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We dedicate this edition of the magazine to Ms. Murphy, our mentor, our shepherd,
and our staunchest supporter.
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Dear reader,
I would first like to formally show my gratitude to my fellow students and,
especially, the wonderful Mrs. Murphy.
Mrs. Murphy has been influential in my growth as a writer. Whether it is giving
me advice or simply polishing my mechanics, she has helped me blossom into the
writer I am today. She has truly been a blessing in my life, and her impact will stay
with me forever.
Also, to my fellow students who all shine so bright, I know you will all do so
much with your talents. You are all wonderful people who have made my senior year
so special. You are all so talented and will go on to do amazing things with your lives.
Every life is exceptional and is unlike any other on this earth. We, the Sequoyah
LitMag staff of 2018, invite you to glimpse into not only our lives, but also the worlds
we create.
So, reader, I present you this. Here is our perspective.
Yours truly,
Lauren Pfitzenmayer
Dear reader,
I must thank you for taking the time to read my letter. I also need to extend my
gratitude to my teacher, Mrs. Murphy, for not only enriching my journey in creative
writing, but seeing enough potential in me to extend this opportunity as a senior
editor for this literary magazine. All my accomplishments as a creative writer I
ultimately owe to her.
Every single one of my three years as a writer for the literary magazine has
possessed its own unique dynamic and set of capable, impressive writers. I have
enjoyed observing the development of my peers’ work. This year I hope Lauren and I
have sufficiently catalogued their achievements within this literary magazine. They are
all truly remarkable. I hope you see their passion for writing dripping from these pages
as I do.
Sincerely,
Leah Eubanks
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Colors
By Sydney Cavin
blue eyes squinted in the bright streams of light coming through the car window
parking lots became our favorite hangout spot
music painted bright smiles on our faces
and the smell of summer lingered on our clothes like an everlasting perfume.
the grass reflected a bright green
birds and crickets played our song
while the trees overhead canopied our clasped hands
protecting us from the outside world.
pink sunsets dazzled the sky
like a sugar-coated spider web
weaving its way into our memories
where we imagine it’ll stay alive and burning for eternity.
white teeth stood out in the darkness surrounding us
illuminating us in a perfect bubble
where it seemed nothing could touch us
we were invincible.
if only for a short time
darkness is at a standstill
fighting against the brightness that surrounds us
and through it all we can see only color.
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The Easter Egg House
By Bailey Yobp
It’s cold in my room; it’s always cold in my room now. The chill has not always
been here; it is a rather recent ailment that plagues my mortal existence. Some might
say that this arctic wind is only an omen of the coming winter that envelops my
Oregon home, but I, I know that is not the case, for like all good diseases, this too has
many symptoms.
All the rooms of the house have fallen into a sullen stupor of which there
appears to be no hope of repair or escape. The once vivacious and eccentric hearth
that is our domicile has lost seemingly all color that it once boasted. Serving so
proudly to a host as high as the heavens themselves, the front stoop, once made of a
fine, prestigious red oak that had been fell not fifty yards from the front door now
appears rotted and weakened, as if the lightest footfall would send the subject
crashing through the floor. The door, once a great portal to laughter and good
company, now hangs limply on its hinges; the left pane of the window has cracked; the
door knob, once a fine polished bronze, now rusted beneath the water damaged eaves
of the front porch's great wood awning. The siding on the home was once a seafoam
green that caught the eye nearly all who shambled past. Now, the wood is ancient and
worn, and the paint that once shined brightly in the morning air was left peeling and
flaking in the autumn wind, like odd leaves from the juvenile elder trees that scatter
the front yard. The roof is now damaged beyond even the skill of the greatest shingler,
as the polished black sheen the shingles once gave off in the heat of the day has
dulled to a light gray.
The interior of this now dilapidated household is no better. The lamps no longer
work, and I have not the urge to repair them. Every corner is shrouded in shadow, and
I often sense a presence watching me from the darkness, waiting for my paranoia to
abate. The smell of damp wood is always strong, whether there has just been a
rainstorm or no such precipitation in months.
All of these symptoms are not born from the coming winter, but brought up
from the dust of my dear sister’s departure. How sad she would be if she saw what our
home has become. She would weep over the flowers, once radiant in the front lawn,
now dead and brown, often trodden underfoot by the rare creature who is a guest. She
would, of course, blame me, as any sensible person would. But how could I hold up
both myself and the house after she left? I could not support the mammoth weight of
the house coupled with the near infinite mass that is my degrading psyche.
Some might say I chose the easier of the two to preserve, but they obviously
know not the pain I feel. She had always been there for me, and I for her. After Mother
and Father died, we only had each other, and we promised that we would always help
and be there for each other. The sacred sibling pact: to defend and be defended. But
she left, and I do not know if I could ever tell you why she left. In my eyes, she never
made it clear; her logic is clouded more than a foggy morning on this moor, more
damaged than the elder piano that sits on three legs in the corner of the den. However,
one message was made very clear: I was not to follow. How I wish I had disobeyed her,
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but even on days when I considered it, her words came creeping back, whispering to
me. If she wished not to be followed, then I, despite much grinding of teeth, could not
pursue her. Quite a paradox actually, to love someone enough to be willing to do
anything for them, yet at the same time, love them too much to be able to disobey
them, even when you know it would be for the best. And even harder still is making a
decision to defy someone you love when your decision may not be for the best.
She was always a good actress, but I was one of the few blessed with the ability
to see through her ruse. I knew her pain, how she hated Oregon, how she hated the
guests, and how she hated the expectations that came with the guests. I often joked
that she was not my housekeeper, so there was no expectation that she was to act as
one, but every time a guest made even the faintest comment about the house, the
food, the drink, or the music, well, my poor sister did not take the often polite
criticism well. She often expressed her want to return to Pennsylvania, but I was
stubborn. I thought that the west coast would grow on her, such as the ivy grows on
the groaning beams beneath my feet.
How wrong I was, and I would give the whole of this house at the peak of its
prestige to have her come back. This home was once like an Easter Egg, all shiny and
bright on the outside, welcoming to all, gallant enough to act as a reminder of God for
some. But now, the house has become the inside of the shell. There is nothing, like
that cracked plastic egg that is always forgotten about, the one that the sweets never
make it into. And in place of that bright candy is a sheer emptiness, a darkness that
clutches all who draw near and takes them to a place where the sun will never shine.
And it is in this darkness that my sister has left me, and in this darkness I shall stay.
Most would be angry, furious that one they loved above all else had abandoned them
to the pit. But I, I cannot blame her, for while I am only in this darkness now, she had
always been trapped inside the egg. Through all of this, there is only one thing I truly
wish anymore. I wish she had done it elsewhere, for it is very hard to get blood out of
linens.
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falling
By Sydney Cavin
it’s almost romantic,
the way the crisp leaves fall,
reminiscent of autumn lovers.
the taste of cold air
lingering on lips
like a quick kiss,
leaving a longing for more.
chilled hands grasping
for memories that only last a few months;
a young daughter laughing,
moms and dads reliving the days
when they first fell in love.
“just like the good old days”
are whispered to each other
while little hands shove apple fritters
and cinnamon cider into eager mouths.
it’s almost romantic,
the way she fell in love
reminiscent of falling leaves.
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Five
By Cyrus Halcomb
It was a dark and stormy night
A shrill screech was heard
A loud laugh resounded abound the halls
The walls were dyed red
the orphanage swelled, five children larger
Dark eyes now full of hate
Dark hair draped in grief
Dark hopes for days ahead
He was a boy no longer
To become what he hated most
Bright eyes now empty
Drool dribbling to the floor
A vacant stare going nowhere
She was human no longer
What future she had slain in cold blood
Fragile eyes now carved of steel
Trailing snivels faded into the night
Vengeance guiding every step
He was now a man in truth
Destiny to be seized in strength
Innocent eyes now filled with truth
Childhood dreams dashed to the walls
Unicorns and fairies returned to the forest
she was a child but days ago
bright words now stained in black ink
CLOSED eyes remain shut
Potential changed yet all the same
Baubles and toys left behind
A baby then, a baby now
Who knows what the future holds
A
A
A
A
A

murderer
ghost
warrior
writer
mirror
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Five Monsters
By Isabelle Torek
Nan was a troubled man. As he prowled the house for intruders, his eyes flicked
back and forth, narrowing at the slightest disturbance. His feet made no noise as he
looked around every corner and under every piece of furniture, and he made sure to
check every floor of the building. It was cold, but Nan continued his search for the
monsters he protected the house and his family of giants from.
The first monster was a demon of light. It had appeared when Nan was only six
years old. It was a demon of blinding speed that always eluded him, causing Nan to
obsess over ensnaring it. He would climb up walls to grab the demon, but it would
only climb higher and faster. It would maneuver around furniture with such ease, but
Nan would have to slow down to avoid angering the giants that lived with him. The red
demon always escaped. Nan still hunted it relentlessly, watching the house every day.
The second monster was a creature of stealth. It was invisible to the giants, but
to Nan it was a mirage of color that stood in every corner, always basking in the
sunlight. Whenever he saw it, he would stare at it until it disappeared. He would stare
for minutes, which sometimes made the giants worry. They must have thought he was
crazy for staring into space so much. Luckily for them, Nan was keeping them safe
from the invisible menace.
The third monster was an avian atrocity. It would fly across the house on
feathered wings that spun instead of flapped as it was pulled along on a string. The
fluttering noise it made drove Nan insane, so he would step on it and break its bones.
The creature always came back to life every day at the same time, just before the
giants left the house. Nan knew the zombie creature scared the giants, so he did his
best to kill it. It was always futile.
The fourth monster came in two halves. The white half was benevolent and
loved Nan, but the black half was devious and would rather eat him. Both halves,
however, cooperated when Nan entered their territory. Their barks and howls caused
all animals, no matter what size, to flee, and the two beasts would chase Nan in
unison, jaws snapping and claws digging into the ground as Nan ran towards his
house to escape. The giants would protect him from the beasts, and Nan would be safe
once again.
The fifth monster was one of Nan's own kin. The two would meet after the sun
disappeared and the moon illuminated their brawls. Fists would fly and screams
would be heard by all the creatures in Nan's territory. Blood would be shed, but the
grey monster would always come out on top. Nan would run away ashamed, his ears
sliced by the beast and his leg injured. Nights outside were never good.
He found no demons today, but only because the giants had locked him inside
the house after last night's fight. As the front door opened and one of the giants
entered, Nan ran towards the outside world. He almost made it, but the giant scooped
him up lovingly. "Come on, Nannerpuss," it said. "You're staying inside today."
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Way Back When
By: Mia Downs
Q: What were you like as a child?
A: "Oh, as a child. I had a terrific childhood Mia. My childhood was really full of a lot
of playing, um a lot of sports. I was raised in a uh um a very stable household, so I
had the good fortune of really a pleasant home lifestyle where there was a lot of peace
and um quite a lovely childhood. I have really fond memories of my childhood".
Q: What was your earliest memory?
A:" I was in Canada with my family and my brother, I can't remember which one, got
locked inside the bathroom at our hotel and nobody could get him out. Everyone was
crying and freaking out. We had to call maintance and they had to take the door off
the hinge, everyone was crying, he was like seven or eight".
Q: What is the greatest piece of advice you've been given?
A: "Let's see, the greatest piece of advice that I've been given. That’s a good question. I
will say that I don’t know if I was necessarily given it but if I was given it I probably
adopted it anyway. It was whatever you touch, whatever you deliver, whatever product
or by product, whatever, you do the best you can because all of that attaches back to
your reputation. Even if it's a simple email or a voicemail, I try to make it as best as I
can because all of that over time, not only lends credibility in the moment, but over
time it um adds to your reputation, your product and whatever it is that you
represent".
Q: Name a time when you felt the most alive.
A: "Ohh. Uh there was a period of time in my early twenties when I did a lot of
traveling and really had no responsibilities and I could find work to really just sustain
myself at a minimal level. So, um for example, I drove out to Wyoming for a summer,
no job or anything like that. Got out there, made a couple calls, found a place to live.
After that, found a job to work at. Came back with the same amount of money that I
left with. So you know, those types of experiences tend to make you feel alive. And
during that environment, you're looking for um experiences that contribute to that".
Q: What was the hardest decision you have ever had to make?
A: "Hooo. Ya know I don’t labor over decisions. Ya know I've moved around, I've moved
my family around, twice. Umm certainly getting married, deciding to have children, ya
know those sorts of things. But at the time, whenever those were, I tried to make the
best decision at that moment and then didn’t
look back. So, I don’t know that I can look back now and say that that was a tough
decision, but certainly varying degrees of factors that go into that decision, and some
more than others".
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Q: Name a good friend you have known the longest. Tell a story about them.
A: "Hmmm. Love this question. Good question. Uhh, let's see. Tell a story about them.
I would, you know one of my good friends, to this day. I'd say one of my most reliable
friends is probably the best man at my wedding. Umm probably goes back to some of
the longest now, so high school. He and I discovered the challenges and rewards of
camping and hiking and encountered many different exciting uh events or whatever.
So, one example in particular, we uh. This is a G rated production? A lot around the
camping comes to mind, so whether it's being in below zero temperatures that snuck
up on us, we had to kinda snuggle up and laugh about it later. Or ya know, swimming
in areas that we weren't supposed to swim in. These are all found memories of my
relationship with this good friend of mine, Ken".
Q: What is the most beautiful place you have ever visited and what was it like?
A: " Ya know, I'm struck by beauty in nature, which is what I think the question
implies, for varying reasons. So whether it's views from the tops of mountains that I've
been to, or seaside, or watching a butterfly land on a flower, or watching um the
migration of birds and millions of sparrows fly by in some sort of cluster. All of that to
me is beautiful, in and of itself, in a natural sort of way. So, I don’t know that I could
pick, pick anything in particular that comes to mind. I've been, I don’t want to say
around the world, but I've been to many different countries. I don’t think you have to
go very far though to find something that means something nature wise".
Q: What is the single most memorable moment of your life, besides marriage or the
birth of your kids?
A: " That is the question, isn't it? Hmm. Single most memorable experience. That’s
deep. Umm. Hmm. Nothing, nothing stands out to me as being especially memorable
than uh, I'm more of a general experience guy and so I tend to batch those together
into a memorable experience or situation. But, ya know, I'll give you one. I'll give you
one that stands out for no particular reason. I've taken you there, Sheep Meadow Park
in Manhattan, and just hanging out with buddies on a Saturday, ya know spring
Saturday or whatever. Weather is beautiful, everyone is out, I'm not from the area, I
visit. Happen to find myself in Sheep Meadow Park, we happen to have a frisbee, um
happen to have a lunch or whatever, ya know, not a care in the world, just throwing
the frisbee, beautiful city skyline surrounding this park, and um just thick grass and
beautiful sunlight on me, those sorts of things. That stands out as something that
meant something, for whatever reason".
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Artist: Madelyn Zeiner
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A Dash of Vinegar
By Lux Thunderrock
The phone vibrated on the counter, once, twice, three times, and a fifth before
he managed to reach it.
Breathless he hit accept call, “Hey there.” Setting the phone back down on the
counter, he put it one speaker and turned the volume up.
“Hi.” his wife replied, an object clattered to the floor in the background of her
call.
Frowning, he gave the pasta another stir. Something was bothering her, he
could tell. A year together did that. “You alright?”
“Long day.” She sighed, breath rattling over the line. “Listen,” She began, voice
taking on an urgent tick. “I may be late for dinner tonight.”
This time it was his turn to sigh, she was worried he’d be upset. He was used to
her erratic hours by now. Police work meant a lot of paperwork and overtime.
“That's fine, I’ll keep it warm for you.” It seemed like he was always waiting
these days.
Coughing, a wet sick sound carried on the other end of the line rendering her
unable to answer. The spatula dropped from his hand, and he cursed fishing it from
the pot. Shoving his hand under the faucet helped stem the burns. The coughing
which had started several seconds ago had yet to stop.
“Babe?” Staring at the phone, the thought of her health troubled him.
Despite her penchant for not wearing enough layers she never got sick, at least not
badly in all the time he’d known her. Must have been from being
raised in Michigan.
“You coming down with something?” He spoke unable to handle the silence any
longer.
“Maybe.” Admitted his wife who insisted on flying out the door without a hat
unless he put it on her head. Mittens were another thing she’d rather go without. The
weather had been so freezing that even he was wearing a sweater inside.
“It's been cold lately, you’ll catch your death out there.” He warned.
“I know, I know.” She placated he could nearly see the eye roll she was giving him.
The corner of his lips pulled up into a fond smile and he turned the heat on the
stove down draining the pasta bowl.
“Not that I mind but why did you call?” He let the noodles settle for a couple
moments and started on the sauce giving her time. His wife could be brutally honest
about a lot of things but rarely did she like to admit any form of perceived weakness.
“Oh,” She paused, another choked noise, “I just wanted to hear your voice.”
“You're cute.” He told her heating the bright red tomato sauce.
Laughter, more a soft chuckle than anything else answered his proclamation.
“Those are fightin’ words. What are you cooking up?”
“Spaghetti.”
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“Mhm.” She hummed, “my favorite.”
“I’m wearing that apron you got me too.” Shuffling around the counter, he
checked on how the garlic bread was doing in the oven.
“Kiss the cook?”
“That’s the one!” He agreed. All the little ways she cared were littered about the
kitchen from the new oven mitts hanging on the wall, to the apron he was wearing. (A
gag gift really). She may not have understood his passion for cooking and being a chef
but she did support him.
“Something to look forward to when you get home.”
“When I get home.” She echoed that unsure note back in her voice again.
Their schedules didn’t always line up. Life got hectic but they tried to keep
each other updated. Everything was usually laid out on the calendar. He knew it still
bothered her that she couldn’t be with him.
“It’s alright, it’s all going to be alright.” He reassured her, propping his chin on
his hands.
“Come on,” He continued “repeat after me: It’s going to be alright.”
“It’s going to be," She paused as if distracted, "alright.”
He shifted the pasta from the sink and back into the pan.
“Good now, I’m the most beautiful best cop.”
She huffed and humored him, “I’m the most beautiful best cop.”
“Exactly.” He began excitedly. “Guess what?”
“What?” Another cough wracked her again.
“I love you.”
“I love you too.” She told him and it felt too much like goodbye.
A noise, loud and foreign, sounded across the line. He could hear fumbling as if
someone was muffling the receiver.
“What was that? Babe?” Startled, he stopped what he was doing.
The unease from earlier lingered with him.
“I’m near the range at the station.” She cut him off.
“Look I’ve got to let you go.”
He reached for the phone clutching it to him.“No, wait I-”
The line went dead, the food burned, and no one kissed the cook.
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Five Things
By Elizabeth Izo
One. One smile was all I needed to be hooked. The joy in your eyes as you
laughed caught every ounce of my attention. I couldn’t look away. That smile was
bright and contagious, and when it was over it scared me how badly I wanted to see it
again. Or maybe I wanted to be the reason for the smile on your face. Soon enough I
was, and I was the happiest I had ever been. You were the reason for the smile on my
face as well as the butterflies in my stomach. The unshakeable butterflies that, no
matter how much time we spent together, never went away.
Two. Two mesmerizing chestnut eyes that could always comfort me when I
needed it. Looking into your eyes guaranteed safety from whatever the real world was
torturing me with. Something in your eyes told me I could trust you, so I did. I’m not
one to trust easily, and you knew that, but in your eyes it was so clear to me that you
were not a mistake. You were safe, and I needed you. Character shone through your
bronze eyes, providing me with peace in that you were mine, and I was yours.
Three. Three words that told me everything. Three words that, even though they
released a swarm of those stupid butterflies, I already knew. The way you treated me,
spoke to me, laughed with me, and cared for me showed me those three little words.
But for some reason I was still caught off guard when you said them. To think that
someone like you could love someone like me, I was more than surprised. Though it
made me nervous to say out loud, you needed to know how I felt about you. You
needed to know that I loved you more than you could’ve fathomed, and that I was so
glad to have you close to me. Three words that seemed so small but meant so much.
Three words that, even today, trigger those butterflies.
Four. Four framed pictures of our favorite dates because you knew how much
fun we had together. Four occasions that all captured our joyful, carefree expressions
because with you, there was never anything to worry about. Nothing was on my mind
apart from you; you were all I needed. Your thoughtfulness astonished me; you always
knew exactly what to do or say to make me smile, and this gift was the icing on the
cake. Four images of us, blissful and in love, forever captured in those four frames.
Four days I could never forget, even if I wanted to.
Five. Five fingers intertwined with mine for the first time, reminding me that
you’ll always be there to hold me. Your hand in mine feels so natural, so perfectly
placed that it doesn’t matter where we are or what we’re doing. It just feels right. It
feels like everything around us disappears and for a moment it’s just you and me,
together. Everything is how it should be because of those five fingers on that perfect
hand of yours, giving me warmth and happiness. Happiness that only you can provide.
Five things that mean the world to me. Five things that are unforgettable. Five things
that made me fall for you.
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The Star
by Carly McNeil
My skin glows; a heavenly luminescence covers my body. Limbs stretch out,
fingers reaching out into the stoic darkness. A figure that pulses light.. I am what one
could call a heavenly body. Human in my thoughts, more so than in my form. If I were
to go down to earth, my luminosity would destroy all who looked upon me and all who
didn’t.
My brothers and sisters sit aimlessly about me, some given the duty of the
never-ending darkness to shed life-giving light among the planets around them. Most
are lucky to form pictures in the raven-feathered black. They, my incandescent
brethren, whisper about a manner of creatures. Boundless, dancing on planet after
planet but never interacting with each other. Do they not know of their siblings that
live star systems and galaxies apart?
These small folk, all manner of them, what do they dream of? Do they dream of
what it is like to move and live among my spectral family? I have heard of their trying
to reach the stars but do they know of the dangers? Perhaps not, if they are trying.
The spheres of decorated rock all hold an abundance of life. It is life I will never
behold or gaze upon. But here is my body, heavenly but not as kind as I wish. One day
I will be darkness but for now, enjoy my light.
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Artist: Emily Parent
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five things
By Sydney Cavin
Forever, my heart will hold tightly
the things i wish i had told you.
now i’m sitting here,
pondering what i could’ve said
that last time.
I wish i could’ve told you,
how my standards were set based on you.
you loved wholeheartedly,
you loved passionately,
we all felt it, i hope you knew that.
Very rarely did you ever get upset,
so now i look for you when my heart hurts,
when my head is pounding,
and my mind is reeling,
i look for guidance, and i find you.
Every day that i see your picture,
my heart aches to hug you again,
to talk about the world around us again,
to feel you kiss my forehead again,
but I won’t for a while.

