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Slaughter Truck 

  
On highway 95  

you push all thoughts  of grubby bodies, 
roundly pink in their panic 
tumbling back and forth like fat toddlers, 
past your mind’s equator. 
Forget them tossing their snouts, 
wide bellies pressed together 
like rosy play-doh in a big bucket truck, 
slats thin enough for snouts 
to wiggle up and out at the sky. 
  
They swing their hips 
in a moment of time, 
unconscious of a beginning or ending 
to slippery seconds, 
full of only doing, 
rocked like a congregation moved, 
fat bellies grating and sweating, 
keeping hooves to the floor. 
Who wouldn’t like a little slice of that simplicity 
for their own taste? 
 
Drive by.  
 
 

 – Mary  
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Free 
 

I turn eight today and the buckles on my shoes shine in the sun, two little jewels kicking 
up the air, and I can't stop laughing, or hold back that buttery feeling people get when 
they hum to themselves or blow dandelions away. All’s good, just so good, and the 
violets are unbelievably purple. You say I’m too little and so I don't understand, but is 
there an age when spring makes sense? Will anyone ever get why the wind feels warm, 
or why the rose stems feel pokey in their hot little hand? My eyes get wider at the world 
every day. Why shouldn't they?  
  
I let my fingers wander over the rough bark of the great oak. Digging my toes into the 
damp moss I reach a chubby, paint stained hand towards a low hanging branch. It’s as if 
the only time I feel free is when my feet leave the ground. Pulling myself up inch by inch, 
I know every branch’s place by heart. The first time I brought up climbing the tree, my 
mother had insisted that I would snap my neck. It had taken centuries for her to agree, 
and even then she watched from the sidelines. 
  
I look up, seeing the cloth my brother helped me fashion into a hammock hanging over 
my head. I tuck the red cloth behind my head and make my way to a cradle of branches 
that seems to have formed just for me. My eyes take in my home, mother hard at work 
making my cake in the kitchen. It’s going to be just us this year with my brother off at 
college and my father away for business, but that's okay. I smile and look at my best 
friend sitting across from me. I don’t need my family to make this birthday awesome, not 
when Rose is always there for me.  
 
I run my hand through my curls and let my dimples show in the bright afternoon sun. 
Rose waves from her perch across from me, throwing a nonchalant greeting my way. I 
greet her back as we fall into our everyday rhythm. Rose has been my friend since before 
I can remember; she grew up in the house next to me, and has been at every one of my 
birthday parties. Rose was the first girl to ever talk to me and the girl I married in 
kindergarten, she's the most beautiful girl ever and she loves video games just as much as 
I do. The first day we came up here, she helped me carry my books up into the tree fort 
so I could read them to her while we watched the sun go down. Sometimes I sneak a 
cookie or brownie from one of mom's batches up here for her. It’s been just me and her 
ever since dad started leaving for business trips, which is totally cool because her dad's 
never here either. We talk about my birthday and school until the sun begins to glow a 
little weaker and my mother calls for us.  
 
I begin to make my descent from my tree like so many times before, but something's 
different this time – my grip loosens on the branch supporting my weight. I hear Rose's 
voice above me as I start to fall, and stretch a hand to her, watching my fingers drift 
through hers as our eyes lock and I feel gravity pull me towards the ground. In the blink 
of an eye my back is resting on the grass. I hear a plate shatter somewhere in the house 
behind me along with my mother's cry. All I can do is stare up at the girl I’ve known all 
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my life as she begins to fade into the tree. I open my mouth, but the air seems to have 
abandoned my lungs. I can hear a faint siren. I can no longer tell if Rose is fading or if I 
am. My mother's face hovers over me and my eyelids flutter shut as I'm lifted from the 
ground.  
 
I watch Rose, the sun from the window behind her lighting her hair aflame. It's my eighth 
birthday today and the buckles on my shoes shine in the sun, two little jewels kicking up 
the air-and I can't stop laughing. Why shouldn't I? 
 

  

 – Viviana  
 

Prompt: Write a piece based on an emotion described by a classmate. 
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Wind 
 
A little girl is standing in a field of luscious green grass that is swaying with the breeze. 
She stands with her little red boots, holding her kite. 
 
It quivers in the wind but does not move freely. It is the puppet in the master’s show.  
 
Her parents sit in the field on a blanket talking with each other about how they were so 
in love, but now the only common multiple between them is their daughter, who stands 
in the field with her little red boots and her kite. She radiates love like a nuclear 
explosion. She brings happiness and love wherever she goes…  
 
The only thing she can't fix is her parents. 
 
At the age of eight she could hear her mother crying through the wall. She looked over 
at her red boots and shut her eyes tight to bring her back to that day. The day she stood 
in the green field. 
 
The kite began to spin and twirl. She was fixated by the beauty of such a thing. It began 
swaying faster and faster until the power became too much and the wind took it.  She 
had to let go. Her dad ran over, with her mother not too far behind. They spent hours 
trying to find the kite and reassuring her they would find it. When they finally did, they 
laughed and chased each other in the field of green, they tumbled over each other, 
tickling one another and laughing. Her mother and father looked into each other’s eyes. 
The understanding then was final: This would be the last day they spent together as a 
whole family. 
 

 
 – Hallie  
 
Prompt: Write a piece using the element of air. 
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Guardian 

I was startled awake by the sudden movement in the church. 
  
“Peace be with you, Sorcha.” It was my Aunt Claire. She gave me a reassuring look that 
seemed to say, “This will be over soon.” 
  
I gave her a shy grin and shook her hand. “Peace be with you.” I was so anxious for 
Mass to be over. I needed to be at the sea. I wanted to feel the grimy, salty air coat my 
hair and skin. Squirming in my pew, I reached into the pocket of my green polka-dotted 
dress and caressed the stone that washed ashore last Sunday, reminding myself why I 
needed to go back to the seashore. 
 
Finally Mass ended and people started to collect their things. The silent wooden church 
slowly erupted in murmuring and lost its peaceful aura. I shot up before the herd of slow 
waddling families reached the exit door. Glancing at my father, who was busy talking to 
Mrs. Power, the Gaelic teacher at my school, I quickly looked away so I didn't catch his 
eye. I don’t like seeing him talk to the women at church; he always does this fake laugh 
where he tilts his head back as if he’s being stabbed in the spine. He never laughed that 
way with my mother. He would always chuckle in an honest way. I shook my head to 
remove that thought from my mind. Rushing toward the door, I nudged my way past 
Mr. Blake, who mans the lighthouse.  
 
“Watch where yer goin, girlie,” he huffed at me.  
 
Without slackening pace I whipped my braided hair back toward him and waved my 
hand in apology. “Sorry, Mr. Blake!”  
 
I hopped down the stone steps in the front of the church and let the breeze greet me. 
Pausing to look straight ahead, I saw where the tall grassy field sharply ends and the 
rocky cliff begins. On the horizon I could see the misty morning ocean inviting me over. I 
cautiously passed the four cars parked in the muddy church car park and jumped across 
the gravel road to avoid an oil slick that would ruin my Sunday saddle shoes and white 
ankle shocks. Holding up my dress, I tiptoed through the grass, avoiding sheep 
droppings. Once I reached the edge of the field I looked down the twenty-foot jagged 
cliff and felt my heart flutter.  
 
To my right was a path I’d rigged with a rope to help me climb down safely. Hearing my 
neighbor Conor’s truck chug down the road and echo across the sea cliffs, I dropped to 
the ground to avoid being seen. I knew no one would allow me to be here. Once the car  
passed, I scurried down the cliff, navigating the familiar crevices of the rocks with ease. I 
hopped off the final rock and landed on the squishy sand. I took off my shoes and 

stuffed my frilly socks into them, spreading my toes through the sludgy sand as I walked  
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towards the sea. If I really tried, I could make out the lighthouse’s silhouette through the 
dense fog. Once I was about ten feet from the water, I knelt on the sand and pulled out 
the stone.  
 
