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Letter from the Editor by Bethany Clary
I cannot describe how excited and proud I am to be the editor of my high school’s literary
magazine, First Circle. My journey this year (2019-2020) will be one that rests in my heart
forever. I have loved every part of it, even when it was hard to manage (…after March,
with the world quarantining, and all).
Being an editor has filled me with this unexplainable self-confidence. I always smile when
I think about how blessed I am to work on such an amazing magazine with such
wonderful classmates. I love how others seek and respect my advice or input, and I love
how I can rely on my classmates for their opinions and assistance.
But a magazine’s editor is nothing without his or her team. I would never be able to
manage this on my own, so I’d like to thank everyone who contributed to First Circle.
First, to Mrs. Stevens — you are literally the best teacher I’ve ever had the miracle of
having. No string of words in a sentence or two will ever be enough to express the
wonders you’ve done in my life and so many others. You are forever #1 in my heart, and I
am always grateful to you.
Second, I’d like to thank my classmates for helping me with the magazine. I have
absolutely no talent when it comes to technology, so I am truly grateful for those who
worked on design, order, colors, and anything else we needed. I’m also thankful to
everyone who helped grade submissions, because I would be buried alive if I had to do it
alone.
Third, I’d love to thank Ms. Cockrell. You are another teacher the magazine would not be
the same without. Your dedication to assist us (especially helping with technology), and
your encouragement are wonderful parts of your personality. Without you, I am sure my
classmates and the magazine would have struggled immensely to sort itself out.
Lastly, I’d like to thank everyone who submitted to the magazine, whether it’s writings or
art and photos. Without each and every contribution, First Circle would not be the
beautiful creation it is. I am truly thankful each of you felt compelled to share your
creation(s) with us. I’ve read and loved every piece, and the talent in your artwork and
photography always has me smile.
Writing has always had a special place in my heart. It has been with me ever since I can
remember. I still have a creative writing notebook from second grade… it’s interesting, to
say the least. I was also (and still am) obsessed with books. I always had one with me at
school, in the car, my room. If I had free time, it was either reading a book or telling my
mom about the next crazy world I invented.

Even in the present, I continue to be molded and shaped by poems, novels, and series.
There is so much to admire in other’s works — their dedication, commitment, creativity,
boldness, and beautiful craftsmanship.
I take in the words, imagery, emotions, and characteristics — I take it all in and let it
become part of me. I am deep, complex, ever-changing, and always growing.
I am a young reader — a Princess, a Warrior Cat, a Demigod.
I am short stories and novels read at school, opening my world to a writer’s style and
message.
I am poorly planned writings, unfinished documents, and procrastination.
I am poetry — quiet, calm, hurt, angered, passionate, powerful.
I am a creator of characters, worlds, and plots. I give depth and meaning to my creations. I
give pieces of my own self.
I am a writer. I am the only one who can give my ideas to the world. I am the only one
who can say what I need to say. No one else can do it for me. It is my job, my passion, my
calling.
A writer never reaches perfection. No one can be perfect when you are still growing. And
that’s what writing is — it’s a process of growing and growing and growing. You achieve
greatness, and go further. You never stop.
Because the world will always have something that needs to be said. And that something
might be in your heart, in your mind. No matter how quickly or long you take to get it out,
no matter how dark or cheesy it may be, whether you like your work or not — the world
needs to hear what you have to say.
We all have a light within us, a light yearning to be seen. Our light will never stop shining.
It will climb and climb and climb high above the world, high above heartache,
depression, loss, anger, anxiety, abuse, loneliness, failure, guilt, and shame.
Our light will surpass anything that has ever held it down. It will stop at nothing until it
has landed where it is destined to shine.
Way up in the stars, for all to see and admire.
Per aspera ad astra, through hardships to the stars.

Why I Write by Hayden Clary
When I first read the prompt, “Why do you write?” I have to admit that I rolled my
eyes. I took the question at face value and answered internally, “Because I can”. However,
the rest of the day after reading it, I couldn’t get the question out of my mind. Why do I
write?
If you’ve never had an existential crisis, you may not believe in the parallel universe
theory – the theory that every decision you do or do not make creates a separate universe.
Say that one day, you must decide between eating a sandwich or a salad for lunch.
Depending on what decision you make, you will exist in the universe in which you eat
one of those two things for lunch while another universe generates in which you eat the
other item for lunch. Metalevel, right? Similarly, I have universes in my mind. Between the
folds of my brain exist worlds and people that only exist to me and whoever I may choose
to share my writing with. The
characters I invent are neither
dead nor alive and the worlds I
build are neither founded nor
destroyed. They will continue to
exist, even if it is just in the back
of my mind, until I die.
I write to breathe life into my
ideas. The same way that physics
suggests that multiple universes
could exist within the fabric of the
cosmos, ideas live in my mind
and sprout with every new thing I
read or learn. I have story ideas,
character ideas, and world ideas
that breed like rabbits in my mind.
I write to please myself and then,
Genevieve Boucher
as an afterthought, to please
others. I write to get rid of some of
the baby bunny ideas hopping around. I write because it makes me happy to watch those
baby bunny ideas grow into something magical. I write because although I may not live in
a universe with superpowers and magic, I can create one in my mind to live in. I can
create a space in my mind where I and any other of my characters can do whatever we
want without repercussions, because I can put that space on paper and have a tangible
piece of evidence that I created something. I created a universe. I am the god of my own
creation.
I have always been a prolific writer. My mom asks me to write or revise her emails, I
was called a “wordsmith” in elementary school, and I’ve always gotten exceptional scores
on any essays I wrote. Due to this, you can imagine what helplessness I felt when it
seemed the ink well in my mind had run dry. I stared at blank Microsoft Word documents
for hours at a time, willing anything to flow from my mind to paper. It didn’t take me long

to figure out what was causing such a drought in my creative ability – Zoloft. I was
diagnosed with major depressive disorder not long ago and had done just fine on the
medication that was more suited for my anxiety disorder until I didn’t. My doctor moved
me up and up on Zoloft until I reached 100 milligrams. At this point, not only in my
writing but in everything else I did, I felt like I was floating through the time-space
continuum, somewhere between those universes. It was the best I could do some days to
get up from my bed and move to sit on the couch instead, or to fix myself food, or to even
shower. The universes I had conjured in my mind had been devoured by black holes.
Characters I had known like the back of my hand floated away from me into an
unattainable space. Worlds I had created that were like a second home were flattened by
the bulldozers of depression. The folds of my brain, that contain all of this creative energy,
had been ironed out by the effects of antidepressants.
I talked to people. My pediatrician, my therapist, and eventually a psychiatrist.
Where my usually eloquent words would have thoughtfully explained my situation before,
I now found myself unable to say anything without tripping over my words or having to
backtrack. Throughout the course of my work on this piece, I have managed to overcome
the looming mountain that is a lack of motivation and creativity. My ink well sometimes
runs dry but every so often, a little splash of inspiration wets my pen. I consider this a
significant improvement.
So why do I write? I write to preserve my imagination. I write so that no matter what
serotonin deficiency or inadequate medication stands in my way, I have something I can
always go back to – my writing. I can revisit these worlds, put reality on pause, and get
lost in the flowing words of my stories. That is why I write.

Rigor Mortis by Claire Ellis
It’s the right of woman to tell her story,
but seldom does she get the chance.
It’s the reality of man to get the glory,
the woman but a pitied glance.
But away with rhymes, she’s not your art,
your wall-space filler, conversation starter,
tower rescued dame, cautionary tale,
beautifully frail, song bird passed from cage
to bigger cage.
It isn’t the size of the cage
but the presence of walls that
makes one a prisoner.
And you thought you were saving her,
setting her off on water cold enough to
slow her body’s rot. Let’s stop
painting women cold and alone and
afloat, voiceless, songless;
We deserve a chance
to finally rest— ask Ophelia, ask nameless Shalott:
Eternity is a long time to spend
gazing at the clouds from a river bed, or
waiting at the dock for life’s bars to fall
and set you free.

Grace Partin

And Here I am Living by Jayla Thomas
Feels like the whole world is working against you
But here you are living
You’ve been homeless, broke, and alone
But here you are living
All the people you care about are dying
But here you are living
Life seems to have no meaning
But here you are living
You feel like you have no purpose
But here you are living
I feel like giving up
And here I am living despite it all

Rider Lamy

Dirt and Gold by Rebekah Maguire
I remember the last spring–eighteen years ago. I was five years old, playing in the
strawberry fields with my mother as she laughed at me. The sun beat down, sweat dripping
down my back, my energy never slowing. Biting into a bright red berry, the juice spilling
out of my mouth, across my lips, down my chin, leaving a sticky trail which painted my
face. Only happiness in the air. I was too young to know any different.
Too young to notice the dark circles under my mother’s eyes, the slump in her posture, the
slow walk she used to move. Too
young to notice the life draining out
of her, the way the flowers no longer
perked when she walked by, how the
grass under her feet seemed to wilt
instead of shine, how the trees
seemed to shirk away from her
instead of wrap her in their loving
embrace.
Instead all I saw was the sunshine
and fresh air instead of the cold and
dark rooms I spent most of my days
in. My one day of freedom a week,
the day my mother had begged for. I
could still faintly remember the
conversation.
“Darling, he will kill her if he finds
her, it’s too dangerous!”
“Mother, you don’t get to decide
that! I am no longer a child, I am a
grown woman and I will make my
own decisions regarding my
daughter!”
“My word is law for all those who
reside in my domain.” Though the
volume of her voice remained steady,
I could hear the commanding tones
Rebekah Maguire
beneath. “It was you who came to me
seeking protection after years of
throwing your love in my face. It was you who decided to sleep with a man below your
status and have a child who reeks of dirt. So if you wish to leave in order to give her
sunshine then do so. I will not stop you, but you will pay the price when he comes for
her.”
My mother sighed, her face weary, “I don’t wish to leave. I’m only asking for one day
a week. She’s not like us, she needs to see the sun.”

A beat and then my grandmother spoke, “Three hours a week. Any argument and she
will get none.”
I shrugged away the memory, lying on my pallet next to the fire, trying to ignore the
cold. Eighteen years and I still wasn’t
used to it. My mother had always
been a source of warmth, no matter
the place. If only I could be more
like her.
The snow blew outside,
unrelenting in its fury and sorrow. A
never ending blizzard, one that
would seem to last for eternity. But it
had only lasted since that night, the
last time I had seen my grandmother
before she fled, her pain too much
for her to bear.
My mother shivered on the floor,
though the fire blazed and sweat
dripped down my forehead, the heat
of her arms wrapped around me only
adding to my discomfort. By the door
stood my grandmother, her stance
defensive as she peered out the
window into the cold, black night.
“We need to leave, you will die
if we stay here!”
My mother shook her head, her
Genevieve Boucher
eyes wild and full of fear, “No, if we
leave he will find her! She will be
killed because of my transgressions.”
“I will not let you die while I still draw breath. Come my dear, get up-”
“I said no!” A voice of fury and wrath burst from my mother as an anger I had never
seen before clothed her, “I will protect her until my dying breath, do you understand me?”
There was silence and then only a single nod. No one spoke after that, even I was
completely silent and still, no longer fiddling with my mother’s now limp hair.
She had died, slowly and painfully in an attempt to protect me, her essence draining
out of her. My grandmother’s anguished scream echoed throughout the essence of time
itself, causing men to fall to their knees and cry with her. She had left that night, leaving
me alone, at the mercy of the man who wished me death. But he had never come,
perhaps lost in his own grief as well for he had loved my mother despite her
transgressions.
That night, the first winter this realm had seen in years set in. Spring hadn’t returned
since then, the nights long and cold. The sun rarely showed and I could do nothing about
it. I was my mother’s sole heir, the one who was to bring back spring, but I could do
nothing.

I received a letter two years ago from my mother’s kind, telling me of how they
would come for me, they would teach me how to take on her mantle. I have heard
nothing of it since. But I am no longer a child and I will no longer watch my father’s kind
die and suffer in the harsh snow and ice. I will learn, I will bring back spring.
I am the daughter of dirt and gold, something that should have died long ago. But I am my
mother’s namesake, a force of strength that shall cause men’s knees to tremble and their
voices to flee.
I am Kore, daughter of Persephone, bringer of spring.

Matthew Sanders

Broken Smiles by Trey Gentry
Being all in rainbows is fun,
Until you get called a slur & have to run.
The public eye is more than a pun
To me it’s as much pain as a bullet from a gun.
These emotions I feel are outrage,
My community deserves better.
We’ve been through enough prejudice
So maybe it’s time for a letter.
One of peace, one of justice,
One for my fellow community.
Just one person to hear me out,
One that can form unity.
So please listen out for me
& make it really quick.
I propose a plan
For LGBTQ+ justice.
We deserve our rights,
Our freedom to be just,
We’re such a big community
So please listen to us.

Rebekah Maguire

We need the right to love,
To marry without doubt.
We deserve that much
& it’s going to come about.
LGBTQ+ rights shouldn’t be a choice; they should be a law. We deserve to not be
discriminated against in the workplace, to be harassed or assaulted because we’re
different, we deserve the right to marry like others do, the list goes on. But our community
is thriving into further generations and we know what rights we’re supposed to have. Fight
with us so we can be free. My vision for this community is for us to continue to work
towards more fair rights and be able to love whoever we want. Help us by supporting our
community.

Girls Bite Back by Hayden Clary
If you ask me if I fell from heaven,
I can show you the scars
Left on my knees from when I crawled out of hell.
If you tell me to smile,
I will peel back my lips
To reveal a row of glittering incisors
That can pierce, gnash, and tear.
If you whistle at me,
I will fray your throat
And listen to the sound your throat makes
As it tries to scream without an esophagus.
I am not afraid to show you that
An animal that does not use its teeth
Will lose them.
I am not afraid to show you that girls bite back.

Rebekah Maguire

Hypocrite by Bethany Clary
Dear Media,
Why do you show me the latest trends
and advertise thousands of clothes
only to tell me that I will never be beautiful?
Dear Men,
You devour my body with your eyes,
consider it a victory once you get laid,
yet I am called a whore.
Dear Society,
The more skin I show, the more beautiful I am,
and yet it’s my fault
if a man assaults me.
Dear Media,
Everyone deals with hardships.
Some days are hard to wake to.
And yet I “should smile more.”
Dear Men,
I march and petition for my fundamental rights,
so why do you shout over me,
“equal rights, equal fights!”

Rebekah Maguire

Dear Society,
My shirts reveal “too much cleavage,”
my skirts are “too short,”
yet men don’t need a belt to hold up their dignity.
Your words clash and contradict.
You tell me which path to follow but you go down another.
You push your insecurities onto me,
dragging me down, down, down
until I can no longer lift my head.
I am sick of it!
Give me change!
Give me reform!
I want my children to have an equal chance in life
no matter what gender they are given at birth!
This isn’t fair!

“Life isn’t fair,”
you counter, spitting in my face.
“There’s no way to eradicate humanity’s flaws.”
“You can’t change the hearts and minds of everyone.”
But we can pull aside the curtain that hides reality.
We can uncover the truth, buried beneath the lies.
We can make it known.
We can make it unavoidable.
We don’t have to be ignorant.
We don’t have to look the other way.
We don’t have to cry at night,
broken by the brokenness of the world.
We can make a change.
It will take endurance, perseverance, and a strong will.
It will take thousands of people to stand up
so others won’t be pushed down.
It will take time,
but it won’t take forever.

Rebekah Maguire

Fashion-Forward by Eliza Petty
Where a social norm is broken
Walking down the street
People stared
They whispered
I got glares
I was a pair of high waisted shorts, a tank top, and sling back sandals
1950’s America had never seen anything like me
There was a new era coming soon and I was the start of a movement
For women to wear what they want
And feel beautiful doing it
Parting or saying goodbye
His smell lingered on me
I was still warm from when he put his arms around her
She picked me up and buried her face in me
Tears escaped from her eyes
She held me like that for what seemed like hours
She fell asleep with me in her arms
Holding me tight to her chest
I was tear soaked and wrinkled
She always hated saying goodbye
In which something is healed
There was a time when I was her favorite blouse
Now there’s a gaping hole in me
There was a time when she would wear me at least once a week
Now I’m at the back of her closet with the clothes and shoes she outgrew
I never failed to make her feel confident
That’s why she loved me so much
In return, she made me feel perfect
I wasn’t just a piece of cloth
I helped someone
Now here I am
With mud stained shoes and shirts that haven’t been worn in years
For the first time in months I saw a light
A hand reached down and picked me up off the floor
I was greeted by a familiar face
She examined the tear along my back and began to fix me
Needle and thread along with her gentle hands helped put me back together
With a little time and effort, I was good as new
And I began to make her happy again

Drowning by Rebekah Maguire
The Children’s Museum in Greenville holds a small “farm,” where children decorate
the scarecrow, plant crops, and cook meals in the farmhouse. In the corner of the room,
which is home to the farm, sits a large plastic horse. For the most part, it is ignored,
children more interested in actively playing with tangible items then pretending to ride a
fake horse. But to a shy brown-haired girl, the horse is the only thing in this entire building
worth playing with.
It takes a couple of minutes, hoisting herself up onto this horse, wiggling her way
into the saddle. But it is bolted into the ground; she doesn’t have to worry about it tipping
over. When she is finally up on top of the world, she grabs the reins, ready to take off. The
walls melt away and the screaming children turn into sprawling green fields. She’s seen
plenty of movies. She knows exactly what to do.
A light kick in the side and the horse breaks into a gallop, whinnying. The sun is high
above her, and freedom
is just in reach. Out here
on the moors, there is
nothing but the sound of
the horse’s hooves hitting
the dirt and her cheers.
There is no arguing, no
screaming, no threats of
calling a lawyer. Only
herself, the horse, and
her freedom.
Hours pass before her
grandmother retrieves her
from the fields.
Reentering reality, she
finds her cousins staring
at her. They’ve been all
around the museum and
like always, they can’t
understand what she
finds so entrancing about
this horse. But they don’t
need to know, for she
hops off and obediently
follows them out of the
building and into the car.
The closer they get to her
Rider Lamy
home, the tighter her
throat feels. Every turn of
the tire is another step to

the gallows. And like always, she gets out when they pull into her driveway and calmly
grabs her little sister’s hand. And like always, her little sister is bright and happy, because
she has someone who shields her from the horrors of home.
One step into the house, and the noose hangs loosely around her neck. Two more
steps, and it slowly begins to tighten. It is only when her father asks how the museum was
that the chair is finally kicked out from under her. A typical reply and all is quiet until her
mother makes a snide comment about her grandmother. Gasping for breath, the little girl
misses the horse so desperately in this moment.
The screaming starts as the girl rushes her sister into her room. Tears build and build
but she cannot let them fall. Everything has to be okay, and if it isn’t, she will pretend for
the sake of the curly-haired, baby-faced sister in her arms. When the screaming finally
stops and two doors slam, she reaches out for the horse, but it is an hour away. There are
no fields, no bright sun, no beautiful blades of grass, no soft whinnies, no long tail. There
is only the harsh, painful, raw truth of the emptiness of her heart.
There is no horse, so she must find another path to freedom. The books had been
another way, but now they only provide a brief reprieve. She needs freedom, an escape
that no one can take away.
Pencil to paper, notebooks filled cover to cover with terrible stories of veterinarians
with capes and eyepatches, ten thousand dogs, and a girl with a heart full of love. There
are no monsters under the bed or lawyers hiding in the shadows. Her stories keep the
darkness at bay. When the darkness infects her, she uses her pencil to draw it out.
Screaming couples, a father leaving, a child wailing. Those stories fill notebooks as well, as
a little girl writes in an attempt to save herself from drowning in her pain.
When husband and wife come back together, stitching up their wounds, leaving
scars but on the road to healing, she thinks the writing is done. She has done it. She has
kept herself alive. But more pain follows on the broken road she walks. A boy with a claw
for a hand and a fanged smile, stealing her innocence and leaving her to bleed out in the
street. A black slimy creature, oozing and squeezing into the corners of her brain until
smiles are unknown. Living whispers which tell her she is unwanted, unloved. She wishes
these are characters in her stories but they were never hers. They came to life on their
own, finding her and tearing her down into shreds. It doesn’t even seem like words can
save her anymore.
But they do. Poems screaming of lost innocence, monsters that hide in the dark,
blood dripping down the walls. Emotions pour out of her and when they are on the page,
they make sense. Stories that she puts small pieces of herself into so if she ever disappears
you will know where to find her.
She may have to sleep with a nightlight because the monsters will never fully leave
her, but she isn’t drowning anymore. She isn’t even swimming. Her feet are on dry land as
she puts pencil to paper and writes her way to freedom.

