responded as I waved back to her.  

“I’m so excited to meet you! I didn’t know I had a niece until about an hour or two 

ago. My sister, aka your mom, and I did not get along well. We weren’t in communication 

for a while and we didn’t tell each other about our lives. I guess your mom didn’t really want 

to tell you about me and vise versa.” Why wouldn’t Mom or Dad tell me about her? 

“I heard about everything that happened. You’re not alone, Mia, and I miss your 

parents terribly.” I overflowed with joy when I heard that I was not alone, because I don’t 

think I realized it before. That was when I knew I had a chance for a great life again. 

~~~~~ 

 Aunt Millie and I live well together. She’s bubbly and yet incredibly patient. She 

understands that I don’t talk much, and doesn’t try to get me to. I notice that I only seemed 

to talk for certain things. To help my dad was one of them. We visit him every weekend, and 

it pains me to see his mind deteriorating. At least the assisted living home he was staying in 

was nice. School was good again for me, but Jenna was still my only friend.  

 One day of school changed my life for the better. 
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 I was walking down the halls of Allendale High School, reviewing for a chemistry 

quiz in my head. I noticed a freshman girl with dark hair getting something from her locker. 

Another girl, probably a junior, with red hair and dark blue eyes went up to her.  

 “Hey, Eliana, what’s up?” the junior asked the freshman. 

 “Not much, Vivien,” Eliana responded. 

 “I’m so sorry, I heard about your father dying. That’s too bad,” Vivien remarked with 

fake consideration.  

 Tears welled in Eliana’s eyes. She didn’t respond and turned to walk away. 

 “Oh, Eliana, don’t go,” Vivien said and grabbed her arm. “Do you want to talk this 

out?” 

 “Frankly, I don’t think she does.” I stepped in to rescue the poor girl. “I’m guessing 

you’re just bothering Eliana about her life because you’re jealous that she has one and you 

don’t.” 

 Vivien glared at me, “What did you just say?”’ 

 ~~~~~ 

 

Robinson Auditorium 

March 16, 2017 

 

 “After that, I talked for anything, and not only to help my dad. I realized that I 

shouldn’t have always been quiet. From that day on, I was much more outgoing and made a 

lot of new friends. I enjoyed being chatty instead of a shy girl who almost never talked,” I 

say to the audience at Robinson Auditorium. “I was just a girl, and I thought I knew how my 

life was going to end up, but really, I had no clue. If it were not for everything I went 

through, I would not be here today. I’m definitely not happy that my beloved mother, Jackie 

Reed, and amazing father, Liam Reed, died, but the hardships got me to where I am today. I 

love my Aunt Millie, and I am forever grateful to her. So through the thick and thin of my 

life, I am thankful for every second that I am breathing.” The audience applauds. I smile 

and walk off the stage, hoping that my story inspired at least one person in the crowd to not 

be silent.  
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The Spadalopista 
Cade B. 

 

 

It was August 13th, 2019, at 10:43 PM. The Spadalopista walked out of Dr. Rashman’s 

laboratory and turned left onto Rambutan Drive. From his room, Duncan saw it, and cowered 

under his covers, trying to forget what he saw. Robby and Louise were both fast asleep in their 

separate houses. 

 

Duncan and his two best friends, Robby and Louise, walked out of their respective 

houses to stand at their bus stop. It was a rainy day, the streets were flooding, and some of 

the old paint was washing off the light brown houses.   

“Did you guys see it?” asked Duncan, pulling his hood on his raincoat over his head.  

“See what?” responded Robby and Louise at the same time.  

“The alien-looking thing!” exclaimed Duncan. They all shivered.  

“Well, I think it—” Duncan didn’t finish his sentence, because behind him, he heard a 

shriek. They all turned around just in time to see a girl run into an alleyway.   

Duncan and Robby began to run, but Louise grabbed them both. “Shouldn’t you wait 

to see if something else happens?”  

“But the girl might be in trouble!” Robby exclaimed.  

“Well, running and yelling will bring whatever she saw right to her,” said Louise, 

“and chances are, we aren’t gonna be able to fight it.”  

“Maybe we should all take sick days and go back to my house,” suggested Duncan. As 

they walked towards his house, Duncan’s dad came walking down the street, shaking 

slightly.  

“Hi, Dad,” said Duncan.  

“He-llo, Dun-can,” Duncan’s father responded in a robotic voice.  

“We all don’t feel very well, so we are going back to our house to relax.” 

“O-K,” Duncan’s dad said.  

“Also,” Duncan asked quickly, “why are you talking like a robot?”  

“I-am-talk-ing-like-an-a-li-en.”  

Duncan’s dad turned and walked briskly into the alley the girl was in, without any 

explanation.  

“I think we should follow him,” said Robby. 

“Well…” Duncan cut off Louise and said, “I agree, this might be the only chance to 

see what’s wrong with my dad!”  

The three friends turned and ran into the alleyway, just in time to see Duncan’s dad 

touch the girl on the shoulder. He crumbled to the ground, and the girl started to tremble 

slightly, and walked straight toward Louise. She jumped behind Robby’s back.  
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“Wha-what are you?” said Robby. Duncan noticed his friend’s knees shaking, and he 

watched as Robby backed away. He, himself, didn’t feel capable of moving. 

“I-am-the-Spa-da-lo-pi-sta,” the girl said in the same voice as Duncan’s dad.  

“Run!” yelled Louise. Duncan turned around to run but then stopped.  

“You guys go. I’ll distract it. Don’t worry.” 

Louise and Robby both gave him a nervous smile, then turned and ran away. Duncan 

turned back around to face the little girl. She seemed to be no more than ten years old, with 

brown eyes and short, curly brown hair. She approached Duncan menacingly. Out of the 

corner of his eye, Duncan saw his dad stand up, and run out the other end of the alley. The 

Spadalopista turned around, which gave Duncan just enough time to turn and try to run, 

but behind him he heard footsteps, and the little girl appeared in front of him. He didn’t 

realize she was so fast. 

“I-will-tou-ch-you-now!” The Spadalopista touched him, and Duncan felt a searing 

pain, then nothing. The Spadalopista had taken control of him, and he didn’t even know. 

 

*** 

 

From behind the corner of a house, Robby and Louise witnessed it all. Duncan’s dad 

came up behind them, and tapped them on the shoulder, and both Robby and Louise 

screamed.  

“It’s just me, Duncan’s dad. I’m not possessed anymore, or at least I don’t feel like I 

am. When I touched you, nothing happened, so I don’t think I’m dangerous.”  

Robby turned around and saw Louise do the same.  

“Hello,” Robby said, relieved that he wasn’t about to become possessed by a horrible 

alien. “At first, I thought you were Duncan.” He stopped talking, because he realized no one 

was listening. Louise and Duncan’s dad weren’t there. He felt all of the blood drain from his 

face. In front of him, he saw Duncan walking towards the house they were next to. He 

turned and sprinted down the alley as fast as he could, onto the next street. He passed a 

Starbucks and as he ran by, he thought he saw a familiar face in the window. He didn’t see 

Duncan behind him, so he went back to look. It happened to be Duncan’s dad, and he was 

beckoning Robby to come in. They went to sit at a booth in the in the back and ducked their 

heads.  

“We need to think of a way to capture this alien!” whispered Louise, in an excited, 

but nervous tone.    

They all thought for a moment, when suddenly, Robby exclaimed, “I have an idea! I 

have a cellar where we store coal for the winter at my house. Why don’t we bait him there 

and trap him? There are small holes where air can come in, so it won’t die.”  

“Sounds like a good idea,” said Duncan’s dad. “I think it will work.” At that moment, 

they heard the door to the Starbucks open, and Robby peeked over the edge of their booth. 

He brought his head down quickly. 
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“It’s the Spadalopista,” he whispered, “he must have seen us sneak in.” Duncan’s dad 

noticed a back door that probably led to the kitchen.  

“Let’s sneak in there. There is a good chance that there is an exit door. Louise, you 

and Robby, go distract the Spadalopista, and I’ll go to your wine cellar and get ready to trap 

him.” They all got up, and snuck into the kitchen, just as the Spadalopista came around to 

look at the table where they’d been. 

They walked through, trying to act casual, and reached the exit. 

As soon as they were outside, they exchanged goodbyes. Robby and Louise both ran 

around to the front of the Starbucks, just as Duncan was walking out. He caught sight of 

them, and started advancing toward Louise, who stood there, making weird noises, to 

attract him over to her. As soon as it got close, Robby saw Louise turn and run down the 

alley, in the direction of Robby’s house, Robby gave chase after the Spadalopista, but he 

could barely keep up with Duncan’s athletic legs. Up ahead, he saw and heard Louise run 

into a light pole. It made a hollow sound, like a bell being rang. Robby leaped behind a fire 

hydrant to the right of him. He was close enough to hear the Spadalopista talking to Louise.  

“You-are-fast,” said the Spadalopista in its eerie voice. 

It bent down to touch her, but then Robby came running and tackled it. Both the 

Spadalopista and Robby lay still for a minute, which gave Louise time to clear her head, 

stand up, and run down the alley. As she turned the corner, she saw Robby stand up, and 

start to run after her. Robby had saved Louise from becoming the Spadalopista, but by 

doing so, he became it himself. 

 

 

 Louise was in shock, her heart pounding at a million miles per hour. She continued 

to run towards Robby’s house, with Robby close behind. She ran past Rosco Drive, onto 

Rambutan street and slowed down until she heard Robby right behind her. He was close 

enough that she could hear him breathing heavily, but not close enough for him to touch 

her. The cellar was up ahead. Duncan’s dad was standing next to it, holding the door open. 

She ran up to within a few feet of the door, then veered to the left. Behind her, Robby could 

not stop his momentum, and ran straight into the cellar. Duncan’s dad closed the door and 

put the padlock on the cellar and locked it as Robby tried to run back up. Louise, still 

breathing heavily, realized Duncan wasn’t with them. 

“I’m going to go find Duncan.” 

“Don’t worry, I’ll wait for you back here,” responded his dad. 

Louise ran back to where she remembered seeing Duncan. On her way there, she 

bumped into him. She gave him a big hug. “Are you okay?” 

“I cut my knee, and I’m a little light-headed, but besides that, I’m fine.” 

They walked back to the cellar, where Duncan’s dad gave him a “bear hug”. 

“We’re gonna need someone to come pick up Robby and bring him to a place where 

he can’t touch anyone,” said Duncan’s dad, “but maybe, Dr. Rashman can find a way to kill 

the alien without hurting Robby. He was the one who made it, after all.” 
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 They waited with Robby until a scientist from Dr. Rasman’s laboratory came to pick 

him up so they could work on finding a cure. Then they all went back to their house, hoping 

to see Robby again someday. 

 

*** 

Five Years Later 

 

All three friends sat at the same booth, in the same Starbucks where they devised the 

plan to capture the Spadalopista. It had been 2 days since a serum was developed, and 

Robby was able to return home. 

“I can’t believe they found a cure!” Robby exclaimed. “It’s amazing how Dr. Rashman 

and his scientists were able to use animal blood to bring out the alien from my body. That 

must be what it drinks. 