I was not supposed to have this. The stone was not intended for a human and I am 
slowly being affected by it. I wrapped the stone in my cotton handkerchief and 
unremorsefully flung it into the ocean, as if performing the stone’s burial. As soon as it 
grazed the water, it created a ring of surrounding bubbles. The stone did not sink the 
way it should have. Instead, a familiar face emerged from the ocean surface, 
encompassed in a wet mane of vermillion red hair. 
 
“Nellie,” I mumbled. At least, that was what I called her. She had never come close 
enough to me for me to talk to her, until today. 
 
I felt the blood drain from my face as she began to swim to the shore, coming closer 
until she lay on top of the waves calmly lapping ashore. She sat up on her emerald green 
tail and tucked her hair behind her ears. I knelt down to match her height. My breaths 
were very sharp as she lifted up the stone she was holding. Her pale blue eyes stared into 
mine. 
 
“Guardian,” she said as she wrapped my hands around the stone. She also gave me a 
fresh oyster shell. She pinched her fingers together and touched them to her freckled face. 
She wanted me to eat the oyster. I released my long gaze from her to crack open the 
oyster. Sloshing the salty goop around in the shell and holding my breath, I tilted my 
head back to swallow the insides. The salty ocean taste was overwhelming; it was as if I 
had fallen into the sea with my mouth wide open. I squinted my eyes and shivered all 
over. “Blegh!”  
 
Nellie made a high pitched noise I recognized as a laugh. She smiled and abruptly slid 
beneath the waves. I stayed still for a few moments. I was stunned and felt like throwing 
up. I stood up with a new idea of what this rock was. It was a weapon, and I was tasked 
to use it. I had no idea how to use the rock, but I needed to rush home to figure it out.  
 
 

 – Morgan 

Prompt: Write a piece based on an object supplied in class (stone).   
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The Final Piece 
 
You can’t stop digging, she thought to herself. There is nothing more important than 
digging. Her cracked and bleeding fingernails continued to scratch away at the dirt. She’d 
collapsed here only moments ago, but already a hollow was forming in the ground. 
 
Tears of pain tracked down her dirt-covered cheeks, leaving little paths in their wake. She 
didn’t know what would happen if she stopped digging, but she knew it wouldn’t be 
good. The wolves of death were beating at her door, and she only had minutes to push 
them away. 
 
She thought then of her daughter. Her little girl, fast asleep in her crib. Only a few 
months old, and already she’d lost her father. All she hoped was that, when this was all 
over, she would be able to see her baby girl again. 
 
When finally the hole was deep enough, she pulled back her blood-caked hands, dug 
into the side pocket of her dress, and pulled out a small silk pouch. Carefully she poured 
the contents into her hand. Two pinches of rosemary, a twig the size of an infant’s finger, 
three leaves of mint, a vial containing the tear of a broken heart, and an amulet the size 
of a fist. She had all but the last ingredient, but that would come in time. 
 
The amulet was shaped like a rose, a pale pink that deepened to red in the center. The 
red was so bright that it almost disguised the small ruby hidden inside. But it didn’t hide 
it well enough. In all her years, she’d never thought that this day would come. 
 
Pressing it to her heart one last time, she dropped the amulet into the hole. She’d hoped 
to one day give it to her daughter, as her mother had given it to her, but those days of 
hope were long past. 
 
Once the amulet was safely nestled in the earth, she took the stopper off the vial and 
poured the tear atop it. Next, she sprinkled the two pinches of rosemary. She had plenty 
of it in the garden, so she’d had the ingredient for months. 
 
Waiting four seconds, she dropped in the twig. As it fell beside the amulet, a trained ear 
could hear a slight sizzling noise that meant the spell was working. She stuck the mint 
leaves in her mouth, quickly chewed them up, and spit the leaves into the hole. 
 
Pushing the dirt back into the hole, she patted it down, trying to make it look as 
inconspicuous as possible. Once she was satisfied, she sat calmly on top of the buried 
amulet. As much as she wanted to return to her daughter, she knew she had to stay. The 
amulet wasn’t fully hidden yet. 
 
She didn’t have to wait long for the beasts to arrive. She heard their howls long before 
they found her. Their golden eyes glowed as they approached. The leader was a black 
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creature. In many ways it looked like a large wolf, but she knew better. They were 
Death’s personal soldiers. 
 
She didn’t even try to stand as they prowled closer. She had finally come to accept her 
fate. She whispered a quick goodbye to her daughter, begging whatever powers that 
watched her to protect the child, then raised her eyes to meet those of the beasts. 
 
Before she could take another breath, they pounced, claws ripping through the thin skin 
of her throat. Thick blood pulsed past her skin. It fell in rivulets down her sides and 
spilled onto the ground below her. Even as she died, her mouth seemed to smile. 
 
As the blood soaked into the ground, a bright flash went off. Finally, the spell was 
complete. Finally, the amulet would be hidden away forever. 
 

 

 – Isabel   
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Everyone is a king in the woods. In the morning the birds begin their chorus, 
serenading you as you walk, as you sit, as you climb. There is no red carpet, but one of 
green moss as soft as silk under bare feet.  There are no castle walls, but hills over 
rolling hills. There is no roof, but an intricate gilded canopy of leaves. Clouds drift 
across the sky; rays of light slant out from gaps and plunge down through the leaves 
on cloudy days. When the sun is out the leaves glow with green light, and the air 
smells of life.  The squirrels and deer part before you as you walk deeper into the 
woods. 

The shape of the earth seems undisturbed, laid down like icing a thousand years ago, 
unscarred except when it is pulled up in the violent death throes of falling trees.  The 
slipping sound of creeks as they slide over rocks, the surprisingly heavy sound of 
squirrel steps, and the muted sound of your own pulse meet your ears. The youngest 
trees are far older than you are; the oldest are older than the oldest man's grandfather.  
A curtain of trunks cuts you off from the world, and you find yourself. 

Everyone is king in the woods. 

 
 
– Lukas   
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A While Ago 
 
It was a while ago now. A knife growing heavier in my hand shaking vibrating, blood, 
red blood thick blood rushing through my veins, heat weaving through my skin. Skin 
strong as steel but soft as flower petals and see-through as paper. Blood streaming 
underneath the surface throbbing pulsing.  My skull echoing reverberating, muffled milky 
thoughts whirling in a storm out at sea, waves crashing rocking sinking. Lightning 
thrashing clouds churning crackling with electricity, water currents turning metallic 
becoming a deathbed for anything clinging for life tossing in the thrashing frenzy of 
liquid metal. My brain melting like the hot water leaking out of the hurricane of thoughts 
whipping against my skull. Beating pounding my heart clogging my ears with its 
bloodcurdling pummel. Stomach boiling acid dripping numb ripples down my legs 
seeping through the bottoms of my feet burning the floor around me. The floor the 
forest floor the one place I escaped the one place I cared for smoldering melting alight 
smoky fumes snuffing the air from my lungs. Trunks once tough as stone crumbling to 
nothing swallowed by the white hot glow I created, its orange torrent spreading, no stop 
to the destructive tendrils. The flames mirrored in my glassy eyes embers singeing tiny 
holes in my eyes and the tips of my eyelashes. My sight blurry fuzzy from liquid fire 
flooding my vision distorting the images and streaming down my burning cheeks leaving 
a scorched trail cold and piercing like a knife made of dry ice dragged the length of my 
face from eye to chin. A knife a knife just like the one growing heavy in my hand the 
handle warm and sticky from the moisture of my palm and fingers the bland cool, 
untouched. The sharpened edge lifting upwards uneasily dragging my hand along with it 
my other arm facing upwards skin tightening around the network of coursing blue river 
of veins under the chalk white layer.  
 
