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Those Who Watch Over Us

The sun peeked through the trees as morning slowly stirred.

A bus gull of teenagers drove down the road towards school.

One kid sat alone in the very back of the bus; quietly, he stared out the window, watching the morning sun
filter through the passing trees.

His name is Joshua, but his best griend Austin always called him Josh. Josh was a complete outcast.
Everyone saw him diggerently than Austin, so he remained quiet with no expression on his face, watching the
trees and the sun rom the back of the bus.

A paper ball whizzed through the air, hitting Josh in the forehead. Josh turned (rom the window, looking
towards the ront of the bus, eying for the culprit. The sun’s bright rays revealed Josh’s legt eye-bruised a
vivid purple. The paper ball rested on his lap. Josh reached down, opened the ball, and began reading silently
what was written on it.

You killed Austin was written over and over again with little mutilated stick figures drawn into the margins.

Josh’s eyes started to glisten with tears. He crumpled the paper back into its ball, returned his gaze to
the window. A memory of his best griend erupted in his head.

He and Austin were walking out behind the football stadium one evening. It was dark, not much could be
seen. It was quiet; no one was around.

"Come on, let’s get out of here,” Austin had said.

"Right behind ya, " Josh had said.

Suddenly, a group of jocks emerged grom the shadows, surrounding Austin and Josh. The menacing group of
kids began whaling on them with bats and other blunt objects.

The last thing Josh remembered, begore blacking out, was watching the jocks repeatedly kicking Austin in
the ribs as his body lay limp on the green grass of the roothall field.

The bus came to a slow stop outside the school, opening its doors with a hiss. The sound snapped Josh out
of his memory. All the kids got up grom their seats at once and trickled grom the bus at an even pace. Josh
sat in his seat there for a moment, lost in thought, begore getting up and walking off the bus, all the while
avoiding eye contact with the bus driver.,

As he legt the bus ramp, Josh propped up the hood of his sweatshirt in an attempt to hide his ace, and
made his way through the crowd o school kids milling about the gront entrance of the building. They bumped
his shoulders and whispered his name under their breath in vulgar tones.
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Josh entered an empty bathroom and proceeded to the handicap stall. Taking of his backpack, Josh looked
at his reglection in the mirror over the sink, then, abruptly, he punched the mirror, shattering his image.
Despite the shards of glass, Josh continued to punch at the mirror. He punched the tile set behind it, trying
to numb his inner pain with physical, outer pain.

He stopped ater a jew more punches; his knuckles were swollen and cut, covered with blood.

Josh paced back and forth in the stall, breathing heavily as tears poured down his cheeks. Wiping them
away, he slammed his back up against the wall, grabbed his backpack and bunched the gabric to his mouth so he
could scream into it.

$lowly dropping the bag back to the floor, Josh unzipped the largest pocket open. Digging into the bag, he
pulled out a qun-a Glock nine -millimeter. More tears joined the previous streams still flowing down his
cheeks. Josh pulled a clip grom his bag, a clip that contained one bullet. At the bottom of his backpack was a
picture of Josh and Austin.

He loaded the clip, racked the slide and pointed the barrel to the side of his head.

“I'm sorry. It was entirely my gault,” Josh whispered through racking tears.

Josh closed his wet eyes and pulled the trigger.

CLICK.

For a moment, the silence in the empty bathroom became all encompassing, then, agter a time, Josh opened
his eyes, looked down at the picture of himselg with Austin, it was lying abandoned on the bathroom floor next
to pieces of bloody glass.

His mind stretched back to remember..

Josh had been lying on a qurney; out of the corner of his eye, he could see his best riend being put into a
body bag.

“Austin..,” he mumbled.

It was almost like he had blinked and suddenly he was in a hospital room with multiple tubes plugged into him.
An x-ray of his legt arm was projected on a white screen to the right o his bed. His head hurt something
fierce and everything felt fuzzy as he attempted to bring his hands up to his temples; only his right arm
obeyed, the legt remained aggixed to his side, wrapped in gauze.

Josh’s gather was asleep in a nearby chair. Multiple nurses streaked past the open door of his hospital
room. He looked down at the various IV needles inserted into his arms, noticed the small clip attached to his
right pointer finger. Josh knew that was meant to monitor his heart rate.

Congused, Josh mumbled, "Where's Austin?”

The question woke up his dad in the chair; he immediately junped up and approached the bed.

“fire you okay? What happened?”

"Dad, where's Austin?” 7



"He's not here, you need to calm down.”

"No, Ineed to know ig he’s okay. Ineed to see him.” Josh tried to sit up but the pain of his injuries forced
him back down.

Josh started pulling the cords grom his body. By removing the heart monitor, Josh inadvertently set off a
series of alarms. Nurses poured into the room and began strapping Josh back down to the bed. Josh
continued to struggle, yelling out.

"Let me go! Ineed to see him! Where's Austin!? Tell me where Austin is!”

Josh (lailed his arms violently, trying to get loose, trying to find Austin,

His dad jumped in gront of the nurses, backing them of. He grabbed Josh by the shoulders, hugged him to
his chest. Josh began to ery, mashing his tears into the heavy cabric of his gather’s shirt.

Please don't say it!” Josh pleaded.

"He's gone, Josh; he’s gone.”

The nurses stood silent, watching the sad spectacle. Josh’s dad began to cry, joining his son.

"He's in a better place, son.”

The bathroom door suddenly swung open and a teacher yelled into the hollow space.
“Joshua? Are you in here? Are you okay?”
A knock rang across the stall Josh was sitting in.
Josh's tears overglowed; the sheer amount of tears and sadness, he gelt, might never end, might never
cease to flow. He whimpered with every breath he took.

Josh rested the qun on the floor next to the picture of himself and Austin, and then curled into a ball
amongst the glittering shards of glass.

By Tyler Schultz
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How People with Higher-Functioning Autism Are Not Free

“Your odd demeanor is driving away customers, | have to let you go,” says the boss.

| was twenty years old. | had only held that job for two months. It was a weekend job working
at a computer repair store. | worked very hard and didn’t need all the training the other
employees did. | even thought | had a nice demeanor around customers and other co-workets.

So why did | have to be let go by the boss? This isn’t the first time this has happened to me.

In fact, it’s the furthest | have ever been in the working world. Every job | applied for before
ended afterwards with, “Sorry, your odd demeanor and temperament would make it hard to
handle working here.” That was the word-for-word response | got from a Winn-Dixie manager,
just after | applied for a job bagging groceries. | didn’t even get to an interview, | just handed
the application to the manager. He didn’t even look at it. How could he judge?

1 got a similar response to almost every job | tried to get in my adult life. | have an idea why
they judge me: | feel strongly that it has to do with my Autism, specifically, my
higher-functioning Autism, also known as Asperger’s syndrome.

I have been looking and applying for jobs since | was sixteen years old, which is around the
same time my parents let me get a job. My goal was to work part-time during the school yeat,
then work full-time during the summer. | wanted to be on my own by the time | was eighteen, as
well as have a reliable mode of transportation for college. After college, | wanted to make my
way up the workplace ladder; that or even start my own business one day. However, over the
last eight years, | have only had one job: the job mentioned eatrlier.

Employees would comment on how my hand-flapping and odd demeanor would weird
customers out. | have only once made it as far as the interview, just to be told I'm too rude and
arrogant to work there.

Now if | was just mentally-handicapped (or even had a more severe form of Autism ) | would
have an easier time finding work, mainly due to government incentives that workplaces are
provided for hiring someone with more profound mental and physical disabilities. Not to
mention, that hiring people with severe disabilities can do wonders for a company’s public
relations.

Nonetheless, with higher-functioning Autism, you are between a rock and a hard place.

Vou've not disabled enough for government workplace assistance and public relations benefits;
however, you are still discriminated against in regards to your actual disabilities.

In 2011, under much reluctance, | applied for SSI (Supplemental Security Income )—a
government handout for people with disabilities. It only pays between six-hundred and
seven-hundred dollars a month, but it helps me until | figure something else out. In the
meantime, | have worked with vocational rehabilitation; | also started attending college classes:
hoping that a good education might make employers overlook my disability.

Prior to 2012 (when | started getting SS| benefits ), | was living with my girlfriend’s parents.
Pretty much all of my expenses have been incurred by them. | was only able to help out around
the house, giving what little financial relief | could. | still live with them, at least now | can help
out by taking care of my expenses better. 1l
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The following is an excerpt from a famous literary work that | feel summarizes how | feel:

“I think it is agreed by all parties that this prodigious number of children in the
arms, or on the backs, or at the heels of their mothers, and frequently of their fathers, is in the
present deplorable state of the kingdom a very great additional grievance; and therefore,
whoever could find out a fair, cheap, and easy method of making these children sound and
useful members of the commonwealth would deserve so well of the public as to have his statue
set up for a preserver of the nation.”

This was a paragraph from the essay “A Modest Proposal” by Jonathan Swift. It was written
back in the eighteenth century. This essay was a satire against people who were against
helping the poor, basically saying: to take care of the problem with the poor “the rich must use
the poor as meat.” This paragraph could be applied to the issue of employing people with
higher-functioning Autism as well—none of which wish to live in poverty or rely on handouts.

“We know through painful experience that freedom is never voluntarily given by the oppressor;
it must be demanded by the oppressed.” That was an excerpt from Martin Luther King's “Letter
from Birmingham Jail,” a letter he wrote following an arrest during a civil rights demonstration.
This demonstration was a reaction against legalized discrimination that black people saw in the
American South in the 1960s (and before ): such as businesses refusing to hire people based
solely on race. The letter talked about how “it was now or never” regarding civil rights. It also
shared that the church leaders criticizing King’s demonstration were a part of the problem; they
wished to maintain the status-¢uo.

What does this have to do with Autism?

Clearly the discrimination | face doesn’t match the severity of Jim Crow segregation in the
American South that Dr. King was forced to endure; however, the discrimination | have endured
trying to find work is still despicable. Why should | have to rely on other people’s handouts just
to survive? Maybe | want a job just like everyone else. Maybe I'd like to have the freedom to
work hard and plan accordingly.

Maybe I'd like a shot at the American Drean.

That is something a handout just can’t give you.

Employment discrimination against Autistic people is putting their life at the mercy of others,
which isn’t American in any sense of the word.

In conclusion, the only way people with higher-functioning Autism will be free would be to
curb workplace discrimination. Discrimination will never be eradicated; however, the less
discrimination is always better. Not all people with Autism are lower-functioning, or, even
worse, institutionalized; some are highly-intelligent, higher-functional and could live vich and
fulfilling lives while simultaneously being a benefit to society as a whole, not a burden.

People just need to get rid of the whole “Rain Man" stigma in regards to Autism. A popular

movie character is not the face of everyone with Autism.
By Edward Dees
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The Ache trom Long Distance

Gazing down at her cell phone, Sarah focused on the text onsereen: the white light illuminated
her face as she sat on her bed. Once again, she felt the longing consume her, causing her chest
to tighten,

She struggled to keep the tears back: a futile attempt as her eyes began to glisten regardless
of her efforts. This had become a regular occurrence of [ate and it was becowming exceedingly
hard to avoid this new routine. Refusing to tear her eyes away from the screen, she read the
text over and over, savoring the few short words:

I love you. Sweet dreams.

Then finally, she eased her eyes shut, releasing the warm tears hidden there. She needed sleep,
but how could she possibly sleep now? Her heavy heart would get in the way of slumber:
depressing thoughts would linger at the periphery, a near-constant.

And yet, she shouldn’t feel so much gloom—no, gloom wasn’t the right word, not really, but it
will have to do—; she felt so alone is what it was. So unhappy, so wiserable. All of those
feelings, and more, mingled within; she had no word to properly describe it, only the clichéd
words came immediately fo mind. But the fact remained: there was no real reason for her o
feel the way she did.

Sarabh still loved him, and he, in return, loved her. They had been together for five years,
though it was fated that they would have to move away from each other eventually, so the
two of them could go fo college. The vast distance set between them was fated fo strain their
relationship as well.

lt’s a temporary situation, she fold herself before immersing in the fond mewories the two of
thewm shared: the late-night cuddles, the evening movies—so many different flashes of their time
together pulled at her emotional strings, making it difficult to push the pain of his absence aside.
Honestly, she thought she would have gotten used to it by now, since the move had happened
over eight months ago.

Rubbing at her watery-green eyes, Sarah leaned back into the pillows; her long brown hair
splayed out around her head. It was bedtime. She set her phone on a nearby nightstand, fossed
herself over on her side, away from the nightstand, and the phone it held.

Lately, it had been hard for her to get through the day because she couldn’t stop thinking
about their issues. Sarah didn’t mean to dwell on thewm, but she hadn’t realized that it would be
this hard to readjust to life without him. She tucked her knees close to her chest and tried fo
f‘ush the negative thoughts away by straightening her legs abruptly down towards the foot of

er bed.

Things weren't as bad as they seemed, she thought. Peep down, she knew she would see him
eventually. After all, she was saving up o visit him during spring break.

Just remember, Sarah: this is only temporary, she fold herself again, firmly.

Ht didn’t help the ache in her chest, the longing that lived there, but she repeated this mantra
10 herself nonetheless; she finally found the strength to close her wet, but drying, eyes for the
14 night.
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She dearly wissed his scent, the warmth of his skin when he lay curled up against her body.

Fatigue seeped into her as she continued to reminisce over their more tender moments fogether.
Her thoughts began to stray towards nonsensical things, making her determination to
concentrate on him harder and harder fo maintain as she eventvally lost her train of thought.

She was able to put herself to sleep after a while; her feelings drifting off into unconsciousness.

Morning came with sharp light shining in through her window. She was stirred from a blissful
state, opened her eyes and sat up in her bed. Silently, Sarah cursed herself for not relishing the
dream she had been having a bit longer: it was so much better than the reality she now found
herself awake in.

Glancing at her cell phone, she decided to check the funds for her intended trip fo visit him on
spring break. She had thought about checking her bank account last night before falling asleep,
affirming that the possibility of seeing him was secure, thus lifting her spirits, but sleep had
paradoxically wigaled in and taken over before she had had a chance to do so. She figured the
idea of that money safely secured in her bank account would allow her to better focus on more
important tasks during the day.

She leaned forward and grabbed the phone from the nightstand. Without further delay, she
logged into her account and quickly followed the prompts to her account page. When the
nuwbers displayed, Sarah’s stomach lurched violently in surprise. There was less woney in there
than she remembered. In a sudden panic, she scrolled through the statement as anxiety bubbled
close to the surface.

Where did it all go?

The wmowment she saw the series of withdrawals over the last week, her question was coldly
answered.

“Right, | took out cash fo pay the rent this month. Now I'm going fo have fo work extra hours
at the restavrant to get it all back,” she complained in a whiny tone.

After putting aside her phone, the feelings from the night before came rushing back with force.
Her eyes began to water all over again, followed by trembling lips.

She needed to keep herself together and think positively. It was going to be difficult for her to
replenish her funds, but sitting around moping about it wouldn't help a thing. If things were going
to work out, she needed to get up and fight off this spell of depression.

No more wallowing in tears.

Wiping away the wetness ringing her eyes, Sarah forced a swile.

“Besides, it’s only temporary,” she whispered in a shaky breath.

By Andrea Senkokura
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A Man's Best Friend

‘Come on, Ace” My Human sdid while pakking his knee.

It was a Sdeurday mornin_c], and ik wds kime for our daily ride down over &0 the locdl
QuickMare. My Human wenk inko the store ko get d newspdper, e9gs, and milk for his breakfask.
He would sometimes get me some canned food if T hdd run out from the day before.

My Human opened the car door for me, and T jumped onko the skicky ledeher seqks. The car
engine rogred o life, and my car window was lowered for me ko enjoy khe crisp breeze. T skuck
My hedd ouk the window dand wdekched khe cars race by,

When we made it k0 the store, My Human patked me on the head and sofely sdid, "T'll be righe
back, old man.’

I smiled back de him with my bukker-colored keeth, and T wqgged my kdil conkeneedly.

I 5qt with My edrs perked up, and I wdkched other humans walk by; they all come in differene
shapes dnd sizes, dand they were dil on some sort of mission ko gee o a unique destingeion.

I Figured I should kake a ndp before My Human came back; T usudlly did thde 50 T would have
my enerqy for breakfast. I nestled my hedd inko the warm ledeher of the sede cushion, closed my
eyes and drifked inko a dark sleep.

L began o hedr unlocking noises, bue I didn'e pay it any mind becquse L fiqured it wds jusk
My Human. The car engine suddenly revved dand pu!led oyt of the parkin lok of QuickMart. The
purring of nearby engines made me feel a& eqse, and T fele almost peqceful.

All"of g sudden, I hedrd d skrange voice sy inko a cell phone, "Where you ge?"

L knew dt thde momenk thak My Human was no longer behing the wheel. I sde up with My
edrs poinkin hish and skdrred de the human driving the vehicle. He made eye conkdck with me dnd
swerved off the road.

L sank my keeth inko his skin, ripping dway de his flesh. He screamed in anquish de the sight
of my jaws locked onko his bloody-mass of an arm.

I lost my rip‘jusl-, as the car begqn ko Hip over dand over. We landed in d nedrby dikch. T
crawled oue of the obliterdeed car on dll four of my paws, seemingly undamaged. My nose led me
t0 the skranger who had skolen My Human's car.  His body had been Hun_c] ouk of the windshield d
few feet dway from the wreck. I knew he was no longer dlive.

L whimpered in the direction of a nearby forest, in hope of being dble o find My Human
aqain.

: At khde moment, I didn't know whde my nexe move wds; dfeer dll, I was jusk q rekired police
dog. I had done my kime in the force, and I jusk wdnked ko relax with My Human who had
rekired from the force gs well.

