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The	Works

A	Publication	of	the	Creative	Writing	Class	at	LACHSA

The	Los	Angeles	County	High	School	for	the	Arts

Founded	35	years	ago	in	the	creative	capital	of	Los	Angeles,	LACHSA	–	the	Los	Angeles	County	High	School

for	the	Arts	–	is	one	of	America’s	premiere	public	arts	high	schools	for	student	artists	whose	undeniable	talent

and	 fearlessly	 authentic	 voices	 change	 the	world.	 	LACHSA	 students	 come	 from	every	part	 of	Los	Angeles

County	and	exemplify	its	wide-ranging	diversity.

LACHSA	offers	a	nationally	recognized	conservatory-style	program	in	dance,	music,	theater,	visual	arts,	and

cinematic	 arts	 that	 nurtures	 and	 mentors	 its	 students	 in	 transformational	 ways.	Working	 with	 professional

teaching	 artists	 to	 sharpen	 their	 critical	 thinking	 and	 strengthen	 their	 skills,	 LACHSA	 students	 develop	 the

confidence	 to	 courageously	 share	 their	 art	 with	 the	 world.	 They	 go	 on	 to	 attend	 top	 colleges	 and	 arts

conservatory	 programs	 and	 establish	 themselves	 as	 leaders	 in	 their	 chosen	 fields	 of	 art	 or	 study.	 Without

exception,	LACHSA	students	become	the	significant	artists	and	individuals	they	were	always	meant	to	be.

For	 35	 years	 the	 non-profit	 LACHSA	Foundation	 has	worked	 to	 entirely	 fund	 the	 actual	 costs	 of	 the	 arts

curriculum	from	a	broad	base	of	donors	who	recognize	the	value	of	supporting	these	remarkable	student	artists

so	they	can	engage	in	this	exceptional	public	school.	Without	their	support	our	class	and	this	magazine	would

not	exist.	We	are	exceptionally	grateful	for	the	work	they	do.

for	more	information:	

lachsa.net
lachsafoundation.org
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For	Theo

	

I	wish	we	could	meet	once	again,	that	I	could	sit	across	from	you	and	talk	of	dreams,	cherish

small	 moments	 of	 happiness	 and	 adventure.	 I’m	 disheartened	 that	 those	 memories	 didn’t

take	place.	Now	 they	 exist	only	 in	my	mind	 as	 fantasized	dreams	of	us.	 I	 sit	 and	wonder

what	 you	 had	 done	 to	 deserve	 this	 tragic	 fate	 and	 know	 there	 was	 nothing	 that	 would

warrant	such	a	cruel	consequence,	for	you,	or	for	us	having	you	taken	away.	There	was	so

much	for	you	to	experience,	so	much	for	you	to	bring	into	the	art	community.	My	memories

with	you	seem	unreal.	Did	we	really	hold	hands?	Did	you	really	carry	me	on	your	back	as

we	goofed	around	in	the	hallways	and	secretly	conversed?

When	I	first	met	you,	you	carried	this	amazing	energy	about	you;	everyone	knew	you	for

that.	Every	week	I	waited	for	you	to	come	and	brighten	my	day	in	art	class	on	Thursdays

and	make	 it	 the	best	part	of	my	week.	Animation	was	all	 the	better	with	you	around.	 It’s

confusing	thinking	about	you	now;	every	real	memory	seems	to	be	some	fantastical	dream.	

We	miss	you	ever	so	dearly,	with	every	hour	night	and	day	permits,	but	we	know	you	are	in

a	 good	 place.	 Sometimes	we	 look	 up	 and	wonder	 if	we’ll	 see	 you	 painting	 in	 the	 clouds,

relaxing	 in	 your	Utopia,	 fabricating	 your	 painted	 creatures	 and	 beautiful	 humans.	Maybe

your	 creations	 will	 fly	 down	 and	 find	 us,	 so	 that	 they	 may	 share	 our	 messages	 of	 love,

friendship,	and	gratitude	back	to	you.	We	hope	you	understand	your	worth	and	realize	the

talent	you	carry.	A	gift	of	intellect	and	mind.	A	clear	artistic	voice.	An	authentic	spirit.	None

of	these	things	can	ever	be	taken	away	from	you.	

The	amount	of	people	who	miss	and	love	you	is	endless;	we	will	appreciate	each	and	every

memory	we	have	of	you	to	the	ends	of	the	universe,	to	the	ends	infinitely	beyond	even	your

cloud	filled	haven.	We	are	truly	blessed	to	have	shared	the	moments	here	with	you.

Dearest	Theo,	we	love	you,	and	you	are	forever	in	our	thoughts.	Thank	you	for	sharing	your

life	and	art	with	us.	

“For	in	the	end,	it's	not	the	years	in	your	life	that	count,	but	the	life	in	your	years.”	

Contributions	to	Theo's	memory	can	be	made	to	

The	Theo	Hornbacher	Memorial	Scholarship	for	LACHSA	Visual	Arts	

donorbox.org/theo-hornbacher-memorial-scholarship

https://donorbox.org/theo-hornbacher-memorial-scholarship
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Dedicated	to	the	memory	of	Theo	Hornbacher

July	25,	1999	-	May	17,	2020

LACHSA	Visual	Arts	Alumnus

Class	of	2018

Sad	Fat	Man,	by	Theo	Hornbacher

2019

@theohornbacher
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OUR	THEME

	 	 	 	We	chose	the	theme	“Artists	in	the	Time

of	 Coronavirus”	 for	 this	 inaugural	 issue	 of

The	Works	 because	 it	 best	 describes	 us,	 the

staff	and	creators	of	this	literary	magazine	as

we	experience	the	way	this	virus	has	affected

our	 lives.	As	artists	of	multiple	disciplines	 -

music,	 visual	 arts,	 cinematic	 arts,	 theater,

dance	-		we	have	all	experienced	barriers	as	a

result	 of	 the	 "Stay	 at	 Home"	 orders,

especially	 in	 the	 lack	 of	 access	 to	 the

equipment,	 tools,	 and	 supplies	 needed	 to

continue	the	creation	of	our	arts	and	artistic

studies.	We	wanted	 to	 explore	 through	 our

writing	how	this	setback	has	affected	us	and

our	 art,	 and	 how	 it	 has	 has	 increased	 our

awareness	of	art’s	role	in	our	lives.	

					As	artists,	we	revolve	around	creation;	art

is	our	stabilizer,	no	matter	what	situation	we

face.	 Working	 solely	 from	 home	 now,	 we

play	 music,	 paint,	 make	 films	 with

Smartphones,	 dance,	 and	 act	 alone.	 Our

dependency	 on	 other	 people	 within	 our

artistic	 fields	 has	 become	 even	 more

apparent,	 especially	now	 that	our	peers	 and

collaborators	 aren’t	 physically	 available	 to

us.	Although	this	sudden	change	has	affected

our	art	process;	where	and	how	we	make	art,

and	who	we	make	it	with,	we	are	learning	to

create	 on	 our	 own,	 with	 what	 we	 have.

Through	 this	 pandemic	 we	 have	 grown	 to

fully	 appreciate	 the	 presence	 of	 our	 peers,

fellow	artists	and	the	tools	we	use	to	create.

With	creative	writing,	we	have	produced	art

using	 the	 tool	 we	 were	 born	 with,	 our

language,	 to	 express	 our	 artistic	 vision	 in

another	 form.	We	have	 included	pieces	 that

are	 both	 a	 reflection	 of	 this	 time	 as	well	 as

those	that	provide	a	distraction	from	reality.	

EDITOR	IN	CHIEF		

ZayaVothz

ASSOCIATE	EDITOR	

Raina	Markham

COPY	EDITOR	

Caiti	M

OUR	ART

	 	 	 	 The	 art	 in	 this	 magazine	 features	 work	 LACHSA	 students	 made

before	and	during	the	Covid-19	pandemic.	Some	pieces	depict	the	world

we	 live	 in	 now,	 like	 people	 wearing	 face	 masks	 everywhere.	 Others

capture	familiar	emotional	experiences	through	quarantine.	There	is	also

work	 that	 takes	 us	 completely	 out	 of	 the	 weird	 world	 we’re	 in	 now.

Work	that	offers	us	a	different	view.	Artists	make	work	about	whatever

is	inspiring	to	them,	they	tell	their	own	stories.	and	through	them	we	can

see	our	own.	

						Living	in	the	quarantine	and	making	our	art	at	our	homes	has	been

tough.	We	have	been	working	with	 limited	space,	 limited	supplies,	 and

have	had	to	 look	for	 inspiration	 in	different	places.	A	 large	part	of	our

experience	at	LACHSA	has	been	being	able	to	be	around	other	artists	on

a	daily	basis,	and	this	has	been	taken	away	from	us	because	of	the	virus.

Now	we	have	to	bounce	ideas	off	of	each	other	through		Zoom.	It’s	been

a	challenge	to	show	our	art,	something	so	tangible	and	personal,	through

a	screen.	But	 it's	also	 forced	us	 to	be	creative	and	resourceful,	 and	 this

has	 expanded	our	 views.	We	 thank	 all	 artists	 for	 sharing	 their	work	 in

this	literary	magazine.;	they	make	it	beautiful.

ART	EDITORS	
Hope	Mothersbaugh

Aine	McCauley	

N

US	IN	THE	TIME	OF	CORONAVIRUS
Editors	Notes

Shelter	in	Place,	by	Matea	Carlin
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LETTER	TO	THE	EDITORS

Dear	Editors,

Story	 telling	 is	 integral	 to	 every	 expression	 of	 art,

and	at	least	one	course	in	Creative	Writing	is	a	great	addition

to,	 and	 in	 my	 opinion,	 necessary,	 for	 an	 arts	 high	 school

curriculum.	It	 is	a	subject	I	have	always	 loved	to	teach	and

the	 opportunity	 to	 bring	 it	 to	 LACHSA	 for	 the	 first	 time

this	 year,	 and	 teach	 students	 I	 had	 already	 taught	 in	 12th

grade	English,	worked	with	in	the	Visual	Arts	Department,

or	watched	in	their	performances,	was	a	gift.

Adding	 this	 course	 to	 our	 spring	 curriculum	 took

some	out	of	the	box	thinking,	and	I	will	forever	be	grateful

to	our	Principal,	John	Lawler,	for	his	support	in	figuring	out

a	 way	 to	 make	 it	 happen.	 World	 History	 teacher	 John

Rodriguez	also	provided	a	crucial	component	by	sharing	the

use	of	his	classroom,	and	even	dedicating	space	on	his	white

board	 for	 us	 to	 use.	 Statistic's	 Teacher,	 Rachel	 Kaplan,

shared	relevant	Venn	Diagrams	with	us.	Counselors	Princess

Broussard	 and	 Irma	 Dilullo	 made	 all	 the	 changes	 to	 your

schedules	with	patience	and	grace.	And	Vice	Principal	Tina

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

Vartanian	 helped	 each	week	 behind	 the	 scenes	 in	ways

that	 can’t	 even	 be	 measured.	 But	 the	 standing	 ovation

goes	 out	 to	 all	 of	 you	who	 not	 only	 opted	 to	 add	 one

more	course	 to	your	already	packed	schedules,	but	also

gave	up	the	most	sacred	time	for	a	LACHSA	student	to

do	so,	your	Friday	mornings	at	8:00	am.	

Your	 dedication	 to	 your	work	 and	your	 desire

to	learn	more	about	writing	has	inspired	me	all	semester.

This	 is	 the	 first	 official	 creative	 writing	 experience	 for

many	of	you,	but	like	true	LACHSA	student	artists	you

embraced	 every	 aspect	 of	 it,	 experimenting	 with	 new

skills	in	order	to	express	your	unique	voices	through	the

medium	 of	 words.	While	 this	 virus	 forced	 us	 to	 move

our	 classes	 online,	 and	 half	 of	 our	 staff	 felt	 unable	 to

continue	 under	 the	 stress	 of	 the	 new	 circumstances,

those	 of	 you	 who	 did	 stay	 embraced	 our	 goals	 with

honesty	and	diligence.	“Staying	at	Home”	allowed	us	to

be	more	flexible	with	our	schedule	so	we	began	to	hold

additional	two	hour	Zoom	class	meetings	at	8:00	pm,	and

even	 on	 some	 weekends.	 You	 even	 asked	 if	 we	 could

keep	meeting	over	Spring	Break	so	we	could	continue	to

explore	our		theme.

Somewhere	 in	 the	 bottom	 of	 a	 dusty	 old

cardboard	 box	 tucked	 behind	 a	 row	 of	 legal	 sizes

notebooks	 labeled	 in	cursive	and	draped	 in	cobwebs	on

the	shelf	of	a	cabinet	in	the	corner	of	a	dark	room	behind

a	 broken	 water	 heater	 in	 a	 locked	 basement	 with	 a

burned	 out	 lightbulb	 and	 no	 key	 is	 the	 answer	 to	 our

question:	“When	was	LACHSA’s	 last	 literary	magazine

published?	Was	it	when	the	school	was	still	called	“Arts

High?”	While	the	rumor	that	there	once	was	a	magazine

called	“The	Works”	still	drifts	through	the	memories	of

some	who	have	been	at	the	school	for	decades,	the	actual

proof	 that	 it	 existed	 has	 not	 yet	 been	 discovered.	 It	 is

therefore	 our	 honor	 to	 resurrect	 the	 legend	 with	 this

edition	 of	The	Works.	 It	 is	my	 hope	 that	 there	will	 be

many	more	to	come.

CREATIVE	WRITING	TEACHER

Timathea	Workman

OUR	WRITING

	 	 	 	 	 	 	As	a	school	for	creative	people,	LACHSA	lends	 itself

well	 to	 creative	 writing.	 When	 a	 community	 of	 young

aspiring	artists	from	different	backgrounds	but	with	similar

goals	come	together	to	use	the	art	of	words	to	shed	light	on

subjects	 which	 others	 tend	 to	 look	 away	 from,	 it	 can	 be

pretty	amazing.			

	 	 	 	 	 Though	 the	 artistic	 diversity	 at	 LACHSA	 is	 certainly

something	 to	 be	 celebrated,	 it	 can	 also	 feel	 alienating	 at

times.	Because	we	 spend	 so	much	 time	within	our	own	art

departments,	we	do	not	have	many	opportunities	to	interact

creatively	with	 each	 other	 outside	 of	 them.	With	 this	 new

Creative	 Writing	 course,	 we	 have	 been	 able	 to	 unite	 our

various	 art	 forms	 to	 establish	 a	 community	 that	 transcends

the	 barriers	 of	 our	 arts	 disciplines	 and	 grade	 levels.	 As

LACHSA	has	transitioned	into	quarantine,	Creative	Writing

has	 remained	 a	 steady	 presence	 in	 our	 tumultuous	 lives.

While	 some	 arts	 classes	 have	 changed	 their	 work	 load

drastically	from	either	a	 little	 to	a	 lot,	Creative	Writing	has

stayed	consistent.	Giving	a	voice	to	our	love	and	passion	for

the	 arts,	 the	 class	 has	 continued	 to	 offer	 us	 solace	 during

quarantine	by	allowing	us	 to	express	our	 struggles	 through

writing.	We	hope	you	enjoy	this	literary	magazine	as	much

as	we’ve	enjoyed	collaborating	on	it!	

ASSISTANT	EDITOR	

Tania	Rambaldo
		

STORY	EDITOR	

Francesca	Fassbender

MANAGING	EDITOR	

Christopher	Eittinger

Thank	you	 to	 the	LACHSA	Foundation	 for	all	 the	work

you	do	to	make	our	art	programs	at	LACHSA	possible.

We	 would	 not	 have	 the	 professional	 teaching	 artists,

supplies,	 equipment,	 or	 shows,	 if	 it	were	 not	 for	 your

hard	 work	 and	 the	 generous	 donations	 from	 all	 the

people	 and	 orginations	 who	 choose	 to	 make	 art	 a

priority	for	our	future.			

www.lachsafoundation.org

https://www.lachsafoundation.org/


	8	

March	10,	2020

I	really	should	go	to	sleep	but	I	want

to	update.	Prom	is	 in	a	 few	days	and

that’s	exciting.	I	think	it	will	be	fun...

I	 sewed	 my	 own	 pants	 out	 of	 the

ridiculous	sexy	man	fabric	I	found.

March	11

OMG	CORONA	VIRUS	 is	 literally

fucking	 up	 everything!	 I’m	 so

worried	 about	 everyone	 and	 myself

and	grossed	out	by	public	spaces	and

the	 media	 is	 insane	 and	 I	 really	 feel

crazy.

March	14

Wow…	I	mean	shit’s	really	hit	the	fan

in	 the	 past	 few	days.	 I’m	 so	 nervous

to	go	out	in	public…

March	15

The	world	has	come,	or	is	coming	to,

a	 stop	due	 to	 something	 entirely	 out

of	 our	 control…but	 also	 is	 in	 our

control	now?

March	16

It	hasn’t	really	set	 in	yet	that	my	last

day	of	high	 school	may	have	 already

happened.	That	is	so	sad.

March	19

Wow,	time	is	moving	slowly.

March	20,	2020

What	I	did	today	in	quarantine:

March	24

Today	 I	 went	 for	 a	 run	 around	 the

lake.	I	had	on	my	RESIST	t-shirt	and

these	 old	 shitty	Adidas	 soccer	 shorts

and	 knitted	 socks	 and	 fat	 tennis

shoes.	

March	25

Today	I	took	some	time	to	watch	the

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA clouds.	 I	 never	 realized	 how	 quickly

they	can	change	shape	and	disappear.

April	2

I’m	 feeling	 good	 about	 college	 but	 I

am	 experiencing	 a	 lot	 of	 anxiety	 and

discomfort	now.

April	5

Still	 in	 quarantine,	 still	 sad,	 but

feeling	a	bit	more	optimistic	about	the

future.

April	6

Just	 watched	 Perks	 of	 Being	 a

Wallflower.	Made	me	miss	Zora	a	lot.

That	movie	makes	me	a	little	hopeful.

Like,	that	life	has	some	fucking	shitty

roadblocks	but	there	is	still	beauty	in

it.	And	there	is	beauty	in	overcoming

it.	And	there	is	beauty	in	the	pain	that

comes	with	loving	someone.	And	that

love	 is	 confusing	 and	 complex	 and

makes	you	want	 to	 laugh	and	cry	 all

the	time.	I	want	to	roll	down	a	grassy

hill	 and	 swim	 in	 a	 lake	 with	 no

clothes	 on.	 I	 want	 to	 kiss	 my

girlfriend.	I	also	want	to	break	things

and	 understand	 the	 nature	 of	 the

universe	 and	 why	 I	 am	 here.	 I	 feel

depressed	but	I	try	to	tell	myself	that

it’s	happening	 for	a	 reason.	But	 I	am

mad!	I	feel	like	how	animals	must	feel

in	 zoos.	 Fuck	 zoos!	 Now	 I	 don’t

support	zoos.	I	want	to	be	free.	I	am

turning	18.	 I	am	a	human	being	who

wants	love	and	connection	and	touch.

I	wish	 for	 a	 radical	 shift	 towards	 the

protection	 of	 the	 natural	 world.

Respect.	Dependency.	 They	 go	 hand

in	hand.	

April	I	DON’T	EVEN	KNOW	WHAT,

20	FUCKING	20

I	am	sick	of	social	media	and	honestly

I	 think	 I	 could	 get	 so	 much	 more

done	without	it.

April	13

Grandpa	 has	 Coronavirus	 and	 it

seems	like	he	won’t	make	it.

April	14

Grandpa	died	this	morning.	He	is	not

suffering	anymore,	and	I	am	thankful

for	the	time	I	had	with	him.	

He	 was	 an	 incredibly	 resilient	 and

positive	person.	For	the	past	10	years

he	 was	 stuck	 in	 bed	 due	 to	 a	 stroke

that	 paralyzed	 him	 on	 his	 left	 side.

But	 before	 that	 he	 impacted	 many

lives.	I	can	remember	him	from	when

he	 was	 healthy.	 My	 parents	 tell

stories	about	how	he	used	to	sing	and

how	he	really	loved	rugby.

April	16

It	is	2:22	am.	I	am	quiet	and	tired	and

I	 am	missing	 Zora	 and	 I	 am	missing

my	friends.

April	18

The	song	of	the	minute:	

“Blue	Jay	Way”	by	The	Beatles.

There's	a	fog	upon	L.A.

And	my	friends	have	lost	their	way

We'll	be	over	soon	they	said

Now	they've	lost	themselves	instead.

Please	don't	be	long

Please	don't	you	be	very	long

Please	don't	be	long

For	I	may	be	asleep.

April	20,	2020

I	 feel	 weird.	 I	 don’t	 feel	 cool.	 Not

sure	what	that	is	supposed	to	mean.

April	22

The	 breeze	 blowing	 through	 my

window	 is	 buttery	 and	 soft	 and	 the

perfect	 medium	 between	 warm	 and

cool.

N
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May	1

I	 think	 my	 handwriting	 is	 getting

worse	because	all	my	school	is	online.

May	3

So	 today	 something	 wonderful

happened.	 I	 talked	 to	 people	 over

FaceTime	 for	 like	 five	hours	 and	my

phone	 is	 burning	 hot—	 it	 probably

hates	 me	 right	 now.	 It	 is	 2	 am	 and

tomorrow	is	Sunday.	I	just	feel	happy

from	 catching	 up	 with	 the	 lovely

people	from	school.

May	7

Supermoon	 yesterday	 and	 today?!

Maybe	 that	 is	why	 life	 feels	 okay.	 Is

that	a	thing?

May	8

Well,	 the	happy	day	didn’t	 last.	 I	am

sad	and	bored	today.

May	9

I	am	so	sad	to	have	this	part	of	my	life

end.	

But	I'm	also	excited	because	in	many

ways	my	 life	 is	 just	 beginning	 and	 I

have	 no	 idea	 what	 is	 to	 come.	 I	 am

going	 to	 college	 and	 I	 am	 an	 adult

now?!	

And	 so	 I	 listen	 to	Groove	 is	 in	 the

Heart	By	Deee-Lite,	 and	In	My	Life

By	the	Beatles.

May	10,	2020

I	 just	 realized	 how	 embarrassed	 I

would	 be	 if	 anyone	 ever	 read	 this

journal	in	its	entirety.	*

N

SPEAKING	SUNLIGHT

by	Raina	Markham

A	beautiful	light	streams	from	the	dark	closet

The	door	is	jammed	in	and	cannot	open

I	stand	outside	the	closet,

The	rays	of	light	blinding	me

I	close	my	eyes	and	listen	to	the	sunlight

I	smile	as	light	hits	my	face	and	seethes	through	my	body

My	smile	falls	off	my	face	as	I	step	into	the	closet

One	thin	line	of	white	light	streaks	the	inside	of	the	closet

The	rest	is	as	dark	as	the	night

The	door	needs	to	be	open

I	pull	it	open	slowly	and	gently

The	closet,	now	filled	with	the	bright	sun,

Smiles	as	the	light	hugs	it	tight.	

Kitchen	Witch,	linocut	on	fabric,	by	Amelina	Cha
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Illustration	by	Wyatt	Workman
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March	19	-	People	are	dramatic.
.

March	22	-	Everything	 is	 the	same.	Time	 is	 the	same.

Days	 are	 the	 same.	 Endless	 cycle	 of	 the	 same	 things.

What	is	different?	Everything	is	different.
.

March	 25	 -	 Fresh	 fragrances	 of	 amaryllis.	 Pungent

scents	of	lavender	incense.		
.

March	27	-	Fridays	are	so	wonderful	now!	This	is	the

first	time	I’ve	looked	forward	to	them.
.

March	28	 -	To	walk	alongside	 the	moon.	She	 follows

you	 in	 all	 places.	 So	 does	 the	 sun.	 You	 cannot	 hide

from	 her	 either.	 Where	 human	 legs	 run,	 the	 celestial

beings	walk.	Stars	tease	us,	they	are	our	friends.
.

April	 1	 -	 How	 romantic	 thunderstorms	 are.	 A	 soul

cleanse.	A	greeting	from	the	spirits.	No,	spirits	do	not

walk	 upon	 earth	 and	 haunt	 humans.	 They	 watch

through	a	door	in	the	sky.
.

April	3	-	Candlelight	is	like	magic.	All	light	is	magic.	It

once	was	so	rare	and	revered.	What	is	it	now?	A	simple

fume.	No.	let	it	be	as	mysterious	as	before	and	so	it	is.
.

April	7	-	How	can	they	all	be	so	dramatic?
.

April	13	 -	I	completely	forgot	about	Easter.	I	 forget	a

lot	of	things.	I	should	change	into	real	clothes.
.

April	15	-	Time	is	running	out.
.

April	16	-	No,	this	is	not	the	apocalypse.
.

April	 17	 -	 Some	 people	 are	 so	 difficult	 to	 like,	 yet	 as

humans	we	seem	to	only	tire	of	an	 individual	until	we

fully	 engrain	 in	 our	 brains,	 into	 every	 swirled

curvature,	that	those	who	are	dislikable	are	truly	that.
.

April	 18	 -	 Another	 birthday.	 Mine	 is	 so	 late.	 Are

people	still	dramatic?
.

April	20	-	So	busy.	So	much	bustling.	So	much	to	do.

I'm	 starting	 to	 black	 out	 and	 feel	 faint	 from	 lack	 of

sleep.	 Time	 is	 running	 out.	 Impending	 doom.	 But	 I

can't	fix	it,	I	must	go	in	order	(priority	or	not.)

April	21	-	I	am	dramatic.
.

April	22	-	It	 is	finally	getting	to	me.	I	miss	everything

oh	so	much.
.

April	 23	 -	 Lots	 of	messages	 from	 people	 saying	 they

miss	me,	too.	I	want	to	play	tennis.
.

April	 24	 -	 I	 should	 reconnect	with	 people	 I	meant	 to

speak	with	 before	 quarantine.	 I	wonder	 how	 they	 are

coping.
.

April	27	-	We	are	all	doomed.
.

April	28	-	Pandemics	must	occur	once	in	a	while;	 it	 is

Mother	Nature’s	time	out.
.

April	 30	 -	 Time	 is	 not	 fake.	 Is	 there	 a	 better	 way	 to

manage	 and	 mark?	 What	 if	 we	 are	 using	 the	 days

wrong,	what	 if	 calculations	 are	 correct	 but	 the	 use	 of

our	calendar	is	incorrect?
.

May	1	-	Time	is	so	fast.	It	is	already	May.
.

May	 2	 -	 My	 heart	 no	 longer	 feels	 impending	 doom.

Time	 is	 still	 running	out.	But	my	mind	 is	 at	 ease.	My

fingers	firm	and	fast.	I'm	learning	once	again.	I	want	to

meditate	 in	 a	valley	 full	of	poppies.	Relax	my	muscles

in	 the	 sun	 and	 let	 the	 wind	 wrap	 itself	 around	 me.

Smiles	all	around.	Floating	music.	Dancing	feet.	Singing

lips	and	playing	guitars.	I	want	to	be	on	a	farm.	I	have

thought	 about	 this	 a	 lot.	Are	people	who	 live	 in	 rural

areas	 as	 worried	 about	 the	 virus?	 They	 have	 grown

their	 food	 and	 are	 surely	 in	 the	 best	 shape.	 Who

decided	 toilet	 paper	 was	 the	 most	 essential	 item?

WHO?	
.

How	 fast	 time	 is.	 Only	 yesterday	 I	 was	 at	 school.

Opening	my	locker.	Looking	for	my	books.	Thank	god

I	 didn't	 leave	 anything	 important	 in	 there.	 I	 shall	 run

against	time	one	day	and	beat	it	to	the	finish	line.	“Yes,

time,	 you	 shall	 stand	 there	 wondering	 when	 I	 passed

you.	What	 you	 don't	 know	 is	 that	 I	 was	 ahead.	 You

simply	 lost	 track	and	 left	me	 in	 a	zone	where	 I	didn't

belong.	Funny	thing.”	
.

Time	is	so	beautiful.	I	shall	find	someone	to	speak	of	it

with.	*

N

CORONAVIRUS	DAYS
Six	Weeks	in	Spring,	2020

Journal	Entries	by	ZayaVothz
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I	KNOW	WHO	THEY	ARE

I	stood	at	 the	edge	of	 the	highway	 looking	down

the	steep	slope,	viewing	from	outside	my	body.	I	was	calm

as	the	falling	sun	warmed	the	air	slightly	on	the	cool	ledge.

My	 friend	was	 climbing	 up	 the	 slanted	 cliffside,	 I	waited

patiently	 for	 him.	He	 reached	 the	 top,	winded,	 I	 opened

my	mouth	to	ask	him	if	he	was	alright,	but	before	I	could

he	started	running.	I	went	after	him,	asking	who	was	after

him.	I	asked	if	it	was	them.	And	he	simply	looked	back	at

me	and	continued,	that	being	an	answer	in	itself.	Suddenly

there	 was	 something	 dark	 to	my	 left,	 running	 beside	me

against	the	cliffside	as	we	ran	up	the	highway.	I	only	saw	it

for	a	split	second	before	it	glitched	out.	I	felt	the	presence

behind	me.	

When	I	turned	around	and	saw	it,	towering	above

me,	 limbs	unnaturally	 long,	nothing	but	 a	 silhouette	with

fraying	 color	 at	 its	 edges,	 it’s	 eyes	 large	 and	 a	 glowing

white.	 It	 reached	 for	me	and	I	woke	up,	breath	caught	 in

my	throat.	I	wondered	where	it	had	gone,	no	longer	in	the

alleyway	 or	 in	 the	 oak	 tree	 in	 the	 back,	 but	 now	 in	 my

dreams.	I	know	what	it	is,	the	figure.	It’s	name,	the	feeling

of	being	followed,	hunted,	chased	and	stalked.	I	know	who

they	 are	 now,	 and	 they	 know	 what	 I	 ask,	 but	 I	 doubt

they’ll	answer.	

IT	SEEMED	PLEASED

I	stepped	outside	to	the	back	yard,	the	garage	was

burning.	I	turned	on	the	hose	then	I	tried	dialing	911	as	I

stared	 at	 the	 flames	 burning	 it	 all,	 trying	 to	 think	 and

move.	 Where	 was	 the	 fire	 extinguisher?	 But	 the	 phone

wasn’t	 ringing,	 only	 displaying	 the	 option,	 “State	 your

location.”	 I	 felt	 winded	 through	 it	 all,	 barely	 processing

anything.	 I	 clicked	 the	 button.	 The	 flames	were	 dying	 in

the	garage,	 everything	burnt	black	 and	 it	began	 to	 spread

to	 the	 neighbor’s	 on	 the	 low	 pine.	 I	 could	 have	 sworn	 it

was	 supposed	 to	 be	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 yard.	 The

phone	 didn't	 work,	 so	 I	 tried	 clicking	 the	 option	 button

again,	but	when	I	clicked	it	I	was	somewhere	else.	

I	was	now	inside	a	closed	off	market,	where	an	old

man	and	his	secretary	were	helping	themselves	to	the	food.

We	were	the	only	ones	there.	I	tried	asking	him	to	send	me

back.	He	simply	replied,	“Just	say	what	kind	of	firefighters

you	need	and	we’ll	send	them.	Don't	worry.	Stay	and	get

something.”	I	was	exasperated,	asking	what	other	kinds	of

firefighters	there	were	with	no	hidden	frustration.	I	was	at

a	loss.	Who	was	this	old	man	in	a	fucking	motorized	chair

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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telling	me	not	 to	worry	 about	 a	 fire	 at	my	own	house?	 I

had	to	leave,	and	I	did.

I	was	 in	 the	backyard	 again	 in	 front	of	 the	deck,

watching	 with	 my	 arms	 crossed.	 The	 firefighters	 had

somehow	gotten	a	truck	to	the	back	and	were	dousing	the

last	of	 the	 flames.	 It	was	 too	 late	 though;	 everything	 that

sill	 stood	 was	 all	 charred	 black	 and	 drenched	 from	 the

water.	 Through	 it	 all	 the	 oak	 still	 stood,	 looming

untouched	 and,	 if	 not,	 darker	 than	 before.	 I	 eyed	 it	with

growing	unease;	it	seemed	pleased	by	that.	

NOT	MY	BEST	WORK

	 It	was	the	remains	of	a	once	grand	party,	set	on	a

plateau	high	above	the	cloud	bank.	But	it’s	all	in	shambles

now:	decorations	and	food	scattered	about,	as	if	everything

was	abandoned	in	a	panic,	 trampling	down	the	place.	The

sun	 was	 starting	 to	 set,	 or	 was	 it	 rising?	 Casting	 the

mountain	 in	 a	 soft	 orange	 light,	 growing	 brighter	 in	 hue

with	 passing	 time.	 There’s	 a	 person	 walking	 around	 the

ruins,	 they’re	 young,	 with	 brown	 skin	 and	 curly	 brown

hair.	They’re	not	quite	human,	something	other;	not	a	god

though.	 They	 were	 walking	 around	 the	 plateau’s	 edge

taking	 in	 the	 carnage,	 trying	 to	 figure	 out	 what	 went

wrong.	

A	man	that	walks	over	to	him,	he’s	taller	but	older

and	has	white	hair	and	a	beard	and	he	asks	them	something

but	 the	 younger	 one	 doesn’t	 really	 reply	 in	 words,	 only

frowns,	then	the	older	man	steps	on	top	of	a	the	base	of	a

fallen	 column,	 then	 walks	 onto	 what	 remainder	 of	 the

doric.	He	surveys	the	plateau	then	turns	his	gaze	to	the	sea

of	 clouds.	 He	 speaks	 to	 the	 younger	 without	 looking	 at

them,	as	he	does	the	clouds	overhead	begin	to	part	slightly

to	let	in	more	of	the	sun’s	light.

“My	kingdom	is	fading,”	he	says	and	looks	down

at	 the	marble	 solemnly.	He	 turns	 to	 the	 younger	 person

who	was	still	looking	around,	frowning,	still	unsatisfied	at

the	state	of	things.		

“It’s	 not	 my	 best	 work...”	 the	 younger	 admits,

giving	a	slight	grimace.

The	 older	 man	 nods	 in	 understanding	 and	 looks

down.	 He	 then	 smiles	 softly,	 looking	 up	 at	 the	 other.

“No,”	He	muses,	“But	you	can	always	try	again,	and	that’s

okay.”	His	tone	is	gentle	yet	fond,	“it’s	another	dawn.”	*

N

THREE	DREAMS
Spring	2020

by	Nel	García
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Untitled,	Mixed	Media	Painting	by	Edward	Zhang
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My	 family	 got	 hit	 by

Covid-19	early	on	because	my	father

is	 a	 soundman.	 As	 soon	 as	 news	 of

the	virus	hit	the	world,	months	before

it	 started	 affecting	 Los	 Angeles,	 his

industry	 started	 shutting	 down.	 He

would	 get	 a	 call	 every	 week	 that

another	 person	 he	 worked	 for	 had

canceled	 his	 or	 her	 performance.	 It

began	to	be	that	every	time	we	heard

the	cell	phone	ring	we	knew	what	was

coming	 before	 he	 even	 spoke.	 Then

there	came	a	day	where	he	didn't	call

to	 tell	 us	 of	 another	 event,	 and	 we

didn’t	ask.	

The	 economic	 disparity	 in

our	 country	 is	 real,	 but	 it	 seems	 that

the	topic	is	just	not	a	priority	for	the

media	 to	 cover,	 history	 to	 record,	 or

our	government	to	take	seriously	and

solve.	 The	 rich	 are	 getting	 wealthier

and	 the	 rest	 of	 society	 is	 just	 getting

poorer.	 The	 Coronavirus	 has	 only

amplified	 this	 divide.	 It	 has	 been

ironic	 for	 me	 to	 see	 so	 many

successful	 celebrities	 singing	 from

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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their	 homes,	 raising	 money	 for	 the

“people,”	yet	this	money	will	not	go	to

the	 people	 who	 support	 their	 career;

independent	 contractors	 were	 the	 last

allowed	 to	 apply	 for	 aid	 and	 many

didn't	 even	 qualify.	 	 In	 the	 moment,

and	in	the	history	books,	they	will	look

like	 heroes,	 but	 in	 the	 end	 they	 never

did	 anything	 for	 the	 soundman,	 tech

crew,	 or	 any	 of	 the	 other	 people	who

work	 in	 the	 venues	 to	 put	 on	 their

shows,	create	the	magic,	and	make	their

performances	successful.	

