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Inside the tomb of the beast 

Many a creepy critters crawl  

Angry in form, angry in mourn 

On your skin they fall 

Lanky, legged, twisted, and turned 

Glassed eyes couldn’t call 

The stuff of nightmares fill my head 

Outward, inward filled with dread  

Monsters, monsters under the bed 

8-legged, 8 headed, evil until fed 

Red, Blue, Purple, Pink 

I wish... I wish they would sink 

I wish I could tear them from my head 

Infested, tearing 

Those creatures won’t let me atone 

Those creatures won’t leave me alone 

I scream, I cry, I plead, I bleed 

Yet they never leave my mind 

by Jonas Gleiner 

UNTITLED 

by Hailey Graham 

HALLOWEEN POEM 

- 

ODES TO ALL HALLOWS’ EVE 

—FEATURING OUR MOST CHILLING SELECTIONS— 

On a crazy dark gloomy night 

All the stars are turned on bright 

All the kids eat sugary treats 

Running  around crazy until the lights come on in the 

streets 

Carving pumpkins born to fright 

On a crazy dark gloomy night 

Beds are calling kids home 

Crying a river for the guardians to bemoan 

Now the monsters under the bed are ready to play 

Kids tucked under the blanket ready to run away 

Now the kids are sleeping tight 

On a crazy dark gloomy night 
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“Whispers of The Open”  

by  Javontiona Nichols  

 

In the heart of the fire   

And the depths of the rain,  

The darkness continues to travel.  

  

Between the clashes and turmoil’s  

The bumps in the road and the tripping of feet,  

The darkness continues to travel.  

  

Under the cranium of mental   

And the quake of the animals,  

The darkness continues to travel.  

  

On October 31st in the middle of the night   

The darkness will overload.  

What will happen on that spooky night?  

The world may never know.  



7 

Feeble mind and body too  

A feeling of relief and coo  

A bird aside the pumpkin stem  

Chirping on the scare crops brim  

   

And if your slowly approaching him  

The bird might just chirp and startle him  

Coo, coo, coo  

Your scared of him!! 

 

By Joneel Lewis  

 

Photo by Alex Fulghum 
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As children play and adults do not 

One thing is known on the streets of Caldiot. 

One knows to run, turn tail and flee, 

If they spy the Griefer, coming to meet. 

Black tar from the lungs, a sickening sound 

Here comes the Griefer, upon his face a frown. 

More accurately, a scowl, nay, a grimace 

Or maybe no word could describe his horrible face. 

His talons scrape the dirt, oily feathers dirty and bro-

ken 

The smell of his hide would have any man choking. 

His limbs stretched and thin, bones nearly breaking 

Creaks and cracks in every step he is making. 

His mouth alone like a creature dragged from the 

dredges. 

Black beady eyes set deep in their sockets 

Some foul liquid drooling from them, smelling of vom-

it. 

  

 

by Audrey Taylor 

THE GRIEFER 

His nose bulbous and bent, or perhaps it a beak? 

Crooked  and snaggled like the fang of some beast. 

His mouth is gaping, in that horrid expression 

Pointed teeth, thin like needles, line his gullet in succes-

sion. 

His grey lips cracked and thin, bleeding at the edges 

His mouth alone like a creature dragged from the dredg-

es. 

Black beady eyes set deep in their sockets 

Some foul liquid drooling from them, smelling of vomit. 

With hair of rusted wire and dry cactus spines, 

And a single bald patch, center of the pilosus  porcupine. 

Upon this spiked mane, he wears a tall, patchwork hat 

Dirty, rotten leather, smelling like piss of a cat. 
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by Audrey Taylor 

THE GRIEFER (CONT’D) 

by Isaiah Waldron 

UNTITLED 

A woman was driving on the road 

Driving back to her humble abode. 

But as she was happy and driving by 

An interesting man caught her eye. 

She pulled over and her eyes grew wide 

Then she offered to give the man a ride. 

He was handsome, sweet and spoke a lot 

She was sure she hit the jackpot with him. 

They drove further into the dead of night 

All calm with no worry or fright. 

He was speaking with such intelligence 

She couldn’t help but think he was so elegant. 

She loved a man who was very smart 

At that moment he stole her heart.  

Turns out he literally stole her heart.  

The poor lady wasn’t very smart. 

It sits, flopping in the breeze, beginning to mold 

Covered in a decade’s worth of coal. 

As he walks, his hat puffs and smokes 

No doubt polluting the air as it atrociously blows. 

It’s important to remember when the Griefer walks past 

you 

To keep your head down and refuse any question he 

asks you. 

With any luck, he will continue his creak and sway 

Leaving wilted flowers and the smell of death in his 

wake. 

For as children play and adults do not 

One thing is known on the streets of Caldiot. 

One knows to run, turn tail and flee, 

If they spy the Griefer, coming to meet. 
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The Little Boy…   

   

Down by that playground   

On the swings, back and forth   

The little boy rocks   

By that foggy, black court  
   

"Ring around the rosies"...   

The little boy sang...   

"A pocket full of posies"...   

On that swing everyday   

   

But there's something about this boy   

Something not quite right   

His face always seems to be   

The last one you ever see   

   

Say 'hello' if you dare   

Red balloons mark his victims   

Who was this little boy?   

Why were his ways so clandestine?   

   

Lock your doors if you see him   

For he may be right beside you   

With a new, red balloon   

Goodnight to you too 

By Kevin Perry Photo by Alex Fulghum 
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“Saturday Night FRIGHTS” by Sean Medley 

 

Halloween is Saturday Night  

Witches gather and brooms take flight  

Ghosts and ghouls swarm the street  

Doorbells ringing for a treat  

  

Lollipop suckers kids think are nice  

Chocolate sweets are my vice  

Snickers, Milky way and KitKat too  

It seems I got mine, how ‘bout you?  

  

Flashlights bobbing throughout the night  

Breaking darkness with their light  

Running, skipping without a care  

Laughter and giggles fill the air  

  

Vampires and Man-wolves and mummies in tatters  

Darth Maul or Darth Vader, it doesn’t matter  

Autumn has sprung and the leaves will fall  

Halloween is here, Happy haunting to all 

 

Photo by Alex Fulghum 



12 

Art by Sophia Smith 
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‘Twas in the deep forest the sacred blade did lie 

Belenus’s daughter was destined to kill Mordai 

‘Twas in that deep forest the sun still shone 

It waited for centuries for one hero alone 

Aleena did travel toward Lincolnshire 

She travelled to escape the Demon king’s ire 

She heard of the blade that was evil’s bane 

It’s been there these years and it’s gathered some fame 

She came to the lord’s house her friend at her side 

They were told of their task, it would be a ride 

So they set off with haste without missing a beat 

An important quest and a destiny to meet 

Her dearest companion forever at her side 

Their dragon and tiger for great strengths they were tried 

But they fought through all that came them so great were 

their feats 

Never doubt the true power of projectile meats 

So they travelled through time defeating all that came 

They travelled many places collecting great fame 

‘Til they came to the place where the enemy did lie 

 

 

by Ethan Covington 

THE BALLAD OF THE HEROINE 

There’s no doubt it was him, it was Captain Mordai 

She defeated him swiftly with her father’s power 

But off in the distance emerged a great tower 

They thought it was over however they were wrong 

The battle not over they headed along 

A great army the captain did amass 

They were unsure if they were able to pass 

They called down the angels and prepared for war 

It would be easy, for they’d done it before 

She fought ‘til the end where she challenged Mordai 

She’d done it before so she’d give it a try 

A battle for ages as sword did meet sword 

But in the end only one pleased their lord 

At that very moment the darkness went away 

The bells, they did ring and the music did play 

The king, he did praise her at the festival that night 

The land had been saved by the Heroine of Light 
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by Griffin Kauffman 

THE  STRANGER 

It was the day before Halloween, and Joey had just gotten off the bus from school. He had a 

long and boring day at school and was tired. Flinging open the door to his house, he walked 

inside and dropped down on the couch. Switching on the TV to some football, he finally 

relaxed.  After twenty minutes of watching football, he started to close his eyes. He drifted 

off to sleep.   

Suddenly, there was a loud scraping noise. Joey sat up quickly on the couch. It was pitch 

black outside.  Joey looked at the clock; the time was just after midnight. Joey’s heart was 

pounding. He got out the flashlight on his phone and slowly stood up.  

His parents were on a business trip in New York, so he was home all alone. The scraping 

noise sounded again but this time it was louder.  Joey slowly walked down the hallway to-

wards the noise.  

When he reached the end of the hallway, he saw something flash behind him out of the cor-

ner of his eye. Abruptly his phone’s flashlight went out.  Joey was breathing heavily and ex-

tremely frightened. His flashlight suddenly flickered on and there was a dark looming figure 

in front of him.  

When Joey’s parents got back from their business trip the next day, they were surprised to 

find the house empty, completely empty! 
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Art by Christiana Taylor 
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by Connor Schulz 

A SHORT SCARY STORY 

It was a quiet and peaceful drive through the mountains of Montana on a dirt country road. There was a 

slight breeze in the air that could make you get goosebumps. I was probably driving around 1:00 a.m., tired 

and exhausted when I saw him. A man in the middle of the road was walking very slow. I honked my horn 

to let him know I was coming, but he kept walking straight. I honked at him again and told him to please 

move aside, but he didn’t respond. The third time I honked though was when he stopped moving.  

Then he slowly turned around and was soon looking dead at me. His face looked old, maybe late 40s, and 

was scraggly around the cheeks, his eyes were baggy, and his nose was crooked. I soon noticed his clothes: 

they looked torn and battered as if he found them in a dumpster, and his shoes were mismatching dress 

shoes both dirty and one with his big toe sticking out. Lastly, his hat was an old fishing hat that was stained 

and had holes in multiple spots which contained only one hook in it. I honked for the fourth time, which 

must have awoken him, because he started walking towards my window.  

Once he got there, he tapped very slowly three times. I rolled down my window to look him in the eye, but 

he said nothing. We must have stared at each other for a minute, not breaking the stare, when I said, “I’m 

going to go now.” He suddenly put his hand firmly on my car and shook his head as if I haven’t gotten his 

permission to leave yet. That’s when I noticed he was holding a knife in his left hand. I stepped on the gas 

and drove off as fast as I could. When I looked back, he was running but couldn’t keep up with me. As 

soon as I made it to the rest area, I locked the doors and windows, turned the car off, and fell asleep.  

When I awoke it was around 11:00 a.m., and I went to go to the bathroom and get something from the 

vending machine, but when I returned, scratched on my car was big writing: “I’m always watching, Greg.” I 

then found the nearest exit off the country roads and onto the main highway, and to this day I never drive 

late at night on country roads alone.  



17 Art by Ariana Bryant  



18 

Art by Areonna Ellison 
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by Henry Ward 

THE PAINTED MAN 

                                                     I never wanted the painting.  

It was all my mother’s idea, really. She had thought the apartment didn’t feel comfortable enough ever since 

we moved in, and finally decided to take it into her own hands. If only she hadn’t done that… 

We lived in an apartment building on the edge of downtown. It was a small space, but it was all we could af-

ford. This all started with my father’s death five months ago. It was late November, and my dad, Andrew, was on a 

work trip in Egypt. He was an archeologist, and worked with an exploration crew. A few days before he was ready to 

return he was found dead in his hotel room. The report said that he had been strangled before having his head cut 

off, but there were no fingerprints or signs of a break-in.  

The news devastated me and my little sister Abigail, but it hurt mom the most. She almost froze, in a sense 

that she never did anything, and just sat in silence. She wouldn’t eat, drink, or do anything. She couldn’t work, and so 

we ran out of money quickly. We had to sell our house and car. Finally, my grandmother stepped in and helped us. 

We stayed at my grandma’s house for a couple weeks while she helped Grace get back into her life. 

Once my mom was able to function again we moved into the apartment. It was a small place, but we made the 

best out of it. I slept on the couch in the living room to let Abby sleep on the bed with mom. It had the basic necessi-

ties, and one window that looked over the edge of downtown. It was not much, but it was home.  

We lived right down the street from a park with a small pond. Every few weekends there is a market for ven-

dors to sell things. Some are small things, like old clothes or blankets, but every once in a while, there were vendors 

selling interesting things, like glassware, exotic fruit, or jewelry. Yesterday Grace took us down to market to look 

around for some things to liven up our apartment.. 

We searched for almost an hour until we came across a booth that was almost hidden behind a tree. It was at 

the edge of the group of vendors, and was partially hidden behind a black curtain. A sign hung on the tree said 

“Simply Magical: Paintings, Mosaics, and Tapestries.”  

“A painting would be nice for the apartment”, Grace said. “I wonder what they have?” 

A small, hunched man shambled out from behind the curtain. He was a strange looking man, with a balding 

head, short legs, and a round stomach. Around his neck was a gold Ank necklace. 

‘What might you be needin’ today, young one’s?” 
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The man’s voice was scraggly and strangely deep for his size. Grace told him about how we wanted some 

artwork to hang in our apartment, and he smiled with his creepy face. He ducted back into his booth and pulled 

out a long painting with a simple but delicate looking wooden frame. The painting was of a forest, with tall trees just 

starting to turn red for fall. It was a beautiful painting, except for one small thing: the man. Standing to the right of 

the painting there was an unsettling man in the piece. He was halfway behind a tree, as if peeking out at the viewer. 