and that’s okay.
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The Look in His Eyes
By Anonymous
I glance over and take a reserved look at the face before me. It’s but a few
inches away. As if time itself had frozen, I can see it in perfect detail. Every line,
crease, and emotion woven into the tapestry of his face. Like the gilded skein over a
strong vibrant soul lying beneath that perfectly cast shell.
In his eyes, you see a verdant meadow, lit by the sun itself. Like a star, a yellow
ring caresses his pupil, an iris to outshine any flower in the fields. When joy springs
upon his face, these eyes explode in a shower of light. Mirth and happiness glow upon
me, and I bask in the love that he deigns to share with one such as myself. In his gaze,
I see years of pain that tempt to reach the sky, but beneath it a strength to rival
mighty Atlas himself.
In his smile, you see the very essence of compassion. It beckons you like an
inviting gift and leaves you blinded by the undeniable truth of its beauty. It’s a smile
creased by years of worry, yet uplifted by months of unsurpassable joy. It’s a smile
that now knows love and shares it with my own. Shielding this visage are lips that
offer the sweetest embrace, lips embattled by moments of teeth-wrought anxiety, lips
flavored by carefully chosen wax.
In his voice, you hear an enthusiasm that brightens even the gloomiest of days.
It bestows upon you with a new vision and brings a spring to even the steps of the
lame. It’s a voice that is but a cocoon, awaiting Ostara to grow into the beautiful flower
of his future. It’s a voice capable of angelic song and amusing accent. This melody
is the very call of love itself, announcing to me the serenity of our future.
His body, like his voice, is awaiting that final shower to bring it to its true form.
Beautiful in every way, to only be surpassed once it has realized what it has known
inside all along. The body but leagues behind that where the soul has tread. one day,
it, too, will reach its destination. But for now, I admire the beauty of its form as it is
now. And I am left in awe and desire, that which is only known by us.
But none of these compare with the grace of that in which I have hinted. His
truly resplendent soul. It’s a soul that blesses me with its immense love, and brings
me in its star wrought wings. A soul once chained to a past of great agony, now set
free by a careful lover’s hand.
Together, my love, we can fly and reach our home in the heavens. My destiny
lies with you, and by our hands, we will reach our fate, walking side by side. One day I
will mount the stairs to an position long sought, and in step with you, we can change
the world.
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Untitled
By Paige Balding
October 31st, 1988
What I am writing down will be found years after what I’ve done, and there will be no
human source to say it was me minus my finger prints on this page. I have done
something bad, and I will be not being able to redeem myself. I will bury the body in 6
different locations. There will be reasons why I put the limbs there. This journal will be
the first thing the police will find and to find my body. They'll have to read to the end.

November 2nd, 1988
I have gotten the body cut up into sections in a cooler. I have dropped off the first
limbs. The weeping of my tears cleaned them, and I was forced to smug the body in
the ground to get rid of any trace of me.
I am a disgrace to god, and I will never be forgiven. These were the arms, the easiest
parts.

November 17th, 1988
The second limbs have finally been buried. This feeling of getting rid of everything is
slowly decaying and I am not sure what to make of myself. I know exactly what I must
do after this but oh how I’m dreading. She was tall, doing her legs was difficult and I
had to cut her legs shorter.

November 20th, 1988
My entire car has an aroma of dead corpse and ooze. I can’t roll down the windows. I
can’t roll down the windows. I can’t roll down the windows. I can’t roll down the
windows. They’ll know and it’s too soon for them to know. They are following me. I
think they know. I just dropped off the third. She had a small torso, so the burial site
for her was unnoticeable. I don’t know if they will be able to find it.

December 1st, 1988
This will be my final entry, I am not sure how I’ve been travelling so far that it’s so
close to Christmas. I won’t be there for Christmas. Neither will she. I hate myself, but
all this pain will be gone soon. I can feel her open eyes bleeding inside the box. She’s
still alive. She’s in there. She knows. I will bury her head. I am going to call in a tip in
and explain the locations and where I am right now. I will take 18 pills beforehand, so
I don’t feel it all. Just how I killed her. She was in her sleep. Please don’t think I loved
her. I loved my mom. I hope Mama forgives me and she’ll come visit me in the pits of
hell. I love her. I promise I did, I just couldn’t control myself. After the pills I will slit
my body open and bleed. I am sorry.
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Body of 17-year-old found, believed to be killer of his mother
Lake City, Fl.- A body of a 17-year-old found in a home in Lake City on Christmas
morning.
The Lake City Sheriff’s Office said that William Gacy had been plotting his mothers
and his death since October 31st.Investigators searched the home and found in the
son’s bedroom a journal explained on how he killed his mother.
‘’ I have been a detective for 20 years, I have never been so shocked and disgusted.
William was diagnosed with psychosis when he was 15. After he realized what he had
done he killed himself,’’ said Officer Gonzalez.
The mother’s body has been dismembered in different locations. Police have been able
to locate many of the parts but not all.
Officials are doing an autopsy on the son’s body for further evidence.
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Forget Me Not
By Lux Thunderrock
you blow in like winter
with high bones,
arch looks
drifting breath a ghost’s haunt
you hasten like spring
with ruddy cheeks,
prim looks
voice bugling a wind’s taunt
you fold,
with chalk parlor,
gaunt looks
fingers skeletal a bloom’s want
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Untitled
by Anonymous
The nightly ritual
She slinks over to where he sits,
sliding along the floor like oil.
Like a cat she curls up at his feet.
She laps at his ankles, taking in the filth of the day,
begging to be taken in herself
He rubs the top of her head, crooning to her.
She describes the woes of her ridiculously easy day
and he his.
Together they clean the day’s wounds.
She licks his,
and he bandages hers.
The nightly ritual.
I watch from down the corridor,
my stomach rolling at the grotesquely fake scene.
I turn my back, knowing the next night
I’ll watch again
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Dream Catcher
By Mia Downs
My future is filled with fog.
I can't see where I'm going.
But I'm hoping for the best.
I'm trying to piece together the puzzle,
but the pieces just don’t seem to fit.
I'm still hoping for the best.
I'm in a room full of locked doors,
and I have to find the key.
I'm only hoping for the best.
I'm going to take a chance,
for the first time in a while.
And I'll hope for the best.
My mind is filled with dreams,
that I fully intend to achieve.
I'll keep hoping for the best.
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Mural
By Catie Heeter
She sat in the white blank room
While flowers in her hair started to bloom
Blue, pink, purple and white
The whole room started to turn very bright
Birds, squirrels and bunnies showed
Rivers, lakes and oceans flowed
The room, now glowing and full of light,
Could even be seen I the darkest of nights
The room that first had started so dull
Now began to look so gorgeously full
And the girl who had started very bland
Turned out to be the ruler of her land
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Generation
By Mia Downs
We
We
We
We
We
We
We
We
We
We
We