This	economic	divide	 took	me

by	 surprise	 when	 I	 saw	 how	 some

people	 have	 been	 disappointed	 by	 the

different	 impositions	placed	on	society

due	to	the	quarantine	because	now	they

can’t	 go	 out.	 	 I’m	worried	 if	 I'm	 even

going	 to	be	 able	 to	go	 to	 college	 at	 all

now,	and	am	working	hard	to	keep	my

grades	up	with	 all	 the	 additional	work

created	 by	 the	 complicated

circumstances	 we	 are	 facing	 while	 we

try	 to	 continue	 our	 studies	 online.	 I

had	 to	 leave	 Los	 Angeles	 temporarily

to	 live	 in	another	 state	270	miles	away

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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from	my	school	to	temporary	wait	to

see	what	else	the	unknown	is	going	to

throw	at	us.	Though	 I	know	even	 in

this	 moment,	 when	 everything	 feels

like	 it’s	 closing	 in	 on	 me,	 there	 is

someone	 in	 the	 world	 who	 has	 it

worse.	

Now	 that	we	 are	 taking	 our

classes	 online,	 although	 we	 have	 the

commonality	 of	 being	 artists,	 we

interact	differently	than	we	did	in	the

classroom	 because	 our	 experiences

have	 changed.	 To	 a	 certain	 degree

people	 feel	 as	 if	 they	 are	 being

punched	 in	 the	gut.	We	all	have	very

little	 control	 of	 the	 situation.	Others

haven't	 felt	 much	 of	 a	 difference.

Some	of	us	don't	 even	know	how	 to

process	 what	 is	 going	 on.	 It's	 been

hard	 for	 people	 to	 express	 how	 they

truly	 feel	 because	 of	 the	 complexity

of	 their	 feelings.	 Despite	 all	 these

fears	and	worries,	I	have	had	to	keep

working	because	I	can't	afford	not	to.

I	don't	want	to	give	up	on	my	college

dream.	

People	talk	about	how	artists

get	 creative	 in	 scenarios	 like

Covid-19:	 Shakespeare	 apparently

wrote	 King	 Lear,	 Macbeth,	 and

Antony	 and	 Cleopatra	 during	 the

Bubonic	 Plague.	 But	 no	 one	 talks

about	how	tough	it	 is	to	create	when

you're	 stressed	 or	 depressed,	 time	 is

ticking	 away,	 and	you	don’t	know	 if

you're	 going	 to	 get	 it	 all	 done.	 It	 is

disorienting.	Every	hour	feels	like	it	is

shorter	 and	 longer	 at	 the	 same	 time.

You	 look	 at	 what	 you	 have	 created

and	 only	 see	 the	 mistakes.	 A	month

later,	 it	 will	 be	 one	 of	 your	 favorite

things	that	you	almost	threw	it	in	the

trash	 in	 a	 lapse	of	 clarity.	Maybe	 the

biggest	 irony	 is	 that	 this	 is	 actually	a

creative	 period	 of	 growth,	 and	 that

seeing	 the	 divide	 will	 help	 inspire

solutions	for	it.		*

N

CORONAVIRUS	DIVIDE
A	Personal	Perspective

by	Haley	Alvarado
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Are	We	There	Yet?	Digital	Illustration	by	Hope	Mothersbaugh
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Bottled	Up,	Photograph	by	James	Pringle
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Illustration	by	Cormac	Pickering

We	 as	 a	 human	 species	 have	 been	 through	many

plagues,	but	we	always	end	up	on	top.	We’re	going	through

another	 one	 right	 now,	 and	 we	 will	 get	 through	 this.

However,	 there	 is	 another	 ‘plague’	 upon	 humanity	 we’ve

been	dealing	with	since	the	beginning	of	time	that	we	don’t

do	a	good	job	of	addressing,	an	unseen	killer	that	is	thriving

in	the	wake	of	Covid-19:	depression	and	our	mental	health.

Unchecked	and/or	untreated	mental	health	often	comes	with

unbearable	 loneliness	 which	 can	 lead	 to	 hopelessness,	 and

with	 that,	 a	 feeling	 that	 there	 is	 no	 way	 out;	 the

misconception	 that	 the	 world	 would	 be	 better	 with	 you

gone.	Sadly,	mental	health	has	never	been	a	big	priority	for

our	government,	 and	even	more	 so	now.	 It’s	being	 thrown

deeper	 in	 the	 back	 of	 our	 collective	 minds	 in	 order	 to

justifiably	prioritize	our	physical	health,	but	we	should	have

even	more	awareness	of	depression	now	that	we’re	all	stuck

in	 isolation	 and	 a	 large	 chunk	 of	 the	 population	 is	 in	 grief

over	everything	from	loved	ones	dying	as	a	consequence	of

Covid,	to	sudden	severe	economic	challenges,	to	missing	out

on	 large	cultural	milestones,	 (graduation	ceremonies,	 senior

capstone	projects,	prom,)	to	uncertain	futures.

While	not	all	depression	 leads	 to	down	 that	never-

ending	rabbit	hole	—	it	is	a	spectrum	like	any	other	mental

abnormality	—	 according	 to	 the	American	 Foundation	 for

Suicide	 Prevention,	 90%	 of	 those	 in	 America	 who	 have

attempted	 suicide	 have	 diagnosable	 depression	 or	 another

mental	 abnormality,	 like	 PTSD.	 That	 means	 this	 national

public	 health	 issue,	 the	 10th	 leading	 cause	 of	 death	 in

America	 which	 claims	 more	 lives	 than	 war,	 murder,	 and

natural	 disasters	 combined,	 could	 be	managed	with	 proper

help,	 and	 research	 and	 support	 are	 needed	 now	 even	more

than	 ever	 because	 of	 the	 grief	 so	 many	 of	 us	 are

experiencing.

The	Class	of	 2020	 is	 in	 the	middle	of	 this	 grieving

phase,	 and	each	of	us	 is	 coping	with	 it	differently.	For	me,

grief	 usually	makes	my	 own	 depression	worse;	 I’ll	 be	 in	 a

dark	place	for	a	really	long	time,	one	that	is	difficult	for	me

to	climb	out	of	without	access	 to	 the	 tools	 I	usually	use	 to

help	 me.	 A	 lot	 of	 our	 lifelines,	 therapists,	 psychiatrists,

general	friends,	etc.,	simply	aren’t	physically	available	to	us

right	 now.	 Talking	 through	 Zoom	 calls	 and	 texting	 is	 not

enough.

Our	 grief	 is	 even	 more	 dangerous	 when	 we’re	 all

physically	and	mentally	alone.	Our	country	didn’t	have	the

proper	 structure	 to	 support	 our	 mental	 health	 in	 a	 time

when	 we	 weren’t	 in	 quarantine,	 so	 now,	 a	 lack	 of	 proper

treatment	 combined	 with	 our	 enforced	 physical	 isolation
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and	 the	 government	 ignoring	 the	 real	 impact	 of	 the

lockdown	is	amplifying	the	mental	isolation	many	of	us

with	 depression	 feel	 on	 a	 regular	 basis.	 It	 is	 becoming

even	easier	 for	us	 to	get	 trapped	 in	a	very	hopeless	and

desperate	spot.	As	quarantine	continues	to	be	extended,

the	 stress	 on	 our	mental	 health	 is	 becoming	 even	more

extreme,	and	the	feelings	of	despair	and	helplessness	are

becoming	 even	 more	 dangerous.	 This	 impact	 on	 our

mental	 health	 is	 likely	 to	 be	 the	most	 long-lasting	 and

significant	trauma	of	this	pandemic.	

Times	 like	 these	 reveal	 the	 weaknesses	 of	 our

current	mental	 health	 system	 in	 both	 the	 state	 and	 the

country,	but	this	is	not	a	problem	that	is	unsolvable.	We

can	 fix	 it.	 By	 spending	 as	 much	 time	 and	 energy	 on

mental	 health	 as	 we	 have	 spent	 on	 Coronavirus	 in	 the

last	couple	of	months,	we	could	potentially	address	a	lot

of	 the	major	 problems	 that	 face	 the	mental	 health	 care

system	 in	 the	 United	 States.	 We	 could	 make	 a	 stable

system	with	high	standards	for	psychiatrists	who	are	able

to	provide	quality	care	by	diagnosing	those	with	mental

abnormalities	 and	 giving	 them	 the	 needed	 treatment	 to

make	them	more	manageable.	We	can	pass	legislation	in

order	 to	aid	 in	research.	If	we	take	 these	steps	now,	we

won’t	 only	 be	 providing	 a	 strong	 support	 system	 for

times	where	we’re	homebound	in	quarantine,	but	we	will

be	providing	help	for	many	many	years	to	come	because

depression	doesn’t	go	away;	it	will	always	be	here	in	the

population.	

We	each	can	 take	 steps	 today	 to	aid	 those	who

are	silently	suffering	 in	silence	 trying	to	 figure	out	how

to	 live	 with	 depression	 on	 their	 own,	 and	 potentially

curb	the	suicide	rate	to	a	point	where	it	is	no	longer	one

of	the	leading	causes	of	death	in	our	country.	*

N

DEPRESSION	IN	THE	TIME	OF	CORONAVIRUS

by	Caiti	M
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FIGHTING	THE	DRAGON
An	Adventure	in	Coronavirus	Grocery	Shopping

by	Tania	Rambaldo

Shoppers	 approach	 the	 shining	 fortress	 of	 cement

in	their	gleaming	metal	steeds.	They	steel	themselves	for	the

daunting	 task	 ahead	 and	 bravely	 exit	 their	 spheres	 of

protection.	Like	the	knights	of	old,	these	daring	adventurers

come	 protected,	 with	 flimsy	 masks	 of	 cloth	 and	 gloves	 of

slippery	rubber.	They	seek	 to	protect	 themselves,	not	 from

tongues	 of	 dragon	 flame,	 but	 from	 the	 greedy	 clutches	 of

infection.

A	line	stretches	from	the	entrance	of	the	store	to	the

edge	of	the	sidewalk.	Xs	of	blue	tape	mark	waiting	spaces	set

six	feet	apart,	upon	which	each	person	balances	as	if	they	are

on	 the	 edge	 of	 a	 precipice.	 A	 toughened	 security	 guard,

armed	with	mask	and	gloves	of	his	own,	ushers	shoppers	in

one	by	one.	

Warily,	 each	 newcomer	 gathers	 their	 courage	 and

joins	 the	 queue,	 mocked	 by	 a	 bright	 blue	 sky	 and

deceptively	 cheery	 clouds.	 The	 crowd	 is	 silent,	 but	 the	 air

crackles	with	tension.	A	man	cracks	a	 joke	to	his	daughter,

who	 laughs	 loudly,	 the	 sound	 is	 unnatural	 and	 discordant

against	the	thick	silence.	

Minutes	 crawl	 by.	 As	 the	 line	 moves	 forward,

people	 hop	 from	one	X	 to	 another,	 carefully	 keeping	 their

distance	 from	 each	 other.	 One	 by	 one	 shoppers	 reach	 the

front	 of	 the	 line	 and	 are	 swallowed	 by	 the	 store’s	 gaping

mouth.	 Inside,	 a	 red-lettered	 sign	 screams,	 NO	 MORE

THAN	 THREE	 PEOPLE	 IN	 THE	 ELEVATOR	 AT	 A

TIME.	

After	 an	 interminable	 wait,	 the	 time	 to	 face	 the

dragon	 has	 come.	 Shoppers	 arm	 themselves	with	 carts	 and

baskets,	 preparing	 their	 weapons	 with	 a	 quick	 swipe	 of

disinfectant	 wipes.	 Then,	 after	 collecting	 themselves	 and

making	sure	 their	masks	are	 fully	secured,	 they	set	off	 into

the	arena.

The	 first	 shopper	 makes	 his	 way	 to	 the	 produce

without	 incident.	 He	 picks	 out	 a	 large	 bunch	 of	 broccoli,

and	adds	a	pound	of	mushrooms	to	the	bottom	of	his	basket.

Feeling	 not	 a	 little	 smug,	 he	 turns	 down	 the	 fruit	 aisle

without	looking	first,	and	promptly	bumps	into	a	shopping

cart.	The	woman	on	the	other	end	of	the	cart	looks	at	him	in

horror;	they	are	a	measly	three	feet	apart!	To	make	matters

worse,	 she’s	 not	 wearing	 a	 mask.	 The	 shopper	 recoils,

aborting	his	mission	for	bananas.	

A	woman	in	canned	goods	is	faring	nearly	as	badly.

Having	barely	escaped	an	aisle	 filled	with	not	one,	but	two

other	 people,	 she	 is	 now	 facing	 a	 common	 dilemma:	 the

absence	 of	 products.	 Thinking	 of	 her	 dangerously	 low
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cans	 in	 the	 cabinet),	 the	woman	 is	 forced	 to	 buy	 diced

tomatoes	instead.	

	 A	girl	bounces	gleefully,	drinking	in	the	sight	of

the	 recently	 restocked	 shelves	 of	 chocolate.	 Few	 share

her	 enthusiasm,	 as	 countless	 other	 shelves	 are	 empty;

shoppers	peer	hopefully	 into	 the	 toilet	paper	aisle,	only

to	 turn	 away	 in	 disappointment.	 Though	 only	 halfway

through	 the	 day,	 the	 store	 looks	 like	 a	 battleground.

Whole	shelves	of	products	have	been	cleared	out:	instant

ramen,	 paper	 towels,	 flavored	 yogurt,	 vanilla	 soy	milk,

old-fashioned	 oatmeal,	 flour.	 Cashiers	 stare	 dully	 at

customers	through	tired	eyes.	

Near	the	magazines	a	man	attempts	to	engage	a

worker	 in	 conversation,	 inquiring	 about	 shipments	 and

restrictions	 on	 the	 amount	 of	 product	 people	 can	 buy.

His	 efforts	 fall	 flat:	 she	 responds	 in	 short,	 clipped

sentences.	

A	 customer	 at	 a	 cash	 register	 offers	 to	 bag	 her

own	food,	anxious	to	make	it	out	of	the	store	as	soon	as

possible.	 A	 supervising	 clerk	 advises	 the	 cashier,	 “keep

the	 conveyor	 belt	 rolling,	 so	 that	 she	 doesn’t	 have	 to

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

A

Illustration	by	Wyatt	Workman



	19	

reach	as	close	to	you”.		

One	 by	 one,	 shoppers	 pay	 for	 their	 food,	 credit

cards	 gleaming.	 Paper	 money	 is	 no	 longer	 accepted	 in	 a

world	hyper	aware	of	germs.	When	the	very	air	seems	filled

with	 invisible	 threats,	 passing	 an	 object	 from	 person	 to

person	is	unthinkable.	

Each	 shopper	 breathes	 a	 sigh	 of	 relief	 when	 they

pass	 through	 the	 store’s	 exit,	 returning	 triumphant	 to	 their

cars,	 the	danger	past.	The	dragon	has	been	vanquished,	 for

the	 time	 being,	 and	 they	 head	 home,	 bearing	 the	 spoils	 of

their	quests.	

Once	 they	 reach	 the	 safety	 of	 their	 homes,	 each

shopper	 must	 douse	 everything–food,	 masks,	 and

themselves–in	 disinfectant.	 The	 more	 meticulous
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adventurers	carefully	clean	their	armor,	while	others,	fed

up	 with	 the	 constant	 sterilization,	 simply	 throw	 their

masks	and	gloves	away.	

After	 completing	 this	 last	 phase	 of	 the	 ordeal,

shoppers	 are	 free	 to	 boast	 their	 victories:	 “I	 found

avocados!”	 and	 lament	 their	 defeats:	 “I	 looked	 for	 ice-

cream,	 but	 they	 only	 had	 dairy-free.	We’ll	 just	 have	 to

do	without	dessert	this	week.”	

Successful	 shoppers	 are	 received	 at	 home	 with

smiles	and	cheers,	the	unfortunate	ones	with	moans	and

grimaces.	

But	 though	 their	 families’	 reactions	may	differ,

every	adventurer’s	response	is	the	same:	“Next	week,	it’s

your	turn”.		*

N

TEN	TEARDROPS	

FOR	THE	FALLEN	GIRLS

by	Raina	Markham

One	 time

Two	 girls	found

Three	 flower	petals

Four	 had	fallen	off	the	flower

Five	 seconds	a	breath	in

Six	 seconds	a	breath	out

Seven	 petals	lay	on	the	grass

Eight	 teardrops	for	the	fallen	petals

Nine	 seconds	to	collapse	into	the	grass

Ten	 teardrops	for	the	fallen	girls	
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CHICKENS

by	Theo	Taplitz

Excerpted	from	The	Sententia	Encyclopedia’s	3rd	Volume,	“Farm	Animals:	Position	and	Place	(all	mentions	of	the

Texas	 Longhorn	 removed	 due	 to	 their	 supercilious	 nature,	 as	 well	 as	 the	 editors’	 feelings	 of	 intimidation	 and

jealousy).”

Book	C	–	pg.	457

Reptiles	 hide	 in	 fat	 bulky	 suits	 of	 feathers,	 commonly	 known	 as	 chickens.	 They	 camouflage	 themselves	 as	 cooing

clucking	birds,	but	as	you	 lift	 their	 feathered	 stockings	 their	 lopsided,	 checker-drizzled	 scales	 are	exposed.	There	 is

absolutely	nothing	in	a	chicken’s	eye,	a	reptilian	eye.	Its	dull	amber	iris	and	oil	pupil	stare	unblinking.	Trapped	too

long	in	its	gaze,	one	can	only	conclude	that	the	chicken	is	the	most	terrifying	animal	on	the	planet.		This	is	why	people

commonly	cook	them.	A	chicken	runs	with	its	head	chopped	off,	its	reptilian	navigator	frantically	pushing	and	pulling

levers	and	pressing	buttons,	keeping	the	body	 in	motion	until	 its	 inevitable	collapse	due	to	nervous	exhaustion	and

oxygen	poisoning.	Some	reptiles	find	a	towel	or	use	congealed	blood	to	cover	the	gash	in	the	neck	and	live	pleasant

lives	on	the	edge	of	the	forest.		*
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CONFESSIONS	TO	THE	EMERALD	SOIL

by	ZayaVothz

In	the	distance	you	can	hear	the	echo	of	chatter,	jumping	down	the	hills	one	by	one,	fading	in	rhythm.	A

closer	look	at	the	source	of	this	sound	shows	that	it	is	but	a	lonely	person	wrapped	in	nature,	alone	in	a	full

scope	 of	 emerald,	 green	 of	 all	 hues.	 Green	 that	 varies	 so	 much	 in	 color	 it	 has	 neon	 bits	 that	 sparkle

artificially.	

The	human	confesses	“It	happened	today.”	

The	grass	sways	a	blade	softly	onto	the	human’s	face,	“Oh	did	it?”

The	human	admits,	“indeed”	

Whispering,	the	emerald	blades	asks	“how	did	it	go?”

“There	were	feet	falling	through	the	ceiling”

“Whose	feet?”

“They	created	a	form	of	power	in	my	lungs”

“Who?”

“I	wondered	if	I	was	doing	it?”

“Doing	what?	To	whom?”

“Their	very	sound	interfered	with	my	earthly	matters…”

“Who?	How?”

“They	were	chasing	me,	following	my	trail”

“How	many	were	there?”

“I	tried	to	mind	my	own	matter	but	I	couldn't”

“Why?	Whose	feet	were	they?”

“I	was	breathing	heavily”

“Who	caused	this?”

“My	eyes	were	turning	as	if	there	was	movement	in	my	living	body”

“Who	was	chasing	you?”

“Wetness.	Fluids.	Liquid	dripping”

“WHOSE?”

“Warm	and	cold.	The	blood	was	flavoured	to	my	liking”

“Whose	BLOOD?”

“My	wrists	were	being	held	so	I	searched	for	the	hands	that	were	detaining	me”

“Whose	hand?	WHO?”

“The	corpse	peeled	my	skin”

“WHO?”

“Their	feet	dripped	from	the	skies”

“WHOSE	FEET?”

“It	was	dark	without	light”

“WHO!”

“Human	eyes	pulsated”

The	blades	retreated	backwards	“Whose?”

“Densely	wet”

Emeralds	were	seen	nowhere	around	the	human	“who?”

“Wheels	burned	like	hot	iron”

Barren	brown	stood	where	the	artificial	shine	once	glowed	“who”

“Solids	poured,	imitating	melted	cores	of	planetarium	matter”

The	air	was	dry	and	the	oxygen	shallow.	The	human	shifted	to	an	upright	position,	sitting,

wondering...where	had	the	valley	gone?
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I	cleaned	my	room,	and	I	realized	that	I	have	 too
many	 things.	But	 I	 can’t	 get	 rid	 of	 the	 things	 I	 don’t	 need

anymore	because	I	can’t	leave	the	house.	No	one	can.	We	are

all	 stuck	 in	 our	 homes,	 trapped	 in	 an	 oasis	 of	 our	 own

comforts.	As	for	now	I	have	settled	with	moving	the	things	I

don’t	 have	 a	 connection	 to	 in	 the	 center	 of	my	 floor,	 in	 a

pile.	 It	 feels	 good	 to	 have	 cleared	 those	 things	 from	 my

shelves	and	from	the	desk,	but	now	everything	is	dusty,	and

I	sneeze	a	lot,	and	I	keep	tripping	on	the	tower	of	old	time

slapped	in	the	middle	of	my	floor.	I’ll	put	them	in	boxes,	I

think,	so	that	I	can	easily	carry	them	all	into	the	guestroom

where	they'll	be	out	of	my	way	and	I	can	think	fondly	upon

them	without	having	to	deal	with	them;	afterall,	it’s	not	like

we're	going	to	have	guests	anytime	soon.	

But	I	don’t.	 I	don’t	move	my	things	 into	 the	guest

room.	I	keep	forgetting	or	I	keep	just	not	doing	it.	I	 think,

“I’m	 going	 to	 have	 to	 do	 this	 before	 I	 go	 to	 college

anyhow”,	clean	up	my	things,	my	nicknacks,	and	my	stuff,

but	 then	 I	 also	 think	 “with	 all	 this	 going	 on	 I	 probably

won’t	 go	 to	 college	 this	 September”	 I	 wonder	 how	 many

people	will,	despite	the	fact	that	their	educations	would	take

place	 on	 a	 computer.	 I	 don’t	 want	 to	 go	 into	 debt,	 at	 all,

which	 is	 partly	 why	 I	 decided	 I’d	 go	 to	 an	 English

university;	 the	 schools	 seemed	 good	 and	 they	 had	 the

programs	 I	 wanted	 for	 a	 MUCH	 better	 price	 than	 in

America.	

America	is	messed	up	in	a	 lot	of	ways.	We	need	to
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throw	 out	 so	 many	 old	 ideas	 that	 people	 just	 keep

lugging	 around,	 thinking	 that	 they	 are	 important,	 that

they	are	what	make	us	a	 ‘great	nation’.	 I	 feel	motivated

to	clean	again.	 	But	 if	 I	 start	doing	 that	 I’ll	 just	 end	up

with	an	even	bigger	stash	on	the	floor	and	I	don't	really

want	that.	I’m	sad	overall	that	people	in	the	world	with

far	 worse	 conditions	 than	 me	 are	 struggling	 through

tougher	 times	and	harder	decisions	than	I	am	about	the

load	 of	 junk	 sitting	 in	my	 room.	 I	 feel	 sad	 for	 them,	 I

really	really	do.	But	I	am	also	human,	and	I	am	therefore

capable	 of	 being	 selfish	 and	 narcissistic,	 and	 because	 of

all	that	I	am	also	sad	for	myself	and	my	family	and	what

we	 are	 doing	 and	 thinking	 and	 spending	 our	 time

worrying	 about.	 At	 least	 because	 I	 can’t	 go	 outside,	 I

can’t	 buy	 or	 find	 or	 take	 anything	 from	 the	 outside

world	that	would	contribute	to	some	future	floor	pile.	I

have	 a	 sore	 throat	 too,	 and	 it’s	 uncomfortable,	 mostly

psychologically	though.	I	feel	like	if	I	get	a	good	night's

sleep	it	will	go	away.	

I’m	 distracted	 from	 this	 train	 of	 thought

however	by	my	cat,	Calliope	Bean	(Cally	for	short)	who

just	 	 recently	 sat	 and	 slept	on	 a	 jacket	near	 the	 edge	of

the	pile	and	is	currently	meowing	loudly,	Obnoxiously,

and	 in	 a	 “look	 at	 me	 way”	 because	 she	 wants	 to	 go

outside.	Me,	too,	Cally.	 	Theoretically	she	could	go	out

if	 she	wanted	 to,	 the	virus	doesn’t	 affect	 animals	so	 she

would	 be	 perfectly	 safe	 except	 from	 jerks.	 People	 are

jerks.	 I	 know	 this	 because	 she	 was	 hit	 by	 a	 car	 a	 few

weeks	ago	that	didn’t	stop	to	see	what	 it	had	done,	and

she	 needed	 invasive	 surgery,	 a	 luxury	 we	 were	 able	 to

afford,	 because	 without	 it	 she	 would	 have	 died	 from

internal	 bleeding.	 Even	 with	 the	 surgery	 the	 doctor

couldn't	 guarantee	 that	 she	would	make	 it	 through	 the

coming	 days;	 it	was	 a	 risk.	 But	 she	 did,	 and	 I	 am	 very

grateful	 to	 be	 hearing	 her	 long	 drawling	 impatient

meows.		Though,	until	her	fur	grows	back,	I	will	not	let

her	out;	 she	will	have	 to	sleep	on	the	pile	of	 things	and

wander	about	the	house	like	me.

I	am	lying	on	my	bed	thinking	about	all	this	and

wondering	 what's	 going	 to	 happen,	 and	 how	 quickly

people,	 scientist	 type	people,	will	 find	a	 cure,	 and	what

kind	 of	 billions	 of	 dollars	 they’ll	 make	 by	 selling	 it.

Maybe	America	isn't	the	only	problem,	maybe	it’s	all	the

privileged	 people	 out	 there	 who	 are	 lucky	 enough	 to

have	a	guest	room	like	me.	I	wonder	if	they	have	piles	on

their	 floors,	 I	wonder	who	cleans	 them	up.	 I	wonder	 if

they	are	scared	right	now.	*
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To	Be	Forgotten,	oil	on	canvas		by	Stella	Mongkolkasetarin
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“He	was	 like	 the	captain	of

a	 ship	 in	 a	 terrible	 storm,

commanding	 me	 to	 focus	 and	 to

survive.	Except	the	ship	was	his	body,

and	 the	 storm,	 his	 convoluted	mind.

He	 tried	 to	 stay	 afloat	 by	 pushing

away	 the	 horrid	 dreams,	 but	 could

only	manage	to	sink.	He	commanded

me	 to	 focus	 and	 survive	 to	 avoid

telling	 himself	 to.	 The	 ship	 looks

calm,	 navigating	 the	 storm,	 rising	 up

and	 down	 with	 the	 waves,	 but	 the

storm	 is	 wild	 and	 treacherous.	 You

know	 the	 feeling	 when	 you	 think

your	 brain	 might	 explode?	 That	 is

what	 he	 feels,	 though	 instead	 of
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exploding,	 it	 just	 disappears	 in

silence.	 But	 I	 digress.	 He	 wouldn’t

want	 you	 to	 know	 this;	 we’re	 not

supposed	 to	 know	 this.	 We’re	 not

supposed	 to	 be	 able	 to	 see	 that	 he’s

sinking,	and	that	there’s	a	hole	in	the

ship	 that’s	 far	 beyond	 impossible	 to

repair.	But	I	do,	and	if	you	knew	him,

you	would	too.	He’s	not	dying,	he	is

struggling	 to	 stay	 alive,	 which	 is	 far

worse	than	dying.”	

“She’s	 doing	 it	 again,”	 Jude

whispered	 to	 his	 sister,	 Rita.	 Their

mother,	Loretta,	 loved	telling	stories,

especially	 when	 she	 went	 to	 her	 tea

parties	 every	 Sunday	 morning.	 Jude

and	Rita	would	flip	the	world	over	if
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it	 would	 stop	 their	 mother	 from

telling	 them	 another	 story.	 They

tried,	 but	 failed	 miserably	 almost

every	time.	

“Don’t	 worry,	 it’s	 Sunday”

Rita	mouthed.	

They	 were	 just	 as	 afraid	 of

their	 mom	 as	 the	 rest	 of	 their	 town

was.	 Loretta	 was	 a	 grandiose	 and

flamboyant	 woman	 who	 never	 let	 a

beat	of	silence	escape	before	she	went

chattering	 on	 with	 another	 story	 or

exclamation.	Her	face	was	round	and

sweet	and	her	long,	dirty	blonde	hair,

which	 bounced	 around	 her	 back

when	 she	 walked,	 hung	 around	 it.

Her	 usual	 wardrobe	 was	 a	 colorful

dress,	with	a	pair	of	stilettos,	and	she

wore	 them	with	 frilly	 pink	 socks,	 to

disguise	 her	 so-called	 old	 lady	 feet,

even	though	she	had	only	just	turned

forty-five.	 There	 was	 one	 dress	 in

particular	 she	 admired	 the	 most.	 It

was	 the	 color	 of	 a	 pink	 gumball	 and

smelled	 like	 a	 juicy	 lemon,	 as	 she

washed	 it	 separately	 from	 the	 rest	 of

her	 flouncy	 dresses,	 with	 Mrs.

Meyer’s	 Lemon	 Verbena	 laundry

detergent.	This	was	the	dress	she	was

wearing	today.	

Rita	 and	 Jude’s	 heads

snapped	up	in	unison	as	Loretta's	feet

kicked	 up	 and	 walked	 out	 of	 the

house.	She	left	without	a	warning,	but

Rita	 and	 Jude	 were	 glad	 that	 today

was	 Sunday	 and	 that	 their	 mother

would	have	a	chance	to	tell	her	stories

elsewhere.	

Loretta	 was	 late,	 so	 she

waited	alone	at	the	bus	stop,	scanning

the	 streets	 for	any	sign	of	 life,	 as	 she

didn’t	 hear	 the	 usual	 footsteps

thumping	 against	 the	 smooth

concrete	 sidewalk.	 With	 no	 one	 to

talk	 to,	 she	 bobbed	 her	 head	 and

tapped	 her	 foot	 to	 the	 bass	 line	 of

“Seven	 Nation	 Army”,	 which	 had

been	stuck	in	her	head	for	weeks,	just

to	 pass	 the	 time.	 She	 twirled	 around

on	one	heel	to	look	over	her	shoulder

and	 she	 heard	 the	 roar	 of	 the	 bus’

engine	 against	 the	 lonely	 streets.	 It

pulled	 up	 next	 to	 her	 and	 its	 brakes

let	 out	 a	 small	 squeal	 as	 it	 came	 to	 a

stop.	 Her	 heels	 clicked	 across	 the
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textured	layers	of	vinyl	flooring	until

she	 reached	her	 seat.	She	grasped	 the

sides	of	the	skirt	on	her	dress,	the	tule

crinkling	 beneath	 her	 fingers,	 and

flung	 the	 scratchy	 pink	 fabric	 out	 in

front	of	her	so	as	to	not	sit	on	it.	She

plopped	herself	down	in	the	seat	with

a	loud	sigh.	

She	 sat	 there	 on	 the	 bus,

alone,	 in	 deep	 conversation	 with	 the

empty	seat	across	from	her.	She	liked

to	talk,	so	she	talked	to	no	one,	if	no

one	just	so	happened	to	be	there.	No

one	stares	at	her,	no	one	listens	to	her,

no	 one	 cares.	 The	 seats	 are	 full	 of

forgotten	passion	that	no	one	used	to

hold	 so	 tightly.	But	 now	no	 one	 sits

here	 devoid	 of	 its	 senses,	 looking

down	 upon	 them,	 and	 wishing	 they

would	 step	 off	 the	 bus	with	 the	 rest

of	the	no	ones	who	had	already	left.	

She	 looked	 down	 along	 the

floor	of	the	bus	until	her	eyes	reached

its	 back	 wall	 where	 the	 abandoned

senses	lay	in	piles	of	garbage	scattered

around	 the	 ground.	 “I	 look	 around

for	my	 senses,	 but	 don’t	 see	 them;	 I

must	 still	 have	 them,”	 thought

Loretta.	 Her	 stop	 arrived,	 but	 she

hesitated	 to	 leave	 the	 no	 ones	 by

themselves	 surrounded	 with	 all	 the

other	no	ones	on	a	lonely,	lonely	bus.	

Loretta	 made	 her	 way

towards	Meredith’s	 house	which	 she

despised	 for	 its	 lack	 of	 personality.

The	bare	and	crusty	sidewalk	that	led

to	 the	 house	 matched	 perfectly	 with

the	 faded	 front	 door,	 while	 also

complimenting	 the	 dull	 beige	 square

with	 two	 drab	 windows,	 both

covered	by	off-white	shades.		

“Oh,	 it’s	 just	 dreadful…”

Loretta	 mumbled	 as	 she	 made	 her

way	through	the	dying	grass,	her	eyes

rolling	out	of	their	sockets.	

Meredith	 opened	 the	 door,

with	a	steady	gaze	following	the	back

of	Loretta’s	 head,	watching	 her	 strut

right	 on	 in	 as	 if	 it	 were	 her	 own

home.	 Meredith	 tilted	 her	 head	 up

with	 her	 eyes	 closed	 and	 let	 out	 a

shaky	 sigh.	 She	 had	 tried	 to	 keep

Loretta	 from	 coming	 to	 these	 tea

parties,	 but	 Loretta	 insisted	 that	 she

brought	 the	 life	 of	 the	party,	 though
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in	 truth,	 as	 all	 the	 tea	 party	 ladies

agreed,	she	really	only	washed	the	life

out	 of	 the	 party	 as	 soon	 as	 she

stepped	foot	in	the	house.

“Hello	 all!	 How	 are	 we

today?....	 Oh,	 good!”	 Loretta

exclaimed.	 Today’s	 audience

consisted	 of	 Meredith,	 Lucy,	 Jan,

Julia,	 and	 Holly.	 They	 all	 sat	 there,

sinking	 into	 their	 old	 lady	 chairs,

which	 were	 once	 covered	 in	 lovely,

brilliant,	 pink	 and	green	 flowers,	 but

now	helplessly	perished	and	faded	by

the	open	window.	It	hadn’t	even	been

a	 minute	 since	 Loretta	 had	 entered

the	 room,	 yet	 the	 ladies’	 eyebrows

furrowed	in	unison	as	flecks	of	worry

moved	 slowly	 through	 their	 eyes.

Loretta	 had	 tossed	 down	 the

oversized	 green	 patent	 leather

handbag	she	was	holding,	crossed	her

legs,	 and	 gripped	 the	 armrests	 of	 the

chair	she	had	just	fallen	in	to,	ready	to

begin	a	story.	

“My	 mom	 saw	 that	 I	 was

dancing	a	lot,	and	at	the	time	my	dad

was	 taking	 figure	 skating	 lessons,	 so

she	got	me	involved	in	figure	skating.

Now,	let	me	tell	you,	dancing	on	the

ground	 is	 certainly	 different	 from

dancing	 on	 ice.	 And	 I	 was	 not

dancing.	I	don’t	dance.	I	was	tripping.

Perhaps	I	did	so	in	a	graceful	manner,

but	I	do	not	dance.	My	mother	was	a

stage	 mom;	 always	 rooted	 for	 me,

bragged	about	me,	and	made	me	seem

incredibly	talented.	She	grasped	every

bit	of	talent	she	could	possibly	see	in

me,	and	threw	herself	into	it	with	full

force.	 Don’t	 get	 me	 wrong,	 she	 was

supportive	 indeed,	but	 it	 felt	 like	 she

was	 living	my	life	 through	her	beady

little	eyeballs.	She	saw	so	much	in	me,

and	 at	 the	 same	 time	 nothing	 at	 all.

Last	night,	she	told	my	dad	about	the

wonderful	day	I	had	at	school,	while	I

sat	 there	 listening	 to	 my	 life	 being

told	through	my	mother’s	words.	She

was	quite	the	vision	as	she	tossed	her

chin	 up	 and	 tripped	 over	 her

passionate	 words	 as	 she	 talked	 her

way	through	my	day.	Do	I	have	a	life

or	does	my	mother	have	two?”