It made me shiver. It was almost as if he was watching me.  

“Is this to your liking?” he asked.  

My mother and Abigail thought the painting was great, and proceeded to buy it. I tried asking the owner 

about the strange figure in the painting, but when I was explaining it to him he said, “What person?” 

I looked at the painting again, ready to point out the unsettling figure, but I could not find him.  

“I swore I just saw a man painted right here” as I pointed to the spot,” Right here, half tucked behind a 

tree.” 

The old man looked at me with a puzzled expression, but when I looked at his eyes, somehow, I knew he 

had seen the man too, but was somehow unsettled by it. Even pleased that it was going with us. I tried to ignore his 

gauze as we packed up our painting and headed back home. We decided to hang it up in the living room, as there 

was a large blank wall. Sure, it was an amazing nature scene, but I kept remembering that small man I had seen ear-

lier, and the intensity with which it seemed to glare at me.   

I started reading on the couch and wrapped myself up in blankets, and quickly fell asleep. I woke up around 

one o’clock in the morning to get some water, and glanced at the painting. I looked away, and then shot my eyes 

back to it. There he was! The painting man was closer this time, standing in between two trees on the left-hand side. 

As I was studying the painting I swore I could have seen it blink. But that’s impossible, I thought to myself, I must 

just be imagining things. I rubbed my eyes and looked at it again. He had just come even closer! Now he was stand-

ing at the front of the painting, with his lower half cut off by the bottom frame. I could see him clearly now. He was 

a tall, muscular man with glowing yellow eyes. He was wearing a grey and brown robe, and under the robe his body 

was covered in wraps of cloth. He looked like an Egyptian mummy, but the only thing not covered was his eyes, 

and they were the most unsettling part. They seemed to follow me wherever I moved, and in them I saw great an-

ger and violence. I started to walk backwards, away from this cursed painting, until I saw it move.  

I froze, stricken by fear. It turned and began to walk towards the left edge of the frame. He walked with a 

slight limp, as if he hadn’t walked in a great deal of time. I noticed that the art work of the man was not the same as 

that of the painting. The trees had been painted with numerous small brush strokes, every one noticeable, but the 

man seemed so much more real. He looked like he was a 3-D object, not caring that he was stuck in a 2-D world. 

He got to the edge of the painting and rose his hand. In it was a small silver knife, shining and glimmering even in 

the painting.  It left the frame of the painting, and I couldn’t see where his hand went. 
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I found out soon enough. The man was looking at the wall, and his hand movements looked like he was 

writing something, Suddenly, on the wall next to the painting words started to appear. The way they were written 

was strange, and it took me a second to realize that he was writing on the wall. How could this happen? How is it 

possible for a figure in a painting to affect its surroundings like this? I looked at the words it wrote. 

MY NAME IS AZAZEL 

YOU ARE NEXT 

Seeing these words carved into the wall gave me a whole new wave of fear. I decided then that I would not 

die to this creature, and that I would beat Azazel. 

Running to the kitchen, I dumped out drawers until I found what I needed: a lighter! I scrambled back to 

the painting to find the man Azazel, standing in the middle-front of the frame, with his arms crossed and eyes star-

ing into me like lasers. I saw above the painting was a new set of words.  

THOUSANDS OF YEARS AGO I WAS BROUGHT BACK FROM THE DEAD BY THE GOD OF 

DEATH, SET 

HE GAVE ME ETERNAL LIFE, AND I REPAY HIM WITH NEW SOULS 

YOU ARE NEXT 

This section made me even more scared, and I almost ran for it. But I could not imagine leaving that de-

mon in the apartment with Grace and Abby. I mustered up all the courage I had and ran forward. Using the lighter 

I covered the painting in flames. Thinking I had won, I triumphantly stared at Azazel, daring him to make another 

move. I had won this game by removing his plane of existence. There was nowhere for him to go but back to hell.  

Azazel did the unexpected. He shook his head, almost in a mocking way, and walked out of the frame. I 

froze. The fire instantly stopped, and all traces of the painting had disappeared. How did he do that, I thought to 

myself. Then I saw a flicker of motion in the corner of my eye. Slowly turning, I looked over to the opposite wall, 

where a photo of me, Grace, and Abigail hangs. And standing at the edge of the photo. Was him. I ran to the pho-

to and punched it as hard as I could, shattering the glass. My right-hand bleeding from the glass shards and my 

body trembling, I looked at the photo. The photo was crumpled, ripped and had blood stains on it, but Azazel was 

nowhere to be seen.  
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In a moment of fright and panic, I ran to the bathroom and locked the door. Standing at the sink I 

splashed cold water on my face, and told myself that it was all a dream. I was sleeping. Yes, that must have 

been it. It was all a dream. 

I opened my eyes and looked at the mirror, trembling in fear, hoping he would be gone. There was 

nothing. I relaxed a little. How silly I had been, letting a dream make me so scared. Then I saw a movement 

in the mirror. Spinning around, I stared at the wall in fear, trying to find where he was hiding. There was no 

photo or painting in the room, so how could he be here? Looking back to the mirror, I saw nothing, until a 

hand raised from right behind me. I was frozen in place, and as much as I wanted to scram and run away, I 

could not. My body refused to move, staying locked in the same place, the most dangerous place. The hand 

in the mirror dropped to my shoulder, and I could feel it touch me. I could feel his cold, dead hand, with its 

aged cloth wrapping spattered with blood. I looked down at my shoulder, and there was nothing there. It only 

existed in the mirror, but had somehow drawn me in.  

Azazel’s hand moved its way up to my neck and started to squeeze. I could feel the pressure of his 

hands, feeling those cold, dead hands choking me, as strong as rocks. I scratched at my neck, but there was 

nothing there to grab, only the marks of his hands on my neck. 

I could feel and see where he was squeezing even though his hand only existed in the mirror. He was 

squeezing the live out of me, and I was gasping for breaths. He lifted me up a few feet into the air, with rela-

tive ease. 

With his other hand Azazel pulled out the knife he had written on the wall with earlier. I could see 

now the intricacy of his knife. It had a wooden handle, with a shining silver blade. An Egyptian ankh symbol 

was carved into the pommel of the knife. He took the beautifully made knife and made a cut down the inside 

of my arm. I tried to scream, but had no air to make any noise. The pain that racked my body was almost un-

bearable, and all I could see in real life was my skin splitting open, seemingly by itself. In the mirror, Azazel 

dipped his index finger in the blood from my cut and began writing on the mirror. My vision started to blur, 

and I could feel my body starting to die, but I could still make out what he wrote on the mirror. Written in my 

blood were the words 

FOR SET 

MY KING 

As I watched Azazel raise his knife to my neck, I almost welcomed the thought of death, rather than 

spending another second of this pain. 
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Art by Shydymond Brown 



24 Photos By Otto Tyler 
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by Sebastian Ruble 

SOUNDS OF THE NIGHT 

 The bird sits on its perch, high in the trees, watching me with its black eyes, same as usual. Its dark 

matte black feathers still, undisturbed by the gentle breeze around it. Sitting on my back porch, I watch. The 

forest behind it cast in black with the sun going down on the horizon. The bird twitches its head and opens its 

mouth slightly, as if it wants to say something to me. I sigh, setting my empty glass down on the creaky floor-

boards of the porch beside my chair. Standing, I zip up my jacket, knowing the cold night is coming soon. The 

bird still watches me. I make eye contact with it, almost entranced by its patience. Almost as if it has no other 

goal but to know me. Suddenly it flies off, deep into the pitch-black forest behind my house. 

 My house is the only house for miles, my home in the middle of nowhere. Residing in an empty field, 

with a mass dense, dark, deep pine forest behind. The forest is odd, it always has been. The cold winds seem 

to only come from its depths, the sounds as well. But, only at night. Only at night. The day is always empty, 

though. Silence, except for the winds or the occasional herds of Elk that occasionally wander through. Past 

that, rarely a bird if anything. If I hadn’t lived here for most of my life, I would say the forest is almost unnerv-

ing. Now though, if anything, its just the silent neighbor you never talk to.  

 As night envelopes the lands around, including the permanently dark forest behind, I enter my house. I 

turn on a lantern to provide light for me to take off my boots. Covered in mud from the day of work before, I 

set them down near the door. As I stand, I see her picture. My wife, from years before. I pick up her picture 

and gaze down on it. I run my thumb over her right cheek, feeling my throat close and my mind lose all direc-

tion. I miss her. She disappeared long ago, many years ago, many moons. I set her picture down gently where 

it was on the table. Looking back, its pitch dark outside, not any hint of light except my lantern, and the gleam 

of the bird’s eye from deep within the forest.  

 I stir from my sleep. Why? I lay there, warm under the blankets, wondering. I look over at my clock, 

One in the morning. Same time every night. Sighing, I turn over and close my eyes.  

“Come to me.” 

 My eyes automatically open, responding to the whisper that filled my room and encased my mind. I sit 

up, shocked, glancing around my room almost frantically for something in here with me, yet I’m alone. Always 

alone. My mind tells me to go back to bed, to the safety and comfort of the sheets during this cold fall night. 

But my heart, oh my heart prods me to see. I stand, pulling on jeans, a shirt, and jacket. I grab my rifle before 

my mind comprehends my actions, following my heart. It tells me to go. It tells me to find. Find what? I make 

my way downstairs, to the backdoor to my porch. I pull on my boots and grab my lantern, ripping open the 

back door. Through the screen door, a frigid breeze rolls in, slow. It runs over my body, chilling me to my 

core and freezing my spine. I push open the screen door, a sense of dread filling inside of me.  
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Yet my heart soldiers on, controlling me. I step outside, letting the screen door close behind me with a thunk. 

I stare into the center of the black void ahead of me. Down the stairs, ahead of me. The only light the orange 

flicker of my lantern, its flame dancing. One creaky step after the next, I touch solid ground. Grass around 

me, cold air in my lungs, forest ahead of me, I go.  

 Entering the woods, I’m encased in darkness. Not just a darkness of night, but a pure, black, ungodly 

darkness. Light can’t pierce it, nothing can. I turn, only a few trees in, and nothings behind me except more 

forest. My heart rate rises, I feel pulsing in my head. My home is not in sight, nothing except forest abounds. 

Deep, dark forest. I turn back around, walking, guided by my lantern. Silence lies like a thick blanket. My feet 

crunching on the grass is overwhelmed by the buzz of silence, a lack of life or energy.  

The trees crack. 

 I turn around, frightened at first. Silence ensues once more. I walk, more carefully, towards some un-

known ambition.  

 They crack once more, behind me, trailing me. 

 I turn again, back pedaling. There’s nothing, nothing but the empty cold soul of forest. I turn and start 

jogging, rifle in my hand and lantern in the other. The flame of the lantern dances with more speed, almost as 

if its enraptured with our affairs. I pray it doesn’t leave me.   

 Footsteps, crunches, scraping of wood, all behind me.  

 I dare not even look, I just run. My feet carrying me through the density of trees, my breath leaving 

cold fog in puffs as I go, my lantern dancing with an excitement too full to handle! It bursts.  

 Gone from my hands, cast away from me, my lantern dies. It disappears in the dark never-ending 

woods. I gasp, having not thrown my lantern, having not performed a single action with that hand. I stop, my 

feet suddenly heavy and my soul weighted with dread. My heart no longer guides me. I’ve reached what I’ve 

come for. I feel it within me. I stand, gazing around for something, anything, an answer. Why am I here? 

Why did I stir from my sleep when only fear and frigid air accompany me here?  

 As my head sinks, something crashes to the ground in front of me. I look up, stumbling backwards 

and falling onto my back. Ahead of me stands another person, yet not just another. Its lanky form, grey skin, 

jutting bones, all those of a human but wrong. Wrong in some way. It crouches on all fours, almost like a spi-

der, watching me. Its empty black eyes, watching. Waiting. I can’t help but stare into its grasping gaze. I can’t 

help but reach my hand out. Something lives within it, but I cannot see what. A feminine soul, but in the body 

of a creature, I feel. It approaches me, hanging over me. Still gazing into its eyes, I almost fail to notice its 

sharp jagged teeth which protrude from its human maw.  
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Coated red with blood, it almost smiles at me. I jerk my eyes away from its eyes, glancing down. Its right knee is 

deformed, a gaping hole through the side of it. I feel my eyes widen; a gasp escapes my throat. I know it, I know 

her. A long, bony hand strokes my cheek, its grey skin smooth like hers once were. I stare down at my rifle, 

knowing what I once did. I left her here. I left her for dead. I told everyone she was lost, lost by her own crea-

tion. I told everyone I knew naught of her disappearance. I loved her, but not as I loved myself. So, I left her in 

the last beast’s path, a round through her knee, bait.  

You have confessed, I hear my mind utter. Tears fill my eyes as the lanky hands wrap themselves around my 

neck. 