The Color of Me by Cooper Stone

Jonathan by Rebekah Maguire
i had always heard that names have power
so i never used yours
you hid in the shadowy subway tunnels of my soul
sending rats running for the light
with your hungry gaze and blood-stained teeth
i told myself i would never give you any power
i told myself i would never let myself be scared of you
i told myself i was strong for it
but i was wrong, for as i hid you away
you grew stronger
no longer did the rats run, for you devoured them all
names do have power, so let me take yours away
Jonathan
there it is, splashed out on the page for the world to see

Jonathan

Jonathan

Jonathan
where is your power now? i tremble, i shake, but still
you fall.
i stain the pages red with your blood as i paint over and over again
Jonathan
there will never be enough blood for me to undo
what you did
the pain you caused
just let me paint you until you don’t look real

The Dark Side of Victor by Anatoliy Yegorenkov
We joined the war to help our country win,
With hopes and dreams of getting so much fame.
It did not matter what our life had been,
It only mattered what we have become.
The war began and we were forced to kill.
They told us it was for the greater good!
Since then our life started to go downhill,
Because of horrors which we withstood.
Debris and smoke have clouded our eyesight,
Bombs rained down on me and my good friends.
We sacrificed ourselves to set it right,
Our friendship extends to the afterlife.
Citizens back home will cheer with moods so bright,
When they have not been there to see the fight.

Rebekah Maguire

Scarlet by Lydia Easler
The sun was blazing as he fell from up high,
The fire, the flames were burning the sky.
He flipped and fumbled as stars fell in pairs,
Oh the dripping, the melting of memories and cares.
A sizzling heat that haunted an empty world,
For only he—the inferno—and ashes swirled.
Together they descended upon a lava-covered floor,
And he looked into the eyes of the Earth’s screaming core.

Matthew Sanders

Colors of Love by Bethany Clary
The colors of love swirl around you two. His
hands, a warm pink, hold you close. Lips,
a deep red, never hesitate to whisper
his love for you. His words, maroon, dispel the lies
of people around you. Heart swelling magenta, you
try to express your love for him, but you can’t;
it’s too deep to form through words, too deep to understand.
Fireworks burst around you when you’re together. His
presence sends an abundance of color in your sky. In his eyes
you find happiness, shimmering yellow. You don’t have to hide
from him, he is always there for you: an orange sunrise. His
voice sets you on a soothing wave of vibrant blue. The evil
below won’t touch you; he rises, a silver knight, against nature.
Though life lunges forward, trying to drain your colorful love, his
arms, a firm gray, are barriers of protection. Your heart
finds peace within those familiar walls. Your soul is
still when he’s with you, resting in a forest of green. Nothing
can come between you. The world tries to purge your light, but
his loving embrace, beautiful white, holds you in the darkness.
The road is bumpy — nothing is perfect — yet
commitment and dedication dance around you.
No matter what, in your mind, the positives are
more bright and numerous than the negatives. A
passerby who knows nothing may call you both a fool,
but what does it matter? Let the world taunt in
shadows as you bask in the colors of love.
***
His lips whisper lies you can’t understand.
His eyes hide his evil nature.
His heart is nothing but darkness.
Yet you are a fool in love

A Child of Irons by Ryan Reynolds
At about half past five, I’m rocking back and forth on my bed. No. No, no, no. This isn’t
right. I immerse my hands in my hair, clawing at my scalp. Some blood dribbles down my
chin from the force of my jaw crunching on my lip. As the taste of copper coats my mouth,
I quake in denial.
Looking for solace, I raise my
trembling eyes from my knees to
the bars, then the grimy walls. I
feel violated just by looking at
them. Refuted in my search for
comfort, I grit my teeth and dig my
fingers into my palms, then lower
my gaze again. I squeeze shut my
eyes, trying desperately to escape
from this hell. However, the only
answer is the black abyss. I
desperately throw open my eyes,
and the filth taunts me once again.
I begin to shake violently.
Then, in a fit of bubbling rage, I
scramble up from my infestation
of a bunk and grab hold of the
bars. They are cold when I grip
them, but the heat of my
screaming breath is enough to
warm them. I scratch at them with
sullied fingernails, then bash
against them with abandon.
Something pops nauseatingly in
my shoulder. I let out a bellowing
screech, but not in pain – in
impulse – in the wild, unrelenting
rage of a family dog gone rabid.
When my shriek dissolves into
amorphous noise, a raspy,
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creaking voice calls from the
adjacent cell. It’s the sort of voice
that would flow like mustard gas from the most abhorrently despicable ghoul of a man in
the foulest of sewers on the vilest of streets in the most repugnantly detestable of cities.

“You should’ve plead insanity, son,” The voice croaks. Then the voice laughs. He laughs at
me.
I tell myself to howl, but the noise that comes instead is pathetic. It is the sobbing of a
small child lost in a supermarket, ricocheting off of apathetic customers. I tell myself to
rage, but I am disobeyed. Instead, my muscles contort me into a ball of flesh on the
ground, and my eyes fill with tears that flow to the floor. This is not right. This is not right.
Determined in my fury, I manage to slam my fist into the ground, but it does nothing. The
tears still come, and my muscles only tense further.
And as if to rub salt in my freshly opened wound, when I look up, I see only my stepfather
staring accusingly down at me again. The crumpled mess that was my mother lays behind
him; his hands are caked in dried blood and he is smiling. I feel the police shoving me
into the car while my stepfather watches from the porch. I hear the judge slamming down
his hammer while righteously shouting of my guilt. I had to have done it – after all, I’m
crazy.
Right?

Broken by Fatima Quintana
She doesn’t make a sound
as her tears fall to the ground.
Her heart aches
Her wrist bleeding
A rumor of a kiss took something
that was supposed to be memorable
and twisted into something damaging
A rumor of a kiss did this to her
A rumor of a kiss spread like wildfire
A rumor of a kiss cost her her friends
A rumor of a kiss disappointed her parents
A rumor of a kiss caused her to be labeled a “slut”
A rumor of a kiss caused them to violate her personal space
A rumor of a kiss caused her to write
her final letter to the world
A rumor of a kiss caused her death.

Rider Lamy

Amnesia by Bill Tabbot
You thought that I’d forget
But I remember everything
I remember how you left me
I remember why
No matter how much you try to get back into my life
I will never forget what you did
All those nights of screaming
And crying
The nights of hitting her
And me
But most of all
I remember
You
Leaving
You never paid the child support
You ran for the hills
Hiding from the thing you’re most ashamed of
Me
So, don’t ever think
For even one second
That I’ve forgotten what you’ve done
Because trust me
I don’t have Amnesia

Cedric Norman

Thunder by Cooper Stone
I watch the city from a distance, sitting on a park bench made out of metal, warmed
by the sun illuminating every aspect of this area. Distant sounds reach my ears, a
cacophony of traffic sounds and machinery, barely audible this far out from the epicenter
of the noise. The river separating me from the city shimmers like liquid diamond, hurting
the eyes when one looks at it for too long.
I hear footsteps approaching and look at my phone, seeing that he’s right on time. I
lock my phone and put it back in my pocket and continue to stare out across the river. He
sits down on my right and looks out across the river with me.
“I can see why you chose this spot,” he tells me.
“It’s especially hard to get away from it all nowadays,” I reply. “It gets harder and
harder to enjoy the simple things in life when we’re trying to pull off something so
complex.”
He looks at me and asks, “Do you regret it?”
I look at him for the first time since he arrived, and reply, “No, I think it’s worth it.
Even with the consequences, it’s for a good cause. We need to get rid of the bad people on
this earth, no matter the consequences. I’ve been taking down corrupt dictators and evil
military leaders for years now. The organization we’ve been working for started in the
interest of freedom and peace worldwide, and I’ve tried to see it through.”
I look back at the city and he asks, “What are your plans after this is all over?”
“I haven’t really thought about it,” I declare. “I might stop this business and settle
down. What about you?”
He turns his head to look at the city, and stares at it for a long time before answering
me.
“I’m going to end it,” he decides.
I look at him, questioning.
“End what?” I asked.
“Your organization.”
I look at him inquisitively, an unsettling feeling in my stomach.
“What do you mean?” I ask.
He turns to look at me slowly.
“I mean that you’re done taking out these people.”
He reaches in his jacket and pulls out a gun, aiming it directly at my forehead. My
heart begins to pound, but I remain still on the outside, avoiding any sudden movement.
“Oh, so you really don’t care about those people suffering?” I ask.
He keeps his impassive expression and replies, “No, because that’s what they want
you to think.”
“Who wants me to think that?”
“The media, of course! Are you stupid? These leaders have improved their country
and are trying to make everything better for their people.”
“Through genocide!” I yell.
He stares at me coldly. The wind begins to blow rapidly, sending goosebumps across
my skin. The day seems less bright.

“We’ve worked a long time together,” I say. “I thought you cared about those
innocent civilians suffering!”
“Not when you get a multi-billion dollar offer from the most authoritative and secret
people on the planet.”
Clouds roll in the sky, and a giant shadow is cast on what looks like the entire
country. The wind continues to blow faster and faster.
“I treated you like family, and so did everyone else in the organization,” I tell him.
“Fake family, perhaps,” he replies. “You all don’t actually care about me.”
“We did.”
I see a flicker in his eyes, perhaps regret?
“I am sorry I have to do this,” he tells me.
A thunderclap arrives so powerfully that the bones in my body seem to vibrate with
the sound. He instinctively looks to his right, where the noise originated from. Using this, I
swing one arm to grab the gun, push from my sitting position on the bench, and use the
other arm to jab forward and punch him straight in the face.
Not expecting the sudden attack, he receives the full blow, and falls off the bench
and onto the ground. I quickly point the gun at his head, discouraging him from fleeing.
“You collaborated with the people who killed millions,” I tell him. “You don’t deserve
to live.”
He stares intently at me, hate clouding his vision.
“Those people were just in the way,” he claims. “They all deserved to die.”
As he finishes his sentence, I pull the trigger, ending his miserable life. I take the gun
and throw it into the river as hard as I can. Thunder arrives with more frequency, and I
soon feel the first drops of rain hitting the earth.
I walk away, hurt at my very core after this sudden and unexpected betrayal. The day
ends in thunder and darkness.

Hidden Beauty by Rider Lamy
Long, brown hair which framed your face it was curled elegantly. You wore white, and you
looked like an angel. But your eyes, oh, how the pale green made you look. I wish you
saw what I saw. I wish I could show you. Your pale, porcelain skin, was as thin as paper.
You noticed when I saw them, you felt my worry. You knew I wanted to hold you, protect
you. My dear friend you never had to leave. I wish you never did. I’ve always wanted to
tell you about how I would forgive you for the things you did. The pain you went through
and the person you had to deal with when you went home. You never felt the same.
That day, I was there with you. I held your hand and begged you to wake. My tears soaked
your favorite blanket. I’m sorry. My thumb rubbed your pale palm, did you know I missed
you? Your lips were still red – you would have looked beautiful in that color. Could I ask…
I wish I could have said goodbye, wish we had just one more day, wish you were back in
my arms.

Wrong Love by Avery Mayfield
Many stories I’ve heard about you
None made me laugh
They made me think
You were addicted
I am addicted
Seems to run in the blood
Two different substances
But it’s all one in the same
We both love the effect it had on our brain
As soon as you got paid u blew it, so do I
Seems to run in the blood
So, do I blame my addiction on you?
Did I get it from you?
I never got to know you
Somehow, I love and I hate you

Matthew Sanders

Change Comes with the Lions by Hayden Clary
In centuries to come, will our world be the same way it appears in ancient, dust-covered
textbooks?
Will the ancient redwoods still scrape the bottoms of clouds or will they topple, victims to
wildfire?
Will the polar bears still roam the arctic or will they, too, melt into the ocean?
Will the beaches full of sunbathers still have their sands crafted into masterpieces by
children with buckets, or will hurricanes strip them of everything but desolate debris?
Will the looming cities on the coast still house bustling communities of people or will the
streets turn to rivers as the tide continues to rise?
Will the crystalline waters of the Caribbean retain their bright blue, or will trash replace
seafoam?
Will the sea turtles continue to glide in between the waves, or will they keep washing up
on shore, their stomachs full of plastic bags and their noses clogged with straws?
Will the Asian skies clear, or will they remain the color of ash for the rest of the time
humanity is able to observe it?
Will an African giraffe ever peek its head above the treetops or will the future’s children
read of them in books, similarly to how today’s children read of wooly mammoths and
saber-tooth tigers?
Our country’s leader hides behind his screen and denounces our Earth’s rapid death as an
expensive hoax.
He will die before he must suffer the consequences of our only habitable planet’s untimely
demise.
Generation Z will not. Our children will not.
How can our parents feed us the stories of Harry Potter, Percy Jackson, Katniss Everdeen,
Luke Skywalker, Mulan, and Robin Hood and expect us to turn a blind eye to the very
ignorance we read of in these stories – the very same ignorance we watch our childhood
heroes fight against on the TV screen or in the pages of a book?
You can expect the silence and passivity of lambs from the older generations but be
prepared to hear the roar of the lion echoing through schools as today’s children fight for
the only Earth we have. Because both lions and sheep will go extinct if we don’t.

Hostage by Isabella Constance
Eyes as dark as the night with no moon,
One look and my calm sea becomes a typhoon.
Your voice a melody to behold,
A pitch so beautiful my blood runs cold.
A sweet symphony conducted by your tongue,
Leaving others voiceless, their songs unsung.
Your palms calming waters of low tide,
Your fingers cataclysmic waters of high.
A mind full of cryptic messages waiting to be translated
A heart with broken valves, emaciated.
Let me be the blood rushing through your veins
The air in your lungs, the smile on your face.
I can be all your dreams combined into one,
Your falling moon, your rising sun.
The gravity that keeps you from floating into nothing…
The disintegration of our fears when we’re touching…
The dopamine in your veins making you loving.
So….
Let go and fall with me
Into our everlasting eternity.

Rider Lamy

Changing by Grace Partin
It was the color of the shirt I wore when you met my parents
You told me I looked beautiful, so I managed to match my cheeks
to the rosiness of my shirt
The faint color was added to my pale face as we walked around
in the cold of early January
You brought me the light-colored roses on Valentine’s
The deep crimson ones just weren’t my favorite.
Twenty-four months went by and you stopped calling me beautiful
You are now making someone else’s cheeks warm up to your voice
While you do that, you make mine darker with streaks of mascara
Months go by and you don’t feel the same about her anymore
You’re wondering if you could make me smile again
I no longer need that sweet glow from you
I now have a new color
The deep warmth of the roses I receive from the boy who makes my heart flutter
The fiery lipstick I wear to forget about the peachy color you added to my face
Never would I have thought I was going to move on
I didn’t want anything to change
Now I see that change is good
Like changing my favorite color from a sweet one to a more vibrant one

Rider Lamy

The Infernal Spectacle by Thomas Shealy
A vast fog, as opaque and impervious as the whirlwinds of Hell’s second circle, had
descended upon the city of Denis and Geneviève. It spared neither person nor animal nor
edifice, each entity blinded in the clouds that hugged the cobblestone streets. Upon such a
bleak December day, the city remained dormant and seemed devoid of any interaction of
any form- as if a silent plague had furtively crept from the Seine and seeped unobtrusively
into all homes and asphyxiated all in its wake, in a similar manner to the clandestine spirit
who killed the Egyptian first-borns.
Upon the third day of the indomitable vapour’s presence, the Comte de Montréseurthe vestige of one of the most ancient and noble lineages in the country- had received a
visitor in the innermost room of his hôtel particulier. The city manor did not share any of
its walls with other buildings; nor was it adorned with any gardens or vegetation upon its
grounds. It remained a domineering structure of charcoal stone and wrought iron whose
frigid exterior extracted emotion from its guests. The high-vaulted study of Monsieur le
Comte was the most secluded chamber in the palais, sequestered by humongous oaken
doors which displayed the heraldic crest of the Montréseur pedigree. Upon entering, one
would stand before the lone Gothic window- slender and narrow, appointed with
crimson-coloured lattice panes. Against the wall, a monstrous ebony clock stood opposite
a polished writing desk. This bureau, filled with poetic letters written in a romantic ligature
and appointed with two silver candlesticks, stood beneath the oval portrait of a fairskinned, raven-haired woman. The woman sat studiously, profoundly still, and with an
ambiguous expression on her face. She was the late Comtesse Virginie de Montréseur- a
charming and devoted wife- whose husband lamentably mourned her even more every
successive day.
The guest of the Comte was the propitious son of a marquis who had not
accumulated enough financial gain to earn the hand of his beloved. But under the
influence of mammon, the father of the Comtesse interceded to marry off his young
daughter to her affluent cousin- the Comte de Montréseur- in exchange for a reduced
dowry. The Comte was aware of the affection his wife contained for the young nobleman
but knew that a wife such as his would remain true.
The Comte graciously welcomed the young aristocrat into his study as a midnightcoated creature ambled its way into the room. Of all of the Comtesse’s possessions, none
was as precious as her cat of shimmering, obsidian fur and eyes of lustrous jade- Fidèle.
The alluring feline was the favorite of the Comtesse- her company who nestled itself on her
lap or sat on its haunches while she wrote at her desk. The admirable confidant knew his
mistress more and gave her more admiration than her husband did. In the moments
following her lugubrious departure, perhaps none were as woeful as Fidèle, who
positioned himself beside the white pillow speckled with scarlet droplets, upon which the
head of the Comtesse rested. Even though he intended to dispose himself of Fidèle, the
Comte kept the cat as a tangible memorandum of his wife.