“It really is amazing,” responded Louise. 

“Did you also hear how he said it was just a mistake? He mixed the wrong chemicals 

with human DNA, making this alien come alive. He said that if had used the acetone 

peroxide instead of acetyl nitrate, this wouldn’t have happened. It sucks that they had to 

destroy it with fire. They couldn’t use any of the chemicals that went into making what they 

were going to make.” 

“Now that the Spadalopista is gone, we can finally all be happy again and enjoy high 

school together,” said Duncan. 

Louise held out her coffee cup. 

“To the return of Robby,” she said. 

“To the return of Robby,” her friends responded, and they all took a big sip of their 

coffees, happy to be together again.  
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Darkness 
Shannon McQ. 

   

The flowers are in bloom 

I know because the I’m sneezing everywhere. 

The sun is shining, 

I feel its warmth on my cheeks 

With a tinge of crispness in the air 

Little kids play tag in a garden 

I hear them shriek, “You’re it!” 

Dogs run amongst the fields. 

Instead, I sit on a bench 

My dog, Jackie, lays calmly beside me  

Longing to go and play. 

I can’t let her 

I need her to see the world around me 

As I cannot. 

In the distance behind me 

The smell of barbecue lingers 

My fingers trace the rivers and mountains within a fountain’s design. 

Water trickles down my arm. 

I stand and walk through the park with Jackie leading me. 

Light sprays of the misters around me 

I pass a soccer field 

Then the playground, and finally the swing set. 

Though I cannot see 

I know it is all here. 

I see only darkness 

But I am content with the light I see in the world. 
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Going Nowhere 

Nico H. 

 
Traveling through unforgiving time 

Nothing to be afraid of except for where I’m going. 

Having an easy trip, as quiet as a mime, 

As if time itself seems to be slowing. 

 

Filled with nebulas and stars as I pass them by, 

Traveling millions of miles within a blink of an eye. 

No one to call to, feeling very alone 

As I further descend into this twilight zone. 

 

Losing track of everything I have done 

Going backwards as if to rewind a show 

Each memory leaving one by one 

My mind feeling blank as the color of snow 

 

Time is slowing, dripping away 

As I feel my body start to decay. 

Leaving it far in the abyss behind 

Going further only as a state of mind. 

 

Thinking thoughts I have never thought of 

Wondering how it is that I do it. 

Feeling things like hate and love, 

Falling into an emotion filled pit. 

  

The light is gone, the end is near, 

Entering this dark and broken hemisphere. 

Of the blank abyss I start to stare 

Into the dark and empty world of nowhere. 
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Why Superpowers and Physics Don’t Mix: 

A Guidebook for Super People 
London B. 

 
Dear Reader, 

 

Superheroes are role models and examples of perseverance, bravery, and hope. 

These fictional characters may not be real, but what they have inspired is truly authentic. 

Scientists are working to make objects invisible, humans are breaking and setting records 

for speed all the time, and exploring past our own moon. This guide book is not here to 

teach you how to use your superpowers, but to prepare you for the battle with physics you 

will endure. 

 

Super Speed 

 

 The fastest speed humans have reached is when the Apollo 10 mission reentered 

Earth’s atmosphere, at around 25,000 miles per hour. If humans could run as fast as that, 

don’t you think that we would save a lot of time? To run that fast, you would encounter 

something called friction. You see, air isn't empty. There is oxygen, nitrogen, and dust 

particles all around us. When you rub against them it creates friction, the same thing 

happens when you rub your hands together. Friction causes heat, and when going as fast as 

25,000 miles per hour, you would be burned to a crisp. 

What about the bugs and dirt in the air? Those particles hitting you at a speed of 

25,000 mph would leave you with tons of little scrapes all over you, including your eyes! 

You will have to wear a friction resistant suit and a mask to protect you. 

What about reaction time? It takes humans 0.25 of a second to react to something 

we see. So, time ✕ velocity = distance, which equals 0.25 seconds ✕ 25,000 mph = 1.7 miles. 

If a building was in front of you, you would have passed it by over a mile before your eyes 

realized it was there. You would have also blown a big hole in the building during the 

process. However, you would then be dead on impact, unless you are also invincible. In that 

case, congrats! You have successfully turned yourself into a missile. 

When running all the time, don’t you think you would also get hungry? Everything 

that you eat contains calories. Calories are energy for your body. So, if you are running 

25,000 mph and weigh 137 pounds, the average weight of an adult, you would be burning 
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2,568,750 calories per hour. An average human needs only 2,500 calories per day. Good 

luck getting enough energy from anything. 

So, in a nutshell, you are a loose missile that is burnt, has millions of cuts, and is 

always eating. If you still want to have super speed, continue on to see how you save a 

damsel in distress. 

 

Flying 

 

It’s a bird, it’s a plane, it’s a flying superhero! The hero swoops in, defeats the villain, 

and saves the damsel. At least, that's what you would expect. While in air, you have nothing 

to push against, so it would be similar to swimming. The fastest man alive, Usain Bolt, can 

run up to 27.8 mph! The fastest swimmer alive, Michael Phelps, can swim a stunning 6 

mph. 

Newton's third law of physics states that for every action there is an equal and 

opposite reaction. When running, a runner's feet pushes against the ground. The ground, in 

return, propels the runner forward. With no ground to push off from, you would just be 

floating.  

It would take a large amount of energy to move anywhere. The molecules in water 

have some room to slide across your hands, but you're still pushing off of some. In air, the 

molecules have much more room to slide past your hand. You would be pushing off of few, 

if any molecules. This would also cause slow turning. So once you're headed in a direction, 

there is no turning back. 

When you finally get past the slow speeds you’re going at, there’s still the obstacles. 

Birds, clouds, wind, rain, snow, hail, temperature drop, wind, skyscrapers, and airplanes! 

You have to be a black belt ninja to be able to navigate throughout the sky without getting 

hurt.  

When you rise higher in the atmosphere pressure decreases. If you fly up too quickly, 

the pressure changes causes the nitrogen bubbles in your body to form in your blood 

streams and tissues. This is called decompression sickness, otherwise known as the bends 

and diver’s disease, because divers experience this when they surface too quickly. 

Symptoms of this illness include headache, fatigue, rash, pain in joints, paralysis, and in 

some cases, death. 

 Edna Mode once wisely screeched, “No capes!” This is because, with all of the 

obstacles in the sky, your cape would more than likely get snagged on something. Think 

about all of the plane turbines and tornadoes you could get caught in, just because you wore 

a cape that day. The cape could also act as a choking hazard when strong headwinds pull it 

sharply while you are flying. 

That's pretty much all you should be concerned about for flying. 

 

How to save a damsel in distress - Super Speed 
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 Imagine that a beautiful damsel is being held at gunpoint. So, you swoop in and save 

her from the bullet with seconds to spare. So romantic, but in reality, you have done more 

damage to her than the bullet would. When velocity increases rapidly, (from 0 to 25,000 

mph) it can cause your brain to move. This is how concussions are caused, and that’s at 

slow speeds of around 60 mph. So, when you pull her rapidly, you cause her brain to crash 

into the back of her skull. When you stop, the velocity then decreases rapidly, from 25,000 

to 0 mph, and her brain crashes into the other side of her skull. The brain is a very delicate 

object. With all of this crashing, her brain would be turned to mush, or would have given 

her such a bad concussion that she’d never wake up. You probably gave her a severe case of 

whiplash, too. Great job killing your first damsel in distress. 

 

 

How to save a damsel in distress - Flying 

 

Let's go back to the damsel being held at gunpoint situation. You swoop in at your 

stunning 6 mph, while the bullet is shot going around 1,700 mph. Let’s just say, you might 

be a little slow on the saving job. Since the bullet travels at 1,700 mph, you cannot save the 

damsel in time. Then, the villain would be able to turn his gun on you, and take out a 

superhero as well. It would be wise to stay away from gun situations, as you would be a very 

easy target.  

What about saving a damsel who got pushed off of a skyscraper? Since you only have 

the superpower of flight and not strength, you physically cannot save anyone who is over 

274 lbs. (assuming you weigh 137 lbs. and that you are in good shape). If the damsel weighs 

too much, then she would pull you both down to the ground. Just ask how much they weigh 

before you save them, though you may not get an answer. If she looks too heavy, just move 

some pillows underneath her, and she’ll be fine. Let's do some size comparisons to help you 

out in the field. If she looks as big as a two-month-old horse, she is 100 pounds. If she looks 

as heavy as the complete Oxford English Dictionary, she weighs 150 pounds. If she looks 

like a typical refrigerator, she is 200 lbs. The size of a reindeer would be 365 pounds. If she 

is around the size of a motorcycle, she is 400 pounds. And last, if you have seen her on My 

600 Pound Life, fly away! Remember that when you do save the damsel, you have to do a 

slow deceleration to the ground. Don’t want to dislocate any of her bones, or slam her body 

on the concrete. So, when worst comes to worst, keep some pillows nearby at all times. 

 

 

 

 

Epilogue 

 

This guide book may not highlight the positive points of superpowers, but it will keep 

you cautious. For all of you out there struggling with these problems, my heart goes out to 
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you. Though physics and math both deny many types of superpowers, I am not saying that 

magic is somehow involved. I am simply saying that superpowers are impossible without 

magic being involved. Last and foremost, GOOD LUCK! You’re going to need it if you ever 

want a second day as a superhero. 
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Bouncing Around 
Kennedy F. 

 

 I walk up the stairs with butterflies in my stomach. I pull my long brown hair back in 

a ponytail as I reach the landing. Bouncing up and down on my toes like an infant girl, I pull 

myself together and prepare for the workout. 

I stretch my neck and warm up my legs. My heart pounds and pulses throughout my 

body. I sit down and take off my socks, dispelling the fear of falling flat on my face. I take a 

deep breath and murmur, “Let’s do this.” 

One after the other, I gently place my feet on the red trampoline. Well, that was 

easy. I start to jump, and slowly cushion my landing. Higher and higher, I feel the fear melt 

away.  With one jump, I fall onto my back. 

I look around at all of the other kids on trampolines near me. A little boy to my left is 

doing backflips. A little girl to my right is doing aerials. Jealousy haunts my better 

judgement as I get ready to mimic their moves. 

My mouth set in a line, I start off with just a cartwheel. Simple. Next, I do a one-

handed cartwheel. Easy. Now the aerial. I cross my fingers. Throwing my hands behind my 

back, I feel my legs come off the ground and fly above my head, yet the ground is coming 

much closer then I would have liked. 

In slow motion, I realize my attempt at an aerial would not be successful. I either act 

now, or my face would be the first thing to be smashed. Wanting to prevent that particular 

outcome, I use my last bit of momentum to throw myself a little bit farther to the left and I 

fall. My shoulder skins the tramp and my ear follows. The rest of my body trails and flops 

like a dead fish. 

Heat rises to my cheeks when I force myself up. Everybody in the lobby, including 

my family, are looking at me with sympathy. It makes me angry.  

Tonight has been a nightmare. 