 

Art by Evan Langhammer 
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“The Shut Down” by Harrison Callis 

 It wasn’t that bad at first. But now that I think about it, my life changed in 

phases. It was most noticeable in my history class. The class itself was a joke. The 

teacher had no control of his students, so he ended up teaching his lessons to the 

only three people paying attention. The rest of us either talked amongst ourselves, 

played games on our computers or phones, and then there were the two kids who 

always slept at the back of the classroom.  

 On this day, Mr. Foggden, the history teacher, pointed out how 

it must’ve been a long week, since most of the class was asleep. I looked up from 

my game of Among Us and noticed how many students had their heads down. 

When the bell rang, everyone woke up except three of my classmates. 

Mr. Foggden had to shake them and when they woke up, they said they had a 

hard time hearing him or the bell. I heard they were sent home after visiting the 

nurse’s office.  

 I noticed I was starting to sleep more instead of playing on my phone. My 

teachers were also starting to fall asleep during school. Once I fell asleep during 

physics class and didn’t wake up until the bell rang. When I glanced around the 

room, more than half the class was looking around in shock, while the rest contin-

ued sleeping, oblivious to the bell. Even Mrs. Angrum woke up, startled, from her 

stool at the front of the class. She also had drool on the side of her mouth.  

 This was also the time the teachers started bringing air scents for the class-

rooms. Most of the students who slept and complained about not being able to 

hear the bell started smelling really bad, like they hadn’t showered in days. This 

smell accumulated in the hallways to give a faint smell of decay.   

 Eventually the school closed due to “infectious sleepiness”, as they called it. 

There was something going around, and everything else started to close down, 

too.  

 The day before everything closed down, I had a strange experience. I had ap-

parently slept through my alarm and slept for a while after, so much so that my 

mom started to worry. She came into my room and tried to wake me up but 

I couldn’t even hear her. She had to shake me awake. I saw her lips moving, but 

no sound came out. I thought it was because I was tired so I asked her to say it 

again. When she did, I realized I’d gone deaf.  
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  We rushed to the hospital where we were immediately given face masks and es-

corted to an isolated wing. I looked around the room while my mom filled out papers. You 

could tell who was sick and who was not. The sick ones gazed around the room or sat frozen 

by fear of what was happening to them. Their families and friends were talking to them, try-

ing to comfort them, probably not even aware that the comfort they provided for their deaf 

loved ones was confined to their moving lips and hugs.  

 Eventually, I was taken down a long hallway by one of the nurses. When I 

looked back I saw my mom crying as another nurse escorted her out. The walls were a sickly 

green color and the doors had a faint fog of green on their windows, like moister left by some-

one who breathed on glass during a cold day. The hallway reeked with the smell of rotting 

decay. We entered a small room, sort of like a conference room, with kids my age watching a 

show on a television.  
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 I walked up and sat next to Jessie, my friend. We were both infected with 

whatever this was and had to communicate through text, since we couldn’t hear 

each other. According to Jessie’s dad, the head doctor at the hospital, we were in-

fected by some kind of fungus that was immune to all antifungals. No one knew 

who patient zero was, where, or how they got it.  

 The movies were pointless since we couldn’t hear anything, but when the 

movie was over they let us vote for the next one…and the next one…and the 

next…until it was time for bed. The nurses took us to a large room divided into 

smaller ones by make shift cloth-walls, each containing a small bed. The next 

morning, we were woken up by a doctor asking us various questions, mostly about 

our senses. After the doctor’s questions, a nurse led me to the conference room, 

and on the way there I saw other kids being rolled down another hallway in 

wheelchairs. I asked her where were they going, but I was only urged to keep go-

ing. Then we passed a bed that was rolled from one of the rooms. It 

was Mrs. Angrum. Her eyes were white and there was a faint mold that grew 

from her ears and mouth, giving her a greenish-white beard.  

 I screamed and turned to run for the exit, but before I could move the nurse 

put a hand on my shoulder to stop me and a doctor came out of Mrs. Angrum’s 

room and put the blanket over her face.  

 “What was that? What happened? Will that happen to me?” I asked, plead-

ing for an answer.  

  The nurse only looked at me, and with a soft shove got me moving to-

ward the conference room. I sat there in shock while a new movie played. Jessie 

texted me, asking if I was all right, but I couldn’t answer. I stayed that way for a 

while, not moving, still seeing Mrs. Angrum’s distorted face. When I stopped 

thinking about her, I noticed all the empty chairs in the room, or if they had an 

occupant, they were different kids. It was then that I fainted.  

 I woke up in the middle of the night, lying in my hospital bed. I tried to sit 

up, but I couldn’t. There were no restraints on me, I just couldn’t move. Through 

the corner of my eye, I saw two doctors setting up televisions in the middle isle of 

the room.  
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 The next day a doctor came in to check on me, and it was then they discov-

ered I couldn’t move. Now, all I had was to just stay in this bed and watch the tel-

evision. The nurses had to sit me up on the back of the bed so I could see the TV, 

and in my case, I also had to tell them what I wanted to watch. I couldn’t move my 

jaw well, but my lips and vocal cords worked fine. It was mumbled, but they un-

derstood.  

 I watched the news to see what was going on. The major news stations made 

a big deal out of the infection that was spreading, and the local stations painted a 

more real image of what was happening. There was footage of entire streets closed 

off, the windows of all the houses green with spores. Things were slowing down 

and none of the interviewed doctors nor the reporters themselves showed hope for 

improvement. No antifungals worked or even slowed its spread and there were no 

survivors. Things were entering a solemn silence.  

Photo By Otto Tyler 
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  Watching that, I eventually broke, and started screaming in a slurred 

sound. Two doctors rushed in to help, and I saw a green cloud rush from the small 

opening of my mouth as I screamed. The smell reeked with the smell of decay, de-

cay from my own body.  

 I was sedated and eventually calmed down and all they could suggest was I 

watch something else. I refused and insisted on watching the news, which, know-

ing the end results, they let me. I sat there watching this for days. My eyes and 

face wet from tears, tears that the nurse had to clean off when they came to feed 

me. My section of the room smelled rotten with a faint organic smell that can on-

ly be described as just that, organic. Sometimes I would stare at the TV to avoid 

looking at my arms, because a green mold grew from my finger nails down my 

wrist and arm. There was also a green aura around it from spores, which left a 

green imprint of the sheets. The sheet, though, did relieve me the sight of my legs 

and the rest of my body.   

 Luckily it didn’t hurt. My body was just numb, the parts with the fungus 

having an almost phantom feeling of fuzziness.   

 I asked one of the nurses once if the fungus was eating me down to the bone. 

She said it was only a “skin condition” at this stage. I knew that was false since I 

asked while she cleaned my bed pan, and since I couldn’t get up to use the bath-

room on my own.   

 After days of crying, I stopped. I just sat there, with the knowing of my fate 

in my mind. It was also in this moment that I remembered a book my dad had on 

his shelf. I never read it but the title stuck out, and thinking of my situation, felt I 

could relate to the title: I Have No Mouth, and I Must Scream. This thought 

brought a smile on my face, and the joy was both added by the fact that 

I couldn’t smell the rot anymore. I couldn’t smell at all.  

 It wasn’t long after that the taste in my food left too. Leaving me nothing 

but the images on the TV now. It isn’t bad though. Now I just sit here watching I 

am Legend. I haven’t seen my family or friends for some time now, but 

I don’t mind. It doesn’t matter.   
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  As the movie starts to come to its conclusion, black spots start to form 

over my eyes. I try to say something but my small lips make very little sound for 

the staff of just one nurse, no doctors, for the entire floor. The darkness grows 

over my surrounding, not bothering my view of the TV. It was only as the main 

character dies that I am in the darkness, cloaked in a fuzzy feeling until that too 

leaves...   

 “When a person dies their senses tend to stop working in this order: sight, 

taste, smell, touch, and finally hearing.” - Michael Powell  But Will it Kill Me?  
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“I AM WENDIGO” by Chris Slusher 

 

 I AM WENDIGO , imagine my terror the shear fight or flight mode that kicked in when 

those words were uttered with such a deep and raspy voice that its didn’t sound human. For this 

spine tingling, hair rising, spooky terror tale to make any sense I will have to start at the begin-

ning. It was Hallows Eve 2018 when me and my friends came to the conclusion we were to play 

murder mystery the following night as we had felt we had grown too old for the normal festivi-

ties such as trick or treating, but no matter how old, wise, tough, or witty we thought we might 

be nothing would prepare us for the wickedness we stumbled on that day.  

   Now let me start of  by addressing that we lived in a pretty rural area. We would run 

around town all day. As the sun began to set, we set up for the game or “base,” an old dog ken-

nel. The first murder would start at the other end of  the forest at my friend’s apartment. I really 

did not want to be murderer for that exact reason but as luck would have it, I lost the 

straw draw so I gave the others a fair ten minutes to get into a good spot.  
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 Afterwards I headed down the little gravel path towards my friend’s. The further I went the 

gravel started to disappear and soon I was walking through thick woods in the dark with no trail, 

map, or flashlight as my phone was charging in my friend’s apartment. I had been walking for 

maybe ten minutes and I could hear what I thought was my friend Noah laughing in the brush as 

his laugh is very distinct sounding. I got maybe five feet in and heard someone or what I thought 

was a human run off. I found a bed spot were it looked like someone was laying but it was mas-

sive, possibly an eight foot circle. I thought it could possibly be more than one friend, because 

when it crashed through the brush it sounded heavy, but I would soon find out what I was hear-

ing was not my friends but rather something I never want to see again.  

 I followed the noise into the brush I walked for five minutes muttering to myself about how 

I hated the guys for trying to scare me, that’s when the smell came. The smell of deer urine and 

the overpowering smell of rotten possibly charred human flesh. I assumed maybe I had spooked 

an injured deer and that’s why I smelt rotting flesh maybe he was close to death. Me being naïve 

called to my friends that I give up and I was looking for an injured deer, but I got no answer and 

this was odd as it was around 10 pm quiet and our designated play area wasn’t but so large. I’m 

not saying the woods were small, the woods stretched form miles, we just got an Erie vibe when 

we went too deep so we decided to not go all the way back as we did not want to get lost. 

 After around 30 minutes of stumbling through the dark looking for my friends and or an 

injured deer I still smelt the rotting and it had gotten much stronger. Now it was like walking 

around in a corpse instead of just a dying animal. Any outdoorsmen will tell you animal and hu-

man decay smell differently. This was like both on top of each other. That’s when I saw it or ra-

ther the antlers 8 feet off the ground behind a tree. I thought an unlucky hunter had tied his deer 

to a tree to come back but that still didn’t explain why it was still there. This late most hunters 

have already packed up and left so I approached and from my side of the huge oak tree I pulled 

the antler but it didn’t budge so I peered around the tree to be met with a rotten ugly smell matted 

eight foot deer on two legs. It had a gaunt frame and a sickly smile or no lips I couldn’t tell for the 

decay all over it. That’s when it began to let out a laugh in my friends voice. Then fueled by fear 

and anger, fear of the beast in front of me, but yet anger as I did not know if my friends were 

okay. Then before I could even think about fighting it a voice could be heard in the distance. It 

was Jason my other friend. I was thankful to hear someone familiar in that moment   

 This thing sniffed the air and turned back to me and uttered the words so loud yet so low I 

could feel it in my chest: “ I AM WENDIGO “ in a haunting voice one that would make the big-

gest of men cower in fear. I’ve looked into this creature and it is a cannibalistic spirit said to pos-

ses its victims with an unshakable hunger.  

 That’s not the end either. I’ve been hungry since that day and I’ve recently become more 

violent for meals. Please help me. I don’t want to become one of those creatures. 
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 “My Best Friend Died Watching This” by Emma L. Baker 

I found something rather interesting while cleaning out my friend’s apartment this morning. It’s a 

small black journal with a red ribbon bookmarking the page he left off on, insignificant at first glance 

sure , but it’s not until after taking a look inside I realize what it truly means. The first entry 

reads: I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything that horrifying in my life. WHY IS THIS A CHILDREN’S 

SHOW?! I’m not sure how to explain this and I don’t even know if what I saw was real, but I can’t sleep 

so real or not I’m writing it down. Where to start? Well it was about 12pm and I had just sat down to 

watch the game, when I turned the TV on it was turned to channel 67, which never plays anything, but 

tonight was different, the screen was bright and colorful and a cheery theme song was playing. The 

lyrics were a little strange, I guess that’s what enticed me to keep watching, they went something like 

this: “Twinkling, sparkling, red walls dripping. Singing, swinging, watching Mona. Giggling, gur-

gling, don’t mind the aroma. Kicking, Twitching, Mona’s sniffling. Crying, frightened, Mona’s gone qui-

et. I think Mona’s lost her head!”  

 The whole song was unsettling and what made it worse was the images playing over it. In the 

first verse it shows what appears to be blood dripping down creamy yellow wallpaper, the second 

verse shows a group of children holding hands in a circle and looking up at the ceiling, for the third 

verse the children put on gas masks, the fourth is a little girl’s face and it looks like she had been cry-

ing, and for the last two verses the girl closes her eyes and it shows a shadow on the wall of a girl 

hanging by her neck and the head falls off and the last sounds you hear are giggling and a loud thud. 