The guest, Félix de M--, seated himself, whereupon the cat leapt onto the arm of the
chair and kneaded itself. The Comte loomed over his bureau, an unapproachable
expression on his face as his
eyes were fixed on the cat
who stood adamantly on its
haunches with a stern, yet
august look at the Comte.
When Monsieur de M-- began
to stroke the feline’s fur, the
cat began to rub its cheeks
against his hand. The son of
the marquis admired the kind
gestures of the cat, all under
the observant eyes of the
Comte.
Under interrogation about the
cat’s affection for him, the
young man responded with
the love that the Comtesse
had for the amicable feline. To
know that the cat had given
her such contentment, the
young man had entrusted the
dear Comtesse with it. Upon
the conclusion of the story,
the Comte asked soberly:
“Monsieur Félix, did my dear
wife have any affection for
you?”
“Monseigneur,” the
young man replied. “Your
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wife loved me as company.”
“But you, Monsieur,
entrusted her, my noble wife
with such a creature as he?”
“Of course, Monseigneur. Was it not a sincere gesture?”
“On the contrary,” the Comte replied. “Does it not seem as if you were attempting to
uproot my household by giving her a foul cat and trying to seduce her?”
“Monseigneur! How dare you accuse me of such an abomination!”
“How dare you enter my house and attempt to turn my wife! Begone, before I set my
poignard upon you!”
The young nobleman stood up upon such a threat and poised himself before the
door. At the moment when the Comte revealed a poignard and cast its metallic blade upon
the young man, Fidèle rushed before the Comte, clawing and gnawing at his leg. With a
vulgar intention to skin the cat, the Comte focused on the cat and almost reached the
beast’s heart. But when the son of the marquis tried to arrest such a stroke, the narrow

blade penetrated into his heart and silenced him forever. Without any vociferation, Félix
de M— fell onto the floorboards with bloody streams emerging from his breast.
The Comte de Montréseur was certain the removal of the corpse could be handled
most efficiently by his own hand in such a spectral weather. Through the clouded streets,
the Comte rode his carriage to the periphery of the bank of the Seine. Upon the Quai de
Montebello, the murderer dropped his victim, bound by ropes and secured in a carpet,
into the abyssal waters of the Seine. The fog blanketed the evidence of the sanguine crime
to where none would know of the homicide. The Comte stood solemnly as the body sank,
and all tangible work was eliminated.
The phantom clouds of fog began to disintegrate at the very moment. Across the
Seine, the Comte saw the enormous cathedral whose imposing buttresses and vaults stood
most enduringly against the darkened sky. Notre-Dame stood as the only prominent
edifice within the Comte’s view, but with an air that commended his soul. The stained
glass cast iridescent and phantasmagoric light upon the Seine as its vaults seemed to reach
higher and higher. The Comte could hear within the formidable masonry of Notre-Dame
the dim notes of its grandiose organ, slowly climbing higher and higher, louder and
louder. The Gothic melody slowly quaked the man as its volume resounded across his
frame. Finally, the long and orotund notes of a Gregorian melody reverberated across the
Seine and into the Comte’s core. “Dies irae, dies illa, solvet sæclum in favilla!” A toll for
midnight from Emmanuel emerged as the Comte sank onto his knees before the
dominating cathedral on the isle. Across the water, the murderer believed he saw a figure
dressed in cardinal robes and a hollow cloak placed upon its head.
The Comte rushed to his mansion, finding the bird of night perched upon the left
gatepost, its orange eyes smoldering as if were a rapacious strix. Upon the right gatepost, a
corvid of Stygian feathers sat. The bird of tenebrous appearance transfixed his focus on the
Comte, muttering redundantly “plus jamais.” The Comte saw such ominous birds and
sprinted inside his house. He locked himself in his study, behind the bulky oak of the
doors and the translucence of the tall window. The man collapsed upon a sofa out of
exhaustion and saw out of his periphery the portrait of his wife, whose face now bore a
cruel, unbearable countenance.
He believed he saw the physical form of his wife enter the room. But this was not his
charming young wife who had been seized so effortlessly to her mausoleum. The
apparition appeared in a white gown with scarlet droplets upon it and with an
unspeakable and frightful pallor. Behind her, a figure donned in robes of a scarlet hue
appeared out of thin air. There was no man in the costume, only a naked skull that smiled
abominably at the Comte, who recognized him as the incubus of death. Finally, upon the
writing desk of his wife where so many tender letters had been written, the black cat sat.
The cat’s emerald eyes glowed luridly at the Comte until driven by insanity, he dropped in
a manner as that of a corpse.
In the dark hours of the morning, servants of the Château de Montréseur heard the
walls of the manor raging with fire. All rushed outside to avoid the conflagration whose
flames that rivalled that of Gehenna’s consumed all the rooms of the menacing building.

Neither balustrade, nor portal, window, gargoyle, spire, iron, marble, or stone was spared
from fiery destruction. The château was a torrent of unstoppable fury, burning was an
incredible ferocity- save for the study. The chamber had been locked to all. Witnesses
believed they heard demented vociferations from the secluded chamber of the Comte. A
shadow was thrust upon the scarlet-paned window that revealed a man in an infernal
frenzy who clutched his poignard toward his breast. With an inhuman cry, the man threw
himself upon the weapon which bespattered his blood across the window and walls of his
study. Upon his horrid death, his chamber was deluged with an irrepressible juggernaut of
fire whose molten tongues melted the room in seconds. Upon the extermination of the
lineage of the de Montréseurs, the gutted walls of the château collapsed and threw upward
a surge of black smoke- in the colossal figure of a cat.
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Dying Roses by Fatima Quintana
With each hour that passes
The lovely colors start to fade
From red to black
The first petal fell this morning
Of the flower he gave to me
He loves me
He loves me not
The beauty of a dying rose
If I bleed, it’s from your thorns
If I die, it will be in your arms
All I wanted was his love,
But now what’s left are the dying roses
Even after death
the sweet scent still lingers.
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The Heavy House is Old and Electric by Larry
Bell
The Heavy House is old and electric
with machinery that cracks and whines of heavy steel.
Electrical snakes whiz through air, sparking heads due to cut ends.
Pounding blocks of metal rock the belt
molding iron into flat shining sheets of plated pads
loud buzzes of generators and switches ring through the house like the
noise of a mechanical Hell’s rooster
waking the poor souls of the unexpected flesh the dare wonders
Into the house of metal.
Do you see it…your error?
…your mistake?
The flesh that walked the Earth played god for so long
they had accidentally made one in their gluttonous efforts
of advancement
abandon all ye hope for when you enter
your weak raspy flesh will be torn and splintered
And soon you’ll be disfigured by the iron
torn and molded into new
with pieces of steel and beautiful
metal that shall possess the mantle of your
pathetic matter with a more beautiful
metallic replacement…advance
or die.
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The Lion and the Hyaena by Eliza Petty
The lion lies idlily in the grass, awaiting her next target, hidden behind the tall strands of
grass and concealing her bright beautiful eyes. Those eyes could tell a thousand stories.
Tales of liberty and sorrow, prejudice and love, terror and hope: all of which the lion has
lived. The many lives of the lion have been shrouded in scrutiny. Judgement from outsiders
and even those in her own pride.
The hyaena eyes the lion with burning fury, anticipating her next move. He dared not to
strike for the hyaena was weak and could never defeat the lion by himself. All he could do
was terrorize the big cat and feed her innocent cubs lies. It was almost a like game to him,
how far he could push the lion before she finally pounced. Little did the hyaena know, the
lion was aware of his presence, she knew of the tricks he was going to play. Her pride
begged her to ignore the hyaena, telling her he wasn’t a real threat and it would only
cause trouble if she reacted. The lion ignored their pleas and did what she believed was
the best option.
It became a regular occurrence for the hyaena to stalk the pride. He stood from his
position in the grass and crept closer, eyeing the cubs, knowing they were his target. It
didn’t take long for the lion to rise, noticing the animal getting closer. She held back for
sake of her pride, holding back her primal instinct to attack. That is until the hyaena got
too close to one of the cubs, scraping the small cat’s back with its claws. The enraged
mother jolted at the sight, running towards the hyena and pouncing on it with as much
strength as she could muster. Years of built up anger were released, and the lion refused to
hold back. She ignored the cries of her cubs behind her. The vicious attack ended with the
hyaena lying dead at the lion’s feet.
The big cat stepped away realizing what she had done, but not regretting it. She soaked in
the cries of her children - their cries of anger and fear, of misunderstanding, and worry.
They were angry at her, not understanding why she did it. Her image was forever changed
for her children.
Their beautiful mother had revealed her true powerful, fearsome self to her cubs. It would
take some time before they understood why their mother did what she did, but as they
grew and adapted, they began to understand the power of nature – the nature that
surrounded the living and the nature inside the living.

Identity by Shelby Herscha
It’s mine
Yet society decides they can choose for me
How can you choose what I myself do not know?
Be this, be that it says
like its rules are absolute
fit in with the crowd
follow its rules
only then can you be accepted
into this whirlpool called society
a whirlpool of individuals
who have lost their individuality
an obvious loss
yet it continues
these individuals complain of the loss
while letting their individuality go to match the crowd

Meant to Be (Or Not Be) by Bella Jolley
That first moment
Falling in a pool of emotions
Some I simply cannot explain
Changes things I never would have imagined
Makes me feel electric
Causes me to be speechless and tongue-tied
The way it blinds me in your presence
Yet makes me view things differently
I get the feeling of nervousness
Makes me act different than usual
Makes me look at the details
Though I look past the red flags
What is it that makes me lurk on your profile?
What is it that makes me envision us together?
What is it that makes me envy the ones you actually choose?
What is it that makes me constantly think about you?
Seeing the hilarious things you post everyday
The unknown side: courteous and amiable that you are
The way you act with her, so benign
And the way you act around me
It all results in a crush I never wanted
Because in reality
We weren’t meant to be together
You were meant to be with her

3:44 by Hayden Clary
Its 3:44 am.
My eyes open and immediately zero-in on the red numbers glaring at me from my
bedside clock. The alarm is due to ring in a mere two hours and it almost looks light
outside. I know it’s my eyes playing tricks on me. I’m used to my body’s tricks. My ears
hear whispers, and my skin prickles under a ghostly touch. Its 3:44 am.
I know what’s happening. My limbs are locked in place and shivers dance along my
bones as I lay in bed, a prisoner in my own body. She’s sitting on my chest, her knees
pressed near my throat and her face close to mine. Its dark, but I can see her wrinkles, I
can see the inhuman menace in her eyes, and since she’s so close, I can smell her breath,
reeking of sulphur. Her hair hangs around her face in matted tendrils, and if I’m not
mistaken, there are ticks crawling about in the mess of it all.
I want to open my mouth to scream as loud as I can, but my jaw is locked and my
diaphragm refuses to expand. I am trapped. She inches closer, closer, still closer, until her
bony knees press into my throat and I can no longer breathe. My esophagus crumples
under the pressure and though her mouth doesn’t open, I can hear her laughing. Her eyes
are full of mirth as she looks down upon me, her prey. She is a hyena who has won its
prize, she is a vulture descending upon roadkill, she is a black mamba coiling up and
preparing to strike.
My body jolts. She’s gone. I flick my gaze over to my clock. Its 4:00 am, and I am a
survivor of the witching hour.
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Dream Escape by Rider Lamy
The halls are dark. All I can hear are my bare feet patting against the cool tiles below me.
The light is just up ahead. I want to grasp it and pull it close. Another inmate is trailing
behind me, we met not too long ago. Their feet patter onto the flooring as well. My body is
shaking with determination, of the thought of getting out of this place. Could we be
saved…? My dreams could finally come true.
10 years
14 days
7 hours
15 minutes.
That’s how long I have been here, I don’t remember my name….my birth year….my
family. All I remember is 10.14.7.15 as it plays on repeat in my head.
I stop abruptly. Someone else is awake…and stalking the halls. The inmate who was
following me runs into me, stumbling back slightly. Is this the end…? I can feel my
heartbeat pace faster with fear. The shadow moves, limping in an almost abnormal way.
My fists clench and unclench, as sweat clings to my skin creating a warm sheen over it.
The head turns at an odd angle, it spots us.
I grip onto the inmate’s wrist, probably almost breaking it as I drag them down the hall at
the speed of who the hell cares. Cries can be heard from everywhere, wails of inmates
upon inmates awakening with agony. The creature is still following, the pitter pattering of
nails on the floor echo within the halls.
Left
Right
Left
Left
Dead End.
My head aches, my brain feels like mashed potatoes, my legs are wobbling like flan. Hot
tears stream down my face as my hands press onto the wall, this is my end…..
The inmate pulls their hand away from my death grip and starts pounding their fist onto
the wall, louder and louder. This is the end….
The creature stops in front of us. Towering over us, its head ticks side to side, almost
robotically. Metal screeches, as if it is screaming. An arm with glistening silver spines
jutted out of the bones comes down, the claws like razor blades. I wait for the impact.
The screeching stops; the gear sound stops. Warm liquid drips onto my face. As I looked
over, the inmate from earlier, holding a huge metal cylinder, is now stuck in the creature.

their eyes meet mine and a smile can be seen through the darkness. The machine sound
soon comes back on and the inmate is thrown to the side, liquid shimmering into the air,
reflecting from some unknown light source.
10 years….
14 days….
8 hours….
5 minutes….
This is where it ends…. this is the Dream Escape….

Matthew Sanders

Black by Cooper Stone
I ran and ran, heart pounding in my chest. Trees whizzed by me and small critters
scurrying away as I disturbed the forest undergrowth. The cool night air burned my lungs
as I rapidly inhaled and exhaled. The moon overhead provided the only light to guide me
through the forest. It was getting closer.
I stole a glimpse behind me, and saw it approaching, consuming all in its path. It
gradually came closer and closer, appearing to glide over the ground as if it never
contacted with the earth. Turning around, I tried to run faster, tucking in and stretching my
legs as far as I could. I knew running in a straight-line forever wasn’t going to save me, so I
tried a different strategy. Randomly, I changed direction to the left, jumping off a tree to
help me accelerate in the new direction. I looked back, hoping I stalled it.
But it cut diagonally, predicting my movement and came closer to me. I turned
around and continued to run, trying as hard as I could, knowing that I couldn’t keep it up
for long. The world around me began to darken, as the pale moon above was being
covered by clouds. The dark manifestation seemed to disappear as the world lost its light
and color. I could barely see the path in front of me, but I kept running.
It was getting closer and closer to the point that I could feel its cold breath on my
heels. Suddenly, I tripped. A root grabbed my shoe and sent me flying face-first into the
damp, cool dirt. I tried getting up, but an invisible force pushed me down, causing all my
muscles to tense. I was turned around so I could see the thing that had been chasing me.
Its looming figure was enveloped in shadows, and it appeared to lack a body and limbs. I
could barely see it in the darkness of the night, but I could hear it. The putrid smell of
sulfur assaulted my nose.
It began to make a hissing noise, like running a vacuum over sand. My vision began
to blur, and I couldn’t make out shapes anymore. My vision got darker and darker, and my
eyelids got heavier and heavier. The last thing I remember is the pale moon, becoming
completely enveloped by dark clouds.

One or Five by Ballenger Cooksey
The wind blows my hair back,
I hold on to the handle tightly.
The devil stands beside me,
Laughing and pointing.
I make out 5 figures in the distance,
Stuck in place, struggling to pick up their feet.
I shriek in horror as I realize.
I look to where the devil is pointing to the right:
One lone track worker.
Evil laughs maniacally, taunting me.
I see no break,
I see no way to stop.
All there is is a lever
To change the direction.
One life for five?
I grab the lever,
The devil disappears.
I only hear the chugging wheels,
And my racing mind.
I make my decision.

Rebekah Maguire

A Fear of Waiting by Mykeria Gory
I stared at the bed and the cord in my hand.
My mind was rambling, and I wanted to cry.
A tear slid down my face and that lump in my throat welcomed me;
it suffocated me and screamed at me “STOP”!
But what could I do? He didn’t want this; he didn’t want any of this and I felt guilty for
letting it go on for so long.
I looked at him and almost broke down, it's been two years, two years since the accident.
Two years since he died, yet here he is; not in the ground, not cremated, he’s here, bound
to earth and I don’t think he’s seeing heaven anytime soon.
Maybe I could just pull the cord and tell my family that I tripped. But that would be
foolish.
Foolish……….
Nothing can beat that feeling, the feeling of being trapped and completely submerged in
the dumps.
Should I tell my parents what he wanted?
Should I tell them how he felt?
Foolish………..
Is that how he felt?
Did he have no one in his last moments of life, the life he decided to end?
I paced across the room and glanced in the corner, I have my bags packed, I could always
pull it then run. I felt so stupid, I should say something. I determinately walked towards the
door but when I touched the doorknob, I stopped. I walked back to the bed and looked at
his face again. Then I peeked through the slip in the door, my parents were out sitting in
waiting room because I asked for alone time with him, they were miserable. Their favorite
child, star athlete, straight A’s, high school graduate. He’s gone. And they’re sad.
So I grabbed the cord, and I yanked it out of the wall.
Because that’s what he wanted, that’s what he wrote in the note that he addressed to me,
the letter said to not let our parents keep his body, nor keep him alive and after two years
of debate.
I pulled it, I heard the monitor start beeping frantically and I saw the door slam open and
my parents and nurses flooded into the room
and they all looked at me.