I closed my eyes sending more fire dancing across my cheeks. Images flashed in my 
eyelids the storm the fire the red sky and Anabel, Anabel my other half, Anabel who was 
with me from the beginning the very start the first day now gone, gone forever. It was 
all my fault all of it. A choked breath passed through my lungs my eyes opened, my hazy 
arm stood out in my vision so close to the icy silver, sharp and clear.  
 
It was a while ago now. 
 
 
 
 – Mia  

Prompt: Base a piece on a secret supplied by someone else. 
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Poem 
 
Everything in our relationship revolved around smoke: whether it was the way it was 
always in your 
 
lungs, or the way I felt about how we were dying off like smoke preceding a wildfire. 
 
That’s what we were: a wildfire. 
 
Out of control, harmful, painful, and then it died off, slowly and painfully. 
 
And you burned me down. Once you charred me, I was nothing more than damaged to 
you. 
 
But you never realized the damage was done by you. 
 
  – Draven  
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Twin 
 

“Mom, what would you do if she were still alive?” 
  
Mom didn’t even ask who I was talking about. She just glanced to see where I was 
looking. The boy who had been the boyfriend of my identical twin sister was walking 
by. My heart pounded  as he walked by and I tried to prevent it from doing a backflip 
when he glanced towards the car we were in.  
 
“I don’t know. I think I would just know what to do.”  
 
“What if she’s still alive?” 
 
Mom gave me a desperate, sympathetic look. “She isn’t, Lydia. You know that she isn’t.”  
 
I tried not to cry as Mom spoke. After my sister had gone missing after being seen getting 
shoved into a car, we were all trying to mourn in our own lives. It had been three years 
now. We were freshmen when she got taken. Now Mom was just trying her best to 
move on with her life, while I checked every resource I had to see if there was a chance 
Amberly was still alive.  
 
“Hon, remember, you have an appointment with the guidance counselor today during 
lunch.” Mom thought I was suffering from depression due to the loss of my twin sister. 
She thought I was going crazy trying to find my missing sister, who had been deemed 
legally dead. The person who had taken her had been caught and tried for the murder, 
kidnapping and abuse of several teenage girls and young women. He had boasted about 
torturing Amberly and, when she was dead, dropping her in a ditch on the side of a 
road. He had been sentenced to death, but he was still alive. I clenched my fist in order 
to keep from screaming. Honestly, Mom was probably right about me being crazy.  
 
“Right. I’ll see you after school, Mom.” 
 
“Love you, Lydia.” 
 
“Love you, too.” I was in a daze the entire way to my locker and homeroom. Whenever 
I thought about Amberly, everything else seemed to fade; the world just sank into the 
background. Nothing was important anymore. In homeroom I took out my laptop and 
carefully hacked hospital records of Jane Doe patients who were in their teens. I checked 
daily – different hospitals each day. There was rarely anything. But today, in one hospital 
in New York, I found a record on a Jane Doe patient who had been admitted into the 
hospital two and a half years ago. She was in her teens and on life support. I printed out 
the hospital address. I needed to get to New York. School was unimportant right now. 
Even though I had been yelled at many times for skipping school and going to hospitals 
to see Jane Doe patients, I really didn’t care.  
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“Kaden!” I yelled, unable to stop myself, and Amberly’s former boyfriend turned 
towards me. My best friend, Kayla, came over, looking concerned.  
 
“Uh, you doin’ okay?” She sounded worried. Kaden walked over and looked directly 
into my eyes. “Hey, Lydia. What’s up?”  
 
I shoved the hospital address into his face. “Look at it! It’s her this time. I know it is, I just 
need a ride to New York or to the airport.”  
 
“Not again,” Kayla moaned, wrapping an arm around me, preventing me from waving 
the paper around again. “Babe, she’s dead. You have to accept it.” 
  
“I can’t. I just can’t accept it, Kayla. You know when you hear about twins who are 
telepathic or who get sick at the same time even if they’re in completely different places? 
Or people who can tell when their twins are hurt? I can just tell she’s alive. She’s in New 
York. She’s hurt and she can’t keep going. Please, just help me get to New York,” I 
begged again, practically hysterical this time.  
 
Kaden had been watching Kayla’s and my exchange. “I’m sorry, Lydia, I’m not going to 
drive you. We’ve done this too many times. We just have to let her go.”  
 
I gaped as he walked away. Then I tried to throw a book at him. Kayla’s protective arms 
wrapped around me, preventing me from injuring Kaden or anyone else. “If you really 
think she’s there, I will drive to New York with you. But if she’s not, you need to let her 
go. You need to stop searching for a ghost.”  
 
I understood Kayla offering me a deal. And I tried to decide whether to take it or not. 
Was I confident that this was Amberly? “OK.” 

 
It took us about three hours to drive to New York, and another hour to get to the 
hospital that Amberly might or might not be at. Kayla insisted on driving because she 
thought I was too emotional to drive right now. It was probably a good move on her 
part. No matter what speed we were going, we couldn’t get there fast enough. I was 
trying not to yell that we needed to go faster. I kept thinking we were going slowly and 
then I would glance at the speedometer and notice that we were going way over the 
speed limit. Four hours felt like four days. It had been easy getting out of school, still 
early enough that the gates were still letting people in and out without checking for 
passes.  
 
“How much longer?” 
 
“An hour.” 
 
“How much longer?” 
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“Half an hour.”  
 
Slowly the time slipped away until I we were crawling through busy city streets. Finally I 
spotted the hospital. “THERE!!!” I yelled. We screeched to a halt in a parking spot. Kayla 
and I hopped out of the car and sprinted towards the hospital entrance. We skidded into 
the waiting room and slid to a stop in front of a lady behind a deck.  
 
“May I help you two ladies?” 
 
“Hi, I believe you have a Jane Doe patient, in her teens, who is on life support, correct?” 
The ability to speak had failed me now that I was here, and Kayla spoke the words for 
me. The women behind the desk gave us a suspicious look.  
 
“Yes, what do you want with her?” 
  
“My friend thinks the patient might be her sister, who went missing several years ago,” 
Kayla explained.  
 
“All right, Dr.Guildadour will be able to show you to the room. She’s under his care.”  
 
Kayla and I waited a few moments before the doctor arrived and escorted us through the 
swinging white doors into a hospital hallway. We stopped outside the door and the 
doctor cleared his throat. “Keep in mind, if this is your sister, we can do DNA tests to 
verify that. The patient hasn’t moved a muscle in her body unless we have a machine or 
a person do it for her. It is very unlikely that she will ever wake up or recover at all. She 
has shown no brain activity since we brought her in.”  
 
I bounced impatiently while the doctor spoke. Finally, with the speed of a snail, he 
opened the door. Attached to a million machines and wires was a teenage girl, lying 
unmoving on a bed. I practically fell towards her, a force other than my legs leading me 
to the bed.  
 
Scarred, and still as a statue, was my sister.  
 
“Amberly,” I sobbed. “Kayla, it’s her. It’s Amberly.” 
 
“I know, love, I know.” Her hand was on my shoulder as I stared at my sister and 
brushed a strand of hair out of her face.  
 
“Amberly,” I whispered as Kayla pushed a chair under me and I fell into it. As the doctor 
began talking about how she hadn’t moved and how she hadn’t made progress and how 
she wouldn’t wake up, I took one of Amberly’s cold limp hands in both of mine. As he 
talked about no brain activity and no movement, I saw the electronic monitor change 
from its unmoving line and felt a few of Amberly’s fingers twitch. I knew it wasn’t a lot, 
but it was enough. I sobbed and squeezed her hand again.  
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When Mom came into the hospital seven hours later, she found her twin daughters 
reunited. One was unconscious but beginning to show signs of waking up, while the 
other was asleep, head on the edge of the bed, holding the hand of her sister lying in the 
cold hospital bed. Both hands twitched as their mother reached for them, and their eyes 
began to flutter open.  
 