don’t date, we have a "thing."
don't ring the doorbell, we text, "Here."
stand in a room filled with people.
hear nothing except for the tapping of thumbs against tempered glass.
live in world where popularity is based on the amount of Twitter followers we have.
have the mentality that if it's not posted on Instagram, it didn’t really happen.
compete to have the most likes, comments, and followers.
even buy "friends."
spend our precious days debating to push send.
feel our stomachs sink when the simple word "Read" appears.
obsess over those three little dots, and all we get in return is "K."
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The Last Chronicle of The Court of The Forgotten Dawn
By J. Mason Johnson
Only fools believe that history is written by the victors, for the victims often see history
as the only thing they can have a lasting influence on.
The castle of The Court of The Forgotten Dawn was once the jewel of Kursat. Its five
gothic spires pierced heaven itself, its doors were made of the finest trees on Loral and
were large enough to accommodate Mammoths, and its walls, oh its walls, were made
of the finest diamonds that were once buried in the earth. It is even whispered that he
Gods themselves visited the nobles’ castle and blessed their conquest of the vile
heathen races that infested the lands of Kursat like filthy rats in their sewers. With
their knights and armies, the Court struck like a scythe in unkept field, the heathen
churches fell, and their armies surrender at the sight of our armored crusaders, with a
few years we would have turned Kursat into a single orderly state. That was before
the Godforsaken Alacans and their Airships came out from the unknown north and
rained down death upon them all. I know this because I was there when all the world
went to hell.
It began as any other winter day would, you wake up in bed feel the chill in the air
wishing you didn’t have to get up today. After battling the comfort of my bed, I
dressed myself in the noble shades of my Court, purple and green, one must look
proper in the presence of kings after all. I look out my window and see that the sun
had barely broken past the horizon. If I were a younger man in those day I would have
scoffed at the notion of rising before the sun, but greatness does not wait to be
recorded by the sleeping historian.
I entered the kitchen to make myself breakfast, the cooks are dead until late morning.
Not that I blame them. Despite our castle’s diamond wall even the Court could not be
perfect all the time. The kitchen was a damp and dirty place, the ceiling leaked, fungi
and mold grew into the wall, and generally it was an unpleasant place to be in. I found
a loaf of bread that was only partially eaten, it was better than the meat that gave the
place the smell of death, besides I didn’t even have salt to make it somewhat palatable.
I grabbed the loaf and began to eat it, it had the consistency and taste of a brick. I
decided to skip breakfast.
I went to the den to make a fire to kill the chill in air. I heard someone bang upon the
door. I wondered who else would be up at this hour, for I was the only historian for
miles. I walked to the door way passing the relics and portraits dedicated to the Royal
family’s glory. I reach the gargantuan door and open it. On the other side I see one of
our Jade armored crusader, he looked as if he’d been through hell and back. His
armor was broken, and he had arrows lodged into his back.
“G-get the ki…” the knight spoke, and he collapsed unto the stairs. His armor was
racked with arrows and… bullet holes. I looked out and saw a low hovering shape
flying above the trees. It wasn’t a dragon, it was inorganic and mechanical in nature. I
noticed movement on the shape, and then a blinding flash engulfed me; and my life
was forever changed.
When I came to I felt tremendous pain upon my back. A knight, mistaking me for a
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corpse, had been charging for the door and stepped on me. I was about to yell at him
before his head was removed from his body. I heard knights and guards gather up
behind me.
“You come to the castle of the honorable Court of The Forgotten Dawn and kill our
men!” The Captain of the guard yelled. “I hope whatever heathen God you worship-“
A bullet lodged between the eyes cut him off. I switched my focus to the invaders, their
armor was black as coal with dashes of crimson blood decorating their armor. The
guards charged them hoping for some type of revenge, they didn’t get it. The enemies’
blades, magic, and bullets slaughtered them all.
“Looks like we have a survivor over here.” One said pointing at me. Another one
grabbed me, hard.
“Thanks,” the one holding me said, “so, who are you? A guard. A servant. Or a king?” I
stared at him horrified.
“Ahh a ch-chronicler, noth-thing more.” He laughed a horrid laugh in response, and
he dropped me.
“Good you’ll tell the tale of how the Alacan Army destroyed the Court’s precious castle
in a single day, find pen and paper and write all that you see.” He began to laugh
again as he and his fellow invaders walked down the hall killing everyone in their
path.
I still have nightmares to this day everything I had was stripped away from me. I lost
everything. My fellows at court all killed, my king and queen murdered in their bed,
and even the walls were stiped and the diamonds crushed to dust. The only thing I
can do now is write and pray. Pray for the day when I can write the chronicle that
details the death of all Alacans.
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Forever Lost
By Ethan Eltz
Yellowed newspapers crinkled—stories, faces, and tragedy floated away with the
swirling wind. Footprints etched into the surface of the soil slowly vanished with each
passing moment.
A thick plume of dirt-smothered haze shadowed the town, casting thick
darkened hues onto the surrounding landscape. Faces appeared to float past though
the misted air; newfangled and familiar people—echoes from times long ago. As the
wind circled into the haze, distant conversations could almost be heard; like fog above
water, they quickly subsided.
The plumes of dust slowly peeled to the right of the dirt path, revealing a
solitary figure. Clothed in a long-muddied duster that licked at his heels and tattered
leather boots of the same color, the shape slowly turned and placed a tarnished bush
hat upon his head before walking alone in the company of only the dirt beneath his
boots.
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Scary Story
By Tatum Perry
“Mom, I really want to go with Kayla and Autumn to the movies next
friday…Autumn’s parents said they could drive us,” Teagan pleaded to her mother.
“Teagan, you need to get a job if you want to go out with your friends. Money
doesn’t grow on trees you know,” her mother responded. Teagan mumbled to herself
as she slowly walked to her room and locked the door. She lay on the bed as thoughts
raced through her mind.
“I’ve got it!” Teagan shouted as she hopped up and ran back into the kitchen to
find her mom. “Mom!” she yelled, “I have the perfect idea for a job! I noticed the new
neighbors who just moved in have three kids, and I figured I could ask them if they
wanted me to watch the kids while they go on a date night!”
“Well, sweetheart, I think that is a wonderful idea,” her mother replied, not even
really knowing which neighbors Teagan was talking about. The mother thought for a
moment before asking her daughter if the neighbors she meant were the ones that
moved into the beautiful mansion on the next street over. They seemed nice when I
brought them those housewarming gifts last week, she thought to herself.
“I’ll call them tomorrow,” replied Teagan, breaking the silence between them.
“For now, I’m going to bed, Mom. I love you,” she said as she headed for her bedroom.
The next morning, Teagan called
the neighbors and received great news that the parents had plans to go out that night,
but their babysitter had just bailed on watching the kids. Teagan reassured the
parents that she could watch the kids for the night and the parents agreed. As the day
went on, Teagan was getting nervous to watch the kids; she began to believe she
wouldn’t be well-prepared to watch them for the first time, but her mom comforted her
and boosted her confidence about the situation.
“Sweetie, don’t worry about it being your first time. I’m right down the street if
you need anything, and the parents will only be gone for about three hours. They told
you that they would need to leave for their dinner reservations around 6:45, and the
kid’s bedtime is 7 o’clock,” the mother assured her. Teagan’s worries were calmed a bit
when the mother reminded her that the kids would already be in their pajamas and in
the living room watching a movie when she got there. All she had to do was walk up
the steps with the children, tuck them into their beds, and then relax and watch
television the rest of the night.
As the sun went down, Teagan got dressed and started walking up the large hill
to the stone-covered mansion up the street. When she arrived, the father of the three
children opened the door as she put her hand up to knock.
“Welcome to our home, Teagan. I know this is late notice for you to babysit,
considering we just talked this morning. I know you’ll do a wonderful job. The kids are
watching a movie on the TV in the living room. They’ve eaten dinner, bathed, brushed
their teeth, and put their pajamas on. All you must do is put them to bed and then do
whatever you want until we get home. By the way, I really appreciate your stepping up
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today. We really needed the help.” That’s it? Teagan thought to herself as she walked
into the living room to meet the children. The oldest of them was a nine-year-old girl
named Audrey, the middle was a five-year-old boy named Joey, and the youngest was
two-year-old Luke. The children said goodbye to their parents as they left for their date
night, and then lay back down on the couch to watch the ending of the movie.
**
“Alright kids, it’s time to start going up to bed,” Teagan spoke softly as the
movie credits appeared on the screen.
“Yes ma’am,” the three responded in unison. Teagan smiled as she realized how easy
this job was going to be. She held the children’s hands as they walked up the steps
together and got the three kids tucked into bed for the night. She walked back
downstairs, slouched down on the couch to watch television, and slowly started to
drift off into a light sleep. After being startled by the loud ringtone, she quickly sat up
and grabbed the phone to press the answer button. The voice on the other side of the
call was very muffled, and there were no words being said, just very heavy breathing.
Teagan, confused on what was happening, hung up the phone and started to drift
back into her dream when the phone rang again. This time, however, there was a very
muffled voice on the other end of call that muttered six words that made Teagan’s
heart start pounding out of control.
As the voice on the other line said, “You should check on the children,” Teagan
threw the phone down, terrified of what was playing out. She immediately picked her
phone back up, ended the call with this strange person, and called the police.
“I’m…babysitting three kids…and there is a strange man that keeps calling me...he’s
saying…that I should go check on the kids…but I’m too scared…” Teagan struggled to
manage those words. The dispatcher on the other line calmly told Teagan to stay on
the phone with this stranger next time they called so the dispatcher could track the
call and send help to Teagan. As the dispatcher said to stay on the phone, her phone
started to vibrate in her hand. “He is calling me right now,” Teagan said to the
dispatcher.
“Stay on the phone with the man who is calling you, and we will track the call
and send help,” he said as Teagan answered the incoming phone call from the man.
The stranger once again said she should go check on the children upstairs. Shaking in
fear, she stayed put and attempted to give the dispatcher enough time to track the
call.
“Come on, check on the kids, they need you,” the strange man huffed through
the phone. Struck by the fear of the man finding her, Teagan hung up the phone call,
hoping that the dispatcher had enough time to track the call. As soon as she pushed
the end call button on the phone, her phone vibrated with a call from 911.
“GET OUT OF THE HOUSE NOW! THE CALL IS COMING FROM INSIDE THE HOUSE!
WE HAVE POLICE ON THE WAY!” screamed the dispatcher. Teagan jumped up from
the couch and ran out the door, not even bothering to look over her shoulder. She ran
across the street to a neighbor’s house and asked them if she could come inside and
said that she would explain it after she was inside their house. As they let her in and
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closed the door behind her, the police cars pulled up and rushed inside to find who
was making the phone calls. When the police finally came back out of the house, they
had two children in their arms. As Teagan saw Audrey and Joey in the safe hands of
the officers, she ran into the street and hugged the shaking children as tight as she
could.
“Where’s the man? Where’s Luke?” demanded Teagan.
“Well, when we went upstairs, the window in the bedroom was open and there
was no one else in the house. We searched everywhere. He escaped without being
caught,” the officer replied.
“Where’s the other little boy?” cried Teagan.
As Teagan fell to her knees crying, the car that belonged to the parents pulled
up. As the husband and wife got out of the car, the man gave Teagan a glance over his
shoulder that made her cry even more. As the man approached her with tears in his
eyes, she heard him talking to the wife about the situation. She listened closer with
chills sent down her spine as she realized it wasn’t the same voice from when she was
introduced to the children, but she knew that the voice sounded oddly familiar…
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Seven Souls
By Carly McNeill
I want, I crave, and I desire.
Everything I see, I wish for
and soon it will belong to me.
I need money and power,
booze and fame and everything.
The world is mine and mine alone.
Who am I?
I am more than enjoyment
but also less than love.
I embody the primal urges of man.
Everyone falls to me
at one point or another.
Kings have descended into my clutches.
Who am I?
Anger is what I am made of.
Fury is almost my name.
I will fight for what I want
with my sword brandished to kill.
I am a demon of rage and hate,
a beast of death and danger.
Who am I?
I am everything you are.
No, I am better than you are.
I am the best, the greatest, the supreme.
I am the King of kings,
the lord of all I see.
I am the golden man, pure perfection.
Who am I?
Why should I do anything?
No, anything at all is too much.
Too much stress and too much work.
I would rather kick back and do nothing.
I am a cat, lying in the sun.
I prefer my days being spent in a lazy way.
Who am I?
My dreams are filled with piles of food.
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I devour everything in sight.
That is my wish: to gorge myself.
I love to eat and consume and ingest.
Delicious food is the best part of life.
I imagine tables piled high all for me.
Who am I?
I want everything you have.
No, I require it.
To feel complete I have grown
to hate and love what you have.
I will kill those I see as better than me.
I am a creature of spite and loathing.
Who am I?
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A Gust of Dread
Ethan Eltz
Slanted light from a flickering street lamp gently illuminated a figure in the
misty rain of a New York street. Soft classical music played in the background, and
the street lamp above the figure hummed softly in the crisp evening air.
A tall and lean older man stood with his back arched slightly in a pose
indicative of exhaustion or stress. He wore a sports coat with a few snags and loose
strings that clearly showed that it had been well-worn. The edges showed particular
age as they had frayed heavily and peeled at the corners.
His dark brown boots looked fresh and newly shined. They appeared as if they
were brand new without a speck of dirt on them other than two drops of a red
substance stained so deeply that they had become permanently engraved into his left
boot. Oddly enough, it appeared that when the man shined his shoes, he avoided that
area entirely.
His dress pants matched the dull grey color of his sports coat and appeared the
same age as the coat as they too were frayed on its edges. A brown leather belt just
slightly peeked through the small opening of his sports coat was noticeably crinkled
and damaged as well.
Unlike the rest of his outfit, the dark fedora that topped his head was in
pristine condition. Slowly shifting has hat back in forth, the man stared at the ground.
Covered in dirt, dark stains and occasional loose trash, the cobblestone street was not
what it once was.
A silver watch slowly ticked on his left wrist. Looking down at his watch, the
man shifted several times and wiped his brow. Taking his hand out of his pockets, his
right arm revealed metallic glean in his pocket. The object glinted slightly in the dimly
lit street.
Sudden gusts of winds picked up and the man’s fedora flew off his head, but he
refused to make a move retrieve it. The light flickered off. Instantly, the street was
silent as all music and noise simmered off.
As the street lamp flickered back on, the dim light revealed a different figure,
clothed in shadows, on the other side of the street.
Once again, the light flickered off. By the time the cobblestone streets were
illuminated again, both figures had vanished without a sound.
Music wafted in, and the humming of the streetlamp resumed as if nothing had
ever occurred.
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Rainy Days
By Tatum Perry
Rivers of water in the street rushing down to the bottom of the hill
All the cars’ windshield wipers swiping at full speed
Ingredients being readied for the family dinner
Nobody wanting to work
Yelling children outside, excited to splash
Downtime on the couch reading a book
Adults still in bed listening to the pitter-patter
Yapping dogs waiting for their owners to let them in
Skies filling with gray clouds and a bright rainbow
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Blind in A Sea Of Peace and Chaos
By Cyrus Halcomb
Don’t picture this. In fact, don’t visualize at all. Instead, close your eyes, and try to feel
whatever words whisk across your skin.
The world is safe inside of your vessel. The air is cool and stagnant. All things
are suspended; your hands lightly trace along the confines of this limited realm.
Nothing reaches your nose, and all you can taste is the slightest hint of vanilla. If you
focus, you can feel every thin strand of the web that holds you in place, that both
ensnares and encompasses your being. No waves tempt to tread into your ears. It is a
domain of stillness and peace. Safety defines the very shell.
The outside rages and screams outside of this pocket of stillness. An
omnipotent force, now confronted with impotence, it rails against this violation of its
sovereignty. Searing heat and pounding waves crash upon this thin cocoon. The howl
of a million storms attempts to penetrate the vacuum before it. Yet it cannot break
down this wall: a wall that can be felt, a wall that cannot be seen. The might of gods
that would make even mighty Zeus quail is mustered before this seed. The pounding
of an army resounds across this expanse. Yet these two Planes remain forever
separated, Tumultuous Yang never meeting tranquil Yin.
The soul remains untarnished by the wrath of all beyond its horizon.
The body is ravaged by wears and tears that it cannot control.
The mind is split asunder, ripped like meat in the drooling maws of hounds.
CRACK.
SIZZLE.
POP.
The inside begins to tremble. The air begins to buzz. Silence that had fallen now
ascends once more into the heavens. Left behind is the roar of thousand screeching
cicadas. You feel as every strand once holding you in place snaps, and you hit a hard
surface. Suddenly agony. Fire races across your flesh, and blood begins to fill your
mouth. Your awareness shrivels in conflagration of sensation. It is overwhelmed,
leaving behind nothing.
wake up
The eyes usher in a flood of light, scouring away all the filth-fear left behind. The
curtains have been lifted, and life has begun again, awaiting another night to begin
the cycle again.
Peace. Chaos. Nothing.
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The Well
By J. Mason Johnson
Oh, poor boy, how tragic it is to never see the light of day again.
Two swords clash in the warm morning air. One moved clumsily and fearful,
while the other struck boldly and violently.
“C-come now boy, I won’t bother you again,” The terrified sword man pleaded.
“Let me leave.” He had to move his blade to block the boy’s recent strikes.
“You won’t be bothering anyone else once I’m done with you.” The boy remarked
as he pulled back his saber from the man’s guard. They stared down each other,
watching and waiting for the other to move. Tension was thick in those moments, but
it disappeared when the man lunged for a killing blow. The boy grabbed the sword
before it could reach anything vital, and with his sword stabbed him through chest.
His eyes screamed as life left him.
His crimson blood and corpse decorated the green field. Just like his friends’
corpses did earlier that day. The boy stared at all the bodies on the meadow, and
thought about how long he’s been doing this. His memory was never good, perhaps
that’s a side effect of all this combat, but he remembered a time before all this. A time
before he was forced to take up the sword. A time before he lost his innocence. A time
before life was solely focused on a covered well.
“Conrad!” His papa yelled to him across the terrain. He was a tall and built man
with an ungroomed face. He ran towards Conrad with no hesitation. Conrad saw that
his father was drenched in blood, it was a normal day
for him. “Boy, how did your battle go fer you?” he asked his son when he reached
him.
Conrad spread out his arms, “As well as yesterday’s papa.” Papa examined the
battlefield and laughed.
“Fer Gods’ sakes my boy, you have got to have pride in your work!” He shouted
with pride. “Yesterday you left five breathing, and today you have none.” He laughed
with unrelenting joy. “Praise the Gods, you’ll be the best warrior the Johann clan will
ever know!”
His son stared at him glumly, “Yes, papa.” He said. “Praise the Gods.”
The day ended like it always did, the sun fell under the western skyline.
Allowing the moon and her court of stars to begin their cyclic reign again. The night, to
Conrad, was truly the only divine thing in this world, for it was only moments of peace
he knew. The sun rising was the sign of another battle that was surely to come, so he
worshipped any moment bliss that came from the chaos that is life.
Their clan homestead was a collection of simple huts surrounded by a waist
high wall. Some of his clan have taken to decorating the wall with the trophies of their
fallen family members. Conrad had a favorite, the one he built for his mother. He
stared into his mother’s helm and held back tears. “Mother, I want to be free from this
prison” Conrad prayed. He then smelled burnt grass and goat stomach, the aroma of
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dinner. He got up and was going to join his father for dinner, but he couldn’t get his
eyes of the trophy.
A hand landed on Conrad’s shoulder. He turned to see his papa, and he led him
to the table. Then they began to gorge themselves.
“Papa,” Conrad asked between bites. “Why do we do this?” His father stopped
and stared at him.
“What do you mean?” He asked back. “The clan been doing this for years ever
since the Gods gave us this honor.” Papa went to back to eating.
“What is so important about that stupid well?” Conrad asked less reserved this
time. A stern look spread across his father’s face.
“Do not raise that tone with me, boy.” Papa said staring sternly. “There are
things beyond us in that well, some fools just think they can handle it.”
“I do not want to do this anymore!” his son yelled. “I have lost count of how
many days I have be doing this, I want to live beyond this well.”
“What would your mother say to that son?” Papa asked glaring at him.
“How am I supposed to know?!” Conrad asked on the verge of tears. “I have so
little memories of her.” He said defeated.
“Well, my boy, she wo-“
“How do you know what she was going to say,” Conrad interrupted. “you never
talk about her.” He finished, and stood up. His father stared at him in shock. His face
turned to a grimace. He walked to his son, and slapped him clear across the face.
Conrad broke into tears, but Papa simply walked out. After an hour he could no
longer cry, he was left only with an unending rage. He grabbed his sword, and ran
towards the well. His eyes were full of contempt and he began to strike the well
relentlessly. When the blade broke he began to punch it. When his knuckles became a
bloodied mess he just stared at the well. He had killed hundreds of men before, but
this forsaken well couldn’t be killed.
“My poor child,” the well said. “you desire freedom, no?”
“Mother?” Conrad answered as he recognized the voice of his mother.
“Yes Conrad, it is me.” The well said. Conrad stood up, and gazed into the
opening. It was pure black unmolested by the light of the stars and moon.
“I cannot see you.” He said.
“Have faith in me.” The well stated, “Would your mother lie to you?”
“No.” Conrad said with conviction. A hand appeared out of the well.
“Then join me and be free.” The well ordered. Conrad grasped the hand firmly.
“Take me.” He responded. Conrad was taken into darkness, he still couldn’t
make out his mother in the darkness.
“Oh, poor boy, your mother may not have been a liar, but I am.” A voice said.
A smile spread across the walls of the well. Conrad realized what is that well, but no
words could describe it, only screams.
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Empty
By Callista Tyson
No, this isn’t happening. Laughter hangs heavily in the air. It’s like the world
has slowed. My friend’s voice echoes in my skull. I stare down at my phone screen. My
phone clatters to the floor, screen shattering like my world. My friends stop “Mike, you
good?” They ask but I know they don’t care.
What kind of world are we living in? My mouth is dry and the cafeteria smells
like stale meat. I say nothing. I tear my fingers through my shoulder -length blonde
mop. The strands hug my fingers but provide no comfort. I’m cold and numb. I stand,
but don’t stumble. In a haze I glide over the linoleum to the bathroom. No one follows
me but I can feel eyes on my back. My breathing becomes shallow and sporadic. I walk
past oatmeal colored walls where vending machines cling for life. If only I had that
kind of support now. How can there be so much when my world has just ended? The
door to the courtyard opens and sunlight assaults my vision. I rush into the bathroom
when it hits me. I feel the rage and jealousy of what these people have that I’d do
anything to get back. Time catches up with me. The bathroom reeks of urine and my
pounding blood is all I can hear. I taste metal in my mouth when I kick the nearest
urinal and let out a wail. I’ve never felt so empty before. I slide down the grainy walls
onto the cool sticky tile. Hot tears spill down my cheeks. Empty, I don’t feel anything.
My frantic sister called me. The accident filleted them on impact. My parents are dead.
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Give Me The Burden
By L. Jordan-Thunderrock
Where she walks the darkness follows. He watches from the bed when Mama
enters the room.
Zeke is pale and gleaming, standing out amid the oozing black. Shadows reach
out in tendrils to touch him and he giggles.
Mama smiles razor sharp and ruffles his hair. Her footsteps are red, the scent
of iron and blood heady in the air.
He ducks her hand, then peeks out from the covers. They put Mama in the
ground yesterday, but he knew she wouldn’t stay there. She’d promised. Daddy hadn’t
remembered to pour the salt around her tomb, and Zeke hadn’t reminded him.
After a moment's hesitation, he raises his arms and she picks him up. Leaves
stick to her hair and tumble down.
There's grave dirt on her brow and he lifts a small hand to wipe it off.
Zeke' fingers are covered in something wet and sticky. The moon glows balefully
through the window. He frowns, wide eyes looking at the inky black on his hand.
"Mommy?"
"Shhh my darling, shh." Her tongue clicks, and she makes a crooning noise as
he buries his face in her neck.
________________________________________
Zeke doesn’t remember much about that night. At least, he claims not to.
He knows there was the Moon staring down at him and the cool night's air
kissing his cheek.
Some huge tree and a wolf's howl. Everything gets jumbled up in his head till
he can only process five things.
How he bit his own lip screaming in pain.
How his nose twitching at the coiling scent of blood like fermented wine.
How the texture of the tree bark beneath him.
How an ancient voice snarled in anger, then a scream like his mom’s.
How tree roots tall and inescapable were clawing upwards and shining yellow
eyes, before rolling darkness envelops him.
“Zeke are you alright?” Manuel asks.
“Yeah, I’m fine.” He grimaces and changes it into a grin. “Just a headache, what
were we talking about?” His leg bounces under the table, heart beating rabbit-fast.
“David's mother, Olivia.” Rose briefly looks up from an old text. Her brown hair
swished with the motion. Like him Rose is also a practitioner.
Something in his mind twinges and Zeke's twitches, reaching for his temple.
“She was one of the most powerful magic users this side of the cost before the
accident.” David’s mom isn't an easy topic. The women is both heralded as a hero for
her integration tactics and feared. His eyes meet Evans. The older of the two brothers
looks less than pleased.
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“She had like a biped form and everything, it’s pretty cool,” Manuel continues
oblivious to the discourse.
Evan’s nose wrinkles in disdain from behind his laptop, and he and Zeke share
a commiserating look. He can feel Evan’s eyes tracking his movements even when
Zeke glances away. They both are disgusted by Manuel’s naivety. Evan is the older of
the two brothers and despite being a were sports several scars on his body from the
accident.
Rose closes her book and stands to brush down her clothes. There's something
chilling in her eyes. It’s a familiar steel he’s gotten used to after they killed that
vampire a few months back. He’d screamed human and hair raising when they’d
punctured his heart. She doesn’t provide an explanation for setting aside the text. He
doesn’t ask.
It sets the tone for the evening, and nothing further is accomplished. That night
he shudders awake, skin drenched with sweat, thorns caught in his shirt, dirt in his
mouth, and grunge under his nails.
________________________________________
Once, there was a woman wily as she was beautiful, who loved the wilderness
and the sublimity of nature. Her travels took her from shore to shore, and the magic of
her smile ensnared many.
One ensnared was a lawman, and he didn’t care if she spent too much time in
the woods or tracked in dirt and mud at night. She decided she’d keep that one.
Her name is Ira, and more than anything she wants a child.
She wants a child so badly that she dares dance near the old Hangman's tree,
tracing blood in circles on the bark. It’s a stump now, but it remembers what it used
to be. And so, Ira makes promises beyond what she can keep, and steals the devil's
backbone.
Her boy is born with a strong heart, mischief in his eyes, glory at his fingertips,
and a debt to pay.
________________________________________
David inhales and gives Zeke a frown, eyebrows drawn together. “You smell
different.”
Zeke laughs and sniffs under his armpits. “Must be that funky basketball
locker room stink.” He doesn’t mention that when he spit out mouthwash this
morning, blood and dirt washed down the sink too.
“No offense Zeke, but you smell weird, you always smell weird.” Manuel
shrugged.
“None taken buddy.” They shoulder bump and high five, and Zeke does his best
to block out the screeching in the back of his brain. The pain at his temples has only
gotten worse.
Evan’s silent assessment weighs on him and that smirk is infuriating.
Something's going to need to be done about that. Rage unbidden courses through him.
Evan’s eyes are knowing but the werewolf looks away first.
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Sleep has become a foreign concept. He doesn’t like to take Nyquil too many
nights in a row. The medicine doesn’t always agree with his other meds, and it feels
too close to addiction for comfort.
He fights through every night: jolting awake to huddle under his blankets, or
hover on the edge of the bed, even under it in the cool dark, more times than he can
count. When the morning sun peaks through the window, he turns his red-rimmed
eyes to the dawn and cries in relief. Despair has long since sunken into his skin.
The loft is well lit, and he keeps track of the shadows in the room, careful that
the nails digging into his hand don’t break skin.
David summons Manuel for some werewolf bonding or whatever and Zeke sees
his chance.
“What are you plotting?” He addresses the one wolf whose gaze still crawls
across his skin.
Evan crosses his hands. “Plotting? Me? No.” He widens his eyes and chuckles.
“Planning then,” Zeke hisses, pacing.
“Why I never, a lady doesn’t kiss and tell.” He rolls his shoulders and Zeke
follows the motion, watching the flex of Evan’s biceps. If Evan had a mustache, he'd be
twirling it. Wry where David is blunt, Evan is the trickier of the two. Usually he’d enjoy
his company, but Zeke’s temple is already throbbing.
“Zeke,” Evan says but Zeke is too focused on the burning in his head. A whine
of pain escapes his lips. He’s distantly aware of his knees buckling and falling to the
unforgiving floor. Zeke clutches his head. Black spots crawl before his eyes and the
shadows grow teeth circling closer.
“Ezeki-”
“Don’t call me that,” he snaps, awareness returning. Evan’s crouched beside
him, black veins crawling up his arms, one warm hand on his neck, supporting Zeke’
head at the base. “How did you know?” Panic flares up brief and bright before he fights
it down. Of course Evan knows his name. Here he is acting like they’ve never hung out
before, acting like that awkward not date never happened. Zeke frowns and the floor
trying to shake the heat on his cheeks.
“It’s not hard if you look and talk to the right people.” Evan muses, adjusting
them both until he cradles Zeke between his legs. It’s so easy to fall into old habits.
“The records are sealed, you creep.” Zeke rolls his eyes and stretches out his
own legs. Evan is a warm weight behind him, and he lets himself lean into the
werewolf’s chest. It’s an old argument between them.
“They are.” Evan agrees with a hum, placing his chin on top of Zeke’ head. “I
knew because I’ve heard your name before. Our mother mentioned it once in a
conversation with Liza.”
“You didn’t say her name,” Zeke notes, cracking his eyes open. For the first time
in a week, his migraine is easing.
“Her name seems to have a singular effect on you and me.”
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“You're not wrong. She-who-must-not-be-named seems to make things hurt,”
he concedes, melting further into Evan's touch. Evan has dastardly hands that do
things like massage Zeke’ shoulders and alleviate the pressure from his temples.
The low-level dread he’s been carrying around sits in the pit of his stomach.
“Evan, what do I smell like?” he dares to ask. “Manuel once said I was a bit like rotten
eggs.” Zeke wrinkles his nose, unimpressed.
“Sulfur,” Evan corrects. “Smoke, ozone, rotting wet leaves. Have you been
visiting graveyards?”
Zeke falls silent. “Not that I’m aware of,” he finally ventures with a nervous
laugh.
Evan makes a strange wuffing sound and sniffs near Zeke’s neck.
“Hey- watch it! I don’t put out on the first date.” His heart stutters and his face
flushes.
“Tabling the fact that was a lie, for now, I’m just getting a better whiff.” Evan
said, and Zeke rolled his eyes.
Zeke goes still and tilts his neck, unable to shake the past now that the memory
had sprung free.
“Dirt,” Evan remarks. “Almost like mildew and rot with stagnant water mixed
with,” Evan drew in a breath and blew out, causing Zeke to shiver from the heat,
“ADHD meds. Iron, no, blood. My, you have been busy.”
Zeke wets his lips, mouth dry. He bites his tongue and forces himself to pull
away from Evan's arms.
“I don’t know what you're talking about.” Liar.
The sun had slowly gone down and there was less light in the loft then before.
His gaze skitters around, and he forces himself to breathe.
“Oh, but I think you do.” Evan raises an eyebrow, unimpressed. “I think
something was stopping you from remembering and you’ve just started to wake up.”
“Back off,” Zeke warns. Something shifted within and his skin feels paper thin,
itchy and wrong. His jaw aches and his teeth don’t sit right in his mouth. “Don’t you
dare touch me.”
Evan lifts his hands, palms up in acquiescence.
Darkness cuts across part of the loft. The window lets in the last vestiges of
sunlight.
Crickets chirp, the noise turns static, ringing in Zeke’ skull like a countdown.
Evan’s nostrils flare and his eyes flash yellow. Zeke ignores the concern he sees
written there on Evan’s face. He doesn’t want it. The air leaves the room.
The door bangs open. “Yeah okay, David.” Manuel, bless his heart, says,
footsteps sounding across the wood.
His werewolf nature has never lent him to quiet.
Zeke takes in a breath and drops his shoulders, angling his body away from
Evan.
“Hey, Manuel,” he calls when his friend enters the room. “You ready to go?”
David looks behind Zeke at Evan, expression vexed.
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“Sure bro, let's head out. Thanks for the walkthrough, David.”
David grunts, taking his eyes off his older brother.
“I’ll be seeing you, Zeke,” Evan says.
“Count on it,” he replies, and lets the door slam on his way out.
________________________________________
The moon shines through his window, a phase away from full, and Zeke sits
cross-legged on the bed.
He clenches his teeth and uncrosses his legs, scooting to the edge of the bed.
The floor is cool beneath his bare feet and ice claws up his spine. There's a mirror on
his dresser, but he turns away from it, watching the darkness slither across the floor.
Zeke takes a step and the ground beneath him becomes wet. He swallows,
coughing as if his throat is clogged with ash, and stumbles out of the house.
The night swarms around him, shadows gliding under his skin.
Dirt mixes with his wet tracks, and he slips on the grass.
He can’t see the way, eyes unable to permeate the blackness that blankets the
forest like a funeral shroud.
He feels in front of him and his hands land on an unfamiliar texture. He jerks
back, startled, and trips over a root in surprise. It’s only a tree branch.
Mind smoking and forehead hot to the touch, he stumbles on, deeper into the
woods. He swears he feels eyes on him through the trees.
Primordial keening starts up, drawing him closer. The ringing begins again,
sparse and tolling like a death knell.
Before him emerges a clearing, and at the center resides the stump from his
dreams.
The Hangman's tree.
Blood drips, sliding down his hands and leaving the cuts on his feet. The beat
rises staccato and holding, tension in the air palpable as roots curl forward, yearning
to taste him.
Shhh, my darling, shh , the gloom says.
Leaves swirl into a figure with yawning teeth and his mother’s smile, and he
reaches out to touch.
“Zeke!” Evan snarls, knocking him aside. They tumble to the ground in a flurry
of leaves and blood.
“Let me go! I have to go to her she’s calling me!” Zeke screams, fighting Evan’s
hold and clawing at him to be free.
“No!” Evan roars, snagging him by his clothes and once more tackling him
down. “Of all the foolish things, Zeke, it’s not your mother.”
“You're wrong,” he declares, twisting, trying to escape and yowling like a beast
in pain when he falls short.
“I can’t let you.” Evan holds him tight, even when Zeke' hands form fists and he
kicks and bites, tears streaming down his face. “That’s it, let it out, but I won’t let you
go.”
Zeke chokes on a sob.
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Maybe he’s known she’s been dead but hadn’t wanted to accept it. Letting go of
someone is hard when their ghost still haunts you. Zeke has always had to be the
strong one, never given the chance to break down. He needed his mother more than he
needed to let her go.
“Stay,” he says, voice cracking and hands scrabbling to hold on now, rather
than escape. “Please don’t go, too.”
Evan rocks him and, just as he asked, doesn’t let go. If anyone understands allconsuming grief, it’s Evan. He’d lost more than his mother in the accident. Zeke
wonders if the Hangman's Tree ever called to him, too, and that's how he knew what to
look for. Zeke had no one to get revenge on, nowhere to place the blame but himself.
No release valve, only the comfort of his mother’s shade.
He’s not alone anymore, a comfort in their shared understanding. Evan doesn’t
give him pity or empty condolences. He holds out his hands and tugs Zeke up with
him, offering silent support.
Zeke stares at the Hangman's Tree, a stump that somehow managed to haunt
them both, until Evan nudges him. They turn away as one unit to face the dawn,
together, no longer alone to shoulder a burden that’s too heavy.
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Dreams
By Paige Balding
She pulled the blankets up and lay her head on her pillow, and wrote one last
time in her diary before closing her eyes, and letting her mind go to a different
universe. Her pillow turned into a white fluffy cloud and her blanket became the warm
light of the moon. She built a castle in the air, where her palace was built out of
clouds and the little people she made up in her head, and she was the queen was her.
The enemies were the people who said she would not make it in life. Her fancy life of
living was so not difficult. ‘’Is this real life?’’ exhaling in satisfaction. A loud bang
occurred and her hallucination was just a dream. The stray cats roamed through the
valley and knocked over the tinned trash cans, then the little girl sat up and glanced
over at the beautiful lights dancing by her window. She sighed and smiled and realized
dreams are dreams for a reason--they’re our little out fantasies that we hope will come
true or even have a meaning.
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Grudges on Steaming Wings
By Cyrus Halcomb
Upon reaching the end of life itself, I find a lonely creature in the skies, endlessly
rambling to itself in a maddened tone. Sometimes I think it may see me, a phenomenon
I’ve never experienced before. I decided to accompany it, to see if any humanity
remained. It resembled a man, although it had large eagle wings sprouting from its
back. It thin arms and legs were covered in feathers. Its feet were those of a bird of
prey. It seemed a predator. It had a loud crisp voice and spoke in a constant rhythm, as
if reciting a tale to an audience.
Often when I gaze upon this canyon I call home, I wonder how all the life died.
These thoughts always melt before the memories of the fiendish automatons stalking
my home. The boiling of water and whirring of gears endlessly drone on. Booming
thuds rebound about the canyon’s walls from the constant wandering and harvesting
of the machines. I soar through the air, scavenging for something, anything, to eat. All
I see are the giant steel contraptions, driven by steam and fire. They devour the coal
and other resources left about the canyon. The metallic scourges endlessly wander
now that their masters have faded into the dust of history. No matter where I search, I
rarely find any true definitive signs of thriving. It’s always just struggling and bare
survival. Meals have become scarcer and scarcer, and my most recent was over a week
ago. My wings are beginning to shed their feathers due to lack of proper nutrition. A
few months back one of the rare human settlements paid me homage with food,
although my kind are not welcome in the great citadels that remain as bastions
against the undying army. We’re left to scavenge the wastelands, surviving off the little
that remains to us. Of late I’ve found fewer and fewer of the unclean, and my
reputation has become widespread enough to deter others from attacking me.
Hours have passed since I’ve seen an organic wanderer. This changed when I
spotted an unspoiled oasis sitting in the depths of a crevice and within a small
gathering of the unclean. It seemed a pack of the canid folk were attempting to recover
from a long travel. I knew this would be a chance to feed on some easy prey. My kind
are in the higher tiers of the unclean, and my power has grown tremendously since I
finally destroyed a coal eater. Talking is the only pleasure I have of late, since the last
of my companions died a few spans back. Now I must prepare to attack. Maybe I
should sharpen my war feathers a bit…
In a flash of light, it seemed the winged warrior plummeted to the ground and fell
upon the largest of the small wolf-human creatures. They resembled small werewolves,
with very human faces. The warrior ripped a gash into the largest ‘canid’s’ neck and
suddenly pivoted to slash the next with the feathers on its legs. Then he took a large bite
with its razor-edged teeth into the female of the group. The avian man jumped onto the
middle of the crevice and then sprung to the back of the last remaining unclean and
sank his fangs into its neck. He sat there, biting hard until it went still. After the struggle
ended, the avian creature drank deep from the pool of oasis water before washing itself
off. For a while he feasted ravenously on the meat, as if sating a deep hunger. Finally,
he picked up the largest in his claws and climbed to the top of the crevice. The avian
suddenly leapt into the air, and after a few rocky seconds, he returned to the sky.
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Ahhh… I have not eaten that well in a long time. It tears my heart to kill those
that are so weak, but if I’d left a few to survive, they would’ve wasted away anyway.
Better they die together. I haven’t felt this healthy in a long time. Perhaps I should
obtain more steel to strengthen myself, though. I have far too many parts of me that
are vulnerable, including this weeping gash from a lucky claw. It begins to grow hard
to carry my weight, even harder to carry this meat. More steel and fire should do the
trick. I must hunt a great centurion: the power dwelling in these should be more than
enough to give me strength. If I am lucky, I’ll find one recovering from a battle. These
killers seek to expunge the unclean, but eventually I’ll destroy them all. Even if it
means I must keep feeding.
THERE! I see it. A small trail of coal on the ground, in a line, as if leaking from
a large vault. Perhaps this is the leavings of a weakened automaton. The air is humid
too. Vast realeses of steam occurred here, perhaps from the overexertion produced by
wounding. Hopefully, I can find it before it gets to a reparation cell. Perhaps I ramble
too much… no…no… it’s all that keeps me sane. You’re my friend…Right?
He looked me dead in my eyes before suddenly focusing once more on the trail of
coal on the ground.
I’m close now. I can feel the increasing heat. I may catch it in time. The loud
resounding booms are making the great cliffs rumble. I know I’m on to something. In
the distance I can see a great reflecting light. This, I think, is bronze, so it can’t be a
centurion. Those are blue… damn is it… is it a behemoth? If so I struck gold! Or I
guess I could say copper. Regardless, a wounded behemoth!! I didn’t think that was
possible. Only a few of the unclean would be that powerful, a rexus perhaps? If so I
must be careful, it could also be tracking this one. I’m close now. I can feel it. I must
prepare my war feathers.
There it is. Soon I shall leap, but first I must finish this last lican and find a
suitable cliff. Its feeding on coal so I should have enough time to prepare. Its alertness
will be low because of the utter isolation of this area. Rarely do they expect us that can
fly to attack. Although if my eyes do not deceive me, there could be a rexus hiding in a
cavern a small distance away. As it approaches I can tell it has been wounded. It must
have been in a fight and is now seeking to finish off this behemoth. I know I cannot
kill this creature, at least not while it maintains its strength. Hopefully it and the
behemoth will kill each other; then I shall play the scavenger.
The creature resembled a dinosaur of old. It perhaps reached an astounding
fifteen feet high, with a bipedal stature. It had the body and legs of a Tyrannosaurus,
but it had large scaled arms resembling those of a draconian-like great ape. Its head
was terrifyingly human, with deep glaring green eyes. The giant beast ran full charge at
the now alert automaton. This behemoth was terrifying as well. It looked to me like an
enormous man. It stood ten feet high and had huge arms that seemed to weigh it down.
At the end of its left arm was a giant drill, and in the right a hand with a gaping hole in
it. Its head was a large square with glowing blue eyes, I could hear the gears whirring
from it. Out of place was a sizable gashed hole in its abdomen leaking large puffs of
steam and dribbles of coal. It turned to face the beast and suddenly blew a gout of
steam from its canon like hand. The beast ran right through it and charged shoulder first
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into the behemoth. The rexus roared in pain, although the automaton took the hit hard. It
prepared its drill and drove it into the scaled under-belly of the beast, although it could
not pierce it easily. The rexus swiftly jumped out of the way and grabbed a large rock. It
slammed this rock directly into the head of the hulking contraption, creating a large
crater in its skull. One of the red eyes faded out, and it began to leak steam. Its speed
increased suddenly, and it grabbed the rexus’s head. It sprayed… FIRE… right into the
face of the rexus, leaving it to fall dead to the ground.
That’s a bummer. I’d hoped the rexus would’ve put up a better fight. I guess its
wounds were too great. Usually they wouldn’t be foolish enough to let the fire hit
them. But this behemoth must be desperate. It burned up most of its supply of coal
doing that… it seems this is the best time to attack. Hopefully my talons can pierce it.
In a dropping rush the avian plunged onto the back of the behemoth while it
began to feed on the coal. It suddenly shot up in alarm, although it seemed a little more
sluggish than before. It jerked wildly, twisting around as the avian began to slice into its
back. It attempted to slam itself into the cliff walls, but the avian was too quick. Its
resistance got more panicked, and alarms began to sound from it. Suddenly it let out a
loud hiss of steam from its chest, and the gears started grinding as if in halt. The steam
leakage stopped, and from its back a hole appeared. It feebly tried to move, but could
manage little but small tremors. Suddenly the avian plunged its clawed hand into the
automaton and pulled out a red steaming core and flung it to the ground. The behemoth
then collapsed to the dirt and its struggles went still. A moment of sadness and awe
overcame me. These two great foes clashed on the field of battle, only to be harvested by
a petty scavenger.
Ah, it had almost no coal left anyway, easier than I’d thought. Its core remains
in decent shape as well This shall make for a good fusion. The never-ending flame of
this contraption shall fuel my power. Its metal shall strengthen me, and I shall become
a true force to be reckoned… yes soon I shall be strong enough to be welcomed to a
citadel.
The Avian creature suddenly plunged the core into itself, as I watched with
fascination as it melted into its skin. I didn’t know how this was possible as it seemed
so fantastical. Perhaps I came too far into the future? The Avian began to remove shards
of steel from the giant behemoth and with the heat from the coal, burn them onto its
skin. The skin then formed to the steel and incorporated it into the avian. By the time it
finished, it seemed more metallic than organic. It had constructed a makeshift sword
from a large blue crystal in the heart of the machine, and a crossbow-like structure from
its ankle.
These weapons should prove suitable. Yes, I am truly strong now. I may be
strong enough to down a behemoth on my own. Although I still think I should further
forge myself. I have a long journey ahead of me. The unclean shall rise up and claim
their humanity… one day… I will repay the tragedy I’ve visited upon this land. Perhaps
in their shining cities, mankind has a cure for the deadly pollution that caused so
many of us to change. My father passed the stories his father told me of the red suns.
The day the east lit up like a million stars and the red haze that followed, blighting my
people eternally. The machines remained unfazed, but those of us not in the citadels
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were rendered unclean. The forgotten looked down on us in their porcelain towers,
letting their world-eating contraptions clean their mistakes as well as their
undesirables… Oh, how I seek to change this forgotten waste! I will undo the damage