Meredith	 stared	 at	 Loretta

for	a	moment	too	long,	picturing	her
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own	mother	who	 stood	 too	 close	 to

the	mother	Loretta	had	described.	She

squeezed	 her	 eyes	 shut	 to	 avoid

looking	at	Loretta	and	listened	to	her

twisted	 story.	 It	 reached	 deep	 down

inside	of	her	and	pulled	out	memories

of	 ice	 skating	 from	 decades	 ago	 she

had	 tried	 to	 forget.	 She	 slowly

loosened	 her	 eyelids	 as	 she	 focused

her	eyes	on	Loretta,	who	had	paused

to	breathe.		

“Well,	does	anyone	else	have

a	 story	 to	 tell?”	 Loretta	 asked,	 as

usual,	 after	 she	 finished	 a	 story,	 but

the	ladies	could	only	give	her	a	silent

shake	of	their	heads.	

Loretta	 cocked	 her	 head	 to

the	side	as	 if	she	were	confused	as	 to

why	the	women	at	the	tea	party	could

never	 utter	 a	 word.	 She	 crossed	 her

ankles	and	tucked	her	legs	under	her,

repositioning	herself	to	lean	in	closer,

and	she	brought	with	her	a	little	spark

caught	in	her	eye.	It	was	clear	she	had

a	story	waiting	right	inside	her	lips,	so

Meredith	 sat	 back,	 closed	 her	 eyes,

and	buckled	up	for	a	frightening	ride.

	 “Then	 I	 guess	 I	 do	 have

another	 one	 up	 my	 sleeve”,	 said

Loretta,	a	smile	quickly	blooming	on

her	face.

“And	 this	 time,	 I	was	 going	 to	be	 in

control	 of	 how	 people	 saw	me.	 This

was	my	 first	 thought	when	 I	moved

to	my	new	school.	At	my	old	school

they	 saw	 me	 as	 an	 outsider,	 an

outcast,	 and	 someone	 who	 didn’t

belong	 anywhere	 near	 them.

Although	I	understood	why,	it	hurt.	I

was	 unforgivably	 flawed,	 and	 not	 in

the	 way	 the	 inspirational	 quotes

would	 encourage,	 I	was	 awarded	 the

ugly	 flaws.	 The	 part	 that	 hurt	 was

that	people	 saw	right	 through	me,	 to

every	 one	 of	 my	 bones	 and	 veins.

They	knew	who	I	was	and	I	couldn’t

argue	 because	 I	 knew	 they	 were

right.”

Jan	shook	her	head	 this	 time

and	 muttered	 something	 under	 her

breath.	 Her	 shoulders	 shuddered	 as

though	 a	 silent	 shiver	 had	 passed

through	her	back	and	down	her	spine.

She	 let	 her	 eyelids	 fall	 down	 to

remember	 the	 mentally	 exhausting
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identity	 crisis	 she	 had	 during	 her

middle	 school	 days.	 Although	 it

happened	 years	 ago,	 it	 was	 still	 very

real,	 and	 she	 couldn’t	 chase	 it	 down

no	 matter	 how	 fast	 she	 ran.	 She

remembered	 her	 these	 days	 clearly,

but	 not	 enough	 to	 stop	 listening	 to

Loretta.	

“Boy,	was	I	wrong”,	Loretta

continued,	 “	 I	 couldn’t	 control	what

people	 thought	 of	 me.	 In	 the

beginning	 of	 the	 year	 I	 fell	 through

the	 ocean	 waves,	 gently	 floating	 on

the	 water’s	 surface,	 watching	 people

walk	 past	 me	 without	 even	 a	 subtle

speck	of	 joy	or	hatred	 in	 their	 sweet

eyes.	As	 the	weeks	went	 on	 I	 hadn’t

received	a	single	glance	from	anyone.

I	felt	like	a	ghost	floating	through	the

hallways,	hoping	 someone	would	 see

me	 and	 say	 hello.	 Did	 they	 know	 I

was	there?	Was	I	there?	I	didn’t	know

myself	 anymore	 than	 they	 knew	me.

Oh,	 how	 I	wished	 to	 be	 understood

and	understand	myself.	But	no,	those

days	 have	 passed,	 and	 now	 I	 am

nobody.”

A	pause.	

Jan	 tried	 to	 find	 an

explanation	by	looking	right	through

Loretta	 as	 if	 she	 were	 a	 window.

Maybe	 if	 she	 looked	 long	 and	 hard

enough	 through	 the	 window	 she

could	 find	 an	 explanation	 of	 some

sort,	 but	 the	 window	 was	 a	 mirror,

and	the	only	 thing	she	could	see	was

the	 reflection	 of	 herself	 through

Loretta’s	words.	

“Loretta…”	Jan	mustered	up.

“I...I	think	you	should	leave”.	

“What?!”	 Loretta	 asked,

surprised.	 	 “I	 mean,	 why	 should	 I

leave?	 We’re	 having	 a	 fabulous	 time

telling	 stories	 and	 drinking	 tea!”	 She

took	 another	 sip	 from	 the	 floral

teacup.	

The	 women	 in	 the	 room

avoided	eye	contact	with	each	other.	

“But	 you	 know	 what?”	 she

said,	as	if	she’d	suddenly	discovered	a

good	 idea,	 “Actually,	 I	 like	 that.

Maybe	 I	 should	 do	 just	 that.	 And	 I

can	 stop	 by	 later	 today.	 So,	 I’ll	 be

heading	 off”,	 she	 announced	 as	 she

gathered	 the	 belongings	 she	 had
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scattered	 around	 her	 feet.	 “See	 y'all

later!”	 she	 called	 out	 as	 she	 threw

them	a	wave,	already	halfway	through

Meredith’s	 front	 lawn	 covered	 in

plants	 hanging	 over	 each	 other,

struggling	to	stay	alive.	

She	 pranced	 back	 onto	 the

bus,	 eager	 to	 get	 home	 to	 her	 kids.

After	 situating	 herself	 in	 a	 seat	 she

lifted	her	head	and	did	a	quick	scan	of

the	 empty	 bus.“Why	 don’t	 I	 ever

have	 people	 to	 talk	 to	 in	 this	 darn

bus?”	She	 continued	 to	 look	around,

half	 expecting	 someone	 to	be	hiding.

But	no	one	was	there.	

She	had	been	singing	“I’m	on

the	 Highway	 to	 Hell,”	 as	 the	 driver

pulled	up	to	a	bus	stop	with	a	handful

of	 people	waiting,	 but	 none	 of	 them

moved	when	the	doors	opened	up	to

them.	 Avoiding	 each	 other’s	 glances

and	the	sound	of	Loretta’s	voice,	they

looked	up	into	the	comfort	of	the	big

blue	 sky.	 Had	 Loretta	 noticed	 that

the	 bus	 had	 stopped	 she	would	 have

disembarked	 to	 talk	 to	 the	 lovely

people,	 but	 luck	 was	 on	 their	 side;

Loretta	was	too	caught	up	in	her	song

to	notice	 them.	When	her	stop	came,

she	 excused	 herself	 from	 her	 little

clique	 of	 nobodies	 she	 had	 been

chatting	 with,	 heels	 clicking	 in	 time

and	 her	 ponytail	 swinging	 from

shoulder	to	shoulder.	

“Hello	 kids,	 I’m	 home!”

Loretta	exclaimed	as	she	swung	open

their	 front	 door,	 which	 looked	 sick

from	 being	 swung	 open	 all	 the	 time.

She	 waited	 at	 the	 door	 as	 Rita	 and

Jude	 rustled	 to	 the	 end	 of	 the	 long

hallway,	 their	 eyes	 low	 and	 restless.

“How	was	your	day,	you	 two?	I	bet

it	was	pretty	good	given	today’s	nice

weather,	 huh?	 I	 had	 a	 fabulous	 tea

party	today,	told	a	couple	stories,	and

left	 a	 little	 early	 to	 come	 hang	 out

with	 you	 two!	 Isn’t	 that	 exciting?”

she	clambered.	

Rita	 and	 Jude	 shared	 the

same	 look:	 wide	 eyes,	 tall	 eyebrows,

and	 closed	 lips,	 until	 Rita	 put	 on	 a

smile	and	said	“Yes.”

The	 following	 Sunday,	 the
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bus	 was	 full	 of	 people.	 With	 her

house	now	in	sight,	Loretta	stared	out

the	 window	 beside	 her,	 pressing	 her

face	 against	 the	 glass	 to	 see	 if	 she

could	 get	 a	 glimpse	of	Rita	 and	 Jude

sitting	on	the	front	porch.	She	slowly

peeled	her	face	off	the	glass	as	the	bus

approached	 her	 stop.	 Loretta	 had

noticed	that	Rita	liked	to	spend	most

of	her	time	by	herself	out	on	the	front

porch,	 but	 this	 time	 Jude	 was	 there

too,	 and	Rita	 seemed	 to	 be	 speaking

to	 him,	 but	 Jude	 wasn’t	 opening	 his

mouth	enough	to	give	her	a	response.	

Rita	 didn’t	 seem	 to	 mind.

Her	head	 swiveled	 from	 side	 to	 side,

watching	 people	 walk	 by,	 and	 she

amused	herself	by	guessing	who	they

were	and	what	kind	of	life	they	lived.

Today,	 Rita	 had	 perched	 herself	 on

the	 swinging	 bench,	 which	 sat

crooked	on	the	front	patio,	decorated

with	 off-white	 cracked	 paint,	 faded

tulip	 appliques,	 and	 the	 splints	 of

wood	 dangling	 from	 the	 sides	 of	 the

seat.	 She	 looked	out	over	 the	 row	of

cars	lined	up	in	front	of	their	house	to

the	bus	that	had	just	pulled	up.

This	 was	 a	 Sunday,	 so	 Rita

knew	who	would	come	out	of	the	bus

first.	Without	missing	a	beat,	 the	bus

doors	 flung	 open,	 and	 out	 burst

Loretta,	 her	 ponytail	 high,	 and	 chin

even	 higher.	 Her	 heels	 struck	 the

pavement	with	loud	‘tics’	as	she	made

her	 way	 to	 the	 porch.	 As	 Loretta

performed	 her	 runway	 strut	 up	 the

porch’s	 wobbly	 stairs,	 Rita

unconsciously	 veered	 her	 gaze

towards	 the	 sky.	 Today’s	 sky	 was

small;	 the	 clouds	must	 have	 gotten	 a

day	 off	 work	 today.	 It	 made	 sense,

who’d	 want	 to	 work	 on	 a	 Sunday

anyway?	

Loretta	 made	 her	 way

through	 the	 front	 yard,	 kicking	 the

dirt	 out	 of	 the	 path	 to	 accommodate

her	frivolous	heels.	She	nodded	at	her

children,	 with	 a	 brash	 “Hello,	 Rita,

hello	 Jude!”,	 as	 she	 hurried	 through

the	front	door.	

As	 soon	 as	 Loretta	 had

disappeared	 behind	 the	 slammed

door,	 she	 plopped	 down	 at	 the

vintage	 dining	 room	 table	 that	 was
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just	tall	enough	for	her	to	see	through

to	 the	 front	 porch,	 and	 saw	 Rita

looking	 towards	 the	 bus.	 A	 woman

had	 stepped	 into	 the	doorway	of	 the

bus,	 and	 she	prudently	brought	both

of	 her	 feet	 together	 on	 each	 step	 as

she	 made	 her	 way	 down	 the	 faded

black	steps	 that	connected	the	bus	 to

the	 rest	 of	 the	 world.	 Although	 she

moved	 slowly,	 her	 stride	 inspired	 a

certain	 confidence	with	 the	 precision

of	each	step	forward.	

“She	carries	herself	like	mother	does,”

Rita	 said	 aloud,	 “but	 without	 the

pompous	 head	 nods	 and	 yard-long

strides.	 Thick	 black	 hair	 curls	 down

her	 shoulder	 and	 down	 to	 her	 mid-

back,	balancing	out	the	bangs	that	she

keeps	 tucked	 away	 behind	 her	 ear.

She	 holds	 a	 huge	 smile	 on	 her	 face,

and	the	wrinkles	under	her	eyes	show

that	 she	 didn’t	 put	 her	 smile	 down

much.	 But,	 when	 she	 did,	 she

dropped	 it	 and	 let	 it	 sink,	 as	 she

forgets	the	times	she	would	hold	it	so

very	 close	 to	 her.	 The	 woman	 is	 a

writer,	 and	 the	 fastest	 typist	 the

world	 would	 ever	 know.	 As	 she

writes	 down	 her	 stories,	 her	 smile

sticks	on	her	 face	 like	a	new	bumper

sticker.	 Only	 when	 she	 switches	 her

tab	 over	 to	 her	work	 does	 her	 smile

fall,	 deep,	 deep	 down.	 She	 catches

hold	 of	 her	 grin	 as	 it	 soars	 back	 up

when	 she	 switches	 back	 over	 to	 her

wonderful	 story.	 She	 likes	 holding

her	smile	up,	loud	and	proud,	but	it	is

difficult	 when	 all	 it	 wants	 to	 do	 is

drop	 down	 and	 hide.	 Her	 smile	 is

light	 and	 easy	 to	 hold	 because	 she

walks	alongside	a	friend.	She	wanders

off	 with	 an	 arm	 around	 her	 friend

who	makes	her	smile	jump.”

Loretta	 followed	Rita's	gaze,

which	drifted	up	into	the	sky,	as	it	so

often	did.	Rita	would	normally	watch

the	 constant	 sheet	 of	 clouds	 glide

through	the	sky,	but	today	there	only

lay	 the	 blue	 of	 the	 sky	 and	 the

blinding	 sun.	 “Today	 is	 a	 good	 day,

today	 the	 sky	 is	 small	 and	 the	world

sits	 here	 with	 me”	 said	 Rita	 as	 she

looked	 over	 at	 Jude,	 who,	 as	 usual,

was	 staring	 blindly	 into	 the	 open

palms	of	his	hands,	watching	how	the
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veins	in	his	hands	and	arms	moved	as

he	lifted	and	lowered	his	fingers.	

The	 sun	 had	 started	 to	 drop

out	 of	 the	 sky,	 turning	 the	 heavens

into	 a	 burning	 orange	 painting.	 The

sun	shone	down	on	the	porch,	casting

deep	 crimson	 shadows	 of	 Rita	 and

Jude’s	 figures.	 The	 porch	 was	 the

only	 place	 they	 could	 escape	 their

mother.	They	 sat	 there,	 Jude	 looking

down	 at	 his	 hands	 and	 Rita	 looking

up	 at	 the	 sky,	when	Rita	 said	with	 a

small	voice,	“Hey	Jude,	when	can	we

tell	her?”	

He	 stared	 intently	 into	 her

eyes	 then	 gave	 her	 a	 rapid	 yet

confident	shake	of	his	head.	

She	 responded,	 beginning	 to

break	 out	 of	 her	 small,	 frightened

voice,	 “We	 need	 to	 tell	 her.	 You

know	 it.”	 she	 continued,	 “I’m	 going

to	 tell	 her,	 Jude,	 I	 can’t	 take	 it

anymore,	 and	 I	 know	 you	 can’t

either,”	 She	 said	 with	 emphatic

authority,	stepping	over	Jude’s	doubt.

But	 he	 heard	 the	 small	 quiver	 that

escaped	her	lips	as	she	said	it.	

From	 Jude’s	 plummeting

eyebrows	 to	 Rita’s	 scrunched	 lips,

Loretta	knew	they	were	talking	about

something	she	should	be	let	in	on.	

“You	 couldn’t	 speak	 up,	 we

both	 know	 that,	 Rita.	 And	 neither

could	I!”	He	exclaimed.	

The	 click-	 clack	 of	 new

stilettos	 sounded	 against	 the	wooden

floor	 right	 inside	 the	 front	 door	 like

clockwork.	They	had	never	spoken	so

strongly	 to	 each	 other	 ever	 in	 their

life,	 but	 now	 they	 had,	 and	 all	 they

could	 do	 was	 look	 away	 because

Loretta	was	coming.

The	lock	clicked	out	of	place

and	the	door	swung	open	with	a	yelp.

Loretta	 stepped	down	onto	 the	patio

and	plopped	down	into	the	space	next

to	Rita	on	 the	rickety	bench,	making

it	 sway,	 which	 lifted	 Rita’s	 toes	 an

inch	off	 the	 ground.	Rita	 felt	 for	 the

ground	with	her	 toes	 to	 stabilize	her

thoughts	 but	 kept	 her	 eyes	 on	 the

snail	 clouds.	 The	 clouds	 were	 lined

with	 a	 dark	 grey	 shadow;	 they	 had
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forgotten	to	dress	up	into	their	silver

suits	 today,	 and	 Rita	 detested	 them

for	 it.	 There	 was	 no	 hope,	 Loretta

would	punish	Rita	and	Jude,	and	they

would	be	left	with	the	pressure	of	her

unconsciousness	 pushing	 them	down

into	themselves.	

“Children!	 How	 are	 we

today?	I	have	a	 story	 to	 tell	 that	 just

came	to	mind	that	I	would	love	to	tell

you!	OK,	ready?”	Loretta	said,	racing

the	 words	 as	 they	 tore	 past	 her

mouth.	

This	 is	 the	 point	 when	 Rita

would	 usually	 agree,	 ‘yes,’	 and	 both

she	 and	 Jude	would	 reluctantly	meet

their	 mother’s	 eye	 level.	 But,	 Rita’s

eyes	were	still	super	glued	to	the	sky.

“Loretta…”	 said	 Rita	 as	 she

ripped	 through	 the	 caution	 tape	 that

was	wrapped	around	the	thought,	and

pleaded,	“No,	please	do	not”.

“Oh,	but	I	think	it	would	be

wonderful”,	said	Loretta	with	a	smile

too	big	for	her	face.

“Why	 don’t	 I	 tell	 one

instead?”,	said	Rita	to	her	mother.

“I	 think	 that	would	be	quite

marvelous”,	 responded	 Loretta,

thrilled	 that	 Rita	 was	 beginning	 to

show	 an	 interest	 in	 storytelling	 as

well.	

Rita	 began,	 “He	 wondered

what	 I	 might	 have	 in	 mind	 and

whether	 I	wanted	 to	hurt	him.	What

is	he	thinking?	I	couldn’t	hurt	him.	I

don’t	think	I	have	the	mental	stability

to	 hurt	 him.	 But	 he	 still	 wondered

what	I	had	in	mind.	I	don’t	talk	much

at	 all,	 so	 reading	 the	 words	 I	 speak

won’t	give	away	anything.	He	would

stare	at	me,	trying	to	read	through	my

head,	 but	 he	 always	 finished	 these

staring	 contests	 he	 would	 have	 with

himself	with	a	deep	scowl	and	crossed

eyebrows.	 Somehow,	 I	 could	 anger

him	 without	 speaking	 a	 word.	 And

now,	he	has	the	idea	that	I	am	out	to

hurt	 him	 in	 some	 form	 or	 another.

What	if	I	could	hurt	him	and	what	if	I

did?”

Rita	 paused	 as	 if	 something

the	 sky,	 had	 distracted	 her	 for	 a

moment.	 Then	 she	 continued,	 “I

shifted	 my	 focus	 towards	 my	 hands

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA
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and	 clenched	 them	 into	 fists	 then	 let

them	 fall,	 turning	 them	 over	 while

watching	my	veins	bulge	in	and	out.	I

could	 hurt	 him.	Did	 it	 matter	 that	 I

wasn’t	 mentally	 stable	 if	 I	 am

physically	very	stable?”

Jude’s	 head	 jerked	 up	 faster

and	more	aggressively	than	it	had	ever

before	 and	 his	 gaze	 landed	 on	Rita’s

face.	 He	 caught	 the	 spark	 of

excitement	 in	 her	 eyes.	 A	 smile	 that

was	 somehow	 familiar	 had	 crept	 its

way	onto	 her	 face	 and	 rested	 against

the	slopes	of	her	cheekbones.	She	was

satisfied	 with	 herself,	 and	 proud	 of

her	story.	

Jude	 	 shot	 up	 from	 the	 criss

cross	 applesauce	 he	 had	 been	 sitting

in,	 and	 paced	 in	 a	 small	 circle,	 his

hands	 shoved	 deep	 into	 his	 pockets

and	 his	 ears	 deep	 into	 his	 head.	 	He

muttered	 to	 himself,	 “This	 isn’t

happening,”	while	rapidly	shaking	his

head.	“Oh	no,	no,	no,	no!”	How	had

she	 done	 it?	How	had	 she	 been	 able

to	 dig	 through	 his	 head	 to	 know

something	he	didn’t?

“What	 a	 spectacular	 story,

Rita!”	 Loretta	 exclaimed,	 cradling	 a

vivacious	smile.	

“Oh,	 it	 was	 just	 a	 little

something	 I	 sort	 of	 made	 up	 on	 the

spot,”	said	Rita,	her	cheeks	reddening

from	her	mother’s	rare	compliment.	

“You’re	 starting	 to	 get	 the

hang	of	 it,	honey!”	said	Loretta	with

such	 enthusiasm	 it	 shocked	 Jude	 out

of	 his	 thoughts.	 He	 turned	 around

and	 glared	 at	 Rita,	 who	 swept	 her

gaze	around	their	front	yard	and	into

the	 sky;	 the	 smile	 still	 on	her	 face	 as

she	 tapped	 her	 hand	 on	 her	 thighs,

fiddling	 around	 with	 different

rhythms.

Rita	 mustered	 up,	 “Do	 you

remember	the	story	you	told	us	of	the

drowning	boy?”

“Of	 course	 I	 do,	 it’s	 one	 of

my	 favorites!”	 said	 Loretta,	 not

noticing	 the	 hint	 of	worry	 caught	 in

Rita’s	voice.	

“Nobody	wants	 to	 hear	 that

story.	Nobody	wants	 to	 hear	 any	 of

those	 stories,”	 said	 Rita.	 She	 felt	 the

weight	 of	 a	 thousand	 memories	 pull

her	 down	 as	 she	 waited	 for	 her
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mother’s	response,	which	came	much

too	quickly.

“Oh,	 Rita,”	 Loretta

whispered	 with	 a	 sweet	 and	 all-

knowing	 tone,	 “	 these	 are	 all	 just

made	up	 stories	 that	 grow	 inside	my

brain,	 so	 don’t	 you	worry,	my	 dear.

Besides,	that	story	you	told	really	was

very	nice,	Rita.	So	much	detail	about

the	 boy	 with	 the	 clenched	 fists

turning	 his	 hands	 over	 and	watching

his	veins	bulge	in	and	out,	 it	reminds

me	of	Jude	and	his	mannerisms.	Well,

that’s	 very	 observant	 of	 you	 to

include	that.”

Rita	 started,	 “Oh,	 no,	well	 I

wasn’t	talking	about	Jude-”

“Yes,	 you	 were,	 Rita”	 Jude

interjected.	 “You	were	 talking	 about

me.”

“No,	 I	 wasn’t!”	 Rita	 looked

surprised	and	began	to	defend	herself.

Jude	 interrupted,	 “Yes	 you

were!	That	was	my	story,	my	story!”

His	 words	 faded	 and	 they

heard	the	loud,	clear,	and	unavoidable

silence	that	stood	between	them.

“We	 are	 your	 stories”	 said

Jude,	 turning	to	his	mother,	“and	we

stand	 in	 front	 of	 you	 as	 you	 tell	 us

about	our	lives.”

Rita’s	 bottom	 lip	 quivered

but	her	 top	 lip	held	 it	 still	 to	avoid	a

wave	 of	 dangerous	 waterworks.	 She

glared	 at	 Loretta,	 a	 deep	 frown

plastered	 onto	 her	 face.	 Rita	 had

always	wanted	 to	be	her	own	person

and	to	think	her	own	thoughts.	How

could	she	have	been	so	gullible?	Why

did	her	mother	let	this	happen	to	her?

How	 had	 her	 footsteps	 grown	 to	 fit

the	ones	carved	by	her	mother?

Loretta	looked	at	Rita	whose

face	 was	 beginning	 to	 stream	 with

tears.	 Slowly,	 like	 the	 evaporating

clouds	above,	Rita	faded	away.	Next,

she	 turned	 to	 Jude,	 whose	 face	 was

drained	of	color	as	he	too	faded	away.

Loretta	 would	 talk	 to	 both	 of	 them

tomorrow	to	find	out	if	anything	was

wrong,	 but	 for	 now	 she	 would	 get

some	sleep.	

It	takes	a	lot	of	energy	to	talk

people	into	existence.	*

Aurora,	Oil	on	Wood	by	Guinevere
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CLUB	SCOUTS
Script	by	Aedon	Rasch

INT.	A	HEAVILY	NICK-KNACKED	LIVING	ROOM	-	NIGHT

The	screen	is	black.	A	cat	howls	somewhere	and	the	slow	creek	of	a	door	sounds	in

response.	With	a	flick,	a	light	turns	on	to	reveal	an	old	man	standing	bleary	eyed

and	confused	in	his	living	room.	He	wears	a	long	nightgown,	and	what	little	hair	he

has	left	after	a	lifetime	of	nervous	plucking	is	messy.	

OLD	MAN	

“Missy?	Missy,	Where	are	you?”	

The	cat	(MISSY)	cries	again	and	the	old	man	looks	toward	his	back	door,	worry

catches	on	his	face.	Quickly	he	shuffles	toward	the	door,	turns	on	a	light	outside

and	opens	the	door.	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	SUBURBAN	BACKYARD	-	NIGHT	

It’s	dark	out	but	street	lamps	and	the	glow	of	houses	illuminates	a	black	and	white

cat,	its	pupils	shrink	to	slits	as	it	looks	up	into	the	sky.	

OLD	MAN	

“Missy	what	are	you	doing	out	here?	

You're	not	supposed	to	be	out	at	night…	

Missy’s	ears	swivel	and	her	eyes	briefly	flick	down	to	the	old	man.	She	meows	loudly

and	her	tail	bristles,	looking	back	to	the	sky	a	low	grumble	comes	from	somewhere

primal	inside	of	her.	The	old	man	approaches,	bent	over	he	reaches	for	her.	

OLD	MAN	

“Come	here	sweetness-”	

Looking	directly	above	the	old	man's	head,	Missy’s	pupils	turn	to	black	lines	and

without	a	sound	she	turns	and	runs.	The	old	man	peers	distraught	in	the	direction

she	ran.	A	small	glowing	green	torpedo-like	object	appears	in	the	sky.

Suddenly	he	turns	to	face	it.	The	camera	shifts	to	a	close	up	on	his	eyes,	we	see	a

reflection	of	the	green	object.…		

CUT	TO:

EXT.	STREET	-	NIGHT		

Across	the	street,	we	see	the	object	hit,	a	large	cloud	of	milky	green	smoke

explodes	from	where	the	man	was	standing.	After	a	beat,	Missy	slinks	cautiously	into

frame	and	sits,	watching	the	smoke	slowly	dissipate.	The	camera	fades	to	black.	

CUT	TO:

INT.	INSIDE	A	CABIN	-	EARLY	MORNING	-	CLOSE	UPS

A	light	flicks	on,	a	woman	(MARTA)	sweeps	across	the	room.	

The	walls	are	covered	in	old	Scout	memorabilia	as	she	moves	boxes	in	the	background,

sashes,	awards,	swords,	proudly	framed	badges,	and	photos	showing	past	Scouts,	some

of	which	are	interacting	with	people	dressed	in	military	clothing.	This	is	some	kind

of	government	funded	children's	club.
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Marta	moves	around	in	the	background,	we	still	can’t	see	her	clearly.	Reflected	in

the	glass	of	a	photo,	she	picks	up	a	heavy	box	with	“FOR	NEW	SCOUTS”	written

sloppily	on	it	in	Sharpie.	She	props	the	box	on	her	hip,	turns	off	the	light	and

exits	the	room.	

EXT.	ABOVE	THE	CABIN	-	EARLY	MORNING	-	AERIAL	VIEW	

Early	morning,	the	sky	is	a	light	purple	as	Marta	heads	toward	her	rusty	red	truck	-

nonchalantly	she	throws	the	box	in	the	back	and	climbs	in.	

After	a	few	gargled	attempts	at	starting	the	car,	the	engine	turns,	her	headlights

come	on	and	she	drives	down	a	dirt	road	into	the	forest.	

EXT.	IN	THE	WOODS	-	EARLY	MORNING	-	AERIAL	VIEW	

Clouds	pass	serenely	by,	thinning	out	as	the	camera	follows	the	red	truck	-	losing

it	in	and	out	of	the	trees.	It	drives	for	a	while	before	coming	upon	a	suburban

neighborhood.	The	truck	turns	toward	a	second	larger	more	industrial	cabin	and	pulls

into	the	parking	lot.	

Marta	gets	out,	picks	up	the	box	and	starts	heading	toward	the	building.	

As	the	sun	officially	rises	and	lights	up	the	neighborhood,	The	camera	pans	to	a

block	of	cookie	cutter	houses	and	gradually	descends.		

	

INT.	BEDROOM	-	DAY	

Gently	blown	in	through	an	open	window,	the	camera	lands	on	the	bottom	of	a	bed.

Light	floats	softly	into	a	neat	and	extremely	pink	bedroom.	All	is	peaceful.	

A	girl	with	dark	brown	hair	(CASEY)	(9-10	years	old)	shifts	under	her	blankets,	sits

up	and	rubs	her	eyes.

The	camera	pulls	further	back	to	reveal	a	pressed	brown	Club	Scouts	uniform	(girl

scouts-esque,	shirt/shorts,	sash,	skirt)	hanging	from	the	backboard	of	her	bed.	Her

eyes	focus	on	it.	

Awake,	and	suddenly	excited	she	smiles	and	lunges	toward	the	outfit.	

CUT	TO:

INT.	SHOTS	OF	DIFFERENT	CHILDREN	(all	9-10	years	old)-	DAY	-CLOSE	UPS

A	sock	hurriedly	being	pulled	up	a	leg.	

A	sash	being	put	on	and	adjusted.

Shoes	being	knotted.	

CUT	TO:

INT.	CLOSET-	DAY	

The	screen	is	briefly	dark	O.S.	you	hear	a	young	voice	shout		-		

UNKNOWN	VOICE

I	DON’T	KNOW	MOM.		

You	hear	the	closet	door	open	and	light	filters	through	a	stuffed	rack	of	hanging

clothes	and	the	unknown	voice,	disgruntled,	shoves	at	the	racks	pushing	them	back

and	forth	until	finally	shoving	it	all	to	one	side.	We	see	a	freckled	boy	in	glasses

and	blue	striped	pajamas	(GLASSES)(also	9-10	years	old),	a	messy	bedroom	frames	him.

Peering	at	the	coats,	pants	and	other	hanging	items,	Glasses	is	obviously	stressed.

Glancing	down,	he	spots	a	brown	crumpled	Club	Scouts	uniform	with	a	blackening

banana	peel	resting	on	it.	Relief	on	his	face,	he	quickly	kneels	down,	flicks	the

peel	further	into	his	closet	and	snatches	the	uniform.
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Yelling	and	slamming	the	closet	door	he	says-	

GLASSES

FOUND	IT!

CUT	TO:

INT.	A	DOORWAY	-	DAY		

A	chunky	little	boy	(COOKIES)	(9-10	years	old)	lurks	in	the	kitchen	doorway,	his

mother	watches	a	tiny	TV	distractedly	while	removing	fresh	cookies	from	a	pan	for

her	upcoming	book	club	meeting.	Beside	her	are	several	already	highly	decorated

baggies	of	cookies,	all	with	name	tags.	

TV	ANCHOR

“And	so	folks,	we	just	want	to	reiterate	

that	the	shooting	stars	we've	all	been	

seeing	recently	are	totally	safe	and	

should	not	interfere	with	our	daily	

lives	in	the	slightest…”	

The	sound	fades	out	and	Cookies	approaches	his	mother	quietly.	

INT.	A	KITCHEN	-	DAY	

With	a	careful	hand	the	boy	reaches	out	for	one	of	the	newly	unstuck	cookies.	

Without	breaking	eye	contact	with	the	TV	anchor,	his	mother’s	spatula	whips	out	and

slaps	his	hand	away.	With	a	yelp,	Cookies	spins	around	deftly	grabbing	a	package	of

cookies	labeled	MAGGIE	from	the	counter.	His	mom	doesn't	notice	and	he	saunters

away.			

CUT	TO:

INT.	SHOTS	OF	DIFFERENT	CHILDREN	(all	9-10	years	old)-	DAY	-CLOSE	UPS

A	backpack	being	stuffed.	

A	shirt	being	buttoned.	

A	dad	tying	someone's	tie.	

A	hat	being	proudly	straightened	-		

CUT	TO:

INT.	WOODEN	OFFICE	-	DAY	

The	door	to	the	office	creaks	slowly	open,	and	pauses	for	a	moment.	A	girl	(ANNA)

(9-10	years	old)	dressed	in	a	Club	Scouts	uniform	with	short	almost	white	blonde

hair	and	a	Club	Scouts	backpack	peaks	around	the	corner	of	the	door	as	if	she’s	not

meant	to	be	in	there.

CUT	TO:

INT.	DRAWER	IN	THE	OFFICE	-	DAY	-	POV	OF	SOMETHING	INSIDE	

All	is	dark,	light	floods	in	and	frames	Anna's	face	and	shoulders.	She	reaches	next

to	the	camera	and	picks	something	up,	a	worn	rectangular	box.	

Anna	carefully	opens	the	box	to	reveal	a	big,	old	fashioned,	frankly	menacing	pocket

knife	with	the	Club	Scouts	logo	on	it.	Admiring	it	thoughtfully,	she	smiles	a

little.	

CUT	TO:

INT.	ANNA’S	BACKPACK	-	DAY

(Anna	and	the	desk	drawer	are	framed).	Off	screen	we	hear	-	

A	WOMAN'S	VOICE	

Anna!	We’ve	got	to	go	now	or	I’m	

going	to	be	LATE!
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INT.	WOODEN	OFFICE	-	DAY	-	WIDE	SHOT

Looking	over	her	shoulder	to	the	door,	Anna	takes	the	pocket	knife	out	of	its	case

and	gingerly	puts	the	box	back	inside	the	drawer	before	shutting	it	and	placing	the

knife	inside	her	backpack.

CUT	TO:

INT.	BACKPACK	-	DAY

The	camera	sees	the	zipper	quickly	shut.

EXT.	CURB	-	DAY	-	CLOSE	UP		

A	close	up	shot	of	hands	zipping	a	jacket	up	and	down	and	up	and	down.

EXT.	CURB	-	DAY	-	WIDE	SHOT

A	boy	dressed	to	the	nines	in	Club	Scout	Uniform	(ZIPPER)	sits	alone	on	a	curb

repeatedly	zipping	and	unzipping	his	jacket.	We	hear	a	commotion	going	on	in	the

house	next	door	but	he	doesn’t	pay	it	any	attention,	instead	he	focuses	on	the

neighbor	(The	old	man)	from	across	the	street	who	has	just	emerged	from	his	house,

there’s	something	off	about	him.	

The	old	man	shuffles	toward	the	cat,	Missy,	sitting	on	the	front	of	his	lawn.	She

hisses	at	him	as	he	shakily	approaches,	before	she	runs	into	the	hedges	at	the

border	of	his	property.	The	old	man	stares	blankly	toward	where	she	disappeared.	

Suddenly	a	teenage	girl	dressed	as	if	she	despises	authority	exits	the	house	next	to

Zipper,	slamming	the	door.	She	clambers	into	her	car,	grabs	something,	gets	out

again,	and	angrily	throws	a	wad	of	trash	toward	her	house.	

NEIGHBORHOOD	TEEN

(panting)	

AHHHHHHHH!!!	

Staring	at	her,	Zipper	catches	the	Teenage	girl’s	eye	and	startled	by	her	angry	gaze

he	waves	toward	her	feebly.	Noting	his	outfit,	the	teen	flips	him	off,	gets	in	her

car,	and	speeds	past	him.

Eyes	lingering	where	she	had	driven	off,	Zipper	eventually	turns	back	to	where	the

old	man	had	been.	He’s	not	there	anymore.	Looking	around	for	him,	Zipper	begins	to

play	with	his	jacket	again.	

A	Bright	yellow	car	pulls	up	to	the	curb	and	he	stands.	