Curtains at Nightfall by Kaitlyn Metz
The curtains scream at me with fear,
warning me not to step any closer.
The woman with the grey, stretched, tangled hair
looks content in her rocking chair.
I creep, slowing lifting one toe
until my whole body can get a look at the forbidden room.
Although it is dusk and the sky is covered in a watercolor painting,
the room is eerie and nothing like a whimsical night.
I try to stare out the window, but the mushy carpet smells and I decide to just close my
eyes.
I dream of pastel colors,
something lighter than the compacting paint of the room.
The broad bay windows are covered by the deadly looking curtains, their color reminding
me of something, of what I’m not sure.

Matthew Sanders

Nightfall by Bill Tabbot
Pint after pint I bleed
The lacerations on my leg begging for relief
I scream for help
Yet nobody hears
I listen for a response
The forest softly screams for my death
Pint after pint I bleed
From teeth marks and claws
The creatures maul me
To show me why they are the kings of the forest
Pint after pint I bleed
My vision is hazy
My muscles weak
I swing wildly at the feral creatures surrounding me
Hoping and praying to survive the night
Pint after pint I bleed
Making past sunset
But fading at nightfall
Grey
Ezra Anderson
A wind whips through the willows
as an autumn chill grips the air.
The clouds above let no sunlight shine
on the ground below, so dank and bare.
The children sit inside now,
for it’s far too rainy to play.
Mourners bow their heads and cry
for happiness won’t come home today.
The sky’s dull features start to dim
as nighttime begins to fall.
The moon is smothered by the clouds
and blackness consumes all.

Matthew Sanders

Grey by Ezra Anderson
A wind whips through the willows
as an autumn chill grips the air.
The clouds above let no sunlight shine
on the ground below, so dank and bare.
The children sit inside now,
for it’s far too rainy to play.
Mourners bow their heads and cry
for happiness won’t come home today.
The sky’s dull features start to dim
as nighttime begins to fall.
The moon is smothered by the clouds
and blackness consumes all.

Matthew Sanders

Entity by Cooper Stone
The horizon was a canvas for the colorful, broad strokes of the paintbrush of the sun.
Everything seemed to lose its color to the dominant colors of the horizon, a mix of pinks,
purples, and oranges that almost appears to blind the eye. There were no clouds in the sky,
causing a blending of color in the sunset which outlined the distinct layers of color. As the
sun sunk below the earth the sunset followed, retreating behind the cover of the earth,
waiting to rise once again during the daytime.
I observed the slow sinking of the sun while driving my car home, my hands
caressing the smooth leather of the steering wheel. I turned off the main road and
continued to drive, the sunset now obscured by the collection of trees surrounding my
neighborhood. The road ahead of me became dimmer and dimmer, until I was forced to
turn on my headlights in order to see. Soon, I saw my house, nestled between other
houses identical in size and shape. When viewed as a whole, the houses in my
neighborhood looked like gentle animals, standing in the lush spring grass.
I pulled into the driveway, getting out of the car and taking out my keys to unlock my
door. They refused to enter the lock the first time, so I repositioned them and forced them
inside. I turned the key and walked inside my empty house. There were no lights on,
causing everything to be shrouded in a blanket of darkness. I turned on the lights as I
walked throughout the house, lighting up all the rooms. First the kitchen, then the living
room, then the bedroom. I set down my bag next to the front door, as I had done countless
times before.
I walked to the living room and turned on the television, quickly flipping through
channels before eventually deciding on a local news network. As the news anchor talked,
I prepared a simple meal of Ramen noodles and a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. I sat
on the couch, with my food, and turned up the volume until I could clearly hear the
anchorman delivering news in a poorly orchestrated tone. I paid little attention to it,
instead focusing on the meal, until I thought I heard something said by the anchorman that
caught my attention. I sat my food down and listened as he talked.
“. . . have advised people to be aware. There have been multiple sightings of a
ghostly, humanoid figure walking through town. Whether or not this figure is a person, or
a simple hoax is yet to be determined.”
I turned off the television after hearing another fake sighting of a “strange” figure. I
assumed it must have been a slow news day to report on a simple hoax made up by a
couple of bored people with nothing better to do.
I listened to the chirping of crickets and the occasional hoot of an owl as I cleaned
up and got ready for bed. As I turned the lights out in the house, one by one, I thought of
all the events planned in my near future. A business meeting, a conference call, and a date
were all in my schedule for tomorrow, so I thought it best to try and sleep as early as
possible.
I climbed into bed and relaxed as the soft down comforted my tired body after my
extensive day. I let the chirping of crickets relax my mind, and I soon began to drift off,
until my unconscious mind took over while I dreamt.

********************************
My eyes flew open, yet I still only saw a complete and utter darkness. After a short
period, they adjusted, allowing me to see faint outlines of objects in my bedroom. It was
utterly silent, no crickets chirping, no owls hooting, and no silent hum of the A/C running.
The quiet made me uneasy, and I wondered if there was a sudden power outage which
caused the silence. But then I dismissed the thought, because I saw my alarm clock
showing the time, 2:37 a.m. I could barely make out the corners of my room, as well as
the general shape of my personal belongings. After wondering why I woke up so suddenly,
I decided to just go back to sleep. I let my head fall back onto the pillow, and before I
could drift off, I felt a chill sweep my legs.
I opened my eyes and saw the shutters by my window slightly swing. I got out of
bed, walked to the window, and closed it, stopping the cool flow of air. I turned around to
get back in bed, but I stopped short. My sheets and blankets were off the bed, tangled up
in seemingly impossible knots. Did I do that while sleeping? I began to wonder. I decided
to push it out of my mind and started to unravel all of the covers. When my work was
done, I climbed back into bed, and prepared myself for the comfort of sleep. But once
again, I felt a chill slowly creeping up my body. I stood back up, and checked the window
again, but it remained sealed shut. I put my hand next to the window and felt no cold air
seeping from it. The room seemed to get colder and colder, as I stood in the room in utter
confusion.
I even checked the thermostat, but it was reading 74º, and I heard the heating vents
turn on, attempting to prevent the sudden drop in temperature. Soon the entire room was
filled with the sound of the heating system combatting the sudden and unexpected drop in
temperature. Then, it all stopped. The heating unit shut off, and the room returned to a
normal temperature. At this point, I was wildly confused, and I kept checking the
thermostat, seeing if there was anything abnormal occurring. The thermostat still read 74º,
and everything seemed as if it returned to normal.
I cautiously returned to my bed, expecting something sudden to occur, yet nothing
happened. Eventually, I began to relax, and my eyelids gained weight as I rested in the
bed. My muscles were no longer tensed, and I felt sleep claiming me once more.
Suddenly, I heard a sharp creak of a floorboard. My heart began pounding, threatening to
jump out of my chest. I had no idea what made the noise, and for some reason, I could
not bring myself to open my eyes. I heard what sounded like footsteps, except they were
muffled, yet growing louder as whatever was walking came closer to me. I tensed up,
ready to fight my way out of the situation. My heart continued to beat at an extremely fast
rate. The footsteps suddenly stopped, and I sensed a presence to my left.
Without warning, I heard something whisper, “I know you’re awake.”
The thing’s cold breath pressed against my ear, and I resisted the temptation to shiver.
My muscles involuntarily tensed, and I tried as hard as possible to steady my breathing, to
make myself appear asleep.
“Nobody wants to look at me,” the thing said, sounding tired. “You’re not the first to
ignore reality. And you certainly won’t be the last.”
I continued to sit still, believing that if I continued to ignore whatever was speaking
to me, it would leave. Instead, it continued to stay, and its presence unsettled me to the
point where I began to be disgusted.

“I thought that people would give me more attention if they’re alone . . . in the
shrouding blanket of darkness,” the thing continued. “I’ve never been able to see myself in
any mirror, and I can’t see my own arms or legs. I don’t know my own form, and the
uncertainty of my identity tears at me, ripping me to shreds. You have no idea what it’s like
to lack identity. Don’t you have any sympathy in your heart to open your eyes and look at
me?” I began to think that if I looked at him, he would be satisfied and leave.
So, I prepared to open my eyes. But as soon as I tried to, I found that I couldn’t. I
tried desperately, but I could not open my eyes. Is this a dream? I started to think, but
immediately pushed the thought from my mind when I realized that everything felt too
real to be a dream.
“Oh . . .” the thing said, sounding utterly defeated. “So, you won’t look at me.”
I tried to tell the thing that I couldn’t open my eyes, but no words came out. I
realized that my mouth was also stuck shut. In fact, my entire body was paralyzed, and I
couldn’t move. Panic seized my body, and I could feel the blood coursing through my
veins.
“If you won’t look at me,” the thing said, “will you at least tell me what you think I
look like?”
I opened and closed my mouth, believing that it would leave if I spoke to it, yet I
could still not talk. My inability to speak and to open my eyes scared me, but not as much
as the thought of what the thing would do to me if it got angry.
“If you won’t tell me what you think I look like,” the thing began, “will you at least
tell me what I feel like?”
After saying this, something sickly and cold grazed my shoulder. I couldn’t move,
and I had to sit still as the thing put its appendage on my shoulder. It felt dense and oily,
and I couldn’t even shudder in revulsion. It pressed down, and I could feel a pulsing,
emanating from whatever it was. The pulsing made me want to vomit, but I just laid there,
unable to move, unable to protest, and unable to protect myself.
Then, it lifted the appendage off me, but it still felt as if something was weighing my
shoulder down.
“Why won’t anybody answer me?” The creature cried.
I was too disgusted to feel pity, or even the tiniest bit of sympathy for the thing next
to my bed.
“You are just like the rest of them,” it told me. “And like the rest of them, you must
suffer the same fate.”
As soon as it finished its sentence, I began fighting with all my effort to move, speak,
or open my eyes. But all of my efforts surmounted to nothing, and I remained stock still,
believing that my death was imminent.
“But I will not kill you,” the creature said.
I stopped fighting, and was overcome with happiness.
“After all,” the creature said, “I’m not a monster.”

Ash’s Susan by Sam Kelley
Holding hands was the only way to communicate with her. She was dying of cancer and
she could barely talk during the last few days. Her eyesight was shot and so was her
hearing. She was barely conscious, but she could feel my hand holding hers. Sometimes
she would squeeze it and it was how I knew she was holding on just for a little while
longer.
Longer didn’t last long.
She died the next day. I wasn’t there
(thankfully). Her relatives weren’t there.
Me, being unrelated and almost
unknown to her, saw her last, instead
of her actual family.
I was her last visitor.
She was my brother’s mother and I saw
her days after my brother last saw her.
I was her last visitor. Not him.
He saw her on Thursday, and I saw her
on Sunday. She died on Monday.
I was her last visitor.
He should have been her last visitor.

Rider Lamy

The Ashfords by Julie Rodrick
Three o’clock in the afternoon. The day following the murder of Victoria Ashford at two
o’clock am. The first interview with Mrs. Ashford takes place.
Detective Rockwell: What time was it when you came home last night, Mrs. Ashford?
Mrs. Ashford: Well, it must have been around eleven o’clock last night. Obviously, my
daughter was getting married (sniffles, recomposes herself), so naturally, when the
ceremony was over, I stayed to direct the help in the cleanup process.
Rockwell: And where was your husband, Mrs. Ashford?
Mrs. Ashford: He had left before me around ten fifteen last night. He left with our son,
Jack, and my brother, Charles.
Rockwell: And when you got home, was there anyone else here?
Mrs. Ashford: No. My husband had given the help the day off because we would all be
away for Victoria’s wedding.
Rockwell: Thank you, Mrs. Ashford. (To Officer Daniels) Send in Mr. Ashford, please.
The second interview commences.
Rockwell: Thank you for taking the time to answer some questions, Mr. Ashford. I want to
ask you, what time did you arrive home to the manor last night?
Mr. Ashford: Well, I drove my brother-in-law home to his house, which is about ten
minutes from here. I dropped him off and then my son, Jack, and I drove home here, to the
manor around ten forty-five.
Rockwell: And you arrived home and no one else was at the house?
Mr. Ashford: Correct. I had given the maids and cooks the day off because my daughter
was getting married and everyone was going to be preparing for the wedding. No one was
going to be at the manor.
Rockwell: And your son, Jack. He was with you the entire time?
Mr. Ashford (a little defensive): Of course! If you are trying to implicate my son in anyway
detective, you are sorely mistaken. Jack loved his sister, as did I and her mother. I do not
appreciate your tone. If you believe someone in this family murdered my daughter, you’re
just wrong. We all loved her.

Rockwell (unaffected by Mr. Ashford’s outburst, but rather pensive): And when did you
hear the scream?
Mr. Ashford (a pale complexion setting in): Well I had just finished my whiskey and my
cigar and then I was getting ready for bed. So that must have been around one o’clock.
Rockwell: Thank you for your time, Mr. Ashford.
The third interview is underway. Detective Rockwell summons Jack Ashford, a rather
oblivious teenage boy.
Rockwell: Hello Mr. Ashford. Tell me, what time did you arrive home with your father last
night?
Jack (finishing a text, quickly putting his phone in his pocket, and looking up to see
Detective Rockwell staring at him in an impatient manner): It was about ten forty-five pm.
Father and I had just dropped Uncle Charles off at his house. Then we drove back to the
manor.
Rockwell: And no one was home when you and your father arrived home?
Jack: No, not that I know of. Father had dismissed the help for the day because it was
Vicky’s wedding day.
Rockwell: And what time did Victoria arrive home to the manor?
Jack: It was around twelve o’clock at night. She and James came home together after the
reception dinner.
Rockwell: And did you see your sister and James come home?
Jack: Well…no. But I heard them. I was on my phone texting my friend, Jared, and I heard
her come home with James. She and James immediately went upstairs, and I didn’t hear
them the rest of the night (pausing) until…I heard her scream.
Rockwell: Thank you, Mr. Ashford. You may go.
Jack exists.
Rockwell (to Officer Daniels): Did we find anything during the sweep of the house?
Daniels: No sir.
Rockwell: And what time did you say you arrived here?

Daniels: At two twenty am. I got a call from James Crawford around two ten am and Jones
and I came over to sweep the house and examine the crime scene.
Rockwell: So, Mr. Crawford was the one who called 911?
Daniels: Yes. He was very distraught when I got here. He said a woman hit him over the
head with a lamp and when he came to, Victoria was dead and the assailant, gone.
Rockwell: And you checked out his story? It all seems true?
Daniels: Yes sir. The lamp he was hit with was broken on the floor just as he said and
Victoria Ashford was lying dead on the floor where he said she was.
Rockwell: Send James Crawford in, please.
The fourth interview begins.
Rockwell: Tell me if I’m correct in the sequence of these events: You and Victoria Ashford
left the wedding reception around eleven forty-five and arrived here, at the manor at
twelve o’clock. You both proceeded to go upstairs. After falling asleep, you and your wife
were woken by a female assailant, who hit you in the head with a lamp, causing you to
become unconscious. When you woke up, Victoria was dead, and the assailant gone.
James (staring at the floor, defeated): Yes, that’s correct.
Rockwell: And this assailant, did she say anything?
James: Well Vicky looked as if she had seen a ghost. Her face went white and she
screamed. The woman seemed to know Vicky and Vicky seemed to know her, but I sprung
from the bed and attacked the woman because I thought Vicky was in danger. All of a
sudden, I felt a blow to my head and the next thing I know, Vicky is dead and the woman,
gone.
Rockwell: Did you get a good look at the woman who attacked you?
James: She had brown hair…I think. It was kind of dark.
Rockwell: And you said she knew your wife. Did she seem to be an acquaintance, friend,
or something more?
James (a little angrily): If you’re implying my wife loved another, then you’re wrong. She
loved me and I her. This woman seemed to know her pretty well though. But Vicky just
stood there in shock.
Rockwell: You may go Mr. Crawford. Thank you.

James exists. Rockwell consults Officer Daniels.
Rockwell: There’s one thing that does not add up. Mr. Ashford, Mrs. Ashford, and their son
all said that there was no one in the house. This manor is secluded. There are dogs that
would have barked if someone else came to the house. The security cameras showed no
one entering or exiting the property except the family. Either one of the Ashfords is lying,
or someone else was in the house the night of the murder.
Daniels: Well, I think the family is telling the truth. The boy couldn’t have done it. Did you
see how scrawny he is? Also, he looks so fastidious; a fly would scare him. Blood would
be too much for him. And for his mother, she just seems a little preoccupied. Mr. Ashford
would be the best possible suspect, but we should interview Mrs. Ashford’s brother.
Rockwell: Good idea. Get him over here.
The time is six o’clock pm. Charles Abernathy arrives at the manor and the fifth and final
interview takes place.
Rockwell: Thank you for coming over Mr. Abernathy. I just have a few questions for you.
Charles: I’m happy to answer any questions you have.
Rockwell: Did Mr. Ashford and his son, Jack, drop you off at your house around ten thirty
last night?
Charles: Yes, that’s correct.
Rockwell: And you stayed there all night?
Charles: Yes.
Rockwell: Do you have someone who can corroborate your story?
Charles: Well…yes. But you can’t tell anyone what I’m about to say. (Takes a deep breath) I
was with my girlfriend, Ashley. And you cannot tell my family. They would kill me.
Rockwell (a bit confused): And why might they do that?
Charles: Well, she’s not exactly of the social class that my family would approve of. She’s
from a good family and all, average middle class. But my family expects me to marry rich.
They would not approve of Ashley.
Rockwell: I see. Your secret is safe with me. Thank you for coming by.
Charles exists. Detective Rockwell talks with Officer Daniels.