The ruffling of leaves came from dil around me. T was losk to say the ledst. Everywhere T
wurned wds g kree thde looked exdctly like a previous one I had passed. I fele as if I had been
FUNNINg in circles khrough khis forest.

Why did he have to skedl My Human's car?

I hope My Human was okay.

How wds he supposed ko get home?

As more questions flutkered khrough my head, my pdce grew more frankic &0 d poink where T
Wds Sprinking as fase as my legs would cdrry me. My hedrebede quickened, bue I wds nok going
k0 give up unkil T found My Human again.
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I Eqm—,ed t0 cdech my bredeh, my tonque lolling dlong the side of my jaw; soon, T couldn't stop
myselt from 1ying down in the middle of nowhere. I propped myself againse d convenient eree;
My course fur scraeching dqdinst the bark.

I rested my head bekween my frone paws and looked inko the sky.

I will find you, My Human. T promise, T will find you.

Afeer a few hours of walking through the woods, T skumbled dcross d road thae I didn'e
recosnize. My Human never drove me down this way, I dssumed. I poim—,ed my nose kowdrds
the sky o kry and get g whiff of My Human in the breeze. No such luck.

Cars drove by me.

Drivers wdkched me from kheir passing windows.

I hedrd 4 few people mutker, "Aw, khae poor likkle German Shepherd 409.‘.“

I also heard g few say, "He musk be losk; T hofe he finds his way home.’

One car in parkicular skopped dboue d block in fronk of where I wds hedded. A smdll
req-headed woman came Hging ouk from the dn‘vin_c)—side door.

‘Come here, olq 9”9‘“ She cogxed, usin9 a Fqncg 409 kregk.

I wdlked her way wikh cqukion. I had nOl—,hing ko lose gk this poim—,~1 Fi_c)uredkso I gobbled
the trede up from her hand. She tugged ae my collar ko peek de my idenkificakion while I chewed;
looking to see where I wds from and who owned me.

"Paul Smithers..."

The woman pondered over kthe name ko see if she reco_c)nized it from dnywhere, buk she didn'e
think she did.

"Well, T'll kake you home with me for now, old quy.”

She invieed me inko her co2y Cadillde, which wds way more deluxe than My Human's old car. As
I found ouk lgeer, her house wds even more dmazing:  she had two skories, 4 swimmin
pool—buk somehow, none of this redlly seemed to inkrique me; I just wanked to make sure My
Human was home dand sdfe.

She rang up loads of different people, and she had long conversaeions with dll of them. The
only words I could make ouk where "dog,” “lost,” "help,” and "find."

"Well" the woman sdid finally, skaring down gk me. ‘Looks like you're qgoing ko be spending the
night with me for today, bue I promise, we will find your owner tomorrow, dlright?”

I wa 9ed My tail wikth excitement upon heqrins those words.

‘ "That s the spiriu“ She sdid wikh d bri_c)ht—, expression. "Now, come on, let's gek you kucked in
or bed."

She walked me over to an elegant, frilly dog bed thde would be mine tempordrily for the night.
Tomorrow we'q find My Human.

L slowly drifeed off ko sleep; my body fully ready for g night's rese afeer the journey khde

wds my day. -

During the middle of the night, a phone cdll rang ouk, wdking me and the woman from sleep.
She tossed her covers off her body, scooked into her slippers and shuffled down the hdll ko
dnswer the ringins helephone.

"Hello...?" she answereq groggitg. "Oh my Soodness, Paull  You won'e believe—"

She pqused for a moment dnd shok d smile in my generql direckion. She gave me q thumbs
up, and T knew that I would s00n be reuniced with My Human. I wanked t0 be wikh him now, in
fack, 50 T ran towdrds the fronk door in prepdracion for leaving. T lek out g huge bark.
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"He has been looking for you, khae's for sure’ she chuckled down gt me. I know he will be
glad ko see you.'

I walked around frantically; my kail bede on one of the dadjacent walls near the fronk door with
exgsperation.

She spoke ik the phone.

"Well, we will both see you komorrow, dlrighe?”

Tomorrow?  Why tomorrow?  Why nok now?

I needed ko see My Human ri_c)hh now.

I barkeq dt the door q?qin unkil she hung up the phone and propped open the door for me.

I bolked ouk the door like greqsed Ii_c)hunins, runnin9 shrqight-, down her Ion9 driveway.

Thde wds when 4 pair of lights cresked g hill t0 the right of the woman's driveway entrance,
headed in my direction. T froze, for just a moment, and I fele all of my excikement ang
anticipgeion leqve my body in g rush. T went numb dnd cold dil over. All T could hedr in the
background was the woman scredming—khen crying.  The only recognizgble voice was of the
red-hdired womdn who hdad saved me,

I hedrd her yell out from the house, "Paul, he's been hik! You have ko come nouw! He's been
hit!”

She shouced an address de him. I knew he would wrike it down, just ds he did everyehing. He
had a blue notepdd nexe o his phone thae he used o jok down dll imporkant bies of informaeion
received over the phone, especidlly dddresses. I had wdkched him use ik many times beyond counk.

My moments fele like monehs, skretched ouk, bue I didn'e feel any pain, skrange gs thde is. Al
L fele was hede slowly leaving my body. A cool breeze setkling over me.

A car pulled up, and My Human came running oue from the tront sede. He wds yelling my
name over and over.

"Ace!” he screeched in dgony. “How could T have done khis 0 you?”

He hadn'e done q thing; ie wds just g pare of our routine. T rdaised my head ko look inko his
eyes, and q kear from his face landed onto my grey-haired snoue. He buried his face ino my
shoulder and lee ouk g cry thae T hdd never hedrd come from him before.

"T've lee you down, old man..." My Humadn choked on his words. "I'm 50 sorry I did khis ko

oy.’
’ I licked his fdce wikh my Iong, pink konque; he 9rirmed back dt me Ehrough his kedrs.

"You silly boy," he laughed despice himself, through clenched teeth.

All T could think dbouk were the memories we hdd shdred togekher, and I knew he was l-,hinkmg
doout khe same exack things. We wenk through police investigakions and rdids kogether—the
normal routines of everyday pareners—for yedrs. He wasn'e juse my parener on the police force,
he wds my best friend.

He was My Human.

I would never Forgeh dall the times we shared, No makker where I was in this world. I wds

srqt—,eful thae I had even been dble to experience q mere pare of q lifetime wikh g human like him.

"Tll diways remember you, my Ace-boy" he whispered. "I love you..."

And with thae, T let go. I knew I hdd made My Humdn happy, and I have diwdys redily
wanked thdk.

Alhhouﬂh L could never spedk his lanquage, I think he knew what I sdid when he looked ingo
my eyes.

T'll dways remember youy k0o, My Human—and, I love yoy koo. ..

By Emily Kelley
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SOLITUDES TWILIGHT - BY ALEX BOUTWELL

VENEER OF PERFECTION, PAINTED ON
SPLINTERED GLASS, CASTING FRAGMENTED
REFLECTIONS, SHADOWS ON THE WALL,
WATCHING, WHILE I LAY DYING, LAY CRYING,
FADING, WHILE IM BLEEDING OUT,

REACHING OUT-SOUL SCATTERED,

PUZZLE PIECES ON THE GROUND.
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\'\nner‘e ‘Hne CLips Fa” n a Man

.nne s'l'ack of papers sc]noo' wor‘k, essa\is, antJ poems were arranqed, m’or‘e or
Iess, as ].)natl ‘Hnem placetj pr‘e\liousl\', loefor‘e 'Hhe fqu' No'l' pr‘ecisel\i, lou'l' mxi son s eﬂ:or‘fs

fo recreate ‘Hneir‘ placemen't someone w‘no knew Low par‘hcv\lar‘ ].was aloou‘l’ sucL ‘Hninqs,

c]niipetj my )near‘('. J
2 poen L hadiwilen recen‘ﬂxf.
Pl smutjqe of m\i fa'l']ner‘ ,s lolooJ fusetl some of M\j wor s'fo 'Hne page.
Pl sma” c]nip of my Lear‘f J[‘e”'l'o 'Hne ﬂoor‘ of w)ner‘ever‘ ‘Hnose loifs co||ec‘|' n a person, _')oininq
'Hne many o‘Hners n a vast co“ec‘hon of my most ear‘nes‘l' mis‘fakes.

E\f \)ames Blevms

pickecl up a lone piece of paper fr‘om 'Hhe pi|e

“Hu'fc]n" B\] \)ames Blevins il
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The Omega

Kill. Kill them. Kill them all: the rudimentary prinCiples of basiC training.

We started with runhning: run to there, and then run back to here. Repeat.
Through the rain, through the snow, through the shit, past the dead, over the
Clinging.

Don’t stop runhhing. Don’t stop Killing. TO Stop one is to Stop both.

TO stop both is to die.

Through the raih, through the show, through the shit, past the dead, over the
Clinging.
Through the raih, through the show, through the shit, past the dead, over the
Clinging.
Through the raih, through the show, through the shit, past the dead, over the
Clinging.

Just like that: every hour of every day of all three years.

It’s Kind Of funny that way: three years.

Three years.

Three years to die in three minutes.

Thirty years led to three more, leading to the last three.

Optimism, excitement, opportunity: they all bleed into terror.

Literally, as you lie there, terrified, shitting yourself as the blood pools out,
you begin to think:

First, it’s the whys: Why me? Why how? Why all of this?

Second, it’s the hows: How did this happen? How did T let this happen? How
could I have stopped this?

Lastly, it’s the self-recoghition: that detestable sense of peace, that
disgusting sense of dread.

T'm dying. Nothing I do how will Change that.
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Go you let g0, you |ose all sense Of the world, the people, the things; you float
aWway anhd smile. The infinite nightmare is over...

Until you wake up—limp anhd cold in a hospital bed:

Your bliss...

Your peace...

Your serenity...

It’s all shit, and you know it.

You’re a soldier; soldier’s die.

You’re borh to train, trained to Kill, ahd Kill until dead—except, you didn’t.
Some egregiously young mediC brought you back.

Now you’re here: alive.

“But soldiers live to diel”

You sCream and shout—pushed out front with the other ghosts.
You g0 home.

You see them.

Their happy faces are mute to you.

Their tears Of jOy are worthless.

You live for onhe purpose:

“Purpose.”

That word bounces around your brain 2¢4/7.

“Purpose.”

It grinds your jaw.

“Purpose.”

It puts you on a khife’s edge.

Bahbum. Bahbum. Bahbum.

You feel the beat like it’s a drum.

Horn’s shouting; men sCreaming; blood danCing—it’s familiar.
1t’s a god-damned symphony.

You wake up, but the edge is there.

Your purpose,

Your self-worth,

Your ever-present dream

24 To Kill.
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It is considered the greatest tabo0 Of humanity—

To Kill,

TO wWrought destruction,

TO wade knhee-deep in the river of blood,

TO cast the shadow through the Valley of death.

To Kill

Is to live

1s to Kill.

You are elite within the elite—unchained, unleashed, unhbound; a puppet with
NO Strings—

To Kill

To Kill

To Kill

It’s all You know: anh apeX, anh alpha, a King among the living and Champion
among the dead—the pinnacle, the god, the ever-present disgrace.

To Kill them

To Kill them

To Kill them

You khow.

They found you: stripped Of humanity, paCkaged away from the rest, taught
the truth:

To Kill is to live.

They robbed you of death.

You grant them the pleasure.

You are onhe-above-all

You are the god-point: the pinnhacCle Cross-roads Of evolution.

By Ben Miller

Omesga.
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Singing Brothenrs
By Amber Smoot

i hear soft, quiet
voices, and wish
i could steal

their wonrds

a soft music that
fills the soul
with happiness

and peace

a feelilf\g that
has long since
been missing

from my life

a music and song
that can fill this
world with the
truth of our Lord—=

may you travel far
and spread a great
word to this lost

and dying world

a soft music that
fils the soul
with happiness

and peace.






Ko Longs o Lo Ol Ne L doded, K Lowgps Corftaed by T

Once: ) was o [ittle agsl.
Flowess ta haad, mind ta space.

heallheg ofow of conftdence susounded we
wose (b proudly ltke o cope of viclos

) vashed ite the wosld

ith o solid cowa, and Teades of heast.

The colltsion shsedded wng cope: ths pleces, ay wnocence, foseses lost. -
A0ith exposd. wounds en witatended. piake flesh, ) stoed=no longgs o litte .

Thea: 1 was o outh.
Tuts balled, suﬁﬂmdm(g? 5?&
dseud o aloom eoplfed we.
e doskaess clung to The fabsic of; e defeat.

) wlted. o the cnth, with heamg Wit “aad bledta cov.

The sun gfwm,s, WOWIL, Gl g tattesed soul,

500%(’“”9 the heal of g foth, "Wmu%% wadtlug veins.

Nith ope asns ) ebsoced. the &%Iht and dlLsst g saduess—no f@ngm dﬂd@d

Now: 1 am WNewon.

Hloaek w polw, dseams e ploce.

Aot dlow of kaowledag seeps beeath the stibching of any scons
} stse o the e of oppostion

Akl o deep anoseness and unseststcled. spuat.

The aneptsh of the pod o lonags hounts ang alosphese

A0ith vast eppestintties latd oul” befose we, 1 soon amvord=no lonags confned. by fes.

28 ; @1& @ﬂﬂ}w Mines

hrE



(Alod” Gy Cethony Kediope

29



30

§ L‘/‘a/ye/‘&

Hor mother abuways tolll her 1ot to Calk to strangers, just e any good parent shoull She wold say,
lﬂey W take you away i Chere van and do bad things o you, " s the gied grew oier, the phrase rever

changed it was abiays about the van and the bad thirgs that happened i them, When the gird grew some sense
with age, she wodll respord with, Strargers don 'fa/a/af& drive vans, " Ard later stitl] Tn fact, everyone [
don ¢ fnow s a stranger, S o e saying everybody wants to do bad things to me? [ don ¢ think that &
correct.” The mother stopped wsing that argament a[fb‘eﬁ a certark poirt,

Over tine, as technotipy has grown, we have achioved the ability to talk b strangers from ot across the
world,

Ard that is exactly what the gird dil every day,  She was an avid wember of an onllne chatroon, She sat ix
[front of her computer for houwrs on end] chatting away with pegpte who couldl be next door for ofY she krew, or
on the other side of the planet,

Hor wsername was Zﬁ/@/ﬁ’/%ﬁ Vampive, g /f/tby had boen the giet. & ol wickname i high sehool and she
L‘éﬂ«}éb‘ it woudd be cute /f a Kitten was a lttle vampire, There were /ﬂ/e/(% af other members ix her onlie
chatroon with orazy asernames as well] [ hethed to defike them i a sense, There was a Maniae Mark: he
was the fumy one i the growp with a very duk sense of humor. Uhdead?Lrer " was the reasonable one who
often had very eloguent messages with a high amount of wit to them; he was a bt anoying beoause of that, She
coullln t forget 'TheAuinereak, " fe was exac Uy what you wodl thirk ke was: a guy obsessed with anine.
Ad af course, there was 7@@/@/‘ of Socrets —the host af the chatroom, [here were others, but these fo«f
menbers where the ones she had cone o fnow and exjoyed talling to The most,

Most days, after waking ap, she woull get dressed and look af herselff ix the mirror G see (f she looked
presentable /z/%;a/fe 10t going oulside that nach). A bt later, she woull eat breakfast downstairs with her
nother, who often kad a story to tell to make things interestivg. [ hen, she woulll go back wstais, turn on
fer computer, and aé[s’zyz/aea/‘ ito a chatroonm,

7 ki particalar day started lie any other

TheAuine Freak: z%y, did you guys hear about that ramor spreadig around?

Manize Mark: The ramor that you e a smooth womanizer? Because we all fnow that & not trae.
Theuine Freak: s, Jou /é/‘/g/ The runmor about that Chatroom kitler, " The sy who goes it
chatrooms with the rame Unknown?,” then, one af the chatraom members wonld. pust af&@o/ﬁwﬁ, and
later, turn out to be dead/

/fw/e/‘ of Seerets: pretty swe it & ' JUST @ Famor, Freak, Fnd besides, it & not e we e ol
our /em’wm/ /}(fo/‘mlf/bf(, e where we e, so there & /mté/}g} 10 worry about,

//I/‘t/a/ﬁh% Vampire. Yoak, 245, /fw/aw & right, [t  Just a &‘//Zy ramor; you know how those go.

T hettuine Freak:  What (f ke is some bind of professional hacker that can fixd your information in the

chatrooms?



Undead#Lver:  We lire i any different comtries, do we not? Well] ff it i  Just one person, Uhey
can onty live ix one country as well, Lven (f they are some kid of super~hacker of sorts, they v
have Go buy a plane liket b come and fird as. 1 atl sounds very wreasonable and privey to me, so
there shoulin t be a/(la,fé/)y to worry about,

T heuine Freak: %aé, whatever,

Manize Mark: [ can 't bebiove [ thankiny Undoad for puttivg Freak i his place, but thank you,
Nize e, bro,

A new aser has /'a/)m/ the chat: Unknown?

At that monent, the gird felt her body stiffen a bt af her Reyboard, She asually din ¢ see sitly rumors”
enter her chatrooms, She was pretly sue the others were afso feellny the same way, because none of then
responded ix the room for a good few mirates,

Nevertheloss, this gid was a ratinad thinker. She had a stronp fivewall o her systen as well, A
antivirus that guarantoed identity protection, #d] Undead had made some great points. 87, she catmed herself
down and deoided to respond frst.