 

– May  
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My Name Is Phoebe 

My name is Phoebe, and I am a pink piggy bank with flowers all over my body. I was a 
very lonely piggy bank, sitting alone on my shelf in a store, while I watched all of my 
friends get taken before me, until one day I was bought by my soon to be best friend 
George. George still bought me even though I looked like I was a piggy bank for a girl. 
He did this because he thought I was unique.  

When I was bought, George was only five years old. I was placed on his top shelf where 
I got to see everything, and every day he would put coins inside of me. From the top 
shelf I watched George grow up. When he was just a toddler, we would play all of the 
time. He would shake me and throw me up in the air, but I was never afraid. I knew he 
would never break me. Over time I watched his preferences change. He began to like 
different things as he got older. He went from Sesame Street to Star Wars, then from Star 
Wars to KISS. I found it interesting how age can change a person’s view, but one thing 
stayed the same about George. He would always put coins in my bank. 
 
As a five-year-old, George was already learning to save. I remember him putting pennies 
in me for two weeks, saving up for gum. He was so innocent back then, you wouldn’t 
think he would ever do anything wrong. At ten, George saved up for six months to buy 
a new gaming system. Of course I was always rooting for him. I always felt like my being 
there helped George reach his goals. That made me feel good about myself. Then George 
turned fifteen and found his first girlfriend. I remember him saving up ten dollars to buy 
her flowers. I watched them fall in love, and fall out of love. I remember when he broke 
up with her, and how devastated he was. It took him a long time to get over his 
heartbreak.  
 
Now George was eighteen and packing for college. I had the amazing opportunity of 
going to college with him, where I had my place on the top shelf in his dorm. During this 
time, watching George, I realized he was really stressed. He often came into the dorm 
crying and wanting to quit college. It turns out his grades weren’t the best they could be.  
 
A few days later George went out partying with a couple of friends. He came back very 
drunk – so drunk that it was pretty scary. He walked into the dorm yelling; the words 
were slurred and it was hard to make out what he was saying. But I heard one thing that 
made me fear for my life. “I’m going to break the piggy bank!” George went into his 
drawer and grabbed a hammer. He must have been so drunk he didn’t know what he 
was doing.  I knew deep down that George would never break me - but he raised the 
hammer and slammed it down with all of his strength.  
 
He broke me. 
  
 – Temidayo  



24 
 

 



25 
 

Aliens 
 
Herb Richards watched his new neighbors from his front porch. There were four of 
them: a mother, a father, and two girls. They were moving the last of a bunch of boxes 
from a large white truck into their house. They all had caramel skin, dark hair and black 
eyes. The father wore a soccer jersey with some Latin American flag on the shoulder, 
Herb couldn’t tell which one for certain. He watched as they carried their cargo inside, 
one box after another. They completed the task without complication and all of them 
were silent throughout the process.  
 
Herb was not one to judge, but something was off about the whole thing. People just 
don’t stay silent like that. There wasn’t even a reaction when the Connellys’ dog, Blue, 
started barking at them. Herb thought that was strange, too. That dog liked everyone. 
He had never heard it bark in his life. When he heard the yapping, he thought it was 
some other dog. No way a sound that mean could have come from a dog that sweet. 
But it had. Herb sat outside for a few more minutes thinking about this, then retreated 
into his own house. 
 
“That’s what I’m tellin’ you, Ida. That family is kinda weird.” Herb shoveled more beans 
into his bearded maw.  
 
“Now you don’t pay those folks any mind, Herb Richards. They could be nice people.” 
 
“Blue didn’t seem to like ‘em.” Herb’s gray eyes scanned his wife. She was a thin lady 
with stringy brown hair and a pointed face. Her pretty brown eyes were dead set on his 
face and she was frowning. 
 
“Didya even talk to them?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Well, there you go. Forming assumptions on people you have not spoken one word to! 
I think you should go over there tomorrow and strike up a conversation. Who knows? 
You might just get a friend out of it.” Ida sat back in her chair and crossed her arms.  
 
Herb sighed. He knew she was right. “Ok. Once I get off of work, I’ll do it.”  
 
Ida gave him a smile and a nod. 
 
That night, as Herb was getting ready for bed, he looked out at the new neighbors’ 
house. All the lights were off. Must’ve gone to bed early. He was about to turn away 
when he caught something out of the corner of his eye. Someone was moving in one of 
the windows of the house. Herb peered through the darkness to try and get a better 
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view. As his eyes adjusted, he could see that there was a green light illuminating the 
room that he had seen the figure in. It wasn’t something that would come from a 
lightbulb or electronic source. It seemed oddly natural. 
 
“Herb, what are you lookin’ at, hon?”  
 
Herb quickly straightened and shut the blinds. “Nothin’, darlin’. Ready for bed?”  
 
That night Herb did not sleep a wink. 
 

*** 
 
He thought about the neighbors all the next day at the construction site. What was that 
green light? Who are they? Is it my business to know? Herb was a man of action, that 
was for sure. But is it crossing the line when you think more about your neighbors more 
than your job? I’m just looking out for my family. Yeah, that’s it. For Ida. His thought 
process was suddenly interrupted. “Aw, Sonbitch!” He’d stubbed his toe on a beam. 
 
 “Herb, you ok? You seem a little distracted today.” Herb looked up and saw Ernie 
Redmond, one hand on his belt, the other scratching his receding hairline under his hat.  
 
Herb took off his own yellow plastic helmet and wiped his brow with the back of his 
arm. “Just got somethin’ on my mind, that’s all,” he said with a smile. “Don’t worry 
‘bout it, I’ll tell ya at Donahue’s.” 
 
“Oh, alrighty then.” Ernie looked unconvinced. He hoisted his belt up his bony hips and 
shambled off. Herb watched him go and then went back to work. 
 

*** 
 
“And I’m gonna do some more lookin’ around tonight.” Herb washed down his story 
with a swig of Bud. 
 
“So you say you’ve never talked to ’em?” Ernie asked. 
 
“That’s what Ida told me. But I don’t know anything about ‘em. What if they do 
something?”  
 
“What are they gonna do to ya? They seem like normal people with a green lamp.”  
 
Herb shot Ernie an annoyed look before replying. “If you would’ve seen ‘em, I bet you 
would’ve had the same reaction!” He took another drink.  
 
Ernie looked over at Randy Morton, another good friend and coworker who said little 
and worked lots. A large black man with a good sense of humor and a level head, he 
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was currently staring down Herb as if he had just escaped from a sanitarium.“Whaddo 
you think about this whole thing, Randy?” 
 
“I think you’re crazy. Even if these people are a little strange – ” 
 
”A lot strange!” 
 
“They have a right to be. They’re not from around here.” Randy looked at Herb, who’d 
gone silent, deep in thought, and slowly Herb lifted his head to meet his gaze.  
 
“You know, you’re right. They’re not from around here. Not from this town, not from 
this state, not from this country. I don’t even think they’re from this world,” he said 
thoughtfully.  
 
“What are you sayin’, Herb?” Ernie looked at him incredulously. 
 
“I think they’re…” Herb gulped. “Aliens.” 
 
“Aw, come on, now! Yer just scarin’ yourself. Get a grip!” 
 
“It’s racist to call immigrants aliens, Herb.” 
 
Herb looked at his two friends, wide eyed and irritated. There was something up with 
these new neighbors and his friends wouldn’t back him up! “Look, you guys can sit here 
an’ call me a liar all evening or you can come with me tonight and investigate these 
creeps.” He looked from one doubtful face to the other. “C’mon, you’ll see what I’m 
talking ‘bout once you witness it for yourself.” 
 