CUT	TO:

INT.	INSIDE	OF	CAR	-	DAY	

Anna	slumps	against	the	window	in	the	bright	yellow	car	attempting	to	ignore	Zipper

repeatedly	playing	with	his	jacket	as	he	sits	awkwardly	across	from	her.	There	are

no	seatbelts	and	Anna’s	mother	is	singing	far	too	high	pitched	to	a	song	playing	on

the	radio.

Anna	gets	visibly	more	and	more	annoyed	until	she	finally	breaks	and	rounds	on

Zipper.

ANNA

Will	you	stop	that!

Startled,	Zipper	doesn't	look	at	Anna	but	puts	his	hands	in	his	lap.

simultaneously,	Anna's	mother's	voice	somehow	gets	higher	and	louder	as	she	takes	a

sharp	turn,	throwing	both	of	the	kids	to	one	side.
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Through	the	windows	of	the	car	we	can	see	that	she	has	stopped	outside	of	the	more

industrial	cabin/community	center.	

With	a	huff,	Anna	immediately	gets	out	of	the	car	and	slams	the	door,	backpack	on

her	shoulder,	through	the	windows	we	see	her	stalk	toward	the	building.	

EXT.	THE	WOODY	WALKWAY	-	DAY	-	CROSS	CUT

Zipper	opens	the	yellow	door	with	a	creek.	

INT.	BACK	OF	CAR	-	LOOKING	TO	FRONT	MIRROR-	DAY	-	CROSS	CUT

Anna’s	mother,	adjusts	her	dark	brown	beehive	hairdo,	her	eyes	are	framed	in	the

mirror	as	she	looks	at	herself.	Tilting	her	head,	her	eyes	(still	in	the	mirror)

look	into	the	backseat	at	Zipper.	

ANNA’S	MOTHER

You’re	welcome	sweetheart.	

INT.	FRONT	OF	CAR	-	LOOKING	INTO	BACK	-	DAY	-	CROSS	CUT

Zipper	smiles	uncomfortably,	nods,	and	hops	out	of	the	car.	

EXT.	THE	WOODY	WALKWAY	-	DAY	

The	car	drives	off	and	the	force	of	it	closes	Zipper's	door.	A	few	more	kids	get

dropped	off	nearby	and	head	toward	the	cabin.	

Zipper	stands	a	moment	and	closes	his	eyes,	he	takes	a	deep	breath.	

EXT	THE	WOODY	WALKWAY	-	DAY	-	POV	ZIPPER	

Opening	his	eyes,	Zipper	sees	two	children,	Cookies	and	Glasses	speeding	toward	him.

Cookies	bowls	him	over	and	the	camera	follows	Zippers	tumbling	gaze.	

EXT.	THE	WOODY	WALKWAY	-	DAY	-	HALF	AERIEL		

Framed	in	the	corner	of	the	shot	is	a	loudspeaker	mounted	on	a	poll,	a	bell	rings

out	loudly.	At	a	distance	we	see	Glasses	helping	Zipper	and	Cookies	up	from	the

ground	and	all	three	running	toward	the	cabin.

CUT	TO:

INT.	STARTER	CABIN	-	DAY		

Zipper,	Cookies,	and	Glasses	enter	the	cabin's	main	room.	A	sea	of	girls	and	boys

opposite	each	other	sit	on	the	floor	criss	cross	applesauce.	All	are	in	Club	Scout

uniforms.	A	platform	lies	in	front	of	them	and	a	grizzled	blonde	woman	with	a

ponytail	and	a	light	blue	uniform	stands	turned	away	from	them,	her	hands	clasped

behind	her.

On	the	left	side	of	the	platform	Marta	(from	before)	stands	stiffly,	and	on	the

right	a	man	(AZRIEL)	slumps,	both	are	in	their	early	20’s	and	wearing	grey	uniforms.

Zipper	starts	to	sit	down	in	the	back	of	the	crowd	but	Cookie	cuts	a	path	through	to

the	front	and	Glasses	follows,	motioning	to	Zipper	to	come.	

After	awkwardly	walking	past	the	other	kids	and	Cookie	stepping	on	someone’s	hand,

all	three	settle	in	the	very	front.	The	camera	pans	to	the	right	to	see	that	Zipper

has	sat	directly	next	to	Anna,	she	ignores	him.		

INT.	STARTER	CABIN	-	DAY

The	woman	begins	pacing	back	and	forth	across	the	stage	as	the	children	watch

intently.	Swiftly,	she	stops,	and	turns	to	the	kids.

INT.	STARTER	CABIN-	DAY	-	CLOSE	UP



	34	

The	camera	gets	a	tight	shot	of	her	face	and	we	see	a	scar	crawling	from	under	her

nose	across	her	cheek	to	her	ear.	

The	camera	slowly	pulls	back	as	she	gazes	at	her	audience-	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Today…	will	be	the	most	important	day	

of	your	lives.	

A	few	kids	nod.	All	taking	this	very	seriously.	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Today,	you	enter	the	bronze	age.	

She	pauses.	And	with	emphasis	says	-

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Today,	you	become	SWORD	SCOUTS!!!

The	grizzled	woman	shoots	up	her	arms	so	that	the	right	one	is	pointing	straight	up

in	the	air	and	her	left	crosses	over	the	lower	part	of	her	right	arm	-(making	the

shape	of	a	sword.)She	pauses	like	this.	

INT.	STARTER	CABIN-	DAY	

The	camera	now	faces	the	back	of	the	grizzled	counselor	so	that	Zipper,	Glasses,

Cookie,	and	Anna	are	all	in	view.	She	lowers	her	arms.	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

That	is	-	IF	you	receive	your	last	badge.	

We	see	her	legs	walk	off	screen.		

Glasses	looks	down	at	his	sash	until	Cookies	grins	and	they	fist	bump.	Zipper	smiles

at	them,	and	Anna	stares	intently	at	the	speaker.	

The	camera	faces	the	platform	again.	As	if	on	cue	a	boy	(around	13-14	years	old)	in

a	yellow	uniform	awkwardly	hauls	an	easel	and	large	flashcards	onto	the	platform

where	the	Grizzled	Counselor	waits.	The	kids	are	enthralled.	

The	boy	stands	stiffly	facing	the	Grizzled	Counselor	for	a	moment	and	flashes	the

sword	scout	salute	before	scrambling	off	stage.

Quickly	the	Grizzled	Counselor	whips	out	a	retractable	pointer	and	slaps	it	against

the	first	flashcard.

INT.	STARTER	CABIN	-	DAY	-	CLOSE	UP	

Only	the	flashcard	and	the	pointer	show.	The	image	is	of	a	cartoonish	forest	and	two

squiggling	lines,	one	red	and	one	blue	trace	paths	through	it.			

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Depending	on	which	team	you	are	on,	

you	will	start	here	(slap)or	here	(wap).	

The	pointer	slaps	on	one	colored	line,	then	the	other,	and	is	dragged	along	further

up	the	picture.
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INT.	STARTER	CABIN	-	DAY	-	CLOSE	UP	

Closed	in	on	the	Grizzled	Counselor	’s	mouth	and	scar-		

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

From	there,	you	will	make	your	way	

through	the	forest.	

Close	up	on	Grizzled	Counselor’s	eyes	to	gentle	zoom	out-	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

It	should	take	you	three	days	to	reach	the	secondary	cabin.	I,	of	course,	completed

the	trek	in	one.	But	I	have	allotted	extra	time	due	to	your	small	legs	and	pudding-

like	dispositions.	

	

INT.	STARTER	CABIN	-	DAY	-	CLOSE	UP

Turning	to	her	flashcards,	the	pointer	flicks	the	first	one	to	the	floor	revealing

the	second.	It	has	a	drawing	of	a	mosquito,	a	twig,	and	a	question	mark.	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

You	will	deal	with	bugs	and	twigs,	

and	other	encumbrances…

Pausing,	the	grizzled	Counselor	stares	at	the	easel.

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

-But	I	think	you	can	handle	that.	

She	faces	the	children	head	on.	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Furthermore	you	will	be	split	into	

two	groups!	

Flicking	her	pointer	toward	Marta,	she	says	-	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Marta,	will	take	the	girls-

Marta	nods.	The	grizzled	woman	shifts	her	pointer	to	the	man	in	grey.	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

And	Azriel	will	accompany	the	boys.	

Azriel	lifts	his	hand	in	a	lazy	greeting.	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Because	it	would	have	been	‘too	

dangerous’	to	let	campers	‘travel	

alone’	after	what	happened	last	year	

with	the	‘bear	incident’	I’ve	been	

ordered	to	assign	chaperones.	

That	being	said-

Her	pointer	comes	down	on	the	flashcards	with	a	hard	slap)

	

they	will	not	help	you.

The	Grizzled	Counselor	begins	moving	across	the	platform	once	more.
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GRIZZLED	Counselor	

Once	you	reach	the	destination	in	the	

accurate	amount	of	time	you	will	be	

given	your	last	badge,	and	be	initiated	

as	a	Sword	Scout...	plus,	the	first	group	

to	reach	the	cabin	will	receive	a	pit-za	

party,	and	likely	-	

She	shrugs	-		

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

a	sense	of	accomplishment.

The	grizzled	Counselor’s	eyes	sweep	across	the	kids.	A	boy	from	the	crowd	raises	his

hand	and	asks	-	

BOY	SCOUT	#5	

Can	we	have	knives	yet?

The	Grizzled	counselors	face	puckers	up	-

GRIZZLED	COUNSELOR	

What?	

No-

	 That	is	a	stupid	question,	you	will	

earn	your	cutlery	privileges	once	you	

are	sworn	in	as	Sword	Scouts.	

Another	kid	slowly	raises	his	hand.	She	stares	at	him.		

	GRIZZLED	COUNSELOR	

Mmmmm.	No	more	questions.	

The	second	kid	slowly	lowers	his	hand.	And	the	Grizzled	Counselor	starts	pacing

again.	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

If	you	do	not	complete	this	task,	

then	you	are	obviously	not	cut	out	

for	this	troop.	

Her	voice	becomes	grave	-	

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

And	this	would	be	very	shameful.	

The	mood	becomes	tense.	The	kids	grow	very	still	and	quiet.	The	grizzled	Counselor

smiles	and	her	scar	crinkles.		

GRIZZLED	Counselor	

That	is	all.	Dismissed.

Clamoring	over	each	other	the	kids	talk	amongst	themselves	and	exit	the	cabin.	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	BEHIND	THE	CABIN	FACING	WOODS	-	DAY	

Marta	and	Azriel	stand	side	by	side,	the	grizzled	counselor	walks	on	screen	and

pauses	as	the	yellow	uniformed	teenager	from	before	with	effort	sets	down	a	smaller

portable	platform.
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The	teenager	faces	the	grizzled	Counselor	for	a	beat,	salutes	and	jogs	out	of	frame.

The	grizzled	Counselor	steps	up	onto	the	platform	using	Marta	and	Azriel	for

balance,	finding	her	stability,	she	shoos	them	away	and	they	join	their	clumps	of

children	offscreen.	

Taking	a	flag	from	her	pocket,	the	grizzled	Counselor	pauses	for	emphasis	-

GRIZZLED	Counselor		

GO!

EXT.	BEHIND	THE	CABIN	FACING	WOODS	-	DAY	-	AERIAL	SHOT

The	two	groups	of	children	run	full	speed	off	into	the	forest.

EXT.	IN	WOODS	-	DAY

Kids	run	through	the	trees	laughing,	boys	and	girls	begin	separating	in	different

directions.	Azriel	jogs	past	Zipper	who	still	stands	at	the	edge	of	the	woods.

AZRIEL	

Hey!	Stick	together!

The	camera	shifts	to	a	fisheye	lense	and	zooms	slightly	onto	Zipper.	His	hands

clutch	his	backpacks	straps	tightly.	

He	feels	something	watching	him	-	as	Zipper	glances	back	to	see	the	Grizzled

Counselor	staring	at	him.	

The	camera	then	turns	to	a	close	up	of	her	face.	Her	eyes	are	squinted	and	she	is

very	obviously	watching	to	see	if	Zipper	will	take	the	step.	

Zipper	closes	his	eyes,	takes	a	deep	breath,	and	walks	into	the	woods.

CUT	TO:

EXT.	A	CLEARING	IN	THE	WOODS	-	NEARLY	DARK	-	WIDE	SHOT

The	boys	group,	tired,	slowly	plods	on	screen	and	into	the	clearing,	some	lay	down,

others	sit,	they	are	clearly	done	for	the	day.	Azriel	coming	up	as	the	caboose	of

the	kids	and	seemingly	not	tired	looks	up	at	the	sky	-	

AZRIEL	

You	guys	want	to	keep	going?	

We’ve	still	got	about	20	minutes	of	

light	left.		

Glasses	tries	to	sit	up	from	his	sprawled	position,	but	failing,	he	slumps	back	to

the	floor.	

GLASSES

I’m	good.	

EXT.	A	DIFFERENT	DEEPER	CLEARING	-	JUST	ABOUT	DARK

Already	settled,	the	girls	group	sits	in	a	different	clearing,	the	lighting	is

darker	and	the	woods	that	surround	them	look	dense.	Some	kids	are	sitting	on	logs

drinking	from	brightly	colored	water	bottles,	others	have	started	to	unpack	their

tents.	

MARTA	

Good	job	guys,	10	miles	today!	

Only	around	25	left!
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Anna	sits	a	ways	away	building	a	fire	and	trying	to	get	the	twigs	she’s	collected	to

catch	a	spark.	She	spots	a	walkie	talkie	on	Martas	hip	and	eyes	it	for	a	moment

before	turning	her	attention	to	a	twig	that	just	lit.	

The	camera	adjusts	once	more,	centering	on	the	now	fully	burning	fire	and	to	show

that	time	has	passed,	the	fire	gradually	burns	out	and	the	last	glow	of	the	sun's

light	fades	away.	Pulling	away	from	the	fire,	the	camera	turns	to	see	five	fully	set

up	tents.	

CUT	TO:

INT.	TENT	-	NIGHT

From	outside	of	the	tent	there	is	an	ominous	rustling,	it	gets	louder,	something

paws	at	the	tents	zipper.	

The	tension	dissipates	as	Marta	peeks	inside	to	see	three	girls	fast	asleep,	one	is

snoring	and	one	has	a	pillow	covering	her	head.

EXT.	OUTSIDE	OF	THE	TENT	-	NIGHT	

Marta	pulls	her	head	out	of	the	tent	and	sighs	while	stretching.	Suddenly	the	walkie

on	her	belt	crackles,	its	Azriel.	

AZRIEL

Hey	(crackles)	Do	you	copy?	

Marta	lifts	the	walkie	talkie	to	her	ear,	the	tents	in	the	background	lose	focus.	

MARTA

I	copy.	

AZRIEL

(crackling)	

Mine	are	asleep…	wanna	meet?	

Marta	pauses,	looking	over	her	shoulder,	the	tents	come	into	focus.	She	turns	back

and	they	blur	again.	She	glances	up	and	grins.	

	MARTA

Same	place?

CUT	TO:

EXT.	ON	A	WOODY	RIDGE	-	NIGHT

Marta	and	Azriel	make	out	against	a	tree,	Marta	laughs	loud	and	snortily.

AZRIEL

(giggling)

Shh	-	

Shot	of	just	Azreil's	pants	hitting	the	ground,	the	walkie	talkie	on	his	belt	makes

a	thudding	sound.	He	kicks	them	away	into	some	nearby	shrubbery.	The	camera	cuts

back	to	their	faces	and	as	Azriel	kisses	Martas	neck	something	ambient	and	green

creates	a	glow	behind	them.	Marta	opens	her	eyes	as	another	green	flash	lights	the

two	of	them	up.	

Alarmed,	Marta	pats	Azriel’s	back.	

MARTA

Did	you	see	that?
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Still	nuzzling	her	-		

AZRIEL

What?

	MARTA

There	was	like,	like,	a	light.	

AZRIEL

Yeah	babe,	I	feel	it	too	-	you	

light	me	up	inside-

She	grunts.	

MARTA

No,	ugh,	like	a	real	light!	

Marta	pushes	him	away,	and	walks	across	the	ridge	looking	at	the	sky.	Confused

Azriel	looks	up	as	well.

AZRIEL

I	don’t	see	anything…	C’mon,	it	was	

probably	just	another	shooting	star	

or	something.	

Walking	toward	her,	Azriel	tries	to	touch	Marta's	shoulder,	but	she	brushes	him	off

and	continues	to	peer	into	the	sky	-

MARTA

What	if…	What	if	it’s	Itus.	

What	if	they're	really	attacking?	

Azriel	makes	a	disbelieving	face,	but	when	he	sees	that	she	is	serious,	Azriel	puts

his	hands	to	his	face	frustrated	-	

AZRIEL

Oh	my	God	don’t	tell	me	all	that	

propaganda	is	really	getting	to	you.	

He	uncovers	his	face	just	in	time	to	see	a	third	green	flash	careen	into	the	forest

a	ways	off.	It	was	not	a	shooting	star.	Marta	covers	her	mouth.	

AZRIEL

…	what	the..?

Another	green	light	shoots	into	the	woods,	then	another,	each	one	getting	closer	to

them.	

MARTA

(said	quietly)	

Oh	my	God,

Backing	up	against	the	tree	Azriel	says	-	

AZRIEL

What	the	fuck	is	that!	

The	camera	changes	to	be	in	the	POV	of	one	of	the	green	lights	rocketing	straight

towards	the	two	standing	on	the	ridge.
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AZRIEL

WHAT	THE	-

CUT	TO:	

INT.	TENT	-	NIGHT

Zipper	bolts	up	in	his	sleeping	bag	breathing	heavily.	Looking	over	he	sees	the

outline	of	Glasses	and	Cookies	cuddling	in	their	sleep,	Maggie's	empty	bag	of

cookies	lies	crumpled	in	the	corner.	

Smiling,	Zipper	crawls	out	of	the	tent	wearing	his	Club	Scout	issued	PJ’s	and	looks

around.	The	camera	does	a	360	spin	of	the	forest	until	it	rests	on	Azriel’s	tent.

Crickets	chirp,	trees	rustle,	the	tent	flap	blows	gently	in	the	breeze.	Curious,

Zipper	moves	toward	it.	

INT.	AZRIEL’S	TENT	-	NIGHT

The	tent	flap	continues	to	flutter,	occasionally	framing	Zipper's	face	and	his	eyes

widen	as	he	peeks	inside.	The	camera	switches	to	the	POV	of	Zipper.	Through	gaps	in

the	tent’s	door	we	can	see	that	Azriels	sleeping	bag	was	never	unrolled	and	he	is

nowhere	to	be	seen.	

Zipper	nervously	looks	at	the	forest	around	him	as	if	it's	closing	in.	He	sits	down

outside	Azrael's	tent,	knees	tucked	against	his	chest	and	eyes	wide,	he	plays	with

the	buttons	of	his	pajamas.		

CUT	TO:	

EXT.	OUTSIDE	AZRIEL'S	TENT	-	EARLY	MORNING

Zipper	awakes	to	Cookies	confusedly	shaking	him	in	the	weak	morning	light.	Birds

tweet	as	Zipper	groggily	pushes	himself	into	an	upright	position.	

COOKIES	

What	are	you	doing	out	here?	

CUT	TO:	

EXT.	OUTSIDE	OF	AZRIEL’S	TENT	-	EARLY	MORNING

Zipper	and	Cookie	watch	as	Glasses	pulls	his	head	out	of	Azriel’s	tent,	all	three

stand	in	silence.	Zipper	fiddles	with	the	buttons	on	his	PJ’s.	

Cookies	turns	to	Zipper	-	

COOKIES	

And	he	didn't	sleep	here	last	night?

Zipper	shakes	his	head	no.	They	pause.	Glasses	turns	to	Zipper	-		

GLASSES	

Did	you	see	where	he	went?

Zipper	shakes	his	head	again.	

They	all	turn	back	toward	Azriel’s	empty	tent.	In	the	background,	other	campers

begin	to	sleepily	emerge,	some	noting	the	odd	trio	standing	in	front	of	the

chaperone’s	tent.	

GLASSES	

…	shit.	

INT.	A	TENT	-	EARLY	MORNING

At	the	girls	camp,	the	zipper	of	a	tent	is	quickly	opened,	and	four	girls	stare	into

it,	inside	is	Anna	and	two	other	empty	sleeping	bags.	Her	hair	is	messy,	and	her
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eyes	squint	from	having	just	been	woken	up.		

ANNA	

(disbelieving)	

What?

EXT.	ANNA’S	TENT	-	EARLY	MORNING	

Anna	bursts	out	of	her	tent	and	walks	determinedly	toward	Marta’s	tent,	a	huddle	of

girls	stands	outside.		

INT.	MARTAS	TENT	-	EARLY	MORNING	

Anna	slaps	aside	the	tent’s	flap	and	crawls	inside,	there	is	unrest	among	the	girls

standing	outside.	Marta’s	sleeping	bag	is	still	bundled	and	Anna	rummages	through

the	backpack,	pouring	out	clothes,	snacks,	etc.	Turning	to	the	other	girls	she	says

-	

ANNA	

We	need	that	walkie	talkie.	

EXT.	OUTSIDE	OF	AZRIEL’S	TENT	-	DAY	

At	the	boys	camp,	a	commotion	builds	as	more	and	more	kids	realize	that	the	person

assigned	to	keep	them	safe	from	bears	and	apparently	other	terrible	things	has	gone

missing.	The	camera	zooms	closer	and	closer	into	Zipper's	face	as	the	scouts	get

louder.	Suddenly	and	over	the	commotion	-	

COOKIES	

HEY!	Stop	freaking	out!

Zipper,	and	everyone	else,	turns	to	see	Cookies	with	his	arms	raised.	

COOKIES	

I’ll	bet	you	guys	anything	that	

this	is	just	one	of	those…		Um…	

those	things	the	Counselor	talked	

about.	

Cookies	lowers	his	arms	and	snaps	his	fingers,	trying	to	remember	the	word.

CUT	TO:

EXT.	GIRLS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

Chaos	springs	throughout	the	girls	group.	Spotting	a	stump	a	bit	away	from	the

group,	Anna	calmly	walks	off	screen.	

CUT	TO:

COOKIES	

What	did	she	call	them?

Everyone	looks	confused.	Glasses	suddenly	perks	up	-	

GLASSES

Encumbrance?		

CUT	TO:

EXT.	GIRLS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

Anna	stands	on	the	log	and	rises	above	the	girls	-
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ANNA

Listen	up!	

Our	chaperone	is	gone,	and	we	

don’t	know	where…		

CUT	TO:

COOKIES

But	the	Counselor	must	have	planned	this!

GLASSES

…	She	did	say	that	the	chaperones	

wouldn’t	help	us…		

The	crowd	seems	to	settle	somewhat	-	but	Zipper	still	looks	suspicious.

CUT	TO:

EXT.	GIRLS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

Anna	looks	down	on	the	girls	from	her	stump-	

ANNA

They	want	to	know	that	we	can	do	

this	on	our	own.	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	BOYS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

BOYS	CLUB	SCOUT	KID	#1

…	Can	we?

COOKIES

Of	course	we	can!	We	just	have	

to,	uh…	

Cookies	thinks	for	a	moment	-	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	GIRLS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

ANNA

We	have	to	keep	moving-	

Murmurs	among	the	crowd.

CUT	TO:

EXT.	BOYS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

COOKIES

We	have	two	days	left	to	make	

it	to	the	cabin	-		

CUT	TO:

EXT.	GIRLS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

ANNA

that’s	plenty	of	time.	

Resolve	overtakes	her	face.
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ANNA

And	you	know	what	-	we’re	gonna	get	

there	before	that	other	team	does!

The	mood	begins	to	lift	and	the	crowd	gets	excited.		

CUT	TO:

COOKIES

Before	you	know	it,	we’ll	have	pizza,	

we’ll	be	winners,	everyone	will	think	

we’re	awesome!	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	GIRLS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

ANNA

We’ll	be	sword	scouts!	

GIRL	CLUB	SCOUT	KID	#1

Woot	Woot!

CUT	TO:

EXT.	BOYS	CAMP	CLEARING	-	DAY

The	crowd	smiles	and	nods,	enthusiastic.	Cookies	soaks	up	the	spotlight.

COOKIES

Yeah!	Let’s	do	this!

BOYS	GROUP

Piz-za!	Piz-za!	PIZ-ZA!	PIZZA!	

PIZZAPIZZAPIZZAPIZZA!	YEAHHHH!

Two	boys	in	the	group	chest	bump.	Cutting	back	and	forth,	both	the	girls'	and	boys'

groups	disperse.

(Flipping	between	the	girls	and	boys	group)	Catchy	music	plays	in	the	background

while	the	hyped	kids	begin	a	montage.	They	use	their	awesome	governmentally	funded

scouting	skills	to	break	down	the	campsite,	put	out	fires,	test	the	wind	and	the

dirt	for	directions,	and	make	weapons	out	of	rope	and	rocks	and	sticks.	The	camera

does	a	close	up	as	people	find	a	map	in	Martas	Pack,	then	Azriel’s.	Both	groups	head

off	into	the	woods	and	traverse	through	several	different	landscapes,	dealing	with

inconvenient	plants,	animals,	and	terrain.	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	THINNING	TREE	SECTION	-	DAY

Anna	takes	the	lead	of	her	group	and	Casey	manages	the	map	as	everyone	walks	in	a

single	file	line.	Focusing	intently	on	the	map	Casey	doesn’t	notice	that	Anna	has

stopped	in	her	tracks	and	deftly	pulled	out	her	pocket	knife.	Another	girl	smothers

a	gasp,	and	with	an	‘oomph’	Casey	runs	straight	into	Anna.	

BROWN	HAIRED	GIRL

Wh-	

Looking	up,	Casey	finally	sees	what	everyone	else	does,	a	huge,	brown,	bear	sleeping

in	the	middle	of	their	path.
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CUT	TO:

EXT.	THICKETS	OF	BUSHES	-	DAY

With	Cookies	in	the	lead,	the	rest	of	his	group	snakes	out	behind	him,	all

attempting	to	trudge	through	sharp	uncomfortable	thickets.	Some	kids	complain	and

all	look	worn	out.	

BOYS	CLUB	SCOUT	KID	#2

(in	the	background)	

Why	do	they	make	us	wear	these	shorts;	

it’s	so	stupid-	

Cookies	runs	directly	into	a	massive	cobweb.	Spinning	and	sputtering	he	turns	only

to	face	a	large	torpedo-esque	canister	with	a	gently	flashing	green	light.	Cookies

eyes	widen	in	alarm	the	kids	in	the	background	abruptly	come	into	focus	-

BOYS	CLUB	SCOUT	KID	#3

BOMB!	GET	DOWN!			

Everyone	but	Cookies	dives	into	the	brambles,	stupefied	he	stands	briefly	before

Zipper's	hand	shoots	up	and	yanks	him	down.	

EXT.	THINNING	TREE	SECTION	-	DAY

All	the	girls	are	crowded	behind	Anna	and	staring	at	the	massive	bear	apparently

asleep	before	them.	

ANNA

(whispering)	

Ok.	Ok.	We’re	going	to	slowly	

back	up	-	

The	girls	nod,	getting	ready	to	retreat,	but	Anna	spots	something	moving	behind	the

bear.	Curious,	she	leans	in	to	see	the	brown	hump	of	it’s		back	and	a	mass	of	twiggy

black	hair	as	well	as	the	corner	of	a	grey	uniform.	The	bear's	chest	is	ripped	open.

CASEY

Ms.	Marta?

The	bear’s	body	shakes	as	Marta	blankly	rips	meat	from	a	cavity	in	its	chest,

raising	it	to	her	mouth	she	eats	it.	One	of	her	arms	is	nearly	severed	from	what

looks	like	a	bear	attack	and	her	skin	has	a	green	tint	to	it.	A	girl	barfs,	and

noting	the	smell,	Marta	turns	to	the	group.	Anna's	knife	flicks	out	and	frames	the

shot.	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	THICKETS	OF	BUSHES	-	MID	DAY

Wreathed	in	brambles	the	boys	lie	on	the	ground	squeezing	their	eyes	tight	and

waiting	for	the	bomb	to	inevitably	go	off.	After	a	minute,	one	by	one,	they	begin	to

confusedly	relax,	Zipper	opens	his	eyes	to	see	a	grey	pair	of	grey	shorts	caught	in

the	brush	ahead	of	him.	

The	camera	emerges	from	the	thickets	and	weary	heads	pop	out,	fresh	cuts	adorn	the

kids	bodies	as	the	bomb	continues	to	flash	softly.	Cookies	scrunches	his	face.	

COOKIES

Huh.	Maybe	-	it’s	deactivated?

GLASSES

Are	you	sure	it's	a	bomb?
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The	camera	pulls	into	a	close	up	of	the	intricately	carved	circles	displayed	along

the	side	of	the	canister,	it	looks	almost	like	a	language.

CUT	TO:

EXT.	THINNING	TREE	SECTION	-	DAY

Marta	stands	with	shaky	effort	and	looses	a	wet	groan	from	somewhere	deep	inside	and

the	girls	watch	cautiously	as	she	approaches	them.	One	calls	out	in	a	loud	‘do	you

understand	me	voice.’	

GIRL	SCOUT	#2

Ms.	Marta	are	you	alright?

Another	low	gargle	escapes	Marta's	throat.	Creeping	toward	them	but	still	too	far

away	to	reach,	she	swipes	her	good	arm	at	the	group,	all	the	girls	but	Anna	take	a

collective	step	backwards.

GIRL	SCOUT	#3

Do	you	need	a	doctor?		

Closer	to	the	group	now,	Marta	trips	and	collapses	to	the	ground	writhing	and

attempting	to	stand	again.	A	girl	scrunches	her	face,	and	takes	a	good	look	at

Marta's	horrifying	appearance.

GIRL	SCOUT	#4	

Is	-	is	she	dead?		

Anna	sheathes	her	pocket	knife,	and	tilts	her	head	watching	befuddled	as	Marta

reaches	out	trying	to	grab	one	of	the	girls	feet,	the	girl	gently	kicks	Marta's	hand

away.

GIRL	SCOUT	#2	

Stop	it…		

CUT	TO:

EXT.	THICKETS	OF	BUSHES	-	MID	DAY	

We	realize	that	the	bramble	patch	is	right	below	the	ridge	that	Marta	and	Azriel	met

up,	and	a	second	already	exploded	canister	is	lodged	in	a	tree.	

Zipper	surfaces	from	the	brambles	with	shorts	in	hand.	He	examines	them	and	finds	a

walkie	talkie	looped	along	the	belt,	it	crackles	and	spooks	the	group	so	that	they

turn	toward	him.	

CUT	TO:

EXT.	IN	WOODS	-	MID	DAY	-	CLOSE	UP

Anna	holds	a	walkie	talkie	-	

ANNA

Hello?	Counselor?	

The	camera	widens	to	reveal	the	rest	of	her	group	walking	in	single	file	line	up	a

hill.	A	long	rope	connects	one	reluctant	girl	to	a	lassoed	and	stumbling	Marta,	her

nearly	severed	arm	swinging	limply	by	her	side.	

CUT	TO:	

EXT.	THICKETS	OF	BUSHES	-	MID	DAY

Surprised	all	of	the	boys	look	toward	the	Walkie	Talkie.
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ANNA	(THROUGH	THE	WALKIE)

Hello?	Counselor?	Please	come	in.	

Cookies	painfully	shuffles	his	way	over	to	Zipper	and	snatches	the	device	from	his

hand.

COOKIES

Who	is	this?

ANNA

Who	are	you?

Radio	silence	with	the	occasional	crackle.	Zipper	makes	a	‘cooperate’	face	at

Cookies	who	in	response	grunts	and	rolls	his	eyes.	

COOKIES

This	is…Reggie	Burton,	Troop	748

ANNA

…	Cookies?

The	girls	group	rounds	a	hill	a	distance	away	from	the	boys	-	having	avoided	the

brambles	all	together.	Surprised	at	their	arrival	Glasses	points	in	their	direction.

GLASSES

Hey!		

The	camera	does	a	quick	‘kill	bill	style’	zoom	in	on	Anna's	unhappy	face	having

noticed	the	boys	group,	it	does	the	same	zoom	for	Cookies.	Then	to	Glasses	and	Casey

with	her	map.	And	lastly,	to	Zipper's	horrified	expression	and	Marta.	The	camera

turns	into	a	wide	shot	of	the	boys.	One	of	the	boys	faints.	

COOKIES

(in	a	strained	voice)

Anna.		

Cookies	takes	off	toward	the	girl’s	group,	shuffling	through	the	brambles	despite

how	obviously	uncomfortable	it	is	to	do	so.	Glasses,	Zipper	(while	zipping	his

jacket	rapidly),	and	a	couple	of	other	boys	follow.

They	get	farther	and	farther	as	they	climb	up	the	hill	to	meet	the	girls	group.

Words	seem	to	pass	between	Anna	and	Cookies,	they	all	avoid	Marta.	

In	the	foreground	the	fainted	boy	regains	consciousness	and	sits	up,	in	the

background	we	see	Cookies	and	Anna	shake	hands.	One	of	the	kids	that	stayed	behind

helps	the	fainted	kid	stand.	

CUT	TO:		

EXT.	RIDGE	CAMPSITE	-	NIGHT	

As	Cookies	attempts	to	build	a	fire,	tents	are	being	set	up	in	the	clearing	behind

him	and	Marta	is	tied	up	to	a	tree.	Frustrated	Cookies	gives	up,	burying	his	head

into	his	knees.	Anna	walks	up	next	to	him	with	an	arm	full	of	twigs	and	sticks,	she

drops	them	next	to	Cookies	and	grabs	the	spark	rock	he’d	been	using.	After	the	first

few	scratches	she	has	a	fire.	

The	light	of	the	new	fire	brightens	the	darkness	of	Cookie's	legs	and	he		looks	up

to	see	Anna	sitting	across	from	him	looking	at	her	knife.
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COOKIES	

...Thanks.	

Cookies	seem	uncomfortable,	looking	for	something	to	talk	about,	he	points	to	Marta

tethered	to	a	tree.

COOKIES	

So…	What's	up	with	her?	

Anna	glances	up	at	Marta	-

ANNA	

I	think	she's	a	zombie.	

COOKIES	

Oh…

ANNA	

Yeah.	

The	conversation	lags	again	and	Looking	for	something	else	he	gestures	toward	Anna's

knife.	

COOKIES	

What’s	that?	

ANNA	

	 It’s	my	dad’s.	

Cookies	nods,	believing	himself	to	have	been	shut	down	again.	But	contemplating	for

a	moment,	Anna	motions	to	hand	Cookies	the	knife.	

Taken	aback,	Cookies	move	to	take	it,	but	has	to	scootch	towards	her	to	grab	it	and

then	scootches	back	to	where	he	had	been,	admiring	it.	

	

ANNA	

He	was	a	General-

Perking	up	a	little	bit	she	says	-	

And	I’m	gonna	be	too.

Cookies	smiles.	

COOKIES	

Me	too	-	I’m	gonna	be	a	General	too.		

Zipper	walks	across	the	screen	past	Marta	swaying	tied	to	a	tree,	past		Cookies	and

Anna,	and	the	rest	of	the	mingling	children	into	his	tent.	

INT.	GLASSES/ZIPPERS	TENT	-	NIGHT

Glasses	is	already	inside	doodling	in	a	sketchbook.	Zipper,	exhausted	from	walking

so	far,	thinking	he	was	about	to	explode,	and	meeting	a	zombie,	lies	face	down	in

his	sleeping	bag	and	sighs.	They	stay	like	that	for	a	bit	before	Glasses	stops

drawing.	

Quietly	and	not	looking	at	Zipper	-
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GLASSES

You	know	I	don't	want	to	be	a	soldier.	

After	a	beat,	Zipper	turns	his	head	and	with	curious	eyes	watches	Glasses.		

GLASSES

My	dad	tried	to	get	me	out	of	recruitment	

but	he	couldn't.	And	I	know	it’s	what	

happens	when	we	finish	the	programs…	

So	I	guess	it	doesn't	matter	-	

He	turns	back	to	his	sketchbook	and	starts	drawing	again.	

GLASSES	

But	I	don’t	want	to	be	here.

The	tent	is	quiet	except	for	the	chirp	of	crickets	outside.	Zipper	sits	up	and

points	to	Glasses’s	drawing.	Glasses	pauses	before	smiling	a	little	and	scooching

closer	to	Zipper	to	show	his	sketchbook.			