I don’t know what kind of sick game these screenwriters are playing but everything about it was horri-

fying.  

 I wish I could say that’s where it ended but alas, the program continued, it went on like a nor-

mal kid’s show, the blonde girl from the intro, Mona, was trying to catch butterflies and the other kids 

were telling her the best ways they know of how to do so. It all seemed normal until she asked a dark-

haired girl named Lindsey. Lindsey shoved her in the mud and told her that the best way to catch 

butterflies was to sit in the mud until they came to eat her. After she said that a whole swarm of 

butterflies surrounded Mona and within two minutes her screams were silenced, and the children 

laughed hysterically until the screen went dark and filled with static. I was shocked, it was strange 

enough that they had aired a kid’s show at 12pm but it was even stranger that the 

show contained such dark content. I’m going to write a letter to the TV provider in the morning, if I can 

even sleep that is, so I’ll be leaving off here for now.  

 I couldn’t believe what I had just read, I didn’t know what to think the whole experience chilled 

me to the bone, even though I hadn’t been the one to see it play out. I continued reading nonethe-

less, I was curious to see how this played out, maybe this could tell me why he had decided to take his 

own life.    
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 The second entry read: It happened again. Just when I was starting to think it had been a 

dream or sleep paralysis, it happened again. And I don’t mean it happened again for the second time, I 

mean, it happened over and over and over again. I haven’t been able to sleep for weeks and each epi-

sode has been worse than the last. It always starts with the creepy theme song and disturbing images 

and then goes into a normal looking kid’s show, but when Mona goes to ask Lindsey for advice, Lind-

sey does something horrible and says awful things to Mona. The endings are always the same, Mona 

dies in a disturbing way and the other children’s hysterical laughter drowns out her screams until the 

screen goes black and turns to static. I’ve said it once and I’ll say it again: why. Is. This. A. Kid’s. 

Show?!  

 The next few pages are blank almost as if he’d just picked the next page at random, which I 

guess he did after seeing how freaked out he was. The rest of the entries are about the same, he just 

gets into all the gory details about the episodes, nothing I’d really like to read. Something catches my 

eye though.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 On the 12th entry he wrote: They’re real. They are real and I can’t stop seeing them. Every-

where I look I see Lindsey’s face in a horrifyingly contorted smile and Mona’s mangled body in a num-

ber of ways. The children are laughing. Always laughing! Every single one of them is laughing! I 

can’t eat, I can’t sleep, I can’t even go to the freaking bathroom without seeing these awful images 

and my house has just slowly been filling up with the smell of rotting flesh. It’s becoming unbearable. I 

can’t live anymore and it’s all because of this stupid show! What did I do to deserve this torture? When 

will it end? My stomach dropped as I realized that whatever he saw, whatever his sleepless delusions 

were showing him, they were the reason he’s gone.   



41 

 Why didn’t he just tell me? I could have helped him. I could have reasoned with him. I 

could have eased his troubled mind. I force myself to keep reading even though it’s becoming 

painful. Mona told me something just before the show came on last night, she said “I think she’s 

going to die.” Which didn’t make any sense, but I figured she meant Lindsey was going to die, 

which in all honesty, made me feel a little satisfied. Lindsey had it coming anyway, after every-

thing she’s done to Mona, I’d be glad if she died. She didn’t though. Instead, the episode was sort 

of about the theme song, Mona was putting on a talent show, she had asked everyone to come 

and showcase their talents. Lindsey smiled and asked Mona if she’d be her assistant during her 

performance, Mona happily agreed and went on with her planning, after a lot of hard 

work Mona’s room was fully decorated for the talent show. The other children went up and per-

formed as normal kids do but when Mona’s turn arrived, it changed. Mona had tied a noose to the 

ceiling fan and climbed up onto a stool.  

 Lindsey screamed and said “NO! YOU CAN’T DO THAT! YOU SAID YOU’D BE MY ASSISTANT! 

I DON’T WANT A DEAD ASSISTANT!” she kicked the stool from underneath Mona and Mona fell to 

the floor and cried about how she just wanted the torture to end.  

 Lindsey wrapped Mona in her arms and said “If you wanted to die so bad why did you keep 

coming back? You could have just stayed dead.”   

 Mona held onto her tightly and smiled. “I came back because if I didn’t, you’d be happy. I 

hate it when you’re happy. You’re mean when you’re happy.” Lindsey pushed Mona away from 

her and the last scene before it went black and turned to static was the gruesome shadow from 

the intro.  

 Lindsey appeared behind me and asked “Why do you keep coming back if you don’t like 

it?” I had laughed to myself and realized that I had no idea why. So, I’m not coming back.  

 Those were the last words in the journal and if I’m being honest, they make perfect sense. 

The only thing that doesn’t make sense is, why Mona said someone was going to die. I closed the 

journal and the TV cuts on and sings “Twinkling, Sparking, red walls dripping…“    
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“The Mirror” by Alice Sherman 

 Steven was a normal guy. That’s what he told himself. Each day, he did the 

same things, worked in the same place, acted the same, and went through the mo-

tions of his life with the same level of excitement. He made his bed every morning 

and straightened his messy hair with water from the faucet. He worked an office job, 

leaving his house early and getting home late. He drank black coffee while checking 

his emails each morning. He was quiet around his co-workers and only made casual 

conversation.   

 Everything about Steven was very typical, except for one little thing. Each time 

Steven would look in his mirror while washing up, he would see his reflection, but 

he wasn’t convinced that it was actually him. Instead of his tired, morning face, Ste-

ven would see himself grinning. As soon as he would rub his eyes to clear his vision, 

he would see his tired, morning face again. Some people might have been alarmed 

by this, but Steven had seen this grinning face all his life. This was normal 

for him and he assumed it was just one of his quirks, like everyone has. Each day, 

Steven would go through his daily morning routine and leave for work like nothing 

out of the ordinary was happening, because to him, nothing was.   

 One morning, Steven was having a rough start to the day. He had woken to 

his neighbor’s dog barking and he stubbed his toe while putting on his pants. Ste-

ven had eventually made it to the bathroom to wash up. He turned on the lights and 

before looking in the mirror he went in his drawer to get his brush. Suddenly, the 

bathroom light flicked off. Steven patted the wall trying to find the light switch, but 

all he felt was the cold wall tiles under his fingertips. As he put his hands out in 

front of him to steady himself on the sink counter, his hands felt a slick surface that 

yielded under his weight and seemed to draw him in.  

 Before Steven had time to think about what happened, the bathroom light 

flicked on. Steven’s eyes slowly adjusted to the light. He was staring at his grinning 

reflection in the bathroom mirror, but something was different. He was staring at 

the grinning reflection from a different perspective than any time before. He was 

staring at the grinning reflection from inside the mirror.  

 One hour later, Steven arrived at his office for the day. Steven’s co-workers im-

mediately noticed something different about him. Instead of sporting his usual 

blank expression, Steven had a grin on his face. 
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It’s Dark Outside 

By Grace Morrow 

It’s dark outside,  

The sky glows red,  

You wish to keep your life,   

As you lay in bed.  

  

You glance at the window,  

There is a sound,  

You grasp your pillow,  

You feel your heart pound.  

  

The silence haunts you,  

A chill makes you shudder,  

You don’t know what to do,  

You slide under the covers.  

  

Your bedroom door squeaks,  

Something enters the room,  

The floorboards creak,  

Could this be your doom?  

 You close your eyes,  

And hope it will go away,  

You’re out of time,  

It’s here to slay. 
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“I Kept a Tally” by  Anonymous 

 

I enjoy math, I always have. From a young age, my mother was surprised at how easily I was able to grasp  
concepts that my classmates had struggled with. Throughout my early childhood, I was prideful in my ability,  
never once passing up a moment to show off my skills. One way I did this was through tally marks.  

Now you might think that tally marks are just for little children. I disagree.   

I enjoy everything about those little dashes on the head of my calendar in the kitchen. I enjoy the sense of  
order they bring, the sense of future.   

My roommate doesn’t get it. She never will.   

My roommate only wants to lounge on the couch. She only wants to judge me, to nag me, to humiliate me.   

I hate my roommate.  

She’s loud, abrasive. She never cleans her room, and rarely washes the dishes.   

As a result, our apartment always smells horrible when I come home from my late-night shift. The trash 
rotting in the bins is constantly mixing with some other repulsive smells. Her room smells as if something 
died in it, but she never lets me help clean up. Its locked, but I can still smell it. No matter how many tow-
els I place in front of her cracked door, the stench of rot still enters into my nose.   

I have many tallies. One of them is for how often I’ve contemplated getting rid of my roommate.  

Tally one...  

                      Tally two...     

                                            Tally thirty ...               

                                                                       Tally fifty two...  

                                                                                                              Talley seventy nine...  

                                                                                                                                                      Talley two hundred.  

Today is my day off. I’ve been excited since last month.   
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I’m beginning to get frustrated. I walk with more vigor and malice towards Naomi’s door. I kick the towels 
aside with my feet and heave as the stench yet again wafts into my nose. My hand is bleeding, but I don’t 
care.    

I didn’t want to tell her I had the day off. I didn’t want her to ruin it by insisting we spend time together.   
I don’t want to talk to Naomi.  All I want to do is try and get the place to smell less like a landfill and  
watch Netflix in bed.   

I’ve deserved it.   

My bathroom flooded last night. I didn’t have the energy to clean it after my shift, so I just left it. I intend on  
cleaning it as soon as I can.  

Naomi said I could use the one closest to her room.   

But as I walk into the hallway that houses Naomi’s room and the bathroom, a foreign yet terrible stench fills  
my nose. I gasp. I cover my nose quickly before running into the bathroom and shoving towel after towel Into 
the bottom of the door. The stench is thick in the air however, my attempts are futile. I sit down by the  
door and rest my head against the chipped dingy wood.   

I hear something. Snoring? Flies? I can’t tell. Something is blocking the sound, but not the stench.   

I jiggle the cold brass handle. It’s locked.   

Naomi isn’t here right now. She thinks I’m at work. She would have no clue that I broke into her room.   

I don’t see why she needs to lock her door. Does she like the stench of her own filth?  

I jiggle the handle again.  

I don’t see what the big deal about locking your doors when you're not home. For someone who constantly  
steals my silverware and rummages through my clothing, Naomi sure tries to hide stuff.  

I slam into the door using my shoulder.  

Naomi needs to clean her room. She needs to do her laundry, to do SOMETHING. Might as well take her 
 stuff down to the laundromat for her. Maybe spray some Febreze too.  

I walk away from the door and enter the kitchen, ignoring the stench of whatever she left out.  

I haven’t told Naomi this, but I have a skeleton key. The landlord gave it to me when I first rented the place  
with my old roommate, Devin. I miss Devin, he was nice. He always wore this cool bracelet with a picture of  
a horse engraved on the side. It was golden. He said it was his treasure.   

I miss Devin, he’s a much better roommate then Naomi.   

I find the skeleton key in the lower drawer but cut myself on the upper hand with a box cutter someone left  
open.  



49 

 

 

 

 

Her room is unbearable.  

I open the door slowly, pinching my nose with my left hand.   

Flies, flies are everywhere. They cover almost every single surface, making some of Naomi’s furniture look  
black. I rush to her window and thrust it up with all my strength.  

The flies don’t leave, and the air barely helps.   

There’s soundproofing all over the walls. Her bed is a mess, and there’s strange yellow splotches on the wall  
as if someone did a shoddy patch job. Well, multiple patch jobs.  

The front door is opening. Naomi is home.   

I duck under the bed, instantly regretting it as the stench is even stronger from down there. I hold back the  
tears that are forming in my eyes as the odor is almost too strong.   

Naomi briefly enters. She’s angry. She begins to walk around the apartment and opens my door.  

I left the door open; she knows.   

I’m shaking. My hands are jittering. I pull out the key and start making tally's on the wall to sooth me.  

One...  

            Two...  

                      Three...  

                                     F-four?  

The wall is squishy. As she rummages through the kitchen looking for something, I press harder.  

The wall opens with the same force needed to peel an orange.  

Something tumbles out with a soft thud. I look down.  

There’s a bracelet that Devin used to wear that I always admired. It was pretty and reminded me of my  
grandmother.  

There’s a bracelet on the ground that looks exactly like that one. It looks the same, yet...  

Naomi’s mannequin wrist isn’t hard like most plastic. It, like the wall, is squishy.  
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Art by Bria B. Devinney 
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“A Fall Hike”  by Lin O’Connor 

 Beep, Beep, Beep. Melanie hears her phone’s alarm go off and reaches out for it. It takes her a 

couple tries, but finally she presses the stop button. She wipes the sleep out of her dark brown eyes. 

She checks her phone. It reads Saturday, October 31st. She rolls back over, enjoying the warmth of 

her red and orange blankets. After a few minutes she heaves herself out of bed. She grabs the remote 

and clicks the power button. Nothing. She presses it 5 more times, and on the sixth time her TV 

lights up. “So, families grab your kids and get ready, because today’s weather will be perfect for 

trick or treating. Now let’s go to Dan, who will give you your weather forecast for…” The anchor 

woman’s over enthusiastic voice drones on. Melanie slides on a pair of dark blue jeans and a crème 

sweater. She scrolls through her phone to pull up the weather app. It reads, “Mid-sixties throughout 

the day.” “What a perfect day for a fall hike,” Melanie says out loud.  