Litthe Kitey Vampie. Holly there! Weloome to the chatroon,

Ukwown?:  Thank you for the warn introduction, miss, Foople rarely greet me with kind words
Uhese days, 1t must be because of the soreennane,

Thetuinereak: Of course it s because of the rame! ou ve heard the runors, ripht? This has to
be some find 0f /'a&/

Uikrown?:  The rumor of this chatroom itler"? Well] [ can assure you all rpht now of something
1o ease youwr Lension,

Manie Mark: Then spit it out alrecady, 1o need to be dramatic, pal,

kwown?:  That ramor is irdeed about me, Fud [ thirk there i plonty to be dranatic abou, Mer#,
A aww{ it needs to a{we/o/ to make it @at/&fﬁ/}(;/,

Menic Mark: Feal fa/my, /a/ o what, Jou e gonna sneak up on a8 aﬁe/‘ getling s all seared Uie
Uttt pigs? Then just stab as i the backs?

T hettuineFreak: Mark, don t antagonise hin, [his whote thing is really creeping me out;

/fw/m/‘ 0f Soorets: Sie, (W advise pou o Stop this, or [ witl Kick you oul 0f this ohatroom, Mo reed
U try and soare other users.

Uikown?: Alripht, [ get the point. But, [ witl be back tomorrow, Good day to you oll,

Unkown? has loft the chat.

T hettuinereak: [ was ripht! Suck it/ Still] that reatly shook me ap. [ i shaklig ripht now,
Menize Mark: Undoad, where were you on that one?

Undead#lver: tfe was quite seary, activg like some sort of seriad kitler.

//ﬁ/elﬁﬂ‘y %M//)@: o was pretly ereepy,

Keeper of Secrets: [ blocked his (P adiress, so he won ¢ be back tomorrow, i
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A wirdow popped wp on the sereen, showing that Keeper of Secrets was requesting a private chat with
//ﬁ/&/ﬁn‘f Vampiive,  The giet olicked tecept.” She read the messages from Keeper, saying that the person
who was just i the ohat lived i the same state as her. 1o advised her to be carefud, She ol hin she
woulll thex closed the private chat wirdow, [ his ansettled the girl just a bt Keoper was not usaally this
cautiius, so she felt that she should follow his advice,

The day continued o go by lile any other after that, the gird resuned tatling onbie with her frionds about
many different topies; as they wsuallly did, Onee it had gotten tate, she bil cveryone a goodnipht and lopged
ot She shat down her computer. tHore room grew durker when the lpht from her computer monitor went
out, She went to reach for her lamp, but as she did] her phone blinked o, Huminativg the nipht stand it was
resting on, [he phone beeped again with a sowd famitiar to her: the received-nessage tone, She examived the
soreen, [he messages were from an whnown namber, She was carious at fiest, then becane frightened ix the
bk of ax ege. When she put the password into her phone, [t beoped a fow more tines as the wnknown number
continued Co lext her.

Unkowown;  Gour ff/é/{df’ were prelly f«/{, but [ e more interested i o,

Unknown: Yo have a nice /mg/)y house, but it doesn ¢ have very ef[fw tive bk,
Unkwown:  The Kitehen is really nive tos, but [ much more ixterested ix your room.
Ukowown: [ts 50 sad that your mother is asthep already.

[ ke next /ee,/a came fﬁm both ter /ere and vatside of her shat bedroom door.
She was pretly sure she had locked it

%{ZM«//{.‘ /f;maZ /6(004

The newt sound was af fier ook 5@//’5// /0/0&(/,

The door gpened] reveallng an adalt man with short back hair and @ sinister expression o his face. te had
o a trench coat that rearty draped to the floor. In one hand he kel the phone fe had beer lenting her with;
tis ather hand was prippicy a large Kitohen Kuffe, The girt recopnized it as one belinging o her downstairs
itohen,

e began to muve closer, pure joy spread ot o his face.

The face of a wad serial kitler.

7 wonder where (W stab you first, " e sl Maybe (W cut your pretty lup haic and Keep it as a
lrophy. Wewt [ coul cut offf a hand, (W have to make sure you stay quiet, thouph, don ¢ went o attract too
much attention before the fun is done. [ want this o last awhite, No interraptions.”

There were several emotions the giet folt cowrse through her slpht body,

/ﬁwwaﬂ, it was not what Jou would expect, 1t wasn ¢ /aak she fe/f,



She had a grin on her face,

When the man had entered the chatroom eartior that a/z% fer /ﬂa{y/ did not fmze out af fww, bt ot 0f
excitement, and she had had o calie hersellf down, caln down her hunger with carefud] ratimal thoghts, Now,
she could 0‘/)(«/(? let the excitement course témv«/é ther am//et&fy,

ter meal tad firallly arrived. it was standing i front of her.

She tad not fiad a good] fresh bite in a lg white, as she dith t like to hurt innocent pepll, Hor mother
a/waf& loll her 1ot lo tall Co strangers bocause she mipht reveal herself, and they wouldl want to study her
lie she was some Kird of aninal, O maybe they d just flat aut Kitl her. So she remained hidden, digpuised
as a regutar human. But row she was an adilt—futl gromn,

Aud she was ready o feed,

Hor grin reveated her fangs as they grow down past he lower fp, 7k hey only grew ot like that wher she
was hungry. Hor eyes glowed a doep red i the darkness of her room,

The man & ewpression changed 7«/%{% The siekpoy expression on his face stil off. repthced with stypefied
fea/ﬁ o looked b be J’«c//e/({q regrelling ki decision Co be the nent /@« serial kittor,”

Unfortunately for hin, he codi t regret it fast enongh, as the gied had already luged at hin, burying
her fanps into his neck,

o shoulll have Rnown better than to talk to strangers.

By Shaan Cable
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With My Grabbing Soul

To the end of my love, for the one, that said, “Not to

worry."

“I'll be home."

To the end of pain, to the one that caused me to go insane:
“I'll be home."

To the end of wonder, where loves stands:
“I'll be home."

To the end of this realm, where | stand sitting at home: ) 3
“I'll be home." O&Gﬂlﬁ&l&

To the wit's end of this thing, that seems to go, but never

return: | @1& G(}BSOA/L&%@ Q))%«/U/LOA/L

“I might be gone.”

To light, to stand alone,
Alone, but not afraid, o
Of the end ¢

“I might be gone.”

The end of this realm, is gone,
End, and let my heart be,
Turn and walk to my destiny

“I might be gone.”

I've seen the last of: “Not to worry,

| will be home.”
“I've gone on.”

I've seen my last of the swing that takes and never returns:
“I'm already gone."

“See ya."

By Cassandra Brennan
%4
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Loss
By the midpight staz,

Z shed & (ear

For those 1 Joved,
and those 1 never Fnew

7 miss the days of our
shared laughier

And the ones 7
bad boped (o share \

d

L2355 7s my last tarewell
102 you

By the midnight staz,
7 shed & tesr

[or those 1 Joved,
and those 1 never Anew.

By Amber Smoot
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My Pream

A nice sumwmer breeze..the waves crashing against the shore...the swell of the sea salt...the wind
on my face...the feel of your lips as we share a sweet, sensval kiss. Then seconds later—gone. |
see your face everywhere around we: your deep brown eyes, glowing by"rhe golden haze of the
sefting sun: a dreaw is a wish, you want so bad to come trve. Will it come true? Will you hold
e in your arms and whisper sweet nothings in my ear? | dream of you so often, it’s like we've
known each other forever—like we're old best friends. So | keep waiting, waiting for the
day—one day: My dream will come true, it will become my life—forever with you.

By Cody Alcorn
Golden Olow™ By Mex Bouliell

g "
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]_,m pountjinq piano ke\fs, erkenlq,
near 'Hhe open Lar‘ of ) wet“ing

Bnd You ’|| survive me; all that clanging, OAB —\-o an QPQX\"%GY‘

a qootJ 'h‘ace of us on fl'.s Lr‘ea‘ﬂn. 0.0

S‘h", no one wi" answer Jour prayers, %\1 )ames %\Q\I\Y\S

no, no“' Mn'h| \10»« 'fake oﬂ:'ﬂ\a'f tJr‘ess

So Marr\fl Marrql—marr\f we”—
'Hne purse jou fer‘rier],
'i'o 'Hne Jir‘t some'l"hinq Iike sear‘inq fee'l'
came 'l'ramp|inc5 ot
ou car‘vetJ a name J[-or‘ \iour‘se“:,
n 'Hne .slnoulc‘er‘ of a canvas \ou |ovinq|\1 ]ne'rj

-nne aclne IS amorous Je'iq‘n‘ﬁ
marrier] on a Suncja\i,

'Hhe pol\fma'l']n of epicur‘es_
cjr"mks J(-or‘e\/er‘ Now on )ner‘

Mar‘\f, \four‘ ocean is lo'ue like \four‘ lor‘o'ﬂ\er‘
'Hhe "'anq of fr‘e,s]n Cu‘t ﬂower‘s
Some‘hmes, THrest my book lke a lover—
Lolc‘ THenJer 'h” l'l' recovers

’” r‘ememloer"l%a‘l’ o en—Lar‘ wecl«Jin T —
I P ;)

'ﬂne piano, antJ s clanqinq

ﬂne w]m'l'e of Jour canvas _')us'f loeqinninq:

'ﬁne r‘etJ of my Look"""

a ‘l’ome lonq—HeeJinq‘—"’

we”"war‘ﬂn ‘Hne Ie‘l'ferinq

Like pr‘iecl—apar‘l' r‘ilos,

ﬂ',s ’Hne qiﬁ'ﬂ;a’f keeps on giving

Q Iicluor‘erJ lor‘ea'ﬂn—"

a wis]n o ‘nave mJJ\, ]nanth,

To wa‘l’c]n ‘ner‘ mar‘r‘ietJ coo”\{ on a Sunc‘a\i,

while the piano PounC‘s a|on<3‘fo the con)uqal mob.

T8 By (e ot

\Jeéémq
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Dy I
My move foo bhe: doos, foo foeedon

You sefused lo lislen, bo see;, lo belicve

So QU levie you, levue you willh e silence of my coiea
Letue you wilh lhe bowll you wonlidsil see

Levie gou will lhe love you worlds'l helice

whal could hore becn
When you 2ealize, end seclize you will Yol Q weo Ue
e e Y



(festcan Beautg
Tsom the [t womet ) son e house, 1 kaow t© wos witne.
} el & coll to nug heest.

 loved. e [ aces of lond sassounded. by dense wood: s long dt dsweway that cuwed thsougfy the
tall cugpess, ook, and. plae tsees. The tsees wode (€ feel seesel, o5 @ I wos o watque ploce id. awary fom
the sest of the weld.

Mo fovestte poit b fon wos e (itthe apsden susounded by white beicks w the fsont of the howse: ts
holf-ween shope b bt wp agptast the ta-scofed fiont posch. The whole gpden wos covesed W juttpes,
oob ggoss, and weeds, bul e poledtiol wos these.

Upon dloses wspection, ) nottced e the backageund, tee wos one <ed sose, and (& wos absoluely usatng,
T wos so tall that o sested on the seof of the posch: s slems wese o thick vibsaat apeen with wosste
shosp thows. The flowes dslf wos o vtk shade of s, so botafil thol ta the sunltgt o looked to- be

ofowtag

} cupped both of wug polws wound. the losag peliols and feaned e to tahole the swee soma. of eanth,
sushtoee: and. sotn. The petols seemed. o endlesty sotd oound, fowntag logss of vatwsol beaut. Ja fact. )
sexecched. the soxe and. found the Tagpe wontag ta ) gpnden was actuolly colled. Amesicon Beouty, ‘39



Dustgy the el few weeks of wovtney tte w aen howe, ) would. toke coffee breaks fseom unpacking
on the fsonl posch ond lock ot the <ose. 1 fulped to ol we somchow. 1T ggoe wie stsongfh by exongle:
despte ol hovtng odequate sotl betngy sussounded bag weeds, e o till Unswed. (As T slased. ot e flowes
pushtney wp thsoucf what was procticolly sond., ) sealtad. whag ) felt so connecled. to .

The ( Aestcon Beautt sose was deogal, potsed, and. sesltenl—just (tke wf agondacthes

My gpondoa and. gpondpo. wese wossted. e Lowell, Michtopn ta 1949, @ 1993, they hod. tive
toddless-ond. g agondpo hod. contsacted. polte. He hod. been the sole bseadwtnes of the fanly aad wos
non wioble to walk el olone wosk. Mag apondwa enlyg hod o high school: educatton, so she wotked. fsom
hewe to woke wene, She wos s~ toudfil of wosl wewfhtagy she did, such os decosattng weddung cakes
and. assongngy flowess fon people te place on goves ustng coffee cans and Plostes—of ~Ftots. Eventunally, Se
picked up o popes soute ab wtgft so she conld still toke e of the howsthold dustg the doy,

Once the kids wese oldes, and t scheel, she soled dstotng o school bus. She quickhy feowted that
tsanspostalion wost't ovatloble for hondicapped. duldsen te Gavel o thets spectol. educalton proggoms. These
progsanms wee located. t Grand Koptds, Michtapn, which wos the dosest btey it fsom e suoll town of
Lowdl (about thisty mtites anang).

My gpandwothes was appalled by thes

She pat toogthes o tonspest ssbemn with hes ofd Subusban and. dsove the kids back and festh hesself
She foudht alengide hes communttyy to cset fedesal fradig fos the Gansportation of handicapped. childsen
AVhen 1 possed, she dsove the spectol. educalton bus hessd [, jusl o5 she hod. alwany done: the vesy bus she hod
foudfil so hosd to ol fon the kids whe needed. & wod.

Lates, she wosked fos both Castewt and estew Untvessibe, Tatatag bus dsivess - Tansposting
spectal-needs childsen. She eeatually become o pablic speokes, toveltngy the Tatted. Stoles frghtung fos
spectal-needs childsen's stafils and education proagoms. Oustng tts tane, she somehon wanaged te satse
Uhsee chuldsen, toke cose of the household, aad assist fes usbaad ta his phugstcal thesopy,

dust ltke the ( Amestcan Beaubeq sose, n gondwcthes blooms t advesstby

She U5 e deopal sose that ts soft and. sweel bub stsongy with thows and. deep with soots—despile the

gpade of soll s seed was ploated. ta: she sttll blosomed e somelftng omoating

(Mbhougf 1 hove flled wny gden with wumesons dffesnt tupes of soses, e ed  Auesican Beoulyg ts
sl g fovosite and Wm one | wost coe fos. U taspted. such o profeund. feeltng of odwitsation for e
wondesfol womon thal ) coll ggandw,

Oves the wgss, 1 have seen wiany buds bloom aad fade fsom this one sose. Ja o wangs that ts like the
leaperg that wg apondwotien. [t: o poth for aeal women te fellow behnd hes, to e up and foce the

% By @aﬁ%w% Mines
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Two Pairs of Wings

“I'm home."

The voice entered the room as the door to a small apartment creaked slowly open: a young woman
walked through the entrance, looking to be in her twenties, with bright, long red hair. She had piercing
brown eyes, a mature face, and an attractive form; yet still, she possessed an air of fatigue. She had a
look in her eyes that told the world “| just want to collapse on the couch.” She was wearing her work
uniform, having just gotten off work waitressing at a local diner a few blocks from where she lived.

The apartment was quite small; it was both neat and dirty. |t was nothing to really remark on, as it
didn't leave much of an impression.

On the couch sat a young man with glasses and short white hair; he also appeared to be in his
twenties. He, just as the woman, wore an expression showcasing maturity, but he also had a
calculating slant to his eyes. He was slender. He wore a plain white shirt and black nondescript pants,
but while wearing them, he looked quite classy. In his hands was a book, a book that the woman did not
care for.

It's probably some pretentious nonsense or some crap like that, she thought.

“I see you finished your shift,” the man said without looking away from his book. “Or did they just
make you stay late because you slacked off?"

“| don't need your crap right now, Matthew. 1'm not in the mood. Geez, | just want to fall on the
couch and watch some shows with hot quys in them."

“Right, just keep the volume down, Dara. | don't want it to get in the way of my reading.”

“I can make it as loud as | want. | bought the damn thing!"

At first glance, the two of them seemed like normal roommates sharing an apartment—old friends,
perhaps. While they certainly were old, much older than they looked, the two of them were also quite
bit more than they appeared on first glance.

Dara was a demon, and Matthew was an angel.

They were both part of a peace-treaty experiment between Lucifer and God. They wanted to test just
how well their respective disciples could get along in a reqular environment. Dara and Matthew were
the “lucky” ones chosen for this honor. They had been living in the human world for well over a year
now, sharing an apartment. The good news was that they hadn't killed each other yet—or anyone else
(yet)—for that matter.

Dara slumped onto the couch; her usually flirty, lively self was rundown by human jobs and the
necessity of money; she didn't even have the energy to really complain about it like she usually did.
This put Matthew off a bit, but he wouldn't complain. The quieter for him to read his precious book,
which made him happy. However, after a few minutes of silent laziness shared by the two roommates,
Dara once again found the energy to talk, breaking into Matthew's reading cocoon.

“Why do you read so much crap?” Dara asked. “What has reading ever done for either of our
species? | get why humans do it, but you can just, like, read their minds or learn about it from your
father. Why bother?”
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“Because, | want to and | like to.” Matthew responded, still with his nose buried in the pages of the

book. “We all have our likes and dislikes, Dara. Now be quiet.”

“You are no freaking fun, you know that? Sheesh, it's like talking to a rule book that has even less
of a sense of humor. Whatever, time to watch my shows.”

The incoming noise from the television managed to set the usually calm Matthew off his hinge. He
took his bookmark and placed it firmly between the pages he was currently reading, then put the book
down on the coffee table.

“You need to stop watching so much TV,” Matthew arqued. “You know how much it costs? And it's
not like you even keep up with the bills. | do!”

“Really now, because |'m the one who paid the electric bill the last two months. Not to mention our
water bill. So, don't you bring your crap here and say | don't help out. Just because I'm the demon,
doesn't mean you can think of me as something below you.