CUT	TO:	

EXT.	RIDGE	CAMPSITE	-	DARK	NIGHT	

A	sleeping	bag	rustles,	and	Glasses	emerges	from	his	tent,	Zipper	and	Cookie	are

asleep	inside.	Not	wearing	his	glasses,	Glasses	steps	outside	the	tent	rubbing	his

tired	eyes	and	blindly	maneuvers	his	way	past	tents	and	the	smoldering	fire.	He	has

to	pee.	

Finding	sweet	release	against	a	tree,	Glasses	fails	to	notice	the	two	green	glowing

eyes	that	slowly	approach	him.	

Having	finished,	Glasses	starts	to	move	back	toward	his	tent	but	Marta	lunges	at	him

biting	him	and	dragging	him	to	the	ground	with	a	thud.	

CUT	TO:	

EXT.	MARTA'S	TREE	-	EARLY	MORNING	

A	dead	Glasses	lies	twisted	on	the	forest	floor,	his	throat	ripped	out	and	stomach

eaten,	Marta	with	blood	smeared	on	her	face	sways	from	side	to	side	next	to	him.	The

kids	observe	his	body	from	a	distance.

Cookies	attempts	to	hold	back	tears,	but	wiping	his	eyes	furiously	he	walks	away.

Zipper	cries	without	sound,	clutching	Glasses’	actual	glasses.	Everyone	else	is	very

somber.	

Between	Martas	swaying	motions	we	see	Anna,	furiously	approaching	with	her	pocket

knife.	

With	one	swift	movement	from	Anna's	arm,	the	knife	pierces	the	side	of	Martas	head

and	upon	tearing	it	out,	Zombie	Marta	falls	to	the	floor.

BOY	SCOUT	#5

Heyyy,	we're	not	allowed	to	have	

knives	yet.

Anna	wipes	greenish	blood	from	her	knife	onto	her	shorts.	Stares	at	Marta	on	the

ground,	and	spotting	a	knife	on	Martas	belt,	she	reaches	down	and	grabs	it.	

Looking	to	Zipper,	Anna	tosses	the	knife	at	him,	startled	he	catches	it	as	she
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stalks	away.		

CUT	TO:	

Both	groups	trudge	through	the	forest.	Anna	and	Cookies	taking	the	lead,	Casey

follows	closely	behind	assessing	her	map,	Zipper	walks	behind	her	slowly	zipping

away	at	his	jacket,	Martas	knife	in	one	had	and	Glasses’s	glasses	tucked	into	his

shirt.	

Abruptly	Casey	stops	and	double	checks	the	map.	

BROWN	HAIRED	GIRL

Hey!	Hey	guys!	

I	think	it’s	right	up	ahead!

Smiling	as	she	looks	at	everyone,	the	mood	begins	to	lighten	at	the	idea	of

sanctuary,	at	the	idea	of	pizza,	at	the	idea	of	promotion!	The	journey	would	be	over

and	they	would	be	safe.	They	would	be	sword	scouts!	

Cookies	and	Anna	look	at	each	other	and	begin	to	pick	up	the	hiking	pace,	soon	they

are	running,	the	pack	of	children	behind	them	run	too,	they	have	hope,	some	even

laugh!	

Anna	bursts	out	of	the	tree	line	with	a	huge	smile	on	her	face,	Zipper,	Cookies,	and

soon	all	the	kids	make	their	way	through,	but	all	stop	where	they	stand	looking	at

their	final	destination.	

One	of	the	green	smoke	bombs	has	hit	the	roof	of	the	cabin	and	completely	crushed

it.	The	Grizzled	Counselor	as	a	zombie,	crouches	on	the	ground	eating	a	dead	pizza

delivery	boy,	his	car	is	still	running	and	pizza	boxes	are	strewn	everywhere,	his

head	slowly	turns	toward	the	kids.

The	(13-14	year	old)	Sword	Scout	assistant	is	sprawled,	chest	open,	across	the	front

steps	of	the	cabin	and	a	boxful	of	sword	scout	uniforms	and	pocket	knives	tumbled

onto	the	floor.	

	

The	sky	rains	with	zombie	bombs.	Flying	saucers	and	motherships	begin	to	appear	in

the	sky.		

The	children,	stand,	mouths	agape.

CASEY

Do	you	think	the	Pizza’s	still	

good?

Everyone	turns	to	look	at	her	in	disbelief.	Anna	looks	to	Zipper,	and	then	to	the

Zombies	in	front	of	her.	She	flicks	out	her	knife	and	smiles.	

SCREEN	GOES	BLACK.	

THE	END	

As	the	end	credits	roll	“Blasphemous	Rumors”	by	Depeche	Mode	starts	playing.	*
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I’m	asleep	but	my	mind	is	awake.	

My	journal	lies	open	for	her	to	read

Looking	as	though	I’m	in	a	sweet	slumber	

My	hands	twitch	in	a	worried	seizure

My	fingers	want	to	move	and	hold	itself	together	

but	the	blood	doesn’t	flow

She	stands	static	by	my	door

A	fresh	pungent	scent,	of	undergrowth,	

leaves	forming	around	a	damp	swirling	root

They	are	birthed	by	the	spine,	

and	eight	legs	crawl	out	unforgivingly

Its	wet	leafy	roots	steal	away	my	journal

Imitating	a	skittish	Araneae

It	crawls	towards	my	door	frame

I	don't	want	you	at	the	door

Same	place	and	time	as	always

Are	you	waiting	for	me?

Have	I	taken	something	that	perhaps	belonged	to	you?

I	doubt	it.	

I	think	that	you	are	curious

but	solely	because	you’ve	done	something	to	me,	

What	are	you	waiting	for?	

Come	after	me!

Steal	me	away	with	your	nonexistent	hands.

I'm	ready.	I'm	waiting-and	the	wait	is	breaking	me

Even	your	posture	bothers	me

Why	stand	by	my	door?

All	bent	and	crooked	like	an	old	crippled	crow

Your	peculiar	bend	scares	me	and	has	me	wonder

How	come	you	are	shaped	like	a	dying	flower?	

I	could	think	logically	like	any	other	human	being,	

that	your	absurd	height	forces	you	to	stand	uneasy.	

But	to	me	it	almost	seems	like...

your	interest	in	me	has	misshapen	you	that	way.	

I	don't	even	know	your	name?	Who	are	you?

Are	you	a	lady	or	something	disguised?

What	makes	me	the	test	to	your	devious	plays?	When	will

you	stop	waiting?	What	are	you	seeking?

I	don’t	know	who	she	is...But	she	stands	nearby

Giant	and	peculiar	with	great	delicate	hair

Hollow	eyes	of	glassy	reflection

Blue	tinted	skin	that	shows	gray	in	the	light

Why	stand	there	beside	my	door?

Does	she	want	something,	could	it	be	me?

I	never	see	her,	yet	I	know	she’s	there

Wearing	a	sunhat	by	my	moonlit	bedroom

Velvet	book	sitting	tame	on	my	arm

Why	stand	there	alone?

Even	though	your	presence	frightens	me

And	your	eyes	suffocate	me

Your	hands	alarm	me,	why	not	come	closer?

N

MY	DOOR	FRAME	AND	THE	LADY

by	ZayaVothz

Illustration	by	ZayaVothz
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Nature	and	Human	Body	Series	1,	Drawing	by	Edward	Zhang

To	me	that	is	unknown...

Skeletal	fingers	pick	up	the	violet	leather	book,	Ghost

hands	smooth	over	the	crisp	sheets

Roots	quickly	fall	back	inside	the	spine

And	exist	never	again

Green	ink	shimmers	from	the	side

The	lady	bends	her	head	

Peering	down	to	read	my	work

Her	nails	underline	each	sentence

Denting	the	paper	as	she	moves	along

Invading	my	internal	composition

Through	the	curves	and	lines	that	form	my	language

Why	visit	me	at	night	when	I’m	hoping	to	rest?

Though	surprisingly	your	presence	never	has	much	effect.

The	fact	that	I	never	see	you	in	the	day	occured	to	me

You	hide	in	the	dim	lit	corridor

only	the	sparkle	of	chandelier	exposes	your	identity

How	many	more	years	do	you	plan	to	stay?

Only	visit	and	never	greet?

She	slowly	pulls	the	writing	close	to	her	face

Licks	the	letters	one	by	one

Stopping	momentarily	to	smack	her	lips

To	savour	the	flavour

The	book	is	set	free	to	the	ground

Roots	sprout	once	more

The	violet	leather	bound	walks	itself	to	my	bed

Climbing	onto	my	sheets	and	perching	back	on	my	arm

Roots	slowly	disperse	and	disappear	into	the	spine

Are	you	spying	for	someone	else?

Sharing	experiences	through	your	eyes	to	theirs?

For	I	know	you	cannot	speak	

Can	you	enter	my	room?

Have	you	ever	felt…

the	cool	wood	beneath	your	corpse	feet?

When	I'm	asleep	do	you	come	touch	me?

Caress	my	forehead	and	comb	my	hair?

Sometimes	I	swear	I’ve	felt	your	pond-cold	skin

Do	you	love	me	or	do	you	hate	me?
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There	was	always	a	tip	or	a

tap	 scattered	 across	 the	 floors	where

old	 lovers	 used	 to	 sit	 as	 they

remembered	the	pictures	of	their	past.

Those	 pictures	 were	 scattered	 in	 the

air	just	as	they	were	scattered	in	their

minds.	The	walls	 laid	bare,	 so	 empty

that	 the	 only	 thing	 that	 proved	 the

little	house	had	ever	been	lived	in	was

a	bed	that	would	creak	at	night.	Even

when	they	had	laid	together,	they	had

never	 spoken.	 The	 room	 had	 grown

too	 cold	 too	 soon	 for	 the	 young
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lovers	to	know	what	to	do.	There	had

been	a	time	when	they	had	danced	at

night	to	cure	their	skin	of	their	sins.	It

had	brought	them	to	a	place	that	not

even	the	blues	could.	They’d	roll	their

hips	 so	 their	 troubles	 would	 go	 far

away.	They	had	danced	until	then	had

finally	come	to	terms	with	what	they

had	done.

There	 was	 no	 prayer	 or

heaven	 above	 that	 could	 help	 them,

for	 they	 both	 were	 broken.	 When

they	 were	 young,	 they	 had	 both

skinned	their	knees	trying	to	walk	on
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and	 pray	 just	 so	 she	 could	 get	 away

from	 the	 screams	 that	 had	 filled	 her

head	during	the	day.	And	she	danced.

She	 danced	 to	 the	 wind.	 She	 danced

to	keep	herself	sane.	She	danced	to	set

her	 mind	 free.	 While	 the	 boy	 she

would	 grow	 up	 to	 love	 one	 day	 lost

his	 freedom	 when	 his	 father	 had

chosen	 to	 run	 for	 what	 he	 had

created.	 The	 boy	 became	 the	man	 in

his	 home	 since	 his	mama	worked	 all

day.	 Nothing	 was	 ever	 the	 same	 for

him.	

Both	were	 creatures	of	need.

They	 had	 no	 one	 to	 hold.	 It	 was

lonely	 and	 they	 needed	 saving,	 so

they	 ran	 towards	 that	 hope	 and

before	they	knew	it	they	were	in	each

other's	 arms.	 This	 tied	 their	 faith	 to

love	because,	with	so	much	pain,	they

needed	 something	 to	 numb	 it	 away.

But	 as	 they	 aged	 the	 pain	 echoed,	 it

wouldn’t	 go	 away,	 and	 the	 pain

became	 the	 same	 it	 had	 been	 when

they	were	younger.

Youth	 bonded	 them	 but	 the

past	sickened	them.	They	dreamt	that

their	 love	 would	 last	 until	 their	 hair

turned	 gray	 and	 that	 it	 would	 never

change	 who	 they	 were.They	 just

wanted	 to	 feel	 loved,	 to	 fool

themselves,	and	they	became	addicted

to	 it.	 So	 they	danced	until	 it	 trapped

them	 within	 it	 and	 they	 found	 that

they	 could	 not	 let	 go.	 Their	 love

became	 a	 paradise	 that	 burned	 up

slowly.	Their	lives	slowly	turned	into

a	 recurring	 nightmare	 they	 couldn’t

let	go	of.

They	 no	 longer	 held	 each

other	 close	 when	 they	 danced.	 One

moment	 they	 were	 talking	 and	 the

next,	they	weren’t.	She	began	to	drift

away.	 She	 no	 longer	 called	 his	 name

as	 she	 had	 before.	 Each	 time	 she

wished	 she	 could	 believe	 what	 he

whispered	into	her	ear.	Each	time	she

felt	the	sadness	that	drained	away	her

hope.	After	 it	was	 all	 done,	 the	man

would	 whisper	 in	 her	 ear	 that	 he

didn’t	 mean	 the	 things	 that	 he	 had

said.	That	it	would	be	the	last	time	he

would	ever	speak	to	her	 in	that	tone.

Sometimes,	 she	 believed	 him,	 and
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other	 times	 she	 tried	 to	 fade	 into	 the

background.	

The	first	time	he	had	laid	his

hands	 on	 her,	 she	 thought	 it	 was	 a

joke	from	above.	When	she	had	been

young,	 she	had	 said	 she	would	never

allow	 her	 lover	 to	 hit	 her	 like	 her

father	beat	her	mother.	By	twenty	she

had	 already	 broken	 this	 promise.

There	were	no	friends	to	help	her,	so

she	tried	to	make	it	go	away	the	only

way	she	knew	how.	She	picked	up	the

shoes	 that	 she	 had	 once	 adored	 and

strapped	 them	 on	 her	 feet	 and	 she

became	free.

Her	 heart	 didn’t	 match	 her

mind;	 she	 no	 longer	 knew	 what	 to

believe.	 Perhaps	 it	 was	 a	 phase?	 The

man	who	kissed	her	when	she	tried	to

leave	was	kind.	He	was	 the	one	who

held	 her	 when	 she	 was	 sad.	 Her

confusion	 shifted	 between	 deep	 love

and	 the	 feeling	 that	 she	 wished	 him

dead.	 Her	 mind	 said	 one	 thing,	 but

her	heart	kept	lying	to	keep	her	alive.

Her	skin	was	no	 longer	white,	 it	had

turned	purple	so	she	became	blue.	She

spoke,	 “My	 man	 has	 taken	 my

happiness	away,	but	we	have	no	plans

of	moving	on.”

When	 she	 looked	 in	 the

mirror	 she	 saw	 was	 what	 he	 had

created.	 When	 she	 wiped	 off	 her

makeup	 she	 saw	 the	 pain	 he	 had

made.	Her	 arms	had	 the	marks	 from

their	 maker.	 Her	 broken	 thoughts

tried	to	make	it	all	go	away:	if	he	were

the	man	he	used	 to	be,	 she	 reasoned,

then	 she	 wouldn’t	 have	 to	 be	 that

way.	If	only	he	had	not	lost	all	of	his

aspirations.	 So	 she	 kept	 her	 head

down	 because	 she	 had	 given	 up

everything	 for	 nothing.	 When	 night

came	 she	 waited	 for	 the	 bang	 of	 the

front	 door	 when	 he	 would	 come

home	and	she	let	him	take	her	dreams

of	 love	 away.	 When	 she	 finally	 fell

asleep	 she	 dreamt	 of	 the	 morning

with	 its	 birds	 singing	 to	 her	 gently

and	hoped	it	would	not	mock	her	for

her	 faith	 in	 a	 man	who	 had	 none	 in

her.

When	 good	 days	 deceived

him,	 he	 bought	 her	 a	 dozen	 roses.

When	 bad	 days	 visited	 him,	 he
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showed	 her	 that	 he	 was	 a	 man	 by

taking	 the	 hands	 that	 had	 once	 held

her	 gently	 and	 struck	 her.	 The

morning	light	was	the	only	thing	that

made	her	stay	because	even	when	she

was	blue,	 she	 could	have	purple	 toes

when	she	put	on	her	shoes.	No	matter

how	much	pain	she	was	in	she	would

stand	 on	 her	 toes.That	 pain	 that

stabbed	 through	her	broken	 feet	was

an	old	familiar	friend.

Then	 she	 got	 bigger	 and	 her

heart	more	bitter.	She	would	stay	for

the	 babe	 that	 lay	 in	 her	 stomach	but

her	love	had	died	before	the	child	had

even	been	made.	It	had	died	the	night

when	he	had	thrown	her	ballet	shoes

in	 the	 trash,	 and	 with	 them,	 her

dreams.	 So	 she	 became	 a	 ghost	 and

looked	 at	 everything	 as	 if	 she	 were

blue.	 What	 if	 she	 could	 have	 given

him	 some	 joy?	 Could	 she	 have
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created	 a	 happy	 home	 just	 like	 the

illusion	 she	 used	 to	 believe	 in?	 	 But

no	 photos	 hung	 on	 the	 walls.	 The

white	 walls	 became	 tainted	 and	 as

much	as	 she	 tried	 to	 fool	herself,	 she

knew	that	even	though	he	had	stolen

her	happiness,	she	would	never	leave.

She	 held	 her	 bump	 and	 accepted	 his

sweet	lies	and	knew	the	only	day	she

would	 ever	 get	 away	 would	 be	 on

Judgment	Day.	

As	she	walked	down	the	aisle

she	could	feel	people's	eyes	on	her	as

they	smiled	with	wide	open	faces.	She

wore	 all	white	 as	 tears	washed	 away

her	face,	for	the	fact	that	this	was	her

fate	 and	 all	 she	 could	 say	 was	 “I’ve

lost	it	all	at	twenty	two.”	

She	 has	 been	 cursed	 to	 die

blue	 with	 purple	 toes,	 yet	 no	 one

would	know	in	the	end.	*
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He	had	playfully	included	a

little	 frog	 in	 the	 corner.	 He	 used	 his

richest	 pigments–it	 seemed	 as	 though

the	 bright	 hues	 would	 remain

imprinted	 behind	 his	 eyelids	 forever.

The	 brush	 moved	 practically	 of	 its

own	 accord	 across	 the	 canvas	 as	 the

glorious	scent	of	paint	wafted	through

the	air…

A	 dull	 thud	 woke	 the

prisoner	 with	 a	 start.	 He	 raised

himself	 onto	 his	 elbows	 and	 peered

out	into	the	darkness	beyond	his	cell.

A	 lean	 man	 was	 silently	 picking	 his

way	 along	 the	 hallway	 towards	 his

cell.	The	prisoner’s	 chest	 seized	with

fear.	 He	 could	 barely	 make	 out	 the

hazy	 form	 of	 the	 prison	 guard,	 who

was	 slumped	 against	 the	 wall,	 fast

asleep.	 The	 prisoner	 pressed	 himself

against	the	wall	of	his	cell	and	hoped

that	 the	man	would	pass	him	by.	He

was	not	so	lucky.		

The	man	 stopped	 in	 front	 of	 his	 cell

and	beckoned	to	the	prisoner.	A	thin

package	 was	 passed	 through	 the
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narrow	bars.	

“You	know	what	to	do.”	The

man	 spoke	 quietly.	 The	 prisoner

looked	at	him	pleadingly,	but	the	man

remained	expressionless.	“I’ll	be	back

in	ten	days.”

As	the	man	melted	back	into

the	 darkness,	 the	 prisoner	 sighed

unhappily,	 knowing	 he	 was	 in	 for

several	sleepless	nights.	After	looking

furtively	 at	 the	 neighboring	 cells	 to

make	sure	nobody	was	watching,	 the

prisoner	 scurried	 to	 the	 farthest

corner	 of	 the	 cell	 and	 set	 about	 his

work.	

Otto,	 the	 blacksmith,	 was

tired	 and	 irritated.	 Someone	 in	 the

cell	 next	 to	 him	 kept	 scratching

around	in	the	middle	of	the	night	and

would	not	stop	the	infernal	noise	long

enough	 for	Otto	 to	 sleep	more	 than

an	hour	at	a	time.	

One	more	night	of	that,	Otto

grumbled	 to	 himself,	 and	 I’ll	 reach

through	the	bars	and	wring	his	neck!

He	had	only	been	in	his	new

cell	 for	 a	 year,	 and	 was	 already
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fantasizing	 about	 a	 jailbreak.	 He

missed	 his	 old	 cell	 terribly;	 it	 had

been	 located	 in	 front	 of	 the	 only

window.	It	may	have	been	drafty	and

cold	 much	 of	 the	 time,	 but	 with	 his

view	 of	 the	 forest	 outside,	 he	 could

easily	imagine	himself	free	among	the

trees	and	flowers.	For	years,	time	had

floated	 by	 as	 easily	 as	 the	 passing

butterflies.

When	the	madness	began	and

new	prisoners	arrived	in	hordes,	Otto

had	been	moved	to	one	of	 the	newer

wings	of	the	prison,	a	small	stretch	of

corridor	 only	 large	 enough	 for	 two

cells.	All	he	had	to	look	at	now	was	a

blank	 wall	 of	 stone,	 and,	 try	 as	 he

might,	 could	 not	 find	 his	 way	 back

into	his	daydreams	of	fruit	and	petals.

Now,	 time	 barely	 moved	 at	 all,	 its

wings	 weighed	 down	 by	 the

suffocating	rock.	

His	 one	 escape	 from	 the

nearly	 unbearable	 monotony	 of

prison	 life	 was	 sleep,	 where	 real

dreams	carried	him	into	exotic	worlds

far	away	from	his	cell.	Unfortunately,

this	 form	 of	 escape	 was	 constantly

interrupted	 by	 his	 noise-maker	 of	 a

neighbor,	 and	 Otto,	 normally	 mild-

tempered,	 was	 on	 the	 verge	 of	 an

angry	tantrum.	

Perhaps	 the	excess	noise	was

owed	to	the	construction	of	their	two

cells.	It	seemed	that	they	had	run	out

of	material	when	building	this	meager

stretch	 of	 hallway,	 for	 the	 wall

separating	 the	 two	 cells	 was	 only

stone	 for	 the	back	half.	The	 rest	was

divided	 by	 the	 same	 iron	 bars	 as	 the

front	 of	 his	 cell.	 Despite	 the	 lack	 of

privacy,	 the	other	prisoner	had	never

made	 himself	 visible	 to	 Otto,

choosing	 to	 stay	 out	 of	 his	 sight

behind	 the	 stone	 partition.	 Otto

might	 have	 doubted	 his	 existence	 if

not	for	the	scratching.	

One	 afternoon,	 after	 a

particularly	 noisy	 night,	 Otto	 made

up	 his	 mind	 to	 confront	 his	 elusive

neighbor.	He	dragged	himself	off	his

uncomfortable	 cot	 and	 looked

through	the	iron	bars.	

“Hello?”	 he	 called	 out	 with
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uncertainty.	 There	 was	 no	 response.

“Excuse	 me?	 I	 need	 to	 speak	 with

you.”	

Silence.	 Otto	 flushed	 with

annoyance.	 The	 man	 felt	 no	 qualms

about	 creating	 a	 ruckus	 when	 Otto

wanted	 to	 sleep,	 but	 didn’t	 make	 a

peep	 when	 he	 was	 actually	 asked	 to

speak?	

“Oy!	Come	talk	to	me	like	a

man	before	I	send	the	contents	of	my

chamber	pot	your	way!”	

His	 words	 were	 met	 with	 a

loud	 crash	 that	 reverberated	 through

the	 air	 and	 brought	 a	 prison	 guard

running.	

“What	 the	 devil	 is	 going	 on

here?”	The	guard,	a	young	man	with

a	wispy	goatee	and	pale	eyes,	glared	at

Otto	accusingly.	

Otto	 pointed	 towards	 the

other	cell.	“He	made	the	noise.”

	 The	 guard	 suddenly	 looked

nervous.	“Ah,	well,	 that	prisoner	 is	a

bit	 special,	 you	 know,	 we	 don’t	 like

to,	 well,	 I	 would	 leave	 him	 alone.”

His	goatee	quivered.	

“Leave	him	alone?”	Otto	was

outraged.	 “He’s	 been	 extremely

disruptive!	 You	 cannot	 allow	 this	 to

continue,	I’ll	go	mad.”	

“Lower	your	voice,	for	frog’s

sake!”	 The	 guards'	 eyes	 were	 wide.

“If	what	 the	 others	 say	 is	 true,	 your

neighbor’s	 not	 a	 man	 you	 want	 to

anger.”

“What	do	they	say?”

The	guard	gulped.“He	was	 a

painter.”

Otto’s	 eyes	 widened.	 “Did

the	 Queen	 throw	 him	 in	 here	 for

that?”	

“Worse.	 They	 say,”	 he

paused	for	effect,	“he	painted	a	frog.”

Otto	 gasped.	 The	 guard

shushed	him	quickly.	

“Was	 he	 with	 the

Rebellion?”	 Otto’s	 palms	 began	 to

sweat.	

The	guard	shrugged,	but	said

ominously,	 “In	 this	 day	 and	 age,

anything’s	 possible.”	 He	 looked

pensive	for	a	moment,	then	wandered

off	 down	 the	 hall,	 leaving	 a	 now

terrified	Otto	behind	him.

Maybe	 he	 would	 be	 better

off	 leaving	 his	 neighbor	 to	make	 his

nightly	 noises	 in	 peace.	 After	 all,

nobody	in	their	right	mind	would	get

mixed	up	with	that	sort	of	person.	

The	prisoner	was	 almost	out

of	 time.	 He	 was	 beginning	 to	 panic.

How	on	earth	was	he	going	to	finish

in	a	week?	He	had	become	more	and

more	 reckless	 as	 the	 days	 went	 by,

and	 was	 still	 cursing	 himself	 for

kicking	 over	 the	 paint	 can.	 The

bumbling	 guard	 was	 not	 likely	 to

investigate,	 but	 his	 nosy	 neighbor

could	prove	problematic.	

A	 year	 ago,	 the	 prisoner

would	 have	 answered	 the	 man’s

insistent	 calls,	 or	 perhaps	 made	 an

effort	 to	 be	 quieter.	 Now,	 a	 wall

seemed	 to	 separate	 him	 from	 such

empathy.	Besides,	 he	 had	 no	 time	 to

dwell	on	insignificant	matters.	

Conscious	of	his	quickly	approaching

deadline,	the	prisoner	pulled	the	cloth

from	 under	 his	 cot,	 loosened	 the

brick	 from	 the	 back	 of	 his	 cell	 and

retrieved	his	brush	and	box	of	paints.

As	always,	his	materials	brought	back

a	 crushing	 wave	 of	 nostalgia	 and

sorrow,	 the	 only	 emotions	 he	 let

himself	feel.	As	he	began	to	paint,	he

drowned	 in	 the	 colors,	 spiraling

deeper	 and	deeper	 into	 the	dark	well

of	memory.	

He	 brushed	 green	 onto	 the

rough	 cloth.	Countess	was	 singing,	 a

wailing	 aria	 punctuated	 by	 the

occasional	sob.	Dark	brown	followed

the	 green,	 a	 muted	 wash	 bleeding

across	the	background.	He	was	fifteen

again,	 eagerly	 watching	 Countess

spread	 brushfulls	 of	 paint	 onto	 a

canvas	 and	 swirling	 them	 into	 a

symphony	 of	 color.	 He	 looked	 on

enviously	 as	 her	 clients	 fawned	 over

her	 creations.	 When	 he	 told	 her	 he

was	 jealous	 of	 her	 success,	 she

pinched	his	cheek	playfully.	

The	 prisoner	 rubbed	 his	 face,	 the

echo	 of	 her	 touch	 as	 exhilarating	 as

the	 real	 one	 had	 been.	 He	 imagined

her	 hand	 over	 his	 as	 he	 traced

shadows	 around	 the	 cloth.	 Darkness

stalked	 color	 like	 the	 untiring
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huntsman	of	death.		

Meanwhile,	 Otto	 was

dreaming	his	 favorite	dream.	He	was

surrounded	 by	 serving	 platters

heaped	with	meats	and	pies,	their	rich

aromas	 spiraling	 through	 the	 air	 and

into	 his	 nostrils.	He	 happily	 reached

for	 a	 mountain	 of	 roasted	 potatoes,

grasping	 a	 cool	 goblet	 of	 mead	 with

one	 hand.	 Just	 as	 Otto	 was	 lifting	 a

steaming	 forkful	 of	 meat	 pie	 to	 his

mouth,	he	was	ripped	from	his	dream

by	a	 loud	 scuffling	noise.	 	Groaning,

he	turned	over	on	his	narrow	cot	and

tried	 to	 go	 back	 to	 sleep.	 Ever	 since

his	conversation	with	the	guard,	Otto

had	 done	 his	 best	 to	 ignore	 his

neighbor’s	 constant	 commotion.

Every	 time	 he	 felt	 ready	 to	 explode

with	 irritation,	 he	 remembered	 the

guard’s	 somber	warning	 and	 thought

better	of	it.	

But	this	time,	as	he	buried	his

face	 in	 his	 flattened	 pillow,	 Otto

cursed	 the	 guard	 for	 planting	 fear	 in

his	mind.	 For	 all	 he	 knew,	 the	 other

prisoner	could	be	harmless,	even	if	he

were	 a	 painter.	After	 all,	 there	was	 a

very	slim	chance	that	he	was	with	the

Rebellion	 at	 all.	Most	members	were

still	 at	 large,	 weren’t	 they?	 Yes,	 he

would	get	up	and	give	the	man	a	piece

of	 his	 mind.	 Otto	 raised	 himself	 on

his	 elbows.	 Then	 again,	 he’d	 been

warned	 to	 avoid	 artists,	 even	 before

the	rebellion.	Dangerous	types,	 those

creatures,	 his	 father	 had	 always	 told

him.	Otto	 laid	 back	 down.	 Plucking

an	image	from	thin	air	and	making	 it

appear,	 as	 if	 by	 magic,	 on	 a	 canvas?

Why,	 they’re	 practically	 witches!

Can’t	be	trusted.	And	that	was	before

Jerome	 Bordeau	 and	 his	 band	 of

revolutionaries	 had	 even	 been	 heard

of.	 Otto	 heaved	 a	 sigh,	 knowing	 he

would	 have	 to	 leave	 his	 neighbor

alone.		

The	 noise	 finally	 ceased,	 but

sleep	 continued	 to	 evade	 him.	 Otto

tried	in	vain	to	plump	his	pillow;	the

threadbare	 fabric	 seemed	 determined

to	stay	flat.	After	a	few	more	minutes

of	tossing	and	turning,	he	gave	up.	He

stretched	 wearily	 and	 padded	 across
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the	cold	stone	floor	to	the	front	of	the

cell,	 hoping	 the	 few	 steps	 of	 exercise

would	 tire	 him	 out.	 He	 looked

through	 the	 bars	 to	 his	 neighbor’s

cell,	hoping	to	catch	a	glimpse	of	 the

elusive	 man.	 Though	 the	 thought	 of

being	 face	 to	 face	 with	 a	 painter

terrified	 him,	 he	 couldn’t	 help	 his

curiosity.	

As	always,	the	other	prisoner

was	out	of	 sight,	 and	Otto	moved	 to

turn	away	with	a	mixture	of	relief	and

disappointment.	 As	 he	 turned	 to	 his

cot,	something	caught	his	eye.	

At	 least	 three	 days	worth	 of

meals	had	collected	on	his	neighbor’s

cement	 floor,	 nearly	 out	 of	 Otto’s

field	of	vision.	His	stomach	growled.

Since	 the	 prisoners	 were	 given

miniscule	 portions	 of	 food	 each	 day,

Otto’s	 large	 appetite	 was	 never

satisfied.	 He	 couldn’t	 believe	 the

prisoner	 was	 letting	 this	 precious

commodity	 go	 to	 waste.	 Ungrateful

wretch.	Then	he	grinned	slyly.	 If	 the

prisoner	 didn’t	 want	 his	 food,	 he

surely	wouldn’t	 object	 if	 	Otto	 took

some…

He	 hesitated	 at	 first,	 the

guard’s	 warning	 loud	 in	 his	 mind.

Then,	 a	pang	of	hunger	 tore	 through

him.	Hunger	was	at	war	with	caution,

his	 stomach	 doing	 excellent	 battle

against	 his	 mind.	 He	 wasn’t

confronting	 the	 man,	 his	 stomach

argued,	 simply	 taking	 what	 he

wouldn’t	miss.	The	other	man	would

never	 even	 know.	 His	 mind

countered	 feebly,	 but	 his	 appetite

won	out	against	reason.	Otto	checked

the	 corridor	 to	 make	 sure	 nobody

was	 watching.	 As	 usual,	 the	 night

guard	 had	 nodded	 off	 against	 the

wall.	 Smiling,	 he	 tiptoed	 to	 the	 iron

bars	 between	 his	 cell	 and	 the	 next,

gripped	 the	 cold	 metal	 tightly	 with

one	 hand,	 and	 reached	 into	 the	 dark

cell	as	far	as	he	could	with	the	other.

The	 food	 was	 farther	 away	 than	 he

had	 anticipated.	 Otto	 was	 forced	 to

turn	 his	 head	 at	 an	 odd	 angle	 and

fumble	blindly	into	the	air.	He	closed

his	hand	around	a	cool	object.	To	his

horror,	 the	 object	 made	 a	 muffled

noise	of	surprise	and	grabbed	back	at
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his	 hand.	 Otto’s	 heart	 leaped	 in	 the

chest,	heart	thumping.	

A	 whiskered	 face	 glared	 at	 him

through	 the	 bars	 of	 his	 cell,	 its

features	 ghastly	 and	 horrible	 in	 the

dim	light.	Otto	ripped	his	hand	from

the	iron	grip.		

“Who	 dares	 to	 invade	 my

privacy?”	 The	 man’s	 voice	 was	 icy,

his	voice	burning	into	Otto’s	ears.	

Otto	 desperately	 wanted	 to

back	 away	 from	 the	 prisoner,	 but

couldn’t	 move.	 He	 stood,	 rooted	 to

the	spot	as	if	hypnotized	by	the	man’s

furious	gaze.	

“Well?”

Otto	 struggled	 to	 open	 his

clenched	 jaw.	“I–”	his	voice	croaked.

He	gestured	helplessly	at	the	food.	

“Oh.”	The	prisoner	frowned,

his	 voice	 thawing	 marginally.	 “	 I

suppose	 you	 are	 welcome	 to	 my

rations.	I	never	eat	much.”

Otto	could	see	that,	now	that

his	 heart	 had	 stopped	 threatening	 to

break	out	of	his	chest.	The	prisoner’s

clothes	 hung	 off	 his	 rake-thin	 frame,

his	 bones	 plainly	 visible	 through	 the

striped	 fabric.	 His	 cheeks	 were

hollowed	 and	 his	 skin	 sallow,	 with

long	black	hair	that	shone	dully	in	the

faint	 candlelight.	 The	 prisoner’s	 eyes

drooped	with	exhaustion	and	his	back

slumped	defeatedly.	He	bent	stiffly	to

grab	 the	 food	 and	 passed	 it	 through

the	bars	to	a	salivating	Otto.	

“Thank	you,”	he	managed	to

say.	He	gratefully	 accepted	 the	 food,

but	gasped	involuntarily	when	he	saw

the	other	prisoner’s	hands.	They	were

covered	 in	 paint.	 The	 rumors	 were

true.	

The	 painter	 started	 and

shoved	his	hands	behind	his	back.	

Otto’s	pulse	thundered	in	his

ears.	 “Were	 you	 really–”	 he

swallowed.	 “Were	 you	 really	 part	 of

the	Rebellion?”	He	dropped	his	voice

to	 a	 whisper.	 “Did	 you	 know

Jerome?”

The	 painter’s	 eyes	 flashed

murderously.	 “Only	 fools	 inquire

about	 Jer–”	 he	 choked	 on	 the	 name.

To	Otto’s	surprise,	the	painter	turned

away,	cutting	their	conversation	short
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without	another	word.	

Otto’s	knees	shook	from	the

man’s	abrupt	exit.	

The	 painter	 collapsed	 into

the	 darkness,	 the	 half-spoken	 name

vile	 on	 his	 tongue.	 His	 head	 swam

with	 thoughts	 of	 him:	 his	 charming

smile	thrown	casually	over	a	shoulder

as	 he	 walked	 down	 the	 road.	 The

painter	 staggered	 to	 his	 cot,	 seeing

only	 the	 hordes	 of	 people	 gathering,

Jerome	 in	 the	midst	 of	 it	 all	 like	 the

pulsing	blue	flame	at	the	center	of	an

inferno.	 The	 painter’s	 ears	 rang	with

the	 vengeful	 cries	 of	 the	 protesters,

his	own	the	loudest	of	all.	