 Crunch. The leaves let out a satisfying noise under her boots as she walks to the ranger sta-

tion. She would normally take her black Nissan Altima, but something about the crisp autumn air 

enticed her to walk the two miles to get there. Ding. The bell rings as Melanie pushes open the door 

to the ranger station. The main room is small with a front desk towards the back of the room and a 

bulletin board hung up on the wall to the right of the entrance. She smells a mix of pumpkin and 

pine as she walks in. “Well hi their Dr. Kain. What can I do for you today?” Ranger Alex chirps, a 

hint of his southern accent showing. Melanie walks up to the bulletin board, and calls back, “Any 

guided hike suggestions for today?” Alex comes out from behind the desk. He walks next to Melanie 

and points to a flyer with a purple background and orange text. “This is our brand-new Midnight 

Haunted Hike. You should try it. An out of state ranger, Ranger Caroline, and I will be leading it. We 

leave at 10:30pm and should hit the peak of the mountain at 12:00am. This way you get a view of the 

entire city with all the Halloween Decorations at the witching hour. We will supply heavy duty 

flashlights, that way we can all see the trail! What do you say? Want me to sign you up?” Ranger 

Alex asks. Melanie thinks about it. “This sounds like a fun way to spend Halloween night,” she 

thinks. “Sign me up!” she replies.  

 Melanie took a quick nap before the hike to give herself energy. While asleep she had a 

dream. She sat at her kitchen table, a bowl of nine apples in the middle. She grabbed one of the ap-

ples. The sweet flavor of the golden delicious filled her senses as she bit into it. She ate another one. 

Just like before, the apple was delectable. This went on until she got to the last two apples. They 

were rotten and sour. She felt her grip on the final apple weaken. The next thing she knew, she was 

falling deep into a dark abyss. Melanie woke up with sweat pouring down her face. The black t-shirt 

she changed into stuck to her skin. She could still taste the foul apples. She climbed out of bed, shak-

ing off the dream. She put on a breathable plain purple shirt and a pair of leggings. She slid into her 

muddy hiking boots and tied the laces tight. She checked the time on her phone, 10:15. “Oh no, I’m 

going to be late,” Melanie shouted while rushing to her car.   

 Melanie made it to the ranger station, running over to a group of people gathered outside of 

the station. Melanie huff, “I hope… I’m not… too… late.” She bends over, stabilizing herself by rest-

ing her hands on her knees. “Hi Dr. Kain, you are just in time!” Ranger Alex greets her, “We were 

just introducing ourselves.”  
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 Melanie listened as they slowly went through introductions. She went last, after finally catching her 

breath. There was Ranger Alex, Ranger Caroline, Michael, Jeremy, Skylar, Gretchen, Iris, and Tod. Mi-

chael and Jeremy were two high school students who came because they wanted to catch a ghost on 

camera. Skylar, age 9, begged her parents to let her go. Her grandmother, Gretchen, volunteered to go 

with Skylar on the hike. Iris said she thought that the hike would be a nice way to distract her from 

being single on another holiday. Finally, Tod said he enjoyed nature and Halloween, so he thought 

this was the perfect combination of both.  

 The rangers pass out the flashlights. Everyone gets a big black metal flashlight. The Rangers 

have special heavy-duty yellow flashlights to make sure they are following the right path. “Everyone 

partner up, this will be your walking buddy for the night,” Ranger Alex instructs. Melanie looks 

around, a little panicked. Michael and Jeremy partner up. Gretchen takes Skylar’s hand. Iris goes up 

to Tod. “Hey, um Tod, right? Would you want to be my partner on this beautiful and romantic fall 

night?” Iris bats her eyes at him. “Oh, sorry I’m already partnered with… Melanie,” he responds. 

Melanie picks up the hint. “Yeah sorry Iris,” Melanie stands next to Tod. “You can be in the back with 

me Iris,” Ranger Alex waves her over. She walks away visibly disappointed. “Thank you for that,” 

Tod beams. “Oh yeah no problem,” she reassures. Everyone lines up with their partner. Ranger Caro-

line takes the lead. Jeremy and Michael follow her. Then Tod and Melanie go. Gretchen and Skylar 

follow behind them. Ranger Alex and Iris end the train of hikers.  

 It takes everyone about fifteen minutes to get used to hiking while only being able to see with 

their flashlights. Once they become more acquainted with it their pace increases a little. After fifteen 

more minutes Skylar says she has to go to the bathroom. “Anyone else?” Ranger Caroline invites. Tod, 

Gretchen, and Iris speak up. They all follow Ranger Caroline into the dense forest. Melanie waits with 

Ranger Alex, Jeremy, and Michael. Michael holds up a camera towards Jeremy. “It’s been an hour of 

being on the haunted trail. We haven’t seen anything yet. Hopefully the Branch Banshee will show up 

soon,” Jeremy narrates.  

 “What’s that?” Melanie asks. Michael shuts the camera. “There’s a rumor that a little girl was 

chased out here by a group of boys. To get away from them she climbed up one of the trees. The boys 

decided to wait for her under the tree. Once she made sure they were asleep she tried climbing down. 

One of the branches broke out from under her. She ended up falling to her death. Some say her soul 

still roams these woods looking for revenge,” Jeremy explains. Melanie feels a shiver, “Then let’s hope 

she doesn’t show up.” They hear a rustling of leaves in the forest. Michael, Jeremy, Ranger Alex, and 

Melanie all jump. Ranger Alex slowly turns his flashlight towards the noise. “Branch Banshee don’t 

listen to them. We don’t need to see you tonight,” Ranger Alex’s voice quivers.  

 “Hey guys,” Ranger Caroline and Tod walk toward the group. Everyone screams. “Sorry did-

n’t mean to scare you,” Tod laughs. Ranger Tom looks between them and back out into the dark, 

dense forest. “Where’s Iris, Gretchen, and Skylar?” Ranger Alex questions. “Skylar got scared so 

Gretchen and Iris decided to walk back home with her,” Ranger Caroline explains. “Oh, okay. You 

think I should try to catch up with them?” Ranger Alex queries. “No, they should be fine. Let’s contin-

ue on,” Ranger Caroline claims.  
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Michael turns the camera back on. This time Ranger Alex takes the front. Tod and Melanie follow him. 

Then Michael and Jeremy, with Ranger Caroline going last.  

“We’re almost at the peak!” cried Ranger Alex from the front, “But we are going to have to go single 

file at this next pass. Be careful, because it can be a little dangerous.” Tod falls behind Melanie and Jer-

emy does the same for Michael. Everyone gets a little spaced out for extra safety. Their pace decreases 

to keep from losing balance and falling down the steep hill. “What the… Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” some-

one screams from behind Melanie. Crunch. Crunch. Crunch. The leaves crumble under something 

heavy rolling down the mountain. Ranger Alex stops the line. “Is everyone ok?” he inquires. Ranger 

Caroline does a head count. “We’re missing one!” she gasps. Michael looks around. “Where’s Jere-

my?” he asks. Everyone in the group looks around. “You d-don’t think th-the B-B-Branch Banshee g-g-

got him?” Melanie questions. “No, that’s not possible. We need to call the police,” Ranger Alex insists. 

Everyone takes out their phones. “No reception,” Michael says timidly. “The fastest way to get recep-

tion is to reach the peak of the mountain. We will get service up there,” Ranger Alex confides. 

“Jeremy, if you are down there, we are going to call an ambulance once we reach the peak. Stay where 

you are,” Ranger Caroline calls out. Ranger Tom starts walking up the mountain again. Everyone fol-

lows in the same order, now with one less person.  

 Everyone meticulously hikes up the pass. Michael holds up his camera again and looks around. 

He whispers into it, “Jeremy might have been taken by the Branch Banshee. Let’s look around to see if 

we can catch her.” He swivels the camera around the whole area. Then an idea hits him. “Guys I’ve 

been filming this whole time. Let me check the footage. I bet we can find out…” but his sentence is cut 

off by a loud scream. Crunch. Crunch. Crunch. They hear the leaves crunch as something heavy de-

scends the mountain. Ranger Tom stops once again. “Michael? Michael? Michael!” Ranger Alex 

shouts. “We just have to reach the top. We can call for help and medical assistance once we reach the 

peak. We have to carry on,” Ranger Caroline cries. Ranger Alex nods his head and continues to walk. 

Their party of nine just dropped to four.  

 They reach the peak in fifteen minutes. Ranger Tom gets out his cell phone. He starts dialing. 

The phone rings and then a voice comes on the other line. “Hello, what is the emergency?” The voice 

asks. “Our hiking group…” Ranger Alex drops the phone. Smash. A foot breaks the phone into little 

pieces. Ranger Alex crumples to the ground with a knife in his back. Melanie looks at Ranger Caroline 

horrified. “You just…” she can’t finish her sentence. She tries to reach for her phone, but realizes she is 

paralyzed with fear. Ranger Caroline lets out a harsh laugh, “It’s crazy how no one questions you if 

you say you are a ranger from another state”  

 “And I can’t believe you actually thought Iris, Gretchen, and Skylar went home,” she cackled. 

“Wait don’t tell me you?” Melanie covers her mouth with her hand. Caroline drags her finger across 

her neck. Blood drips from her fingers leaving a bloody line on her neck. Caroline continues, “Michael 

was a real pain though. He had a video of me pushing Jeremy. I couldn’t let that get out. And poor 

Melanie who was stabbed to death, or will be after I’m done,” Caroline leans over and pulls the knife 

out of Ranger Tom’s body. Melanie takes her opportunity and starts to run at Caroline.  
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She hops on Caroline’s hunched over back and starts hitting her with the metal flashlight. Caroline 

tries to buck Melanie off, but she slowly loses consciousness. Caroline collapses on the ground with 

Melanie on top. It takes multiple tries, but Melanie finally stands up. She looks at Ranger Alex then 

at Caroline. She turns to face Tod. He walks up to her and hugs her. She lets out a sob. She feels safe 

in his embrace. After a few minutes Melanie pulls away, but Tod’s strong grip moves to her neck.  

 “Now why did you have to go and kill my sister? We had the perfect plan. Leave one survivor 

to blame, but you just had to go and kill her. Now I’m going have to kill you,” Tod informs Melanie. 

The clock in the town squares starts to ring. Ding, Ding. Melanie thrashes in Tod’s grip. Ding, Ding. 

She tries kicking him, but he just lifts her higher. Ding, Ding. Her lungs are screaming. Ding, Ding. 

Slowly her vision goes hazy. Ding, Ding. she falls into a black abyss. Ding, Ding. 

Light. Melanie wakes up on the peak of the mountain. A little girl with blonde ringlets sits on a 

bench. Her knees are bloody. Mud and tears stain her porcelain-looking face. Melanie walks over to 

the child. “Why are you crying?” she asks. “I failed to save people, again. I couldn’t save myself and 

I couldn’t save you,” the girl weeps into her hands. Melanie looks at her dead body. “It’s okay. I’m 

here now. I can help you,” Melanie comforts her. Melanie removes the girl’s hands from her face and 

wipes her tears. The little girl slides off the bench. Melanie takes her hand, and they descend the 

mountain together. 

The End 

 
 

 “Halloween Story” by Keyasia McElveen  
 

 It was a dark and stormy night on Halloween. Kids were home eating candy and 
watching movies with their friends and family. They heard a silent knock on the door. They 
paused the movie and they heard the knock again. Everyone got up and ran to the door and 
the window and looked outside. They didn’t see nothing. They looked down and they saw a 
note. It read “Welcome to the game.” They looked at each other and flipped the card 
around; it was blank. They went in the house and read the card repeatedly. They went to 
the kitchen and sat down in a chair at the table. Faith and Tatianna heard someone whisper 
their name and then it asked, ‘Truth or Dare?’ Faith looked at Tatianna, Star, Sky, Tavianna, 
Kevin, Jomarzion, and Hailee. She was scared; she didn’t know what to do or what she was 
going to have to do to her friends if she chose dare. Faith chose dare and she had to kill 2 
people that she loved the most. She couldn’t, so she refused the dare and died by a knife 
the ghost threw at her in the back. After Faith’s death, they all ran out of the house, but the 
ghost was still following and watching them. They all chose dare and died after refusing it. 
The next morning, the police found the bodies of the children that refused to play the game 
in a house and on the sidewalk and in the middle of the street. They called their parents and 
when they heard about it, they cried and drove to their child’s location and cried more. 
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by Harrison Callis 

THE BUTTERFLY EFFECT 

The Roaton County Boy Scout Troop, or troop 425, was a small troop that lived in a small county. 

There were just six of them in all, the five scouts and Lewis, the troop leader. The boy scout tradition was 

dying out in Roaton, leaving Howard Gordence and his friends as the few remaining scouts in the area.  

The campsite they were travelling to was on top of Torguha mountain in the Torguha Woods. The 

site was a flat circle surrounded by pine trees and had one ginormous tree in the center. There was a path 

that led to a ledge where a person could see for miles above the valley. 