“You...you angelic prick!" Dara snapped.

The two of them quarreled like this pretty often, screaming insults and claims of laziness back and

forth for hours at a time. Regardless, they continued to live together, because despite the fights, it
never got any worse than empty, forced words tossed back and forth. They were only bickering. Angels

and devils are flawed things, just like humans.

After their “fight,” the two roommates sat in renewed silence, each doing their own respective
activity to say entertained. Both of them, despite not wanting to admit it, enjoyed the other’s
company. [t was a complex relationship of fighting and smiles, but somehow, it worked. A few times,
it had almost reached the level of friendship, with fleeting moments of possible romance and passion.
These moments usually ended with Dara punching Matthew in the stomach when he “let his quard
down,"” or something along those lines. Something always ended up spoiling the mood. The two of
them would be right back to bickering the very next day.

However, this day was different.

Their shared romantic moment did not end so abruptly with a punch to the gut or some other mood
breaker this time. The moment persisted, oddly enough. 1t may have only lasted as a contained
moment, in and of itself, and would never lead to anything. (And it didn't; it ended, more or less, as
soon a it began.) But, despite its inevitable expiration, their moment did last for forty-seven
minutes. Which, by itself, was quite a remarkable thing.

The two of them laughed and the night continued as if nothing had happened. Dara watched her
favorite television programs while Matthew finished his book. Both of them were content in this; the

bickering of earlier now forgotten.

Their lives were interesting and different from the hundreds of slow and monotonous years they had
experienced working their previous day jobs. So, as it turned out, they were surprisingly happy with
the change.

None of which stopped Dara from doing some more complaining.

“The boss was such an asshole today,” she started. “He made us work our butts off, and complained
when we found ourselves to be exhausted. Makes me have more respect for humans who do this all the
time; some for their entire lives. Even | got tired, so that means the boss puts us through too much
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& work! | almost wanted to punch the guy.”
X Dara grabbed a breath before continuing.
. “8till, the cute guy | work with put up a bit of a sweat helping me move a few things around. So |

guess that's a plus. | almost wanted to ask him over for dinner.”

“He probably would've declined,” Matthew said. “The things you think will happen are seldom the
things that actually happen; they are often two very different situations. Remember what happened
with the neighbor we had?”

“Oh, shut up! It's not like you're any good with women. And | don't count, by the way.”

“I don't try, whereas you do. So, |'ve made my point.”

Dara pouted in defeat. She always acted a bit like a child when it came to losing. This brought a
smirk to Matthew's face. He enjoyed watching her pout, but not in a cruel way. He just knew she was

~ being deliberately immature. After a bit more pouting like a little girl, Dara laughed, despite herself,
- and Matthew joined her, despite himself.

They made such an odd couple.

The flirtatious and lively demon roomed up with the rule-bound and oh-so-serious angel.

Two pairs of wings under one roof, surrounded by a world of humans.

A worl

considered-ficti
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Baggage Claim

We all have baggage. Some of us have a little and some o us have a lot, but we all have it. Many of us
hear the word baggage “and assume the colloguial meaning, which is where you carry the hardships and issues
[rom a previous re?ationship into a new one. &nd though ?ha’t is correct, many do not realize that we carry
around our baggage every single day, in all areas of our lives.

| feel as though | was born Fear;u? and wary o%ever thing. As a child, | never wanted to dive in first and
think of consequences later like the other kids. Even at a young age, [ liked to weieh out my options or just
run away rom the situation completely. Only now, many years later, do | realize that wha{ | was dealing
with was anxiety,

My personal baggage that | carry around, day to day, is the shame | eel for suggering grom ansiety. |
know it & not something that one c?uooses to have, and many gactors like genetics and environment play a part
in it. Still, the shame continues to weigh me down.

As we age and go through more experiences in lige, we just easily acquire more bags. Why does gear of
making miiakes or, worse yet, repeating the same mistakes collow us around? Why does ame regret of all
the words we did not say or the tﬁings we did not do just seem to get heavier and heavier?

No one wants to keep carrying these bags around. o just leave them on that conveyer belt at
the airport, and hope the employees just throw them out when no one comes to claim them.

I know that | am not the only person who has let their personal baggage hold them back rom experiencing
something good. |recently met a man who is not only kind and honei but incredibly handsome. My baggage
had me questioning his motives.

Why was he interested in me?

What does he see in me?

How long will this last begore he gets bored of me?

Then I had to ask: why was | questioning something good happening to me? There has to be something
wrong with a person who does not believe good things or good people should be entering his or her lige. Or
that God will just say Sike! “and take everything away.

Tﬁ i:comparable and beautigul Erykah Badu sang Bag lady you gone hurt your back, dragging all them bags
like that... ”

We all know Erykah wasn t just talking about fixing our posture or regraining rom spending money on a
chiropractor; she was tr ing:to tell us ?o learn to let go of the things we cannot control—the things that
happened to us in the pas?. etting the past wrongdoings done to me or mistakes that | have made scare me
away (rom my own lwiihter, and hopegully happier, JUtm has to end.

Some bags are nice; they have zippers, auckles and rhinestones. Some bags are big enough to put our junk
into them ?lil(e an umbrella gor when it rains, despite never seeming to be tgere when it s needed); others are
small so we can it only our credit cards and iPhones into them. Fﬂl of the agorementioned bags are great,
but the ones that weigh down our hearts and minds, and stop us rom enjoying lige, giving us apprehension
about the future, those bags have to go. We can claim those bags as ours, and then, graceqully, put them in

storage—we can then move on.
By Aaliyah Andrews -Jackson
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Fruitless Journey

As | hang from the noose,
| ponder: Why | am here?
What are my mistakes?
Where are my children?
Where is my Wife!

Through darkness she comes,
Climbing the silent crags,
Crossing the frozen sea,
Swimming in Night's twilight,
Bearing his blade

As | hang from the noose,
| wonder: Do | deserve my fate?
Have my children forgotten me?
Has my wife found another fo sell her heart to?
Maybe | should simply sleep...

As she pushes forth
Past ’cemﬁtation and distraction,
Through the Scythe of Doubt;
She rushes to him
Bearing his blade

As I lay hanging,
| see my wite
Running to me,
With lovein her eyes
Bearing my blade

| wondered in those moments:

What we would we be like today?
Alive and happy?
Unders’candin%and{)[omed?
Any of these would have been possible,
If she had remembered
That my blade
Was unsharpened...

liam Merritt
.8 By \N\“\a



Erika and the Kingc{am af Lifa

Erika forgot to wish the dishes when coming home from school again.

CRACK!

The belt’s leather band thrashed one cheek—her skin screamed—an ugly reminder joined
the many previous reminders Across the sensitive skin of her body. Severity Aside, punish-
ment always followed every mistake. Erika always found herself the victim to Mother's
unrelenting wrath.

While At school waiting for the buses, she would see her Jriends qetting picked up 1717 their
parents in perfect minivans filled with smiling suburban families.

Why was her Life so da«f/‘farent.?

Liken misfmi»m/ing 09, her mother found it deserving to Kick. her out of the house for the
c{mX after the dishwashing incident.

“And don’t even think About coming back until dark, ya hear?!” her mother sneered,
shoving Erika farci]7117 outside.
gm(&caloreo( bangs hid her face. The schoolchildren Lavghed at her unusual hair color and

eqan chanting “freak” at her from afar. #er mother’s eyes showed disquist from the front

orch of their house, resulting in Erika’s langinq far the presence af her father all the more.

None af that matters now, she thought, sparing one Last look. at the //n‘qm{e of her so-called
“home.” v

I'll run away, she thought. j

Her journey beqan. She started ﬁé{tmvgrsing down the many lmﬁvrinthine paths that
populated the nearby forest. For as Long as she could remember, Erika felt a special connection
with nature, A recmtmﬁ it differently from theose who preferred civilization.

She escaped into fantasy feeling every facet of nature around her. The redwood trees were
like walls nei ering majestic VAlleys; birds chirped harmonious melodies in the air; time
itself seemed to stand still as Erika walked the forest paths. The silence wis permeated only
}’717 the aural embodiment of life itself, chattering amongst the danqglin limfs—nm( Erika’s
own thoughts were misty, & part of the world she travelled through; her senses provided the

ro0f And she was certain: The Land was Alive with every new step she took.

Eventually, she halted her advance into the woodlang and Lay on the grass below a
Vine-ridden concrete wall; an ancient relic from aqes past. Letting out a contented sigh, she

qave herself to the forest’s majesty; she let the sounds of the surrounding ecosystem fill her
hea, :

At her feet Lay the shore of & modest pond —fireflies danced along the surface. The sun shone
onto the qrotte, shining on her special sanctuary. To Erika, this was home...not that concrete
prison she had fled. #ere, she could reach out and speak. to the spirits of the forest—her }m(y
and soul becoming one with the Earth.

U k'raugh closed eyelids, a feeling of fur suddenly pressed up aqainst Erika’s dangling hand,
rousing her. 4 young fox ﬁmx/ﬂlv wandered wp to the tree that she had previously been day-
c{reMning under; his tail flicking about inﬂfisitﬁ/eli;.
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“H1, ngm’n, ” Erika smiled down at the fax. &1 }raulgﬂ/»t you A snack.” She revealed a ;mck af
crackers in her Facket. “We’ll share it, Mrig[»t.? o fe:{ the first one to the fax; the cracker
disappearing from her hand in mere seconds.

“Okay, fine! Have an—"“

She fell silent as & mm}ling growl unexpectedly echoed throughout the wood in ominous
tones.

A coyote tore rapidly from the bushes, qrashing its teeth at Erika, saliva dripping from its
mouth in foamy tem?n’ls.

You faar tfw'nZ. <y She said in her head, unable to vocalize the thought. :

Paralyzed wit f[ﬁM’ she felt sym Mky Jfor the feral coyote; nonetheless, Erika considered her
escape a}aticms. youn fax 5nt red ttSelf before tu ngin at the coyate, sinking its shar
teeth into the coyote’s Sitge. Itwasn't enaugﬁ; the coyote shook the fox off with ease. Lips were
now fullec( back, almost as if imitating & wicked qgrin, the coyote growled, readying itself for
one LAst series o pounces: 115t the fox, then Erika’s throat.

“LOOK OUT!” A voice rang from above. The apparition waved her wand and commanded:
“Kitsune, qu ardian of the Caldislan Forest! Protect this qirl!”

From Seamin;ly nowhere, lem;m( A new fax, three times the size of the child; it cmfnmtea{ the
smaller fox, cLawed its hip, then delivering a swift and Lethal bite to the neck.

The coyote screamed in Aqony before fallin quickly silent.

Erika looked at the scene of Vielence from ge/u'm( shaking hands.

She was suddenly alone. 2

That was Verde, the Goddess herself, she thought, ﬁmmt/»fhg rapidly. A Goddess of Nature Aaq
come to my aid/ \

Erika’s Zem’t soAred.

The fox nuzzled her arm, pulling Erika from her thoughts. She returned the gesture with a
warm smile and pat on the head. Her qaze shifted downward to a small parchment hanqging
around the Fox's neck.

What's this? She wondered, opening the parchment.

It read:

“Dear Erika,

If you are reading this, then my old friend still has his magic! T am Cecil, from the Verdain
Shrine. T have sent this messaqe to you, acknowledging your plight and offering you a way
to salvation.

The Goddess spoke to me in & dream the other night about you, and when I woke, I immedi-
Mfal17 f?egnn ATTANGEMEntS.

Stop biy anytime to talk more. It is my duty, and Verde's will, to bless you with an absolu-
tion.

Goddess Bless,
Saqe Cecil Baelsar”

Dusk beqan to swallow the orange sunset: it was time to head home.

No more Living in fear. Courage filled Erika’s heart.

U'm not alone. I will fight. ,

517 76.21]717 Martin
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His eyes, Be Mine (For white Tiger)

Deep andl vibrant, BU Co
Aglow with the tntensity of a thousano suns. Y 0[5 Alcorn

His smile,
warm and bright,
Shining with joy and content.

His Lips,

Plnk and full,

Poisent for a kiss.

(Poison spread thinly like the sweet slick of his tongue.)

what wouldt ( dlo,
What would  give,
To recelve those luscious Lips?

His big strong arms
tHelot out for a hug. :
A beautiful embrace, ‘4

( wish could last forever. ¢ °
(Whatever could 1 do,
For You to be mine?)

(f You wouldl be mine,

[ would fight the fiercest storms;

t would climb the highest mountain peak,
Awndl swim the deepest ocean depths.

twould die a million horrible deaths,
If only Yyou would be mine.

Be mine...

Mine for today...
Mine for tomorrow...
Mine for eternity...
_Just...Be Mine.
-:«-.*

.-
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“The Heart Feelc
and Knows what
the Brain Ti’ll,«V\JQS”

B
Cassangyg Brenunam,

Jhe (ove remains,
Fovever 4ti((.

o those of yoy. '
go‘; mfng%u(g o the cold and sullen dirt.

hough your time was cut short
glftew%/a(iieé of flower b(oom? in oyr hearts.
Resemb(ing your ever(asting wil(:

Breathtaking, bittersweet, shimmering within,
Our haunted memovies—

Someday we sha(( meet again.
the 40ft glow of a new moon;
?gmedq;{(oeg shal( meet again. Someday 4oon.



“Stn Oi,tsj” b Yy Alex Boutwell

“Sun qaze”
BY
cassansra
Brennan
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Ever Hear @ Dogweood Scream?

“Your great-granddaddy and me lived i the small ovn of Dogwood, Mmets—you probably ain'® never heard of T,
seeing’s as Ehey fore 78 dovn to rebutld the very o2ty ya'l lve t now:. Hell, you kids probabg; don't even know what @
dogwood 1, such a« damn shame foo...” Grammea laughed quietly o herself, shaking her head sofly. “Cairo was
s'pose i be bigger and beter: You know, bring in mere moneg, more people, averghody always wanting more, md I
quass n @ vy that’s exacly yehat they gof, Ehriving as 115 now...”

bramma st back i her rocking chair and ook slow; steady breaths, as # she were pilling the memortes from deep
wiithin the recesses of her mind.

“The price Fhat we tovmsfolk paid veas foo high, though..”

Gramma’s eges sarbed glistening.

lush green woods that stretched for hundreds of miles along the river banks. There were large ocks and maples that
viould give us sveeet syrap and an endless supply of acorns o pelt the neighbor's horrible, faf cat; the sassafras
wiould turn nfo a mixture of golden yelloves, and hright oranges i the fall. Then there were the dogwioods that
viould just burst into pure whites and bright pinks i the spring: they veere my favorttes. I could spend hours
undernecth them, just weatehing the clouds go by. What a sight to see, took my breath away every time-still does.

I had just gotten home from school vehen T overheard my daddy and some other man arguing hack and
forth through the screen door on the front porch, something about steamboats and hove for a small price they would
hring more people and more husiness o Dogwiood.

“You have o week o he out of this house and off this property, Mr. Rutter! You should he grateful for thatl™ the
unknoven man said with such finality that i€ shut my daddy right up.

The loud clacking of the man’s shing black shoes filled the living room as he stormed towards the front door, and T
(uickly hid behind o small table on the porch as the screen door opened, slamming hack violently against tts hinges,
s the unknoven man, weho T could nowr see veas the magor of the tovn, Mr. Sullivan himself, left the porch. He never
paid anghody a visit i Dogvrood unless 1t was €o deliver had news.

[ gulped; my heart sinking.

Twiaibed until Mr. Sullivan was out of sight before entering the home; T found my daddy vrith his head held

in his hands t the dinner table.

“Daddy, what was that man doin” here?™ T asked quietly. My daddy Tifted his head and smiled hrightly.

“Baby 6], T didn’t hear ya come inl How veas school?”™ my daddy exclaimed, tears still wet on his face.

“School weas f1ne, Daddy, but what did Mr. Sullivan want?”

“0h, nothing, Baby, just came by to ask 1 vre could relocate for @ short wehile, so that he can renovate.” My daddy
suid matter-of-factly verth o smile. “Tn ahout o week, we're gonna head up to your pappy’s place for a vehile.”

“Op fa pappy’s place? But daddy, that's all the veay up i Evansvillel What about school and all my friends?”
“Tknowe, Baby 6irl, but like T said i€'s only temporary. We'll ge€ you enrolled «t another school and gou Il make nevwr
friends, T promise. Now go on an” start figurin’ what gou wanna bring weith ga.” My daddy's voice took on a tone of
finality, just Itke M. Sulliven's voice had i €he Tiving room. So, turning, T stomped off to my bedroom €o start
packing for the long trip ahead of us.

The next weeek weas a blur, people coming in and out of our home, surveying the land; my friends coming by, hoping o
convince me €0 Stag, but T veasn' gonna leave my daddy alone, T was oll he had left.

Before long, the week had come and gone, and vee were readying ourselves o set out. T had just tossed my last hag
into the back of our carriage, when I smelled something burning, turning around T saw dark ribbons of smoke
hilloweing into the air.



L .

“Daddy, what's that?” T shouted.

My daddy wealked nonchalantly o the carriage; his face a mask of pain. “Ain’t nothin’, Baby 6irl, now hop on up in
the carriage and les hit the road.”

“But Daddy, €' coming from our veoods!™ T eried out as « blaze of fire shot ahove the tree Iine. “They burning our
trees! They hurning all the maples and dogveoods!™

Tears spurt £rom my eges as T started ranning for the woods, hut my daddy scooped me up quickly in his powerful
arms, halting my progress.

“Daddy, you gotta stop them!” T objected, hitting his chest. “They Killing all our trees, please stop them, Daddy,
pleasel”

But my pleas were falling on deaf ears. My daddy just held me as T oried—tears glistened i his ovin red-rimmed eges.
After a vehile, the eeriest of sounds filled the air; Tt echoed through me Iike a siren’s call, piercing through the
cacophony of fire, Iike the high-piched wehine of a dying dog’s last hreath.