 

***** 

 

Okay. This time is going to be different. I am not giving up. Returning to the gym, I 

head up the stairs. Going to the trampoline I had gone on before, I set my feet down and 

begin warming up. Remembering how the little boy the day before had done a graceful 

backflip, I decide to try it.  

Instead of following steps to accomplish the backflip like I did with the aerial, I 

choose to face it head on. 

I look around and see the gym is deserted. My brothers are in the Skate Park below 

me, and my parents talking on a couch. No one is able to see me if I fail. 
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I begin by planning what would go down in my head. Jump extra high, so by the time 

I get down I can land it right. Squat-style arms out on landing, but under my thighs in the 

air. Don’t screw this up. 

Jumping as high as I can, my extensive legs tuck in and my hands grasp onto the 

underside of my thighs. The world revolves as if it was a ferris wheel, leaving me pleasantly 

disoriented. 

I extend my legs as I feel my feet stick to the trampoline. With arms stretched out, I 

land with perfect balance. I did it! 

I look around to see if anyone saw. Nope. It’s deserted, just like before. So I do it 

again. 

Jump, grab, revolve, land. 

Nothing. Not one clap. 

I keep on backflipping, and no one notices me. I shout to them, but they seem like 

they can’t hear me. I’m stuck. If I go get them, I feel like I will forget the steps and they 

would feel like, man, she brought us here only to fail in front of us. But if I stay, I don’t get 

any sort of attention for learning something new. 

I decide to stay and practice some more. When I can do it without thinking, then I 

can do it for an audience.  

Jump, grab, revolve, land. 

Jump, grab, revolve, land. 

Jump, grab, revolve, crash. 

I look over at my right shoulder. It was bright pink rug burn and began to sting. 

Ignoring it, I keep trying. 

Jump, grab, revolve, land, and slip. 

Come on! Frustrated, I see my heels are a light red color from skidding across the 

floor of the tramp. But I still need to practice. 

Jump, fall. 

Rolling on my back, I take a breath on the floor and attempt to calm down. I notice 

there are some posters on the wall. No, the roof. They all say the same thing. “Keep Moving 

Forward!” 

I feel my heart lift and I get the courage to stand up. I yell over to my parents and 

brothers, and try again. The tramp boosts me way up high and I can see a world changing 

around me. Upside down and sideways, I clutch onto my thighs and release them. Arms 

out, head down, I look back to them. They applaud. 

Just then, the speaker above shouts, “Anyone with a yellow wristband, a yellow 

wristband, please exit the building. I repeat, anyone with a yellow wristband, please exit the 

gym.”  

I go over to my family and put on my shoes. Proud of myself, I beam with pride. My 

mom comes up and says, “I’m proud of you honey.” My dad walks us to the car and shouts, 

“Let’s go to Dairy Queen and celebrate your sister, who taught herself to do a backflip. To 

Peggy Robinson!” 
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Alex’s Adventure  
Kinan R. 

 

After ending one of the best days ever, because I had straight A’s for the entire year, I 

went to my favorite restaurant for dinner and then to my best friend’s house. Like any other 

day, the fun had to come to an end, so I went to bed. Suddenly, I woke up in another world. 

This new world was magical and special. It had almost everything I could ever have 

wanted— an enormous castle with massive walls, cannons full of sprinkles and ice cream, 

and it even had a banana plane flying around.  

A monster the size of an adult with fluffy fur walked up to me and said, “Alex, my 

name is Bucki and you are here to fix this blank report card. You will have to work towards 

getting all A’s and must complete challenges along your journey.”  

“What? How do you know my name?” 

“I read the name off of the report card and just assumed it was you.” 

“Ok, so then how did I get here?”  

“I honestly have no idea how you got here, but we only have twenty three hours and 

fifty two minutes left to collect all of the A’s on your report card or else the ones that were 

missing will stay blank.” 

“No! We can’t have that happening. I must have all A’s on my report card because 

then my dad would be proud, more than if I had missing grades.” 

“Then what are we doing here just standing and talking? Let's go get those missing 

grades.” 

We began our journey, walking through the tough grass that was about as high as my 

ankles. It was easily one of the hardest things in the world. I had never walked for so long, 

and I needed to take a break.  

“Stop, stop, please stop. I need a break. I’m really tired.” 

“Ah, come on, we've only been walking for literally seven minutes. You can do it. We 

have an entire journey ahead and we’re going to have to work hard for it. And you already 

want to take a break?” 

“Yes, I do. I really do want to take a break. My legs hurt and I’ve never done this 

much walking at once.” 

“Okay, fine, we can take a break. But we really must not take a long time because we 

have to find all of those A’s for your report card.” We took a short break and then started 

our journey again, but at that rate I didn’t think we would make it. We approach a giant 

river of chocolate milk and the water is still. We manage to swim across but as we swim, a 

giant scoop of ice cream comes flying out of nowhere and blocks our path.  

“I think that ice cream came from one of the cannons at the castle.”   

“Yeah, but there is something inside of it. You can see a dim light shining from the 

inside.” 
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“Well, I guess we'll just have to eat our way through to see what’s inside.”  

We eat most of the ice cream and find one of the missing grades. The only problem is 

that we don't know what class this grade is for. 

“So what do you think this grade is for?” 

“Well, knowing that we had to eat our way through ice cream to find it, I have no 

idea. It could just be for collecting, and you may be able to put it wherever you want.” We 

tried to put it into the Math grade but it didn't fit. Each grade has a special shape around it 

and the circle did not match up. Then we try putting it into the Language Arts spot and it 

doesn't fit again. So we keep on trying and eventually it fits in the Culinary Arts spot. 

“Hey, what do you know? It fits in Culinary Arts, the only class with food. Probably 

should have thought about that!” 

“Yeah, we probably should have.” We continue our journey past the river through the 

dark, thick forest that has a lot of weird and interesting animals. The mud is thick but 

looked and smelled like chocolate. With the dense forest, we didn't know how long we were 

going to be walking. We then run into this Ancient Temple.  

“Hey look at this temple, it seems to be abandoned and pretty old.” 

“Do you think we’ll be able to get in? There might be something cool inside.” 

“I mean, sure, we might be able to get in, but haven’t you ever seen one of those 

movies with temples? They always have traps and things inside to kill you.” 

“Yeah, but that would be so cool to actually see one, and the treasure that might be 

inside.” 

“I guess we could go inside. They might even have a grade inside for you.” We look 

around for an entrance, and in the front of the temple there are massive doors. So, we do 

what anyone would. Open them.  

“Whoa, Bucki, look at these statues and amazing artwork on the walls. They still have 

color and show a story of the land. You can see that this temple looks like it used to be on 

top of a hill surrounded by flowers.” 

“I guess this land wasn't always like this.” We continue exploring the temple and try 

to find a grade or something cool that we could take home. Then we find a secret 

passageway that is so small, we have to lie down on our stomachs and crawl through. This 

new passageway takes us to a hallway with a big staircase going down.   

“Do we have to go down there? It looks dark and scary.” 

“We came this far, we can’t just stop now. Look! There's a torch right here that we 

can use for light. Come on.” 

“Okay fine, we can go, but you have to go first.” Bucki leads the way, and down the 

staircase we go.  

“Holy cow! This is a long staircase. It started out all swirly, and now it’s all straight.”  

“Yeah, you’re right, this has been a pretty long walk.” The staircase finally ends and 

leads us to a great room. This room has a big door that we can't open.  

“This door is like a puzzle, it has a bunch of gears or pieces to it, and it looks like it’s 

missing one thing.”  
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“I guess we’re going to have to find the missing piece to find out what’s on the other 

side of the door.”  

We end up finding a missing gear on the ground, and a button to open the door 

under the welcome mat. 

“Hey, we found the missing pieces and now we can open the door.” The door opened 

very slowly and things shook as it moved. Dirt went everywhere. This leads us to another 

great room with statues and other artwork, but inside we don’t find any grades or anything 

cool that we can keep. While we are exploring, I knock over a vase and inside are two 

grades. 

“Bucki, we found two grades in one spot. I guess it really was worth going down 

here.”  

“Yeah, it was. You found three grades that you needed. You found your Social 

Studies, Science, and Math grades. Now you only have your Language Arts grade to collect.” 

“Yeah, but we should probably start heading back to the castle, because the sun is 

about to set.” 

“Yeah, you’re probably right. There has to be an exit out of  here somewhere.” We 

started looking for another exit, and then we looked up. There was an opening at the top of 

the room. The big ladder in the room was probably the way out. Once we climbed it, we 

found ourselves outside of the forest and in front of the castle. This was like a magical 

passageway through the temple. We walked up to the castle and waited for someone to open 

up the front gate. 

“So, what happens now?” 

“We wait for them to open the grand gate or for them to send a plane to come get us. 

But first, you must knock three times.” Bucki knocked on the door and it opened. We were 

greeted by a guard who escorted us to King Joseph.  

“Wow! This castle is amazing and looks even bigger from the inside.” 

“Hello, young fellows. My name is King Joseph, and I have been informed that 

you’ve been on a journey to get your missing grades.” 

“Yes, your majesty. We have been on a journey to find my missing grades and found 

all of them except for one.”  

 “Well, lucky for you, I have the last missing grade.” 

“What? Really? You do?” 

“Yes, I believe I do. By any chance, is the missing grade a Language Arts grade?” 

“Yeah, it is. How did you know?”  

“It says Language Arts on the back of it. And now that you have the one missing 

grade, you can return to your world.” But before anything else happened, and King Joseph 

could return Alex to his real world, Alex heard his voice in his head. Louder and louder and 

louder. 

“Alex, it's time to get up. You have to get ready for school.” Alex woke up and realized 

that everything had been a dream. His whole adventure and missing grades were all just a 

dream. 
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The Lighthouse in Darkness 
Max V. 

The ocean glistened in the night 

Waves crashing into the rocks 

Almost nothing visible in the moonlight 

 Looking down at the dark docks 

 

The clouds rolled in 

A storm was unexpectedly beginning 

Suddenly the lighthouse went dim 

The air was abruptly chilling 

 

The waves grew  much bigger 

The spray almost reached the top 

The air was extremely bitter 

I prayed that it would stop 

 

Thunder in the distance 

Scared me to the bone 

I fought my fear with persistence 

I wanted to go home 

 

Lightning struck the rocks below 

My heart skipped a beat 

The next strike and I would know 

The sight of my defeat 

 

I tried my best to run away 

But my path was blocked 

I climbed the stairs in dismay 

Because the door was locked 

 

 

 

 

A light flashed before my eyes  

Then quickly disappeared 

I can’t escape till sunrise 

I know my end is near   

 

As stars start to fade 

Darkness makes the lighthouse grim 

The storm I have yet to evade 

Still has to grow dim 

 

I fall into a void 

Asleep and alone 

I’d be overjoyed 

If I ever could go home 

 

As I am asleep  

Time ticks by 

The storm has agreed 

To shrivel up and die 

 

An ocean breeze  

Flies through my hair 

I heard a jingle of keys 

Happiness in the air 

 

I open my eyes 

The sun is blazing 

To my surprise 

An end has come to my waiting  

 

It was an old man 

Who was my saviour 

A friendship began 

It is one I will forever remember

 

 

 



83 

Camp Bloomington 
Sayer J. 