There was a pause. Then Ernie said, “As long as you drop it after tonight,” and the three 
clanked beers. 
 

*** 
 
That night, if you were to drive down Gold Street around midnight you would see three 
men, all dressed in black, crouched next to the garbage cans of house 333. And if you 
looked closely enough, you would see that one was wildly motioning to the other two.  
 
“Check this out!” Herb whispered. He pointed to the contents of one of the trash cans. 
Ernie and Randy snuck over and peered into the gray can. Illuminated by the moon were 
loads of empty cans and containers. They all had the same logo – Frank’s Beef Emporium 
– printed on the side. Above the logo was a cartoon picture of a smiling cow. The 
cartoon cow had a comic-book dialogue bubble that said the name of whatever product 
was in that container. What made it even weirder were the kinds of cow products that 
the containers once held. There were empty cans of cow eyes, dozens of boxes of cow 
brains, and even containers of cow hearts, completely cleaned out. All that was left was 
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a rancid liquid the color of an open wound coating the insides of the boxes and bottom 
of the trashcan. It reeked. It sent Ernie gagging and Randy shook his head in disgust. 
 
“That ain’t right!” 
 
“See! I told you!”  
 
Randy could almost make out the brightness of Herb’s triumphant grin through the night. 
“Ok, just because they are into eating cow brains – ” Ernie gagged again – “doesn’t mean 
that they’re, ya know…” 
 
“Aliens?” 
 
“Yeah. They’re weird, but maybe that’s what they eat wherever they’re from.” 
 
They still weren’t convinced. Herb frantically looked around for another sign of the 
neighbors’ otherness, but couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. “Let’s try round 
back.” 
 
The three men snuck around the side yard and approached the back of the house. Herb 
scanned the scene and saw a wooden shed standing on the far side of the yard. “In 
there,” he pointed. 
 
“Now hold on just a minute, Herb. Lookin’ through their trash was one thing, but goin’ 
into their shed? That’s trespassing and we could get in trouble fer it.”  
 
Randy nodded in agreement. Herb shot them an irritated look and pulled a flashlight 
from his pants pocket. “They won’t even know we were in here,” he muttered.  
 
Luckily for the trio, the shed wasn’t locked and the door swung open soundlessly. 
Everyone was silent. 
 
Click  
 
The pale beam swept across the dusty floor. It climbed the legs of a table and bounced 
off metal. On the table was a cylindrical machine, a shiny tube with various attachments 
jutting out of the sides and a control panel facing the doorway. There was a toolbox 
with various pieces and parts in it, all the same type of metal as the machine. Herb 
stepped into the shed, transfixed by the cylinder. He wondered what sort of alien 
powers it had, what his neighbors were planning not two hundred meters from his own 
house. 
 
“Herb!” He snapped out of his trance. “Herb! Let’s get out of here! We shouldn’t be 
snoopin’ around!” Ernie looked more paranoid than an ant in a magnifying glass factory. 
 



29 
 

“Ernie! Get ahold of yourself! We’re lookin’ out fer the common good, here!” Herb 
turned back around and stared at the contraption once more. He felt inclined to know 
everything there was to know about these visitors and their machine. Slowly he reached 
out a hand and laid it flat on the curved surface. “That’s odd,” he thought to himself. 
“It’s warm.” As he slid his hand over the control panel, he flicked a switch and the screen 
came to life, displaying various options in another language. 
 
Randy looked on as Herb messed around with the gray machine. He agreed with Ernie, 
this wasn’t right, but he sure as hell wasn’t gonna leave Herb alone to electrocute himself 
with the device. He turned around and scanned the windows of the house. He didn’t 
know why, but he felt like somebody was watching them… 
 
Herb pressed an arrow button on the bottom left side of the screen and a box came up. 
It had three spaces in it and a set of combinations to the right. “Seems like I found the 
password- protected info,” Herb thought. He looked at the combinations and recognized 
three immediately. The colors of the flag on the father’s shirt. He typed them in the right 
order and a loading bar popped up. Herb grinned and watched with excitement as the 
bar loaded. 
 
“Herb?” One -tenth of the way there. 
 
“Herb!” One fifth. 
 
“Herb, we need to go NOW.” One fourth. 
 
“Herb, Randy says he thinks he sees somethin’ in the windows.” One third. 
 
“Herb, they know we’re here! We need to leave!” Halfway. Ernie was jostling his 
shoulder now. Herb pushed him off with a grunt of “Almost there.”  
 
Ernie was quiet for a moment, watching the screen load, then turned around. “Oh God, 
Herb, I can see ‘em too! Moving through the windas!”  
 
Three-fourths. 
 
“They’re coming downstairs!”  
 
Four-fifths of the way… 
 
“Herb!” It was Randy this time. In all the eleven years that Herb had known him, he’d 
never seen that level of fear on his wide face. He glanced at the screen. The progress bar 
stalled for a minute… then filled. A picture loaded, but it wasn’t any ordinary picture. 
The person in it was deformed, with large jaws dominating the face. The skin was as 
black as tar and there were two black tentacles sprouting from its midback. It was 
hideous. 
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Herb suddenly wanted to be at home in bed with Ida real bad. He turned around and 
saw that his friends were having the same reaction to the image. 
 
“Let’s get out of here!” Herb pushed frantically past his friends, out of the shed and onto 
the lawn. Ernie and Randy stumbled after him, the shock of the picture still fresh in their 
minds. As he ran, Herb heard the sound of gas being released from the house. There was 
a sound of metal groaning, and then an explosion ripped through the night, catapulting 
Herb into the shrubbery.  
 
The entire world was green and ringing. He turned his head and saw Ernie and Randy 
sprawled on the lawn among various shrapnel. There was a giant hole in the back wall 
of the house and the green light from the night before flooded from it. As Herb’s eyes 
adjusted, he could see four shapes, the neighbor family, outlined against the glow. He 
could only stare in horror as their faces rippled and then ripped completely open with 
the nauseating sound of bubbling and tearing. Underneath the faces of the family was the 
epiphany of horror. The black jaws dripped with fluid. The clawed hands clenched and 
unclenched. The creatures opened their eyes, the same glowing green as the light that 
surrounded them. All at once, all four let out a terrifying screech that pierced the night 
like a knife through cream cheese.  
 
Ernie and Randy regained consciousness at the sound, stirring and looking around dully. 
The aliens seemed to sense their awakening. Tentacles sprouted from their backs as they 
advanced toward the two men at a menacingly languid pace. Randy noticed them first, 
his eyes widening in surprise. He sat up with a yell and started crawling away from the 
impending tentacles. Ernie quickly followed suit and the two friends stumbled toward 
the back fence. Herb watched the race with horror; he wanted to help his friends but 
was paralyzed with fear. He saw them curl up in the far corner of the yard with nowhere 
left to go. The tentacles kept a slow pace as they flowed over the men’s work boots and 
coiled around their ankles and wrists.  
 
“Hey, get yer dirty tentacles off of me! Hey, Help!” Ernie yelled, but to no avail. Randy 
was silent through the whole ordeal, even when the tentacles started dragging him back 
towards the house. He just had a look of pure terror and disgust on his face. As they 
were being dragged back, Randy scanned the yard for help and saw Herb lying in the 
bushes. Herb expected Randy to be furious for getting him into this mess, for not 
helping, for being so nosy in the first place, but all Herb saw was relief. Randy gave Herb 
a look that said, “Get out of here safe. You start running and don’t ever stop!”  
 