of the suns, of the mighty automatons , their dead makers, and the degenerates who run those last
bastions of civilization. I will fix this all, with a wave of destruction not seen in thousands of
years! I will live up to the legacy of my legendary father. Are you listening my friend?
He looked at me again. He spoke to me… what is this? Is it those cores from these
machines? Is it just our mutual insanities? He says the “forgotten” made them. Who are they?
Why is that no matter where I go, they are mentioned? Before I could ponder this more, the
creature jumped onto the cliff wall and climbed to the top. He then gnawed on the remains of the
‘lican’ and jumped off the plateau, soaring into the sky.
______________________________________________________________________________
Oh, perhaps I have been silent too long, my minds beginning to go stir crazy. I’ve found
signs of a small tribe of lizras. Hunting and killing them all would be a challenge to truly tax me,
perhaps I may even have the strength to take one or two down, perhaps enough agility to fly
away with a meal that might give me food for a few weeks. Although there is always the chance
they’re steel-fused like I am. Steel-fused lizras are truly nasty, especially Ch’malle, perhaps one
of the mightiest of the unclean. With a horde of over 50 of his kind, I doubt I could even survive
the encounter. Even the most powerful of the metal ones avoid that tribe. Well, unless I scout this
group, I will go hungry another day.
It’s only a few minutes before they’re in sight; the dust trail kicked behind is fresh.
They’re still within the limits of the grand chasm. It seemed a small group of about seven. At the
head of the small clan was an unclean a bit too large to be a lizra. Perhaps maybe a crocanile,
they tend to lead those types. If you can’t understand what I mean, just wait. I’ll be upon
them soon.
Once again, he shocks me. More and more I’m convinced he’s aware of my presence. I
better watch, it appears he’s going to swoop in for a kill.
The descent was rapid, he plunged through the air like a bullet, directly spearing into the
largest of the strange lizard-human mixes. They were about seven feet tall, scaled all the way up
to their necks, they appeared similar to a velociraptor but had human features peppered about.
The largest one was entirely different, at the place of his left hand was a massive blade, at the
end of his tail the same. Instead of a human face, he had the head of an alligator. There were
very few human features about this one, although now that it had a blade in its abdomen, I
doubted I’d get any more good looks.
With astounding speed, the avian creature pulled its sword out of the largest creature. It
rapidly shot the smaller ones with bolts from its crossbow, jumping here and there to avoid
counterattacks. Already five down, only the largest creature and two of its peons remained. With
an agonized look the creature I presumed to be the crocanile shouted. “WARE TIMOTHY, I
shall gut you and feast on your flesh for your mistake. I too am fused. You shall die before the
mighty blade of rath’kn---”