Sometime	 in	 the	 night,	 the

painter	slipped	into	a	restless	slumber.

He	 jostled	 for	 position	 in	 the	 large

crowd	around	 the	podium.	He	heard

only	 snippets	 of	 the	 speech.	 “Calls

herself	 Queen	 but	 cares	 not	 for	 the

people...”	 the	painter	 elbowed	 a	man

in	 the	 ribs	 “...resources	 to	 fuel	 our

artistic	prowess...”	the	man	glared	and

elbowed	 back	 “...mobilize	 our	 forces

and	 build	 allies	 along...”	 the	 painter

pushed	his	way	 to	a	 rock	“...will	 feel

the	might	 of	 the	 creative	mind...”	 he

leapt	onto	 the	 rock	 and	 finally	had	 a

clear	 view,	 just	 as	 the	 golden-haired

man	 finished,	 his	 voice	 ringing,

“...and	 together	 we	 can	 make	 things

right!	 I	 am	willing	 to	 do	whatever	 it

takes,	 and	 I	 know	 I	 can	 count	 on

you.”	 He	 looked	 directly	 at	 the

painter,	 the	 crowd	 swelling	 with

noise,	and	the	golden	eyes	swallowed

him	 whole–the	 painter	 shuddered

awake.	Whatever	it	takes….

He	 blinked	 tears	 of	 shame

and	fury	from	his	eyes.	

Otto	 lay	 awake	 for	 hours

after	 his	 encounter	 with	 the	 painter.

He	 couldn’t	 get	 the	man’s	 anguished

face	 out	 of	 his	 brain.	 It	 made	 no

sense:	 as	 far	 as	 Otto	 knew,	 Jerome

Bordeau’s	infamous	band	of	artists	all

staunchly	supported	him.	The	painter

should	 have	 leapt	 at	 the	 chance	 to

crow	about	his	 leader	and	 the	rest	of

the	 Frog	 Rebellion.	 And	 yet	 he

hadn’t.	He	 could	 hardly	 believe	 he’d
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gotten	 away	 with	 only	 a	 few	 harsh

words	 the	 night	 before.

Revolutionaries	 like	 the	 painter	were

said	 to	 have	 slaughtered	 frogs	 (Yes!

Frogs!	 Did	 there	 exist	 a	 more

blasphemous	 crime?)	 And	 yet	 the

painter	 had	 caught	 Otto	 in	 the	 very

act	 of	 stealing	 and	 had	 given	 him

exactly	 what	 he	 wanted.	 As	 the

memory	 of	 the	 painter’s	 pained	 gaze

flashed	 once	 more	 through	 Otto’s

weary	mind,	his	heart	twinged	with	a

strange	emotion.	Could	he	be	pitying

a	man	 everyone	 said	 he	 should	 fear?

Was	the	painter	even	worthy	of	pity?

Otto	didn’t	have	a	clue.

Before	 he	 knew	 it,	 it	 was

morning.	 Well,	 the	 prison	 sort	 of

morning,	only	made	noticeable	by	the

changing	 of	 guard,	 for	 the	 dismal

light	 emanating	 from	 the	 wall	 torch

never	changed.	Otto	must	have	dozed

off	 at	 some	 point,	 for	 he	 was

awakened	 by	 the	 angry	 voice	 of	 the

day-guard	 —	 “again,	 Don?	 What

kind	 of	 useless	 night-guard	 falls

asleep	 on	 duty?”—	 a	 daily	 wake-up

call	as	consistent	as	a	church	bell.	

Blocking	 out	 Don’s	 angry

retort,	Otto	rubbed	his	tired	eyes	and

blinked	 sleepily.	 When	 his	 vision

focused,	he	was	shocked	to	see	a	small

pile	 of	 food	 laying	 by	 the	 bars

separating	his	cell	from	the	next.	

The	 rest	 of	 the	 painter’s

rations.

Otto	was	more	puzzled	than

ever,	but	 grateful	nonetheless.	Under

the	cover	of	the	now	loudly	bickering

guards,	 Otto	 picked	 up	 the	 food,

calling	 “thank	 you”	 to	 the	 painter

through	 the	 bars.	 Then	 he	 cringed,

thinking	how	angry	his	 father	would

be	to	hear	Otto	accept	a	gift	from	an

artist.	

“Don’t	 get	 used	 to	 it.”	 To

Otto’s	 even	 greater	 surprise,	 the

painter	 appeared	 before	 him,	 dark

eyes	glittering.	

Otto	 struggled	 to	 maintain

his	 composure,	 but	 he	 managed	 to

force	a	smile.	“You	should	keep	some

for	 yourself.	 You	 look	 awfully

skinny.”

The	painter	didn’t	 smile,	but
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Otto	 thought	 the	 taught	 lines	 of	 his

face	 lessened	 somewhat.	 Encouraged

by	his	tiny	victory,	Otto	dared	to	ask,

timidly,	 “may	 I	 ask	why	you	 gave	 it

to	me?”

The	painter	looked	at	him	for

a	 long	 time	 before	 answering.	 “I

suppose	you	remind	me	of	somebody

I	used	to	know.”

“Who?”	

The	 painter’s	 face	 snapped

closed.	 “I	 don’t	 remember.	 Mind

your	 own	 business,”	 he	 added

sharply,	turning	away.	

Otto	watched	him	go,	feeling

strangely	hurt	by	his	abrupt	dismissal.

What	 was	 the	 matter	 with	 him?	 He

shouldn’t	 care	 whether	 the	 painter

confided	in	him	or	not.	He’s	an	artist,

he	reminded	himself.	A	villain.	

The	 painter	 didn’t	 know

what	 had	made	 him	 say	 it.	 The	man

was	 nothing	 like	 her;	 the	 way	 he

looked,	 the	 way	 he	 spoke,	 almost

everything	 was	 different.	 Yet

something	 in	 the	 prisoner’s

expression,	 maybe	 his	 tone	 of	 voice

or	 the	 glint	 in	 his	 eye,	 reminded	 the

painter	 deeply,	 terribly,	 of	Countess.

And	 with	 her	 came	 the	 ever-present

reminder	of	his	terrible	crimes.	

You’re	 the	 villain,	 he	 reminded

himself.	 You	 can	 never	 forget	 that.

The	 painter	 didn’t	 deserve	 to	 speak

her	 name,	 let	 alone	 think	 it.	 But	 he

couldn’t	 help	 reaching	 for	 the

memories	 constantly,	 like	 an	 addict

uncontrollably	reaching	for	his	drug.	

He	punished	himself	in	other

ways,	denying	himself	food	and	sleep

when	he	could.	Sometimes	his	hunger

became	too	great	to	bear,	and	he	was

forced	 to	 eat.	 Giving	 away	 his	 food

neatly	 solved	 the	 problem,	 though	 it

ran	 the	 danger	 of	 making	 the	 other

prisoner	 like	 him.	 The	 painter	 had

learned	his	lesson	with	friendship.	He

knew	 his	 rotted	 soul	 would	 only

poison	 the	 other	 man.	 Still,	 he

couldn’t	help	but	be	drawn	to	him.	

Before	he	knew	what	he	was

doing,	 he	 was	 standing	 by	 the	 iron

bars.	 Stop.	 Turn	 back.	 “I	 remember

now.”	 He	 couldn’t	 believe	 his	 own
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ears	when	he	spoke.	

The	 other	 man	 appeared

immediately,	 smile	 breaking	 over	 his

face.	

Stupid,	 stupid.	 Against	 his

will,	 the	 painter	 spoke	 again.

“Countess.”	 Speaking	 her	 name	 felt

like	 witnessing	 a	 rising	 sun.	 Stop

talking.	 He	 couldn’t	 stop.	 “You

remind	me	of	Countess.”			

The	 other	 prisoner	 opened

his	mouth	to	speak.	

Don’t	 ask.	 “Who	 was

Countess?”	

Don’t	answer.	

The	 painter	 was	 sickened

with	 himself	 and	 tried	 to	 keep	 from

speaking,	 to	 deny	 himself	 the	 relief.

The	words	spilled	out	unbidden.	“She

took	me	 in	 when	 I	 was	 orphaned	 at

nine	 years	 of	 age.	 Countess,”	 he

spoke	 her	 beautiful	 name	 eagerly,

guiltily,	 “was	 an	 artist	 with	 many

skills–a	 multi-faceted	 gem.	 She	 sang

opera	 and	 danced	 flamenco,	 told

fortunes	 and	 painted	 portraits.”	 He

trailed	 off,	 overwhelmed	 by	 the

deluge	 of	 long-repressed

memories.Visions	of	Countess	floated

and	 fluttered	 in	 a	 million	 different

ways	throughout	his	mind.	Her	voice

wailed	through	one	aria	after	another,

each	 note	 flying	 higher	 and	 higher

above	her	fiery	hair.	He	remembered

her	 crying	 with	 happiness,	 her	 tears

indistinguishable	 from	 raindrops	 as

she	danced	in	a	thunderstorm.	

“What	happened	to	her?”	

The	 painter’s	 visions

exploded,	the	fallen	memories	drifting

away	like	ashes.		“She	died.”

Otto	 stood,	 thunderstruck,

as	 the	 painter	 left	 him	 once	 more.

Each	time	Otto	spoke	to	him,	he	felt

exposed	 to	 a	 deep	 sadness,	 the

painter’s	past	raw	to	the	touch.	He	no

longer	 believed	 that	 the	 man	 was

wicked,	 and	 Otto’s	 previous	 fear	 of

the	 man	 had	 melted	 away	 to	 pity.

Perhaps	 this	 was	 foolish.	 His	 father

would	 certainly	 have	 called	 him	 a

soft-hearted	 idiot,	 but	 Otto	 didn’t

care.	

Someone	 who	 loved	 and
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grieved	 that	 fiercely	 could	 not	 be	 all

bad.	 He	 followed	 Jerome,	 a	 small

voice	 reminded	 him.	 He	 can’t	 have

been	 good.	 Otto	 ignored	 it.	 Perhaps

he	 had	 been	 coerced	 into	 the

Rebellion.	 And	 the	 frog	 painting?

That	 was	 just	 a	 rumor,	 and	 surely	 a

false	 one	 at	 that.	 Otto	 swatted	 the

little	voice	away.	

Later	 in	 the	 day,	 when	 the

day-guard	 passed	 out	 his	meal,	Otto

pushed	 a	 portion	 of	 it	 through	 the

bars	 to	 the	 painter’s	 cell.	 He	 told

himself	 he	was	 repaying	 the	man	 for

the	food	he	had	given	him,	that	it	was

mere	 politeness,	 an	 eye	 for	 an	 eye.

However,	 Otto	 couldn’t	 help	 but

hope	that	the	small	gift	might	ease	the

man’s	torment.	

Well	 really,	 he	 admitted	 to

himself,	you	also	want	to	hear	the	rest

of	the	story.	Otto	sat	down	on	his	cot

and	waited.

The	 painter	 couldn’t	 believe

his	 eyes	 when	 the	 other	 prisoner

pushed	 food	 through	 the	 bars.	 Why

wasn’t	 he	 leaving	 him	 alone?

Couldn’t	 the	 other	 prisoner	 see	 that

the	 painter	 was	 bad,	 that	 he	 was

dangerous	 and	 broken	 and

unworthy?

He	 couldn’t	 allow	 the	 prisoner’s

kindness	 to	 continue.	 The	 painter

stalked	 to	 the	 food	 	and	picked	 it	up

angrily.	“What	is	this?”	he	demanded

in	a	whisper	through	the	bars.	

“Please	 take	 this	 as	 a	 gift	 in

return	for	what	you	gave	me.”

“A	 gift.”	 The	 word	 tasted

foreign	on	his	tongue.

The	man	smiled.	Smiled.	

“Why	 are	 you	 giving	 me

gifts?	I	don’t	deserve	gifts!”	

“Why	not?”	

His	 earnestness	 was

infuriating.	“I’m	a	painter!”

The	man	scoffed.	“And	I’m	a

blacksmith!	 Our	 professions	 do	 not

determine	who	we	 are.	 The	Queen’s

law	against	all	artists	is	wrong.”	

“It	 isn’t.	 I’m–I’m...”	 the

painter	 fished	 wildly	 for	 the	 right

words.	 “A	 vicious	 disaster,	 a

poisoned	 arrow,	 a...a…	 stop	 raising
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your	eyebrows!”

The	 blacksmith	 only	 lifted

them	higher.	

Why	 didn’t	 he	 get	 it?

Countess	 had	 been	 the	 same.	 She

believed	 in	 the	 painter’s	 goodness,

and	it	had	brought	her	to	her	demise.

Maybe	 the	 truth	would	 convince	 the

blacksmith.	

“It’s	 my	 fault	 she’s	 dead.”

The	painter	began	coldly.	“I	exposed

her	 to	 Jerome.”	 Speaking	 the	 name

felt	 like	 tearing	 a	 dagger	 through	 his

flesh.	 He	 welcomed	 the	 pain.	 “I

painted	 the	 bloody	 frog.	 I	 fought	 to

overthrow	the	Queen.”	

This,	 finally,	 seemed	 to	 have

an	effect	on	the	blacksmith.	He	took	a

step	back.	Good.	

“Jerome	 Bordeau	 was	 my

hero,	 and	 I	 was	 his	 most	 dedicated

supporter.”	 The	 painter	 continued,

his	words	 attacking	 the	 air	 viciously.

“When	 the	 Queen	 began	 restricting

artist	 freedoms	 and	 we	 started	 the

Rebellion,	 Jerome	 needed	 a	 way	 to

get	 her	 attention.	 He	 never	 would

have	 touched	 the	 frogs	 if	 it	 weren’t

for	me.”	

The	 blacksmith	 shook	 his

head	desperately	as	 if	 fending	off	 the

words.	 The	 painter	 pressed	 on,

determined	 to	 make	 his	 mark	 hit

home.	“I	gave	him	the	idea,	through	a

painting	 I’d	made	with	 a	 frog	 in	 the

corner.	Soon,	Jerome	had	me	painting

the	 frog	 on	 everything;	 banners,

cloaks,	buildings,	even	sneaking	it	on

the	homes	of	the	Queen’s	officials.”	

The	 blacksmith	 stopped

trying	 to	 interrupt	 him,	 instead

gaping	with	wide,	horrified	eyes.	

	 “One	 night,	 I	 had	 a	 private

meeting	 with	 Jerome,	 and	 I	 brought

Countess	along.	I	was	to		paint	a	frog

on	an	 important	official’s	wall,	 and	 I

wanted	 her	 to	 witness	 my	 glory.”

Shame	 burned	 a	 fiery	 path	 down	 his

throat.	“When	we	arrived,	there	were

at	 least	 a	 dozen	 guards	 posted

outside.	 Jerome	 did	 not	 seem

surprised.	 He	 grinned	 and	 pulled

several	 knives	 out	 of	 his	 pack.

Countess	 was	 horrified;	 even	 I,	 his

blindly	 trusting	 puppet,	 hadn’t

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA

expected	 he	 would	 to	 murder

innocents	in	cold	blood.”

The	blacksmith	made	a	noise

in	 protest,	 but	 the	 painter	 couldn’t

have	 stopped	 talking	 if	 he’d	 wanted

to.	Words	 flung	 themselves	 from	 his

mouth	 with	 ever	 increasing	 speed.

“Jerome	claimed,	of	course,	that	they

were	 accomplices	 to	 the	Queen,	 and

thus	 deserved	 to	 die.	 Countess	 tried

to	stop	him—”	a	sob	escaped	through

his	 lips,	 “—she	grabbed	his	 arm,	 and

Jerome	stabbed	her.”

The	 blacksmith	 gasped,	 his

hands	 flying	 to	 his	 mouth.	 	 The

painter	 sobbed	 openly,	 not	 caring	 if

the	 blacksmith	 saw	 his	 tears.	 He

could	 still	 see	 Countess	 gasping	 for

breath,	 blood	 pouring	 from	 the

wound	in	her	chest	as	she	lay,	dying,

upon	 the	 floor.	 How	 his	 vision	 had

gone	black	with	fear.	He’d	watched	as

if	 in	 slow	motion	 as	Countess’s	 eyes

blinked	 once,	 twice,	 and	 then	 stayed

open,	 glazed	 with	 the	 agony	 of	 her

final	moments.

	 “Don’t	 you	 see?	 I	 don’t

deserve	 your	 kindness.	 I	 don’t

deserve	 your	 pity.”	 He	 inhaled

raggedly.	 “I	may	as	well	have	buried

the	knife	in	her	chest	myself.”

	 His	 story	 seemed	 to	 have

done	 the	 trick.	 Any	 warmth	 the

blacksmith	had	had	 in	his	 eyes	when

he	looked	at	the	painter	was	gone.	In

its	place	was	disgust.	

His	 mission	 accomplished,

the	 anguished	 painter	 went	 back	 to

his	painting.	It	was	the	only	thing	he

had	left.	

Otto	 lay	 on	 his	 cot	 for	 two

days,	 his	 mind	 churning	 over	 the

painter’s	 terrible	 tale.	 He	 no	 longer

knew	what	 to	 believe:	 all	 his	 former

convictions	 had	 blurred	 into

indistinguishable	shades	of	gray.	

The	 painter	 was	 guilty,

though	 of	 what	 Otto	 wasn’t	 sure.

Should	 he	 be	 held	 responsible	 for

driving	the	most	sacred	animal	 in	the

Queendom	 to	 extinction?	 The

painter’s	 idea	 had	 certainly	 been	 the

inspiration	 for	 the	 massacre,	 even	 if

he	 hadn’t	 implemented	 it	 himself.

Some	would	have	said	he	deserved	to
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suffer	for	having	done	that	much.	But

the	painter	did	suffer,	every	day.	Otto

grimaced	 as	 he	 pictured	 the	 painter's

expression	 when	 he	 had	 described

Countess’s	 death;	 something	 in	 his

glassy	 eyes	 had	 seemed	 to	 shatter,

bright	 shards	 fracturing	 behind	 his

pupils.	

After	several	sleepless	nights,

Otto	 decided	 he	 couldn’t	 hate	 the

painter.	 The	 man	 despised	 himself

enough	 as	 it	 was.	 That	 night,	 he

waited	until	the	night-time	guard	had

nodded	 off	 against	 the	 wall	 before

creeping	up	to	the	edge	of	the	cell.	He

peered	 through	 the	 bars,	 but	 the	 cell

was	dark.	The	painter	must	be	asleep.

Disappointed,	 Otto	 turned	 back	 to

his	 cot.	 An	 unrecognizable	 voice

behind	him	stopped	him	in	his	tracks.

“Do	you	have	it?”

“Shhh…	 the	 guard	 will

wake”.	 The	 painter’s	 voice	 was

strained.	 Otto	 crept	 to	 the	 barrier

between	 his	 cell	 and	 the	 next	 and

peered	through	the	bars.	

A	lean	man	stood	in	front	of

his	 neighbor’s	 cell,	wrapped	 in	 a	 red

cloak	 with	 the	 insignia	 of	 a	 frog

embroidered	 on	 the	 hood.	 Otto’s

breath	stuck	in	his	throat.	

The	Revolutionary	spoke	in	a

deep	 voice.	 “The	 guard’s	 out	 like	 a

light,	 not	 to	 worry.	 Now,	 the

painting?”

With	 a	 pained	 look,	 the

painter	 passed	 a	 flat	 parcel	 through

the	bars	of	his	cell.	

The	 night-time	 scratching.

He’d	been	painting	the	whole	time.	

“Thank	 you”	 the	 man	 said

gruffly.	 He	 beckoned	 the	 painter	 to

come	closer.	Otto	strained	to	hear.	

“I	 came	 to	 warn	 you.

Jerome’s	planning	a	jailbreak.”

The	painter	looked	horrified.

“I	 will	 never	 join	 him	 again.	 I’d

sooner	die.”

“That,	 I	 think,	 is	 his	 plan,”

the	man	 said	 grimly.	 “Make	 a	 heroic

effort	 to	 rescue	you,	 ensure	 that	you

perish	 in	 the	 process,	 and	 use	 your

death	 to	 fuel	 a	 bloodlust	 in	 his

followers	 to	 overthrow	 Her

Majesty.”

The	painter	put	his	face	in	his

hands.	“I	deserve	it.”

“No!”	 the	 man	 whispered

fiercely.	 “When	 he	 comes,	 you	must

escape.	 I	 brought	you	 this.”	He	held

something	 up	 out	 of	 Otto’s	 field	 of

vision.	“Take	 it,	use	 it,	and	 leave	 this

frog-forsaken	 Queendom	 before

Jerome	 Bordeau	 burns	 it	 to	 the

ground.”	

“Thank	 you.”	 The	 painter

reached	 up	 to	 take	 the	 object.	 Otto

leaned	 forward	 as	 far	 as	 he	 could	 to

see	 what	 it	 was,	 but	 lost	 his	 balance

and	crashed	loudly	to	the	floor.	

In	 a	 flash,	 the	 man	 in	 the

cloak	was	gone.	

The	 painter	 angrily	 stepped

up	 to	 the	 edge	of	 the	 cell.	 “What	 do

you	think	you’re	doing?”	

Otto	 struggled	 to	 his	 feet.

“Take	me	with	you.”

“I	beg	your	pardon?”

“Take	 me	 with	 you.”	 Otto

repeated	 breathlessly.	 “My	 strength

could	be	useful	 in	helping	you	evade

Jerome.”	 He	 stared	 pointedly	 at	 the

other	man’s	bone-thin	arms.	

The	painter	shook	his	head	in

disbelief.	 “Why	 would	 you	 still	 be

willing	 to	 help	 me	 after	 everything

I’ve	told	you?”	

“Because	 you	 don’t	 deserve

to	die.”	Otto	 said	 simply.	“You	may

have	 done	 things	 worth	 punishing,

but	 it	 seems	 to	 me	 that	 you’ve

suffered	enough.”

The	 painter	 looked	 ready	 to

argue,	 but	 Otto	 stopped	 him	 with	 a

raised	 hand.	He’d	made	 his	 decision,

and	 nothing	 the	man	 said	was	 going

to	 change	 it.	 	 “Now,	 what’s	 the

plan?”

They	 had	 scarcely	 finished

speaking	when	 the	 clop	 of	 steel-toed

boots	echoed	in	the	hallway.	The	two

men	 exchanged	 a	 look	 of

understanding,	 and	 then	assumed	 the

positions	they	had	agreed	upon.	Otto

stepped	 to	 the	 side	 of	 his	 cell,	 away

from	sight.

As	 a	 hooded	man	 came	 into

view,	Otto	 clenched	 the	key	 that	 the

Revolutionary	 had	 given	 the	 painter

tightly	 in	 his	 hand.	 Last	 chance	 to
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back	 out,	 the	 tiny	 voice	 whispered.

Otto	 ignored	 it.	 	 He	 couldn’t

sentence	 the	 painter	 to	 death,	 no

matter	what	he	had	done.	

When	 the	 hooded	 man

arrived	at	the	painter’s	cell	door,	Otto

unlocked	 his	 own	 and	 stepped	 out.

Quick	 as	 a	 flash,	 he	 hit	 the

Revolutionary	over	the	head	with	his

fist,	 knocking	 the	 man	 unconscious.

The	 painter	 looked	 at	 him	 gratefully

as	Otto	unlocked	the	door	for	him.	

“I….”	 he	 seemed	 unable	 to

speak	the	words.	Otto	understood.

“You	can	thank	me	when	we

escape”.	

They	 raced	 down	 the

hallway,	 following	 the

Revolutionary’s	 instructions.	 Just	 as

he	 had	 promised,	 it	 was	 deserted:

Jerome’s	 men	 had	 gotten	 all	 the

guards	 out	 of	 the	 way.	 Otto’s	 eyes

strained	to	see	in	the	dim	hallway.	He

could	 only	 hope	 that	 they	 didn’t

encounter	any	of	 the	Revolutionaries

until	they	entered	broad	daylight.	

Otto’s	 heart	 pounded	 in	 his

chest	as	they	turned	the	corner	to	the

main	 hallway.	 They	 were	 halfway

down	 the	 hallway	 when	 an	 inmate

noticed	 them	 and	 caused	 an	 uproar.

Knowing	 the	 noise	 would	 attract

Jerome’s	 men	 like	 wasps	 to	 honey,

Otto	urged	the	painter	to	move	faster.

They	 sprinted	 their	 way

through	the	labyrinth	of	cells,	spurred

on	 by	 the	 deafening	 yells	 of	 their

fellow	prisoners.	The	painter	began	to

lag	 behind,	 weak	 from	 years	 of

malnutrition.	Gasping	for	air	himself,

Otto	 grabbed	 his	 arm	 and	 dragged

him	along.	

By	the	time	they	reached	the

entranceway,	 Otto	 was	 half-carrying

the	painter.

“Come	on!	One!	Last!	Burst!

Of	speed!”	he	wheezed	desperately.	

They	 were	 five	 meters	 from

the	 door	 when	 the	 hooded	 men

appeared.	The	painter	collapsed	to	the

floor	in	defeat.

Exhaustion	 weighed	 down

every	 bone,	 and	 black	 fizzled	 in	 the

corners	of	his	eyes.	When	he	saw	the

Revolutionaries	 appear	 in	 the

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA



	60	

doorway,	 he	 knew	 the	 end	 was

coming,	 accepted	 it	 even.	 He	 was

ready	for	blissful	oblivion,	and	would

have	 gladly	 walked	 into	 death’s

waiting	 arms.	 	 If	 it	 weren’t	 for	 that

damn	 blacksmith.	 For	 a	 paunchy

man,	 he	 sure	 fought	 like	 a	 tiger.	 He

used	all	 four	 limbs	at	once,	punching

and	 kicking	 his	 way	 through	 the

throng.	

“Leave	 me.	 I’m	 not	 worth

it.”	the	painter	sobbed.	

“Get	up	and	 fight!”	 the	man

cried,	 eyes	 blazing.	 “Either	 we	 both

get	out,	or	we	both	die.	I	want	to	live,

so	you	better	start	using	your	fists!”	

The	blacksmith's	tone	was	so

like	 hers.	 The	 painter	 could	 almost

see	 Countess	 with	 her	 hand	 on	 her

hip,	 eyes	 rolling	 to	 the	 ceiling.	What

are	you	waiting	for?	Get	up.

So	he	did.	

Imitating	 the	blacksmith,	 the

painter	 jabbed	 out	 with	 his	 elbows,

stepping	 on	 toes	 and	 smashing	 his

knee	into	groins.	

“That’s	 it!”	 The	 blacksmith

grinned	wildly.	“We’re	almost	there.”

He	shoved	the	last	man	aside

and	 pulled	 the	 painter	 into	 the

sunlight.	

The	 light	 was	 blinding,

searing	 his	 corneas	 and	 burning	 his

skin.	He	ignored	the	pain	as	he	finally

tasted	 freedom	on	 his	 tongue,	 pulled

by	 the	 blacksmith	 across	 the	 prison

yard	and	into	the	neighboring	woods.

“We’re	 free!”	 the	blacksmith

cheered.

The	 painter	 tried	 to	 match

his	 enthusiasm,	 but	 found	 that	 he

couldn’t.

“Come	 on!”	 the	 blacksmith

cajoled	 him.	 “You	 can	 be	 anything

you	want	now.”

He	 sighed.	 “I’ve	 been	 a

prisoner	in	my	own	mind	for	so	long,

I	 don’t	 know	 how	 to	 be	 anything

else.”

“Nonsense.”	 The	 blacksmith

stuck	 his	 hand	 out,	 a	 smile	 breaking

out	over	his	face.	“Why	don’t	we	start

with	introductions?	I’m	Otto.”

The	 painter	 took	 his	 hand,

Otto’s	 calluses	 rough	 against	 his

palm.	The	touch	was	so	very	different

from	 the	 one	 he	 craved,	 yet	 the

warmth	 of	 Otto’s	 hand	 traveled	 all

the	way	 to	his	heart,	 thawing	 the	 ice

that	 had	 been	 there	 since	Countess’s

death.	

“Hello	 Otto,”	 the	 painter

smiled.	“I’m	Antonio."		*

Nature	and	Human	Body	Series	3,	Drawing	by	Edward	Zhang
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TSUNAMI

by	Coco	Angelo

I	was	just	a	little	further	up	the	hill	when	I	heard	the	first	scream.	

The	voice	echoed	on	my	drums	and	pulled	up	the	hairs	on	my	arms.	Then	disintegrated	into	the	air.		

No	one	else	heard	them.		

The	grounds	shook	within	every	step.		

Was	mother’s	ground	still	holding	us?	Or	was	she	holding	her	breath?	Too.	We	had	heard	about	this.	

One	day	the	water	will	come!		

But	it	won’t	be	as	blue	or	nearly	as	calm	as	how	I	remembered	it.		

Her	eater	will	not	be	drinkable.	

But	she	is	strong	and	will	suck	you	in.	

Be	gone.		

Just	like	the	scream	that	echoes	beneath	the	blue.		

Swirling	with	flying	furniture	and	massive	force.	

Your	water	came	fast	mother	and	it	was	making	us	slip.	

We	search	for	higher	elevation,	but	even	that	is	under	the	blue.	

Because	mother,	your	ground	was	not	going	to	hold	us	any	longer.	Didn’t	I	hear	you	scream?		

The	Tsunami	was	coming.		

The	Second	Coming,	mixed	media	by	MIKO
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OHZ

Ohz	was	abandoned	by	her	parents	when	 she	was	16	and

moved	in	with	her	aunt	and	uncle.	When	she	was	18	she	wrote	a	letter

to	her	parents	describing	the	new	perspectives	she	gained	since	they

left	her.	It	read:

Dear	Mom	and	Dad,

I	 take	 on	 life	 differently,	 I	 don’t	 feel	 connected	 to	 small	 things	 but

rather	 the	gesture	of	 the	human	race	as	a	whole.	I	am	a	part	of	 this

massive	 cycle	 of	 creation,	 chaos,	 and	 destruction.	 There	 is	 not	much

else	 in	 the	 universe.	 I	 am	 no	 stranger	 to	 chaos.	 Neither	 are	 you.	 I

struggle	to	decide	 if	caring	about	small	 things	 is	how	we	care	for	the

big	things	because	the	giant	world	is	far	too	much	for	one	small	being

to	 manage.	 The	 mystery	 of	 life	 is	 so	 important	 to	 me	 and	 I	 fear	 I

won’t	ever	find	the	answers	I	need.	The	accelerated	society	you	raised

me	 in	 is	 not	 too	much	 for	me,	 but	 rather	 I	 feel	 sad	 that	 there	 is	 so

much	unseen	and	unexperienced.

Very	 often	 I	 feel	 insignificant,	 not	 because	 I	 feel	 unloved,	 and	 not

because	 you	 abandoned	 me,	 but	 because	 I	 know	 I	 am	 one	 out	 of

billions.	And	I	know	I	am	an	organism	on	a	tiny	planet	in	the	middle

of	a	vast	and	unknown	universe.	I	have	decided	I	will	be	fulfilled	by

doing	the	things	I	was	biologically	built	to	be	fulfilled	by.

Love,

Ohz

Living	 with	 her	 waitress	 aunt	 Mona	 and	 sometimes-drag-

queen	uncle	named	Sach	felt	natural	to	Ohz.	They	lived	in	a	shack	in

Utah	 and	 occasionally	 in	 Sach’s	 Glam	 Van	 when	 it	 got	 cold.

Sometimes	 she	 would	 go	 on	 short	 adventures	 in	 the	 Glam	 Van,

usually	 lasting	around	 two	weeks,	 to	 travel	 around	Utah	 looking	 to

connect	 deeply	 with	 someone--	 looking	 for	 a	 person	 that	 would

make	her	feel	complete	and	motivated	to	live	her	life.	However,	Ohz

had	 no	 idea	 what	 she	 was	 looking	 for.	 After	 her	 adventures,	 she

would	return	to	the	shack,	empty	handed	and	empty	hearted,	and	her

aunt	would	say:

“Ohz,	 you’re	 finally	 home!	 Did	 you	 find	 what	 you’re	 lookin’	 for

hun?”	

And	Ohz	would	say:	“No	auntie,	maybe	someday.”	

Then	Uncle	 Sach	would	 chime	 in	 and	 toss	 his	 long	 hair	 in

distress—	 “Hunny,	 someday	 you’re	 gonna	 look	 back	 and	 laugh	 at

choself	 until	 yo	 tiddies	 fall	 ouf.”	 	He	would	 pause	 and	pick	 up	 his

pink,	 studded,	 handheld	 mirror	 to	 admire	 himself—	 “Because	 you

gonna	see	that	all	you	is	lookin	for’s	love.”	

Ohz	 would	 nod	 lamely	 and	 walk	 around	 the	 back	 of	 the

shack	 where	 her	 tent	 was.	 She	 understood	 where	 he	 was	 coming

from,	 but	 she	 thought	 she	wanted	 something	much	 harder	 to	 find.

She	 thought	she	was	 looking	 for	 something	 that	could	almost	never

be	grasped.

TWO

About	 680	 miles	 away	 from	 Ohz,	 in

Southern	California,	was	another	girl	looking	for

the	 same	 thing.	 At	 16,	 Oden	 felt	 stuck.	 Her

family	was,	 and	 always	will	 be,	 the	 Shmoomart

Empire—	 “Buy	 Less,	 Eat	More,	 Live	 Forever”

was	their	slogan.	Oden	hated	Shmoomart,	hated

her	family,	and	hated	herself.	She	had	become	a

social	media	 influencer	 in	 an	 attempt	 to	 rebuild

her	identity,	but	by	18	she	had	realized	that	she

wasn’t	built	for	a	life	of	falsity	and	lies.

One	fateful	September	night,	she	was	at

MonA$$’s	 mansion	 filming	 a	 colab	 for	 her

“100th	 LAMBO	 FAN	 GIVE	 AWAY	 *NOT

CLICK	BAIT*",	when	 she	 turned	 a	 suspicious

shade	of	greenish	purple.	She	collapsed	and	was

rushed	 to	 the	 hospital.	Oden’s	 brother	 came	 to

check	on	her	and	made	sure	to	mention	that	she

had	missed	 the	 first	 three	 hours	 of	 the	 craziest

frat	party	of	 the	year	 to	be	 there.	Oden’s	mom

wasn’t	able	to	come	because	she	had	just	gotten

out	 of	 her	 third	 liposuction	 surgery,	 but	 she

called	to	check	in.	And	her	dad—	well	she	didn’t

expect	him	to	come	in	the	first	place.	

By	 the	 time	 the	 doctors	 tried	 but	 still

could	not	understand	what	had	happened	to	her,

she	 was	 physically	 back	 to	 normal,	 so	 she	 was

free	 to	 go.	 She	 looked	 at	 her	 discharge	 papers

and	 suddenly	didn’t	 recognize	 the	 name	on	 the

top—	

“Oden,	 Oden,	 Oden,	 Oden?”	 She

repeated	it	loudly,	over	and	over,	until	it	lost	all

meaning.	

“I	am	Two!”	She	screamed.	

By	 this	 time	 there	 were	 three	 other

doctors	 in	 the	 room,	 concerned	 but	 not	 in

control.

Then	 in	 a	 frenzy	 she	 repeated,	 “Two,

Two,	 Two,	 Two,	 Two—	 yes.	 That	 means

something.	I	am	Two.”	

“Maybe	 she’s	 experiencing	 age

regression?”	One	of	the	doctors	said	to	the	other

under	his	breath	without	taking	his	eyes	off	 the

girl.	

She	left	the	building.	

Two	 stood	 knee	 deep	 in	 the	 public

fountain	across	the	street	from	the	hospital.	She
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couldn’t	think	or	speak	or	move.	She

just	stood	and	meditated.	Deep	in	her

subconscious,	her	biology	was	 trying

to	balance	itself.	The	world	seemed	to

be	 made	 up	 of	 brush	 strokes,

compilations	 of	 colors,	 gestures,

expressions	 of	 thought	 through

movement	 on	 the	 static	 surface	 of

earth.