Ernie’s screaming became more frantic as they were pulled into the house. Herb looked 
on until he could no longer see his friends, just the green light and the family of four. All 
of a sudden, a loud BANG sounded from the house and he felt a wave of cold air pass 
by him. He shut his eyes. When he reopened them, the light, the family, and his friends 
were gone. Just a hole in a house. 
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“Officer Quinby! Officer Quinby!” Herb pounded on the door of the Quinby household 
with all his might until the door opened. A large burly man in a night robe answered the 
door. 
 
“Herb Richards, you better have a good explanation for waking me and the Mrs. up at 
three in the morning!” the policeman boomed with a snarl. 
 
“Officer, you have to…. Randy and Ernie… Aliens… we need to go NOW!” Herb was 
hysterical, wide eyed and shaking. Quinby’s angry expression vanished immediately. 
Herb was not the type of person to exaggerate or make up tales. 
 
“All right. What d’ya want me t’ do?” 
 
“We need to go and kill those sonbitch aliens right here and now!” 
 
Quinby did not believe in aliens, but he knew the only way he was going to get Herb to 
calm down was to go with him, so he put the man in the back of his squad car and 
drove down to Gold Street. As he drove, he looked in the mirror at Herb. He was 
staring out the window anxiously with both his arms wrapped around his body. Quinby 
wondered what could have made such a calm person act the way Herb was acting right 
now. He couldn’t think of a single thing. 
 
“Ok, we’re here.”  
 
Herb snapped to attention, then looked out the window at 333 Gold Street.  
 
“What’s happened to you, Herb?”  
 
Herb looked back at Officer Quinby with a look that said, “You want to know all of it?” 
and began the story of the past two days. 
 

*** 
 
Knock Knock 
 
Ida Richards opened her front door to find her husband and Officer Quinby on the front 
porch. 
 
“Mornin’, Ida.” 
 
“Hey Quinby, is everything all right?” 
 
“I’m ‘fraid not. Your husband thinks he saw aliens go and abduct Ernie Redmond and 
Randy Morton in the abandoned house across the street,” Officer Quinby explained. 
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“But that house has been empty for years! And Ernie and Randy….” 
 
“Yes, I explained to Herb that Ernie died last winter of pneumonia and Randy passed 
away over a year ago in a car crash. He didn’t buy it. We looked around the entire 
house, in the old shed where Herb claims to have seen an ‘alien computer,’and in the 
trash cans, which of course were empty. I don’t know what to tell you, Mrs. Richards. 
He seems to be suffering from a high level of shock.” Quinby finished with a gesture 
toward Herb, who was staring blankly into space with a look of utter bewilderment on 
his face. 
 
“Oh, dear. Well you better leave him to me, Officer. Go home and get some sleep. I’m 
sorry to have bothered you,” Ida replied apologetically. 
 
“Take care, Ida.” 
 
“And you yourself, Officer.” 
 
Quinby turned around and walked back over to his car and Ida ushered Herb inside. 
Guiding her husband upstairs, she said “Let’s get you to bed. You need some sleep.” 
 
Herb complied, slipping out of his dirty clothes and into some clean ones. As he changed, 
he looked over at the house across the street. The house looked empty, “abandoned for 
years after some druggies blew a hole in the back wall tryin’ to make meth,” as Officer 
Quinby had put it. Herb pulled his shirt over his head and started in shock. Standing in 
the second story window of the house was a Latino man wearing a soccer jersey with 
some Latin American flag on it. And he seemed to be smiling directly at Herb. 
 
 
– Luke 
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Hell’s Waiting Room 
 

Marcelyn sat at her desk, her hand smooshed against her cheek. It was hotter than the 
Libyan deserts in Hell, but the boss insisted that she always wear her black office coat. 
The phone rang noisily, the people in line in front of her shifted nervously and 
murmured among themselves.  
 
“Shut up, morons!” she screamed at the miserable souls, yanking up the phone and 
putting it to her ear. “Hello, you’re calling Hell, this is Marcelyn speaking. If you’re an 
angel trying to advertise atonement, buzz off, nobody cares.”  
 
A deep, raspy voice grumbled on the other line. “Marcelyn, send in the next sinner.” 
 
Marcelyn bit the end of her pen lightly, groaning. “Yes, Satan. One moment.” She put 
him on hold and looked at the list of names on her clipboard. “Richmond Charles Ander, 
you’re up.”  
 
Two hooded figures, one dressed in white and the other dressed in black, both holding 
scythes, burst into the waiting room and each grabbed one arm. The two dragged him 
over to Marcelyn and forced him to hold his hand up to her. She took up the miniature 
branding iron and forced it into Richmond’s palm, making an “L,” for lust, the sin he had 
committed.  The man was dragged through the doors which the shadowy bodies came 
through, screaming and thrashing in their grasp.  
 
She picked up the phone again. “He’s in,” she said simply, hanging up on Satan. Her 
hand set on the pink eraser and used it to thoroughly erase Richmond’s name, then 
wiped away the shreds of eraser that peeled off in the process. No trace to be had of the 
letters that were once there. 
 
She gazed at the space where the name used to be, and in her boredom began to brood 
on how she got to the wretched underworld in the first place. Her drunk father was 
killed in a car accident and sent straight to Hell. He made a deal with the Devil to trade 
his soul for his oldest daughter’s soul. Marcelyn died, but her father was allowed to 
continue living. Satan found her too innocent (to some extent) to put her through 
torture, so he gave her the title of “Hell’s Receptionist.” The girl whose job was to sit 
here and look pretty while organizing the endless stream of information, her promise of 
a future erased like the names of sinners on Hell’s list.  
 
She was snapped out her brooding by a familiar suave voice. It was Satan’s adopted son 
of sorts, Diabolos. “Hey, want to go get some flaming alcohol?”  
 
“No,” she replied bluntly, not taking her eyes off of the list.  
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“C’mon, you’ve got to be sick of this place. You can always page in Satan’s assistant to 
take over for a few hours.”  
 
“No.” 
He narrowed his fuschia-colored eyes. “Is there anything you want to do that isn’t sitting 
here for a ridiculously long amount of time?” 
 
Marcelyn leaned forward. “I’d much rather sit here in Hell’s waiting room, than spend 
‘quality’ time with you.” She furiously made air quotes when she said the word, and 
finally Diabolos seemed to get the message. He growled, turning on a heel before 
prowling off elsewhere, probably to pester some other damned soul to get wasted with.  
 
Marcelyn watched him leave with a threatening gaze before leaning back in her creaky 
office chair. She checked the clock, mumbling under her breath, “Four thousand six 
hundred and ninety hours down, four thousand and seventy to go.”  
  
 
 – Ashlee  
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Clouds, Cows, and Blood 
 

Poor Cedric had lost a bet to his friend, William, in yesterday’s jousting tournament. Instead of 
betting money, the loser had to sit underneath the lone tree in the middle of a meadow far 
from the village. Neither of them wanted to do that, because that meant missing meals. Not 
only that, there were stories of strange things happening in the meadow. 
 
The jousting match had definitely been a close one, and if only the knight Cedric had bet on had 
had a faster horse, he wouldn’t be where he was now. Fortunately, it was a beautiful day, so 
sitting under the tree didn’t sound so bad after all. Sitting there, he remembered the story his 
mother had told him about the meadow long ago, when he was just a young boy: 
 
Many years ago, a very rich man came into the village of Blair Place with two cows. No place in 
the village allowed enough space for the cows, so he just decided to keep them in the large 
meadow until a better arrangement was made. The cows immediately began grazing and 
seemed happy and contented, but the next morning when the man went to check on them, they 
were gone. All that was left were hoofprints and a small cloud above the meadow.  
 
The rich man was very confused. Where could his cows have gone? It wasn’t like them at all to 
just disappear like that. It took him a few days to get over the shock, and then he decided to get 
two new cows. The barn that was being built for him wasn’t completed yet, so he put them in 
the same meadow. The next day, they too had vanished. But mysteriously, the small cloud still 
hung in the sky.  
 