It was 2:30 when they reached the top of the mountain and they began to set up their tents on the 

outer edges of the circle. Lewis then let the troop to look at the valley from the ledge where they could see 

a land of yellows and browns, that as a whole looked like a dirty golden with a red hue. Randy, one of the 

scouts, pointed out a small house from down below, its presence leaving a whole in the forest. 

Lewis then took them back to camp where he started to set up the campfire while the scouts went 

around to get wood for the fire. They ate chili from cans for lunch and then plaid cards until it got dark. 

Arnold wanted to explore more of the woods, but he was outvoted by the other scouts. 

 At 8:30, after their dinner of hot dogs, Lewis told them to turn off the lamps so they could see the 

stars. As the lights went out, the forest became a black void while the stars above shined brightly. Lewis 

was impressed, but the scouts were a little disappointed because pine trees were blocking most of the sky 

so they couldn’t see much. Howard asked his father if they could go to the ledge to see the stars. At first 

Lewis didn’t think it was safe, but when all of the scouts pleaded with Howard, Lewis gave in. He told 

them to promise to not move once they turned off the lamps when they got there. 

When they got there, they turned off the lamps and no one moved like they promised. The stars where 

beautiful and plentiful. Howard himself was interested in astrology and was fascinated by the stars, sur-

rounded by planets and asteroids and the void in between them. 

 It wasn’t long that they started to see the blue glow that started to come from below the ledge. The 

light started to become so bright that it was like they had turned on the electric lamps, yet they could still 

see the stars. Lewis started to tell them to get back but the boys were so mystified that they could only 

manage a few steps back.  
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It was not long after that the source of the blue light became apparent, butterflies. There were at first 

a few, but then dozens of butterflies, each glowing with a bioluminescent blue. Each one was as big a hu-

man head and the designs on their wings where all different, and seemed like they themselves moved. 

Howard brought out his phone to take a picture, but he couldn’t believe his eyes. He pointed the 

camera at the butterflies, but all that would show were the stars behind them which had ripples like the but-

terflies were swimming through water instead of flying into the sky. The ripples both reminded him of the 

pictures he had seen of the light around black holes and frightened him. 

Arnold stared into the wings of one of the butterflies. What he saw were images, moving images like 

little videos. The two major images were of him at his wedding and him as a boss of a large business. He 

felt that the images on the butterfly’s wings meant not a thousand words but instead meant a thousand 

meanings. He felt as though that by looking at these images that he saw not only what was in front of him, 

but all the events that would occur in his life, including the time, date, and method of his death. He saw the 

twins, boy and girl, that he will have, the college he will go to, and even the name and breed of his fourth 

pet cat, after two die of old age and one runs away. 

He chose this butterfly for himself. Mesmerized, he took a step toward it and the butterfly started to 

fly towards him. Arnold turned his eyes from its wings and into its body where there was a blinding light, 

and the closer the butterfly got the brighter the light was, yet the image of what was beyond also got clearer.  

The butterfly landed on his face and the skin around where its legs touched the sides of his head 

started to glow various colors. The butterfly then rejoined its group and took off into the sky like Arnold 

weighed nothing. 

Howard watched as his friends walked up to the butterflies and were taken with them into the sky. 

He looked up to see where they went, but saw that they disappeared. The butterflies would fly up into the 

sky and their light would fade away, not from distance but from their own choice to gradually turn off. 

He turned toward his father who started to meet a butterfly that was flying toward him. He yelled at 

him to stop but his dad smiled and told him “It’s okay, I see you in Harvard! I see you playing with your 

brother!” He was crying as he said this; Howard’s brother died from a heart condition a few days after his 

birth. 

Howard started to run toward his father before the butterfly got to him, but he was too late. He 

watched the butterfly fly off with his father. He stood there in shock and grief. He turned to see a butterfly 

fly toward him, showing him the telescope he would work with and the house he would own. 
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He tried to run but some part of him wanted to stay, to look deeper into his future. He held his 

phone in between himself and the butterfly to block his eyes. He didn’t realize he hadn’t exited the camera 

so he saw through the butterfly. The body was a bright line, no, rip floating in front of him. In the rip he saw 

the outside of the ledge, of another ledge from another world. The ripples where radiating out of the rip in 

a pattern that resembled a butterfly’s wings. 

The butterfly stopped going toward Howard and started to fly with the others into the sky. Howard 

took this to his advantage and began to run, back through the camp and down the mountain. He slipped 

and fell and rolled down the path until he crashed into a tree. He eventually passed out. 

He woke up the next morning, his head hurting. He got up and kept walking down the mountain, 

dazed from last night. He eventually reached the car where he sat down on the engine because his dad had 

the keys. He called his mom to pick him up and the police to look into the area. When they arrived, he was 

questioned and he said he saw them fall off the ledge, knowing that the butterflies were just in his dream. 

He then went home, still in a daze. The police found nothing except the tents and campfire. 

That night he had a dream about the butterflies. It started as a memory of when he held his phone in 

between him and one of the butterflies. Except here he saw further into the light. On the other end he saw 

the ledge but beyond it was the night sky. Some of the stars were extremely large, as big as doorways or even 

tunnels. He saw most of the butterflies fly through the void toward the other stars, while the ones with his 

friends, with his father, flew towards one of the bright star-like doorways. There his friends and father were 

taken into the star while the butterflies lost their light and shriveled, like they served their purposed and 

passed on. Howard felt them live there lives as they went, like time was accelerated while attached to the 

butterfly. 

Before he awoke, Howard had the impression that the “star” absorbed them like a cell absorbs nutri-

ents to break down. The “star” pulsed with them in it and the sky shifted around. It was in his last moments 

of sleep that he saw the night sky move away like an amoeba, moving while dragging itself with along into 

the sky, leaving only the dark valley and ledge under the night sky. 
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Harrison Callis 

“The Future From a Drug” 

On Friday night at house 2145 on 23rd street, a party was roaring with music and the talk 
of teenagers. The street was jammed with cars and one guy even parked in the neighbor’s 
driveway. The house was loaded with rowdy teens, dancing to loud music and enjoying them-
selves to the concessions, which included beer, hallucinogenics like acid, and whatever was in 
the fridge. 

Teens were all over the place, both inside and outside the house. Some played football in 
the backyard; others made use of the parent’s and host’s, Caroline Stanly’s, bedrooms; a few 
were in the kitchen, chugging beers while others cleared the path to the bathroom upstairs for 
those who drank too much; and most just hung out in the living room. The more gothic types 
just hung out in either the woods out back or the basement. 

Caroline was both enjoying the party and hating it. She had fun hanging out with everyone she 
knew and making friends with those she didn’t, which was aided by her knack for making 
friends almost instantly. She was also stressed and bothered by her classmates that spill their 
drinks on the carpet and knock things over. She also found it fitting, since these are also the 
people who slack off on work but think they were the best people around. 

She was also stress out by all the drugs everyone used in her house. She didn’t know who 
brought them, or how much they brought, but she did know that just about everyone had taken 
or used at least one while there. She was fine cleaning and explaining to her parents about the 
beer bottles. She was even fine vacuuming the cigarette ash that was left just about every-
where, though it helped that most people vaped instead. She did not want to explain all the 
drugs that will be left behind after the party. 

About halfway through the party, she was tired of all the gossip, which she liked but enough 
was enough, and the endless stress. On the couch was Jason, staring blankly into space. He was 
always a rather quiet kid who she usually talked to when she wanted to talk about more serious 
topics. She then sat down next to him on the couch. 

“Oh,” he said in a daze and still continued to stare into space, “some else was sitting there.” 

Oh great, Caroline thought, he’s high too. 

“Really? Who was sitting here?” she asked. 

“A man. He wears a suit like a business man or a lawyer, and he wore a hat that I don’t know 
the name of, maybe a bullet hat? And I had a hard time seeing his face because…you know how 
when you’re in a dark room and you look at something and you can’t see it but you can see the 
thinks around it, then when you look away you can see it but not the new thing you look at. 
That is how he looks, I can’t see his eyes when I look at them but I can see his mouth and the 
opposite happens when I look at his mouth. Nothing is out of place, it’s just hard to see. His 
finger also reminded me of pumpkin vines, root-like and organically green and brown. He was 
also telling me things.” 

“Like what?” Caroline asked, since she was curious about his hallucination and to be nice. 

“Well he speaks mostly in an endless mumble but I understand everything he says. Like how 
you once stole twenty dollars from the bake sale for the homeless so that you could buy your-
self a new dress for homecoming and…” 
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“How did you know?” she asked in a hushed whisper. 

He couldn’t have known, she thought, I did it while my partner was in the bathroom and no one 
was nearby. But he knew what I spend it on, how? 

“The man told during his mumblings. He also said something that makes me think I had 
enough party for tonight.” He rubbed his eyes like he was tired. “He told me that there is going 
to be a fight in the kitchen and they will ram into the stove and knock the gas pipe lose, caus-
ing the gas to leak into the air. Then Joe will light a match to smoke his cigarette and the en-
tire kitchen will blow up.” 

After he finished, he got up and left, leaving Caroline dazed on the couch. She then immediate-
ly heard people chant “Fight! Fight!” in the kitchen. She got up and saw two guys going at each 
other when one of them rams the other into the stove. 

This sent a red signal in her mind. 

“Everyone get out!” she yelled but everyone couldn’t hear her over their chanting and complete 
focus on the fight. She looked to the right when she saw Joe pull out his cigarette and a match. 

He lit the match and the entire kitchen with it. 

Jason saw the kitchen window burst out and the fire raging from inside as he backed out of the 
drive way, listening to the man in the seat next to him, the man in the suit.  

Understanding every other five words. 
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“The Cuckoo’s Sour Song “ by Reese Robers 

 

The old man stands with his thinning hair plastered flat against his face, shivering in the rain as he waits 

on the clockmaker’s doorstep. He’d parked his car a ways across the grand lawn, and waddled warily down un-

even pavement, clinging tightly to the cuckoo clock. His knock makes a dull noise, barely audible against the 

heavy patter of raindrops. He waits. Minutes pass, each one feeling longer and longer than the last, as the cuck-

oo clock ticks with a dwindling rhythm, water pounding on its roof with a sharp and twangy echo. 

 

Cuckoo! Cuckoo! 

 

The clock chimes loudly, the cuckoo’s sharp note shaking the old man from his rain-induced 

trance. He looks up to see an open door, with the young clockmaker standing under a dim, wiry light. 
 

“Afternoon, sir!” she says behind a contraption of magnifying lenses, tiny metallic clicks following her 

movements as a gesturing arm welcomes the old man in, “Hope I haven’t kept you waiting out there for too 

long! Dreadful weather we’re having, yes?” 

“O-oh,” croaks the old man. “Yes. Terrible,” he mutters as he stumbles into the house. It’s small in-

side, and nearly every inch of the walls is covered with mounted clocks, all ticking very loudly- none are set 

correctly. 
 

“Now then,” says the clockmaker. “What seems to be the problem?” 
 

“Damned thing’s quittin’ on me!” the old man complains. “My whole life I’ve had this clock, and ain’t 

nothin’ ever happened to it. Today it decides to quit on me. Well, it’s too expensive to be quittin’ like that, I 

tell you. Old thing, sure, but damn expensive...” 

“Don’t you worry, sir! I’ll have it ticking back to normal in no time! This is one of my family’s own. 

Let me take a peek, and I’ll let you know when to come on back and pick it up. Make yourself comfortable, 

sir. I’ve got tea on the stove if you’d like some-- kitchen’s over there,” says the clockmaker, as she makes her 

way to the back of the house. 
 

“No tea, thanks,” mumbles the old man, as he sinks, sopping wet, into an old floral sofa. He could just 

barely hear the clockmaker dig through her tools over the symphony of ticking clocks surrounding him, and 

after standing in the rain so long, he felt it was the perfect occasion for a nap. His eyes shut slowly, and he falls 

asleep under the hush of chimes and thunder as the minutes tick by… 

Tick. Tick.Tick.Tick.Tick. Tick. Tick.CRASH! 

The old man jolts awake as a lightning bolt illuminates the room. He grips the floral armrest tight-

ly. His pulse quickens and will not cease. 

Thump. Thump. Thump. 

So rapidly. 

Thump. Thump. Thump. 

His heart pounds. 

Thump. Thump. Tick. 

Tick? 
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“NO!” bellows the old man, as every clock chimes and ticks and tocks at him, suffocating him in an in-

escapable medley of chaos. The clocks go off, the thunder roars outside, and in the kitchen, the kettle screeches 

loudly. The old man clings to the armrests, his bony hands shaking as he clenches his teeth and sinks back into 

the sofa, trying to muffle the harsh cacophony. 

Thump. Thump. Tick. Tick. Screeeeeeeech. Tick. Tick. Tick. 

The old man screams and stands up, trembling, as he makes his way to the door, still open from when 

he’d first arrived. He limps slowly towards the doorstep, his car just barely visible through the storm outside. 

One step.Tick. Tick. Tick. 

Two steps.Tick. Tick. Tick. 

Three…Tick. Tick. Tick. 

C R A S H ! 