When	she	stepped	out	of	the

fountain	 it	 was	 dark	 and	 cold.	 Her

feet	 were	 wrinkled;	 her	 skin	 was

squishy	 as	 she	 made	 one	 wet

footprint	 on	 the	 dry	 concrete,	 then

another	then	another.	She	had	no	idea

where	 she	 was	 going.	 Any	 place	 she

knew	felt	 like	 it	had	disappeared;	she

was	 apart	 from	what	 once	was.	 And

so	 she	 started	 walking.	 Her	 haze

lasted	 about	 12	 hours.	 Wandering

around	 downtown	 Los	 Angeles,	 she

had	 no	 idea	what	 she	 looked	 like	 so

when	she	walked	 into	 the	gas	 station

bathroom,	 she	 experienced	 yet

another	rude	awakening.	Her	mascara

was	 streaking	 down	her	 face	 like	 the

dirt	running	off	a	white	car	when	it’s

hosed	down.	Two	let	out	a	gasp.	She

didn’t	 recognize	 herself.	 She	 wept.

“Finally!”	 She	 shrieked	 “I’m	 finally

home!”	

She	 exited	 the	 gas	 station

bathroom	 without	 noticing	 the

strange	 look	on	 the	other	 customer’s

face—	 the	 one	 with	 a	 big	 beard,

carrying	 a	 jug	 of	 milk.	 Two	 bought

water,	 a	 Playboy	magazine,	 a	 packet

of	 M&Ms,	 a	 pocket	 knife,	 pepper

spray,	a	 six	pack	of	beer	 (she	 figured

the	cashier	wouldn’t	question	her	age

because	 she	 looked	 like	 an	 absolute

disaster)	 and	 finally	 a	 pair	 of	 ugly,

off-brand	tennis	shoes.	She	paid,	then

walked	outside	and	sat	on	the	floor	in

a	handicapped	parking	spot.	

Eventually	 thinking	 straight,

or	semi-straight,	she	reasoned	that	she

needed	 to	 leave	 the	 city	 to	 look	 for

something,	 even	 if	 she	 didn't	 know

exactly	what	it	was.	Although	she	had

seven	cars	at	home,	she	walked	to	the

junkyard	with	the	intention	of	buying

an	old	one	so	that	she	wouldn’t	have

to	risk	seeing	her	family	at	the	house.

OHZ	FEELS	THE	PULL

It	 was	 Wednesday	 at	 9:23

AM	when	Ohz	woke	up	from	a	long

night	of	sleep	in	a	frenzy	of	curiosity.

She	 had	 dreamt	 of	 her	 childhood

home,	 although	 she	 could	 not

remember	 any	 other	 details.	 She

walked	 around	 the	 front	 of	 the	 hut.

Uncle	 Sach	 was	 combing	 his	 long

beard.

“Wudd’ya	want	sweets?”	He

said	with	that	mysterious	twang.	

“I	need	to	borrow	your	glam

van”	Ohz	 said,	 “I’ll	 bring	 it	 back	by

the	end	of	the	month.”

“Sure	 hun,	 but	 I	 got	 a	 show

next	month	 so	 you	 better	 keep	 your

word.”	

The	Glam	Van	was	famous	in

the	 empty,	 middle-of-nowhere	 town

they	lived	in.	He	only	used	it	to	go	to

Vegas	for	the	occasional	drag	show	or

open	 mic	 night	 at	 a	 casino.	 Sach

worked	 every	 few	 months	 to	 get

some	money	for	necessities.	Living	in

a	janky	hut	was	cheap	but	not	free.

Everyone	 who	 knew	 Sach,

knew	he	should	have	pursued	singing.

He	was	a	brilliant	musician	but	rarely

showed	his	talent.	No	one	could	fully

understand	 why—	 probably	 because

to	understand	you	would	need	to	see

his	 past,	 and	 no	 one	 knew	 much

about	his	past.	What	Ohz	knew	about

her	 uncle	was	minimal.	 She	 knew	he

was	 once	 a	 Born	 Again	 Christian
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living	 in	 Kansas,	 disguised	 as	 an

accountant	 and	 an	 avid	 volunteer	 at

the	Men’s	Rights	Christian	Club.	He

always	told	Ohz	that	“in	our	lives	we

sometimes	 put	 on	 disguises	 to	 stay

safe,	 and	 sometimes	 we	 get	 so

wrapped	 up	 in	 those	 disguises,	 that

we	 forget	 they	 are	 phony”.	 He

admitted	he	spent	so	much	time	in	his

artificial	persona	that	it	became	a	part

of	 him.	 It’s	what	made	 him	 feel	 safe

all	 the	 while	 there	 was	 passion	 and

tension	 and	 anguish	 building	 and

growing	 inside	 of	 him	 like	 a	massive

volcano.	 When	 his	 mother	 died	 he

moved	to	Utah.	The	details	of	why	he

left	 his	 old	 life	 behind	 are	 unclear.

Ohz	 thought	 when	 he	 ran	 out	 of

money,	the	lack	of	security	led	him	to

find	his	true	self.	

Mona,	 Ohz’s	 Aunt,	 had

never	 had	 a	 career,	 she	 just	 drifted

from	 waitress,	 to	 artist,	 to	 circus

performer,	 to	 prostitute,	 to	 artist

again,	 and	 then	 to	 spiritual	 healer.

Mona	 knew	 herself	 so	 well	 that

sometimes	 her	 confidence	 and

certainty	 got	 in	 the	 way	 of	 her

relationship	 with	 Ohz,	 but	 the

similarities	 between	 them	 always

brought	them	back	together.	

And	 so	 on	 that	 Wednesday,

Ohz	 fired	 up	 the	 Glam	 Van	 and

began	 driving.	 She	 wrote	 this	 in	 her

journal	about	her	experience:

I	was	driving	down	the	empty	road—

literally	nothing	in	sight	for	as	far	as	I
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could	 strain	 my	 eyes	 to	 see.	 The

occasional	 twisty	 shrub	 sent	 me

grinning	with	excitement	as	if	it	was	a

miracle—	a	freak	of	nature.	I	had	no

direction,	 just	 a	 simple	 pull	 forward

and	a	push	from	behind.	I	drove	past

nothing	 looking	 for	 something	 that

was	nowhere	to	be	found.	Eventually

there	was	a	small	town.	I	came	across

it	just	as	I	realized	the	little	red	arrow

on	 the	 gas	 gauge	 was	 pointing	 at	 E.

The	small	town	consisted	of	a	church,

another	 church,	 a	 saloon,	 another

church	 and	 a	 Shmoomart	 and	 a	 gas

station.	 When	 I	 got	 to	 the	 center	 of

town	 there	 was	 a	 circular	 patch	 of

greenery	 that	 stood	 out	 from	 the	 rest

of	 the	 dusty	 terrain	 and	 rundown

wooden	 structures.	 There	 was	 a

woman	dressed	 in	 all	 blue,	 humming

a	 chant	 in	 the	 center	 of	 it.	 Most

significantly	 though,	 she	 had	 a	 giant

blue	crystal	on	a	rope	around	her	neck

that	seemed	to	hum	along	with	her.

TWO	FEELS	THE	PULL

“I’m	 home!”	 Screamed	 Two

as	she	skipped	through	the	 junkyard.

A	 man	 who	 resembled	 an	 anteater

appeared	 in	 the	 car	 lot.	 She	 found	 a

smelly,	 musty,	 yellow	 and	 red	 car

with	 a	 smashed	 corner	 and	darkened

windows.	 It	 came	 with	 a

complimentary	 family	 of	 rats,	 a

skateboard	and	a	hoodie	with	sleeves

that	had	been	nervously	torn	apart	by

the	 previous	 owner.	 She	 asked	 the

anteater	 man	 for	 the	 keys	 so	 she

could	 make	 sure	 the	 thing	 still	 ran.

She	assumed	it	would	still	have	some

gas	 because	 it	 was	 nearest	 to	 the

entrance,	 and	 not	 covered	 in	 a	 layer

of	 dusty	 grime.	 Sure	 enough,	 it

switched	on	and	as	she	climbed	in	she

felt	 its	 history.	 She	 knew	 things—

things	 like	 how	 to	 avoid	 getting

caught	 and	 how	 to	 not	 feel	 lonely

while	 living	 in	 lonely	 circumstances.

But	she	could	also	feel	the	soul	of	the

previous	 owner—	 everything	 he	 or

she	didn’t	 accomplish	 and	didn’t	 see.

Most	 prevalently,	 Two	 felt	 the	 need

to	carry	on	this	soul,	and	adopt	it	into
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her	 own	 (she	 could	 feel	 the	 soul	 no

longer	had	a	body).

Two	 turned	 the	 car	 around

and	gave	 the	anteater	a	50	dollar	bill.

He	said	“thank	you”	and	opened	the

large	gate.	 She	drove	out	of	 the	 junk

yard	 and	 on	 to	 the	 main	 road.	 The

problem,	 Two	 soon	 realized	was	 the

car	 had	 no	GPS	 and	 she	 had	 no	 cell

phone	 to	 direct	 her	 out	 of	 the	 city.

She	found	a	map	of	the	west	coast	 in

the	 glove	 box.	 She	 took	 it	 out	 and

started	 flipping	 though	 it…	 and

flipping	 through	 it…	 and	 flipping

through	it…	Two	had	no	idea	what	to

do	 with	 it.	 “How	 do	 you	 use	 this

thing?”	she	asked	out	loud.

So	 she	 parked	 the	 car	 outside	 and

walked	back	into	the	junkyard	to	ask

the	anteater	man	for	help.	

“Hello	 sir,	 I	 was	 wondering

if	you	could	help	me	figure	out	where

I’m	 going.	 I’ve	 never	 read	 a	 map

before	and	I	need	to	go	somewhere—

I	 need	 to	 go	 to...Utah!	 Yes,	 Utah!

That	 is	 perfect.	 I	 have	 no	 idea	 who

lives	there.”

The	 old	 man	 was	 confused

for	 a	moment	but	 showed	her	where

they	are	now	and	used	a	red	pen	with

a	 fluff	 on	 the	 end	 to	 trace	 the	 route

she	 would	 want	 to	 take	 to	 get	 to

Utah.	She	said	she	wanted	to	take	the

shortest	 route	 to	 at	 least	 get	 into	 the

state.	He	 directed	 her	 to	Motoqua—

which	she	 later	realized	was	home	to

to	very	few	residents,	many	of	which

practiced	 polygamy.	 The	 drive	 took

seven	 hours.	 It	 was	 harder	 than	 she

expected	 to	 look	 at	 the	 chunky	map

and	 drive	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 As	 she

drove	the	knots	in	her	neck	loosened,

the	 blur	 of	 her	 vision	 subsided,	 her

lungs	 felt	 cleansed	 by	 the	 fresh	 air.

She	 pressed	 on	 the	 gas	 and	 laughed

hysterically.	She	was	on	the	highway,

far	 out	 of	 Los	Angeles	 at	 this	 point.

She	 switched	 on	 the	 radio	 and	 a

Christian	 station	 blasted	 out—	 they

wanted	her	to	repent	for	her	sins.	She

said	 she	 would	 take	 it	 into

consideration	 and	 get	 back	 to	 Him

later.	She	turned	the	dial.

Song:	 “Groove	 is	 in	 the	 Heart”	 By

Deee-Lite

After	 a	 day	 of	 driving	 and	 a

night	 in	 a	motel,	 Two	 came	 across	 a

small	town	with	a	bunch	of	churches

and	a	Shmoomart.	As	she	pulled	into

the	 empty	 lot	 behind	 the	 stores,	 she

heard	from	inside	a	church	the	sound

of	 some	 electronic	 music.	 It	 made	 a

tune	 that	 reminded	 her	 of	 a	 woman

she	used	to	see	begging	on	the	corner

near	 her	 parents’	 old	 mansion.	 As

Two	 crept	 closer	 to	 the	 church	 the

music	became	stealthy	and	light	on	its

feet	just	like	her.	She	simply	couldn't

resist	 the	 groove,	 and	 never	 could,

even	as	a	child.	Music	pulled	a	whole

different	 persona	 out	 of	 her,	 and

when	 it	 did,	 nothing	 felt	 better	 than

dancing.	When	Two	was	around	loud

music,	 she	 didn’t	 just	 lightly	 move

around.	 She	 twirled,	 dipped,	 gyrated

and	bounced	around	to	the	beats	and

the	voices	that	played	around	her.	She

just	 couldn't	 help	 but	 give	 in	 to	 her

curiosity	 about	 the	 music	 pounding

from	behind	 those	 church	walls.	 But

when	 she	 pushed	 open	 the	 heavy

wooden	 door	 she	 almost	 dropped	 to

her	knees	from	shock.	

The	DJ	yelled	“Dig!”	

And	 another	 woman	 yelled

“Come	 here	 little	 lady!”	 She	 sang	 to

Two	directly.	

None	of	it	made	sense,	but	after	a	few

moments	 Two	 loosened	 up	 and

started	playing	the	slide	whistle	along

with	the	DJ	who	was	spinning	on	his

head—	bouncing	around	as	if	he	were

made	 of	 elastic.	 The	 DJ,	 finally

upright,	 pushed	 open	 the	 doors	 and

crowds	 of	 people	 who	 had	 just

appeared	 outside	 a	 minute	 before,

pushed	their	way	in.	She	was	used	to

the	 crowds	 of	 people	 at	 her	 parents’

parties,	 but	 she	 had	 never	 seen	 so

many	 different	 shapes,	 sizes	 and

colors.	 Each	 person	 in	 the	 church

moved	 at	 a	 different	 speed.	 The	 DJ

announced	 in	 a	 low	 bellowing	 voice

above	the	disco	dance	music:	

“Ohhhhhhhhh	the	stank	is	in

yo	 sink!”	 And	 a	 few	 minutes	 later:

“Gold	 dirty	 money	 on	 your	 pale

white	skin!”	

The	 sounds	 pounded	 on	 the

walls	 of	 the	 church.	 Everyone	 was
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dancing	 on	 everyone.	 The	 DJ

announced	 “Fifty	Dollar	 Bills!”	 In	 a

high	pitched	voice	and	people	started

shifting	 out	 of	 the	 church—

continuing	their	dance	moves	outside.

Song:	 “Fifty	 Dollar	 Bills”	 By	 Sworn

Virgins

It	 had	 been	 hours,	 and

everyone	was	glossy	with	 sweat.	The

beat	 went	 on	 pulsing	 into	 the

emptiness.	 The	 sky	 seemed	 unfazed

by	the	energy,	so	did	the	animals	who

sat	on	 the	 roofs	patiently	waiting	 for

it	 to	 be	 over.	 When	 a	 song	 with	 a

slower	 tempo	 turned	 on	 Two

dropped	 to	 the	 floor	 planting	 her

palms	 in	 the	 dust	 and	 dirt,	 then

collapsing	on	her	right	side,	she	began

twisting	 on	 the	 ground	 and	 covering

herself	with	 the	powder	 that	 covered

the	grounds	of	 the	 town.	Soon	many

others	 followed.	 They	 were	 cradled

by	 the	 dust.	 It	 rocked	 them	 to	 sleep

and	the	darkness	set	in.	The	creatures

with	the	red	eyes	slept	under	the	stars

with	nothing	but	dust	 covering	 them

for	comfort.

OHZ	WANDERS,	

THEN	IDENTIFIES

Song:	 “I'm	Gonna	Get	You	Yet”	By

The	Dixie	Cups

After	getting	gas,	Ohz	drove

a	little	further.	She	sat	in	a	diner	right

off	the	freeway	exit.	She	stared	at	the

sticky	 laminated	menu	 on	 the	 sticky

laminated	 table.	 Breakfast	 steak,

chicken	 &	 egg	 sandwich,	 buttermilk

pancakes	 with	 gravy—	 her	 stomach

churned.	The	words	began	to	blur	on

the	 page	 like	 someone	 was	 pouring

that	classic	synthetic	diner	syrup	over

her	head.

“Ma’am?	 Ma’am?”	 said	 a

sunburnt	 boy	 with	 shaggy,	 greasy

hair.	“Ma’am?”

“Yes?	Oh	 I’m	 sorry	 I	 didn’t

get	much	sleep	last	night”	Ohz	finally

looked	up	from	the	menu.

“I’ll	 have	 an	 order	 of

buttermilk	 pancakes	 with	 no	 gravy.

Do	 you	 have	 any	 vegetables	 here?	 I

can’t	find	any	on	the—”

“No	ma’am	we	do	not,”	said
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the	boy.	“We	got	canned	beans.	Thas

‘bout	it	ma’am.”

“Can	I	get	some	beans	on	the

side	please?”

He	 scribbled	 in	 the	 small

book	and	moseyed	away.	

Ohz	 waited	 for	 about	 15

minutes.	 White	 men	 with	 little	 hair

on	 their	 heads	 and	 a	 lot	 of	 hair	 on

their	 faces	 passed	 in	 and	 out	 with

bags	of	 food.	There	were	 two	young

girls	 in	 the	 corner—	probably	 sisters

—	 braiding	 each	 other’s	 hair	 in	 the

corner.	 They	 wore	 matching	 white

prairie	outfits.

Ohz’s	 food	 arrived.	 The

pancakes	 were	 too	 dry	 and	 the

“beans”	 were	 too	 wet.	 She	 ate	 up

anyway,	thanked	the	mop	headed	boy

with	 a	 nice	 tip	 and	 left.	 She	 stopped

by	 the	 leather	 goods	 store	 next-door

to	buy	 a	pair	of	used	 cowboy	boots.

Then	 she	 hopped	 back	 in	 the	 Glam

Van	and	sped	out	of	the	lot.	She	went

on	 her	 way	 towards	 an	 area	 that

seemed	 to	 have	 some	 more	 hills

where	she	could	camp	safely.

A	 few	miles	 later,	 she	 saw	 a

large	 house	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 a	 large

hill.	 The	 house	 was	 made	 of	 dark

dusty	 wood	 and	 almost	 all	 of	 the

beige	 stucco	 had	 flaked	 off	 the

outside	 walls.	 It	 seemed	 to	 have

withstood	 intense	 winters,	 dry

summers	and	likely	some	harsh	wind.

The	windows	were	 boarded	 up	with

the	 same	 dark	 dusty	 wood	 as	 the

house	 itself,	 making	 it	 appear	 as	 a

solid	 wooden	 box.	 She	 approached

the	house	carefully	just	in	case	it	was

occupied.	 	 She	 expected	 to	 have	 to

pick	the	lock	or	break	in	through	one

of	 the	 boarded	 up	 windows.	 To	 her

astonishment,	the	door	was	unlocked

and	no	one	was	inside.

When	 she	 stepped	 inside	 she

lost	 her	 breath.	 There	 was	 a	 pristine

marble	 floor,	 a	 spotless	 kitchen,	 a

cozy	 living	 room	 with	 furniture

covered	 in	 that	 plastic	 her	 grandma

had	used.	Everything	was	covered	by

a	 thin	 layer	 of	 dust	 but	 the	 whole

scene	 made	 her	 feel	 as	 if	 she	 were

walking	 through	 a	 time	 capsule—

preserved	for	the	future.	She	searched
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the	 kitchen	 and	 found	 it	 was	 lightly

stocked	 with	 a	 few	 kitchen	 tools.

There	was	no	food	but	the	fridge	was

even	 more	 pristine	 than	 the	 rest	 of

house—	bright	and	cold	and	ready	to

be	stocked.

“Wait—”	 she	 scrunched	 her

eyebrows	with	confusion,	staring	into

the	 lit	 up	 fridge.	 “Is	 there	 electricity

in	 here?”	 “Oh	my	 god.”	 She	 said	 to

herself,	taking	a	step	back.	She	flipped

on	the	lights	“This	is	insane.”	

She	 flipped	 them	 off	 in

disbelief,	and	continued	her	self-tour.

She	 found	 a	 staircase	 covered	 in

squishy	 carpet,	 shocked	 that	 the

desert	 critters	 hadn’t	 completely

taken	 over	 it.	 She	 creeped	 up	 the

stairs	 slowly,	 still	 cautious	 about

finding	 someone	or	 something	 in	 the

house.

At	 the	 top	 of	 the	 staircase

there	 was	 a	 cylinder	 shaped	 room

with	 four	 doors	 evenly	 distributed

around	the	circular	rug	in	the	middle

of	 the	 floor.	 They	 were	 evenly

numbered	 5,	 6,	 7	 and	 8	 (8	 being	 the

door	 that	 opens	 to	 the	 staircase).

Room	 number	 5	 was	 completely

empty	 and	 completely	 dark	with	 the

exception	 of	 a	 small	 beam	 of	 light

shining	through	the	hole	in	the	wood

that	boarded	up	 the	windows.	Room

number	 6	 had	 a	 baby	 blue	 crib	with

no	blankets	and	no	mattress.	It	sat	 in

the	 corner	 and	 seemed	 to	 say	 “It’s

okay.	 Just	 leave	 me	 alone”	 Room

number	 7	 was	 shocking.	 It	 was	 the

only	part	of	 the	house	 that	had	been

seeing	the	light	of	day	and	the	dark	of

night	 over	 however	 much	 time	 this

house	 had	 been	 empty.	 There	 was	 a

small	 skylight	 in	 the	 vaulted	 ceiling

over	 the	 large	 bed	 with	 a	 purple

comforter,	 and	 a	plastic	 cover	with	 a

sheet	 of	 dust.	 The	 purple	 of	 the

comforter	 and	 the	 blue	 of	 the	 walls

had	 both	 faded	 to	 the	 weakest

versions	of	themselves.

PATHS	CROSS

After	 the	 night	 of	 the	 disco

church	rave,	Two	knew	she	needed	to
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rest	 for	 some	 time.	 She	 remembered

an	old	house	she	saw	a	few	miles	back

and	 decided	 to	 go	 ask	 if	 the	 person

living	 there	 knew	 of	 any	 place	 she

could	 stay	 the	 night.	 The	 house	 was

rather	creepy	and	junky	once	she	got

up	close	to	it.	She	was	about	to	ditch

the	 idea,	when	she	 saw	 the	back	of	 a

pink	 van	 peeking	 around	 the	 side	 of

the	 house.	 It	 was	 inviting;	 it	 was

playful;	 it	was	 titled	 “Glam	Van”	on

one	side	and	“Sach”	on	the	other,	and

suddenly,	 she	 felt	 comfortable.	 She

pulled	up	next	to	it,	leaving	a	cloud	of

dust	 behind	 her	 and	 squeezing	 to	 a

stop.	 She	 could	 feel	 someone’s	 eyes

(Ohz’s	 eyes)	 on	 her	 back	 from	 an

upstairs	window	as	she	stepped	out	of

the	 car,	 but	 she	 wasn’t	 nervous.	 She

knocked	on	the	door.	A	few	seconds

later	 the	knob	 jiggled	 from	 the	other

side	 and	 the	door	 cracked	open.	The

darkness	 poured	 out	 of	 the	 boarded

up	house.

“Hello,”	 Two	 said	 “My

name	is	Two.	I	am	lookin’	for	a	place

to	 stay.	 I	 happened	 across	 this	 home

—	 it’s	 the	 only	 thing	 for	 miles.	 Do

you	know	of	 any	motels	near	here?”

there	 was	 a	 short	 silence	 on	 Ohz’s

end.

Ohz	 was	 intrigued.	 There

was	 something	 different	 about	 this

girl	 that	 she	could	not	put	her	 finger

on.

“I’m	 Ohz”	 she	 said,	 as	 she

slowly	 opened	 the	 door	 wider	 and

stepped	 into	the	 light	with	a	pleasant

smile	 on	 her	 face.	 “I’ve	 only	 been

here	for	a	day.	This	place	seems	to	be

empty	 so	 I’m	 squatting	 here.	 It’s	 a

giant	 house	 for	 one	 person--	 I	mean

do	 you	 wanna	 come	 in	 and	 look

around?	 I	 really	 wouldn’t	 mind	 the

company..."	Ohz	made	a	gesture	and

stepped	aside,	welcoming	Two	in.

Ohz	 showed	 her	 each	 room

of	 the	 house.	 The	 conversation	 came

naturally	 and	 their	 personalities	 fit

like	puzzle	pieces.	Ohz	didn’t	feel	the

typical	 anxiousness	 she	 usually	 felt

when	meeting	people,	and	Two	didn’t

feel	 the	 need	 to	 act	 any	 certain	 way
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around	Ohz.	

Eventually	 they	 took	 a	 seat

on	the	plastic	covered	furniture.	Ohz

looked	 out	 across	 the	 car	 next	 to	 th

Glam	Van.	 It	 suddenly	brought	back

an	onslaught	of	memories.

She	 said	with	 a	 shaky	 voice,

"s’that	your	car	out	there?“	Her	eyes

were	tearing	up.	

Two	was	 surprised	 at	Ohz's

sudden	 show	 of	 emotion.	 “Yeah,	 I

mean,	I	bought	it	a	few	days	ago	from

a	junk	yard—	are	you	OK?”

“Oh.”	 Ohz	 looked	 at	 the

floor.	“Yeah,	I’m	alright.	It	just	looks

exactly	 like	 my	 dad’s	 car.	 I	 haven’t

thought	 about	 him	 in	 a	 long	 time	 is

all.”	

Two	 could	 tell	 Ohz	 was

feeling	confused.	“Wanna	take	a	look

inside?”

They	 walked	 around	 the

house	 and	 Ohz	 peered	 into	 the	 car

window.	In	that	moment	she	realized

she	 had	 been	 looking	 for	 answers

about	her	 father--	why	he	 left	her	 to

her	 aunt	 and	 uncle	 after	 her	 mother

left	 them.	 The	 whole	 situation	 was

something	 she	 thought	 she	 had

understood,	but	really	made	no	sense.

Seeing	 what	 could	 have	 been	 her

dad’s	 old	 car	 didn’t	 give	 her	 the

answers	she	hoped	for.	

“Looks	 just	 like	 his.”	 Ohz

said,	“I	think	I	remember	that	hoodie

too."	 She	 pointed	 to	 a	 sweatshirt

resting	 on	 the	 backseat.	 Are	 the

sleeves	all	shredded	up?”

“Yeah.”	 Two	 said,	 feeling

guilty	 for	causing	 this	girl	pain.	“I’m

really	sorry	if	I	had	known--”

Ohz	 popped	 up	 and	 looked

at	her.	“It’s	really	alright.	I	think	I’ve

been	 looking	 for	 something	 like	 this

for	a	while.	You	know,	like	a	little	bit

of	closure.”

There	 was	 some	 quiet,	 and

their	 eyes	met.	 In	 that	moment	 they

both	 felt	 a	 little	 more	 free.	 There

seemed	to	be	a	mutual	understanding

that	something	strange,	yet	great,	was

going	 on	 and	 that	 they	 would	 not

interfere	with	whatever	 divine	 forces

were	in	play.
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TWO	HAS	A	DREAM

Two	was	 exhausted,	 so	Ohz

offered	 for	 her	 to	 take	 a	 nap	 on	 the

couch	 while	 Ohz	 went	 to	 the	 store.

They	 decided	 they	 would	 talk	 after.

Ohz	 left	 and	 Two	 laid	 down	 on	 the

couch.	 She	 could	 feel	 the	 pull	 of

gravity	on	her	eyelids;	the	tug	on	her

head	pulling	it	deeper	into	the	pillow

as	the	minutes	ticked	by.	

After	what	felt	like	hours	but

was	actually	 several	 seconds,	 she	was

wading	 in	 a	 pond	 on	 the	 mountain

top.	 Each	 molecule	 of	 water	 seemed

to	 be	 made	 of	 letters	 and	 numbers.

Her	eyes	had	become	microscopic	so

she	could	see	the	things	that	made	up

all	the	matter	around	her.	

Crawling	 out	 of	 the	 clear

pond,	she	gently	laid	on	the	vines	and

grass	 that	 covered	 the	 misty

mountain.	Eye	level	with	the	ground,

she	 noticed	 an	 opening	 to	 a	 cave	 at

the	 bottom	 of	 a	 large	 tree.	 She

decided	to	crawl	into	it	and	with	each

step	 the	 hole	 widened	 as	 if	 it	 was

waiting	to	swallow	her	up.	

Once	 she	 approached	 the

opening	 to	 the	 cave,	 she	 could	 just

barely	make	 out	 a	 staircase	 of	 white

marble.	She	took	one	step	down,	then

another,	then	another	until	she	was	at

the	bottom,	staring	at	what	seemed	to

be	a	vault	door	made	of	more	marble

and	the	thickest	pane	of	glass	she	had

ever	 seen.	 There	 were	 small	 egg

shaped	 bouncy	 balls	 rolling	 around

the	hallway	floor	with	minds	of	their

own.	

She	 turned	 the	wheel	 on	 the

vault	 door.	 It	 squeaked	 and	 opened

slowly.	 Peering	 through	 the	 open

door	she	saw	a	 small	warm	bedroom

filled	with	soft	light	and	worn	cotton

sheets.

The	 room	 was	 modest,	 the

walls	wooden,	the	bed	broken	in,	the

lamp	 homey	 and	 dull.	 There	 was	 an

untitled	 book	 on	 the	 side	 table.

Within	 it	was	a	 list	of	 all	her	 secrets.

Secrets	 she	 had	 forgotten	 about,

secrets	 she	didn't	know	were	 secrets,

and	 secrets	 she	 worried	 about	 every

single	 day.	 To	 see	 them	 all	 on	 paper
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was	 devastating	 and	 liberating.	 Some

of	the	secrets	took	the	form	of	shapes

or	blobs	of	colors.	Things	grew	out	of

the	book	as	she	drifted	into	her	blank

space.	 Vines	 wrapped	 around	 her

hands	pulling	her	 into	her	own	book

of	secrets.	

Suddenly	Panic	brushed	past

her	in	the	warm	room.	He	rustled	the

curtains	 and	 caused	 a	 change	 in

temperature.

She	 opened	 her	 eyes	 slowly,

and	rolled	over	to	her	side	where	the

book	had	been.

BUILDING.	ROLLING

Two	 and	 Ohz	 had	 been

living	 together	 for	 almost	 a	 week.

They	found	themselves	sitting	outside

the	 saloon	 in	 town	 drinking	 cool,

artificial	 lemonade	 out	 of	 styrofoam

cups,	 with	 no	 urge	 to	 search	 any

further.	 Intensely	 content	 in	 the

simple	moments	 spent	 together,	 they

spent	 time	 feeling	 what	 it's	 like	 to

connect	with	someone	and	to	actually

fit	in.	

After	quietly	 sitting	 together

for	a	while,	Two	said	“Hey,	what	are

you	thinking	right	now?”

Ohz	 responded	 slowly,	 “I’m

thinkin’	 about	 how	my	 uncle	 would

be	 proud	 of	 me	 right	 now.	 About

how	 he’s	 always	 telling	 me	 to	 stop

searching	so	hard	and	calm	down--	let

life	 happen.	 But	 now	 I	 am	 thinking

this	whole	time	I	needed	some	of	the

searching	 and	 some	 of	 what	 he	 was

talking	about.	What	about	you?	What

are	you	thinking	of?”

“Now	 I	 am	 thinking	 about

how	 my	 parents	 wouldn’t	 be	 proud

of	 me.	 They	 only	 care	 about	 the

company	 and	 the	 money.	 But	 I	 am

okay	with	 that	 because	 I	 have	 never

felt	so	calm	and	so	clearly	seen	in	my

life	as	 I	do	now.	 I’m	so	glad	I	 found

you.	I	just	feel	like	the	world	is	lost.”

“So	lost.”	Ohz	replied	in	that

same	sorrow.

A	striking	figure	stepped	out

of	 the	 short	 swinging	 saloon	 doors
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behind	 them.	 Two	 recognized	 him

from	 the	 church	 disco	 about	 a	 week

and	a	half	ago.	He	was	the	DJ	that	got

everyone	 dancing	 and	 singing

together.	 He	 smelled	 like	 whiskey,

cologne	 and	 sweat.	 In	 the	 daylight,

Two	and	Ohz	were	able	to	appreciate

his	 spectacular	outfit.	He	wore	 shiny

intricately	 detailed	 black	 and	 deep

orange-red	 leather	 cowboy	 boots

with	gold	shiny	tips	that	reflected	the

sunlight	 as	 he	 exited	 the	 shadow.

There	were	gold	pristine	spurs	on	the

back	 of	 the	 boots	 to	 match	 and	 he

wore	 a	 thick	 gold	 chain	on	his	 neck,

reflecting	the	sun	as	it	just	peeked	out

from	 under	 his	 black	 hand	 stitched,

cowboy	 style	 shirt.	 They	 both

watched	 in	 awe	 as	 he	 moseyed	 into

the	 dusty	 street.	 He	 probably	 felt

their	 eyes	 on	 his	 back	 and	 on	 the

hand	 gun	 sticking	 out	 of	 his	 tight

leather	 pants	 that	 showed	 off	 his

carefully	 sculpted	 buttocks.	 He	 then

stopped	in	his	tracks	and	gave	a	wave

to	 the	 woman	 in	 blue	 still	 on	 the

mound	 of	 greenery	 in	 the	 center	 of

town,	 then	 to	 Two	 and	 Ohz.	When

Ohz	saw	his	face,	she	almost	saw	her

father.	He	looked	strikingly	similar	to

the	man	 she	 remembered	 from	 years

ago.	 But	 she	 didn’t	 feel	 the	 anger	 or

sadness	 she	 used	 to	 feel	 when

thinking	 about	 him;	 this	 time,	 she

only	laughed	and	waved	back.

“We	 should	 go	 to	 the

convenience	store	before	it	gets	dark”

said	Two	as	she	stood	up.

“Hey,	 you	 think	 we	 should

leave	 the	 car	n’	walk?”	Ohz	brushed

Two's	arm	with	the	back	of	her	hand.

Friction.	 Silence.	 They	 both

froze.	

The	 saloon	music	 seemed	 to

get	 louder	 and	 the	 dust	 blew	 in	 the

breeze.	Even	the	burning	of	their	eyes

couldn’t	 disrupt	 what	 felt	 like	 the

answer	 to	 all	 their	 questions:	 that

feeling.

“Yeah	 let’s	 walk”	 said	 Two

with	wide	eyes.

The	 song	 now	 blasting	 from

the	 dark	 musty	 saloon	 building	 was

"Buchanan	Hammer"	by	Los	Tones.
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THE	DEMOLITION

The	 two	 of	 them	 rolled

through	 the	 days	 together.	 Nothing

had	 ever	 felt	 so	 easy,	 and	 yet	 they

were	 living	 alone	 in	 the	 middle	 of

nowhere	 with	 no	 independent

survival	 experience.	 However,	 there

was	 also	 an	 unspoken	 tension

between	them.

They	ripped	the	wood	off	the

windows	 to	 expose	 the	 cloudy	 glass.

They	 dusted	 and	 vacuumed	with	 the

signature	 miniature	 hand	 vacuum

from	Shmooart.	Toilet	paper,	cans	of

beans,	 a	 drill	 and	 some	 screws;	 the

bags	were	filled	with	necessities.	They

were	satisfied:	independent.	They	felt

like	they	had	made	it.	

Ten	 Years	 Gone	 by	 Led

Zeppelin	 began	 to	 blast	 on	 the	 tiny

radio	 Ohz	 always	 kept	 in	 the	 Glam

Van.	 This	 was	 rare	 in	 this	 part	 of

Utah.	Most	 of	 the	 stations	 accessible

consisted	of	Christian	 rock,	music	 in

Spanish	 they	 couldn’t	 understand,	 or

a	 preacher	 ranting	 about	 sins	 at	 the

top	 of	 his	 voice,	 usually	 in	 a	 heated

rage.	 But	 Two	 and	 Ohz	 were	 in	 a

sweet	spot.	

When	 Ohz	 heard	 the	 first

strum	 on	 the	 electric	 guitar	 she

immediately	 knew	what	 song	 it	was.

The	 anticipation	 built	 for	 the

emotional	 and	 heartbreaking,	 yet

hopeful	and	existential	cries	of	Robert

Plant	 and	 JimmyPaige’s	 wailing	 on

the	guitar.

“Thank	you!”	Ohz	screamed

to	the	heavens.

“No	 way…”	 Two	 said

calmly	 from	 across	 the	 room	 where

she	 slumped	 on	 the	 old,	 freshly

vacuumed	couch.	“You	 like	Zeppelin

too?”	 She	 let	 her	 head	 fall	 back

“That’s	incredible.”