The man was heartbroken. He considered getting two more new cows but decided against it. 
What if his cows were to disappear again? He felt horrible. He stopped the construction of the 
barn and left town forever. 
 
After recalling the story, Cedric looked up and noticed that the sky was clear except for a small 
cloud in the middle of the meadow. Since Cedric didn’t scare easily, he just ignored it and 
closed his eyes. He was just about to drift off to sleep when a bird perched on his arm. It flew 
away when he opened his eyes, but he noticed the cloud was floating closer to him. Cedric 
considered running away, but if William found out he’d fled from a cloud, he’d never again look 
at him the same way.  
 
Cedric considered his options. He could climb up the tree, which would be hard and unlogical, 
or he could sit there and hope for the best. He chose the latter.  
 
To his surprise, when the cloud reached him, it grew a hand. Last time he checked, clouds 
weren’t supposed to do that. Then it spoke. 
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“Hello Cedric,” the cloud said, “I see you have lost a bet.” 
 
“H-how do you know my name?!” Cedric demanded, ready to run away. 
 
“I know everything,” the cloud responded. “Well, no. Actually it’s just written on your tunic.”  
 
“Oh,” Cedric said as he looked down. It was, in fact, written there.  
 
“I have been waiting for someone to come into this meadow for forever,” the cloud exclaimed, 
“and finally someone has.” 
 
“I don’t blame them,” Cedric answered. “Everyone knows this meadow is haunted.” 
 
“Who told you that? Because you are absolutely correct. It was I who took the cows both times, 
and you will never guess what I did with them.” 
 
“Let’s see, you killed them?” Cedric was becoming irate. All he wanted to do was take a nap, 
but instead he’d been interrupted by a stupid talking cloud.  
 
“You are absolutely right,” the cloud said. “I was just about to leave you alone, but you look 
thirsty… Care for some…. cow blood?” The cloud snapped its fingers and four golden goblets 
appeared out of thin air.  
 
The cloud lifted the first goblet up and pushed it toward Cedric.  
 
“Drink,” it said. 
 
 
 
 – Kaydi  

Prompt: Write a story based on this image from a Tarot card. 
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On the Street One Day 
 

The fat man wore a red hat and his left hand was made of gold. A small brown ape sat 
on the crate next to him and held up a soiled mug with change in it. The fat man wound 
a large box that played “It’s A Small World” and did not stop. He was a gay fat man and 
he danced and jumped from foot to foot as the song played. His friend, the ape, jumped 
and danced with him to the song.  
 
I did not want to give the man cash, so I crossed to the far side of the street. A small boy 
who passed me had a strange look on his face; he seemed trapped by the sound of the 
song box. As I looked back, I saw the boy cross the street toward the source of the song. 
I watched in awe as the fat man moved toward the boy and held out the box to him. 
My eyes went wide as the box lid rose and a large head that looked like a mix of a shark 
and a snake shot out and bit the boy. “It’s A Small World” played while the thing 
dragged the body of the boy back in the box. The lid closed and the fat man joined his 
ape in their dance once more. I walked away as fast as I could. 
 
I have not seen that man or his ape since, and I hope not to see them for the rest of my 
life. 
 
 

 – Luke 

Prompt: Write a piece using only words of one syllable.  
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Poem 
 
Deep in the blue eastern shadows 
There is a shadowy chasm 
Its scale immeasurable 
Smoky, dustless, and filled with heavy air 
With a surface that looks like bronzed tar 
Sides that are stony 
Spider kneading webs 
Vultures floating idly around the chasm 
People tremble indescribably when around it 
The environment is grim 
 
But around the chasm there is something different 
Narrow copper green valleys surround it 
Valleys with lilac western slopes 
Calm as old blue grass 
The golden sun shines 
The sky is azure 
Rabbits are lapping each other 
Bears slumbering peacefully 
Squirrels rustle through the leaves 
The environment is splendid 
 
 
  –  Temidayo  
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The Girl who Played with Fire 
 

They told me I was crazy. I believed them, even if at the time I didn't. How could I, 
when all I could see was her? She was my best friend, my sister from another mister, and 
I loved her. She was everything I wasn't, and on days like that it would make my blood 
boil. It must have been the way she seemed to drift through life that both intrigued me 
and ignited a small flame of rage within me. 
 
I remember the first day we met. I was nothing back then, a mere ember clouded, too 
weak to burn. I remember the slight tilt to her head as she and her friends peered down 
on me. I can still feel a shadow of the warmth I felt as I latched onto her offered hand 
and she pulled me up. I was never alone again, surrounded by her and her friends, but I 
never saw them like I saw her. 
  
She was one of those people who succeeded at everything. Not like the rest of us. We hit 
too hard, flew too fast, burned too hot. “You're my light in the dark.” I hated those 
words, the words of pity that left her mouth and extinguished that small flame within 
me. I hated her every time she held me, every time she let me cry into her shoulder, 
every time I was forced into weakness in her presence.  
 
You see, fire doesn't mix very well with water, and I had become tired of drowning 
under her gaze, so I burned her. It was odd the way our eyes stayed locked even as I was 
being pulled away, odd the way the blue in her eyes seemed to change to gray had 
made me want to laugh.  
 
I did.         
 
 

 – Viviana  
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In the Suburbs, I 
 
It was 10:30 at night, and a smooth breeze caressed the streets, lulling all living creatures 
to sleep. However, Mark Trapper was awake. He was on a mission. Using darkness as 
protection, Mark slipped out of the back door of his house, hopped on his bike, and 
descended into the night.  
 
He planned on meeting with a girl from school and was extra careful not to be caught. 
Kim Townsend was a  gorgeous seventeen-year-old junior at West Markham High whose 
curly black hair fell to her shoulders and bounced up and down when she walked, 
sending all the boys into a trance. At the beginning of the year, Mark had finally struck 
up a conversation with her, a daunting task since he was a mere sophomore. Two 
months later, here he was sneaking off to her house to hang out. With her parents gone 
for the weekend, this visit was full of endless possibility. He had dressed up for the 
occasion, wearing a psychedelic tie-dye T shirt, bleached and ripped jeans, and a pair of 
black Adidas made from hemp. “It never hurts to look on point,” Mark thought to 
himself.  
 
Arriving at Kim’s house, he hid his bike behind the hydrangeas that decorated the front 
of the porch. He was as careful as a ninja when he crept up beside her house. Kim was 
waiting at her window and motioned for him to go to the back door. Once inside, she 
took Mark’s trembling hand and guided him to the living room, where she plugged her 
ipod into the house speakers and started playing the song “Slumlord” by Neon Indian, a 
shared favorite of the two. Mark took a seat on the couch as Kim danced to the song. 
She had been studying aerial dance since middle school, so when she danced, it was a 
work of art.  
 
Bored with dancing alone, Kim extended her hand to Mark and pulled him onto her 
impromptu dance floor. She swung him in circles as the chorus rang throughout the 
room. Mark gazed into Kim’s eyes. He saw beauty, happiness, and joy. “I love you,” he 
said. Kim stopped dancing and got real close to Mark. “I love you too, Mark,” Kim said, 
then kissed him. It was a simple kiss, nothing too dramatic or over the top. It was merely 
an expression of adolescent affection. Not to downplay the kiss, for it was truly deep 
and profound, giving Mark and Kim a feeling of connection.  
 
All of a sudden, the front door opened and Mr and Mrs Townsend walked in. “Who the 
hell is this?!” Mr Townsend bellowed at Kim.  
 