60

The sword punched through its skull and exited through its ear. The crocanile dropped to
the ground like a sack of rocks. But taking… Timothy unawares, its tail speared into his thigh
like the last strike of a dying snake. Splattering to the ground among the blood were small pieces
of metallic debris. Its remaining allies attacked at his moment of weakness, and despite visibly
slowed, he fended them off with his crystal blade. A small peon fled into the wastes in the chaos,
but I doubted it would survive. The avian man bandaged his leg for a moment, then began to feed
on the large lizard. What happened next sickened me, as I watched Timothy saw the large blade
off the crocanile’s arm, and sling it onto his back. He took a few red shards that remained in the
speared chest cavity and pressed them into his torso. They slowly melted away.
Oh, that was a thrilling fight indeed! Never before…have I faced such an astounding
injury. It proves I am still too vulnerable. This sword may prove useful in any fights I may
have… but it is a heavy burden. I’m strained already, and I haven’t fused enough reactors to
carry this weight yet. I’d have to leave behind a meal that could sustain me for a long time. But
this blade would be perfect to tackle a dominator. One of those would give me a massive strength
that no unclean has been blessed with since the great heroes. Well, I guess you never gain
rewards if you do not risk. I shall gorge myself here and carry on with the blade in tow.
He climbed the cliff and soared into the air as per usual, although the wound in his leg
seemed to give him a slight struggle. He was silent for a long time. I almost felt myself drift
away, before his voice once more pierced my awareness.
I hear a very distinct machine in the distance. The pitch of steam release is unusually low,
and the gears sound very large. Perhaps this may be the dominator I seek, or an automaton of
similar power. I’ve passed over many legionnaires and other lower tiers frequently in this part of
the valley, but at this point the power they offer isn’t worth the exertion. No, I hunt big game this
day. Perhaps this sound may lead me to my target. It shall not be long, for it sounds close, and
I’ve seen a few packs of antals fleeing. The shaking of the walls may indicate something a bit
larger than I can chew, but I will attempt it anyway.
I hear the loud sounds of battle. What could be fighting an automaton of this stature?
What lies beyond this last cleft? I do not know if it is safe… but I must go. Wish me luck, my
dear friend.
He soared over that cleft, and as I followed him the sight we saw left me breathless.
Before me towered a massive machine perhaps reaching fifteen feet high and its tail perhaps
doubling its height. It had eight legs and a wicked stinger behind its back. It bore massive claws
where hands might’ve been, and one appeared to be electrified. It was a deep purple and had
glowing red eyes. It was facing a massive great ape-like creature. The ape had the head of a man
but was plated in metal sleeves of armor varied about its body. It was about two-thirds the girth
of the automaton and matched its height. These two massive entities faced each other, circling
each other as if preparing for a great duel. The ape had humanoid features and was obviously
organic, perhaps fused like Timothy is. The avian hastily landed on a cliff nearby and began to
frantically mumble.
Tha…that’s the Obliviator! I didn’t think many of the named ones were left. The amount
of coal and water he needed to function is unseemly. Perhaps it lay in this deserted corner of the
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canyon because of its need for sulfur. I can’t believe this one is even here. Even more absurd is
that it’s facing Glimorith, perhaps one of the greatest of the fused to ever live. He’d disappeared
into the wastes eons ago. I thought he died destroying the great named machines like my father.
Instead I find him here facing one of the most infamous mecha to ever live. I do not think even
he can live this day. I would flee, but I must see this. This is truly a moment to shatter history.
WITNESS!
The two towering forces began to approach each other. With a speed that took me aback,
the stinger of the Obliviator flew at the massive ape and was caught with similar speed by
Glimorith. It pulled the stinger and attempted to spin the massive mecha. This attempt was
instead shrugged off, and the great ape fell to the ground. It hastily rolled back to its knees and
leapt over a plunging claw from the Obliviator. It landed on the machine’s back and began to
pound its mailed fists repeatedly into its abdomen. This enduring assault hit a pause when the
deadly stinger punched into Glimorith’s arm. He seemed to suffer this with great strength and
grabbed hard on the tip of the stinger. The mighty gladiator held the tail in a vice grip and with
great force broke the tip off, leaving it to fall to the ground. A loud panicked hiss filled the air,
and the massive scorpion flung off its simian rider. It then wheeled about and set unto him with
delving claws. The sinister scorpion seized both his arms in its claws and began to squeeze,
causing the Glimorith’s armor to give way. In a blitzing counter attack, Glimorith used the sheer
strength of his legs to lift this obscenely large load, leading it to hastily let him go. This decision
would prove too little too late. Now in his grip it struggled to free itself with constant twitches
and lashes. Glimorith pushed the Oblivator to the wall and began to force it into the cliff face.
The great scorpion began to crunch as more pressure was applied. Steam flooded the air as
warning sirens whirred, a piercing shriek lit the air, and all its legs contracted into Glimorith.
With a great grinding halting of gears, the mecha grew still. Weeping blood, the great ape slowly
pried the legs out of its torso and then sat on the ground. Snapping me out of my enthrallment,
Timothy looked my direction and spoke in hushed tones
“Do I kill a legend and gain the power I need to save my world, or retain my honor and
search another day? This may be my only chance… I must seize it.”
I was bewildered as I watched him dive from the cliff and land on Glimorith’s back. He
drew the great Crocanile blade and put it to Glimorith’s throat.
“Ware glorious Glimorith, your triumph today was magnificent. I will even share with you some
of the restoratives in the great Obliviator. But I claim this conquest from you. Should you refuse,
I will be your end.”
“Youngling, you know this is rightfully mine. Find your own hunt before I kill you
Timarion; son of Timitha. I hear of your exploits and see a great destiny. I hunted devils like this
with your father. The world will be poorer without us both. Begone and secure your safety, and
know I will not hesitate to en- “
Blood wept from Glimorith’s neck as the massive blade from the crocanile plunged into
it. The great ape slowly toppled to the ground, gurgling in its own blood. It spasmed and
rampaged before finally falling still. Timothy..Timarion? Whoever he is, he made a snide
comment on talking during battle and jumped to the ground. He approached the fallen scorpion