Daniels: Well, he doesn’t seem guilty.
Rockwell: We cannot rule anyone out thus far. It still doesn’t make sense. No one was at
the house. Did your men find anything during their sweep of the property?
Daniels: No, but I could get another one.
Rockwell: You do that, and I’d like to come along this time.
The following afternoon, the police do a sweep of the house and its grounds. Detective
Rockwell leads the sweep. Having searched the grounds, the cellar, the lower floor of the
house, and the second floor, they move onto the third-floor attic. Rockwell examines the
hallway on the upper level.
Rockwell: Daniels, come here. Do you see this?
Daniels: Umm. I’m not sure what you’re talking about.
Rockwell: The upper floor of this house’s layout doesn’t add up. Looking from the exterior,
the third floor should be much bigger. There are three rooms up here. One is a guest room,
one a large closet, and the other a small common room. The rooms only take up about
three fourths of the upper floor. It’s as if a fourth of the upper floor is missing.
Daniels: Well, we didn’t find anything on the last sweep of the house.
Rockwell: Did your men investigate this area thoroughly (indicating the hallway)?
Daniels: Well, yes.
Rockwell (knocking on the wall): Do you hear that?
Daniels: Hear what?
Rockwell: It’s hollow.
Daniels: It’s what? But there’s no door.
Rockwell (continuing to knock on the wall makes his way to the end of the hallway): Right
here. This one part of the wall is solid. This means the door must be before this point.
Rockwell continues to knock on the wall then stops. He pushes the wall forcefully and a
secret door opens.
Daniels: My God!

Rockwell, Daniels, and the other officers investigate the hidden room. The room contains
a bed, a sink, and a toilet. There are no windows. There is one light in the ceiling. The
room looks to be a prison cell.
Rockwell: Gather the family. Now!
Following the discovery of the hidden room, Detective Rockwell gathers the family in the
main living room.
Rockwell: During our sweep of the house today, we found a hidden room on the third
floor. It appeared to be a prison cell. Someone had better start speaking up right now. If
one of you does not come forward now, your family could be charged with obstruction of
justice, which is a very serious crime.
The family looks around at each other, then at Detective Rockwell. It seems as if no one is
going to speak, until Mr. Ashford comes forth.
Mr. Ashford: Please, don’t punish my family for my actions. The room upstairs is my doing.
James’ attacker was Grace, the woman I kept up there. But I did it for Victoria. That woman
was a con artist, who was going to swindle Victoria out of her inheritance by killing her! I
had to lock her up so she couldn’t hurt Victoria or anyone else. She was a violent girl.
Rockwell: How did you come upon this evidence, Mr. Ashford?
Mr. Ashford: I do background checks on anyone who comes into this family –
Mrs. Ashford (interrupting): John! What have you done? Why did you keep that girl up
there? Grace was just a friend of Victoria’s. She wasn’t infiltrating the family.
Mr. Ashford: No, dear. Victoria was in love with Grace. I found this out and immediately
got Ted to do a background check on her. He found out that she had been married three
previous times and all her spouses had mysteriously died and she got their money. I
couldn’t let that happen to Victoria!
Mrs. Ashford: So, you imprisoned the girl?!
Mr. Ashford: Yes! Yes, I did. I had to protect our little girl.
Rockwell (stunned): So, Mr. Ashford, you locked Grace up in that room and she somehow
escaped and attacked James and murdered your daughter?
Jack: This all makes sense now! Vicky told me that she loved someone, but she couldn’t be
with them because Father would be angry. Vicky said that if he found out what they had
done before meeting Vicky, then Father would not allow them to stick around. She said
that they loved her, and she loved them, but they couldn’t be together. I just thought that
she was being dumb. I…I didn’t think all this would happen.

Mr. Ashford: Victoria knew what Grace had done? She still loved her despite it?
Jack: Yeah. I guess so.
Rockwell: So, let me get this straight. You
(indicating Mr. Ashford) had your private
investigator look into Grace’s past and learned
that she was a black widow. You then locked
her up against her will in your attic and when
she escaped, she went looking for Victoria,
who she was in love with. James didn’t know
who this woman was, so he scuffled with her
to protect Victoria, but he was knocked
unconscious. Is that correct, Mr. Ashford?
Mr. Ashford: Yes. That’s correct.
Rockwell (signaling Officer Daniels): Arrest Mr.
Ashford for kidnapping. And find out where
Grace went. We need her side of the story.

Cedric Norman

Two days after the shocking confession. Grace
has been found and taken into police custody. Detective Rockwell and Officer Daniels
question her at the police station.
Rockwell: So, Ms. Holmes. Did you know this woman (showing a picture of Victoria
Ashford)?
Grace (tearing up): I want a lawyer.
Rockwell: Were you or were you not in a relationship with Victoria Ashford?
Grace: I want a lawyer.
Rockwell: Ms. Holmes, if you confess what you have done, we may be able to work out a
plea deal. You could be facing life in prison Ms. Holmes. I suggest telling us your side of
the story.
Grace (contemplating): I knew Vicky. I was in love with her.
Rockwell: And were you held against your will in the Ashford residence’s attic?
Grace (softly): Yes.
Rockwell: And did you or didn’t you escape from that attic to go and find Victoria?

Grace: Yes, I did.
Rockwell: When you found Victoria was she alone?
Grace: No. She was with a man I had never seen before. I tried to talk to Vicky, but the
man intervened, and we got into a fight. I was scared and I grabbed a lamp and hit him in
the head with it. I think he passed out. I didn’t kill him, did I?
Rockwell: No, Ms. Holmes. You did not kill him. However, Victoria was found dead soon
after.
Grace (crying): I…I…didn’t mean…to kill anyone. I just wanted Vicky to come away with
me. I wanted to tell her what her wretched father had done to me. She loved me and I her.
(Pausing) But she said she couldn’t go. She was married to that man now. And I grabbed
her arm and dragged her towards the window to leave, but she wouldn’t budge. She kept
saying she couldn’t go and it…it got out of hand and I must’ve accidently suffocated her. It
was an accident! I would never kill Vicky. I loved her!
Rockwell: Well, Ms. Holmes. Thank you for your honesty. Officer Daniels here will take
you back to your cell. We will work on getting you a plea deal. Because it was second
degree murder, your chances of a shorter sentence are better. Thank you for your
cooperation.
They all exit.
Years later. Mr. Ashford gets a twenty-year sentence without parole for kidnapping. Mrs.
Ashford divorces Mr. Ashford and keeps the manor. She bricks up the attic cell. Jack
Ashford graduates high school and goes to Yale. He later goes onto become a real estate
developer in San Francisco and marries a Los Angeles woman. They have two children
together. Charles Abernathy moves to New York City where he gets a promotion to Hedge
Fund Manager. He marries Ashley and they have two kids. James Crawford eventually
remarries and moves to the suburbs with his wife and three kids. Grace Holmes gets
parole after serving thirty years in prison. She gets a job at her mother’s bakery and lives a
content life.

The Children of Light: An Excerpt by Bill Tabbot
Local Teens Skye Walker and Maddox Davidson Presumed Dead, read the front-page
headline today.
Dead. That’s what it said.
Jayden looked up at his mother with an obviously forced blank expression. His pale
hands clutched his fork so tightly that the fingers were beginning to turn a fleshy shade of
purple. His posture was stiff, countenance graced with a tightly clenched jaw, save for the
times he paused to chew or spit out a sarcastic comment. His blonde hair hung over his
eyes.
He took it hard when Skye disappeared two weeks ago.
“Mom,” he said, his normally deep voice pitched unusually high. “Why would you
give me this?” The question was a statement, and a strained one at that.
The round-faced woman pursed her lips, obviously concerned. She bit her lip and
sighed before sliding into the chair beside him. Jayden watched her out of the corners of
his eyes, somewhat resembling a cornered stray ready to bolt. His muscles tightened
briefly in anticipation when she drew in a breath to speak.
He’d been dealing with the sympathy, the pity— it had been constant for the past few
weeks.
“Jayden, I know how hard this is for you.” There it was, another lecture, another plea
to return to himself. “It hurt me too, Skye leaving. God, I can’t imagine how hard it was for
her parents.” Concern and worry, both poison to him, dripped off of her in rolling dollops,
and he could just imagine it spreading across the floor, and seeping into his skin, flowing
through his veins and strangling his heart. “But honey, who I’m more worried about is you.
If you keep going like this, you’ll hurt yourself.” Jayden said nothing. His mother made one
more desperate attempt to bring him back down to earth. “We’ve all lost friends, I know
how you feel—”
Skriiitch. The chair sliding across the floor effectively choked her next words. Jayden
deposited the bowl in the sink before rushing off to his room. He couldn’t listen to the pity
speech again; it was just too much. He collapsed on his bed, covering his face with his
hands.
I can’t listen to this anymore. If it goes on much longer, I’m going to start bawling...
Jayden shook his head, trapped inside his thoughts. He pulled out his phone and scrolled
through his photos. His throat tightened and his finger stopped moving, paused on a photo
of Skye, frozen mid-laugh, her eyes crinkled around the edges. Jayden closed his eyes to
quell any tears before moving on.
Skye, head tilted quizzically, her, inky-black pixie cut mussed about, the tips falling
just above her warm brown eyes.
Jayden swiped right.
Skye, taking a picture with him after one of her plays. She was arrayed with costume
jewelry that sparkled in the artificial light. Her blue dress was adorned with stylistic ruffles,
and her lips, bright red, were curved into a pleased grin.
She loved the theatre, had dreams to be a professional actress one day.

The phone hit the floor with a thunk. He dropped his head to his hands again,
sobbing uncontrollably.
She’s dead. She’s actually dead. My best friend… is dead.
“Jayden, it’s seven thirty. You should hurry if you don’t want to be late.” His mom’s
voice floated through the closed door, still laced with concern.
“I’m going,” he said, his voice cracking. He heard the footsteps fade away down the
hall. He stood up and trudged to the bathroom, rubbing cold water into his cheeks and
slinging his backpack over his shoulder.
Oh, God, he thought. I’m alone. For the first time… I’m alone.

Rebekah Maguire

And All the Same by Kaitlyn Warren

Wing by Fatima Quintana

Frozen by Grace Partin
The cold snow hits my rosy cheeks as I stand outside your door
It has been too long since I last saw you,
now you’re finally home.
Six months gone.
Two thousand miles away.
I woke up nervous to tell you ‘I love you’
I knock on your front door
The door is opened by an unfamiliar face,
she’s pretty.
I see you peek around her, shocked.
You step outside and ask me why I’m here,
And when I couldn’t spit the words out, and the tears form,
You tell me I should go.
You found someone new.
But I wasn’t yours to begin with.
I stumble back home,
my tears seem to freeze as they trickle down my face.
The snow is coming down harder as I become more upset,
a storm of confusion in my mind.

Rider Lamy

What Was Once Blue by Isabella Constance
No plausible reason to fall this hard.
Shameful glances from the planet and all the stars.
Spastic pulsing,
Breathless convulsions,
Overwhelming anguish over this I’ve chosen.
But to regret, would make it all worthless.
So, I continue my trek over these frozen waters,
Over nature’s glass mirror,
I look down and see my reflection.
Tearful prayers for clear direction,
As my glass starts to crack.
Falling through, I see every shade of blue.
My pain, the beauty too.
I can do nothing but softly grin.
I choke on what was once blue.
Don’t you look. You won’t find me.
I’m perfectly hiding.
In this sea of red that was once blue.

Matthew Sanders

Blue by Earth Patel
Why is the color of the sky the way it is? Why is the color of the ocean the way it is? One
rarely wonders why the color is the way it is. One rarely, if ever, immerses itself into the
magic of the color and visualize the magic and mystery of the color of the sky and the
ocean. Did the divine force paint the color of the sky and the ocean because the divine
force felt like this color is best situated color for sky and the ocean? Once one goes
beneath this perception, one will see reason of the way the color is the way it is. There is a
reason why the color of the sky it is the way it is. The color is a symbolism of freedom,
imagination, inspiration, expansiveness. The color of the sky is there to remind people of
seeking imagination and freedom whenever one looks at the sky. The sky is there to inform
and remind that everyone has innate rights of freedom and imagination. The color of the
ocean is there to spark a sense of inspiration and expansiveness. One’s feelings can be
evoked after looking at the ocean because it inspires that person of being as majestic and
incessant as the ocean. The expansiveness of the ocean reminds the person to keep trying
hard unceasingly and reaching a scope that is as long as the ocean.

Genevieve Boucher

________ by Griffin Fix
I sighed as I checked the fridge. Turning, I grabbed my coat from the rack and headed
toward the door. Walking through the picturesque halls I made my way down to the lobby
and braced for the cold. I hesitated in front of the door, watching the leaves fumble past in
the wind.
“Rather cold, isn’t it”, said a man who had walked up next to me.
“Yeah.” I responded. He nodded and smiled to himself. We both stood there for a
while, neither of us really wanting to step out. The weather had begun dipping into the
‘too cold’ region yesterday, and it hadn’t let up since. Typically, I could get in my car in the
mornings for work without much problem, same with leaving in the afternoons. Now,
however, there was no sunlight. There was nothing to provide even the slightest bit of
warmth. It was going to be cold no matter what. Furthermore, my car was snowed into a
parking space which I wasn’t prepared to try getting free. This was going to be an open run
directly against the elements.
“Rather cold.” I heard the man say quietly, staring off into the blowing branches.
“Hmm…”, he looked away from the door back at the elevators, then back to me. “Um…
my name’s Tom”, he suddenly turned, extending his hand.
“Logan”, I said, shaking his hand. This didn’t start up a conversation as I’m sure he
had hoped it would. Instead, we continued in silence, the only thing that changed being
that we were no longer strangers.
Eventually I noticed that the leaves had stopped floating around and decided to make
a break for it. I opened the door before remembering Tom. I looked back to find him still
standing there. When he noticed that I was looking back at him he smiled and waved.
“Pleasure meeting you,” he said.
“Yeah, pleasure,” I cleared through the door and began down the sidewalk. It was
well below freezing, that I could tell, but the wind had died down. While waiting I had
decided to go eat at a restaurant. Though I wasn’t very well sure of where it was I would
end up going. In the end I got too cold to venture any farther than a local pizza joint about
four blocks from my apartment building. Luckily, it was warm inside, and they were still
serving.
I ordered a single slice of pepperoni and a Dr. Pepper. It didn’t take too long to finish,
but I still sat around. I started to take in the establishment. It was rather old, everything
looked like it was left over from the 90s, or maybe the 80s. The chairs were all a light
faded red color, some green mix matched into the bunch, and there were divots in the
booth cushions. A quick look under the table revealed a layered collage of different flavor
gums, which wasn’t all that surprising.
After sitting around for another 10 minutes I decided it was time for me to get back
home. Once again, I hesitated in front of the door, watching the leaves tumble and turn in
the gusts. There was something oddly soothing about it all, but at the same time
forewarning of something unpleasant. Walking out I began my semi-sprint back to my
apartment building. As I jogged, I would keep pulling up my coat collar to block out the
wind. I was so busy trying to get to the building that I hardly noticed the man standing in
the middle of the sidewalk just before me. As a result, I ended up bumping into him.

“Oh, sorry”, I said, turning back. I locked eyes with the man only to notice that it was
the same one from the lobby, Tom. Something was off about him though, his eyes were
completely dead and he looked sleepless. It wasn’t so much that he was looking at me but
just at an object, just as he might look at a statue or a building. He didn’t smile, he didn’t
say a word or really respond at all, he simply walked away.
Well alright, I thought, turning back to my immediate goal. My hands had freed
themselves of my pockets when I had bumped into Tom, so I slipped them back in as I
continued to walk. Strangely
enough I noticed that
something was there which
hadn’t been there before. In
my left pocket there was a
small flash drive. I held it up
and looked at it, however
the cold chipped quickly at
my resolve. I ended up just
shoving it back in my
pocket and continuing on
my way.
I sat at the counter
looking at it. Maybe it’s one
of those vape smoke things,
I picked it up again and
looked at it closer. No, this
is a normal flash drive, but it
isn’t one of mine. It was very
plain, very grey and very
rectangular. Naturally I was
curious to see what might
be on it, however, I was
somewhat skeptical that it
might be a virus or
something. I had reasoned
out that Tom was probably
the one to have given it to
me during our brief run in
on my way back, but that all
seemed too cliché for it to
be real. Maybe someone
Matthew Sanders
gave it to me earlier, or at
some other point, and I just
left it in my coat pocket. Eventually I resolved to go and plug it into my computer. What
could it hurt, I naively thought.
Booting up my computer seemed to take a much shorter time than usual – maybe it
was the anticipation or fear of what I might find. I plugged the drive in and waited for it to
show up on my desktop. Weird, I thought, when it appeared it was named with only

underscores. Going over to the drive I opened it up. It had two files on it. One of the files
was named ‘Rules’ and the other ‘5’. I stared at the two files, reasonably perplexed. First, I
decided to open the ‘5’ file. When it opened, it opened a program rather than the Word
document that I was expecting. The program started quickly, and it showed an interface
with two large boxes and two smaller boxes under each. It looked like an old multiplayer
Tetris setup. It looked like a game.
The game began filling the squares, slowly, from top to bottom. It looked like an old
printer printing what appeared to be images into the two big squares. When the two
squares finished loading the images were of two different people. The first was an old man
and the second was a young girl. According to the game the Old man was named
‘Harrison Rogers’, he was actually only in his 40s. The young girl was ‘Marion Chillers’
who was 14. At first glance I assumed that this was a character select sort of screen, which
was pretty standard but not in games stylized like this. However, when I noticed that the
squares under the big squares had also revealed their contents, I realized this was anything
but.
Each box said one word: Spare. I sat slightly perplexed. This is a rather odd idea for a
game. Scanning over the pictures again I put my hand to my chin in thought. Well, I guess
some people like this sort of thing. Maybe it serves to satisfy some primal urge or
something to pretend you have this sort of power. Standing up I walked out of my room
and back into the kitchen. Maybe it’s a sort of thought experiment. I grabbed a glass and
began to fill it with water. Well I guess that could be interesting. Walking back into my
room, I placed the glass back on my desk and looked again at the photos on screen. Who
would I choose?
Well I suppose that sparing one means killing the other, or something close to that at
least. It makes the most sense to spare the girl, since she is so much younger. I moved the
mouse over the Spare button under ‘Marion Chillers’. But wait, my eyes darted back to the
man, what if he’s a father. I hesitated for a while, staring back and forth between the two
pictures. Then I started to lightly laugh at myself.
“I really am overthinking this, aren’t I?” I said aloud. It’s just a game anyways, it’s not
like it matters. I moved the mouse back over to ‘Marion’ and clicked the Spare button.
Suddenly the window closed, and a website opened up. The website opened to what
looked to be a video. The video showed an older looking man, he was sitting in a chair
watching television. It took me a minute to realize that the man was ‘Harrison Rogers’. He
simply sat in his chair, watching TV, and then out of nowhere he stood up and walked over
to a screen door to his right. The camera angle changed, and I was suddenly out on a hotel
balcony. Slowly he walked out and onto the balcony. Then he walked to the railing,
climbed, stood for a moment, and fell out of frame. I watched somewhat perturbed by the
whole scene. Man, they put a lot of work into this didn’t they. I shook my head and closed
out the window. Definitely doesn’t seem like a high budget project so who would have
thought they would have prerecorded cutscenes like this. Then I pulled out the flash drive
and turned off my computer. Leaves a bad taste in my mouth, I thought as I left the room.
After that I ended up going to sleep. I considered just throwing the flash drive away.
The game was detailed and all, but it wasn’t something I could see myself enjoying. I still
couldn’t figure out where it had come from. I wanted to return it if possible, seeing as
someone had to have bought it. In the end, even asking around a bit at work I couldn’t
find anyone who recognized the drive or remembered giving it to me.