 

At a camp in Bloomington, Minnesota, two groups of kids, brothers Jake and Fred, 

and two girls, Mia and Olivia, go against each other in a war… a prank war.  

 

It all started when my brother Jake and I thought camp was dull, so we decided to 

spice it up a little bit and mess with the girls by playing jokes on them. We were extremely 

surprised when they decided to prank us back, and the pranks got worse until the prank war 

ended. This is our story. 

*** 

 We’d been at camp for three weeks. We were bored at this summer camp. All we did 

was swim and swim some more. I’m pretty sure that this camp was the cheapest thing my 

parents could find to get us out of the house. 

My brother Jake and I decided that it would be more interesting if we pranked Olivia 

and Mia, our friends that we met the first day of camp. We thought of a lot of possible 

pranks.  

“Hey, Jake. Wouldn't it be funny if we used this rope?” Fred held up a jump rope. 

“And this bucket.  If we fill it with mud, we can set it up so that it falls on their heads.” 

“That would be so funny!” Jake laughed.  

We forgot, however, that the counselors do cabin inspections every morning. We set 

it up, but when the camp counselor came to the girls cabin cabin to check, SPLAT! The mud 

came down right on her head and dripped onto her nice, new crew t-shirt.  

That night, at the camp’s campfire, she was still really mad. It was actually quite 

hilarious. Jake and I just could not stop laughing. After yelling at us, she made all of us go 

to bed. 

 When I woke up the next morning, I went to the outhouse. Mia and Olivia 

bombarded me with water balloons filled with paint. Jake came out to see why I was 

screaming and he got destroyed with paint balloons too. We spent the rest of the day 

thinking of ways to get back at them.  

Dinner came around. We ate during the shift before them, and someone told us that 

they sat at the same table as us. We unscrewed the lids on the salt and pepper shakers, so 

when they shook them, it would go all over them and their food. We watched from behind a 

pole. When they sat down and began eating, Mia reached for the salt shaker. For some 

reason, she decided to tighten the lids.  

I looked at Jake, and he said, “How do they keep ruining our pranks and getting 

theirs perfect?”  

I nodded. I was confused, too. 
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 The third day of the “Prank War” is where things turned around for us. We woke up 

early just for this one particular prank. It was about 3:30 in the morning, and we went to 

the health lodge to get laxatives. We snuck up to the door, opened it and peeked around the 

corner. There was no one there, so we went in. The medicine was surprisingly easy to find, 

but afterward, we managed to get into the girls’ cabin and found where the pipes for the 

drinking water came into the cabin. We poured the laxatives into it.  

We barely saw them the whole day. We watched the road to the bathroom from our 

cabin and that was when we did see them. They must’ve gone to the bathroom about fifty 

times each. By the end of the day, I'm pretty sure the effects wore off because what they did 

to us next was crazy. 

The girls managed to get on the roof of our cabin. They opened the skylight and 

poured golf balls in the cabin while we were in there, but for some reason we couldn't open 

the doors. Jake and I were really confused. The golf balls just kept falling. It seemed like an 

eternity. In the end, it took a really long time to get all of the balls out. No one knew who 

did it, except for me and Jake. 

 The end of our time at camp was right around the corner, so Jake and I decided to 

pull a final prank, but the question was what? What prank should we do?  We needed an 

amazing prank, but we couldn’t think of anything. We were up almost all night until finally 

we thought of something. Something big. 

We thought it would be funny if we put water pouches on their beds, so that when 

they lay down, their bed would get soaked. The girls would be forced to sleep somewhere 

else.  

We got a lot of little ziplock bags and filled them with ice cold water. We put at least 

ten on each bed, under the covers. That night, we heard screaming coming from the girls’ 

cabin. The next morning at breakfast, they kept looking at us as though trying to figure out 

if it we had done the prank. By the end of breakfast, they were glaring at us, like they knew. 

I don't think it was hard for them to figure it out after they heard Jake complain about the 

humidity at the camp.  

That morning after breakfast, Jake and I went off to swim in the lake, while the girls 

went into our cabin and turned off the air conditioner. Our cabin got so hot. It felt like we 

were in the desert when we returned. At this point, we could have used those water pouches 

to our advantage. 

It was the last day of camp, and half the kids were already gone. The air conditioner 

was on. Our cabin was cool. We were packing up, and the girls came over and called a peace 

treaty. At least, we thought it was a peace treaty, but then they pulled out some water guns 

and sprayed us until we were soaked. It actually felt nice on that hot summer day. In the 

end, the girls got the last prank. 
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Journey to the Sea 
Stavros S. 

 

Prologue 

 

 Encased in the confines of the small peach-colored walls, I can barely move. I wait 

for my body to fully develop.  Hour after hour, day after day, week after week. Just waiting. 

Chapter 1 

 

 I am fully developed. I can feel my hind flippers ready to run out to the beach, my 

frontal flippers ready to stretch wide. My tiny heart is beating in my shell, my lungs able to 

take my first breath. The sand that was once above my home is now mysteriously removed. 

I can see a bright light shining through the thin shell above, and I know—not yet—it’s not 

dark out yet. 

*** 

 The light has faded, so I will wait just a little longer. I wonder what the sand will be 

like—soft and cool? Sharp? Hot? The water might be cold. Cold as the sand once covering 

me.  

 

 It’s time. I can't believe it. I push my flippers against the soft walls of my enclosure.  

It gives. I feel the warm air against my flippers. It makes my heart pound. I push some more 

and soon I'm out of my shell. I see the sloped wall preventing my escape. I know if I don't 

climb it, I will die. My flippers don't work so well in the sand, but I have to try. I reach the 

wall and push up and forward along with my brothers and sisters. I start my gradual ascent. 

*** 

 Finally, I reach the top. I feel the air whoosh above my head. Instinct tells me that is 

not a natural breeze. I see my brother get swooped away by a dark figure. So I race to the 

water. At least eighteen of my siblings are gone now. I feel claws on my back, and all of a 

sudden I am in the air. I look to my side and see the water, dark and black. I have to get 

there. Somehow. I throw my flippers up in the air. My captor gets annoyed. It lets go of me. 

It feels like my insides are going to come right out. I land, luckily, on a soft spot of sand. I 

race to the beach. 

 The feathered monstrosities are not on this part of the land. I am so close to the 

water. I see one of my siblings—a brother—fall to the ground as a flying thing lets go of him. 

He is not so lucky. He falls on a hard rock. I don't have time to mourn. I have to get into the 

water before I get swooped away.  

 The water is freezing. My back stings, and I realize I must have a crack in my shell. I 

swim out as far as I can. I see the tip of the sun appear on the horizon, and light blossoms 

like a bioluminescent jellyfish at night.  
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Chapter 2 

 

It is brighter, and I am close to the shore once more. The water is cold, my back is 

burning. My shell is cracked. I go to the sand to see if the air will help. There, I remember 

my brother. When I go back, he is covered in tiny black creatures that are taking him apart. 

I see his insides. I look away. The sight is unbearable.  

A tall, tan creature on two legs comes and picks me up. It says, “Hola pequeña 

tortuga marina. ¡Estás herido! Te llevaré al veterinario.” I don’t understand the creature, 

and I panic. I am put in a container in a big black contraption, it is round at the top and has 

big black circles touching the ground.  Like a giant machine with wheels. I shrink back and 

shiver. We are moving very fast. I try to escape, and it is impossible. I have nothing to climb 

with. 

*** 

The moving stops. I see a building through the holes of my prison. It reads 

“VETERINARIO.” I don't understand. Everything is foreign here. That sign might as well 

read “Place to kill baby sea turtles.” The building is cold inside and the air is hard to 

breathe. I wonder how anything can live in here, I don't think I will. I see lots of different 

creatures. Some furry, some fat, some even smaller than me. The two-legged creature walks 

up to the desk where there is another one, but this one has long hair on its head. It says, 

“Hola señor, ¿cuál es el problema?” It opens my prison and gasps. We go to a place to sit 

and wait. 

*** 

 It’s been awhile, and the creature who found me stands up and picks up my prison. 

We walk into a bright blue room. I am lifted up. Something sharp and painful stabs my 

flipper. I am getting drowsy, and I'm starting to lose control of my body. They must be 

trying to kill me! I knew it! I resist, but it does nothing. I can't do anything. My life was very 

short. 

 

Chapter 3 

 

 I wake up. Huh. I am not dead! There is something on my back, I think it is to help 

heal my shell. I am in a small ocean, with clear walls all around it. The sand is much whiter 

here than where I was hatched. I am starving, and my throat is dry. I realize I am on a 

platform, soft and white. I walk off into the water, I can't see any seagrass. As I look around, 

one of those two-legged creatures comes and plants some seagrass for me.  Even in the 

water I see some white stuff on the seagrass that falls off when you touch it. I am too 

hungry. I eat the seagrass until there is no more. The white stuff on it tastes bad, but my 

stomach is full of the first time, since the yolk from my egg.  I swim up for air, but I can't get 

to the top. My shell feels a lot heavier than it did when I was in the larger ocean. I can't 
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breathe, and everything starts to go black. I fall limp, and I wonder if it was the white stuff 

on the seagrass. I miss my brothers and sisters.  

 

Chapter 4 

 

I wake up gasping for air. I see the creature staring at me. “Hola” it says. It must 

mean hello. The creature has black hair around her eyes, and above as well, and the only 

other hair on it is long black hair on the top of its head. I flap my front flippers on her hand 

to say hi back, and she laughs a soft laugh. She sets me down on the platform, then she 

turns around and walks away. A few minutes later, she comes back with a long piece of 

seagrass. I see the white powder on it, and I panic. NO! I won’t eat it! I slap my flippers on 

the tile, but she forces the food down my throat, and I don't faint. 

*** 

 The next day, I don't get any seagrass. Instead, I get some worms and a crab. They 

also have the white stuff on it. By now,  I’ve figured out that the white stuff is to help me get 

better. The worms taste better than the seagrass, but the crab is better than them all. 

Chapter 5 

 

 It has been about three months now, and I don't even have the fake piece of shell on 

my back. Out of all the people I have met taking care of me, the creature with the long black 

hair is my favorite. I think she is my best friend. She looks sad today, she has never looked 

this sad before. Tears stream down her face as she picks me up. “Mi pequeña tortuga, te 

extrañaré mucho.” She says. Even though I don't understand her, I know it is something 

sad. She puts me in a different prison, with no water, and shuts the lid. She sobs as she 

moves the prison into another wheeled machine, and all the way to our destination. I don't 

want her to cry. 

*** 

 We have reached our destination. She takes me out of the prison and cradles me in 

her hands. She puts something through my arm, it stings a little. I look and it is a metal 

clasp. I wonder what it is, but then I see the ocean. I remember my first time in there, when 

I was escaping the flying things. The creature set me down on the soft sand, and she says 

“Deja mi pequeña tortuga, sé fuerte, para mí.” She sobs harder than ever, and I don't move. 