The door slams shut, and the old man is blinded once again by a blazing white light. He had fallen down, 

only a few feet from the old sofa, and above him hovers the clockmaker. 
 

“Sir, I’ve found the problem!” she chimes. The old man blinks slowly in response, his hands find-

ing the floor as he tries to get back on his feet. 
 

“Oh, better not to, sir,” she advises, holding his cuckoo clock. Everything is quiet. The rain, the thun-

der, the ticking… It all has stopped. 
 

“I’ve found the problem sir- you see, it isn’t the cuckoo clock that’s working wrong,” she says. 
 

Then, the ticking picks up again, but slower. Steadier. 

Tick… Tick… Tick… 

“It’s you. I’m afraid you’ve run out of time, sir.” 

“O-out of… time?” sputters the old man, his voice tired and dry. 

“Oh, yes. Should be any second now,” the clockmaker remarks. 

Tick………………. Tick……………… Tick…………. Thump………….. Thump…………… 

The old man watches her with weary eyes as she walks towards the old floral sofa, mounting his cuck-

oo clock just above the frame. 
 

“Perfect! It looks absolutely perfect, sir. Just what the room needed, I think.” 

Tick…………………………………...Tick…………………………Thump. 

The old man gasps and clutches at his chest. 

Cuckoo!........... Cuckoo!............ 

He stops. He has been blinded yet again, but there is no lighting this time. There is no blazing white. 

There is black. There is only darkness. And there is no return. 

So goes the cuckoo’s sour song. 
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                                                   “A Mother’s Love” 

                                                  By: Taylor S. Frazier 
 

 

 I’m breathing heavily and it feels just a bit like my chest might collapse inside, becoming fully dis-

solved by acid. I can feel the sweat dripping off of my forehead and slicking my shirt against my back 

like an extra skin. The sun is blaring down on me, its worse than the light at the dentists. It’s miserable, 

but it’s almost over I remind myself. Soon, I will be out of this heat and into the cool shade, enjoying 

ice cold water-Crap! In my anticipation for the end of the game, I got distracted and tripped. The ball 

gets away from me. Luckily, I am able to get it back and once more I am running towards the goal, my 

pace faster than all those around me. I swerve left and right to avoid my competitors and then with all 

the focus and strength I can muster in this heat, I kick the ball towards the goal. The goalie tries to 

block it, but she is too slow. The ball makes it in, and the field and onlookers erupt in cheers. 

I will never get tired of this. Despite the heat and exhaustion associated with these tournaments, 

the rewarding feeling that comes with each win is worth ten times the struggles. After all my teammates 

finish hugging me for my winning goal, I head over to where my mom is sitting. She is beaming with 

pride and buzzing with barely contained excitement.  

“Great job out there sweety. You are really improving!” she says as I guzzle my water and swipe 

the sweat off my forehead with the bottom of my shirt. I smile a thank you and begin helping her pack 

up the stuff to head back to the car. She chats calmly about the weather and the traffic we are going to 

hit heading home as we walk to the car. I am waiting for her to mention it. I am always waiting for her to 

mention it, but as we get into the car and I fasten my seatbelt, she only asks which radio station I want to 

listen to. Weird. Or maybe not weird, she hasn’t referenced my injury or recovery since I got out of the 

hospital with a clean bill of health, so I don’t know why I am expecting it to come up at every turn.  

A year ago, while playing a tournament out of town, I had a pretty bad fall. My entire team, in-

cluding me, thought I had torn my ACL, but my mom had refused to take me to the doctor. She has 

never been a fan of hospitals and doctors. She claims she had a bad experience when I was born and 

doesn’t trust them anymore. I do not share her distaste of doctors. So, after a week of excruciating pain, 

I hobbled my way onto a public bus and went to the hospital myself. I don’t remember much about it. I 

think my adrenaline from disobeying my mom messed with my head or something. Apparently, I got 

rushed into emergency surgery, almost died, ended up fine, and was taken home where my mom 

nursed me back to health. I can’t really remember any of it actually. I just remember waking up in my 

room, which my mom had painted yellow like I’d been asking her to do for years, and being perfectly 

recovered.  

Things have been significantly better since the injury. My mom let me join a team that went out 

of state and out of the country for tournaments and stopped micromanaging my life like she used to. 

She used to be so afraid I might float away or something. She was crazy paranoid. It was like I was all 

she had, and she just knew someone wanted to take me away. Now, things are better. I get to go out 

with my friends on weekends and sleepover at their houses. I do miss Ally though.  

Ally used to be my best friend, but she stopped talking to me when I got hurt. I never under-

stood why. In fact, I haven’t even seen her since my injury. She just bailed on me. My mom was really 

sympathetic about it, but honestly, I think she was happy. She never really liked Ally. Ugh, all of this 

thinking about the past has given me a major headache. I dose off in the car as my mom continues driv-

ing us home.  

*** 
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Mary Rose looked down at her daughter. She was sleeping blissfully. Her golden hair was fanned 

out across her white pillow. Mary Rose sighed as she removed the hypnotic sleeping drug from the IV next 

to the bed. It was the second time this week she had to knock her sweet little girl out. Mary Rose was start-

ing to worry that she would need to increase the dosage of the sedative. If she did, it would be the fifth 

time she increased it and she was concerned that a higher dosage might have serious effects on her daugh-

ter. The goal was to keep her darling in a comfortable and happy sleep, not to risk her health. She had al-

ready done that once. 

The moment her daughter had fallen on the field, Mary Rose knew it was bad. It was one of those 

things all mothers have, a feeling, an instinct. You know when your child is hurting. Mary Rose had wanted 

to go to the hospital, but she knew that was not possible. One trip to the hospital and those know-nothing, 

pompous, heartless, greedy doctors would take her money and her daughter away from her. They had al-

ready done it once.  

She had been young, barely 19 at the time. She had been pregnant. Everyone thought it was a bad 

idea. No one believed that Mary Rose could be a good mother. She knew she was ready, but, for some 

reason that she never understood, they had taken the baby from her. She had just finished the grueling 

and painful process of childbirth. The agony she experienced during the labor was nothing compared to 

the anguish she felt when they showed her the beautiful baby girl, and then proceeded to steal her away. 

Mary Rose was in no condition to go after them, so she cried and screamed as she watched her baby leave 

her life.  

Mary Rose shook her head. She hated those intrusive thoughts. She was not that person anymore. 

She was nearly forty years old, and she was past all of that pain. She had a good life. Most importantly, she 

had a good daughter. She looked down at the paper-white girl laying peacefully under the paper-white 

sheets. Mary Rose smiled. Her daughter did not need those doctors to fix her leg, all she needed was the 

powerful magic of a mother’s healing kiss. If only her daughter had believed her. If she had just waited for 

her leg to heal on its own, they could have avoided this mess entirely. The two of them could still be play-

ing soccer in the backyard, planning trips to Europe, hiking through the mountains, sneaking into movies, 

and just being happy together. But no, that stupid little friend of hers, Ally, had convinced her naive and 

trusting little angel to go to the hospital.  

Everyone knows the phrase, “Mother knows best.” Mary Rose wished her daughter had remem-

bered that. She hadn’t though. Now, Mary Rose was in the unfortunate position of having to up the seda-

tive dosage again. She did not have any other choice. If she did not, her daughter would wake up and 

Mary Rose knew that rest was what her daughter needed. It was what her motherly instinct was telling her. 

She smoothed away some stray hairs that had fallen into her darling’s eyes. She looked so beautiful, so 

peaceful. The higher dosage was worth it.  

Mary Rose walked to the other side of the one room basement she now called home. It was not as 

nice as the last place she and her daughter had lived, but it was better than a prison cell, which is where 

those apathetic doctors would have put her if she hadn’t taken matters into her own hands. She picked up 

a second syringe of the sleeping drug from a table. Next to it sat a row of dolls. They were old and battered 

with missing hair and broken glass eyes, but they were family. She placed a kiss on each of their foreheads, 

and returned to her daughter.  

“Sweetest girl, you are my sun, my moon, my ground, and my sky. You are my life, so I will protect 

you, and we will stay together forever. You will never have to spend a day away from me. You will never 

have to wander. You will never have to feel anger. You will only ever feel my unconditional love.” With 

that, Mary Rose placed a kiss on the sickly-looking girl’s forehead and administered more of the sedative.  
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“Time is a Flat Circle “  

By Noah Pires 

 Shane Abrahams’s sat in his high rocker overviewing the lake on his porch. Shane Abrahams a 

retired deputy of the Cormac police force in the great state of Maine. Which he served dutifully and 

honorably for thirty years, but that was behind him now. Shane a now retired man enjoyed these porch 

rendezvous on nice sunny days such as this. For a little while he could forget about the arthritis in his 

knees and wrinkles on his weathered face and just look at the lake. On this fine July morning the lake 

was calm and still like a plane of water. Retirement Shane found quite uneventful, drink a beer, watch 

some T.V and generally all the things men the age of Shane Abrahams are want to do. A car pulled up 

next to the porch. The sun rays reflecting off of the car door. The car looked expensive, the car door 

opened and out came the man in a suit. Odd Shane thought, no one came to visit Shane anymore, 

people just moved on he supposed.  

“How you do mister.”  

The man in the suit raised his left hand and beamed a white smile. “Mr. Abrahams is that you sir?”  

Shane with perplexed look on his face relied “yeah that’s me.”  

“I don’t get too many visitors these days, but what can I help you with?” The man in the suit took 

three steps towards the porch and stopped. His boots were black as tar and his suit dark blue with a 

dark red tie that looked like blood.  

“My name is John Humphry from the Times, I wanted to ask you about the incident at the bank a few 

years back.”  

“Ah, of course, you can come up get your story. I won’t give up my rocker, so you’ll just have to 

stand.”  

“That’s fine by me.” The man in the suit walked under the porch and into the cool shade. “beer?”  

“No, I’m fine. Let’s begin.”  

“Sure, The Redstone bank stood on the corner of main long as I member” Shane said. Shifting up on 

his rocker and turned his head towards the lake and in the very distance he could make out a sailboat.  

“Mr. Abrahams” the man in the suit spoke softly. “You were telling me about the incident in 1998. 

That took place on January fourth on a Tuesday.” Then Shane turned his head “Sorry, sometimes I 

get lost in my thoughts, and call me Shane, son.”  

“What paper you said you was with again?”  

“The post Mr-sorry, Shane.” 
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 “Alright” Shane replied. “In its eighty-year history no robbery fraud, just a nice honest bank. Of course, 

then the robbery happened and broke that good streak, some things never change. I was on the beat that 

day, the guy didn’t do his research or he would have known I would be in front of the bank at seven o’ 

clock.”  

The man raised his jacketed hand in the air like an excited schoolboy. “The robber’s name, Shane?”  

Shane turned mildly annoyed. This man is a reporter he should know the damn robber’s name. “Robert 

Kent, anyway I see him he’s got his shotgun on poor Mr. Small, the bank owner. He was pointing the gun 

at the people inside telling him to get on the ground.  As far as I can remember it was just for people the 

young woman who was the bank teller, and three guys. I think they were garbage men trying to cash their 

checks. I got out of the car took my pistol out and opened the door. He turned real quick, cause Mr. 

Small was opening the safe in the back, he comes running out pointing his gun.”  

The man in the suit was staring at him intently, was making the hair in Shane’s neck stand up. His eyes 

were blue like ice, they looked soulless. “Then what happened, Shane, when Robert Kent pointed the 

gun at you?”  

Shane shifted again on his chair and said “well I shot him two rounds, first one sent him back a couple 

paces, next one was a headshot. You know frontier justice and all that stuff.”  

The man in the suit cracked a smile “I agree, you saved the people and the money, but correct me if I’m 

wrong but a couple weeks later when the bank was doing a money transfer, the truck skidded off the 

road, and killed the driver, and the truck caught fire and the money was gone.” Eight hundred thousand 

gone like that, turned to ash. Guess whoever took it was a heavy believer on finders’ keepers.” Through-

out his interview he noticed this John Humphry wasn’t taking any notes, what kind of reporter doesn’t 

take notes? Odd. The paper what was it? Shane couldn’t recall.  

“One more thing, what about the robber family?”  

“Wife was dead, and he a kid a boy I think they shipped him out of state.” The man was just staring at 

him with a weird smile on his face. Shane decided it was about time for this reporter to go. 

“I think you got what you needed.”  

“Course one more thing, Shane, you’re lying.” Shane, brow furrowed shouted “Who you calling a liar?” 

“ You. Mr. Joseph Small, and Robert Kent were partners along with yourself. Course till you decided to 

cut the middle man out and shoot him. Eight hundred thousand divides nicely in two. Just put some 

tracks on the road crash the Money truck murder the driver. His name was Charles, but you don’t really 

care. What mattered was Charles had no family, selected for the night shift, right after the robbery, the 

bank wanted to move its assets to a secure location But make it look like a combustion and the take the 

money”  
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The suited man let out a deep laugh that seemed to echo for miles. ‘I’m going to kill this man’, 

Thought Shane, ‘I’m going to throw my beer bottle and shoot him dead.’ Shane threw the beer bottle, 

but the suited man ducked out of the way easily and pulled out a pistol.  