Steam was rising from the plate, I watched as it warmed up the air. Sticking my fork
in I began slowly twisting it, binding the noodles between its prongs. The flash drive was
sitting on the table next to the plate, as I spun the noodles, I couldn’t help but look at it. It
was so plain and normal, so simple. Even the game inside was simple, everything about it
read as rushed or dated. Everything except the cutscene, I thought as I lifted the balled
noodles to my mouth. I guess the difference between the cutscene, and the rest of the
game is that the cutscene doesn’t require any sort of coding. The creator could have shot it
easily. Except for- I looked down at the drive again. Except for the actual suicide bit, that
part would have needed a set. I began spinning my fork again. And, if they can afford to
have an entire set made for that scene, then they could have had the game coded more
complexly. Slowly I raised my fork again to my mouth. Something isn’t right about that.
Setting down my fork I grabbed my water and began to wash down everything. Maybe the
director was just poor at managing the budget. Blew everything on the cinematics instead
of the actual game.
“Is there anything else I can get you sir.” the waiter was standing over me.
“I’m fine, thank you.” I said, shoving another fork-load into my mouth. I looked back
down towards the flash drive. “Actually,” I began, “I think I’m ready for the check.”
I threw my key on the counter and walked back to my room. Powering on the
computer I quickly sat down. Silently I waited for the screen to bootup. Time seemed
much slower than yesterday, everything that I did- starting the computer, logging in- all of
it seemed to take an absurdly long time. When it had started up, I drew the drive from my
pocket and was about to plug it in. Then I stopped. I slowly sat back and brought the drive
up, looking at it between my fingers. This is stupid, I thought. None of it really matters
anyway. In a few days I’ll have forgotten all about it and that will be the end of it. I
continued to peer down at the flash drive. Even so, there are some things I guess I just
can’t leave to my imagination. Quickly I forced the drive into the computer and waited for
the file to appear.
“________”. I clicked on it and it opened back up to the two files. Instinctively I went
to the ‘5’ file, since that was what had me so curious. But, just before opening it, I noticed
yet again the ‘Rules’ file which I had previously neglected. Slowly I moved over to it and
clicked it open. You know you have a real gem of a game when they can’t even include
the rules as an actual part of the game. A Word document opened up. It was overall long
and seemed extraneous. 52 pages! The game only has two buttons for Christ sake!
Unconsciously I fell back in my chair, thoroughly surprised.
After a few minutes I buckled down and prepared to start reading. If anything, it
seemed like the best way to get some information. I read about three lines of just pure
introduction before deciding to skip around. Every few lines it would say something about
‘Sparing’, but it referred to it differently than I had imagined. It acted like ‘Sparing’ was
some monumental decision, but then dismissed it by mentioning that it was ‘only a game’
every other line. I skipped down deeper into the passage, strangely it seemed like it had
started repeating. It felt as if I wasn’t actually going anywhere. I began scrolling faster and
faster past all of the repeating paragraphs. Then, suddenly, the paragraphs gave way to a
bunch of ones and zeroes. What the hell, I stopped scrolling and looked at the seemingly
random code on the screen. After a few minutes the document closed.

Looking back at the folder I noticed that the file name had changed. It now said
‘rUles’. I attempted to open the file, but it disappeared, only for another file named ‘ruLes’
to appear in its place. When attempting to open this new file the same thing happened.
Now there was a file named ‘rulEs’ in the folder, and I was weary of opening it. I was more
than confused and hardly wanted to keep going down this rabbit hole. However, at the
same time, I was intrigued and curious of this mysterious array of files, and how they all
related to each other. This time when I clicked the file it actually opened. However, it was
no longer a Word file, it was an audio file. My speakers were shot, so I grabbed some
headphones from the side of my desk and plugged them into the computer. Setting them
atop my head I prepared to play the audio file.
“Uh…”, there was a male’s voice, accompanied by a harsh clicking sound. There was
a sigh, then the clicking stopped. The man cleared his throat. “H-Hello, I’m four. If you’re
listening to this, t-then you’re five. Or, maybe someone else down the line I’m not sure.”
he cleared his throat again. “It’s customary for an audio file to be passed onto the next
person, or that’s a-at least what I’ve gathered.” he paused. “The ones up to this point
haven’t been very helpful.” the was another uncomfortable silence. “Number one, one,
never recorded a log, so don’t expect to hear from him. Number two and three did… bbut I’ve restricted those for the time being. They were… not something you need to hear
right now.” the sound of crinkling paper could be heard. “Not everyone takes well to this
sort of thing. That’s why I wanted to make sure I did this right. It’s not easy to be put in this
kind of situation. People…” he hesitated. “People break… Soon, so will I.”
I was silent, completely devoting my focus towards listening, towards understanding.
I wasn’t sure what to think. I didn’t know what I had gotten myself into. I was afraid.
“Ok, well first off, it’s important that you understand your role.” he cleared his throat.
“This… thing, isn’t a game. Don’t be fooled by its presentation, i-it’s very real.” he cleared
his throat. “Everything, every choice, it has impact, it has meaning. I-it’s all real.” he
cleared his throat. “Those people…” he cleared his throat. “T-they really die.”
There was a prolonged silence. The clicking sound started back up. He cleared his
throat, “I’m sorry… I-I’m so, so sorry. The only way you can be here is if I lose myself.
Which means…” he cleared his throat. “It’s my fault.” There was a prolonged silence. “II’m sorry.”
What.
“I-I’m so sorry.”
What the hell.
“I couldn’t hold out.”
What- what- what- what- what- what“It’s my fault.”
He cleared his throat. “I-I need to tell you what this entails.” papers ruffled. “Each
day two new individuals, chosen a-at random, will appear in the program. Y-you will need
to choose one to spare. The other… will die.” he fell silent. “I-I-If you don’t choose one to
spare by m-midnight, t-th-then they will both…” he couldn’t even finish. I sat in awe of
what I was hearing. Terrified to even breathe. There was no confusion left within me, just
pure fear.
“Y-you will be the one to make that decision from this point forth.” there was a
silence, accompanied by a light laughter only somewhat audible. “It will be you. I-it’s in
your hands from now on.” He let out a sigh. “I-I took a long time looking around. I think I

have a good idea of who you will end up being, five. I wanted to make sure that it was
someone who I could trust, someone… who wouldn’t break and crumble like I have. You
won’t have known who I am, but…” he chuckled. “Let’s hope I was right, for the both of
us.” The audio file cut. Looking down at the menu, it was over.
I sat in complete silent disbelief. No part of me wanted to believe that what Four had
said was the truth. At the same time, I couldn’t deny it. Denying it would mean that I
would ignore taking responsibility for the life I already claimed. I leaned forward, my
elbows on my knees. I-I killed him. I felt like I could throw-up. I watched him die and
laughed it off. Sweat dripped down my nose and fell to the floor. I forced him to kill
himself. I slowly looked back up at the computer. A-and I have to do it again.
Pulling myself up, I edged closer to the computer. I sat up straight and my breathing
was very heavy and confined. I opened the program again. At first only the boxes
appeared, for a moment I was relaxed, there were no photos. But they appeared, slowly.
Four was right, I thought in horror as I watched the photos slowly appear. Everyday.
A man in his 20s and another man in his 30s. ‘John Madix’ and ‘Eric Winston’. From
their ages and their appearances alone, I have to decide who deserves to live. Each breath
felt like a pound of sand was rushing into my lungs. They’re real people… Tears began
collecting around my eyes. Damnit! I can’t do this! The collecting tears began to blur the
images. I watched as they slowly disappeared. I-I can’t.
“Y-you will be the one to make that decision from this point forth.”
But why, why me?
“I wanted to make sure it was someone I could trust…”
But I can’t do this. I can’t.
“I-it’s in your hands now.”
Picking myself up, I looked dead into the screen. Shakily, I moved the mouse over to
the button. It’s in my hands now. When I pushed it, I saved a life, but I ended another. In
that moment I realized how truly important my role was. I realized that, if it had been
anyone else, then maybe they both would have died. So, I committed myself. No. I
resigned myself to that singular possibility. But I also realized something else. My choices
could end up being wrong.
I had dragged myself out of bed early the next morning. I hadn’t been able to sleep at all
that night. Turning on the television, I walked into the kitchen to get something to eat.
Then I remembered that there was nothing in the fridge.
When I left it was a lot earlier than I usually did. I decided to stop at a fast food restaurant
on the way to work. The lines were slow, just as I had imagined they would be. Sitting,
waiting, I would doze off every now and again, only for a horn from behind me to wake
me back up. I turned on the radio to try and keep myself awake.
“We’ve got some pretty nice stuff planned for this morning.”, the man laughed. I thought
about changing the station. “But first, we’ve got some news.”, his tone was almost
melodic. “We’ve got another missing person report this morning. It seems that this would
be the fourth a string of abduction tied to 27-year-old John Madix. Who, if you didn’t
know, is also a suspect for a series of murders. Though they don’t have any actual
evidence, it seems pretty apparent that that’s the case.”
“Oh, you really think so?” another man began talking.
“Well the guy has abducted four people. I’d say I’m pretty sure.” they both began laughing.

I wasn’t tired anymore. No part of me was. I couldn’t ignore it. I recognized the name. It
was the man who I chose to save. ‘Eric Winston’ died for him. I-I watched him drown
himself in front of his children, for this? I forced him to kill himself so this man could live?
I almost broke right then and there. That was the last time I was truly myself.
This cycle continued daily for two years, barely anything changing. In my
professional life I excelled, getting raised to management positions and gaining a secure
financial hold on my life. I celebrated with my friends and family. I should have been
happy, who wouldn’t have been. Everything I had been working towards was coming
together. However, whenever alone, I cried. I experience unmeasurable pain. I mourned
for those who I had damned to death. It was my fault. Through my actions I had decided
their fate.
It was late afternoon and I was sitting in my office. After a few minutes of sitting
silently, hands clasped and to my chin, I got up and began to close the blinds to the
windows which left me open to the rest of the office. Then I grabbed the flash drive from
my pocket and plugged it into the computer. The drive came up, then the folder opened,
and the program began. Two photos, a man and a woman. The man, ‘Charles J. Perkins’, a
32-year-old. The woman, ‘Jessie Berkley’, a 22-year-old. The decision came like clockwork
to me. I chose ‘Jessie Berkley’, I always chose the younger of the two. Anything that
happened after that was out of my hands. If I at any point thought otherwise, I wouldn’t be
able to go on.
The night was cold, the wind was rough. The weather was getting more and more
reminiscent of winter. It reminded me of something, but my mind wouldn’t let it take
shape. The street was lit up with a single row of lights. All of the houses were out cold, all
their light having been turned off. I drove along slowly, watching the light from the
headlights bounce off the asphalt. There was nothing but the sound of the engine and the
road. Barely audible, only for a moment, I heard an ambulance some way away.
Slowly I pulled into my garage. Turning off my car I got out, unlocked the door, and
walked into the house. Closing the door behind me I locked it back and placed the keys
on the counter. I fell to my knees. Silently I sat there, staring deep into nothing. There was
no emotion in it, the action was involuntary at this point. There was a part of me, deep
within, which wanted to scream out and cry and give up. However, that was impossible.
That version of myself was lost so deep within me that I barely even recognized him. As of
that moment, I was Five, and I had been for the last two years.
The next day of work was average. Nothing especially troubling or interesting
happened. Late afternoon came and I went to close the blinds. Then someone knocked on
the door.
“Come in”, I said it almost on reflex. A young man walked into the room holding
some papers.
“There are some people here to fix the A/C, they said they needed to use your room
since it was located under the main unit or something.” he looked back nervously to two
men dressed in orange vests.
“Thank you, Jamison. Just tell them to come in.” following my response, he nodded
and turned to the other two men. I saw them nod and pass him into my office.
“Oh man, its hot in here. Why do you keep the door closed?” one of them asked. I
silently stared at him.

A few hours later I was on my way home, having not had the chance to make the
daily decision. Slowly I drove along the dark roads. The lights all seemed a little dimmer,
and the headlights didn’t reflect as brightly off of the asphalt. I could hear multiple sirens
from a relatively close distance.
Walking inside I placed the keys on the counter, then I began towards my work
room. I had to get to a computer quickly and make sure that I made a decision. The more
time I lost, the less likely it would be that anyone would get saved. If that happened, then I
wasn’t sure what I would do.
The computer took its time booting up, and in reading the drive. When the folder
appeared, I couldn’t have clicked faster. I felt myself notably on edge, much more so than I
had been in a long time. It was almost refreshing to feel something again. The program
booted up and the images began printing themselves into the boxes. Everything was going
well off enough that I wasn’t sure what I had been worried about. Two new people, one
man and one woman. The man, ‘Logan Herald’, was 27 years old. The woman, ‘Lisa
Henning’, was 62 years old. Once again, the choice was easy. I moved the mouse over to
the button under ‘Logan Herald’. Just as I was about to click ‘Spare’ I froze. The name,
‘Logan Herald’, I recognized it. This was the first time I had recognized the name of
someone. Then I directed my focus to the picture, which I had mechanically glossed over.
Looking into the photo sent a shiver down my spine. ‘Logan Herald’ was me.
For a moment I was stunned. Stunned simply at the fact that I could miss something
so obvious. Or, perhaps, stunned because I could no longer recognize my own name. I sat
there in contention. Logically I would ‘Spare’ myself. I naturally fit into the qualifications
set by myself in terms of who should live. However, something stopped me. Something
kept me from saving myself over this woman I didn’t even know. This was the first time in a
long time during which I found myself having trouble to make the choice. Maybe it was
that small percent of me that was still Logan. However, the time to debate with myself was
not a liberty I had. A choice needed to be made. Gripping the mouse tighter I forced it to
the button and pressed ‘Spare’.
Somewhat exhausted, I learned back in my chair and let out a sigh. Slowly, there
rose this soft laughter. It took me a moment to realize it was coming from me, as a smile
gently spread across my face. That day, I had made one of the most selfish decisions of my
life, all to save myself.
I got up from my chair and began slowly walking downstairs to the kitchen. As I
moved the stairs creaked beneath my feet. It was strange, I felt light but the sounds coming
from the stairs suggested otherwise. There was no light in the stairway, except for that
which came from the kitchen. It seemed almost comforting walking into that light. I felt
relieved. Walking over to the cabinets, I leaned over and opened one of the lower
drawers. A brought out a large knife, turned in down in my hand and steadied it. The
gentle smile crept back onto my face as I raised the knife in front of me.

This Christmas… by Simone Talley
This Christmas
I hope to see pretty white snow covering the grass like a cold blanket.
This Christmas
I hope there isn’t a person who goes to bed without knowing they matter to someone.
This Christmas
I hope a miracle happens for a family in need.
This Christmas
I hope I can spread as much love and happiness as possible.
This Christmas
I hope the friends around me get what they asked for because they deserve the best.
This Christmas
I hope those who fight for our country get to come home.
This Christmas
I hope everyone gets a meal at least one time in the day.
This Christmas
I hope for inner peace.
This Christmas
I hope to make everyone I come in contact with, smile.
This Christmas
I hope for a holiday worth remembering.

This is Winter by Kaitlyn Metz
Do you remember how winter makes you feel?
You shivered and wrapped up in numerous blankets
but never felt complete warmth.
The leaves had fallen,
the bare trees looked dead.
Remember how you drank hot cocoa
and burnt your tongue on the first sip?
This is winter.
Remember when you tried to go outside and play?
You saw the shining sun,
believed it should be warm.
But you were wrong;
the cold air pierced your soul.
Remember when you wore a thousand pieces of
clothing
yet you still were not warm enough?
That is winter.
Remember when the first snow fell?
You gazed at the dreamy snow,
and grabbed an uncomfortable sled.
The cold, crunchy, and stiff snow
in your shoe.
Cedric Norman
You tried to get it out, but it melted;
your socks were wet and cold.
Remember how you wanted fresh food,
but the roads were too icy so you could not leave the house?
This is winter.
Remember when school goes on winter break?
You were so happy to be done with school
but you ended up doing loads of homework,
forgetting everything you ever learned.
Remember when it was five o’clock,
the sky pitch black?
All you felt like doing was snuggling up on the couch and watching movies.

Anguish is a Door by Bethany Clary
Life is a game.
No matter what I do —
All my efforts,
All my complaints —
None of it matters. Life doesn’t play fair.
Hardships are Life’s punches.
Bruises adorn any and every part of my life.
Just as one begins to fade, healing,
Life returns for a second beating.
Life never tires or stumbles.
Life never hesitates before making a decision.
Life corners me into a room,
Sneering and spitting and cursing and mocking.
Life doesn’t care about my questioning “why”
Or how much my heart can handle.
Life drives me to my lowest point
Then leaves me in my solitude.
Anguish creeps in after,
Curling up beside me
With a touch that chills my bones.
My tears leak like waterfalls,
Filling up the splintery room
Until I might drown in my sorrow.
Anguish watches, patient yet detached.
Rising with the flood of tears,
Anguish expands over the entirety of the room,
Pressing my lungs,
Constricting my heart.
It feels like the beatings of Life all over again.
But Anguish has a secret
Shared only with those that listen.
“I am not the end.”
Anguish waits overhead as I look down:
My chains are only shadows,
The flood of tears I am drowning in
Is only the sorrow I held in too long.