That was the first time I'd ever heard a dogvrood scream, and T'd never forget it.

By Chanda Kaubtman-Harley

.
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]_Je.sire to loe warm as r‘eJ pain‘f, spr‘eacl on ‘J‘fmq wooJ:

Be]nincl my Les’i’ff‘ienrj ,s ]nov«se, on a Lam, n OLio, some‘l']ninq |i,<e, ﬁgg,

On a rock r‘oacl, Io\f an atJjoininq c]m.«rc)n parkinq |o‘|', wlmer‘e ]. |ear‘ne¢J To rine my Like.
-n\e Clia|oques ]_LBJ Lack'ﬂmn WTHH Gotj l’lave fo”oweJ me a” of M\f |1fe

M\’ fa‘(’Ler‘, }ne LeIJ me ]niqu over Lmis power‘fu| arms ‘Hhen, anJ 1 o]i«Jn,‘l' mino].
M\f mo’ﬂner, s)ne 'l'uckecl me in ancj reacl me .s’for‘ies ‘h” 1 Jreametj of wr‘ﬂ'mq my own.

\\Hh Y‘WJJ\f eyes, ]_’(J s‘far‘e ovd' J(‘Y‘om 'Hne woot] of‘(%e slnetj: Q\(;\o
]_,J s‘l’r‘e‘l’cL my r‘etl |ips in‘l‘o 3 smi|e, wa‘chm ‘Hne trees fina”q r‘e|ease, k W\

Wih afouch of reqgret inqrametJ, s e el my head. & c\’(_Y\o’a

Knowinq fu” we.”‘Hne ﬂee‘hnqness of‘ﬂmese momerits, )‘0 ° ° 2

gntl ‘Hhe fime spen‘l’ wisLinq 1 coulA qrip |onqer‘_ le’ %\?’\‘\

\%d{ ]. Aon,‘f waste ‘Hna‘l"hme Lolqu my wooJen 'or‘ea‘fL.

].,J 'oefr‘ienzj ‘Hne r‘ocks ‘('La"( skinneJ my knees,

Belnincl my Les‘l’frienc\ ,s ]nouse,
].n O\nio, as 1am spr‘eat], |ike warm, r‘eJ pain‘f

on 'Hne J\finq woocl of a Lar‘n,

'Hna'f )naJ pr‘o[oau\i L)een ‘Hner‘e, for Jecacles Le\tor‘e ].firs'f fe”,
Wa'l’c)ninq a”'ﬂ\e five—\iear‘ olc]s |ike me, Lreakinq in our knees, L‘eec]inq on 'Hne w)nﬂ'e r‘oc,(s

Twin w)nee|s spinning |azi|\1 n wimJ slnear‘ oﬁ'hmlner‘ s,(in,
\\n\ir‘linq strats sLar‘inq n 'Hne |iq\n'|"‘m6|'es oﬂ: L\ol\f qlass:

Q Like wa?hnq‘('o Le pu”eJ wp Jl:r‘um 'Hne qr‘ov«nc‘: a qus’f emits,
like 'ﬂ\a'(' of unseen Lantz‘s, MsLeFinq ‘Hne Lo\’ alonq loack L\ome.
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World War 11T Part Twe

Chapter Two: Dreams and Nis‘wfmares

John stood outside his house smokir\g a ciqarette.

Takihg 2 'Jeep *zreath, he looked up at the stars in the skg, He stood there in sﬂehce, occasior\a”\j
ﬂickins ash off the c‘\err\:); he Lrous}wt the cigarette up to his mouth, inhaled t{eeplg, to the filter.

He exhaled a dark eloud from his mouth.

"' sorry, Dad," John said %uief!\j.

Locking down at his feet, he felt almost ashamed.

"' sorry your son didn't make angﬂwing of himself

Tears filled his eyes.

He tock ancther ?or\g puff off the cigarette, then threw it on the ground. He stomped on it, tuisting
his ](oo’r, making sure it was 900&{ and out,

nI ’o\/e ou,

John turned and walked back inside.

Shutting the door securely and silently hehind him, John took his coat off and hung it up on a ccatrack
adjacent to the front door; a leg was missing at the bottom, tilting the coatrack like The Leaning Tower
of Pisa or so John liked to think. He managed to hang the heawy ceat without tipping the thing ever.

EVergone in the house was fast asleep; all the hg‘mts were off. The moon's hg‘mt seepet{ ﬂ\rough the
windows and eracks of the house, just enough for John to see his way, He made a beeline to the kitchen
sink. He ran the cold water. To his left he opened up 2 Cupboardjned with glass cups and pu”ed out the
shortest one, He pfaced the gyass under the tap to fill it up agbu% Fa?fwag then shut the faucet off; John
c‘mgset{ from the 5!a55 like a fish out of water. He 9ent’3 set it down on the counter, walked over to his
bedroom ‘Joor,

just as }\e was abwt to enter, jo}m Ms daughter’s door s]ighﬂg open,

Tfp»’(oeing to ﬂwe crack oﬁ:ere'c{ 55 ﬂ\e open 'Joor, ]—o‘mn peeked inside to see Hs ‘Jaug}wter spraw?ed out
over her bed, wearing pihk pajamas on top of a bedsprea'c’ festooned in even more pir\k. She was six years
ou and the cutest Jaughter he couu ask ‘for. With Honde ’ocks the color of 90!&1, o‘ﬁ»set brown eyes
matching his own.

John waddled in, making sure not to wake her, pulled a kicked blanket from the carpet to cover her
backup; he placed 2 sma” Hss onh ‘wer forehead, He wae]e”ed out of Hwe room, shu’rﬁng ﬂwe door ger\’(lg as
he left.

Makfhg his way down the hall, John ﬁr\ang entered his bedroom; his wife awake on the bed, watchir\g
TV, This surprised him; he thought he was the on!g soul awake in the house.

7 ﬂwught you were as?eep." John said Soﬁlg to his wife, putting his ﬂ\ng to tonque, vhile crawhng
into bed beside her.

"Dorothy called me,” his wife s3id in a worried tone.  “Said I needed to turn on the news.”

“EVergﬂﬁr\g okag?“ 3

" don't know. She didn't tell me ang’(hing else. Just to watch. She didn't sound "\appg.”

A “breaking news” bulletin suddenly popped up on the TV screen, catching both of their attentions.

Tt swipe'c’ rig‘wt, alohs the bottom of the screen; a news anchor stoed in the center of the screen,
above the bulletin, with a look of dread etched on his face.

"We Americans might be scon facing the greatest challenge of cur natien’s steried histery, as toh?gh%g

”



marks one of the biggest changes in world history,” the anchor said. “Adelf Hitler spoke just a few
minutes age on the radic, admitting his existence while instituting his deminance cver the werld. Chaes is
spre\a'c’ing all over. We have no idea what-"

The news channel went ﬂicked oﬂ: to dead afr, Hack on the screen, Scon the TV 'c’ispyage'c’ co]orfu!
bars and 2 loud fwzzing sound began emitting from the television's speakers.

John and his wife lay there in dumb silence for a mement. Then John gqot up q{uicHg and started
packing clothes immediatelg into 2 large suitcase he pu”e'c[ out from under the bed. ﬂ\rowing whatever he
could inte additional duffel bags.

A wolf howled off in the distance, catching Jehn's attention.

"Damr\ Wb!VeS!" He shoufe'cl,

“Keep packing and get Julie readg,” John said turning to his wh(e. “We need to leave now.

John headed cut the fror\t door Uf the house.

Outside, everything was in flames: trees, roofteps, and seme poor soul’s front lawn, Off in the
distance, he could see a wolf hightailing through the forest, dodging limbs and hopping over fallen trees,
John followed it. After a wN]e, he came to 2 slow stop at the et{ge of 2 chﬁ, below 133 2 hundred-foot
'Jrop, John could see off inte the distance—a once beautiful city was strewn out before him. The same
city he grew up in was now inhabited by deranged lunatics. Gun shets echeed in the chill air, followed
shorﬂg 53 screams,

Tt almost felt like hell had come to life.

A tuig snapped behind him.

John turned around to see the wolf ereeping slowly towards his back, its pearly-white teeth glistening
in the moonhght A cold ehill ran down j&nh's spine. He tried to back up but his foot was a]rea'Jg close
to the rock\:) edge; his sudden moVemeh’ré{:ht some stray pe%les 2 hundred feef down to the va”eg ﬂoor,

John raised his arms in surrender.

The wolf tock that mement to leap at John, pushing his chest with its forepaws.  John went flying
backwards, his arms pin wheeling, as he fell down the cliff.

Right before he hit the ground, John woke up panting in his bed.

For 2 moment, he Just la\j there in silence.

S!ow’g, he got up and looked over at his elock. Tt read 5:53 AM.

Stripping the covers off his bedy, he steed up and stretched his arms out wide over his head in a Y.
He furr\ed oh ﬂ\e hg}\f in Ns room, w‘a”(e‘J over to ﬂ\e sir\k, turr\e'c[ oh ﬂ\e warm water, He cupped Hs
hands and ran them under the water, sp!as}\ed his face, waking up his eyes, bringing himself to full alert.
He did it once more then turned oﬂ: the water, shock his hands and reached for a towel,

His door opehed and a soldier entered with John's uniform. The scldier sprea‘cl the uniform on John's
bed, then exited the reom.

John saw a note attached to the uniform front.

He walked over to the Ee'c!, pee!ed the note oﬁ to read.

Dear J-ohr\,

1 hope you had a wonderful first nighf. Your first cha”er\ge starts fo'c{ag. T know you will succeed. These
clothes should protect you from the flames, but T don't want to speil anything.

66
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Chapter Three: Trial and Error

A man wearing black sweatpants and a white t-shirt was placed in a small, tight reom—>big encugh to
walk in and wide encugh to stretch out his arms.

"Raise your arms." A voice demanded over a loud speaker.

The man raised his hands and stood unsteadﬂ\j for a moment, Uhexpecte'cng, a h%uft’ srne”ing of gasdihe
‘fe” from sprihk]ers built into the ceihng, The man was comp]ete]g drenched. A nearbg door opene'c{,
leacﬁhg inte 2 huge dark room ?ze\jor\d

ProceeJ T}\e buJ speaker spoke agam

The man walked into the dark room. The door shut behind him and for a moment he s’rooJ in utter
darkness. 1t was quiet until something began to move. One by cne, layers of huge circular rings spewed
fire out of spouts and started rotating around 2 thin vire. The wire stretched ocut to about fwehf\j»ﬁ\/e
‘fee’r in !er\gﬂ\, and led to a door on the other side o‘f the reom.

"Ym-,\ ha\(e two minutes to get to t"\e ot‘mer ehd." ﬂ'\e !oudspeaker croaked,

“Begin!”

Numbers started to count down on a digital board set above the death rings.

The man halanced himself on the razor thin wire; it began to slice into his feet as he walked. The
clock was counting down and the ﬁre arcund him got closer as he moved forwar'c{ across the room,

The clock had five seconds left as he reached the middle of the wire. When the clock hit zero, the
man stood there ba’ar\cir\g Nrnse!f, lookir\g at the door. The cihrcuégr death rings of fire stoppe'c' as flores—
cent Yights started to !igh’( up, ohe bg onhe, anowing the man to ee the bottom o‘f the reom. Below Nm,
the man saw hundreds of burnt bodies cut in half, '

Without warning, bleod shot out of 2 small hole in the man's forehead. The man's feet shpped off the
wire, his stomach landed flat on the razor, sphtﬁng him in half as he fell. He joined the many eviscerated
bodies below.

"Send in the next one.”

John was next in line.

The light above the door went from red to green and slid open.

John walked inte the small reom; the door closed behind him. A red X was in the middle of the bleak
reom, multiple holes dotted along the ceiling.

"Please stard on the X and raise your arms,

John tock three steps and steod over the X; he raised his hands herizentally, as if he was about to be
pa’rtet! down.,

"C’ose Sblv\r e\jes.”

Nervous about what was ﬁxing to happer\, jo"m closed his eyes and held his breath. For 2 moment it
was quiet, and then out of nowhere he was drenched. As he tried to take in a Jeeys breath, the thick
smell of gas 9399&{ him. Wfping the 9350hne from his eyes, he tried to see but his eyes burned like
someone had p!aced hg"\ters 'c’irecﬂg into his irises.

The door in front of John slid open. He barged ﬂ'\rough it, gasping for air.

He entered the huge, darkiroom, sucking in as much air he could fit into his lungs; suddenly, layers of
O-rings started to spit fire, lighting up the reem. They began their rotation arcund the wire. 67
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jo}m qgot his air ﬂow Eack oh track and stood in s}\ock on the p’atform.

On the other side of the wire was 2 door that led out, John preswne'c[_ He looked up at the 'cﬁgi'(af
clock. Two minutes sat frozen on the board.

Wi have twoe minutes to get out. Your time starts now. The lout’speaker intoned.

John walked over to the thin wire and delicately placed his foot on it, almest losing his balance immedi-
a’re’g,

"Damnit." John muttered under his breath.

He tock a step hack and locked at the whele picture of his situation, netieing a trail that led to an
exit, but flames were profuse!g spitting out in front of it, Hockir\g his escape.

John locked down at his hand and noticed it wasn't burning. He walked over to the edge of the plat-
form, where flames shot out the side; he locked at his hand one last time hefore s"\ovir\s it ](ung into the
fire. He held it there for a moment, feeling a little warmth but, mrprisir\gﬂg, no pain.

G\uit‘Hg !ooking up at the clock, John saw he had a2 minute left to 'ﬁsure 3 way out of the room, He
locked down past the flames to see fire engulfing a platferm below.

He thought back to his dream, when he steed on the ledge of the mountain; the wolf had pushed him
off the cliff. That gave John an idea. It made him think to take a leap of faith. To trust his instinets.

John tock a step back, took in a deep breath, and jumped off the wire. He landed with a thud on the
lower plah‘orm, Aames ate at him from all sides but noﬂ'\ir\g was causing him serious harm, Tt onl\:) felt
warm as he !ooked up at the c]ock to see t‘mirtg seconds remained.

John darted down the eat walk te a deor. Catching his attention was a blazing erange and red door
handle. !

Charging full speed, John He”ed, andddn ene motion, he grabbed the door handle and tuisted it,
pushins ﬂ\e door wi'c’e, Co”apsihg as he er\teret’ ﬂ\e room, jo‘wh ][en dowh as su’tﬁers app!aut’e'cl hs
performance, and a medic made her way, bustling past the soldiers, tewards him. She started wrapping his
hard in gqauze.

The door behind him slammed shut startling him for a second. The scldiers turned their attention to 2
hearﬁg wir\dow, watc"\ihg as the next person braved the room jo‘wh had oh]g recehf!g Yeﬁ,

John stoppe‘cl the medic to see how the next person would do.

A man entered and took a few steps across the wire before shppfhg; the string sliced the persuh,s foot,
cut off the right side of his face as he fell down to Join the other dead seuls waiting below for their next
victim.,

"Don't take this for granted," The medic said, catching his attention. The medic grabbed his hand and
began to wrap it again, "You have a gift.”

She pulled cut 2 marker and drew a small eress on the cutside of John's bandage, over the back of his
hand, before covering it with ancther layer of gauze.

"We need 3"‘*-n

53 Tﬁler Schu]tz
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Thoughts of You,

Fill my consclousmness—
Seeded bn my dreams,

Awndl everywhere { turn,
Memories flow,

Like a river through my head.

The pain cuts so deep
Like a knife to my heart.
Youw're the one,

Please dow't Lleave,

say ouw'll stay,

sSay 5ou’LL be mine,

And [can be yours.

'd be awgthiwg,
Anything and everything,
For Yyou—! would.

( cave for you,

t love you,

Please don't go.

our arms arovnd m bodg,
velvet to the touch.
Your eyes,
Like wolten chocolate:
Tenderness, intensity, kindness, and affection;
[ could stare for hours,
Lost tn those eyes.

Al speoLaL to you?

Or Just another guy?

can You replace me that easily?
Or amt | helat close to your heart?

Heartbreak and heartache:

You cause me so much angulish,
[ con barely stand (t.

I've never {?Lt this way.

You do to me,

what no one else can do.

The mere mentlon of Your name

Makes me smile, ear to ear;

You have a wonderful way of making me laugh—
And beautiful ways of making me ery.

You mean everything to me,
Yow're all ('ve ever wantes.

But You don't even see me, whyj?
rd be everything for you,
Bverything ( could.

'lLL wait here,

Forever if | have to,

And hope You finally see me—
My Love.
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Mourning

14
Danie? Duvace

Strangers surrounding;
Tears plunuset from the heaveng—
ourning a Coved one,






ODE TO A VISIONARY
BY
KELBY MARTIN

IN MEMORY OF MR. SATORU IWATA—
REST IN PEACE AND THANK YOU FOR EVERYTHING YOU HAVE DONE.
DECEMBER éTH, 1959—JULY 11TH, 2015

I REMEMBER THAT FATEFUL DAY,
WHEN I WAS BUT A CHILD:
THE SCREEN FLASHED VIVIDLY AND YOU INVITED ME
TO EMBARK ON AN EXCITING AND PERILOUS ADVENTURE—LIKE NO OTHER.

THE YEARS PASSED AND I GREW OLDER, REMAINING THE SAME CHILD WITHIN.
STILL, YOU CONTINUED TO SHOW ME MARVEL AFTER MARVEL.
AND EVEN WHEN YOU FAILED TO TELL YOUR TALL-TALES LIKE THE ERA
THAT CAME BEFORE,
YOU WOULD STILL GIVE ME A HUMBLE AND RESPECTFUL BOW, SAYING:
“PLEASE UNDERSTAND,” IN YOUR BEST EFFORT AT ENGLISH.