“Not so fast,” the muzzle flashed. Shane fell to the floor holding his right shoulder rolling on the porch 

floor. “My name is not really John, but I think you know that. If you’re gonna kill someone’s father you 

better wipe out the whole tree. Tsk,Tsk, no half measures.”   

Though the pain in his shoulder was intense Shane tried to get in an upright position. Chole Kent, son 

of Robert Kent fired a round in Shane’s leg. Shane screamed in pain.” Oh god, I’m bleeding. Don’t kill 

me, please I’ll give you money or.” “Shut your damn mouth. See the benefit of living alone no annoy-

ing neighbors, but no one to hear the gunshots either.” Shane was seeing blurry when the man in the 

suit leaned down near him. He grabbed Shane’s shoulder sending a spike of pain in his body, and 

flipped him over relieving him of his weapon. Shane blinded by the pain attempted to crawl away leav-

ing a heavy trail of blood. “Names Chole Kent, your banking buddy not doing so hot either. He full of 

holes just like you.” Shane saw the end of the porch when it all went dark. Chole stared at the hole in 

Shane head. He began to speak “That’s a big hole in your head. You know on the drive up here I was 

thinking about time.” Chole pause and walked over to the rocker his blood-stained boot staining the 

porch floor. He pulled out a cigarette and a lighter. After a couple of puffs he resumed his speech to a 

dead man. “What was I saying, times a funny thing you probably thought you had more days? Never 

accounting for your actions. I don’t either, so maybe I’ll get my comeuppance or some mystical bull 

like that.” He flicked his cigarette on the corpse of his father’s killer. “My father was a bad man and 

you’re a bad man and so am I. Never-ending wheel. Chole began to walk towards his car. After he 

poured the gasoline on the interior he stared into the flickering flames as they danced and shimmered. 

He walked up to the porch his goal was complete, In the distance he heard the sirens. On the deceased 

Shane property were cameras. Chole knew this, it was for him the end of the line. He sat down on the 

rocker with the sun shining down. He turned looked over to the body and said softly. “ I guess what 

I’m saying times a flat circle.” He held his pistol in his hand and waited for his time. 

The End 
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“Quarantine Creation Short Story” 

By Anonymous 

Camryn slowly walked towards the door to the interview. She felt excited to share her story 

and finally get closure, but also scared of the backlash she could get in return. She always felt 

like her life was dull, boring, grey. She had a house, loving parents, adoring friends, but some-

thing was always missing. She had dreams too. Her dreams were wildly vivid and barely had 

any filter. She wanted to catch those dreams. That is why this interview with the Dream Sar-

gent must work. 

She slowly opened the door to greet the Dream Sargent. “Hello sir.” She spoke. 

“Hello. Are you Camryn? My 2 o’clock appointment?” 

“Yes, sir I am.” 

“Good please have a seat.” 

He reached out to shake my hand with his pale, veiny hands. Camryn looked straight into his 

sparkly dark blue eyes and his sleek black hair. His eyes almost looked blank, as if no emotion 

were present in his soul. She also noticed his pupils. There was a dark grey cloud. It almost 

startled her when he talked again. 

“So, what can I help you with?” He said with his voice, clear cut and sharp. 

“I noticed your flier by the broke down stockbroker building. You can see someone’s future by 

looking into their dreams, correct?” 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“I want you to look into my dreams and tell me what the future holds.” 

There had not been much to look forward to in the future, however. A deadly virus took 

the lives of millions and an evil being crashed down on Earth and demanded its ruling. 

The mayor rounded up fugitives and they alone escaped. Camryn’s parents were some 

of those fugitives, and she was born into this reality. It was her normal. The mayor was 

then able to build up a small community and reestablish a functioning society. Magic 

was widely common in this society, so anyone could protect themselves individually. 

The Dream Sargent is only available on Christmas Eve every year, so few come by as to 

not interrupt their own festivities. But this year, Camryn made it a priority. 

“Before I can do that, tell me why you want to see into the future.” 

“I have nothing going out for me right now. There are endless roads of opportunity I can 

take, but I do not have a car to take them on. I do not have any useful experiences, no 

proper skills, barely any basic skills at that. When I was younger, I had all these dreams. 

All these accomplishments I wanted for myself. All I want is for my younger self to look 

at me with admiration. I want her to know I kept my promises to her.” 

Art by Griffin Kaufman 
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“Ok. I just have one thing to say about that. What kind of dreams do you have? What are 

you so adamant on achieving? I’m asking this just so I can understand where to look.” 

This question made Camryn nervous. Her dreams were endless. She wants to do everything. 

But also, nothing. She wants to explore the world, take chances, but also be cooped up, and iso-

lated from the outside world. 

“I don’t know.” 

“You don’t know? Well ma’am I need to know so I can make sure I’m giving you the proper 

guidance.” 

“As much as I want to tell you, I feel like all I can describe is what's on the surface. And the 

surface is empty. Everything else is somewhere deep.” 

The Dream Sargent looks at her, as if she is crazy. He has never met someone so emotionally 

confused and drained as Camryn was, yet he could see right through her surface. 

“I don’t think I can help you.” 

“Well, I understand. Thank you for your time.” Before Camryn can stand from the chair, he 

stops her. He says, “Wait a second, let me tell you why. I feel like you are stuck somewhere be-

tween the past and the future. You regret so much that happened then and you are too con-

cerned about what is to come. But know this, you cannot live in either of them. You must live 

in today. I can tell you have a lot you want to change, but you must let go of things you can’t 

control and change what you can control.” 

“I don’t understand. Why are you telling me this if your purpose is to see in people’s dreams? 

Aren’t you supposed to look into the future?” 

“I am.” 

“What?” 

Camryn wakes up. 

THE END. 
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“The Seasons of Feeling You” 

By Adriane Allman 
 

When I was with you it was like summer, it was 

hot, relaxing and fun, not a worry in the world. 

Then you left and my summer turned into an ice

-cold winter. My world became sad, stressful 

and lonely, the worries came back. I realized 

that all the people who were by my side during 

summer, didn’t want anything to do with me 

during my winter. While I am in the coldest, 

darkest time of my life, you are on to your next 

summer. It gets colder and colder and colder, 

every time I see that smile, those eyes and when 

I hear the voice that comforted me at a point in 

time. I can never escape you; I see you every-

where from the halls at school to social media. I 

blocked you on everything and changed all my 

classes but I still see you everywhere. So, my 

winter wouldn't get colder. 

Photo by Merryn Isbell 
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St. Patrick’s Day Poem 

 

Better to be lucky than good they say  

then why should I try to win the day  

if fortune's victorious  

over the skilled and meritorious  

then shouldn't I just hone my luck  

  

If fortune favors the bold   

I'll be bravery uncontrolled  

chasing the pot of gold  

I'll be heroism run amok  

and I'll burn out in a brazen ball of luck  

  

And if luck favors the prepared  

I'll set my feet and won't be scared  

facing hell with teeth bared  

I'll prepare for every possibility  

even Leprechauns and fairies  

  

For if I'm good then I'll survive  

but if I'm lucky I will thrive  

With Fortune on my side  

I'm victorious till I die  

  

 

Photo by Olivia K. Reichardt 
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St. Patrick’s Day Poem 

 

 

See the running of the snakes 

I think he’s angry of his fate 

He slithers his way through the clover 

He gets overshadowed by the green over 

Who’s that approaching from the shamrocks 

I think he’s here to protect the livestock 

The snake turns and flees 

Begging to the man, “please” 

But the man does not stop 

Chasing the snake to the top 

The snake asks the man, “why” 

But all the man says is, “Goodbye” 

The snake soon disappears 

And the Irish begin to cheer 

Happy St. Patrick’s Day 

 

 

 

 

 

Photo by Olivia K. Reichardt 
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“The power of an author”– by Anonymous 

 

Drawled lazily across my sky, spelled out meticulous-

ly yet in a way that is profoundly human, are the 

beautiful essence of which I fuel myself. They spill 

out before me, longing to be held, to be loved, to be 

recognized. I pick them up one at a time, basking in 

their radiant glow, their smell intoxicating, their look 

bewitching. In this moment they exist for my pleasure 

and my pleasure alone. How powerful they are, 

armed with nothing but a quill the author is the most 

feared being in existence, in his artillery he carries 

nothing but that everlasting, soul changing, exquisite 

phenomena called words, capable of changing hearts 

mind and reality.  
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Ethan Covington  

The Elegy of  Solaria 

In the chaos down below. Beneath the earth and ocean deep. 

Lives the gods’ most ancient foe. In the darkness fast asleep. 

Hear the song the land once sung. Seek the bard, the song’s begun. 

Listen well on the storyteller’s tune. Under the light of the glistening moon. 

Tell the story once again. Sing throughout the forest glen. 

Sing the god’s most holy aria. Sing The Elegy of Solaria. 

 

The Kingdom of Solus a country divine. With brilliant splendor its reputation does shine 

The elves and fairies live together in peace. They fight for the darkness to forever cease 

The home of many heroes of great power. At their hands do evildoers cower 

To the desert of the south to the forest north. The gods named it supreme henceforth 

 

The land of Astar, teeming with magic. The home of events ever so tragic. 

The people cowered to the land of evil. The demons caused chaos and sent the land into up-

heaval 

In the northern mountains, there live beasts. To the southern forests where elves feast 

The coastal west of Oakenside. The business of the capital depends on the tide. 

 

The land of the demons, The empire of hell. To the Heroine of Light, the empire fell. 

The demons to angels, the well purified. The sword of the heroes consumed the inside. 

Now freed from tyranny, they worshiped the gods. For they had won the battle against all 

odds. 

With the demons banished they set about restoring. The well had finally stopped its infernal 

roaring. 

 

Photo by Rose Harvey 
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The savage isles of Isthmus home to ferocious creatures. Its lord Valtor, with the most  

hideous of features. 

The isle of serpents, home to powerful mercenaries. They hunt in the night with only what 

they can carry. 

The isle of Bloodstar, the home of blood mages. It is forbidden to read from their unholy 

pages 

The isle of Shadowfang, the hunters of night. Their hideous forms from an unholy blight. 

The isle of fang and blood, of vicious pillagers. They attack the poor, unsuspecting, innocent 

villagers. 

The isle of felines, Kiambaa the noble and heroic. Their faces like stone, ever stoic. 

 

The lands of the elements yet undiscovered. Few know their secret, and keep it under cover. 

The island of water, rife with piracy. The crew of Mackenzie, serving their mistress merrily 

The continent of earth, the noble servants of earth. They dread the lich that discovered re-

birth 

The land of inferno, the desert and volcano. They fight to banish the greedy lord of inferno 

The islands above, the great birds fly, down in the hills the beholders lie. 

 

The heavens above, the world below. The people hold steadfast any way the wind may blow. 

They toil and work and carry out their lives. Sons, daughters, husbands and wives. 

What splendid mysteries does the future hold. For this world so intriguing and old. 

Come what will for the future of the land. The greatest of realms forever shall stand. 

Forever the people will sing the triumphant aria.  

Long live the world of Solaria! 
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By Sebastian Ruble 

The Empire of  Grass 

Wandering the sprawl of stone, I came upon a traveler, a raconteur 

A man not weary, a man with a tale. 

A tale of a land, a land so pure, one so far and yet so near. 

He told me of his home, he said 

“Peer into the vast frontier 

One so untraveled it has been forgot, near. 

Peer into what lies yonder, still 

I tell you of a land of love and life, of prosperity and of no fear 

I tell you of a beacon of light 

For in the forlorn night of this present juncture 

The creator does smile upon what was built on borrowed land.” 

I questioned him further, intrigued by what he spun 

I begged, I plead to teach me what his mind had won 

His words so warm, so soothing, he told me, 

“Behold the eternal Empire of Grass, an endless plain 

Green grass and prosperity reign 

Long live the blades.” 

In all its grandeur he told me of a land, 

One so subtle yet so grand, with tower after tower 

Of humble grass 

A city, an empire, found so vast 

It was made but only of grass 

The endless fields, they continue forever 

An endless resource for which man can conquer 

The humble blades, they started from but one 

He took the blade, he took the stone, he crafted a land as valued as pure opulence 

He fastened the blade, he fastened to root, he made claim of barren soil 

With the blessings of his creator, he took the holy growth and built a hut 
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A hut 

A village 

A town 

A kingdom 

An empire. 

Millions live, millions prosper, all built from the hands of one founder and one blade. 

He says, 

“Behold the eternal Grass Empire, an endless plain 

of green grass and prosperity 

Long live thine blades” 
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We are the people  

Who aren’t equal  

We cried and wept in silence  

But the people now see us  

The monuments; the statues  

All distractions to silence us  

We shall be free  

We shall not be silenced any more 

 

By Areonna Ellison 

 
 

 

By Reagan Crowder 

 

“Rainbow” 

It’s a bright sunny day 

And you’re out on a walk 

It starts to drizzle 

So, you run to your car 

The rain suddenly stops 

You look over your shoulder 

And see…… 

Brilliant colors across the sky 

Touching the blue sky and the green grass 
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Art by Jazavier L. 

Ezekiel 
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