62

and used the large blade to cut open its abdomen. He plunged his hand inside and pulled out a
massive red and bronze device. This device was the size of a fist of Glimorith, yet the avian
pressed it to his chest. The contraption began to slowly fuse into his flesh, molding to his skin
and painting it a red and bronze hue. Once it finally settled, Timothy appeared more machine
than human. He set out and took different objects of the scorpion and fused them, creating a
more mechanical and predatory look to himself. Once it appeared he was finished with the great
scorpion, he strode to Glimorith. This… this horrified me…
He cut open the chest of the great warrior and slowly hauled out his heart. He began to feast on
it. After a few bites, some of the metal and crystal on Glimorith attached itself to different parts
of Timothy. I was mortified at this desecrating practice of gaining power. Once the day was out
he appeared an entirely different being. He now stood at eight feet tall. His wing span was about
sixteen feet where it had maybe reached twelve before. Now each feather was coated in
differently hued metals. His feathered legs were now thicker and more corded, with wire and
feathers intertwining. His arms were larger, and his talons now sheathed in red crystal. His once
human face was now but a steel helmet with deepset red eyes. I couldn’t comprehend how this
was possible. What ungodly mutation allowed humanities’ genetics to enable these
monstrosities? Even Timothy’s eagle like feet were now golden. He appeared to me a mechanical
bird with a human body. He is not the avian I followed before: perhaps the name Timarion fits
him better. He looked my way and began to ramble once more.
Now I’ve achieved true power. None of the unclean have reached such a high tier of
fusion such as I. Now I shall test my new glory upon a Gargantua, perhaps one of the most
powerful of the automatons. Hell, maybe I would even be a challenge to the Colossus itself.
Perhaps once I prove my power, I will bring my prize to the great Sinadel. I can become human
again. Then I will show them the plight of the wastes… I will unite our worlds no matter what it
takes.
He climbed to the top of the cliff and jumped off. He plunged rapidly to the ground, obviously
burdened by the great weight he had acquired. A flash of red lit the air, and he took to the sky at
a rapid speed. I followed at his heels, astounded by his new speed. He was silent and systematic
in his journey, before suddenly his voice hit my ears. It was changed, with a much more
mechanical tone.
Soon I will be in the Gargantua’s territory. It will prove a truly potent display of my
power when I vanquish this automated horror. I can see the flesh of its victims scattering the
plains. This is a truly unique mecha that feeds on the unclean as its food. I have no idea why so
many of our kind still range within its territory, perhaps because the land itself remains fresh and
fertile. One of the few areas truly hospitable, the verdant canyon is the dwelling of the
Gargantua. Soon I will end its reign, and my kind can reclaim this valley. Hopefully they won’t
let the other machines ruin it. Ah, that kill looks fresh. The bones seem recently removed, and it
still oozes blood… the Garg is nearby….
Dead bodies littered the plain, all lacking any bones in them. It appears this contraption
may use the nutrients in our bones? It’s a horrifying site and leads me to wonder what monsters
created such a thing. I guess I can only learn by listening and watching. I see something in the
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distance approaching. It has the body of a large raven, except instead of the head of a bird, a
small human head instead. I found this creature unsettling, for it was as if you transplanted a
man’s head unto a large bird.
“Hello fellow dweller of the sky! I see you are a cronid. Have you seen the Garg? I plan
to destroy it. I will leave its kills to you, as I have already gluttoned myself.”
“How far you have fallen Timarion. -that name again- You’ve fused so far you’re more
of them than of us. You glow red with their evil. I plead you to leave this foe, it may be our
scourge, but it is also our protector. Without it the automatons will kill the land.”
“If you would band together, you could defend the land yourselves, I will not stay my
hunt. Tell me where it is, or I shall kill you.”
“Fine, it is to the south, in the greenest part of the gully. May it devour your bones,
murderer of Glimorith.”
Hastily the cronid fled, leaving Timarion with a sour look on his face. He angled himself
southward and began to mutter. A few days passed.
That damn cronid thinks it can judge me? I am liberating this land of a great evil, where it
would prefer to shelter in its own cowardice. I am the glorious one who will cleanse my world of
these horrible machines. Yes, the death of Glimorith was tragic, but they will know it was
necessary to bring about greatness. There, on the horizon, I see the Gargantua. They say it was a
fused that became more metal than flesh, but I find that legend foolish. Oh, it’s even larger than
I’d heard… truly this will test my skill.
Before me stood the largest moving thing I’d ever seen. It was nearly fifty feet long, and
maybe twenty feet high. It appeared to me a massive mechanical centipede, and in its maw were
two massive incisors layered in teeth that rotated endlessly. It was a rusty silver all along its
body, with its legs perhaps being six feet long each. It had hundreds of them all along its massive
torso. Around what you could call its head, were two appendages much larger, which had what
appeared to be two massive clawed feet. It was using these to grab boulders and move them to a
large pile. I watched Timarion, as he seemed to be called now, land on a cliff top within diving
distance to the giant centipede. He sat there studying it for a long time.
I must wait for it to recharge. Most of these things have a recharge period, and that will
be the time to attack. It appears to be weak at the areas its limbs exit, as well as the serrations
along its body. The metal covering it doesn’t seem thick enough to block the strength of the
croconile’s blade, let alone my crystal shard. Yes, I think this will be a very good hunt indeed.
A few hours passed, and suddenly the massive automaton ceased its piling of rocks. It
went completely still. The avian creature I had come to loathe waited a moment before
plummeting from the cliffside to attack this enormous prey. It landed near its head and brought
the blade to bare. It slammed this blade into one of the large appendages and severed it. This
triggered a loud booming noise, and random points of the abomination to begin flashing blue.
What sounded like a stampede began, and I realized it was the gears beginning to whirr.
Hundreds of the unclean that lurked in the shadows fled into the night. The centipede roared to
life.
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“WARNING SEQUENSE ARIA-DENAI-KETYA-ALAIN-BITA ACTIVATE,
DEFEND. DEFEND, DEFEND.”
“Today I kill the Gargantua! Today the tides turn!”
He seemed as alarmed as I was that this machine could speak. Yet, it did not stop his
assault. He began to stab the Gargantua in place after place as he jumped about. Leaving steam
to pour from these new gashes. The great contraption began to pull boulders from its pile and
scatter them all along its back attempting to drop them on its pest. It rolled about and flailed in
resistance to the repeated bites from the sword. It approached a cliff face and drilled inside,
perhaps hoping that inside the cliff its rider could not follow. Timarion ran along its back,
stabbing as the creature dug into the cliff face. After finally digging deep enough, it went inside
entirely, and the valley itself shook. Timarion ran and climbed to the top of the great rock pile. A
loud boom filled the canyon, and bursting from the walls, the Gargantua flew at Timarion at
hurtling speed. With but seconds to spare; he jumped out of the way, watching the massive
mecha crash into the ground. He took this moment while it was stunned and jumped onto its very
front. He took its blade and stabbed it in the eye. The eye went dull, and a loud mechanical
whistle blared. It froze Timarion for a second, and the remaining appendage slammed him into
the cliff face. It slowly turned itself toward him and began whirring its maw. Seconds before it
got in range to devour him, he tossed the crystal shard into the great gullet. The makeshift sword
caught in its whirring mouth and sparks exploded from it. A deep booming alarm resounded in
the canyon, and it frantically began to flail and slam its head into the ground. Try as it may, the
weapon was lodged in its swirling gullet and it could not seem to stop struggling.

BOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOMMMMMM!!!!!
A massive explosion occurred inside the great machine, followed by more along its
massive body. After a long scene of chaos, silence filled the canyon. Timarion took a struggling
step upward and paced towards the ruin of scrap and…bone?
I have vanquished you, mighty machine! I am truly a force of power and glory! I
survived a blow from this great automaton and then killed it with my wit. Only thing left to do is
pry its reactor from its core and deliver it to the walls of the Sinadel.
He did as he said he would. After a long night of scavenging, he climbed the cliff with a
few more mechanical additions and a surprisingly small reactor in tow. What made this one
unique from the others I had seen was that it was a deep sapphire blue. It was purely a
crystalline structure without a hint of metal. He reached the top of the cliff and leapt from it, with
his new trophy in tow. As I followed him to his next destination, I saw many different beasts and
machines entering the valley and wreaking destruction. They were met with little resistance.
Soon I will arrive at the Sinadel. They will see my trophy and know I am worthy of being
one of them. I may appear to be nothing but a filthy unclean or a savage fused, but they will
recognize my human heart. Yes, the Sinadel is close now.
The flight went relatively uneventfully, until on the horizon I saw massive towering walls,
the likes of which I had never seen before. They were jet black and lined with massive turrets and
other assorted weapons. They were decorated with great portraits of war, glory, wealth, and
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beauty. The only thing I saw behind those walls was a porcelain tower that pierced the sky. Once
Timarion was close, he landed onto the ground and began to walk toward the walls.
I must walk, else they think me a flying automaton. Best to present my gift before me.
Yes, they will see me and welcome me inside.
After a few more minutes, he stood before the towering gate. He shouted for entry
repeatedly, but nothing answered. He banged on the gates and called out in desperation. He
waited a while and in frustration attempted to force the gates open with his arms. He pushed and
pushed, and they finally gave way. He walked into that dark entrance with his trophy. He howled
loudly with triumph. I remained behind a moment, just watching the massive gates he’d entered.
I was truly struggling with the idea of seeing what was behind that gate and an even greater fear
there was nothing at all.
I could not bring myself to follow. I did not want to see what remained of the “humans.” I
was done with this future, and I decided to leave. Perhaps eventually I could come back, I could
see what he finds. But I find myself drained. This future we are doomed to is too great. No mortal
mind should be cursed to see the direction man has taken. Perhaps I can once more seek solace
in the past. My mission has been a total failure. If only we had been alone in the universe…like
we once thought we were.
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5 Things I Hate That You Did
By Clera McKnight
I hate how you made me fall for you
Then left me like I was nothing.
How did you do it so easily?
Were you faking it the whole time?
I hate that I wasn’t good enough.
I hate how easy it was for me to open up to you.
Your words were convincing; I’ll give you that.
The only thing you couldn’t convince me of was what you really wanted: sex.
Was that it?
I'm glad not sorry.
I hate how, even after all the hurt, I still can’t say I hate you.
I still miss you, not us, but you.
Your beautiful honey brown-eyes, your voice.
The thought of someone loving me.
I hate that I thought I had a chance.
I hate how you told me you would be there for me through thick and thin.
Where are you through this hard time.
I asked, “Are you trying to make me fall in love with you?”
You replied with, “If you do I’ll catch you, and fall for you too.”
I hate that I fell for you.
I hate how "lovingly" you were to me.
Even after I yelled at you, even though we weren’t dating.
I did that because I cared… because I still care.
I thought you were the one for me.
I hate that I came into your life.
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Revived
By Isabelle Torek
Henry pulled at the chain dangling above his face, creating a ringing sound
above him. It was dark in this strange, confined space, but there a small ribbon of
light coming in from wherever the chain led. He mindlessly tugged for hours, unable to
do anything else. He wasn’t completely unaware of his situation, however. Henry knew
that he had slept for too long and was diagnosed with a bad case or death. He was
lying in a coffin, six feet under the ground, with a bell dangling over his grave site in
case he happened to be alive.
The chain was pulled away suddenly, and Henry could hear voices coming from
above him. He heard scraping, a promising sign that someone was digging him out.
After what felt like an entire day, the shovels collided with the coffin. The cover was
lifted and the starry sky welcomed Henry. He desperately sat up and scrambled out of
the hole, eager to rejoin the world. But someone’s heel collided with Henry’s forehead,
and he was launched back into his coffin.
“We don’t need you, man. Just any belongings you were buried with.” Henry
blinked away his pain and studied his two rescuers. They wore clothes that matched
the night sky, and their faces were covered except for their eyes, which were focused
on a ruby necklace that belonged to Henry’s great grandfather. “The necklace. Give us
the necklace.”
Henry grabbed the necklace and wrapped it around his neck instead, the birdshaped jewel dangling just above his heart. “No,” he said. “This is my favorite piece of
treasure.”
“Money is hard to get around here. I’d say that antique would fetch a couple
thousand dollars,” replied the first rescuer, the second one remaining silent. The
second one cracked the knuckles on his large, hairy hands while the first rescuer
glared at Henry, his arms crossed in impatience.
Henry stood up and grabbed the first man by the foot, dragging him into the
hole. The second one fell in afterwards, and all three started hitting each other. While
the two black-clad men were fighting each other in confusion, Henry climbed out of
the whole and ran as far as his unused legs would carry him. He didn’t stop until he
found a house in the middle of the graveyard, its orange windows shining brightly in
the night while its stone walls blended in with the darkness. Henry approached the
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front door and knocked. After the first knock, an elderly lady led him inside. The
interior was warm and comfortable, with large paintings decorating the walls. Each
one seemed to be from a different era, and there were even a few that Henry didn’t
recognize. However, he did recognize the painting with rolling hills and abundant
crops with livestock wandering among the grassy fields. He felt drawn to the painting
as if it was calling him. He saw the people toiling with wooden plows, he saw the ill
people sitting beside their homes, and he saw the faint castle in the background, the
home of the wealthy man who owned the small piece of land where they all lived. Just
looking at the castle made Henry mad, and it also made him remember his crippling
debt.
“Ah, the fourteenth century. That’s a long time ago, huh? Though it probably
feels like yesterday to you.” The lady hobbled forward on a cane, approaching Henry
and the painting. “I know you’re confused. It’s easy to see on your face. The young girl
who came in before you was from the thirty-fourth century, and even that was a long
time ago.” Henry replied with only a blank stare. “The dead have been coming back to
us Henry. Oh, it’s a disaster. The world is overcrowded and it’s survival of the fittest,
every man for himself. We started letting the dead out of their graves at first because
we felt bad. Who would want to be trapped in darkness for another lifetime? But then
they demanded that the other dead ones be freed, and now look. It’s a mess.” She
poured some tea out of a rusty tea pot, her hands shaking and spilling small drops on
the red carpet.
A loud bang came from the door. “Hey, open up in there! We, uh, just came
back to life. We need help. We’re confused!” The knocking continued growing louder
and more persistent.
“Pay them no mind, dear. They’re just a couple of grave robbers. Riskier
business now, though.” The door burst down, the wood splintering and flying across
the room.
“Where’s that old man? I want to make sure he stays dead.” The lady grabbed
her tea cup and tossed the steaming tea into the men’s faces, causing them to scream
and frantically wipe themselves off. The lady now held a broom in her hands, one end
sharpened into a fine point. Henry grabbed the tea pot off of the stove, the fluid inside
still dangerously hot.
“Remember, Henry!” the lady yelled. “Survival of the fittest!”
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Listen, Can’t You Hear?
By Ethan Eltz
Rays of light danced across the horizon and seeped through the wispy cloud
cover above. Reds, oranges, and yellows danced in the colorful sky. As the amber sun
slowly fell off the horizon, the delightful colors vanished, and the light stayed only by
the stars.
The Sitting Bull arose from his wicker chair and waved his great hands into the
night air. Together, the tribe stepped into the birchbark wigwam and seated
themselves around the already glowing fire. The small hut, charred by the smoke of
the flames, became overwhelmed by the thick black smoke. The burning of the oak
filled the sky like a beacon to heaven.
Cheering and rejoicing, the people ran from the tipi and into the autumn night.
Music was played, the people danced, and the Sitting Bull retook his position in his
large chair. Painted faces, laughing, and gentle torches lit the fields in happiness. The
music was lively, for the celebration would last the entirety of the night. The Native
Americans sung long into the darkness; a ritual long repeated for dozens of
generations.
From where the sun left, came another light. Not a round and spherical globe
like the sun, but a more sinister glow; a slow and patient line of orange making its way
across the tree topped hills from the west.
The ambient light crawled across the grass- steady at first but soon gaining
confidence. Astonished, the tribe stopped and the tribe listened. The music stuttered
as if raising a question. Everything was silent in the thin air. With a call, the glow
amplified and spread like a wildfire. A roar of fire and roar of yells arose from the
grassy hills.
The army had arrived and the singing and the dancing had died. There were
screams and panicked faces; the people rose arms. A new smoke arose from the fields
of South Dakota. This was not the sweet oak smoke from the fire but a deadly smoke;
the smoke of gunpowder. For the dance was over, and all that remained were the
screams of the long dead.
There is nothing now, just a dusty road, a faded warning, and an empty field.
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petals will fall
By Lauren Pfitzenmayer
she was born with a flower in her hands
it sat beautifully untouched and perfect
but ever so slowly petals began to fall
one by one on the most important days
first words or walks or heartbreaks
but when she was thirteen her dad passed
and the delicate flower in her hand died
those around her stared in shock
as she was forced to grow up suddenly
surprisingly unexpectedly
not only did she lose her father
but she lost her innocence too
the other little girls continued on
with their flowers perfectly intact
untouched and pure as they were at birth
and they wondered what could have happened
to force the little girls flower to die
and never be alive again
but the little girl grew up
and went on while growing stronger
than the others will ever be
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Cetus
By Garrett C Simmons
A ship tossed by sand and sea
Caught up in a frothy clash
Pushes forth with a bloody glee
All hope it is set to dash
All dreams are set to drown
As the sea pushes them down
Forever to sleep in the briny deep
For mother’s loss the stars do weep
Underneath the seas foaming brow
There now languishes a raw hewed prow
The serpent knows the fates it sealed
And whose underhanded blow was its to deal
To the mothers hearts ever sore with loss
From their tiers the rain did cross
To the hold of a ship tossed by time
To the sea of green and grime
To the grave no man should know
To the briny depths below.
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finale
By Sydney Cavin
it feels like clouds rolling away, like when the pouring rain turns. it turns from a
waterfall, into nothing but a trickle in a stream.
it’s the feeling after a game, after training for months just to be finished in no time. it’s
almost success, but not really.
you were expected to do this. you’ve been taught that this would end this way, since
your very first day. you always wanted to grow up, what made you wish that?
so here you are, your very last semester. your last hoorah, your last memories. the
end of your childhood. and yet here we are, still counting down the days to our finale.
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ocean eyes
By Lauren Pfitzenmayer
your eyes were imprinted in my mind
i know every detail down to each spec of color
you have oceans in your eyes
and i love getting lost
you made me less cautious
and unafraid of the possibility of drowning
in a love like this-- that's how you killed me
your oceans started to stir storms
and the sunrise was plagued
with red fiery anger-- sailors warning
i know i should have known better
the ocean is harmless until
you're in the middle of nowhere without a boat
blue eyes are windows to the soul
but i never saw this coming
i never understood why you wanted to hurt me so badly
sometimes it's easier to believe you never loved me
to justify the hurt you caused
i sent flares-- none went noticed
so i drowned in denial
and blindness to the truth-- our relationship failed
i had fallen from so high that i hit the waves hard
and sinking deeper in your toxic love
felt like swimming through a sea of glass
you always knew how to make me cry
but i never saved myself
maybe i was addicted to the pain you caused
i always did love the ocean
so i allowed myself to drown
forever sinking
in your ocean eyes
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A Swirl of Light
By Ethan Eltz
Darkness hummed in the setting sun.
Oranges and yellows melted below the whites and blues of treetops.
The colors clashed and formed anew.
Insects whirled and buzzed in the frosted air.
Icy hues spread across the forest,
turning thriving worlds into frozen spheres,
never to be set foot upon again.
Even without a second glance,
it glided away in spectacular fashion.
Taking its oranges and blues with it,
far away into the tree-topped darkness.
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quiet laughter
By Lauren Pfitzenmayer
thick rain fell from the sky
and we hid under the blankets
just like children do
i could stay right here
for hours and hours
entangled in your warm embrace
we lay face to face speaking
sweet nothings followed
by a smile and quiet laughter
and nothing else mattered
but you
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Old Defiance
By Ethan Eltz
Somewhere, deep within a yellow wood rests a patch of grass.
Left alone by the neighboring trees, it sits in absolute silence.
Ribbons of sunlight stream through the tree tops and dance across the grassy ground
below.
Dampened wooden planks—once in neatly stacked piles--now crumble and lay upon
the ground in shambles.
Small animals find shelter beneath the planks--hidden from the outside world,
Beautiful flowers and mushrooms grow within the untamed grass.
Tall man-made structures placed around the clearing years ago--once houses and
shelters, now just a shell of their former selves. A dream broken long ago.
Birds perch upon the wooden frames, calling out for all to hear.
No one walks within the clearing. Only the sun who shines upon it and the animals
that live within it know of its existence.
As the rain begins to fall, the sun starts to set, and the day of sunlight slowly closes;
the defiant town enjoys another forgotten day at peace.
The past is here to stay, deep within the yellow wood.
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Intermission
By Leah Eubanks
I am greeted by a wall obstructing my path
Selfish mass eclipses the light
The sun’s rays breach hopefully
From over the towering height
Commits me to its shadow
Blocking out my daybreak
What a sinister structure
And an abhorrent affliction
Black brick beneath my fingertips
I sense the solidity and I understand
It can’t be accounted to mirage
I tear down the first brick
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Whirlwind
By Leah Eubanks
Could my words be a whirlwind?
Could they lift you up and twirl you round?
Could you delight at the whimsy-Or awe in the power?
How could I phrase my thoughts?
How could I raise you up the highest?
How could I tame a hurricane to a breeze-Or something comprehensible at least?
What if my words rung ghostly and enthralling?
What if they roared mighty and majestic?
What if the delivery raises you up-Or knocks you flat?
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A letter and an Empty Coffee Pot
By Lauren Pfitzenmayer
She woke up this morning the same way she has woken up the past month-alone. At this point, it would make more sense if they just slept in separate beds. It
would make her mornings less painful.
She stumbled half-heartedly to the kitchen. Her feet dragged on the floor,
seemingly just as heartbroken as she has been. With each step she took, her knees
crumbled under the weight of her broken esteem. As she inched towards the fridge, a
small note resting against the empty coffee pot caught her eye.
I wasn’t hungry anyways, she thought.
She opened up the paper to reveal her husband’s hurried handwriting. A tear
collected at her waterline, he was so distant that she had almost forgotten the little
details. From missing dinners and coming home late, she was surprised he even took
the time to leave a letter.
After a quick glance, the letter was crumbled and thrown on the floor. The letter
contained a fabrication of apologies and excuses as he tried to justify the need to leave
her. He asked her for a divorce.
Almost as if instinct, she took off her wedding ring, placed it on the kitchen
counter, and did exactly what her husband asked, she left the house.
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Crying Sunflowers
By Clera McKnight
Sitting in this field with you feels as if time has stopped moving and I finally get
to spend forever with you. Surrounded by sunflowers, fingers intertwined together. I
couldn't imagine any other way. The combination of their deep orange-red mixing
perfectly into the brightest of yellow, and the various ranges of orange, red, and yellow
with splotches of pinks, blues, and purples make you look angelic. Making your
already caramel skin look vivid with a honey glow.
ΔΔΔ
There's no telling how long I had been gazing at you, taking in your complexion,
when you turned towards me. I could feel my cheeks instantly get hot and could tell
by the warmth that the apples of cheeks were bright red.
As you turn, I see your soft smile fade into a frown. Angry and sad all at once. I
gave you a look of bewilderment. You cupped my face, every move going slow as if in a
dream; an all too vivid dream. Slowly leaning in but instead of kissing me, like I had
anticipated, you push my hair to clear my ear, your hand now on my neck. You
whisper in my ear, those chilling words, "I can't. I don’t love you anymore."
As I lean in back I noticed the wind had started blowing. At first it was only a
breeze, then it started to pick up, you started to disintegrate, going with it, like sand in
the Sahara during a sandstorm. I began to gasp for air, while a stream of hot tears
flows down my face. I open my mouth to say something, anything, but instead of
words coming out, an agony-filled scream that took all my energy came out.
Everything goes black...and cold.
ΔΔΔ
I jolted up, still gasping for air, with the same stream of hot tears, with you no longer
by me on your side of the bed.
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Dead Leaves and the Dirty Ground
By Ashley Adams
Dead leaves crunched under Cory’s feet as he stepped towards a diner located
directly in the middle of nowhere. Twirling his keys around his fingers, Cory stepped
up to the door and pushed it open. He was struck with a wall of different scents and
feelings. The smell of coffee that seemed somehow stale warmed his nostrils, and he
could feel the grease already clogging the pores of his face. Around the quaint place
were about a dozen small booths and a few tables placed very oddly. Some tables were
closer than others, causing the diner to feel both crowded and spacious depending on
where one were to sit. Cory chose to sit at a booth near a window, and upon looking
outside, he caught a glimpse of a rusty, barely legible stop sign that punctuated the
end of a small run-down road that split into a two-way intersection.
A few minutes prior, Cory had pulled into the parking lot from the dinky road,
and the only ways to go upon leaving the diner were either to the left or to the right. If
Cory turned left, he would find his way down a few more roads before reaching the
interstate and going as far away as possible from where he’d initially come. If he
turned right, however, he would be waving the flag of surrender as he drove back
home with his tail between his legs.
A waitress who seemed as saturated with grease as the very air in the
restaurant broke Cory’s gaze broke from the window. Her shakily painted lips spread
in an obligatory smile before she spoke.
“What can I get you darlin’?” Cory internally cursed himself for not even looking
at the menu yet, so he ordered the first thing to come to his mind.
“I’ll get bacon, eggs over easy, and white toast please. Could I get a coffee with
that?” The waitress scratched the order onto a yellow notepad using a chewed pencil.
After she finished writing, she stuck the pencil into her silver, thick Southern Belle
hairstyle.
“Coming right up!” Her full figure sauntered away, and Cory clasped his hands
together and rested them against his lips. He thought about his mother and brother
and questioned whether or not they were wondering where he was. Were they worried?
He selfishly pondered more about whether or not they missed him than how they were
doing. Cory, too, began to ask himself where he was.
He had left his hometown a day prior, and after driving for almost a full day,
he’d crashed at his friend’s house two states over. Although not proud, Cory was lucky
that his friend didn’t keep a very tight watch of his wallet, for after a bit of sneaking,
Cory now had gas money for almost an entire day’s drive. Checking his watch, Cory
noted that it had officially been about twenty-six hours since he’d technically gone
missing. He didn’t necessarily consider running away being “missing,” but despite
what one may call it, he sure was a long way from his old home.
Other boys Cory’s age were finishing up with high school, moving out, and
going to college. Cory, on the other hand, was officially dropping out of school, running
away from home with little more than a backpack of his essentials and whatever was
in his truck, and ditching formal education for a life of street-smarts.
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Once upon a time, that picture-perfect timeline to success was his dream in life.
Cory had wanted to make something of himself. He excelled in school, participated in
many extracurriculars, and even maintained a social life on top of that. However, Cory
found no satisfaction in it all. He felt that everything he did was to improve his image
rather than as something he genuinely wanted. The expectations of those around him
became the expectations he held for himself until his pride warped those standards
into a weapon he would use to threaten himself when he didn’t exceed the bar he set
way too far out of his reach. Cory no longer wanted to drown in preconceived notions
and judgements from himself or others, so he simply packed up and left.
The decision wasn’t nearly as complicated as most movies and television shows
make it out to be. Cory had a good home life and plenty of people who cared about
him. The one deciding moment, however, was when he was packing his books for
school on the day he left. He had paused while shoving the supplies in, and a subtle
nagging feeling of power hummed in his mind. One thought rang throughout his head:
I have a choice. I can physically leave this place and never come back. My feet do the
deciding, not society telling me what to do.
And with that, he yanked his books from his bag and, in a sudden burst of
rebellion, tore the pages of his notebooks from their metal spines and watched the way
the shredded paper floated to the ground in a snowstorm around him. Such a trivial
action made him feel in control, and he wasn’t ready to relinquish that. He had
grabbed any clothes he could find and shoved them into his bag.
Twenty-five hours later, he was finally sitting in a place that he chose to go,
after choosing not to tell a single soul, and he felt a small surge of adrenaline buzz in
his fingertips as his train of thought was interrupted by plates, a cup of coffee, and a
check being placed in front of him. As suddenly as the adrenaline rush kicked in, it
turned into a nauseating bout of dread. Seeing the meal in front of him made Cory
anxious because he wondered just how many more meals he would have before the
money ran out. How many more miles before he was out of gas and stranded, stuck in
a situation completely beyond his control? It was the not-knowing that started to
make Cory feel powerless.
He tried to dismiss the anxiety as hunger and started digging into his meal.
Subconsciously he made an effort to savor every bite so his future self wouldn’t curse
his present self for being so gluttonous. Each bite began to feel tackier in his mouth
and heavy in his stomach. He took a swig of the coffee to wash it down, but it only
served to make his intestines feel like a swirling ocean of discomfort. Dread and
nausea caused his vision to move in and out of focus with each burst of nerves.
Cory needed control, so he focused on the one thing that he could have power
over: his breath. He breathed deeply and forced his heart to steady as he turned his
attention to the window once more. Clenching his jaw, Cory thought again about the
intersection. Left or right. The choice was his alone. That thought comforted him, and
he relaxed slightly in the booth. No matter which path he chose, it was up to him to
decide. He could decide either to throw away everything he knew for a life of adventure
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and pure freedom, or return home to his loved ones and try to break the expectations
placed on him to become his own individual.
Minutes spent wandering in thought passed by like the floating leaves of trees
and paper, and before he knew it, his coffee was out. Cory rested the ceramic cup
against his front teeth and let the residual heat continue to warm him after the coffee’s
absence. The gentle sunlight that had initially lit up the other side of the diner crept
towards him and began shining directly in his eyes. Squinting, he let himself observe
the light for a few seconds before he hooked his finger around his keys. His period of
contemplation was over, and he slowly stood up from the seat. After he placed the
money for the check on the table, Cory walked out of the diner in a dreamlike haze.
He knew what he had to do, and he knew where he had to go. He spun his
keyring around his finger before climbing into his truck and summoning life into the
engine. He shifted into gear and drove out of the decaying gravel parking lot. Pulling in
front of the stop sign, Cory analyzed each of the four browning letters on the sign
before taking a deep breath and flicking on his blinker.
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Mr. Axe Man
By Ashley Adams
He walked upon the dirty street, straight into the light.
On a mission, he had a swing in his step.
For you see, he was on his way to pay
a visit to every woman, child, and man
whose house was dark and door was closed.
Because on that night, they were to die.
Those who decided to refuse his request and cast the die
had better make sure to tread so light,
because they hardly know just how close
the demon is to their doorstep.
On any other night, he looks like an ordinary man,
but on this evening, to this heinous specter, someone has a price to pay.
His simple request was for the people to pay
those who play jazz when the sky is darkened with black dye
until the sound reached the ears of every man,
and no eyes could avoid the light.
Each foot in the city danced in step
until that fateful night came to a close.
His shadow trailed behind so close,
his only companion from whom a friendly visit was paid.
He was prepared to take the next step
if he heard the music in any home die.
The angry fire in his hellion soul would light,
and the scrooge would get a visit from this man.
In the windows he saw the shadows of women and men
as the thought of death pressed their bodies close.
They fearfully danced to the music by lantern light.
The jazzers rejoiced this night due to ample pay,
and those without private bands went to bars, drank, and tossed a die,
after leaving notes of absence on their front step.
The music that flowed from all the houses drowned out his steps.
He knew that tonight, not even a single man
would be forced to die.
With the morning sun soon coming close,
and the debt of humanity having been paid,
he slunk back into the alleys, out of sight, and out of the light.
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As the light rose, and the first relieved citizens stepped outside, they paid their thanks
to the musicians. That night, the city was safe from the New Orleans Axeman. After
that night, many thought the case closed, but little did they know that more would be
sentenced to die.
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Forget Me Not
By Delena Howell
He remembered a teacup.
“I met a girl one time. Something to do with a tea cup,” he said. He shook his
head as if to rattle out the memories. “Do you know the story?”
“I do.”
“Tell me. Please.”
This had happened before, but I enjoyed telling him the stories. I got to relive
them as well. “Well,” I started with a sigh, “it was a rainy afternoon and the rain was
coming down pretty hard. You hurried inside the closest shop for shelter. You looked
around and found yourself inside a quaint little antique store.”
“What about the teacup?”
“I’m getting to that.” He had gotten more impatient with some of the stories. I
still thought it best if he didn’t know it was me in his memories. “You looked around
briefly, walked up and down some of the aisles. There was a girl behind the counter,
and she smiled at you.” He seemed to nod his head in agreement. I smiled and
chuckled a little before continuing. “You asked her what you should buy, and she said
anything in the store was a steal. So, you looked around the store, and settled on a
teacup.”
“It was white and gold.”
“It was.” He hadn’t remembered that one before. I glanced up on top of the
bookcase where the little memory sat. Its gold rims looked a little tarnished, but the
vibrant rose across the side of it had not faded in the 53 years it had been up on that
shelf. “You handed it to her and asked if you could get two items. She nodded. You
asked her if you bought her that teacup if you could get her heart as the second item.”
“Did it work?”
“What do you think?”
“What do I think about what?”
And it was gone. The happy little memory had faded away, like his own, with
another cycle soon to follow. And like clockwork, it happened again. This time: a
drawing.
He had glanced up at the wall to the drawing he had done of me long ago, in
our prime. “She’s pretty. Did I draw that?”
“You did.”
“You kind of look like her.”
“Me?”
“I don’t know. I can’t remember anymore. I think I remember drawing it
though.” He cocked his head to the side, studying the picture even more closely. He
slowly rose off the couch, and I watched as he went up to the drawing and stood there.
“You ok?”
He touched his fingers to the sketch and ran his fingers the lengths of the hair
that flowed down my shoulder. I had to admit, it was a beautiful picture. He closed his
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eyes and took a deep breath. I sat up straight, studying his every move. It was
peculiar. He couldn’t, could he?
“Wilbert?”
“I remember her sitting here. I remember asking her to look natural because
she’s always beautiful.” He retraced the line, eyes still closed, as if redrawing them for
the first time. “I remember sketching her hair, making every strand count.”
I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes. I remember that night so vividly. I
don’t know if he did too, but I couldn’t believe he had remembered this much. I had
sat down on the couch after cleaning up dinner one night, and he sat down next to me
and stared at me for a bit. I laughed and asked him what he was doing. He told me to
just sit there just like that. He was always such a talented artist, drawing anything
and everything that crossed his path. The drawing he had done was amazing, like
nothing he had ever done before. My hair was curled and laid on my shoulders and
down my back. There was a slight smile on my face, despite how tired I was feeling.
But the picture was everything I wanted us to be again, and there he was staring right
into it.
“I… I remember every line,” he continued. “I told her she was beautiful. I told
her she was beautiful,” he repeated to himself, as if to prevent himself from forgetting
this time. He looked down away from the painting with a pained expression. He shook
his head from side to side. I hated seeing him like this. He knew what he wanted; he
just couldn’t remember it. I stood up to comfort him and guide him back to the couch,
but he lifted his head and looked at me. The world seemed to stop. He looked into my
eyes and then quickly turned back to the drawing on the wall. And back to me.
“Martha.”
“What?” I could feel my eyes welling up.
“Her name. Her name is Martha. It’s you. You’re Martha, aren’t you?”
“I… I am.”
“You’re still just as beautiful.”
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A Path to Follow
By Delena Howell
I’m going to be okay.
There’s a road. It’s long, sure, but way in the distance, there’s a way out. I’ve
gotten this far. I start out carefully, but it feels like I’ve forgotten how to walk. My legs
stumble a bit, in an awkward manner, but it’s not going to stop me. Deep breaths. I
can do this. I take another step. It’s going to get easier, it has to. I walk for a bit,
taking in the world around me. With every step, it seems something new appears to
me. I never noticed how beautiful the sky was. There’s so many distinct colors, and
the light shifts with a slight movement of my head. When I watch my feet, I can see
each pebble move underneath my toes as I shuffle farther along the path. The scenery
around me changes, with every passing moment. Then I see you. I recognize that face.
It’s one of hurt. It’s one of pain. I’ve been there.
I’m going to make sure you’re okay.
I take a step towards you, making sure not to scare you. I’m here to help. You
look at me and I can tell your eyes are sad and seem hopeless, but there’s still a
twinkle to them. You’re beautiful. But you don’t see it. I try relentlessly to tell you, but
to no avail. I take your hand and lead you back to my path. The light’s still there,
twinkling, but you can’t see it. I’ll help you see it. I’ll get you to the end. If it’s the last
thing I do.
I’m trying, but I don’t know who for.
We walk along for a bit, laughing at times, and crying at others. I try my best to
wipe away your tears, and when
you need a break from walking, I lead you to the side of the path and we sit down. The
pebbles have begun to shift and it’s sometimes hard to see where the road is. I can’t
see the light anymore, but I promise you’ll get there. I’m here for you. I pour out
myself into you. I give my hope to you. I give my love to you. I give my strength to you.
I give my life to you. At least I try to. I don’t know if you want it. I don’t know if I’m
good enough to get you there. I don’t want to fail you.
I don’t want you to hate me like I’ve begun to hate myself.
Every step has become a little bit painful. I’ve forgotten how to walk again, but
it hurts to carry on. I don’t want to bring you down. I know you need me to get you
there, but I can’t prohibit you from reaching the light. I think it’s too late for me. I’ve
lost all hope of finding the path. I need to find my way back, but I don’t know how. I
would feel guilty leaving you on your own. I don’t want you to think I would be
abandoning you. I need time to heal again. I don’t know how anymore. I need help, but
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I don’t want to have the same effect on you. I can’t do that to you. I love you. I don’t
want to hurt anymore.
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Old Friends
By Ashley Adams
“Hey, I know it has been a long time, but I just wanted to let you know that I’ve
been thinking about you a lot lately.”
“I’ve been thinking about you too. What made you suddenly decide to talk to me
today?”
“I just really hate the distance that has grown between us over the years, and I
really want to be close to you again, but there are some issues we should talk about.”
“There are many things to discuss. For example, why did you just suddenly
stop coming to my house all those years ago? Did I do something to drive you away?”
“It wasn’t you. It was your family. Everyone who lived in that house seemed like
they were out to get me because I was so different from them. I just couldn’t stand
being treated as an outcast.”
“Then why didn’t you ever invite me over to your house?”
“I would have, but I was scared that you didn’t actually want to hang out with
me because everyone said we made for odd, unlikely friends.”
“You know I would never turn you away. I was always there for you when you
needed me. However, even after everything I did for you, you still had the nerve to tell
me you hated me.”
“There’s no excuse for what I did. You were always by my side, and I guess I
wanted to prove to myself that I could be self-reliant, and in doing so, I lost sight of
what was truly important to me.”
“So you never actually hated me?”
“No. I think I was just projecting all of my anger and stress onto you, even
though you were what kept me afloat.”
“You know, it’s not too late for us to reconnect. I’ve always been one for giving
out second chances.”
“In all honesty, I don’t feel like I deserve a another chance. After all I said and
did just to spite you, why are you giving me a second chance?”
“Because every one of my friends has added value to my life, and I wish to be to
them what they have been to me.”
“I’m so sorry. I think I have changed, though.”
“I can tell you have. Just reaching out to me has been a big step for you.”
“If you don’t mind my asking, did you ever have the urge to reach out to me and
talk to me first?”
“I did reach out to you, but you never noticed. It always seemed like you were
ignoring me.”
“I didn’t see any calls or texts from you.”
“I tried talking to you face-to-face, but you never heard me.”
“Oh. Well, I guess I always have been hard of hearing.”
“That’s for sure. Do you want to start over?”
“What do you mean?”
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“Let’s forget the past and just start over as strangers.”
“Thank you for giving me a second chance. I really appreciate it. I feel like
something has been missing since we grew apart.”
“I feel the same way. Alright, let’s do this over. We’ll start clean and just see
what happens.”
“Okay. Nice to meet you. I’m Ashley.”
“Nice to meet you, too. I’m God.”
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Untitled
By Paige Balding
Let me die a youngman's death
not a clean and inbetween
the sheets holy water death
not a famous-last-words
peaceful out of breath death
When I'm 73
and in constant good tumour
may I be mown down at dawn
by a bright red sports car
on my way home
from an all night party
Or when I'm 91
with silver hair
and sitting in a barber's chair
may rival gangsters
with hamfisted tommyguns burst in
and give me a short back and insides
Or when I'm 104
and banned from the Cavern
may my mistress
catching me in bed with her daughter
and fearing for her son
cut me up into little pieces
and throw away every piece but one
Let me die a youngman's death
not a free from sin tiptoe in
candle wax and waning death
not a curtains drawn by angels borne
'what a nice way to go' death
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Home
By Paige Balding
Where I am from everything is passionate, the cadence of spoken Italian to the
lovers on the streets, family is very passionate about things. Even rural area where we
live is filled with vibrant flowers. Different purples mix in with lavender fill the dirty
cracks in the ground, from the souls of the victims in the plague. I can still hear the
moans and groans of the young and the old. I am traveling to America, where I am
going to place my art in a big museum. Millions of people will admire my work, and
many others will criticize, but I know I'll stay strong.
I graduated from a high school in Italy, but I am attending a college in New
York. In New York everything is different. The streets are wide but always crowded.
The smells of garbage and marijuana fill the air. New York, I love you, but you are
bringing me down. But the things that happened to me while living in here made me
homesick. I have built some negative connotation that filled me with a heartache. The
people in my college whispered their wistful comments and left their lashes on my part
.Not physically, but emotionally. It is heart-wrenching seeing something you are very
passionate about turn into something more into an insecurity.
I want to go home but I know my mom and dad will never forgive me. They will
think I am wasting their time. Granted, it was not their dream to travel across the
globe to accomplish some dumb art submission. I should just leave. I hear the
whispers and rumors of the petty and childish females gossiping about me. I guess
this is how life works. I can't let people walk all over me. What I experienced in college
is like a reality check. Not everything perfect and gorgeous, but this is the only
beginning.
I hope something changes for the better. My art piece made it into a big
museum. I have everything I want. But is New York where I really want to stay? The
billionaires are convinced they rule the streets with their luxuries. I hear distinct
moans and groans of the people who were killed within the town I live in. Somehow, I
feel like I am back at home in Italy. Not everything is beautiful and rural, but despite
all the hatred I have for you, I still find as imperfections gorgeous. Italy, take me off
your mailing list; I think I found home.
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On Jarvis Street
By Bailey Yobp
The snow was falling gently now as the man walked slowly south on Jarvis St.
He understood that this would be his final snow, but, at the moment, his mind was
elsewhere. This street was traveled by ghosts more than people now, or so it seemed to
the man. And on this evening, it was especially quiet. Maybe because of the snow,
maybe because the universe new the importance of this night, and thus, cleared the
street for the man, giving him time to think. And think this man would, as he passed
an old, foreclosed building that had the air of an old pool hall.
Richardson took another swift drink from his glass as he sat at the bar of
John’s Place, a place he had frequented for years. John stood behind the counter,
smiling at Richardson beninely. The pair had known eachother since they were kids.
They grew up on the same street together, went to the same university, and even had
similar passions, just different ways of going about achieving them. As John poured
Richardson another glass of Gin, Rich dug into his pocket for a twenty, and placed it
on the bar. However, John shook his head and pushed the money back to Rich, still
smiling. Richardson returned the smile and took another sip and gazed around the
bar. It was fairly quaint, only five or six tables with a pool table in the corner and a
stage where a smaller grunge band was playing. The band wasn’t anything terribly
noteworthy, but the bassist was skilled enough to be considered “bearable”.
Richardson looked back at John, who now had a curious look in his eyes. It was
almost fear, but dangled more between that and surprise. Rich followed his gaze, and
quickly became rather confused as to why there were officers rushing into the bar. The
one in charge quickly flashed a sheet of paper in John’s face before taking his baton
and swiping all the alcohol off of the middle-most shelf. Richardson sat dumbfounded
as the officer ripped off the false back and began pulling out bags and bags of white
powder and blue crystal.
The man took his eyes off the old bar, realizing that he hadn’t properly breathed
in a few seconds. It had been a rough day, that one. As the man continued walking, he
saw another building looming out of the blasting snow. This one had a new face, for it
was now called the Toronto Community Center. This, however, was not the name the
man had grown up calling it. For he had always and would always know it as Marley
United Methodist Church. As the man passed the building, he thought that, for a
moment, he heard what sounded like an organ fighting against the scream of the
blizzard.
The sound of those old ivory pipes belted all throughout that great oak
sanctuary. Richardson sat in the first pew, letting the wave of praise engulf him like
an ocean. Over the years, he had slowly moved his way closer to the front row, the
minister’s words becoming more interesting with every passing year. As the organ
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ceased, Reverend Comstock took his place behind the podium, and began to preach.
He spoke of peace and acceptance, of love and care, and how they, as christians,
ought to never look the other way when they saw someone suffering. Richardson
leaned forward in his pew, taking notes, trying his best to remember every word
coming fro this enlightened man’s mouth. The good reverend finished his soliloquy,
stepped down from the spotlight, and silently left through the doors that led to the
fellowship hall. Richardson had been deeply moved by this message, and, while
clutching his notes to his chest, ran after Comstock. He entered the hall just in time to
see the minister disappear through a door Rich had never been through before. It was
one of those doors that you always saw but never really registered as properly existing.
However, Richardson desperately wanted the minister to know how much the sermon
had moved him, so he opened the door to reveal a set of stairs that lead to the
basement. As he slowly crept down that steel incline, Rich heard what sounded like
cries of pain eminating from beneath him. He grew nervous now, feeling perhaps that
he was not meant to be down here, but he felt it was too late now. All the cards were
on the table, and Richardson had bet all his chips on this one round. At the bottom of
the stairs was another door, this one made of stainless steel with a great iron bar that
could be put over the entire frame.
As Richardson pushed this last barrier from his path, he saw Comstock
standing with other members of the church around a pair of people, who appeared to
be fighting. Rich stood there in shock, unable to consume what he had been given. As
his notes fluttered to the floor, one of the members noticed him standing there,
watching his faith be dismantled before him. As Richardson reached his destination,
he found himself reflecting over his little walk. Every time he had put his faith in
something, that same something seemed to punish him harshly for that faith.
Richardson often thought about the children who had overdosed on drugs they had
gotten from the bar and the poor civilians who had died in the basement of the
church. It made the man angry, how something that had been loved since birth, at
times, could reveal itself to be cruel and evil. As Richardson felt the pavement below
his feet turn to wood, he thought about how there is nothing in life that could ever be
fully true. A hard pill to swallow, but that is how the world works. Things you love
betray you, ones you trust leave you, and people you need forget you. Richardson drew
near the end of the dock, looked out into the Toronto Bay, and his mind became
blissfully silent. The only thought that lingered was the this last question: will the ice
hold my drop?
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Artist: Stephanie Reyna
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california
By sarah martin