I don't want to go. Don't make me go! Please! All she does is pick me up, walk toward the 

water, and sets me in. She races off to her machine with wheels, jumps in, and shoots away. 

I know she wants me to go in the water, so I do. I do. For her. 
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The Monocle 
Travis C. 

 
In the Year 1938 

If not for this contraption, I would never have seen what I did. The sight was 

horrifying. Mass destruction from disagreements ruled our world. All countries against 

each other. Tyranny reigned. Most important of all, slaughtering of innocent people over 

culture and religion was taking place. 

When I was walking home from school, something strange happened. I tripped and 

fell, and when I looked to see what I’d tripped on, I found an old monocle. The monocle had 

lost its old leather grip. The grip was now composed of cork and the old glass was covered in 

filth. I was curious of this, so I went home and hid it under my bed until I could use it at 

night. I did not want my parents to find me with the monocle because they would most 

likely take it away from me. 

Night time had come. Half of the lens was broken, yet I still looked through. I 

focused on one of my old history textbooks. In very faint print, the lens produced an image 

of  “Follow everything except for the footsteps.” The print flickered on and off like an old 

gas light ready to go out. 

Slowly, illuminated objects formed in the shape of footsteps. “Don’t follow the 

footsteps” I repeated to myself. Yet these words meant nothing to me. I was obliged to 

follow the footsteps and realized that time had stopped, yet the footsteps kept going. I went 

out the door and the footsteps continued down the street. I was compelled to follow. 

The footsteps brought me to an old, dingy shack. The creaky door opened upon a 

musty room that must’ve been the family room. Many pictures were on the wall. They all 

represented explosions, death, and greed. Pondering the photographs, I ventured 

throughout the ramshackle house. I looked through the monocle again. It read, “You will 

regret.” I dropped the monocle on the floor. The words faintly flickered like a flame that was 

about to die. 

... 

 “Uhhh, mom,” I said with a worried expression on my face. I did not want to tell her 

about the monocle because she would think that I was crazy. “When will the next war be?” I 

tried to be very nonchalant.  

“I don’t know sweetie,” she replied. 

I did not question further, yet I was still attached to this subject of war.  

 “Now where did you find this?” asked my mom. She held the monocle in her hand. 

“I was walking home from school and I… I tripped on it.” 

My mom looked through the monocle. “Honey, I don’t see anything.” 

I then looked through the monocle and saw nothing as well.  
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I decided to go back to the shack and look through the monocle later that night. I 

snuck out and ventured down the road. The cold of winter had slowly crept in, and the 

temperatures gave me a slight chill. The wind had picked up and made the rustling of the 

trees sound like a racing car speeding by. I arrived at the shack just as the clock struck 

midnight. The creaky door led to the room that I knew all too well. 

The pictures on the walls had changed. They were no longer pictures of war, but 

Renaissance paintings. Where had all the clues gone? I continued to look around the room.  

The wind blew through the broken window, making an eerie noise. I decided to head home. 

I was now planning to get rid of the monocle. It was causing me lots of stress that I didn’t 

want. 

News had come. The Second World War had begun. I’d failed the monocle and its 

warning. I felt torn about this. I was very happy that life could go back to normal, yet I was 

very sad to know the horrors that were about to come. 
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Revealing the Light 
Hannah W. 

 

Waking up to the sounds of crying kids in a house that I only lived in for a few days 

sucked. At that time, I knew that my foster parents hated me, so it made the feelings 

mutual. I was always told to be happier, more emotional, or that they wished I was just an 

enjoyable child. I had enough. This was the sixth family I’d been in, and each placement 

had been the same. Though this placement lasted much shorter. 

***** 

 “Jade, get your butt down here. The foster care lady, whatever her name is, is 

coming!” 

 “Yeah...okay, I’ll be down in a few. P.S. her name is Mary!” 

 “You’re leaving in fifteen minutes, so hurry up! The faster you’re out of my hair the 

happier I’ll be,” Pamela, my current foster mom says. 

You could say I dislike these people very much. Wishing my grandma was here is an 

understatement. If she was here, I would be on the other side of the world traveling, not in 

Foster Care. Remembering I have to leave in fifteen minutes, I pack all my things. My 

clothes, guitar, phone, everything I need. After fifteen minutes, I run downstairs and out the 

door. Without saying goodbye, I hop into the minivan waiting in the driveway, while Mary 

makes a quick goodbye. She turns on the ignition and drives away. 

“Jade, you didn’t say goodbye to that family. You need to be more polite.” 

“Yeah, okay… tell the family that while you’re at it.” 

“They probably weren’t that bad. You really should’ve given them a shot.” 

“Don’t want to. I was happy with my first. My original. And you know where they 

are? Heaven. They’ve been taken away from me. I’m done with these stupid so-called 

families.” 

 “Well, you know that’s impossible.”  

I put in my earbuds and fall asleep. She wakes me up after almost two hours of being 

on the road.  

“Honey, it’s time to get up,” she says while nudging my shoulder a bit. 

 “Mary? What’s going on?” I ask, checking my surroundings. “Why are we in a 

parking lot at the airport? Aren’t I going to another family?”  

“Oh, darling, you are. I’m very excited. I think you’re gonna love them!” 

 “That’s what you said last time, and look what happened. I’m only going to be hated 

by them, too.” 

 “It’s a couple with no children,” she says happily. 

 “Funny joke, Mary. I’m finding this so amusing,” I say sarcastically. 

 “I’m being very serious, young lady. I’ve interviewed them. You’re going. And you’re 

leaving in three hours on a plane.” 
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 “What? Where do they live?” 

 “Kiddo, you’re heading to the capitol of our nation. You’d better go inside. Here are 

your tickets.” She gives me two slips. 

 “Okay...” 

 I’m about to leave the minivan, but Mary stops me. 

 “Hold your horses, kid. I’m going to give you something else, too,” she says as she 

pulls out a coppery brown notebook from her tote. 

 “Here is a journal to pour out your thoughts. This will help you. Promise me you’ll 

use it?” 

 “Uh...promise?” 

 “Good. Now go, I don’t want you to be late.”  

***** 

 It takes about an hour, and I’m finally seated on the plane with a view of the clouds 

out my window. After a five-hour flight, we land in Washington D.C, and I’m looking for a 

sign etched with my name. Finally, I spot a black-suited driver holding up my name, Jade 

Taryn Parker. I make my way to him, pushing through the condensed crowd. He mutters a 

quick hello, and we make our way to the black Audi waiting in the parking lot. He moves 

diligently, as he turns on the ignition and we go. 

 “Mr. and Mrs. Clarke are attending very important meetings and were not able to 

greet you today.” 

 “Wow, I haven’t even met them yet, and I’m greeted by a robotic driver.” 

 “You will be escorted to your room when we arrive at the Clarke’s mansion.” 

 “Whatever.” 

We enter the “great” gates of the Clarke mansion and I’m escorted by five maids, who 

help me settle in. The house is humongous, with things a kid would dream of having in their 

house. The maids are quiet and kind. My bedroom is amazing! It’s huge, painted with my 

favorite color, black. The room contains a bunch of electric and acoustic guitars, just for me. 

When I finally meet “Mr. and Mrs. Clarke,” they seem nice, but seem to care a lot about just 

themselves. They both seem a bit strict and very classy, though.  

 

They’ve put me in this rich kid school with a bunch of overdone, annoying brats. 

They ignore me, and we rarely talk. This finally pushes me over the edge, and I decide I’m 

going to give this notebook thing a shot. It’s either that or ending up taking out my 

frustration on others. 

 

 

***** 

Entry 1          

Hi. I’m giving this notebook thing a shot. It might help me, but I think I want to do 

this more as the promise I made to Mary. Anyways, school was weird. Most people 

always seem to avoid me, which I’m used to. Though one girl named Emily Carter was 
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different, in a good way. She seems really fun and quirky, but she doesn’t know anything 

about me yet. My goal when I’m here is to keep my head down and stay quiet. This guy, 

Quentin Scott, keeps staring at me. Jessica and I got into an argument, and I’ve only been 

here for about a week. She said that she wants me to be more polite and appreciative of 

the things that they are doing for me.  I just said that she knows nothing about me and 

needs to back off. Mr. and Mrs. Clarke also insist that I call them Jessica and David, for 

reasons unknown.  

 

***** 

Entry 2          

It’s me again. I’m getting closer with Emily, but she still doesn’t know anything 

about me. Remember Quentin? He may be a cute and mysterious guy, but he is annoying 

as heck! He kept on poking me during Chemistry and trying to make a conversation, only 

to  cause all the girls to stare at me with unforgiving death glares. Agh! Oh, now David 

and Jessica have been nagging me about being careful with boys, drugs, and alcohol. Who 

even gave them this idea? 

 

***** 

Entry 3 

It’s been about two days since I’ve written, and life is just taking a turn for the 

worst. Everything is coming back to me. My parents could have died because I distracted 

them, all my foster parents hate me including my current ones, and I hide behind 

everything like a child hiding in a dark alley. Sometimes I wish that I could make 

everything go away, including myself.  I miss my parents. I want them to hold me again. 

It hurts every single time I think about what happened. I still remember getting into the 

car to go to school and a bunch of drunk teenagers smashing the car just like it was 

yesterday. But the worst part was waking up in the hospital with no one beside me other 

than people I didn’t even know. When my grandma died of cancer, I had no one else. I 

guess this is goodbye for now. 

***** 

Entry 4 

Who knew that Quentin has got a past? Turns out his mom left his dad for another 

man, and his little brother has autism. I feel like I want to help him and tell him that 

everything is going to be alright, but I can’t because it’s probably not true. The last time I 

did, everything turned out not okay for my “friend,” and they backstabbed me. I think 

Jessica and David have just decided to busy themselves in their work. Even after living 

here for a few weeks now, I found out that Jessica is a very, very prestigious lawyer, and 

David owns a multi-million dollar company, Clarke Incorporated. I know that Mary 

wants me to be happy here, so when she calls, I just pretend like things are going 

smoothly. 

***** 
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Entry 5 

I think it’s been about two weeks since I wrote last. I’ve finally warmed up to Emily 

and now we’re good friends. She understands me and my situation, and how difficult it is 

for me to open up about my past. She’s always comforting me, and I’m beginning to 

realize I think I can move on. Anyways, Emily actually turns out to be a girl with the 

snarkiest remarks and awesome humor. She can say the rudest things to the most self-

absorbed people on a dull day. Still nothing from the Clarkes, and most days I find myself 

making conversations with the cooks and maids. Quentin and I are friends. We tend to 

hang out and make conversation on the stupidest stuff, but he still has no clue that I’m in 

foster care. I feel bad for not telling him about myself, but I don’t think I can do it. 