OLDER AND, PERHAPS, WISER, I KNEW:
YOU AND YOUR COHORTS HAD PAINTED A FANTASTICAL PLAYGROUND FOR US AS
CHILDREN,

FIGHTING THE TWO-HEADED CHIMERA THAT IS CREATIVITY AND TIME.
EVEN THEN, YOU INVITED US INTO YOUR WORLD, ASKED US TO LEAVE OUR
TROUBLES BEHIND;

AND IN THOSE BRIEF MOMENTS OF SERENITY, YOU MADE ME
YOUNG, ONCE AGAIN.

TIME MARCHED ON, DESPITE EVERYONE'S WISHES.
YOU GREW VERY ILL—WEAKENING WITH EACH DAY; YOU WERE DETERMINED TO
KEEP THE MAGIC
EXACTLY AS IT WAS SO MANY AGES AGO.
BUT, IN THE END, EVERYONE MEETS THEIR MAKER.

AND NOW, AT YOUR MEMORIAL, I STAND WITH OTHERS LIKE ME:
WE ARE BROTHERS AND SISTERS;
JOINED NOT BY BLOOD, BUT BY SPIRIT.

WHILE I MOURN, I WILL REMEMBER THOSE MANY JOURNEYS OF YORE,
ADVENTURES FROM A SIMPLER TIME.
IF YOU COULD SPEAK TO US, YOU WOULD LET US KNOW THAT EVERYTHING
WILL BE OKAY.

YOU DON'T NEED TO BOW OR APOLOGIZE ANY LONGER, MY FRIEND.

WE UNDERSTAND.
73






-ILe loar waveretJ ar‘o\mcl C|a\1 n LolJ, neon colors; it osci”a‘l’ec‘ To
‘Hne acoustic s|us)n coming oﬂ:a near‘l:\i s'faqe. l_onq, perverse

con‘l’r‘ai|s of smoke cur‘|ezJ a,pou'l"l']ne cLer‘r‘\f of ]nis ciqar‘e‘l'('e‘—r‘isinq
fo masl< )nis 'hreJ, Jrunk face.

]n fr‘on‘l' of l-nim: 3 Jir‘f\f, w\nﬂ'e picnic ‘l’aue was p|acecl, |Tﬁer‘ecj wTHn
JeLr‘is

qr‘ain; a pack of ciqarej'l'es |one|\1, gasping in a ijc“e of contjensa—

c‘eac‘ la.ss-.souier‘s n r‘everie: smearecj a.s]n n ‘('Le
9

Fon, a green ligffer neito a notebook and pen with three words
wrilen ontop of 3 solfary paqe—”possilol\f the trith ' ——and
no‘Hninq else. -

Clax{ was .siﬂ'mq ou'tsi(Je on a Cl”i”‘f pa‘ho Lelqinc] an L‘is]n puL, an awning was .spr‘eac\ over‘}neacj, WOocjen
‘fr‘e”ises n 'Hhe place of wa“s. 9 por‘H\i, loear‘tjecl man was p|a\1inq an acoustic qufl’ar‘ J(‘r‘om a sma” .s‘faqe set ot
‘(’Le far‘ ,oack of'Hne scene; swedl qlis’l’eninq on ]nis ruolzJ\i cheeks, Ifl' ,o\’ sever‘a| |onq s‘l'ranth of r‘eJ ano] green
CLr‘is‘('mas |i<3ln‘('s s'frunq over amJ 'oelnint] ‘Hne moJes‘l’ sefup.

Over"Hhe 5|M5]n, on‘Js ,oeqan o stream n a pr‘iva‘l’e river wTHnin C|a\, ’.s )neaJ: )ne ,oeqan Yo wrife ‘Hnem Jown n
‘Hne J(_or‘m of a poem, joininq‘(‘Le ‘Hnree wor‘tJ.s a|r‘eac]\i p|acecl ‘Hnere.

Tt was then that » heavy hand came thundering down on Clay s left shoulder, forcing his r‘qu—LantJ—Hne
one Loltjinq'ﬂﬁ pen anc] wr‘fhnq a fever“—"l'o s}nirk oﬁ'ﬂ\e paage, leavinq a [olue s‘('r‘eak, |i|<e a cu‘l’, across ‘('Lme
wL\TI'e paper. ﬂne ]nanJ was roqu: a zjiqger‘ ’s lnantj. H’s Jl:or‘e.ar‘r\r\ was cor‘c‘eJ n muscle anJ enJeJ pas‘("llhe
eu)ow w‘ner‘e a L»|v«e Jenim s\nifl’ Leqan. C\a\i |ookefJ wp inifo ‘Hhe eyes of Lead’l')reak antJ saw ]nis r‘eﬁec‘hon
nes‘Hecl insic\e.

[ Jeeplx{ Tannecl,‘ﬂ\ick o vkl cheat, with Jir‘h, jeans over Jir‘hi boots. His hair, a
sun—s'l'ainezJ Llontle, was cul close To ‘Hne sku“.

9 Jeep sadness we”etJ a,p\,smal in ‘Hhe core of‘fLis man, giving oﬂ- lnea'f.

ﬂne man cluick|\1 userJ ]nis o‘('Ler mMsc|e¢J for‘ear‘m, wfﬂn 3 .sutlclen, J(_eral ‘ielP of anqv«is\n, Iike 3 Joq, t c|ear‘ oﬂ:
Claxf ,5 ‘l’aue, smas}ninq ,oo‘lﬂe aﬁ'er L\o‘lﬂe ovﬂ'o ‘Hne r‘ock\f pa‘ho ﬂoor‘.

-nne no‘l’epaJ wexil air‘Lor‘ne, a|onq wfﬁh 'Hhe ciqar‘ej'l'es anc‘ |iq)n‘l’er‘, careening oﬂ-‘ﬂ\e sma” r‘ocks on ‘Hne qr‘ounc]:
‘(’Le no‘fepatJ se‘l‘HezJ Le|ow 3 pa‘l’r‘on ’s ]nover‘inq r‘iq)n‘l' Lee|. C|a\1 s‘far‘eJ at Lis wor‘cls on 'ﬁv\e ﬁoor‘ fr‘om a far‘: ‘Hhe
pen s‘h” qr‘aspetj n Lis r‘iqlﬁ(' Lanc‘. 9 ciqare‘lfe JanqleJ ]cr‘om L\is pa|e., pink lips. Hi.s eyes raiseJ J[-r*om ‘Hne
Jis‘l'an'l' Y\o’fepacj, founJ ‘Hne man ’5 rage, no more ‘Hnan ‘Hnree fee‘f J(_rom )nis e\ie|a.s\nes.
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Swea'f POMY‘eCl ]cr‘om ‘Hhe. man ’s )owls anrl Jown ‘Hhe. open par‘f of Lis olenim sLir‘l', causing )nis cL\es‘l"fo g|is‘('en
n ‘Hv\e ‘fwinklinq Clnr‘is‘fmas |iqln1’s. He paceJ Lack anrJ for"Hn n fr‘on‘f ofC|a\1 ,.s now ,oarr‘en 'faL|e.
C|a\1 sat immo,oi|e, wa‘l’clwinq‘(‘lwis ‘l%ea‘l’er p|a\1 ou some‘l%inq aLou‘l"H‘ois man sj’ruck Lim as familiar.
”Her )namls...m\{ \naan," e man starfed wilh wownded inflection, ”Fr‘esseo] irfo skin, as soﬁ, ke pi”ow.s

are soﬁ.

-nne WQch.s .s'('r‘uck C|a\1 |i|<e a .slap. Ofcour‘.se, ]ne r‘ecoqnizecj ‘Hnem. Scr‘eaminq, ‘Hhe man con‘hnuecj ’fo recife.
wih heat, that weeping Vel et us—, Bt I can

”Smear‘inq finqerpr‘in‘fs, |ike pain‘{’, on eac)n o‘ﬂ\er‘
fil ﬂtxfou let me.”

9 vacuum seemed 'i'o ,oe .se‘l' ,De‘i'ween ‘Hnem. C|a\, on|\1 lnear‘cl ‘Hhe man ,.s wor‘(l.s, ancJ |ic)ln‘(', Je|ica‘fe souY\(Js
Le‘l’ween the lines, like microscopic puncluafion poirts, from time 1o time.

”]_ can fl” i, ﬂc\’ou let me.” He repea‘l'etj.

aner‘ Llec‘ in‘fo ‘Hne man ’s voice, |ace¢] wTHh mMsc|es Lunc]nmq unJer‘ Jenim—skin.

”\:\’Tﬁh '('an<5|es of swee’f in‘l’en‘hons ancJ finc)er‘s, |os‘f n Jour )nair‘, n Jour face, n Jour |ip.s: w]nere ]_ |onq‘l'o
be |os‘f—‘ﬂwa'f is where you ," ) i, alwa\fs, vhen \10\/\ et i el "

ﬂne man s voice mmq|e¢J w‘(’L ‘ﬂne suLs‘fance ofC|a\1 s mnef“"l'L\ouqHs ..

Somew}r\er‘e aLOVe -ﬂ\e eafﬂ'l Leafﬂ\ warm enoqu fOr 3” Lemqs LIMmS 3|an COn-fen-feJl\i cr‘ackmq
qooJ-na‘furer“\f, 1 looks Jown,‘ﬂns furep|ace, ) e TenrJerh on allthe poe‘fs,‘ILe ear'fL»roken, and the
Weaker Of‘ﬂ'le |OVe‘J:‘(‘LIOSB leﬁ- JO‘H’BJ amonqéf‘(%e CraCkS on -H’Ie SMrfaCe Of_ﬂ'le Plane‘t -.H- 5mi|35 anJ Y]O(JS rtS
approval oftheir good work. [t dips hands inffe a cup, insistingto all that what is cupped is pure for allto
Jrink a Lasin J(:or a"‘fo loe Leu wﬂ'Lmin s em,r)r‘ace.

Fr‘ee"’o 3”‘ oo

”\l\’e‘(' Le‘fween WLIa-f]. ve .saul anJ Wl\a.f ]. Y\eeJ \iOlA LIOH me Laﬂler‘ ‘l‘l\av\ ].can PerCelVe o

-nne man s Vonce/lm.s wor‘c\s Pu” Cla\f fr‘om a mej'ap]nqaca‘ reverie l':e can 1’ exp|am He s'l'ar‘es eames‘{‘iq m'fo

'('Lle man s fv\r‘\f. He know.s w\na‘f ‘m" come neiffrom 'ﬂle man s c|enc]nec] '('ee'Hn.
Bvif some)now ]. ee| oun 'l"her‘e..

“Bit somehow...

”1 Jfee| You TLere- .. a‘f'ﬁne nexus of me. \.ike 'Hne loea'f ofa s]narec] \near‘f, Lfl'c\nec‘ o a”‘Hha‘l’ is meanmqfu| ancl
true. Do s3y, sweet qir|, of w]nom ]. |ove, is Tfjus‘l’ me, wT('L my ‘femperec‘ eyes of ,oar‘k, ‘Hr\a‘tfeds w]na‘f is Lr‘aceJ
,oe‘l'we,en f?

“Our hearts placedto hearth is warnith. Our moiths pressed o together is love. i

ﬂne puL loeqan To give oﬁ a per‘ceivalole resonance o C|a\1 ,s ears, as ﬂc‘I'Wo Poe'('s were speakinq at once.
one in w\nisper‘s,‘ﬂne o‘ﬁher‘ in Lmr‘f sLmou'fs.

The man pacetJ ancJ sTompeJ in ran Jance circles, anc] recifed C|a\’ ’s poe‘l’r‘\f at )nim, Ve el qun J(_ir‘e,

r‘elen‘Hess .



Ciqar‘e’ﬁe smoke wWas ‘Hher'e: ‘Hne .sme" of Lroken, .spiﬂ' Leer‘ Louncec] aloou‘l’ n ]ni.s nos‘fr‘ils. Spﬂﬂe cjecora’fetj
his q|asses. & mist of spif, poetry s q|impses irffo & nat-too—distarit past rained down=too painquo take
a" of s weiq]n‘f.

Some‘l%inq e|se aJJeJ its weiq]n'f‘fo C|a\f ’.s Jream s'fa'fe‘—‘some‘ﬂninq r‘e.memL)e.r‘etJ- ..
SomewLere, a man sifs in a Loo‘ﬂl ata smak\f, reJ Lar a very oltJ man wfl']n a s'l'or‘\f o tell. C‘aq was ‘(’Lere
anJ )ne ]near‘tJ ‘('Lmis OIJ man )nave Lis say. “ne. ol«J man '('olcl a'fa|e. o\t‘ﬂne Jax{ )ne found ]nis wile Jeatl, at ]nome, L‘f 3

seﬁ—inﬂic'fecl qunslno‘f wountj. Man\i Jecacle.s aqo,‘Hhe o|cJ man was aCCus‘fometJ To s‘(’or‘inq quns in ]r\is )nouse: \ne

|overJ quns. Everxi kinrJ of qun was poe‘fr\, for“l'\nis poor, wea‘i‘]ner‘erj man. His wile, .sLe ]nac] ‘(’aken one oﬂnis
.Lﬂ;s, ear‘|\f mor‘ninq, Va|en'|'me Is Da\,, anc\ pu‘l’ a Lo”ow-poivﬂ' r‘ouncl in‘l’o ]ner‘ )near‘f. Slne’hmec! if per‘fec‘ﬂ\f: 'I'wen'('\f
minvd’es, as s]ne knew, Lefor‘e ]ner‘ ]nusl:anc‘ arr‘iveJ Lome Jl:rom \nis jolo. He founc] )ner, as ifasleep, on 'Hhe
couch. Her‘ ,o|oo<J was gray in ‘('Le |ow—|iq]n'f of Jawn.

ﬂne olJ man ]natJ .suqqes'fecj a’(’oas’Ho Cla\,, eaqer‘le r‘aisinq )ni.s qlass.
”To ‘Hne Lenclinq. " -nne o|c‘ man saitJ.

“Tothe what” Clay had asked.

”mwa\is Jrink‘fo ‘Hne Lemlinq, o ‘Hne oH man con‘hnuecj. ”-nne Lemjinq we a" entjur‘e, ,ovif never Lreak.

”pdwa\;s drink fo the LenJinq. "

So‘l']nex, oluj Glasses 'fouc]neJ anJ atoast was maAe.

C‘ax{ locked atthe )ea|ous man. The e 6 e it s el slep‘f w?ﬂn, wrafe a poem aloou't ancl distribyted
ar‘ounJ Town in a3 zine of )nis own makinq ca"eol For‘ pr“‘ﬂne EenJinq.

ﬂr\e\, |ocke4 eyes. \.ockerj in w)na'f ]nazj come To Le s\nar‘etj anJ Jissemina‘l'eJ 'oe'fween ‘Hnem. Car‘na| knowledqe
)na.s ‘Hna’l' par‘hcu|ar‘ kincj of r‘esit]ue To Tl', as ,oo'ﬂn men knew. ﬂne angry man ]natJ maJe )ni.s poin’l’.

-nne ear‘ﬂ\ seemec] o ‘fake ano‘ﬂner furn Lefore C|a\1 came To realize ]ne was sfﬂ'mq on 'Hne Lack pa‘ho of'Hhe pu,o
a|| L‘i Limse“:. His ciqare‘lfe a mere nulp in Lis mou‘ﬁn, c|ose enouq\n To sinqe'ﬂne skin of ]r\is |ips.

He 'fo.ssetl ‘Hhe 'ou‘('f n 'Hhe r‘ocks, |anz]inq LesiJe ]nis now Jiscar‘JeJ no'fepaJ. ﬂne. sma” clner‘r\f of‘Hne. J\iinq

ciqare‘ﬂ'e |T("Hne Ione page on Jispla\f. Sever‘a| more wor‘cls now Iaxf i"umina‘('erj, LesiJe a Llue cu‘f of ink:

”PossiLl\f ‘Hhe 'l'f‘u'ﬁh
prcLlec] wLo”\{ ivfo ‘Hhe u]ank voic] of evening

now ,oee.r‘—s‘l'ametj antj as]nen wfﬂxin separ‘a'fe wet cir‘cles:

my wor‘tjs WOMH Le given time fo Lrea‘(%e,

/

jus’l’ out of squ, in 'Hne per‘ip\ner‘\i, lou't c|ose enouq}n Yo count amonqs‘("ﬂne moisture o]t |eaves.,

Kisinc) Jl:r‘csm 'Hhe c]nair‘, Cla\f walketJ ‘(’o ‘Hne main ,oar‘ lﬂousecl oﬂ:’ﬂne Lack pa‘ho,‘(’ook a sea'f on an emp‘l'\, .s‘fool antJ
H ano’ﬂner ciqar‘e’ﬂe. -nne Laﬁencjer wa"<ecJ over 1o C|a\f, leanetj across ‘Hne l:ar“fop,‘fakinq Lis pa‘l'ron n as nf J[-or‘
‘(‘Le fir‘s‘f'hme. 77



78

”\nﬂna‘fﬂe )ne” was ‘Hna'f a” aLou. " }ne. asketl.
C|a\1 'l'oo'( a |onq cjeep Jraq fr‘om ]nis ciqare'ﬂe, ex]na|etj vio|en‘|'|\1.

“1 slept with his wie, and then wrefe a poem about her.”

”\l\’ow, man. "

TLe Lar‘fencjer wevﬂ' uncjer ‘Phe Lar‘, re‘l’rievec] some w)niske\f anrJ Fwo emp‘l'\f slﬂo‘f q|asse.s. He pourerJ an inc)n
in Lo‘Hn anc‘ Lanc]ec‘ one fo C|a\, Lefore 'ITHinq‘ﬁne o'H'ner Lack ina sinq|e mation c]own ]nis qawninq‘ﬂnroa'l'.