My mind reels with the realization of truth:
I am the captive and the captor.
I feel a draft pressing against my legs.
The illusion of a confined room fades
As a closed door appears in my vision.
I rise from my grave,
Running my hand along the door’s surface.
There is pain. There is healing.
Anguish looms all around me,
Observing with an unconcerned duty.
My mind debates internally,
Screaming so loud my skull pounds.
There’s only one question that matters now.
Can I do it?
I know what waits behind me if I walk away.
I know what the better choice is.
But just because there is an exit
Doesn’t mean the path behind it is easy.
Life is always lurking, always ready
In case I start to get comfortable.
But the door isn’t locked.
I can choose to keep it shut,
Let Anguish suffocate me.
Or I can take the rough path of healing.
Anguish allows me to choose:
To stay back or move forward.

Over the Stars by David Jacob
Somewhere about the eastern coast, in a place where the moon refused to set, laid a
teenager looking towards the sky with fearful delight. He laid in the bed of a broken-down
yellow pickup, cold air caressing his face as the atmosphere dropped to something a little
less than frigid. Throughout the junkyard that it called home, crickets and other such
creatures begin to chirp and sing in a harmony of discord. The light of the moon, cast
about the land in fading ray, gave enough light to see within a couple feet of distance, but
in his position it looked as if there was nothing but him, the truck, and the heavens above.
Before him, in that night sky, little intricacies of the world made themselves clear. The
bright stars scattered about the black seascape above were dotted about like a little map
detailing the history of this little universe from millions upon millions of lightyears away.
Over those stars, he thought, was a place to call home. A home without the gaze and
grasp of humankind, foreign to all but itself. It was such innocence he yearned for, a little
piece of space to live on with his own blissful ignorance.
By this point, the teen had been alone for a decent majority of his life. He wasn’t
alone in the traditional sense, no, but he felt as if some force beyond his own recognition
had been slowly tearing him away from both reality and humanity with each passing year.
He spent his days with friends and his nights with family, but those situations of social
interaction did nothing to aid in holding onto the small threads that kept him connected to
the world. He came to this little scrapyard to physically be alone. It was times like this,
when he was truly isolated (pardon the thoughts which seemed to move about persistently
in his mind), that he felt at peace with the world around him. It was times like this, when
he could let those thoughts roam about and prosper freely, that he was (in a very strange
sense of the word) content. Calmness only worked its way through him once he was here
with the stars. If only he could be there, in that space, with that feeling, forever.
However, like the vast depths of our own ocean, it was this sense of foreignness that
shied him away from such an Eden. What hid itself behind those little bright blots in the
sky? Did something out there, more distant than he could imagine, hold the same ill-will
which seemed to harbor itself within the roots of the people around him? Fear, as it always
had, gripped him in a constriction so tight he felt as if nowhere but the cold, metal bed of
this truck would bring true safety. It was this fear that kept him grounded, and he knew
that well. Though his want for an existence a little happier was great, it paled in
comparison to the aura of intimidation which encompassed him. Because of this, he could
not reach the stars which so many of the adults had promised him early on in life. That
sense of powerlessness and helplessness, something he failed to see in others, nailed him
down in a manner which he figured there was no solution for. No, he stopped looking for
one himself, though he cared not to admit it. Instead of acting out, instead of moving
forwards, he curls up, waiting and praying for a brighter day.

In My Life by Claire Ellis
I wake to thunder and to my cousin blow-drying her hair.
In the morning light, in heavy almost-quiet,
in the grey house, we scramble around each other,
little mice in our Sunday attire. And in the midst of it all,
in his usual way, my dad sips coffee at the kitchen table,
alone in the audience for the chorus
of our clicking heels and low-hum voices.
We drive downtown, and the sky clears for our cavalcade.
My brother drives in from school and greets us
in the church parking lot, in the shade of the chartreuse,
early-autumn trees. In a back room, I group with my sisters
in safety, in a cushy corner, around a winged-back chair,
before a crystal dish of chocolate pastel mints,
unfamiliar faces drifting in and out in the foreground.
My cousin sits at the end of the first row, so he can get out easily
to give a eulogy for a woman I cannot grieve,
a woman who braved the Canadian wilderness and
threw baseballs better than her brothers and loved steadily
but complexly, and whom I’m realizing now I knew
in voice and in smell and in name and in face only.
My mother doesn’t understand why I am not in mourning.
But the truth is, I’ve been mourning for a long time.
I’m in transition now, right near the end of that which started
the first time she looked at me with a look of panic that said
she didn’t know who I was to her— when I realized that
however many people I am, in however many places, in those eyes, I am no one.
I am a shadow in daylight.
I am the first memory she left behind.
So we drive home, and we sit on the porch as a family
in the cool air, in the sunlight, in the half-shade of the hollies.
I listen to their stories, the wind-chime, the breeze in the branches.
In silence, I recall last week, when my cousin messaged me
to ask if there was any memory of her I wanted to share,
and I did not write back.
I’ve been hung up all this time, remembering that she forgot me.
Now I think to myself that we must have forgotten each other,
and I close my eyes to the red of the sun.

Emotions by Rebekah Maguire
numb
why am i so numb?
the answers blur together
mixing
melting
until i can’t remember the question
cold
why am i so cold?
the answer is on the tip of my tongue
until the sound of my teeth chattering
scares it away
sad
why am i so sad?
i try to give a response
but my tears wash it far away
down the drain
lonely
why am I so lonely?
i finally answer the question
but there is no one there to hear it
yourself

alive
how are you so alive?
i would respond but i am too busy
dancing
singing
i can’t even hear the question
warm
how are you so warm?
the answer is filling my mouth
but my sunshine burns brighter
setting it aflame
happy
how are you so happy?
i try to tell you the secret
but my laughter covers it up
until it falls away
surrounded
how are you so surrounded by love?
i don’t even need to tell you for we hold you tight
until you find out the answer for yourself

My Star by Bethany Clary
I hide from the Sun,
Afraid of his revealing light.
He will never stop illuminating my past.
I run from the Moon,
Afraid of her hidden darkness.
She is a faker, a pretender, a betrayer.
But there is a smile among their sneers.
Someone who sees me for who I am now.
It is my Star, my comfort.
I evade the Sun,
Knowing his warmth can also burn.
To him, I am always a disappointment.
I avoid the Moon,
Knowing her cool can freeze my heart.
She tells me I am nothing, and never will be.
But there is a soothing voice among their shouts.
Someone who tells me that I define myself.
It is my Star, my confidence.
The Sun rises and sets.
The Moon shines then recedes.
But my Star is unwavering.
I wake each day,
Ready to try again
Because my Star will never leave me.

Aftermath by Kaitlyn Warren
Libelle’s hands touched the now cold scales that graced the dragon’s outer frame,
decorated with glittering gold and dried blood. In the pale sunlight, the scales were dull,
but she remembered fondly when they had shone as bright as an exotic jewel or the flat
surface of a clear pond.
Tears fell down her cheeks as she embraced the monstrous form of the creature, sinking in
the mud that encased the underbelly of the once majestic beast.
“How could you,” she whimpered, glaring
across the field at the valiant knight that
had the look of a lost child, unsure of
himself. She didn’t have the courage to
approach him, but he knew her anger, and
approached instead.
She tensed as he came close enough to
touch her arm, holding out something
instead. He looked pitiful, drenched in
blood and mud, and she looked
reluctantly from the knight to the package
in his arms.
A warm, perfect egg sat in his arms, and
she snatched it in her own with delicate
hands but a menacing glare. The knight
backed away.

Matthew Sanders

“I had planned to bring this back to the king, but you deserve it more. Had I known your
relationship with this dragon, I would have hesitated, at the risk of my own life,” he bowed
with intent to be punished, but Libelle did nothing.
“Sir Linn… do not bow to be,” she hissed, before regaining her composure and holding
the egg as if it were a lifeline. “Instead, indebt yourself to me.” Her voice trembled,
clutching the egg a little tighter. “You’ve caused this mess, now you must protect me. Do
to me what I could not do for her.”
They both stared at the dragon, dead, and Libelle mourned for her while cradling the egg,
and Linn watched over the two well into the night. This egg was nothing more than a
chance to prove Linn’s remorse, and Libelle’s commitment to the dragon, her dragon.

Sunflowers by Rebekah Maguire
Time and everything

else

seems

to

slow

down

a bright smile flashes through a shard of glass
light spilling into an empty hall
coating everything in its colors
telling the room it is no longer alone

the sour fruit bleeds onto the child’s tongue...scrunch scrunch

they stretch towards the sky, waving at passing planes
children get lost in their embrace
lost but not frightened
lost but not alone
lost in the color of sunflowers

Rebekah Maguire

A Home Away from Home by Lydia Easler
Always quiet and calm, Aiken is an oasis to me. Horses and grand white houses dot
the town. Live oak trees line shady streets. Shops filled with antiques smile and wave,
welcoming you to the pretty town, along with fields covered in peach trees. Railroad
tracks and colorful statues invite you in for a cup of sweet tea. The weather is boiling in the
summer and chilling in the winter, but that’s just how the south works. They are familiar,
uncomfortable-but-comforting temperatures that make your mind drift to thoughts of the
fourth of July or holiday break.
Beyond its peaceful and pretty scenery, Aiken houses my family. With only my
mother and three siblings, two of whom are away at college, living in Spartanburg can
often feel lonely. Being in Aiken cures that feeling like a drop of honey does a sore throat.
It’s where my mother grew up, where my grandmother lived, where my great-aunt and
uncle remain. Cousins, parents, nieces, nephews, children of varying ages— generations
of loved ones coming together in one open, whimsical house. Tall, glossy windows
overlook a pale-green golf course outlined in pine trees. Paintings cradled in golden
frames. A balcony with a seashell wind chime and ivy draped about. The soul of the
house: the dining room table. The place where everyone gathers to catch up, tell stories,
play Scattergories, and eat a hearty meal.
My great-aunt, Marsha, spends her day in the kitchen perfecting platters, not sitting
down to eat until everyone else had gotten their own servings first. A remarkable woman
bursting with intellect, kindness, and humor. She is a vibrant, quirky, brilliant character
that I aspire to one day be. Her macaroni and cheese instantly brightens a gloomy face, as
well as her paintings of funny blue-footed birds from foreign lands she has visited. Her
husband, Bill, whom she met in school, is more reserved. A lovable man who enjoys his
moments to himself, but never fails to ask what you’ve been up to these days. Their two
sons— my mother’s cousins—both fun and entertaining. Chris with tricks he taught his dog
and Ben with his pranks.
Driving for two-and-a-half hours, my mother takes us to visit sporadically.
Whenever schedules align, we head on over. Each time is even more exciting than the last.
Many of my summer days have been spent picking blueberries, wandering around art
galleries, blowing up balloons until dizzy, baking fruit-covered cakes, and watching games
of polo.
It’s another world entirely there. From my first visit, the scenery grasped my
attention like a porch light would a fly and hasn’t let go since. My relatives, the people I
adore most on this Earth, remind me precisely of the meaning the word ‘family’ carries.
Family is laughter and joy and smiles during dull moments. Family is by blood and not.
Family is support and kindness. Family is love.
Aiken is the mahogany rocking chair where those you cherish the most sit and talk
of the passing world. It’s where time slows and fun lasts till sundown. Aiken is my home
away from home.

AP Literature by Bethany Clary
The Glass Menagerie
I don’t know what is
more fragile: Glass or my Heart.
Brother, do you know?
Native Son
Pushed into the Dark,
they have taken Everything;
now they want My Life.
Macbeth
For Power I kill
and lose my Mind, but is it
all because of Fate?
Doubt
Innocence or Guilt —
The Truth eludes my knowledge —
I cannot decide…
Raisin in the Sun
Child, let your Dreams grow,
but hold your Family close.
Love will always last.
Fences
Though the Distance is
wide, the fence Stands. A part of
you Remains with us.
Beloved
Red Hot, Hottest Red.
My Shadow is your Shadow
Always by your side.

Grace Partin

Silence in the World by Kayla Kemmerer

The Ballad of Bob Dylan by Alex Blue
Bob Dylan
Is not a villain
He wrote a song about a rolling stone
His talent was well known
The music he wrote changed society
It gave him his much-deserved notoriety
He has a different way of seeing things
And a voice that stings
Bob was first inspired by country music
To him the sounds were therapeutic
Folk music was his calling
To him, making music was calming
He was making his dreams come true
People were excited to hear something new
His songs were growing in popularity
They gave people clarity
Bob was popular for his protest songs
He wanted people to right their wrongs
He wrote songs about social injustice
In hopes that we would discuss this
His songs made people listen
To change their perception was his mission
This caused his music to become well known
And put him at his rightful place at the throne
Bob made a huge impact on his generation
That’s why he became a big sensation
He led a revolution
People thought he had the solution
He became the catalyst for cultural change
Even though many people thought he was strange
He used his emotions to write his songs
That’s why he’s still at the top where he belongs

La Palette de L’Artiste by Mykeria Gory
He’s my favorite color, green
With a hue of blue and a hue of milky white
He’s my needs, my wants, my wishes, my wonders,
He’s my everything
He’s scarlet, passionate, he’s red wine and fine dining on a Friday night
He’s the red you see in the sunset in the equidistant of summer
He’s Cobalt, he’s calm, he’s graceful, he’s wise
He’s the blue you see on the sea watched by a beautiful starry sky
Maroon, it’s the color I see when I look into his eyes, it’s the feeling he sends down my
spine
Equal to the feeling I get when I’m savoring chocolates
He’s emerald, my favorite gem,
he’s rich in love, in heart, in life
“La palette de l’artiste”
The Artist’s Palette
Our Painting
With every stroke of the brush, every
mistake, every sweat and tear
Every single frustration
Our love is our creation
Colors that make a bigger picture,
Many different hues, patterns, strokes
This masterpiece……….
Is us.

Genevieve Boucher

The City is Calling by Julie Rodrick

The Ballad of Frida Kahlo by Tee Smith
A resident in the blue house
Secrets expressed within Her art
Loving an unlovable spouse
She never knew she would leave a mark
Born after the start of the war
A family living in fear
Providing the children with much more
A life of excitement was near
Burdened by a disease
Only the beginning of her struggle
A muralist with beautiful paintings was a tease
Injured and covered in gold was very hard to juggle
Laying on her back for three months
She founded a talent that was undiscovered
Paintings of herself there were a bunch
Finally walking again, her life was recovered
Diego Rivera, the muralist tease
A bond grew instantly, a mutual connection
New York, new views, life such a breeze
Attempts at a young one leading to a c section
Old injuries causing problems with a child
Infidelities by the tease, leaving her mind in an abyss
Crossing a line with her sister was not so mild
Cutting her hair and painting was a bliss
The exiled communist welcomed with open arms
Sensing her loneliness, a fire slowly arose
Back to painting, back to herself, back to her charms
Also, back to the tease, the same old thing but she knows
Infidelities of her own, beautiful women in her corner
The injuries coming back to affect her new life
She focuses on her painting growing into a mourner
Her right leg amputated; the hurt being cut with a knife
Depression increasing in a life that was still
Pulmonary embolism was the silent killer
Cries after death so utterly shrill
For Hispanic artists she was a pillar

Plonski Did It: Notre Dame to Notre Flame by
Thomas Keller
Could the conspiracy theorists really be right? The answer may surprise you.
Alex Barron, a known conspiracy theorist, put forth a theory last year connecting Mr.
Plonski to the Notre Dame fires. He was, after all, gone the day the fires occurred, and it
would have been possible for him to fly to Paris, burn down Notre Dame, and return to
school the next day in that amount of time. Though feasible, many believe this theory to be
outlandish, and simply made to trick others. One such person, Aidan Atance, told us much
about his disapproval of Mr. Barron as a person. “He’s a c[razy] dude.” He also expressed
his disbelief of any theories Mr. Barron put forth. “Yeah, I have a lot of problems [with his
theories] right now.” It appears that, though a possibility, Mr. Barron’s theory is not
exceedingly popular in the community.
We reached out to Mr. Barron to find out more about his theory, and to uncover any
pieces of evidence proving its validity. However, all efforts to contact him failed. It appears
that he is too busy pursuing his theories to help in spreading them. However, with the help
of various other sources, we were able to piece together the theories and proof behind Mr.
Plonski’s involvement in this desecration of a national treasure.
It appears that Mr. Barron’s theory is extremely simple. Mr. Plonski, a 9th grade
history teacher, was out for a day, April 15, 2019.
While a teacher missing a day is normally extremely unsuspicious, this was different.
That exact day, the Notre Dame Cathedral was set alight. However, this leads us to several
questions.
1. Would Mr. Plonski have enough time to make it to Paris by the time of the fire?
2. Would Mr. Plonski be able to make it back to Spartanburg High School after the fire was
lit?
3. Finally, why? Why would he do such a terrible thing?
All of these questions will be answered in a comprehensively detailed explanation
for why it is in fact possible for Mr. Plonski to have done this horrible deed.
1. Would Mr. Plonski have enough time to make it to Paris by the time of the fire?
Yes, he would. As Mr. Plonski is a teacher, it is likely he went home at around 6:30
PM EST on April 14, 2019 or sooner. He would have had to drive to Charlotte Airport,
taking roughly 1 hour, 21 minutes. The flight itself would take from 10 hours, 5 minutes to
16 hours, 33 minutes, depending on which flight he chose. After he left the school, he
would have taken 11 hours, 25 minutes to 17 hours, 54 minutes to get to Paris. Since the
fires started at 12:30 PM EST/18:30 CET on April 15, 2019, Mr. Plonski would have had
plenty of time to get to Paris and do some sightseeing as well.
2. Would Mr. Plonski be able to make it back to Spartanburg High School after the fire
was lit?