***** 

Entry 6 

A few weeks since my last entry. Right when I thought my life was getting better, it 

went completely downhill. Emily has been taking some sort of frustration and anger out 

on me, so I’m trying to avoid her. I won’t put up with this behavior. I want a friend, not 

some sort of jerk who claims to have my back.  Oh, and Quentin isn’t talking to me. I catch 

him staring at me, but when I go to say something, he runs off. Coward. Jessica and 

David have finally started talking. But now it’s like, “Jade, why do you act like this? Don’t 

you care about us?” It’s always about how I give them a crappy attitude, I’m disrespectful, 

and I’m a rebellious child with a cold heart who needs to lighten up. They don’t even talk 

to me, they barely know me, and haven’t they ever thought of the way they talk to me? So, 

I told them exactly that. They looked taken aback, so I ran up to my room and locked it. 

You know life is crazy, hectic, scary, fun, and a jumble of every emotion possible. Adios.  

 

 

***** 

Entry 7 

It’s been a week since entry six. I miss having Emily around, so I decided to find out 

what's going on. Turns out she’s having a really hard time with her dad, and she was 

getting so frustrated that she ended up taking the anger out on me. To me, that is a very 

understandable situation. We hugged and had a girl’s day out to make amends. 

 

***** 

Entry 8 

 Today, I stopped by Quentin’s house and told him the truth about being in foster 

care, my parents, my grandma, and the reason why I act the way I do- closed off, rude, 

and snarky. I think this helped him understand me better, making us closer friends. The 

hardest thing today was talking to David and Jessica. I talked to them and apologized for 

the way I’ve been acting towards them. The three of us just used the rest of the time we 

had to bond and have fun. In other words we got ice cream at Larry’s and took a walk 

around Meridian Hill Park. Today was a good day. 
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***** 

Entry 9 

It’s been a few months, and I’m happy. Graduation’s soon! Then college! Emily and 

I are still really good friends, along with Quentin. We’re all going to Georgetown 

University together!  I am officially the proud daughter of Jessica and David Clark, and 

we’re all on the same page. Today is the anniversary of my adoption, so we are 

celebrating with ice cream and a trip to the local carnival. The whole school knows my 

story and don’t pick on me or judge me, which really took me by surprise. Though I’ve 

been through the hardest things, they’ve all gotten me to my happy place. Thank you 

diary, for revealing that there’s light within the dark.  
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In My Pocket 
Zach M. 

 

Prologue 

 

 “My work, it’s almost complete. My plan will not fail, and no one will realize what’s 

happened until it’s too late. Soon, everything will be mine...” 

 

Chapter One 

 

 As the sun started to set, the lights on the street began turning on. The bustling 

chatter of the day has subsided. Kandyce Porter and Daniel Carrow walk down the street, 

talking about recent events.  

“Daniel, isn’t it odd how the mayor and some congressmen have all gone missing at 

the same time?” said Kandyce as Daniel tripped over a crack in the sidewalk.  

“Oh, yeah, that’s strange. Hey, is that a house key?” said Daniel after he peered into 

the crack. 

“Yeah, it is. Why don’t you keep it and we might be able to find out whose it is 

tomorrow.” 

“Ok.” 

 “Let’s eat something nicer tonight, maybe Italian?” 

 “That sounds great.” 

 

*** 

 

 Once the bill was paid and the food put into take-out boxes, they started their 

journey home. During their walk, near 6th street, Kandyce and Daniel wobbled a little bit, 

and felt light-headed so they sat down on the bench across the street.  

“That was strange,” said Kandyce.  

“Yeah, it feels like when I get up too fast, but a more amplified feeling.” 

“Me too.” 

 

*** 

 

After a few minutes, the dizziness wore off, and they began walking home. 

After twenty minutes of walking, they both realize that they seem to be going 

nowhere.  

“Wait a minute,” Daniel said. “What street are we on? We’ve walked at least 7 

blocks!”  
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“We’re still on 7th street. How could that be?” 

“Let’s keep walking and pay attention to the street signs this time,” said Daniel as he 

started walking again. 

“7th street...6th street...10th street? What? What’s happening?” 

“I have absolutely no clue, Daniel.” 

“Maybe when we felt sick, we turned around and we didn’t know it. Let’s sit down 

and try to sort this out.” 

 

*** 

 

 “Another two down, I am getting closer.” he said from the depths of the sewer. “I 

won’t be living in such uncomfortable conditions for much longer, when my plan is 

complete. I should get back to work.” 

 

Chapter Two 

 

 Once Kandyce and Daniel got up after a 5 minute rest, they looked across the street 

and spotted a familiar figure.  

“The mayor! Didn’t he go missing a few weeks ago?” exclaimed Daniel.  

“Mr. Mayor–Mr. Mayor!” said Kandyce as she ran across the road.  

 “Woah, what are you kids doing?” said the mayor. 

 “We wanted to know where in the world you’ve been for the past two weeks!” said 

Kandyce. 

 “I’ve been here the whole time. Every time I try to leave, I just end up here again.” 

 “Well, we’ve been here for–let’s see–maybe 2 hours?” 

 “Ever since I fell over in the middle of 6th street, I couldn’t leave this place.” 

 “That’s what happened to us!” 

 “I read a book that mentioned theoretical ‘pocket universes’ that are a sort of zone 

inside of our universe–a mini universe,” said Daniel. 

 “Did it say how to get out?” said Kandyce. 

 “No.” 

 “We could try to go back to 6th street,” suggested the mayor. 

 “Let’s go,” said Daniel. 

 

*** 

 

 Once they reached 6th street, they looked it over carefully. There was a crack running 

down the middle of the walkway, and a manhole cover right in the center of the walkway. 

The three walked across the street, and right as they passed over the manhole, they felt very 

dizzy once more, and sat down in a nearby bench.  

 “It seems that this whole problem is linked to the manhole itself.” said Kandyce. 



97 

 “Should we go in?” asked Daniel. 

 “I’ll stay back,” said the mayor. “I am getting too old to do this kind of stuff, and the 

sewer will ruin my suit.” 

 “Ok, we’ll go alone.” 

 “Be safe.” 

 

Chapter Three 

 

 “Phew! These manhole covers are really heavy,” said Kandyce after they finally were 

able to lift it.  

“This one has to be at least 100 pounds.”  

As they stepped in to the sewer, the sickening feeling came yet again, and they had to 

pause on the ladder for a few minutes. Once they felt well enough to continue, they 

proceeded into the darkness of the sewer.  

 The sewer was a fairly normal sewer. It had grime on the walls, murky water at the 

bottom, and a terrible stench that was enough to make any person gag. The only peculiar 

thing about it was a strange purple light coming from around the turn.  

 “It’s so much colder down here than on the street,” said Kandyce, shivering. 

 “Yeah,” said Daniel. 

 “That purple light probably has something to do with this whole mess.” 

 “Should we check it out?” 

 “Sure.” 

Kandyce and Daniel walk toward the purple light, each picking up a piece of scrap 

metal, just in case they needed to defend themselves. The source of the light was a 3-foot 

tall, 1-foot wide metal cylinder, with a line of purple coming out around it, projecting a sort 

of wall. Behind the wall, there was a small tent with a generator next to it, with a bunch of 

wires weaving between the tent, generator, and machine.  

 “Let’s see what’s going on here,” said Daniel.  

After carefully walking through the purple, the dizzy feeling hit them once more. 

Without pausing for rest, Kandyce peered cautiously into the tent. It projected a musty, 

sweaty atmosphere. Unorganized electronics spanned across the entire floor, and a heaping 

person was sleeping in the very center. When Kandyce tried to go back to Daniel, she 

tripped on one of the jumbled wires, and cried out. The man began to wake up, and 

Kandyce tried to run, but fell over due to the effect of the machine. This immediately woke 

the man up, and he began to yell. 

 “Who’s in my tent? What do you want!” 

He found Kandyce laying on the ground and Daniel coming to help her. “Well, we—” 

said Kandyce. Then everything went black. 

 

Chapter Four 
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 Once they woke up, they realized they were tied together against the wall of the 

sewer. Their pieces of metal were gone. 

 “Whaaat happenned, Kandyce?” said Daniel in a slurred voice. 

 “Ii thhink wee werre knockked ouut.” 

After they both fully awakened, they noticed the man walking around in a hurried 

manner from the tent to the machine, tent, machine, tent, machine.  

“Ah, you’re awake! So, you’re probably wondering what I’m doing down here,” he 

said. “This is the machine that I have worked on since I was out of college ten years ago. It 

creates this wall that transports anyone walking through it to a pocket universe. If I trap all 

of the leaders and people who care enough to stop me, then I can pull the plug on the 

machine and leave them there forever! I’ve also made arrangements for myself to become 

leader if everything falls apart, so when I trap everyone here, the position will be mine!”  

 As the guy went on and on about taking power, Kandyce whispered, “How can we get 

out of here?” 

 “Look around for something sharp, maybe we can cut the ropes.” 

 “Oh, yeah! That house key you found earlier! See if you can pull it out and cut the 

rope!” said Kandyce. 

After ten minutes of hard work, Daniel managed to take the key out of his pocket and 

cut one of the ropes, without being noticed. Once he was able to move well enough, he 

helped Kandyce cut her ropes.  

 “What now?” asked Kandyce. 

 “Maybe when he gets close to us, we can jump at him and knock him over, and then 

unplug the machine and destroy it with the scrap metal we had earlier.” 

 “Ok. Let’s go.” 

 “3… 2… 1… Go!” 

 Kandyce and Daniel both bursted forward at the same time, startling the man and 

knocking him over.  

 “What are yo—” but by then, Kandyce and Daniel had already headed for the 

machine. They hit it with their metal pieces as much and as hard as they could, until the 

machine was a smoking mess, and walked back towards the opening in the sewer. They 

climbed out of the hole to realize they had been in the sewer for hours. 

 Kandyce took out her phone to call the police and tell them what happened. Within 

minutes, they showed up and began to climb into the sewer. 

 “Will anyone believe what happened?” asked Kandyce as they walked home. 

 “Most likely not. They’d think we were exaggerating the entire thing,” said Daniel. 

 “Well, at least we’ll know the truth.” 

 

Chapter 5 

 

 Kandyce and Daniel walked home, both knowing that this experience had changed 

their lives. Once they said their goodbyes, they parted ways and went home for the night.  
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 As Kandyce walked through the door, she was immediately greeted by her worried 

mother. 

 “Why were you gone so long, and… why do you smell like a sewer?” she asked. 

 “You wouldn’t believe me,” said Kandyce. 

 “I want to know everything.” 

 “So...” began Kandyce. 
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The Consequences of the Dark 
Daytona D. 

 

The blazing heat bore down upon me, while I sat outside of the café. The air seemed 

to boil and simmer as I sat there. She’s late, I thought, as I got up to stretch my legs. 

Moments later I saw a girl running toward me. 

“Kaneki, sorry I’m late. I just had to drop something by the library.” 

The girl stopped right in front of me, and plastered her eyes upon my face. She had long 

dark brown hair that was dyed teal on the ends and bangs that reached down to her eyes. 

She wore black jeans and white sweatshirt that read “Otter space” with an otter in a space 

suit. The girl looked different than the last time I’d seen her. Well, that had been four years 

ago. 

“Hello, Nova. How are you?” I asked. 

She smiled and said, “Just fine, how ‘bout you?” 

“I’m great, should we take a seat?” 