catastrophes sweep the new year like sudden mudslides,
and earthquakes shake the
land that breaks the homes and hearts of loved ones.
influenza break-outs and shortage of medicine take lives by the dozen
frenzy of chaos for the hospitals
october turns the world orange acers lost by the thousands as
raging wildfires lit up the trees like the
numerous firetrucks lit the roads and sang their sirens.
in a time of such panic and terror,
all we can ask for is hope.
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Artist: Alex Pierrette
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Storm
By Sydney Cavin
they say we’re all destined for greatness
that’s the funny thing about humans
they say things they don’t mean
and shrug when they realize what they’ve done
he came out
kicking
screaming
crying
eight years later and nothing has changed
torn apart by the cruelty of his peers
distressed by the words his own family says
ripped by society
eight years later and nothing has changed
He sits there
terrified
tortured
tormented
eight years later and nothing has changed
twenty four years old and alone
the evil that leaks from those around him
causes a storm inside
twenty four years later and they only notice when he’s gone
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April
By Elizabeth Izo
radiant yellows make your daisies stand out among the purest whites
brilliant violets withstand the harshest of rains, determined to make it out alive
soft reds border these, protecting all from potential danger
the liveliest greens emerge from the ground, holding these colors so triumphantly
reminding us of our own foundations, of those who hold us up

and despite the fellowship your flowers express, your showers still come
the storms persevere until everything in sight is nothing but rubble
reminding us of those whose purpose is to break us

but your yellows and violets and reds and greens don’t stop
for each year they rebuild, even bigger and brighter than before
the month of indescribable beauty
the month of jaw dropping obliteration
you are april
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Artist: Kathleen Carroll
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Spinning
By Tatum Perry
When most kids reminisce on fourth-grade, their thoughts are overwhelmed
with memories of recess and learning simple math, science, and reading skills. When I
think about fourth-grade, however, I remember learning two distinct lessons: what the
true feeling of heartbreak was, and a quote from The Secret Life of Bees by Sue Monk
Kidd which reads, “[the] world keeps spinning no matter what sort of heartbreak is
happening.”
“And that is how you prove congruence of triangles,” I said to my classmates as
me and my best friend, Gabby Santora, and I finished presenting our math project.
“Mrs. Schoo, I need Tatum Perry to the office for checkout, please,” we heard over the
intercom. I slowly gathered my belongings and headed for the stairs. As I stepped onto
the last step of the staircase, I caught a glimpse of my mother and brother standing in
the office with tears in their eyes. I pick up my pace as I find myself running through
the worst possible scenarios in my head. When I finally reach the door to the front
office, my mother extended her hand out to grab my backpack and said she would
explain the situation when we got in the car, but we had to go now.
When I opened the backdoor of the car, I saw a 7-Eleven slurpee waiting for me
in the cup holder. I convinced myself that the situation must not be as bad as they
made it seem, considering my mom and brother had stopped to get me a drink on the
way to the school…little did I know that the next few sentences spoken would change
the rest of my life. With tears still streaming down her face, my mother struggled to
find her voice, but finally said, “Your dad has been in an awful car accident driving to
work this morning. The doctors won’t tell us over the phone how bad the accident was,
but he is in the hospital and the doctor said he broke his leg.”
When we arrived at the hospital, our eyes swollen from crying, we frantically
asked the front desk if we could go back and visit my father. “We’re sorry ma’am, but
your husband can not be seen right now. He’s in critical condition and the doctor are
still evaluating him. I’ll send a doctor out as soon as we can give you further details,”
replied the lady at the front desk. We sat down in chairs in the lobby, all three of us
shaking like trees in a tornado, waiting to see the doctor’s report.
About 30 minutes later, a man in full scrubs and a face mask on came out and
asked to speak to my mother alone. Tanner, my older brother, and I stayed put. When
my mom came back to where Tanner and I were sitting, she told us that the doctors
were going to have to amputate both of our father’s legs. He had severe burns on his
legs, a broken neck, a broken thumb, internal bleeding, and glass embedded in his
face. Of course, my brother and I cried after that because we were scared that our
father would not ever walk again or might even pass away from his injuries.
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While my dad was still in the hospital, he told me that the “world [keeps]
spinning no matter what sort of heartbreak is happening.” He got this quote from Sue
Monk Kidd in The Secret Life of Bees. Throughout the last seven years and twelve days
since his accident, we have learned to appreciate the simple joys in life and to find the
positive aspect in every event. I can confidently say that the world does keep spinning
no matter what is happening in your own personal life. We can’t dwell on the
misfortunate events in our past, but we must keep an optimistic mindset and know
that tomorrow will be a new day, the sun will still come up, and the world will keep
spinning. Today, we still live by this quote. He is up and walking on his prosthetics,
enjoying the life in front of him instead of letting his past affect his happiness.
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The Woman With Long Brown Hair
By Ryan Hayes
The beautiful woman comes to my room each night
She has long brown hair that glistens in the lamp light
She has a welcoming smile and dazzling green eyes
She comes to me with stories of ballerinas and stories of little blue monsters at the
end of books

She sings to me in my dreams, she tells me goodnight
The light goes out, my eyes get teary
I run out of bed and I run into her arms

The woman with long brown hair protects me through the night
She knows all of the monsters under my bed, in the closet, and behind the door
She knows how to defeat them. The ones with tusks, and the ones with horns
We battle them with our imaginations, we battle them with a fight

The woman with long brown hair cradles my dreams, my thoughts, my hopes
She shields me from the bad people, and my nightmare
She teaches me to trust and also to question
She teaches me to push myself, but not over the edge into a dark abyss

The woman with long brown hair, and dazzling green eyes taught me to protect,
And that’s what I will do
I will protect her when she can no longer protect me
She is the one I trust, love, and need. She is my mother
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Summer Couples
BY JILLIAN PREECE

Longer days and shorter nights
Memories that last a life
Darker skin and lighter hair
Friends seem to be everywhere
Days spent at the beach
Bare feet and lazy speech
Lying in the cool grass
Never wanting summer to pass
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Artist: Sarah Cox
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K+A
By Ashley Adams
I used to see you in our garden every day. It was a place of dusty flowers and misty
mornings. We danced on the soft grass and sat on pillows of clouds. Time was
irrelevant to us in this place.
In the garden, honeysuckles were full of nectar, and our hearts were full of love. The
old bench holds our initials carved inside a heart, forever to be displayed on the
immortal wood.
The cool breeze brushed our hair from our faces as we ate cherries off the nearby tree.
On warm afternoons, we waded in the water of the coursing, giggling river.
On one evening I held your hand tightly, and my tears blended in with the raindrops
on your skin. You departed from our little oasis that I used to call heaven, but now
simply call “memory lane.”
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He said she said…
Carly McNeill "I need a soda. Or therapy. Probably both." -Ko
Ashley Adams "y=mx+b is the slope of any gangsta lean." -Omar Holmon
Sydney Cavin “If karma doesn't kick you in the butt, I will.”
Mia Downs “lol you're not Harry Styles”
Lauren Pfitzenmayer “Standing outside is the closest I'll get to being outstanding.”
Leah Eubanks "I'm still alive but I'm barely breathing" -The Script
Cyrus Halcomb “Bernie Sanders sucks”
Lux Thunderrock “HI GAY, IM DAD. Thank you for your time”
Bailey Yobp "I have been alive since I was born and I will live until I die"
Elizabeth Izo "My passion for writing grew exponentially when I went to eating disorder rehab
and was inspired by a one-legged bird. If he can do it, so can I."
Josh Cho “The only time you look in your neighbor's bowl is to make sure that they have
enough. You don't look in your neighbor's bowl to see if you have as much as them.” - a
disgraced comedian (Louis CK)

J Mason Johnson "All I can be is me. Whoever that is." -Bob Dylan
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