”\c\fas i worﬂ] TI.P" “ne. Lar‘l‘ender‘ askeJ aﬂ'er‘ r‘e‘l’m‘ninq 'Hhe emp‘l'\, sLmo‘l' qlass fo ‘Hne ,r)ar‘ 'fop"'"’in|ait] wiﬂn
|T('He s\namr‘ocks mn see"Hnr‘oqu Lucife.

C\axf ‘Hhrew Lack )nis own sLo'l', ‘l’releecj J[-or a secontj as ‘qu Jrink .s\nook ]nis fountja‘hon. -Draqqecl Lis smoke
again antJ |ookec‘ a‘f'ﬁhe Lar‘l’entjer wﬂ']n Jeazj—on eyes, aﬁer‘ placinq ]nis c\r‘ainecl q|ass pr‘ecise|\1 over a four‘—|eaf
c|over‘.

“OF course.”

-nne L\af‘fenc\er‘ .s‘('ar‘ec‘ C|a\1 Jown, c‘isceminq some‘Hning oﬂ: aLou‘f ]ni.s qiven response.

”]_ was 'fa"<in<5 a'oou‘f'ﬁhe qir|. o

Never‘ par‘hnq fr‘om ‘Hhe Lar‘fencjerls eyes, C|a\, smi|etl, lookinq Lo‘ﬂn serious antj p|a\1fu| a‘("llhe same
fime Lu‘l’ lﬁones‘l'

oo ‘fa"<inq aboutthe poem.

\es, very PossiLl\’ lﬁones‘l'.

"

B\f )ames B|evins
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ﬂ\ir\gs are getting worse, '
1 can't let this be )(orgo’r’(er\...




&iﬂ]ﬂg@a/
menument, loweh
fo those that fell

befce us

do we fecognize names?
—of couibe nal, fob we

ohe, nalhing, Bt hahdoned,

(o we have leatned
to fold a cold fearl—
and wak

that wehe Cost, nevet to
be heard from
agw'n
and, stidl
we will push on.

(o thee is SULL o fight.

w&%fw@c/uum.

Btj Amg S‘W umwag
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Sleepless
By Andrea Senkokura

Many a sleepless night,
cause me to be reckless,
so | ask myself, will | sleep tonight?

Dreams give me a fright,
which leaves me breathless.
Many a sleepless night.

| don’t feel quite right.
Deprivation leaves me careless,
so | ask myself, will | sleep tonight?

Night after night, head feeling light,
so | become senseless.
Many a sleepless night.

| just feel so uptight,
and the fatigue is relentless.
so | ask myself, will | sleep tonight?

| am desperate to fight—

break the helplessness.

no more; many a sleepless night.

so | ask myself, will | sleep tonight?
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Open My World
By Cassandra Drennan

Wor(d,
(et me walk with family safely.
to 4ee the outer side of (ife.

(J have had some great times.)

And J know that there are more to he,

but open my world to better and greater things,

(ove of al( things.

(Jhere will only be good for us.)

(There will only be best of us. )
3 s

See you through the great times

and make them better.

Open my wor(d to the top.

80 we may dee the way of means.

Jhe only thing that J ask is
(0 loring me gome that J can shave.

My (ove can give that same (0ve back,

open my world by heart.

See us flourish with great heart,
soul( vich with generosity. kindness.
and the power to gee.

;;

-

“Tree O‘f Lhce ’

st Cassahdr‘a Brem\‘ah 83



AV% of Eden By kelby Mourtin

XWMAWWMMWW\%MWMO&WWWWrMMM-We&QWy
Or had it been ome-lundred and sixty-seven? :

He had \ost count.

He gelt stuck in o purgatory that vas bypropompin, and try as he might, ke couldn t shut bis brain off,
not even for 5

It wo ’tﬁew. A%rmwwmmwmwkmaw
ight. His eyes shot vide-open. His bo ﬂdflsle& to the world suddenty bro to life auro him.
w&g@o&w&iu&rwgmﬁmm.rwmwnw. L M

A timer chirped in bis ear, flloved by o computerized voice that vhispered, “Stasis. time expired” before
shutting doun. ﬂmwadummbﬂedﬁrommwd:evaqjommki;bodguuckinqhaprotﬁstmm
his lengthy rest.

Just bow \ong b, it beer, muLw;?HewOﬂdereoluhi\gexP\priyqd\ﬁchMmom:itwu;glinﬁreolwith
reseourch. tools o somnkindumlsterﬂ%uﬁnnckﬂmm.

B dull growd broke the silence, Mlexander clutched his stormmch. He ke both the sound and the feeling
tl\ulmcompuy\iﬁditﬂutpoweu/-

Wkﬂuq"mstm’vim}.

He;neukeduptvﬂnenwregtdoor. ltwdowwwm%wmwomhcw@nqﬂwm
to step>- buek in surprise.

ﬂmwm'yﬁuwmwg:wqw. SLe;WreduLLﬂ%ﬁoruhﬁﬁwaeﬁore;quwﬁm}MM
EQU(OLECE

“Security!” she sereamed. ‘Intruder in the RED (abg!” i

fle. thrust hirviself past ber, running Windly down verious corridorg. Behind hir cove the stompo--
M}o&ﬁootstﬁmqrmwudermsewnd. Heemwww.mwmmmrmu&wuwoﬁ
people tending to their daily commutte. Desperately, Alexander attempted to escape his pussuerst but to bis
%m.awwmwm@ummmmw.mmm ily to the

qu -

Tuo other men ubbedﬂlpmmdcrbgl,\i%;hou\,derg.wnked‘ him the undundlreﬂ}undmﬂﬂinq
mmwo”ﬂwumMumqumwmed;ﬁOﬁewzm

ﬂwmy\derua&muapri;nm.n\eymbem%mxunomqu s qouked at hirm as the
W%WWWWO”MMWHO#MWMI}- A&ew Wyrwwtdﬂwxunder'y
Gy .

“h Soan. Francigeo-Mecho-Aviation jurpsuit? Dated 26722 Tt's 3094

“Haus, this. kid been \p/::j, under o rock for the fpost wup\,e of centuries? like, seriously.”

Oﬂ«ﬂ"y YJU\JICllj i silent.

tventually, Alexander vas throun bodily to the floor of @ \ourge oval, room, close to the top- of the enorpous
structure it seepvied.

f voice Purreol. “Thowk you. You are digmissed.’

The arrored men left. Aexander vas now alone vith the strange vomon. He vos astonished: the
surrounding vindous shoved not blue skies, as he had earlier observed, but stius and nebulis, as. for as
the eye could see.

It vas space out there.

Tve heard o lot about you i the archives. Welcome buck, Xandius Mexander,” she said, si5ing him upe-
“Ho you're ot stasis -sick.”

‘Who-vho are you?" Mexomder stouvirvered.

T am General, of the Ay ond Pt of tden. My name is bvilin Subulal- Welcorme to humanity's Lost
R
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‘What do you mean, \ost bastion 1?7 What Ln;ﬂ:ev\eot to Caurth?”
Mexonder's mind struggled to wmprel,\md this vew information and strange new vorld that surrounded

him.

Suzaku sighed.

"farthi;justabwrmwu&tﬁ\oy\dmw.abreeotiy\qt}roumi&ortkﬁGestaufawu&iﬁcaﬁmrmweWe
beenﬁ!}l\ﬁnq&ord\epwgtom-l\undredundmgemg. Houmeabourdt}\awcmﬂfdm. AM
guﬁfwrtim} o population of 300,000 wen, vomen and children—home of the lost survivors of touth.”

WWnderqu#ee\,her iery resolve vith every vord she uttered. Subu]ulwﬂtdw.

‘We...ve valk the border of deatl. every day.’

“So, vhy ot | bck ol of o sudden, General Subojal?" he asked.

She W deem into Alexander’s eyes. “You vere the greadest pilet of the dd vorld—and by some
miracle—you re here i our fpresevce. We veed you.

Is your wervory intact? Busic fegis-Rig operations have hordly changed muck. over the yeas? you might
even catek o new pilot orientation if you burry!” :

“Yeah, my memory’s fine, but this i too crozy. [t's been o real long time. Shouldnt | at least—

Mmunderwu&intermptedu&ascreechinqsirmmwwm wvs. A ruffled voice emitted from o
nearby Ln\p?rw(»l\w termingl, neat to the general ..

“General, wzaka! We hove o Gestolt Meteor on. o direct cdlision cousse vith Eden! lmymwt €T one
P,

ur.
S'uéu,ku cursed.
Mexander shook bis head. “Wait, vait, vait, o vhot!?” He stomviviered.
"R Gestolt, Meteors it's the second-lougest species of Gestalt - massive and poverful, but very unintelli-
Gent—hideous, even.” Suzakut informed hipn, and then turvied back to the terminal. “Deploy the attock
tearm. 'm sending Aexonder vith. them. !

“Nexomder’?” the bhologram retorted. Qxﬁbug General, he's not—"

Do ag | S0, Cormonder!” Sugulal ordered.

The troamsvission. terminated.

‘Head to the dvchy\l} bowy,” S'u.éuku souid, turning to Nexander. "My assistont by the door will direct you.
Cuickly! There isn 't puch. tirme!”

[ Just woke uv.»’ Mexander countered. “You expect e to Just rush out into @ batile for you? | houdly
knou vhere the bell | am!”

Su \ocked. to the floor in «l:il,t.

| 1 understond hou you pust be feeling, Alexoander. But you vere w prodigy in your time. Nobody kas
achieved vhot you have at your age—not then, nat since, not now. Please, Alesxander, please help- us. (K1}

L eVl Ur\u/\qr‘,&tﬁr-l Mg«
ﬁehﬁﬁnﬂbeﬂoreweu*ix;
‘Fine. I'm tuking your vord. Youl Provide me vith answers uhen oll, of this is soid and done.”
S'uéukuvwddeollneru“em.
Mexonder retuwrned her nod.
He ran from the room, rushing to the docking boy vith the assistont quiding bis progresst crimison lights
mewwmmmwwﬂ;rmkmmmdﬁm.

‘Fire teoum fl.}rij.}ori: Nogomi kdboyashi, Jeor Delmeroix, Xandius Alexonder, Jack krwxgerfrerort to
Docldy\q, Coy t!" I overhead gy»euker bored.

Mexonder Woud»ed the other three mepmbers of his team, talking amongst thervselves, readying their
qwﬁordeplpqmev\t. One member vas o vomownt, the dther to vere men—all three seemied to be in their
early enties. 89
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gy
e toller of the two men grunted. ey, youre that new kid! I Juck. What kinda ridiculous, noume s
Xondisss' anyuony?” A sear ran alongside bis foce, next to bis eye. “You sure choose o helluve time to vake

uﬁAw. cvon, Jock,” the short man. said. “Stop- being so uptight vith the kids vell be fine. It's just like the
simudotion, right? Noone\ikeyusourpugl” Hechwkl,eduthi%jvkeundeu;owed]uckmwg;ide. Jack

The voman standing alongside them both boved politely in Merander’s direction. She spoke vith o
buttery-soft voice, “Hello, ry name is Nogomi,” She spiled inwitingly. Tt is o real fleasure to make your

uaintance, flexander-san. let's get out there and do our best!”

ﬂ‘ﬂ,\e above intercom amnounced the start of the wission and everyone set off to boord. their fegis-Rigs.
The bumancid mnckines vere sleek and lightueights they eould both deal, heavy firepouer and ackieve
incredible ;‘peed. While entering, Mexander noticed the vords “feronautic Gestalt Extermination and lige
Preservation S'quwiron" erbroidered along the vehicle s left shoulder.

He struﬁoed hirvselg into the cockpit.

I o matter of mowents, the squad of figty men and vomen had become bullets, shooting out from the
lmmqtr\ike\ﬁadﬂnrouqhﬂ«em%lboﬁaqu‘

f voice crackled in Alexomder's eqrpi uglnegomedd\muqk .

This is compmond. Gestalt Meteor 47 is three clicks northeast of zden. velocity is steadily increasing.

r l -0 e . l ti,t\, . ‘n
ﬂthlnf:/ voice wmwmﬂ“‘;tw trigle-file line formuation! let's qo, Anng! "
The S’quadron flev through the stous, leawing behind an uéure-w\pred trol s their flegis-Rig jets

memmwommwoﬁwee,mu.
hngels @ Grotesque mass, of pulsating organic matter, kilometers. lurge in diaeter,
rivaling even the most colossal, of meteorites. . O

“Commond,, this is S%urml leader—GM 47 is c\m&w& as Closs A’ The yquud leader stoarpmered upoon his.
report, clnol;fmt} ﬁ;om feor. "ﬂl:?;mn.ezv*ergom. turn on your G-Lore visors, get ready your Weiss Farticle
cornons! High-Trequency suo to be on. standby!”

Jean chwﬁsﬁ u;ef}n the radic.

‘Hey! Mex—I know you don 't know anything about these guys., but basically, all, you need to know is, ve
veed to destroy all eight cores ingide of a5 you can see if you Look through. your G-Core visor.’

Bmw.jtgtu&wuqomreudieddmeb/egmbumvmsiﬁﬂnprapivu:eruumk.agmkonﬂnﬂwwtﬁw‘y
sumpmit . ond hundreds of \ookalike Regis-Rigs. covered in bloody Gestalt tissue, scattered into the wir

the Squadron.

“ﬂ‘éfh godf"ﬂlmw/\der W. Theyre like o suorm of \ocusts!”

‘Shit! A Trojoun Hose!” Onie filet suore over the com. b suourm eradicated bis rig from spoce- Others.
quickly succeupbed to the glme;.

“This is Egrigori teoun!” Juck borked. ”S'quud leader i doun! Everyone scatter and take out the \itile
ones! Mpho and Cetow tearm, foeus on. taking out GM 47 itselg.”

Cormmoand didn t like those orders.

“Krawser, you are ot in l:lnurqb lLere!”

ﬂ\ﬁxﬂ»’\dﬂkicndl\ixrithdmw}hqwr.'}Lﬁdinl}ittkrouqhd\ed\nnym\dﬁhﬁm}o&wunuﬁ”ume
skirmishes vith enemies. He to rawy vith o suift Groce that most pilots could only dream
of wotching. Mexander flew cirdles wround bis assailonts, overvhelming each vith lightning -
Mogd&éggmmoﬁmmmmﬂgLegouqlatgeveratnxomewl\iteotl\erpﬂptxstn%\gdwﬂh

one Gestalt rig.
he attackers tnc\,oseinonﬂbmwderwdﬂwrmmnmq,' ing A still in the fight.

i on f 'gHUDbel}mwbhéeadurk,umrwﬁm}red. e Fa

‘GM 47 will impoct tden it ten minutes!” Commond cried over the com. “We wre \osing troops. too fosts
this s lige or death!”
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ﬂWW%AMWBMW@AyW&WMWMWWGW?tt\ﬁbﬂlﬂ,ﬂ'
ield slouly becouvie o di of, vicious, cour . bained screcuvs fi his earpiece.
Mi*mkﬂ”m qo'w\qj mm shouted. R AES g

“Youre cméq!” ok 5

;'ve gt wi idew. Give me some cover!” G y

lexander spi througl, his enemies, i estalt ri rigq, zeroing in on the meteor. He
\WWW@%W% ", aipved itcureﬂuunj:m} A

Just @ vell-timed shot vith ry scatter ampunition should do it, he thought.

&/AMWM& Nexomder coul,dvauu/dnetnq% ‘

He. v struck right in. the arm and head by o hard diject. The sudden foree slaraved ks head side-
WAFintotlnewckpiL. \eowing him senseless.

”\,emnderlm&su#eraiuwm%inn!” The copmander beupweAMewemﬁﬂn. ‘Vital, signs oue

ive!
: @uttheremsmwmq&%ukuwutddmLuﬁnmmhdmwedﬂomwknnorofmwbﬂ&uuﬁnw
ngels. ;
V.

Deuvvit. € wort, Suzaka thought, Shou me the Mexander Family's hidden pover..
for o brief moment, everyone fell, rute on Eden s mission contrd|, deck. It vas if all the morale had
Wﬁomd@hﬁ%oiwmmmwdwmmndmm@wwm.
Ind then, Mexander s life signs o the lurge mission screen changed from red to yellou.
“Nexander has been revived!” yelled o mission tech. “Unbelievable, General!”
Btoodmpourquoml\i%guw. ﬂ\gx?nderwckcdhighmdbunkumdpwwhﬂithﬁthouwwﬁ&m.
unileashing an adrenaline-fueled ronr. |
Mexonder screcuved vith fury. 3,
Diving head ~fisst into the meteor, grozing bden at this point, Mexander's thrusters, vere pushed to moui-
P pover . He unsheathed his Hiqh-fre%ucnui sword, extended it outyoud, and P;erceol the beast's flesh,
ivﬁponeo#tlnbeiqlatcoreg:kaemnvedmwumwer.umLmhwmmMoﬁkdﬁy.
creatutre s poulsating ceased abruptly, then edoed into ol unr izalble cluster of gore.
A viroon fegis-Rigq a«qerc;;ed from the cluster missing an arm. Through burry vision, flexander read the
om-screen :
[WARNIN(!:m"\'MﬁRNM OXYGEN SUPPLY DAMAGED. THRUSTERS OVERHEATED—SYSTEMS SHUTTING DOWN. ]
Mexonder Loy bk, stared out into the abyss of sppace as ke levitated. His suit vas still an dder model:

mbm—upmqqmmw-mqworwwmmw}e&dwmbum& He could feel, bis
mning to co .

Just before all vas lost..
R . L, o oo oo 12 ancedion Wensul o)
0 his. eyes read the on-gereen propmget. e out, the vindow SO

No M'gyﬁtwdﬂedwmwwwmowqenﬁr;:ﬁuwm.