We sat down at a nearby table and got to talking. I found out she goes to a college 

near mine, and is majoring in robotics. I also learned that she was the devil. Halfway 

through our meal she started laughing for no reason. 

         “Nova, are you all right?” 

She glared at me. Her eyes, usually blue, were pitch black holes. “I’m just fine 

Kaneki, but I don’t think you’re going to be ok after this.” 

         As she flew out of her seat, she seemed to be a new being, and something evil. She 

looked a lot different now. For one thing, she now had dark black wings that flapped as she 

rose into the air. Next, her clothes changed to a black jumpsuit, with spikes jutting out of 

the shoulders. Her hair was pitch black and slick. 

“You know, Kaneki, I was so intent on meeting you. Then, your little friend invited 

you to lunch, and I got my perfect chance. Of course I had to do away with her.” She spread 

out the palm of her hand, making a black spear appear. “And now I will do away with you.” 

Then, she skewered me like a kabob. 

         I sat there, shocked, with a stream of red running down my shirt onto the sidewalk. 

The devil walked over to me and shoved her heel into my wound. I shouted in agony as 

blooded dripped out of my mouth. I could tell she was saying something, but the world was 

a blur. My eyes fought to stay open, but they seemed to weigh tons. At the end I lost the 

battle, and the world disappeared into never ending blackness. 

“He’s been out for days, I’m starting to think he’s …” the voice trailed off. 

I ripped my eyes open and immediately regretted it. The light hit them like bullets. 

“You’re awake!” the voice exclaimed. “I need you to just stay there and rest. Don’t try 

to move or talk.” 
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My eyes finally focused, and I saw the girl standing over me. She had long white hair 

with highlights of gold. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt that read, “So cute it hurts.” 

Then, there were her wings. They were huge white wings that made her look like a anime 

character. 

“Hello Kaneki. I am Erza, and I will be looking after you here in the afterlife.” 

“Afterlife,” I said with astonishing pain. My mouth tasted like a piece of metal, and 

my throat felt like sandpaper. I tried to recall what happened, but the memory was like a 

jigsaw puzzle missing many pieces. 

“Yes, Kaneki, the afterlife, as in you’re dead.” 

 Tilting my eyes in astonishment, I looked at her, but the pain was too much. 

“Now, once you get your strength back, I'm going to need you to describe the person 

who killed you in full detail so I can write a report.” 

“I…” my voice trailed off as I remember that day. The wicked woman who killed me 

and Nova. I also remembered the pain I felt as I died, and the black spear jutting out of my 

spine.  

A few hours later, I gave the girl called Erza a rundown of my situation. She 

explained that I was in the afterlife, and she’d saved me. She also explained that she was a 

guardian angel and that my death was unplanned. 

“We know when and where every person in the world is going to die,” she said as she 

pulled a scroll from a huge shelf on the wall. “For instance, Carrel Stevens will die on 

December 25, 2018 at 12:38.” She put the scroll down and picked up a new one. It seemed 

different than all the others, with golden embossing on the outside. “We also keep track of 

people who have died. Like Virginia Hall, who did a noble deed and changed a large area in 

a good way. She died July 8, 1982.”  She put the scroll down on the shelf, and then walked 

over to a large area with a golden floor. “See, Kaneki, you were supposed to die on July 

29th, 2048, at 4:24pm, but you died on June 24, 2018 at 12.26pm. See, we saw that you had 

died, and all of us went into a panic.” 

The floor now glowed red, and the depictions of angels turned into black lifeless 

mobs of devils with horns and pitch black wings. I jumped back, fear crawling up my arms 

and my chest stinging with pain from where I was stabbed. The dome of the building 

opened and I saw the sky. It was pitch black, and dark clouds caused the sky to thunder and 

crack. 

“See, our boss got mad at us, since we weren't monitoring you when you died. And 

we got punished.” 

The roof closed. Guilt stirred in my stomach.  

“How can you fix me being dead?” 

She stood there for a minute, like she was thinking how to word her sentence. “There 

are two ways that we can fix this. The first is obliterating your spirit and erasing any 

memory a person has of you. Or, we can make you one of us, and you will be under the boss. 

Your choice, Kaneki.” 
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         What option would I pick? Either have my soul obliterated from existence or get a 

job.  “I will take the job. How much does it pay?” 

She laughed. “It doesn't pay, see your soul will be bound to the master forever, and if 

you ever try to get away, he will make your soul go poof.” She spread out her hands in an 

explosion motion. 

I got a sick feeling in my stomach. “Umm, so what do I do for my job?” 

“Well, you do all sorts of things like gather souls or hunt and kill devils.” 

“Oh, great, more devils,” I muttered under my breath. 

 Next, Erza took me to a big room. She called it the job site and explained that this 

was where we got our job assignments. I saw a big black board will a million names on it. 

Each name had a certain time next to it. Also it had a sign that blinked “on time” next to 

each name. 

“Wow,” I said. 

Erza laughed and looked up at the board. “It’s a timer that counts down everyone 

who is going to die. See, it changes every hour so we can get the souls and take them to 

whatever afterlife they believe in.” She pointed to doors all shapes and sizes. All the doors 

had a bronze plaque in front of them that read what afterlife it was and what religion. 

“Before you can start the job you have to meet the boss first so he can clear you.” 

The next ten minutes of my life were a blur. Erza led me down a long dark hallway 

that seemed to stretch for miles. The only light we had was that of the torches lining the 

wall. At the end of the tunnel the road split in two. One way was a dark tunnel that had no 

light or warmth. The second was a milky white hallway that was lined in gold.  

Erza took me into the white hallway. We reached the door to the office. The door 

read “Always In” like the boss was some type of doctor. Erza knocked and opened the door 

and said “Hello, Mr. Reeds. I’m here with the new recruit.” 

         A deep voice spoke, “Ah yes, come in.” 

Sitting in a chair was a dark-skinned man, but he skin was also swirled with gold. All 

along his body were golden tattoos like someone had painted on him with golden sharpie. 

His features were flawless right down to his chiseled jawline. 

“Hello, Kaneki, I am Atari Reeds, and I’m the boss at this fine establishment. You’re 

here to get signed up correct.” 

   “Yes,” I said, my voice small. 

         “Well, I will get the paperwork, and all you need to do is sign.” Atari snapped his 

fingers. A scroll popped into the air, the paper was golden, and in small cursive writing was 

a contract. At the bottom of the page appeared an X with a line beside it. 

         I skimmed the contract. It seemed like an ordinary contract except that I was bound 

to Atari for the rest of eternity, and he had full rights to vaporize my soul as extreme 

punishment. I picked up a pen sitting on the desk and started to scribble my signature. The 

moment I finished dotting my i, golden wings sprouted from my back and I started to glow 

white. 
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A few hours later, Erza said we would be departing for a job. We went to a room with 

a domed rooftop. It opened wide, and I saw the sky. It was now blue and completely clear. 

Perfect conditions for flying. 

“Are you ready?” Erza asked behind me. 

I opened my wings and flew off to a lifetime of adventures. 
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Forever Lost 
Sophia A. 

 

 Everyday’s the same. Wake up, get dressed, go to school, come home, do homework, 
go to bed. But as much as I seem like a normal girl, someone just like you, I am completely 
different. Let’s rewind to this morning. 

Beep. Beep. Beep. I hate that sound. Every morning, it’s the same routine. I roll 
across my bed to hit the snooze button. Ten times. Finally, I look at the clock. I decide to get 
up. Oh, no. Why do I do this to myself every day? I rush to get ready for school. Without 
thinking, I run out the door, just in time to see my school bus driving away.  

I walk back inside. My mother yells at me, “Seriously, Kimi? Again? You do this every 
single day. You’re such a disappointment. Don’t expect me to drive you to school.” 

“But, Mother, how am I supposed to get there?” 
“You have legs, don’t you? Use them.” 

 As I approach my school, I spy the little corner in the courtyard, where no one can 
see me. It’s not like anyone usually sees me, though. I sit down with my head lowered 
between my bent legs, thinking about how mad my mother had been this morning. The bell 
rings. I rush to my feet in order to get to my first class on time, trying to dodge all of the 
students that are taller than me. I walk to the back corner of the classroom and my teacher, 
Ms. Heidi, calls attendance.  

“Brian Bailey?” 
“Here.” 
“Brandon Calloway?” 
“Here.” 
“Kimi Creek?”  
 I say here as quietly as possible. 
“Kimi Creek? Are you here?” 
Everyone looks confused. “Who’s Kimi? Does she even go here?” Stephanie asks. 
“I’m here!” I yell while standing up and waving my hand like a maniac. Ms. Heidi 

just ignores me, finishes attendance, and sends it down to the administrative office.  
 “Okay, so today we will be having a pop quiz,” Ms. Heidi states. The room falls 
completely silent with dread. “Who wants to pass out the papers?” Gabriella and Allison 
shoot their hands up to the ceiling. I’m surprised they don’t dislocate their shoulders in 
their enthusiasm. “Okay, girls. Come pass these out.” They run to the front of the room to 
grab them. 

“You may start your tests,” Ms. Heidi says.  
 Three minutes into taking the test, Gabriella and Allison were already in the front of 
the room turning in their papers. As the bell rings, I walk up to the front of the classroom 
and turn mine in. 

 Like a flock of sheep, we all walk to our next period. The same thing happens to me 
in every class as the teacher takes attendance. Teacher calls my name, I say, “Here,” they 
don’t hear me, and I stand up and raise my hand like a maniac. 
 At 11:15, it’s time for lunch. My least favorite period of the day. Lunch is social hour. 
Where everyone gets talked to and everything gets talked about. I don’t talk and I don’t eat 
lunch, I just sit there. Thinking. Staring. I feel like a stone statue. 
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 I notice the groups at my school. How everybody is a misfit somehow. First table— 
musicians. Second table— smart kids. Third table— bullies. Fourth table— cheerleaders and 
athletes. And in the middle of everything— Stephanie, Brian, and their squad. Then there’s 
me sitting in the corner, on the floor, by the trash can. I don’t fit in at any of these tables. 
This is why I hate lunch. I feel invisible. 
 Everyone in the lunchroom orbits around Stephanie. I wish I was Stephanie. I would 
have friends and be popular. If I had the courage and confidence to talk to someone, I 
would. But I don’t. Not everyone has that gift. Not everyone has a friend. Thoughts run 
through my mind, like what would it be like if I could become a different person. The bell 
interrupts my musings. 
 The day passes on. Everything stays the same, nothing different. I wait outside for 
my mother to pull up and drive me home. She never shows. I guess she decided to do her 
errands first and forgot about me. So I walk home. My thoughts return to lunchtime.  

 
What will happen to me if I just stay how I am? Invisible. If my whole life is like 

this. No friends. No one. Just me.  
 
When I get home I remember a book that I have called Life, Mysteries and Miracles. 

This book should have the answer to my question. I open it and a cloud of dust floats up 
into the air. I turn to the page about invisibility and read.  

 
“Those who act invisible will be invisible.” 
 
 I drop the book and run to my bed. I bury my face in between the blankets. A few 

minutes pass, and my mind races with hundreds of questions. I run back to the book, pick it 
up, and resume reading. 