Yes, it is entirely possible. Teachers like Mr. Plonski would have to be back at the
building by around 6:30 AM EST on April 16, 2019. Taking the shortest flights available, he
would have been able to just make it back in time for the school day to start. Even if he
was slightly slower, he still would be able to make it to school by 7:00 AM EST, around the
start of first period. It is entirely possible for Mr. Plonski to have gone to Paris, lit the Notre
Dame, and returned to school in the time he was absent.
3. Why? Why would he do such a terrible thing?
While a definite reason for why he would do such a thing is unknown, I believe that I
can produce a satisfactory reason. After the constant stress of teaching, the anger at being
called a “live, walking, talking M&M”, and the constant forgetfulness of students of his
beautiful cats’ names simply made him snap. Because of this, he decided to take a short
vacation to Paris, just for a day. He packed all ten of his cat food bags in his suitcase,
boarded the plane, and flew to Paris, for a nice, relaxing vacation. After several hours of
sightseeing, he decided to go to visit the Notre Dame. Upon arrival, he let his cats out of
his suitcase, in which they had been stuffed in since they went to the Louvre together.
Ecstatic, the cats spread out through the cathedral. After around half an hour, Mr. Plonski
decided it was time to go.
He called to his cats, and
they came to him, one by
one. Meowing happily, they
came, ready to move on and
see the next historical site.
However, one was
missing. Checking his bag,
Mr. Plonski realized that
Leonard was still missing.
Looking around, he saw
Leonard sleeping on a
gargoyle. Thinking about
how cute it was, he took a
picture.
He called to Leonard,
trying to get him to come.
However, Leonard wouldn’t
budge. He offered Leonard a
treat, but Leonard simply looked at it disdainfully. Trying everything he could think of, Mr.
Plonski was getting desperate, and Leonard simply wasn’t moving. The meaning of this
was obvious. Leonard was refusing to come back with Mr. Plonski. He had chosen to stay
at Notre Dame.
Enraged, Mr. Plonski began yelling at Leonard to come down, but Leonard had made
his decision. How dare this ungrateful cat refuse to come back home with him! After all he
had done for him! He had fed him, given him every luxury a cat deserves, and this is how
he repays him. Engulfed in that moment, Mr. Plonski made a decision. He had to get
Leonard down somehow, and he was running out of time. There was only way to get

Leonard down. Fear. He had to get him to jump out of fear – it's the only way to get him
down. Lighting the match, Plonski looked up at Leonard. No matter the cost, he had to get
Leonard back. Gordon handed him his lighter from his suitcase. Honeydu handed him his
collector’s set, 9th edition, Jean Gusteau Commemorative Whiskey Bottles. Shattering the
whiskey bottles on the ground, the liquid spread out over the floor. As it was dinnertime,
there were few people there, and those who were gave him no attention. What he had
done was no stranger than many things people did on the streets of Paris. Lighting the
lighter, he repeated one thing to himself: “Whatever it takes.” As the lighter slipped from
his fingers, the flame flickered in the light. Running from the scene, he made it outside as
the flame hit the whiskey. The fire spread across the floor, burning the pews in the way. The
flames slowly grew, eventually licking the ceiling. Leonard looked at the flames from his
spot on the gargoyle. There was no way to avoid it. He had to get down. Jumping down
from the gargoyle, Leonard tried running from Plonski, but to no avail. The other cats
jumped out of the suitcase, stopping Leonard in his tracks. Leonard looked up at the
flames, now reaching the spire of the beautiful cathedral. His new home had been
destroyed. Listening to the sound of screaming mixed with the shrill music of the French
fire engines roaring towards the cathedral, Leonard was put back in the suitcase, along
with the other cats. He would have to plan his escape more carefully next time. Leonard
curled up, exhausted from the events, and fell asleep.
It was time to leave. He had to get out of Paris before the police caught him fleeing
the scene. Motioning violently for a taxi, Mr. Plonski flew down the streets of Paris,
looking for a ride. However, the roads were clogged with emergency vehicles, all going to
Notre Dame, the site of Mr. Plonski’s destruction. He had to get out of this city as soon as
possible. Running into a nearby alleyway, he looked for any way he would be able to flee
faster than running. In the corner of the alley, he saw it. Hiding next to the dumpsters was
a bike! And a cat! It was as if it was meant for him. Climbing on, he stole the bike from the
alley and pedaled as fast as he could out of the city. Eventually, the streets cleared, and he
was able to get a taxi to the airport. After hurriedly going through security, boarding, and
lift-off, he was finally in the air. Breathing a sigh of relief, he sunk into his seat and relaxed.
He had escaped. 10 hours, 5 minutes later, he was safe back at Spartanburg High School,
ready for another day of teaching. He smirked to himself, knowing that no one could
possibly think to link him to the Notre Dame fire.
Right?
As this article has conclusively proved beyond a shadow of a doubt, Mr. Plonski is
indeed a prime suspect for the Notre Dame fire, as he could have gone to Paris and come
back within the day he was gone from school, and he had an obvious motive. Hopefully,
the FBI will read this article, and look into this tragic incident further. With such an
obvious possibility at hand, this needs to be investigated. We can only hope that Mr.
Plonski is investigated and his actions are punished. After he has burned such historical
monument as Notre Dame, who knows what he could be plotting next? We can only hope
this menace on society is controlled.

Jingle Bells and Christmas Cells by Megan Rassel
Jingles could feel his heartbeat rise in sync with the small bells on his feet which
slapped the pavement below him, working hard to go as fast as his short legs could
possibly carry him. The elf pulled a small remote from his pocket and pressed the only
button on it. Jingles kept the box he was carrying wrapped tightly under his arm and took
the biggest steps he could: one, two, three! and leaped in the air, launching himself up
into what he’d expected to be a swirling portal of
glitter. However, the poor elf fell through the air and
landed hard on the cold concrete of the shopping
mall parking lot. Oh no! Is there something wrong
with the magic dust? Jingles thought as panic
bubbled up from his stomach. He had forgotten the
reason he was running so fast until he heard sirens
blaring and footsteps coming after him.
Scrambling to get up off of the ground, the
little man searched around for the box that was no
longer under his arm, that knot of anxiety growing
rapidly. Finally, he’d found it… or what was left of
it. The box was splintered into pieces, its contents
spread out on the asphalt ground in a mess of
colors. It had been a porcelain doll, the best of its
kind (not to mention the most expensive) and Jingles
was retrieving it for his boss, Santa, who had run
out of supplies to make any more. Elves were not
supposed to commit crimes to get gifts for Santa, or
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for any reason for that matter, but their boss got very
angry if they let themselves run out of supplies. So,
Jingles made up his mind and visited the cities and
committed a crime: he stole the doll. The girl he was in charge of getting gifts for was the
sweetest little thing, and all she’d ever wanted was that doll.
Strong, sleeved arms pulled Jingles up from his crouching position, causing him to drop
the shards of porcelain out of his hands. He was being towed away by two police officers,
his feet dangling above the ground because of his height. The little elf was trying to explain
his situation to the officers, saying frantically, “Please! I have to get the doll back to Santa,
but my magic dust ran out!” The two men looked at Jingles, one chuckling and the other
frowning. They’d heard these types of excuses before, especially around Christmas time.
“I’m an elf, it’s my duty! I have to report back to Santa!” Yeah, right. They all end up being
druggies, hobos, or plain old thieves anyways.
Locked in his cell later, Jingles put his head in his hands and began to weep, thinking
of how he’d ruined Christmas for his little girl, and maybe dampened her belief for the
years to come. Elves were assigned a child who believes in the magic of Christmas and
were in charge of making gifts for them. However, if an elf’s child stops believing in Santa
and Christmas, the elf has failed and is kicked out of the north pole and into the south

pole where they are sentenced to work in the coal mines and deliver coal or broken toys
to the badly-behaved kids. No elf ever wants to go to the south pole.
Jingles pictured his new life in the harsh coal mines down south and shuddered; he
couldn’t believe he had screwed up so badly to never get to make another good gift again.
Suddenly, he remembered his remote. They hadn’t taken that! Jingles pulled it out of his
pocket and slid the back cover off hopefully. His heart sank as he looked at the tiny
mound of glittering dust in the remote. No wonder his portal hadn’t opened up, the magic
only works if it’s fully filled! Jingles had checked to make sure that he was stocked up
before he left, so he must have spilled it in his haste to escape. Sighing in defeat, Jingles
sunk back into the cold seat of his cell, knowing he was in big trouble now. He was
dozing off when he heard a sharp whisper from the cell beside his. “Hey! You! Elf!” The
gruff voice said. Jingles lifted his head slightly, tired eyes still almost closed. He blinked
and saw the fuzzy figure of a haggard old man reaching through the bars separating them.
“Elf? What kind of elf breaks the law and can’t get back to the north pole?” Jingles
lamented, mostly to himself. He was met with a chuckle, however.
“An elf like me,” the old man who had called to him said humorously. He waved his
bony hand at Jingles, beckoning him closer. Jingles decided he might as well and went
over to the bars, making sure to stay where the man could not reach him, just in case. He
stayed silent, not trusting the strange man. “Oh come on, I won’t bite,” the elder said with
a chuckle before sighing. “I saw you’re almost out of dust, huh? I’ve been stuck in here so
long mine’s probably no use anymore, but you look like your intentions are good.” Jingles
was very confused at this point. “Listen, kid, I made a mistake years ago and it left me
here. I’ll spare you the details, but I know it’s worse than what you’ve done to get stuck
here. I lost my remote in the mess, but I still have a bag of extra dust. I’ll let you have it
since I’ve got no use for it anymore. Go and make what you did right while you’ve still got
time.” The old man coughed to conclude his story, covering his mouth with his other
hand. Jingles stood and blinked in disbelief for a while, his brain taking a while to process
and catch up to what had happened. Before Jingles had a chance to respond, the old elf
reached a small bag out to him between the bars, waving it impatiently. “Come on kid,
I’ve got all day, but you don’t. You can still fix this.”
Jingles took a long moment to think through what in the world had just happened
before coming to a conclusion. He wouldn’t give up and rot in a cell for the rest of his life;
he’d rather try his hardest to get back to his little girl and risk the shame of being sent to
the south pole. Standing confidently, the young elf took the bag, nodded his thanks to the
other elf who helped him, and turned back to his own cell. Jingles opened the bag and his
remote, carefully pouring its contents into the compartment, and slid the cover back on.
Seeing that it was just enough to get him home, the little elf smiled to himself before
pressing the button. He watched as the colorful red and green portal opened up before
stepping into it, not looking back.

Garden of Life by Aaliyah Charles
Gathering courage like wildflowers. Taking it step by step, piece by piece gathering flowers
to just take the petals off. Petals of self-doubt, the need of reassurance, and insecurity
getting pulled off minute by minute. Letting the petals float in the cool breeze of the wind,
you feel a sense of happiness, a sense of relief, a feeling of courage rising through your
body. Feeling as if you could conquer the world, you keep taking the petals off. Falling and
falling and falling you start to hear a crowd cheering for you. Praising your name as you let
go off all the disappointments and the stress, getting louder and louder as you go faster
then, it all stops. Finished with the flowers you had picked up, you gather more of a new
look and a new feel. While gathering, you’re just happy. Leaving with at least 20 flowers in
the grasp of your moist palms you walk away leaving as high as the building above. With
the sky clearer than a glass, clouds white as milk, you get another feel rising through your
body. That feeling is courage, you finally have let go of all the trash in your mind and came
to the mind set of positivity. Courage, laughter, happiness, joy, peacefulness, all because
you let go and gave into your soul and your mind.

Genevieve Boucher

Human by Aidan Atance
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Concrete—Oh how nectarous and tasty—concrete—Oh the delectable pavement—
concrete, beautiful, unequivocal—concrete—attractive and rough—concrete—My only
love, concrete.
It was a bright sunny day, with a warm breeze and the smell of impending spring, but I
was not outside leaping through the grass meadows and singing the birds’ pretty tunes. I
was at my window, perusing the inter-webs on my portable devise; researching the
concrete I sought for my ironic poem. It would only take me so far however, for when I
first laid eyes upon the rough, grey pavement, I felt it wrap around my soul like a warm
blanket, whose embrace was so welcoming I’d never want to let go. It squeezed the heart
of mine so tightly; the heart that had once withheld concrete to a mere laugh. In that
moment, I knew not what I was getting into. I was ignorant of my own feelings and pushed
them aside to where they could not touch me. I closed my eyes and let the warm sun
sooth me to sleep, but my heart couldn’t remain a constant rhythm. My mind wandered
aimlessly in my rest, but it always came back to the one thought that lay in my head:
concrete.
It was two days later that I meandered through the paved streets of the city. My gaze
poised away from the ground. Perhaps it was fear. I could still not understand my own
feelings, and my trepidation showed in my eyes so blatantly. Before long, I had come to
my destination, the museum of Art and Poetry. I longed for inspiration, unknowing that I
already had it, and I believe it was there I finally came to understand. I saw pots, and red
dots, and pictures of soup all across the walls. Imagery so simple yet so meaningful. I saw
that all of these things were art—art in the eye of the beholder, and I finally understood.
For poetry and Art are not so simple that they mean all the same for everyone. I had fallen
in love with the concrete I’d once laughed at, and in that instant I realized that everything

has meaning to someone. As I left that building so grand, I stared back upon it, and then to
the ground. How beautiful that concrete looked in the sunlight. So noble and forgiving,
uncaring of all the pain and suffering in this world.
I sit now at my work desk so full of excitement, looking out the window and wondering of
what my future has in store. For now, I write of my love of concrete, but I know not what
the future brings. Perhaps fate is in my own hands, or perhaps that’s not for me to decide.
Whatever the case, I have found honesty in my work, and for that, I am forever grateful to
concrete.

Mother Seed by Reginae Rice
Oh, how are you my queen
When they blocked me out you kept me seen
I almost didn’t make it to earth
But you showed them how much I was worth
I promise to never leave you
I promise to never deceive you
You helped me stay true to myself
Even when the hateful words stacked on my chest like a shelf
I can’t open up to you anymore
I’m older now mommy, not four
You know I’ll always be your baby
Just not that same crybaby
I know how it feels worrying about your seed
I know how it is teaching your seed to read
As a baby I had trouble trying to breathe
Is that why you aren’t ready for me to leave?
You think I’ll go too far and not come back?
I might fall off, but I’ll get back on track
I hope I haven’t caused you any stress
I know I put you through a lot of mess
Thanks for being there
Thanks for helping me when I didn’t know what to wear
Thanks for always being mama and daddy bear.

Rebekah Maguire

The Bandana by Claire Ellis
Carina has nightmares of birds-- talking birds and flocks of birds and birds who
follow her, watching, although their eyes are shredded, bloody carcasses in their sockets.
Of course, Carina herself is an odd bird, figuratively speaking.
I ask Carina why she has so many nightmares. Carina says they aren't nightmares,
just dreams.
Maybe it's because I haven't seen a bird in a very long time, but they sound like
nightmares to me.
I ask why are you so obsessed with birds. Carina says she's not. They're obsessed
with her.
So it goes.
But there are no birds in Lee. There isn't much living in Lee. It's the kind of place that
takes from you more than it gives you.
Above my bed, I hung a picture of me and my brother from when we first got to Lee.
He lives out of town now, though. A lot of the people here say they're going to get out, but
Willy is one of the only ones who has. One of the lucky ones.
Above Carina's bed, she has a crucifix. We aren't religious people. Grandma says the
only bit of God in Lee is in me and Carina.
People ask sometimes why I share a room with my little sister when we were issued
three rooms. I don't respond, but if I were to, I think I'd say first of all, we're cousins, and
second of all, she's four months older than me, and you shouldn't assume things about
people you hardly know. Everyone here hardly knows us. When we go outside for recess
or for weekend sun time, Carina and I sit side by side on the bench closest to the Door
and she tells me about her birds and we make up stories about the masked men.
I say I wonder who they were before they came to Lee.
Carina says maybe there aren't really men behind the masks. Maybe they're just
metal behind the metal masks and the metal guns. Metal all the way through. But I swear I
see the glint of human eyes through the little metal slits.
Next time we see Grandma, we ask her are the men really men or just metal.
Grandma says probably maybe a little bit of both.
My favorite person in all of Lee is Miss Henderson. I don't let her know that she's my
favorite person, but after class when she and Carina talk about life and stars and trees, I
stand by and listen and Miss Henderson doesn't say why don't I talk and she won't bite.
She smiles sometimes and she lets me listen. That's why she's my favorite. Carina and
Grandma are family so they don't count. They are part of me.
Miss Henderson brings things to class that we don't usually see. She says the
curriculum They assign leaves out some things that we need. One day she brought in soil.
Not like the Lee dust in the Yard, but like deep brown soil that stains your fingers and
smells like living.
Today Miss Henderson brings in a little piece of red fabric. A bandana, she says. The
little kids get real confused. They say Miss Henderson we've had bananas before and they
didn't look like that at all. They were yellow.

No, says Miss Henderson, bandana, with a "d". She puts it in her hair. Miss
Henderson's hair is yellow blonde. Not yellow like bananas, but light, like the Lee dust or
like a whisper, and when she puts the bandana in her hair, it stands out. I look around at
all us kids in the grey classroom in our
tan pants and white shirts. Then I look at
Miss Henderson with her Lee dust hair
and her living soil eyes and her red
bandana. I think Grandma is wrong. I
think there is God in Miss Henderson.
When Willy and I first got to Lee,
They showed us our rooms and our new
clothes and our Grandma. I was only
four but I remember little parts of the
first day. We changed into the tan and
white, and then Willy cried because he
had some things of Pa's in his old pants,
the ones They took away. I remember
trying not to cry because I didn't want to
see Willy cry again. Neither of us did
after that.
That night, or maybe it was the
next one or the next one, I don't
remember, but around that time was
when Willy started saying how we were
going to leave Lee and all the dust and
all the tan and white people and all the
grey walls. But I guess he forgot all that
talk about "we" because two years later, I
woke up and Grandma said Willy
moved out of town but she said this is
Carina, your cousin, moving in to fill the
Willy-shaped space and isn't it nice to
meet family you didn't know about?
Grandma moved Willy's old bed into my
room for Carina. She said you two watch
out for each other. You two, stick
together.
Rebekah Maguire
I said hi I'm Ruth and I'm six. She
said hi I'm Carina and I dream about
birds.
So we stuck together. And that's how it's been for five years now-- me and Carina
sticking together and Willy living out of town, and the dust, and the grey walls, and
Grandma saying, isn't family nice?

I like you just how you are by Claire Ellis
Her love does not stop;
It multiplies and manifests:
As laughter in the globe of our home,
As friendship in the satellites of sisters and brother,
As multitudes in the arms of father.
And even when I think I have entered worlds
Too dark to unload onto her,
She climbs up next to me in my dusk,
She says I like you just how you are.
So though boughs break in autumnal winds,
And though carts with their horses fall,
And though, in time, rings fade to brass,
Her love does not stop;
It gives me endless stanzas.
They will never be enough.