"Whew!” Nozomi exclovipved. ‘It s | mode it in time! let’s go home, Mlexander.”

The com filled vith. staterents. of both. congratulations and r wices for the casualtics. S'uéuku
wuuheduuoﬁtw%#romthemi;;iﬂnwmddeck-cmwm}Lubrem.

‘lncredible!” She storvmvered, anestruck before requining vhat removinied of her compoosure. “This is the
Lost heir of the M\,eol Mexonder Fouvily?”

She could burely contain her eciterent.

“‘Well, done, everyone!” Suéula.t continued. Miggion complete! Mexonder: as som o you dock, get
B T ot it o despio i thi- vt ot

. she anng over radio vith joy, ite knoui net v looming vieos .
“Mnd Mexander. veleome to the ﬂnqa\,y of tji'ein S e 87
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W Dot UWhite Polx'hy

”We ,r‘e )ner‘e J(‘or‘ onl\f a3 s]nor‘f w)ni|e,” Gm\; Ge”er‘ saiJ ou‘(’ lowJ, ske‘fc]n pac‘ on |ap, pencil poisec‘ over ,o|an'< pace.
1" / ”

TLen its Lack fo 'Hne spitJer.
9 pause. Her‘ ’or‘ea‘l’]n a p|ume offr‘eezinq vapors, emiﬂ'eJ Pe(‘cussivel\i as sLe spoke.
”Bv«'(' as ]tar as ].know," slne con‘hnuec] wfﬁh ac]cletj emp]nasis, ”spic]ers c]on,‘t write poems.

”Nefﬂler‘ Jo ‘f°“‘” MicLael saitJ wfﬂl qootJ Lumor‘ n ]ni.s voice, per‘cLeJ )us‘f aLove ancl Le]ninc‘ 9"\\1 on a .sma”
|equ, |oo,<inq ov«'f on 'Hne ice .slnerf as |az\; Lerqs Tr‘ave,”eJ ‘Hnrouqlu ‘Hneir own pr‘iva'('e cLanne's o]t c]ni”e(] s|us]n. ].n

n

‘Hne slnor‘l’ Jis‘l’ance, jus‘f across ‘Hhis c]nanne', 3 vas‘l', wLn‘(’e fr‘ozen expanse J(-csr‘ mi|es upon mi|e.s was laicl Lefor‘e
‘Hnem.

-nne mor‘ninq air' was crisp Lu’t loear‘alo|e: ,oo‘llv\ exp'orer‘s LunMeJ 'th’H\’ n warm gear,

Qm\, |oo|<e<J over L\er sLoultJer‘ a‘l’ Micl\ae| H'z.simmons, smi|e<J wfﬂq mir‘Hn n Ler‘ eyes, ma‘(’c)ninq ]nis own, Lefor‘e
r‘e‘fur‘ninq ]ner‘ reqar‘J fo ‘Hne sLelf.

“1 mqu write poetry, you know," she said. ”%u c\on{f Lones‘ﬂ\{ know that 1 don ’T "

”\'\’eu, if\fou Jo, Ilve never r‘eaJ any of Tl’, " MicLae| saiJ waL 3 ]nuﬁ, se‘l’l"inq ]nis weiq]n‘f more even|\1 on ‘Hne |ethe.
Qfew Clumps of sSNow fe“ Jown ‘l’o 'Hne oﬂ:-w]nﬂ'e pa‘i’cl\\f ]noar‘fros‘l' wLer‘e qu sa‘f’, ‘l’en—fee‘f Le'ow Lis Janqhnq Loo‘(’s:
L\er‘ penci| ) ,p|ur on ‘Hv\e pace as sL\e [oeqan fo s|<e‘{'c)n.

”]. pr‘efer“fo |e‘f' my Jrawinqs lJo ‘Hne ‘l’a“(inq for‘ me, " Hm\i saiJ wTHnou‘l’ |ool<inq up.

”\IJLere Jm] You ]near ‘Hna‘f.? " Micl\ae| askec].

”Hear‘ w\na‘\? "

“That bit you just said sboutthe spider.”

Qm\i ’s penci| c]anceJ across 'Hne w]n?l’e of'ﬂne paoce. Fr‘om MicLae| ,.s Van'(’aqe poin‘(’, ‘I‘Le ske‘tc]n pacl was a|mos‘l' |o.s‘f
n a”‘l’]ne w]nife snow .sur‘rounclinq i, ﬂs ]ner‘ Jr‘awinq of'ﬁne ]nor‘izon ‘i’ook .s]nape, it seeminqh Lr‘ouq]n‘f suLs‘i’ance o
‘Hhe Pacj n lner‘ lnantl, ma‘l’er‘iahzinq it ouf of‘ﬂnin air as slne (JY‘P.\N. Liqln‘l’ ancj c]ar‘k arcs of |eac] wor‘kinq‘l’oqe‘llher"fo
make 'Hne vista come fo life.

”pm artist saio] i ina Jocumen‘l’ar‘\{ ].saw |as‘f week,” sl\e saic], s‘h“ Y\o‘l’ lookinq wp, excep‘l"l’o cL\eck lner‘ su[ojec‘l'
wfﬁn cluick q|ances. ”-nnexf were a‘f’l‘]ne ethe of‘Hne worH, antJ )ne was ’Hnere fo Jraw ‘Hne |anthcape for ‘I‘Le
expeJﬂion ,5 r‘ecor‘J, .some‘ﬂ\inq |ike 'Hha‘l’. -[Le\{ were ff‘om ].ce'anzl.ﬂ

”Eu‘f what was he Talkinq aloou‘t with The spicler? Gocl, 1 hate spiJer‘s. Sur‘elx{ ‘Hne\f wer‘en"l'fintlinq oo many of
‘Hnem ou‘f‘Hher‘e,” Miclnael saiA. ”1 canl'l' imagine ‘Hne\f ,c‘ fmJ mucln [oesic]es ‘Hhe oJcJ penaguin or po|ar‘ ,oear‘. "

“ ou ’J ,oe surpriseJ w]na‘t kintl ofwiu'i]te exists in ‘Hne Lar‘s]nes‘l' of p|aces, " qu .sai(J, ”.[Lere were ‘Hnese pure
wlnﬂ’e r‘auﬁts n ‘ﬂ\e ﬂm ‘Hna‘l’ |oo,<e<J T loe a pr‘eﬂ’\’ Liq Jeal. "

“White rabbits?” Michsel asked incr‘erlu'ousl\f.

//n . ”

”\n’er‘e ‘ﬂne\i |a‘('e.? For‘ avery impor‘l’an‘f Ja‘i’e‘ o

9"\\1 |auqlnetJ.
”pfc'fua”\',_ﬂ\e\’ |ookecl \ler‘\i s'l'a'fuesclue. No'l' n _l'oo mucln ofa L\ur‘r‘\f 'l'o Qo amiwLere. "

”Makes sense, ]j’ Ioeinq as colc] as fis. ].,J 'oe sfl'hnq‘mer‘e )us‘l’ |il<e ].am )ner‘e. "
89
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”ﬂne\, were t;eau‘l'nful. \IJTHn Llack eyes. ].wisL IcoulJ ]nave Leen ‘Hner‘e fo Jraw ‘Hhem.”

”No'ﬂ\inq |i|<e ‘Hv\em ]nere. g MicLae| askecj. ”]n 9|as|<a? "

”No‘H]na‘l’ ]. know of. ].wisl\. 1,4 Jr‘aw ﬂ\em if‘Hner‘e were, "

Qm\f ,s lneacl lnover‘ec] low over }ner |a|r>or‘—'|']ne Jrawinq nearto is comp|e‘|'|on.

TLe previousi\f w]nﬂ'e pace was now cover‘eJ in every sLaJe of suL‘He grey anJ Liack—a |aancape Lr‘ouq]rﬂ“fo Lear‘
wfﬂn no‘Hhinq Lu‘l‘ penci| anc] 3 keen eye for aes‘ﬁne‘hc nuances, ,ou‘f pfm\f wasnl‘l' sa‘hsﬁeJ; s]ne couu on|\1 see ‘Hne ways
n w]nic]n sL\e Lat]nq' qo‘ﬂen ‘Hne image rig]n‘f.

Qﬁer 3 Jeep inLala‘hon, fu”‘fo ‘Hne qi”s w?fln cl\i”etJ air, Qm\, L|ew ‘Hne eraser sL’avinqs anJ c]nips of aLanc\oneJ Ieatj
fr‘om ‘H'ue page. Sl\e |oo|<e<J over Tt VexevJ. -nne winnl p|a\1ec‘ cc>\1|\1 wTH'I Fwo or‘pl\an r‘inq|e‘fs of l:|on<Je ]nair‘, fr‘aminq ]ner‘

face Pokmq OM—f fr‘om er PMY‘Ple Leanle
So w}na'(' JJ 1‘13 mean, 'l'l"ns ].ce'ano] qu\’? Noou'("ﬁhe spltler‘s? " MICl"Iael asked somewlna‘l' nmpa‘henﬂ\f

Qu'f Jancmq ar‘ountJ 'Hne .sv«L_)ec'l' Pcasso
He rose fromthe qrouml trailing s of =now from parit legs and rear end.
pfm\f qo‘f wp 'foo, 'l:oue.c] ]ner‘ ske'fc]n paJ closeJ, ano] s‘faretl out a‘f‘Hne )nor‘izon.
”].,m no‘t sure wl’n’ Le saiJ spiJer‘s," sLe sait] n a .so|emn ‘l’one. ul'ﬂnink it mqu’ ]nave Leen ‘Hne fir‘s'f creafure To
come To minJ, max,loe, ‘Hhouqln ].cou|c]nl‘feven Leqin %o guess wln\’. ].fov«nJ o Le somewlna‘f poe'hc.”
”\!\ﬂna‘t )ne was r‘efer‘r‘inq‘('o,‘ﬂ]ouq\n, aLou‘t us on|\4 Leinq ]ner‘e for' a sl\or‘f wLi|e, s ‘('rue," sLe con'hnuetj.
”1L—:r Leinq al:ou‘f Lumans. He was suqqes‘hnq, 1‘Hnin,<, ‘Hna'f wl\en we Ir‘e a” gone J(_r‘om ‘Hnis ear"(%,‘ﬁne P|ane‘f wi” l:e
given T w]na’f is |eﬁ' ,oe)ninc‘, anJ- .. "
f pause.
uﬂnJ w\na‘f Ieﬁ [oe}nintl, we”- ..t wonl‘t Lae us, so- - -
S||ence r‘usLetJ To fn” ‘ﬂne sma” qap n conver‘sa‘hon 'h‘ai|inq ﬂmx{ /5 wm‘c‘s. TLe wintj picketJ wp on ‘Hhe itlea, wlnis'ﬂinq
'Hhr‘ouqln ‘Hne LreacL emdhvel\f.
”gnJ .spic‘er‘.s clon,’twr‘ﬂ'e poe‘fr\,. " MicLae| .saicJ, entJinq‘Hne )nu.s]n.
Mic]nael |ooketj ot over ‘Hne .sma” swa‘fc)n of 9|a.s|<a placec‘ Lefore ‘Hnem |i|<e a'faueau of Jeso|a‘hon anc‘ .sp|en—
c\or‘_a mii('ure of‘llne Jeatj anJ ‘Hne ‘Hhr‘ivinq. 9’“‘1' s‘l'antlinq _')u.s‘f loe|ow Lim, ske'tcL pac‘ clu‘fc]nec‘ 'th‘H\f ‘l'o ]ner‘ c)ne.s'i',
reve|etJ in ‘Hhe same view.

“Tdon't know, " Qm\g fnna"q said Ma\fLe nal in ways st we can read.”
She looked for|orn|\1 down ot ]ner meaoer pof({olno of artfor several secoan, before raising her eyes back tothe

4

q"ﬁerinq vista, -nne sun ]tar‘ fr‘om s apex in ’Hne sk\,

’IMS\’LQ ﬂ\&\’ C\OY\ 1' neeJ \NOY‘IJ " sl\e museJ ”No‘t l ke we (Jo "

]. pef‘sonall\f coultj Jo wﬂmou‘(’ .spltJeY‘.s o Muc]nael sauj ”gntl ]. H<e poe‘h‘\f
”\!Je” ].L\SPPQY] ‘to ”<e .SPICleY‘.S anJ ]. m Y\O‘t S0 sure _ﬂ|e\’ can T wr"f'e poe‘l’r‘\, S]ne
.srmleJ wp a't le

Miclmael pla\ffu”\{ kickeJ powcler\f snow fr‘om 'Hne Ieclqe Jown on'l'o pfm\i ,s covereJ l’\eaJ. S)ne qelpeé fr‘om ‘Hhe co|cJ,
scramHeJ To qe‘t away J(:r‘ov\v\ 'Hne slnower of ]noar‘fr‘os‘l’ |i|<e c\ni”eJ Jus‘f spr‘inklecl over ]ner‘.
Qfew |one cr‘umLs of ice kissec‘ 'Hne eches of ]ner‘ por‘ffolio, cur|inq 'ﬂne paper.

“\I\n’na'fever‘ \’ou sa\f, Ficasso.” MicLae| saicl, qooc‘—na'{'ur‘edl\{.
n\e two of‘ﬁnem mao]e fr‘e.sls, exuﬂan‘f'fracks 'Hnr‘ouq]n ‘Hne slus}n, fo”owinq‘ﬂhe .slqu' suqqes‘hon ofa pa‘I’L ‘I’o ‘Hneir‘

wa?l’mq car, antl a promise of war‘m‘ﬂn.
B\f \)ames B|evins
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The debris settled. And what was ence giant buildings leoking dewn on us from the sky, new lay erumbled under
our feet. Everything was quiet. Many pecple lay dead under piles of cement and rocks.

cross the way, fcou!d make out the cutline of a figure as it made its way towards me.

MH powers were comp!ete] drained and the bh!g option !eﬁ to me was to ag away. Butas 1 looked around, i
couldn’t see anyene alive. l\}i one had sunvived the impact. The idea of all these pecple dying for nething appalled
me. Anger qgrew inside me as 1 locked back over torthe shadowg ﬁgure; he was about two car !engﬂ\s away from me,
stahtﬁr\g sﬂer\ﬂg, I couur\’f make out what ‘r\e ]ooked M(e ;mt he was ahout as ta” ahd Shm 2s me,

y arms became enqulfed in flames as 1 grew more and more angry. My powers felt like they vere recevering
quickly.
K “DE you see what you did?” 1 said trying te stall. “You did all this! Yeu killed all these pecple—and for
what!?” Tears filled my eyes.

Suddenly, the shadowy figure started to laugh. He slewly raised his head. The laugh grew louder. His eyes met
mine. 1 could see all the rage built inside his bloodshot eyes, glowing behind his yellow irises. :

You think 1 did this because of you?” He said taur\ﬁng?g. ﬂﬂnat’s funny. 1 did this because T wanted to. There
was no pur bSe,”

t{?s wortrs sent chills down my spine, ] .,

These pecple don't deserve to live,” he continved. “Just like you!

e shadowy man sprang inte action.

He Iunged at me, pa!med my face before s!amming the back of my head down inte the pavement. T was ﬁr\ang
able to put my hands under his chest and blast him off me and inte the sky.

Dazed 2 little, 1 got to my feet and ran away at supersenic speed; it might seem fast but the shadowy man was
able to ﬂﬂ at the same speed, it seemed, as he hovered along above me, so T codldn’t escape, Swooping down he
Haste‘cl 2 coup]e beams bf hg}\f at me frbm eab}\ pa!m, Dodgihg ﬂ'\e ﬁest I cou"c[ Ijumped up ar\‘:{ ]atc"\et{ oh to Ns
waist, bringing him back down to ground level, |

ipping him arcund in the air so his back Bred the paverent, we skid to a step and 1 began to wail his face with
my fist. After the fifth hit, he tried to counter, Eouhcihg my fist off his hand, bt 1 qvuicHg adjusfed and gra%etl
him 53 the collar of his cape. I rippe'c’ him from the pavement and, like a rainbow, Swung him up and over and back
into the pavement as hard as 1 could, before using my force power to “hulk smash” him even further down inte
street,

Giving it everything 1 got, 1 grabbed him with my foree power and lifted him a couple feet in the air. 1 slammed
him back down into the concrete and threw him inte a nearby collapsed building.

or 2 moment, L steed there vaiting for mere, breathing heavily. 1t was silent aqain and my pevers started to
s!ow’g dissipate, The flames on my arms went cut and T felt even weaker than before.

Co”apsing to one knee 1 ’rriez’fj’ro gain back my s’rrengﬂw but T couldn’t. 1f he was going to ﬁght, 1 was going to
die. 1 made my way to the building, following the crater path his body had made when 1 threw him.

As 1 entered the hole, he busted ’(hroug some rubble. His chest pierced *73 a broken pipe,

Was this it, had 1 ﬁna“g beat him?

Suddehlg 2 loud qasp of air came from within his meuth as he tried to manewver but couldn’t. He looked over at
me and smiled before his eyes rolled back and his evelids fluttered rapidly.

His whole body went limp, and 1 collapsed to mgyback, watching.

c]oset[ mg eges and. oa

“Heg Nick[ Get up its time for schoo””
An adult veice shouted.
Nick locked up from his journal. He had been writing furicusly. He looked up at the time. The clock read 7:30.

G\uicHg, he set his pencﬂ down on top of his journa and ran over to his closet to put some clothes on.

n a couple minutes, he was reac y Tor sehool. Tle wore his faverite hoodie and jeans,
Grabbing his journal and pencil from off his desk, Nick made his way out of the {wuse and down to the bus stop.
Readg ?or ar\other dag 5 sc"\oo 91
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