“After the first day of realizing this, if you don’t change your behavior, you will 
become forever lost. You will never come back.”  What about my family? What about my 
friends? 

Wait, I don’t have any friends, scratch that. 
I contemplate the things I have read today. I try to figure out what I’m going to do. 

It’s late, and I know I have to go to sleep. So much has happened to me today, that it’s too 
hard not to think and just go to bed. 

 Drowsiness eventually seeps in. My eyelids droop, and I let them close. My mind 
shuts down. The room falls silent and dark. Before I know it, I fall asleep. 

When I wake up the next morning, I don’t hit the snooze button once. I just wake up. 
I remember yesterday as if it was a dream. I get ready for school and head outside for the 
bus. My watch says that I am forty-five minutes early, so I decide to sit down on the corner 
and wait. 

The bus comes screeching up to the corner of the sidewalk. As I get on the bus, the 
driver looks past me. I silently walk to the back and take a seat. We pull up to the side of the 
school and all of the kids file out. I am the last one off. The bell rings for class. I go through 
the exact same habit as yesterday.  

When it’s time for lunch, I look around at all the tables for an open spot. For a table 
where I fit in. I walk up to the one with the musicians and try to sit down. They all stare at 
me. As I start to put my backpack down, the students sitting next to the spot I wanted scoot 
over, removing any space for me.  
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I decide to sit at a different table. I go to the smart kids, and they do the same thing. I 
go to the jerks, and they do the same thing. Then I go to the athletes and cheerleaders, but 
they just do the same thing everyone else has done. There is only one more table to try.   

I creep up to Stephanie’s table. How hard can this be? She’s just another student 
that goes to this school. When I am about four feet away, my heart starts to pound. I edge 
up to the side of the table.  

“Um, like, what do you think you’re doing?” Stephanie asks me with a disgusted look 
on her face.  

“I just needed a place to sit,” I reply. 
“Well, are you new here? ’Cause only, like, popular people sit here.” 
“Oh, I didn’t know that. I’m sorry.” 
Stephanie rolls her eyes and points to the corner I always sit in, right by the trash 

can. “Maybe you belong, like, over there.” 
I walk back over to the little corner. This is impossible. Why can’t Stephanie and I 

just trade places? The bell rings, yet again, and I walk through the hallway, trying to get 
everything off my mind. The rest of the day drags on and on. I wait for the final bell to ring. 
When it does, I run outside.  

As I wait near the edge of my school, I realise that, once again, my mom has 
forgotten to pick me up. So I walk home.  

As I near my house, I feel different. Not too different, but not quite myself. I just 
ignore it and walk inside. It doesn’t look familiar.  The front hall is usually covered in 
photos of me and my family, but not right now. The walls have no pictures except for one of 
my mother and father. 
 I look back at an open spot on the wall, remembering the photo that had been there. 
It was one of me and my twin sister. We were identical twins and the closest of friends that 
there could be. We didn’t let anyone come between us. We used to hang out and do 
everything together.  

The day that all fell apart was in kindergarten. We had gone to the doctor and they 
diagnosed her for having bronchial cancer. They checked me right after to see if I had the 
same problems. I didn’t. We went from hospital to hospital. The treatments and surgeries 
went on for a few years before there was nothing more to be done. She had left. Although I 
knew this was for the better and that now she wouldn’t have to suffer, I still cried. Day after 
day. 

The feeling that I got earlier comes back. I can’t be here anymore. I run down the 
stairs, dash out the door, and sprint down the side of the street. I find the only place that I 
can go. My school. 

As I approach the school, I step inside. Nobody’s here. I walk into the lunchroom, sit 
by the trash can, and doze off. In my twilight sleep, I peer towards my right and see a faint 
image of my sister. She is sitting next to me, smiling, and mouths the words, “Come with 
me.” The room begins to grow cold. I look down at my arm and see the pigment of my skin 
fading away. Finger by finger, I disappear. My body loses all color, and I cease to exist in the 
corporeal world. Never to be brought back.  

I am forever lost. 
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Venom 
Paige G. 

 

Civilian’s House KwaZulu, South America 6:25 AM 

 

Olivia’s neuro supplement switched to a news report. “It has been a long twenty 

seven years since WWIII started. The Antarctic-Alliance has just released Venom that will 

end WWIII. Venom is a virus designed to immobilize all of the processors it is sent to and 

is meant to be unstoppable. It destroys any machine within eight hours and will weaken 

the Asian-Alliance until they have no one left to fight because their nero supplements will 

be destroyed. People are dependant on their supplements and without them they will die.”  

The news report clicked off and Olivia drove to work. 

 

She loved her job at Murphy Elementary School, where she was a part time first 

grade teacher. When she arrived at her classroom she was swarmed by innocent first 

graders who had questions about the morning’s news report.  

As she went to the teacher’s lounge she wondered if there was any hope for the 

Asian-Alliance. They needed to stop the virus. It would surely destroy their neuro 

supplements, and they could not live without them.   

 

 Arctic-Alliance Headquarters in KwaZulu, South America 7:56 AM  

 

Noah arrived at headquarters to check on the venom. It was traveling quickly for 

only being released one hour and fifty six minutes ago. It was exactly on target, starting in 

Asia and spreading to Africa and Australia. The electronic walls to keep the venom out of 

Arctic-Alliance were still intact. He called to update his supervisor and went home.    

 

Asian-Alliance Headquarters in Bangkok, Asia 8:23 AM  

 

Gianna worked on intercepting the news report from the Arctic-Alliance. The map of 

the venom showed that the whole Asian-Alliance had been infected. She told her supervisor 

about the virus, but then she noticed that dots of the venom were going into the Arctic-

Alliance. It appeared that their virtual wall could not hold off the virus. She wondered if 

they knew how to stop it, or if they could work together to stop the venom now that it was 

also a threat to them.  
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Secure Chat Room 10:36 AM 

 

Although they were on different sides of the war, Gianna and Noah needed to work 

together to stop the spread of the venom. Gianna contacted the Arctic-Alliance to request 

help. They only had one hope to survive the outbreak. The only one who had offered was 

Noah, who had the same job as her for the other side. Gianna was about to talk to Noah. 

She needed him to convince his superintendent to let them work together and stop the 

venom.  

“Hello,” Gianna said. No response. “Hello? Noah? You there?”  

“Hi, yeah. I’m here.”  

Gianna got straight to the point.  “I have detected some venom that has spread into 

the Arctic-Alliance headquarters. Your electronic walls have failed. We need to work 

together to stop it before it wipes out all of the human race. Will you please help? Do you 

know how to stop the virus? 

“We don’t know. The virus knocked out our wall. I can ask to see if we can work 

together. I just need your last name so we can establish a link through the processors.” 

“Smith. Gianna Smith. Please hurry.” 

 

 Arctic-Alliance Headquarters in KwaZulu, South America 11:16 AM  

 

Noah got the okay from his supervisor to work with Gianna. He just needed to get 

the link setup, and then they could start right away. They had to hurry since they only had 

ten hours and forty-four minutes. To set up the links, he had to scroll through the list of 

every single person who had a neuro supplement. When he got to Gianna Smith’s name, he 

clicked. He sent her the message that he had prepared. “My superintendent said I could 

work with you to stop the venom, but we have to hurry because we only have ten hours and 

thirty-six minutes until the virus destroys both sides of the war. We need to figure out why 

the virtual walls failed to stop the virus. The virus is designed to attack the machine’s 

firewall to get to the processor.” 

  

 

Civilian’s House KwaZulu, South America 11:16 AM 

 

Olivia received the message that a person named Noah sent. She had no idea what it 

was about. She supposed that she should tell him who she was and see if he meant to 

message her, but first she wanted to tell her friend. She messaged her friend the message 

that Noah had sent her. Her friend was shocked, and told more of her friends. Noah 

messaged Olivia, and he told her that it was a mistake and that it was supposed to be sent to 

a person named Gianna Smith not Olivia Smith. Olivia wondered if she had done something 

wrong by telling her friend. When she looked out onto the street thirty minutes later, she 

saw people running around.  
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Asian-Alliance Headquarters in Bangkok, Asia 11:31 AM  

 

Gianna had no idea where to start. She had contacted Noah, but he was not 

responding. She needed his help. Now! If she had more details on how the virus worked she 

would be able to stop it. Hopefully. Finally, Noah messaged her. He said somehow the 

civilians knew about the virus and riots were breaking out all over the world. They really 

had to find a cure.  

 

Streets of Bangkok, Asia 11:50 AM 

 

Buildings were burning, stores raided, the whole city was in chaos. People were so 

scared of the venom they were destroying everything. An emergency news report flashed in 

everyone's neuro supplement. It was from the government. “The information about the 

venom has been leaked. We have both sides of the war working to fix the venom. We will 

update you with any later notifications.” Everyone started screaming again.    

 

Asian-Alliance Headquarters in Bangkok, Asia 11:55 AM  

 

Noah had to tell Gianna how the information had gone public.  

“I accidently set up the neuro link with Olivia Smith instead of you. Now the public 

knows about the spread of the venom.”  

“I could have guessed based on the riots. How could you be that STUPID? I need to 

know how the virus works, and I need to know now.”  

Gianna sounded really upset, but they still had to work together.      

 

Civilian’s House KwaZulu, South America 12:32 AM 

 

      With only thirty-six minutes left before total destruction, Olivia thought about all 

that had happened that day. She figured that people who were trying to stop the venom had 

narrowed it down to either a new processor or an upgraded firewall. Although, a processor 

would be too hard to make and distribute. That is it! A stronger firewall that is meant to 

target the venom. She had to message Noah.      

 

 Arctic-Alliance Headquarters in KwaZulu, South America 12:32 AM  

 

      Noah received a message from Olivia.  

“I thought of a way to stop the venom! There is only one way to effectively stop it and 

get it to all of the machines.”  

He added Gianna to the conversation. After all, she was the best coder in the whole 

world. If anyone was going to be able to develop what Olivia was talking about, it was her.  
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“Gianna here. What do you need? We’re on a tight schedule.”    

“Olivia here. I have an idea of how to stop the virus. We make a firewall that can be 

downloaded on any device that is meant to keep everything out, even the virus.” 

“This could work the only issue is that you wouldn’t be able to download anything 

until 2:01 pm. I think I can start developing it based on the government firewalls because 

they are most secure.” Gianna regained hope.  

“The only issue is if someone downloads a TV show, a broadcast, anything, the 

firewall will break down in that machine.” Noah was typing so fast he thought his hands 

were going to fly off. 

 

Asian-Alliance Headquarters in Bangkok, Asia 12:44 AM  

 

Gianna finished the firewall. It was ready to be downloaded. A news report flashed 

on everyone’s neural supplements explaining how the firewall worked and that no one 

could download anything until 2:01 pm. Now, they waited.  

Noah, Gianna, and Olivia waited as two o’clock  came. Only thirty-seven processors 

were lost. Olivia wished she could have saved everyone, but losing only thirty-seven instead 

of eleven billion was a global win in the end. 

 