“Sorry suga’, I think it’s past my bedtime,” Mark whispered into Kim’s ear, and then 
made a mad dash for the back door, hearing Kim’s father yell, “I’m getting my truck and 
my taser!”  
Mark jumped on his bike and peddled like hell towards home. Hearing the roar of an 
engine behind him, he looked back to see bald, middle-aged Mr Townsend in a beat up 
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Chevy truck, looming out the window with a taser in his hand. Mark felt as though he 
was in the middle of a blitzkrieg. He turned his bicycle onto a dirt path going through 
the woods. The crazed father would never be able to follow him there.  
 
Racing through the dark, Mark faintly heard Mr. Townsend yell, “Don’t ever come near 
my daughter ever again, you hear?!” Yeah right, as if that was going to happen.  
 
Reaching home, Mark walked his bike out of the woods and into his backyard. He lightly 
leaned his bike against the house, then crept back in through an unlocked window. 
Tiptoeing back into his room, he closed the door and pulled out his phone to see if Kim 
had sent him anything. There were two text notifications, both from Kim. The first one 
said: 
 
Omg, so sorry about that. Dad can be a jerk sometimes. 
 
The next one said: 
 
Thx 4 tonight luv u bby, seeya tomorrow at school and maybe after school? Xoxoxo 
 
Mark smiled. He knew he had something good. 
 

 

– Roy  
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Excerpt 
 
North Carolina ground its teeth during the summer of 1950, tired of humid houses and 
a thermometer-besting sun. It seemed to me the seasons were swinging around our side 
of the country like a clock hand, ticking off the end of spring pollen, ticking on the start 
of summer stuffiness. Granville County was especially full of red cheeks and slick 
foreheads, like we’d tried to sweat off our sins and watch them roll down off us. 
 
That was the year I lost my mama to madness. Don’t get me wrong, she’d always had a 
hare brained way of thinking. Far back as I can remember they’d called her loony, said 
her auburn hair poked out every which way like a thousand tongues. I was told my 
mother wore her shoes on the wrong feet. That she laughed too loud. 

 
Mid-afternoon in early June, I joined in judging her oddness with everybody else – I 
dubbed that day the start of my mama’s drumroll to real witlessness. Sitting on the porch 
step, I was busy thinking about how even frog lungs seem to work more urgently against 
the heat- swallowing air, croaking it up like nobody’s business. Then out of nowhere I’d 
seen her fire a gun from the porch and would always remember the shudder of her 
flower printed torso, how her pink tennis shoes held steady in the mud. The jerk of my 
mother’s body and the fall of a woodchuck’s fuzzy brown form looked like one wave of 
motion, a force propelled by her righteousness.  
 
Where I had stood balancing, both arms hooked around the porch rail and the weight of 
one foot on the other, I could see it all. After she shot the thing she stared at it intently, 
like a child trying to move an object with just her mind. My mama pointed the shotgun’s 
muzzle to rest in the dirt, then dropped it altogether. Slinging the animal into her apron 
like a baby, she let its insides stain the fabric deep enough that they couldn’t be soaped 
out. 
 
When she came up the porch steps she was smiling a little. I didn’t even look at the thing 
in her lap for awe of her face. I shuffled my shoes so she might look over at me, and 
then I could try to understand why she’d gone and shot a small beast to pieces. At 
seventeen, I used to believe she had the best reasons for everything. 
 
“Let me take this little man out back, honey. I’m just going to get a shoe box and then 
I’ll… ” But her eyes were welling up, and she was shaking her head and still smiling a 
little when she walked into the house. 
 
A few minutes later I heard Georgiana screaming bloody murder and rightfully so; she 
must have seen my mama’s state and her unusual cargo. I remember waiting on the hot 
porch, the perspiration working its way through my collar, until my mother came out 
again, shovel and shoebox in hand, the bloody woodchuck secreted away inside. 
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Georgiana had hollered at me to “come on in right now please miss!” but I just stared 
past the yard, watching the sun slide down over the trees, riding the branches and 
making them golden. By the time mama emerged from the woods, it was long past 
suppertime. I detached my fingers from the rail and walked to meet her. 
 
Finally I registered the mess and the coppery smell. My mama bent down on one knee 
below me and gave a look so utterly focused that I was swept under her spell like dust 
under the rug. She didn’t always pay me much mind, but when she did, it was special. 
 
“I’m going to tell you something, honey. This world is topsy turvy.” Her eyes had their 
buoyant brightness again. “And we make do. Often the good and the bad are so 
goddamn interchangeable, they get all linked up. That woodchuck was one of God’s 
creatures and was beautiful in his own right. But he would have burrowed under this 
here beautiful house, and cracked up the foundation. If I hadn’t shot the beautiful son of 
a bitch, your pa would’ve done. But I did it myself, so it could happen by a hand of 
grace, full of respect for his poor little mixed up soul. Do you understand?” 
 
She made a nest under my chin with her semi-stained hands, and I understood that I 
needed that abrupt tenderness more than anything else in this life. So I nodded. 
 
“Good.” She patted my cheek. I watched the screen door hardly miss catching her dress 
tail as she padded inside. 
 
I might have pretended to understand, but my daddy surely did not bother to.   
 
“What in god’s name!” He came jogging up the side yard, smelling like tractor-ground 
grass. “Was that gunshot, Anniebell? Where’s your mama at?”  
 
I raised a hand in front of my eyes to block the sun, splintering light with my spread 
fingers. “She went back inside.” 
 
“After she shot my gun?” He stared at me slack-jawed. “For what reason, Annie? And 
why’d you let her go and do that? 
 
“Dunno, sir. Just happened, Pa.” I stared back, matching his stupid look. “She shot at a 
groundhog. Killed it too.” 
 
He said nothing, lazy anger in his eyes.  
  
“Thought to give it an honorable death,” I finished. 
 
“Goddamnit.” Lumbering past, my old man slapped the screen shut again. I was alone on 
the porch. My mama’s crazy, I thought. Daddy doesn’t want to say it, Georgiana doesn’t 
want to say it. But everybody thinks it, and now I think it too.  
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Who ever heard of well-bred housewives firing guns at whim? Targeting rodents no less? 
Shoes on the wrong feet, crazy hair, a voice that raised in public. Few friends of good 
society, few bridge clubs. She kept it under wraps okay, well enough for us to fit in okay. 
But county life is gossipy; whispers and backhanded giggling were as familiar as my own 
two feet.  
 
Thankfully people didn’t give me too hard a time, because my Pa was in such good 
standing with most gentlemen in town – owner of a successful mill, a farm that ran like 
oiled clockwork, and an old plantation home complete with wide pillars and big 
banisters. He was a giant among men, towering at will and shaking his head at 
everybody. Looking back, I know that when your disapproval rules the day, you get to 
determine the dogma, the traditions, the very looks people trade. My daddy got out of 
bed each morning and set the tone of Granville County life. 
 
Why he married my mama? An outlandish nymph of a woman who went against the 
grain, wedding the very man who engraved the grain? Maybe ‘cause she was beautiful, 
and shocking.  
 
“The hell’s the matter with you?” I heard my daddy bellow. “Jenny, I’ve got a man from 
the mill looking at my field, had to tell him we’ve got a dog with rabies that I’d asked 
Jimmy to shoot today.”  
 
His voice rumbled off to nothing. He had a half-gentle hand with mama, mouth 
upturning once every blue moon by old love, chuckling at her random blooms of 
dancing – secretly wanting her to keep twirling across the kitchen floor. But more often 
his fists did ball up with hate for what he could not understand. She always held him at 
shadow’s length, and I watched my daddy ache to know her unearthly mind. 
 
My mama would never hover by his shoulder, or flick quick looks in his direction for an 
easy approval of her apple pie like good wives. She reminded me of the house ladybugs 
that crowded on the hall ceiling. We would watch them wiggle along and toss their 
wings out, amazed by their red bodies. But even with a broom we could hardly knock 
them down to our level. 
 
 
 – Mary  
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