Ohz	 turned	 the	 volume	 as

high	 as	 it	 would	 go,	 moving	 to	 the

slow	and	building	 sound.	Two	 stood

up	 and	 did	 the	 same;	 they	 were

moving	 closer	 together	 as	 Bonham

banged	 on	 the	 drums.	 As	 the	 song

closed	 they	moved	 out	 to	 the	 car	 to

get	 the	 last	 few	 bags,	 these	 ones	 had

blankets,	and	clothes	and	more	water.

When	 they	 got	 back	 inside

The	Rain	Song,	another	Led	Zeppelin

song,	was	 on.	This	 one	 a	whole	 new

tone,	 melancholy	 and	 ethereal—

bittersweet	like	a	movie	soundtrack.

“What	 should	 we	 do	 now?”

Asked	Two.

Ohz	stood	up	and	faced	her,

head	 on,	 with	 honesty.	 Their	 eyes

locked,	 they	 couldn’t	 break	 away

even	if	they	tried.	They	just	seemed	to

fall	into	one	another,	collapsing	at	the

mercy	 of	 their	 unforgiving

connection,	 the	natural	 spirit	of	 their

relationship	 and	 inescapable

circumstances.	

Ohz	 opened	 her	 mouth

slightly	 and	 moved	 in,	 grabbing

Two’s	 hips	 lightly.	 She	 kissed	 Two.

Their	 eyes	 shut,	 Two	 pushed	 in

closer,	 her	 lips	 tingling	 with	 each

movement.	 They	 made	 out	 for	 a

while,	 even	 after	 The	 Rain	 Song

ended.	

They	 collapsed	 into	 the	 old

couch,	 exhausted.	 They	 slept	 in	 the

living	 room	 that	 night.	 The	 radio

station	 playing	 Led	 Zeppelin	 went

silent	and	the	sun	set	without	them.	

In	 the	 morning,	 Two	 woke

up	first.	She	stared	at	 the	ceiling.	She

thought	 about	 outer	 space	 and	 had

one	of	 her	 daily	 realizations	 that	 she

is	 a	 meaningless	 collection	 of	 atoms

on	a	tiny	sphere	made	of	more	atoms

that	 is	 floating	 though	emptiness.	Or

not	 even	 emptiness—	 it's	 something

she	doesn’t	even	know—	not	a	 space

—	 perhaps	 it’s	 what	 the	 word

“nothing”	 means.	 Its	 danger,	 its

comfort,	 its	 reassurance	 that	 we	 are

simply	existing.	She	turned	to	her	side

and	 looked	 at	 the	 floor.	 Hardwood.

She	 had	 to	 distract	 herself	 so	 she

wouldn’t	 spin	 out	 of	 control

wondering	what	really	matters.	

Ohz	 rustled	 next	 to	 her—

slowly	waking	up	and	adjusting	to	the

fresh	morning	 light.	Ohz	moved	 her

hand	 to	 Two’s	 thigh	 and	 around	 to

rest	on	her	belly.

WHERE	NOW?

Ohz	 needed	 to	 bring	 the

Glam	 Van	 back	 to	 the	 shack	 within

the	next	 few	days	 so	 that	 Sach	 could

take	 it	 to	 his	 gig.	 Two	 insisted	 on

coming.	It	felt	wrong	to	both	of	them

to	 end	 what	 they	 had	 just	 begun;	 it

was	 too	 important.	 They	 went	 to

town	to	use	the	pay	phone	next	to	the

saloon	 to	 call	 Sach	 and	 Mona.	 The

phone	rang	and	Sach	answered	within

seconds.

“Howdy.	Who’s	this?”

“It’s	 Ohz!	 I	 don’t	 know

where	 I	 am	 exactly	 but	 I’ll	 be	 home

soon	to	bring	back	the	Van.”

“That’s	 just	wonderful	news,

hun.	 Did	 you	 find	 what	 you	 were

looking	for?"

Ohz	 laughed,	 "well	 actually,

Guess	what?	 I	 did.	 I	 found	 someone

wonderful	out	here!"

His	 smile	 could	 be	 heard

through	 the	 line,	 "Who	 is	 this	 fine

person	you	 found?	Do	 I	 get	 to	meet

‘em?”

“Yes	 I	was	 just	 about	 to	 ask

if	 I	 could	 bring	 her	 back	 home.	Her

name	is	Two.	We’ve	been	living	in	an

old	empty	house	together	and	we	get

along	real	well.”

Two	and	Ohz	looked	at	each

other	and	giggled	quietly.	

“Real	 well.”	 Two	 repeated,

mocking	her	mischievous	tone.

Sach	 responded,	 “Well	 that's

just	beautiful.	Ain’t	nuthin’	more	 I’d

like	for	you	in	this	world.	You	come

back	 soon	 with	 the	 tank	 in	 the	 Van

filled,	 and	 Miss	 Two	 can	 stay	 for

however	long	she’d	like.”

Ohz	was	laughing,	“Will	do!

I’ll	see	you	and	Mona	soon.”

She	 hung	 up	 the	 phone	 and

looked	 at	 Two.	 They	 were	 both

smiling	 beautifully	 and	 genuinely.	 In

one	another	they	saw	a	future.	

Two	 grabbed	 Ohz’s	 hand,

kissed	 her	 cheek	 and	 together	 they

walked	into	the	saloon	for	a	drink	to

celebrate.	*



	69	

Illustration	by	Asher	Borison
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with	 each	 new	 addition,	 my

overestimating	 beliefs	 in	 myself.

Some	 may	 say	 that	 ambition	 is	 key,

that	 it	 is	 useful,	 however	 ambition	 is

troublesome	 when	 the	 individual

disregards	 time	 and	believes	 they	 are

capable	 of	 such	 grandeur	 in	 small

morsels	of	the	clock.

One	 cannot	 build	 a	 house

within	an	hour,	 the	completion	 takes

but	 many	 hours	 of	 many	 days.	 This

unforgivable	and	fully	regretted	 trait.

I	 cannot	 experience	 happiness	 as

purely	as	I	had	done	the	days	before.

Yet	that	was	simply	because	I	was	too

young	to	understand	the	structure	of

time.	

But	 truly	 I	 still	 can	 feel

happiness,	 in	 blissful	 ignorant

moments	 of	 my	 unearned	 leisure.	 I

feel	the	boat	drowning	in	liquids	from

my	visual	 system.	Attempting	 to	 rise

up	 and	 survive	 the	 tides	 of	 my

rounded	 organs.	 Each	 time	 the	 boat

fails,	my	spherical	planets	cease	to	see

and	instead	flow	tears.	However	each

time	the	boat	rises	 to	the	surface	and
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I	 wonder	 why	 I	 hadn’t

stopped	 these	 events	 from	 occurring

when	I	had	the	chance.	

My	mind	was	thinking	right.

I	knew,	but	every	time	I	neglected	my

gut	 feeling.	 The	 thoughts	 ran	 in	 my

head	 wildly	 as	 I	 experienced	 regret,

curiosity,	anxiety	over	and	over	again

in	a	multitude	of	loops.	I	wonder	why

I	had	let	these	events	become	a	part	of

my	 life,	when	 everything	 had	 simple

resolutions.	 To	 complete	 early	 or

presently,	not	late	or	never.	I've	made

a	 life	 I	 already	deemed	difficult	 from

this	 flawed	 behavior	 more	 painful

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA

N

THE	DREADFUL

WEEKS	OF	

LAST	NIGHT

by	ZayaVothz

forgets	the	hardships	that	occur	from

procrastination.	A	lesson	never	learnt.

It	worsens.	Even	my	eyes	feel

pain	 and	 will	 not	 agree	 to	 open	 and

see	 the	 world	 clearly.	 Why?	 Open

please.	 I	want	 to	 see	 the	 sky	 and	 the

sun	 without	 thinking	 back	 to	 my

untimely	 matters.	 I	 want	 to	 know

how	the	 sunlight	pierces	 through	 the

sheer	 curtains	 without	 knowing	 that

this	 is	 my	 karma.	 I	 want	 to	 know

what	 my	 face	 looks	 like	 and	 not

forget	 my	 lesson,	 do	 not	 waste	 the

ticks	 of	 my	 clock.	 Why	 won't	 you

open?	 I’m	 sorry	 I	 abused	 you.	 But

please,	Time,	help	me	learn	and	mend

to	 this	 behavior,	 that	 is	 so	 greatly

acidic.	

Odd	 how	 time	 is	 more

crucial	 than	ever,	maybe	 that	 is	what

we	 think	 as	 we	 age.	 I've	 always

disregarded	 it,	 unable	 to	 see	 each

second	must	be	purposeful.	But	now

I	 find	myself	begging	 the	universe	 to

recover	my	lost	time...But	once	water

breaks	 into	 the	 boat,	 it	 is	 done	 and

will	 not	 be	 undone.	 I	 simply	 must

bear	 with	 the	 consequences.	 I	 saw	 a

damaged	 patch,	 a	 potential	 hole	 that

would	 later	 cause	 much	 trouble	 and

discomfort.	Yet	I	denied	the	existence

of	my	 flaw	 and	wanted	 to	 travel	 the

waters	 with	 immediate	 impulse.	 The

bird	 that	 flew	 overhead	 swooned

down	to	me	and	warned	me	about	the

breach.	 However	 I	 knew	 of	 the

breach,	 I	 ignored	 it.	 Perhaps	 my

second	flaw.	

I	 took	 it	 upon	 my	 ears	 but

not	my	mind	or	heart.	 It	perched	on

the	 oars	 and	 warned	 me	 again	 but	 I

ignorantly	 kept	 a'sail...Enjoying	 the

minutes	 I	 hadn’t	 worked	 for.	 The

bird	flew	away	to	its	high	place	above

me,	with	 clouds	 and	 the	 sun	 shining.

Then	 the	waves	 came	 stronger,	 large

tides	that	blurred	my	vision.	

Is	this	it?	Is	this	it?		I	think	it

is.	Oh	 no.	Oh	 no.	Huh...I	 should’ve

known.	 This	 always	 happens.	 But

what	do	I	do?	Nothing.	

I	 looked	 up	 at	 the	 bird	who

was	now	gazing	hard	and	straight	into

my	eyes,	as	 if	to	say	“I	told	you	so.”

What	have	I	done?	I	let	this	happen.	I

let	that	happen.	And	that	and	this.	All
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Underneath	My	Sea,	Mixed	Media	Painting	by	ZayaVothz
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of	those.	I	felt	the	wetness	and	the	damp

wood	 against	 my	 fingers	 as	 I	 looked

into	the	waves	and	saw	every	mistake	I

had	made,	but	instead	of	saving	the	boat

I	 let	 it	 drown	 in	 hopes	 that	 I	 might

learn.	 The	 flow	 was	 now	 audible.

Whispers	 and	 voices	 overlapping,	 my

previous	 thoughts.	 For	 a	 second	 I	 was

hopeful	my	behavior	would	mend	and	I

would	 act	 more	 clearly	 after	 the	 tides

broke	 loose.	 I	 still	don’t	know	what	 to

do?	 I	 lay.	 Watching	 the	 boat	 slowly

break	 down	 again	 like	 it	 does.	 Bad

habits	 are	 too	 powerful,	 one	 cannot

defeat	 it	 alone.	 I	 surely	 cannot,

especially	 when	 developed	 at	 such	 a

young	age.	

How	 nice	 this	 water	 feels.

Warm	and	cool	at	the	same	time.	Beams

of	 light	grazing	my	skin.	 I	 enjoyed	my

leisure	 once	 again	 with	 responsibilities

left	 behind	 in	 the	 sea	 to	 drown.	 The

sound	of	 the	 small	 tides	dancing	 in	my

boat	 relaxed	 me.	 They	 sang	 fun	 pass

times	 that	 I	 knew	 I	 didn’t	 earn.	 A

distraction	 to	 the	 bigger	 damage,	 that

my	planets	refused	to	see.	

The	 bird	 looks	 into	 my	 eyes

and	 its	 gaze	 tells	me	what	my	mind	 is

pushing	away.

“What	 will	 you	 do	 now?	 It	 is

breaking	yet	again.	Will	you	attempt	to

fix	it	this	time?	Now	that	you	have	the

possibility?	Will	you	wait?	What	 if	 it's

too	 late	 then.	And	you	 lose	your	oars?

What	will	you	do?”

I	 will	 consult	 my	 inner

thoughts.	 They	 will	 know...maybe.

Maybe	 I	will	 speak	with	 the	water	 for

once.	 Perhaps	 it’ll	 help	 me	 fix	 my

breaking	 boat.	 Karma	 is	 real	 and

consequences	 are	 existent.	 I	 struggle

with	my	outcomes	as	I	realize	it’s	result

is	 my	 doing.	 That	 some	 people	 learn

and	 others	 don’t.	 I	 lay,	 both	 leisurely

and	 fretting,	 wondering	 which	 of	 the

two	 I	 have	 become...whether	 my

breaking	boat	will	ever	mend.		Whether

I	 should	 pluck	my	 drowning	 thoughts

out	 of	 the	 sea.	 This	 was	 my	 dreadful

week	last	night.	Nights	that	repeat	from

an	 unchanged	 individual.	 Nights	 that

loop	 from	 unlearnt	 karma.	 That	 is

where	childish	tears	originate.	*

Picking	up	every	possible	item	in	my	bedroom

And	sorting	things	into	their

Appropriate	places.

Wasting	valuable	time

It	feels

Like	my	youth	is	unappreciated.

The	order	of	life.

Thinking	about	what	it	means	to	exist	in	my	physical

Body.

My	body	trapped	inside

What	does	it	mean	to	stop	interacting

Stop	using	the	body	to	move	from	place

To	place

To	a	far	away	place.

Fr-

Ag-

Me-

Nt-

Ation	is	what	I	feel	today.

Confusion	about	the	difference	

Between	touching	and	seeing--

I	believe	the	difference	

Is	love.

Someday	I’m	on	a	farm

In	the	mountains

Floating	in	the	ocean

Water	surrounding	my	skin

Surrounding	my	organs	and	my	soul--

Wherever	that	is	

It’s	not	here

But	soon	I’ll	find	it

When	I	can	go	outside.	

N

SPINNING	OUT

by	Matea	Carlin
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PROLOGUE

“You	and	the	Senses	must	go.	

Take	this.	

It	will	help	you	stay	in	the	right	direction.”

N

LOST	SIGHT

A	Graphic	Tale	in	Progress

by	Story	and	Illustrations	by	Hope	Mothersbaugh
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“Thank	you,	Aura.”

“Now,	you	must	find	Sight.	

Stop	him.	

The	fate	of	the	world	rests	in	your	hands,	Mang.”

“I	will.”
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For	centuries	this	world	has	been	dominated	by	blindness.	Humankind

has	lost	their	way	and	are	at	the	brink	of	self-destruction.	It	is	now	up

to	me	and	the	elemental	Senses	to	restore	balance	between	Humans

and	Nature	by	capturing	the	one	causing	all	of	this	chaos,	Sight.

Ever	 since	 Sight	 became	 evil,	 he’s	 been	 using	 his	 power	 to	 corrupt

others.	 The	 battle	 between	 Humans	 and	 Nature	 has	 always	 been

existent,	and	 for	a	 long	 time,	Nature	had	 the	upper	hand.	However,

because	of	Sight,	Humans	have	taken	over,	implementing	their	urban

lifestyle	and	risking	their	individuality	and	visions	for	riches.	It’s	been

nearly	 852	 years	 since	 Sight	 turned	 against	 Nature.	 He’s	 helped

Humans	in	many	ways,	but	it’s	all	for	his	own	benefit.	His	victims	are

now	 paying	 the	 consequences,	 living	 their	 lives	 in	 fear,	 greed,	 and

hate.	 He’s	 manipulated	 entire	 communities	 of	 people	 and	 distorted

their	 views	 and	 perceptions,	 and	 when	 all	 his	 work	 is	 done	 at	 one

place,	he	moves	on	to	the	next.
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My	name	is	Mang.	I’m	a	human,	but	I	was	raised	by	Aura,	the	oldest	spirit	of

Nature.	I	usually	don’t	go	out	and	do	all	this	heroism	stuff,	but	I	know	Sight.

We	 used	 to	 be	 close.	 I	 don’t	 have	 many	 friends	 aside	 from	 the	 elemental

Senses	and	Aura,	but	hey’re	the	only	ones	I	would	call	my	family.	The	Senses

are	 essentially	 spirits	 who	 oversee	 how	 creatures	 interact	 with	 the	 physical

world	and	take	on	the	responsibilities	of	making	sure	that	their	own	elements

in	 nature	 are	 healthy	 and	 thriving.	 These	 Senses	 are	 composed	 of	 Touch,

Taste,	Hearing,	Smell	and	Sight.	They’ve	been	a	bit	busy	over	the	years,	so	it’s

been	hard	to	spend	any	time	with	them.	I	think	that’s	partly	because	of	Sight;

him	leaving	us	took	a	toll	on	everyone.	But	now	is	the	time	to	change	that.

The	Senses	and	 I	plan	 to	 travel	 the	world	 to	find	Sight	and	put	an	end	 to	his

reign	of	tyranny.	We	have	to	succeed.	Because	if	we	can’t,	humankind	as	we

know	it	will	forever	 lose	their	way.	Without	vision,	without	sight,	Humans	will

lose	 their	 individuality,	 creativity,	 imagination,	 beliefs,	 and	 understanding.

We’ve	only	got	a	few	years	to	make	it	happen.	Nature	doesn’t	have	much	time

nor	energy	left	to	keep	sustaining	itself	and	fighting	back.	It’s	only	a	matter	of

time	 before	 they	 lose	 their	 patience	 and	 choose	 to	 just	 destroy

everything...they	 have	 the	 power	 to.	 So	 we	 must	 stop	 Sight	 before	 Nature

terminates	all	life.
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EPISODE	I

It’s	been	weeks	now	since	I	left	home,	and	we	haven't	found	anything.	I	don’t

know	where	we	are	frankly.	But	I	know	one	thing	for	certain:	I	have	no	idea

what	to	do.	 I	didn’t	 realize	 locating	Sight	would	be	so	difficult,	but	 I	guess	 I

should	 have	 known.	 This	 mission	 is	 going	 to	 change	 the	 world,	 of	 course	 it

would	come	with	great	obstacles.	But	how	do	we	find	him?	Where	would	he

go?	 Hmm…	 It	 seems	 the	 necklace	 Aura	 gave	 me	 has	 proven	 defective	 or

something,	so	we	have	to	find	a	diff–

“Goooood	morning!”	Taste	bursts	in.

“Ah!	Knock	before	you–”

“Today	is	a	big	day,”	says	Taste,	jumping	up	and	down	and	all	around.

The	other	senses	appear.

“Why?	What’s	today?”	I	ask.

“PSH!	Well,	today	is	the	day	we	finally	find	Sight!”

“You	say	that	everyday,”	says	Smell,	rolling	her	eyes.

“Well,	how	do	you	figure	this	time?	Do	you	have	a	lead?”	I	ask.

“Nope!	But	I’ve	got	a	hunch.	I	can	feel	it	in	my	bones,”	says	Taste	with

conviction.

“Bro,	your	hunches	are	never	accurate,”	says	Hearing.

“Yeah,	sorry,	T.	We	just	have	to	find	him	in	a	more...strategic	way.	He’s

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA



	78	

hiding	 somewhere,	 and	 the	 best	 course	 of	 action	 would	 be	 to	 keep	moving.

Maybe	we’ll	bump	into	an	infected	place	and	get	some	information	from	the

people	living	there...”	I	suggest.	Oh,	actually	that	could	work.

“Alright,	good	idea,	Mang,”	says	Touch.

“I	support,”	says	Hearing	as	the	others	nod	in	agreement.

“Cool.	 Now	 that	 we	 have	 that	 figured	 out,	 I’m	 hungry.	 Let’s	 go	 find

somewhere	to	eat.”

“Wait,	what?	But	we	have	food,”	says	Taste.

“Yes,	I	know,	but	I	want	to	try	something	new.”

“You’re	not	saying	you’d	like	to	eat	at	a	restaurant?”	asks	Smell.

“Actually,	I	was	thinking	more	of	a	café.	I’ve	heard	good	things	about

them	from	stories	Aura	used	to	tell	me.	Now	that	we	are	travelling,	I	thought

I’d	give	it	a	shot.”

“You	know	eating	at	a	Human-runned	place	is	a	lot	different	from	what

we’re	used	to.	Do	you	even	know	what	to	say?”	asks	Touch.

“Of	course.	I’ve	practiced.	‘I	would	like	the	iced	kof-ee,	please.’	See?”

“We	just	want	you	to	be	careful.	You	are...blind	afterall,	and	the	Human

world	can	be	ill-equipped,”	says	Hearing.

“Don’t	worry,	you	guys.	 I	have	to	experience	modern	 life	 somehow	for

myself.	I’ll	be	okay,”	I	tell	them.
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“Alright...you	got	your	white	cane?”	Hearing	asks.

“Yep.”

“Money?”	Taste	asks.

“Yep.	I	have	everything,	guys.	I’ll	see	you	in	a	bit.”	I	say,	walking	away.	

Oh	boy,	this	is	going	to	be	so	fun.
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This	is	absolutely	terrifying.
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It	feels	so	crowded.	There’s	so	much	movement.	Too	many	sounds.	How

do	 I	 do	 this?	 Pull	 yourself	 together,	Mang.	 You	 got	 this.	 Just	 do	 it.	 I	mean,

Sight	obviously	hasn’t	been	here.	I’d	recognize	his	imprint	if	he	had.	Plus,	the

people	here	don’t	seem	to	be	in	abnormal	darkness...

I	pull	out	my	white	cane.	Aura	gave	me	lessons	on	how	to	walk	with	it	for

when	I’m	 in	unfamiliar	places.	 I’m	not	used	to	 this	 type	of	environment,	 so	 I

have	to	be	extra	aware	and	cautious.	Usually	my	world	is	slower,	less	noisy,	and

less	hectic.	But	I	know	taking	this	opportunity	will	help	me	open	my	eyes,	so	I’m

going	 for	 it.	Aura	 said	 that	 the	white	 stick	will	 help	me	 detect	 surrounding

obstacles	in	my	path	and	avoid	them,	but	she	also	said	it	tells	other	people	of

my	condition	so	that	they	are	more	careful	to	stay	out	of	my	way.

As	I	wander	around,	I	notice	a	very	distinct	smell.	It	smells	 like	berries

and	something	else.	I	follow	the	scent	 into	a	 little	store	and	walk	in.	There	is

what	is	called	a	door,	a	Human	invention	that	acts	as	a	barrier	and	entryway

between	rooms	or	spaces.	I	struggle	a	bit	to	find	the	handle,	then	pull	it	open.

Wow!	 So	 this	 is	 a	 door.	 The	 heavy	 glass	 and	wooden	 frame	 feel	 so...weird.	 I

could	feel	the	smooth	bark	texture	of	the	wood	against	my	palms.	What	a	poor

tree	had	to	do	to	deserve	this...	Something	made	me	jump	when	I	entered;	 it

was	a	little	bell.	I	guess	the	sound	informs	the	workers	whenever	an	incoming

customer	enters.
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It	 didn’t	 seem	 too	 crowded;	 there	 were	 maybe	 four	 or	 five	 people

seated.	 I	 could	 hear	 the	 clanging	 of	 glass	 and	 machines	 running,	 the	 quiet

conversations	of	people	sipping	and	slurping	their	drinks.

“Hello!	Welcome	to	Buckstar.”

“H-hello,”	I	say.	Oh	my	gosh.	This	was	a	bad	idea.	They	were	right.	I’m

getting	out	of	here.

“Let	me	know	if	you	need	help	with	anything.”

I	turn	back	around.	“Ok.	Thank	you.”	It	can’t	be	too	bad	I	tell	myself.

“If	you	want,	I	could	tell	you	our	top	sellers,”	says	the	cashier.

Wow.	 She’s	 surprisingly	 nice...very	 accommodating.	 I	 guess	 this	 white

cane	does	help.

“Yes,	that	would	be	great,	thank	you.”

“Of	 course.	 So	 we	 have	 the	 Caffè	 latte,	 Chai	 latte,	White	 chocolate

mocha,	 Caramel	 Frappuccino,	 and	 Mango	 black	 tea	 lemonade.	 Anything

sound	good	to	you?”

I	have	no	 idea	what	many	of	 these	flavors	are.	They	don’t	have	 them

from	where	 I’m	from,	 though	 some	 sound	familiar.	 I	 tasted	chocolate	once,

and	it	was	the	best	thing	I’ve	ever	had.	I	 like	mangos	and	chai,	but	are	their

mangos	and	chai	the	same	as	my	mangos	and	chai?	Should	I	 try	 something	I

haven’t	heard	of?	What’s	a	Frappuccino?	Hmm...
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“Alright,	then.	I	would	like	the	Caramel	Frappuccino,	please.”

“Good	choice.	What’s	the	size?	We	have	three:	tall,	grande,	and	venti.”

What?	Who	comes	up	with	these	names?	I’m	guessing	she	means	small,

medium	and	large?	But	which	is	which?	I’m	just	going	for	it.
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I	found	my	way	back	to	meet	the	Senses	with	my	drink	in	hand.

“Look	what	I	got!”

“Woah!”	They	all	exclaim,	rushing	over	to	see.

“Wow.	 You	 actually	 did	 it,”	 says	 Smell,	 surprised.	 "It	 smells	 like	 lake

water		mixed	with	sugar	cane	and	cow's	milk."

“Yes,	I	did.	Thank	you	very	much.”	I	say.

“Woah!	It’s	huuuuge.	What	is	it?”	inquires	Taste.

“It	is	called	a	venti	Caramel	Frappuccino.	It’s	very	sweet.”

Taste	takes	a	sip	and	another	sip	and	another.		"You're	right.	I've	never

tasted	anything	so	sweet."
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This	is	fun.	I	miss	spending	time	with	these	guys…I've	missed	my	friends.
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Overall,	first	experience	at	a	café:	a	success.	I’d	definitely	do	it	again,

but	I	know	that	was	a	rare	and	special	one.	Most	villages	are	in	shambles,

and	most	Humans	are	mad,	and	don't	seem	to	treat	each	other	very	well.

I	don’t	expect	other	Human	interactions	to	be	as	nice,	but	I	will	change

that	when	Sight	is	finally	found.
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“Alright,	everyone.	Let’s	get	moving.	We	need	to	get	back	to	our	mission.”	

“Right.”

“Let’s	keep	moving	west.”

I	think	there	are	denser	communities	of	Humans	in	the	west.	That	is	probably,

most-likely	where	Sight	would	be...in	the	deepest	depths	of	the	chaos.	And	we

are	going	there.
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When	I	think	about	it...I’m	scared	inside.	Blindness	.	

I’m	trying	to	be	strong	because	that’s	what	I've	always	had	to	do.	It’s	how	I’ve	survived.
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EPISODE	2

He	was	here.

The	 village	 of	 Jaforu	 used	 to	 be	 the	 prime	 destination	 for	 adventurers	 and

merchants.	It	was	the	leading	market	of	the	great	Sabia	nation.	It	was	once	very	beautiful,

filled	with	lush	fields	and	blue	skies,	filled	with	kids	running	down	the	streets,	but	now,	it’s	a

place	criminals	come	to	for	 refuge.	 It’s	dark	and	dangerous.	The	families	who	 lived	here

for	generations	have	all	gone	hungry	and	poor.	The	people	have	lost	all	hope	for	the	future.

The	darkness	has	corrupted	this	town	for	years	now.	Things	just	finally	started	to	escalate.

That’s	what	happens	with	 our	 senses’	 powers.	 It	 starts	 out	 small	 but	 can	 turn	 into

something	big	and	 tangible.	For	example,	with	 sight,	he	doesn’t	control	 the	 town	at	once.

The	beginning	stages	are	slow.	He	first	chooses	his	victim,	manipulating	not	controlling,	their

perspective.	He	acts	like	a	fly	in	one’s	ear,	or	in	his	case,	one’s	sight.

I	have	the	gift	of	influencing	people’s	reality,	what	they	see,	hear,	smell,	taste,	and

touch,	all	of	their	physical	senses	they	use	to	interpret	and	understand	the	world.	But	I	can

also	create	illusions	and	pictures	inside	their	heads	that	they	think	is	real.	Like	the	kid	who

has	 imaginary	friends.	Or	the	old	man	who	saw	a	ghost.	Or	the	teenage	girl	who	 imagines

her	 prince	 charming	 and	 the	 boy	 who	 imagines	 a	 battle	 between	 Spinosaurus	 and

Argentinosaurus.	 It’s	 all	 real	 to	 them.	 It	 becomes	 harder	 to	 influence	 these	 things	 with

middle-aged	 people	 and	 animals.	 Because	 it	 depends	 on	 one’s	 willingness	 to	 imagine

something	outside	of	their	own	reality.

Editor's	Note:

The	Author	has	agreed	to	let	us	see	more	of	this	work	in	progress	so	we	can	have	an	inside	view	of	the	story

in	process	and	how	it	makes	way	for	illustration.
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[Drawing	of	villagers:	they	seem	selfish,	greedy,	angry,	sad,	hateful,	crazy,	fearful,

don't		trust	each	other]

Mang	walks	down	the	road	between	rundown	houses	and	abandoned	furniture.	I	feel

the	darkness	clouding	the	atmosphere.	I	hear	mothers	crying	and	begging	and	abandoning

their	babies.	The	smell	of	sweat	and	dirt	overwhelms	me.	I	can	practically	taste	it.	My	heart

aches	for	these	people.	I	can’t	quite	make	out	their	faces,	but	I	recognize	their	pain,	 it’s

the	pain	Sight	has	brought	upon	them.	Damn	him.

Mang	hears	 a	 scream	from	behind	and	 turns.	A	 little	 boy	and	an	older	 boy	are	 in

sight	and	appear	to	be	in	a	big	fight.

“F*ck	you,	Kamil!”	The	little	boy	cries.	“I	hate	you!	I	hope	I	never	have	to	see	your

ugly	face	again!”

“Oh	 yeah?!	 We’ll	 then	 stop	 following	 me	 around	 like	 a	 lost	 puppy!	 Stop	 being	 so

f*cking	annoying!	Get	lost!”

“Fine!”

“Fine!”

The	little	boy	runs	away	in	tears.	The	older	one	drops	to	the	floor.	punching	the	ground.	And

the	rest	of	the	crowd	goes	back	to	whatever	they	were	doing.

“Oof...that	was	rough,”	says	Mang.

“It’s	no	surprise.	These	people	are	just	too	weak.	Get	a	grip.”	says	Smell.

“Hey.	It’s	not	their	fault.”	says	Hearing

“It	is.	Sight	doesn’t	create	this	animosity.	He	amplifies	the	animosity	that	is	already

there.	Humans	are	just	too	weak	to	help	themselves.”	replies	Smell.
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“Hey.	Cut	it	out,	Smell.”	says	Touch.

“Fine.	Whatever.”

“Okay.	We’re	here	now,	so	let’s	get	to	business.”	says	Mang.	“Let’s	split	up.	You	guys

try	to	discover	what	you	can	about	this	town	and	its	people.	I	will	see	if	anyone	knows	about

Sight’s	whereabouts.	Got	it?”	

“Ugh...when	will	we	finally	do	something	exciting.”	says	Smell	as	she	transforms	into

her	human	state.

“Stop	your	complaining–”

“Stop	your	complaining,”	she	mocks.

“Smell!”

“Smell.”

“UGH!	I	am	so	tired	of	your	attitude!”

“UGH!	I	am	so	tired	of	your	attitude!”

“Ugh,	you	are	unbelievable!”

Smell	rolls	her	eyes	and	turns	away.	“Whatever.	I’m	leaving.”

“Hey!	Where	are	you	going?!”	Mang	shouts.

“I	don’t	have	to	tell	you.	You’re	not	my	mom.”	says	Smell	as	she	keeps	walking	away.

“Fine.	Good.	I’m	so	sick	of	her	attitude	anyway.”

“Careful,	master.	Don’t	let	Sight	get	to	you,	especially	here.”	warns	Touch.	“Try	to

stay	positive	and	keep	your	mind	clear.”	says	Touch.

“You’re	right.	Let’s	get	going.	Good	luck”	says	Mo.

Hearing,	Touch,	and	Taste	depart.	Mang	lingers	a	bit	longer	and	catches	sight	of	that	little
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boy	from	before.	He’s	still	unclear	but	close	enough	to	tell	his	physical	form.

[Drawing	of	boy,	blurry	form.]

“Hey.	You’re	the	little	boy	from	before.”

“...H-hello,”	he	says,	wiping	the	tears	from	his	eyes.	“C-can	you	help	me?	I’m	lost.”

“Oh	sure...What’s	your	name?	My	name	is	Mo”

“M-my	name	is	Zakari.”

“Don’t	worry,	Zakari.	I’ll	help	you.”

EPISODE	3

“So	who	are	you	looking	for?”

“My	older	brother...Kamil.	We	had	a	little	fight,	and	I	ran	away.”

“Oh,	 dear...well”	Mang	 says,	wiping	 the	 tears	 off	 the	 little	 boy’s	 face,	 “It’ll	 all	 be

okay.	We’ll	find	him,	I’m	sure	of	it”

“Y-you	are?”

[Drawing	of	boy,	teary	eyes]

“Absolutely.	And	 I	 bet	 he’s	 looking	 for	 you	 too.	 He’s	 probably	worried	 sick	 about

you,	 so	 let’s	 go	 find	 him	 together.	 I	 bet	 he’ll	 be	 very	 excited	 to	 see	 you.	 How	 does	 that

sound?”	Mang	asks.	Wow...this	little	boy	has	been	through	so	much.

[Drawing	of	boy,	bigger,	teary	eyes,	smile]
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“Y-yEAH!	Th-that	sounds	good.”

“Then	let’s	go.”	says	Mang

[Drawing	of	Mang	and	Zakari	walking	to	find	him]

Meanwhile,	the	other	senses	search	around	the	town	for	answers.	Touch,	being	the

independent	spirit	she	is,	uses	her	roots	to	assess	the	village’s	relationships	and	connection	to

its	 residents	 and	 the	 outside	 world.	 She	 extends	 her	 arms	 and	 legs,	 digging	 beneath	 the

surface	 and	 into	 the	 earth.	 The	 top	 of	 the	 soil	 is	 dry,	 stony,	 and	 interfertile,	 but	 as	 she

pushed	down	deeper,	she	found	hints	of	life.

[Drawing	of	Touch	underground,	roots,	dry	soil,	moist,	city,	cement]

There	were	seeds	and	plants	that	never	got	the	chance	to	see	the	light.	There	were

hundreds	of	little	critters	that	have	made	their	homes	here.	There	were	old,	twisted	roots,

still	strong,	that	were	thick	and	dense.	The	soil	felt	so	moist	down	here,	but	unfortunately,	it

was	unreachable.	It’s	been	buried	deep	underground	by	all	the	unhealthy	and	polluted	soil.

There	 was	 also	 a	 barrier	 of	 pavement	 and	 rock,	 preventing	 the	 roots	 from	 reaching	 the

outside	world.	This	could	be	why	the	people	of	the	village	are	so	isolated.	It’s	like	this	village

has	completely	lost	touch	of	the	outside	world	for	decades.	There	are	no	connections	that

link	these	people	together	to	the	rest	of	society.	That’s	why	they’re	lost.

Hearing	tries	communicating	to	the	villagers	and	listening	to	the	birds.	The	behavior

of	birds	can	be	a	reflection	of	their	surroundings.	He	finds	that	they	are	all	in	disarray	and

fear	from	watching	their	home	be	in	such	a	state,	so	he	turns	to	ask	some	humans.



	94	

“Hey	there.	What’s	going	on,	bro?	What	happened	to	these	people?

An	old	man	turns	his	head,	 looks	at	Hearing	up	and	down,	and	 scoffs,	 “You	better

mind	your	own	business,	boy.”	And	walks	away.

“How	rude.”	Hearing	pouts.	 “Oh	well.”	Hearing	 looks	over	and	 sees	a	 little	 toddler

plopped	on	the	floor	crying.	“Oh	how	sad!	Good	thing	I’m	here!”

“Hey	there	chump!	Let’s	turn	that	frown	upside	down.	Why	did	the	chicken	cross	the

road?”

Taste	passes	by	and	sees	Hearing	tormenting	the	poor	kid.

“Hearing...what	are	you	doing?	Just	stick	to	your	job	and	stop	fooling	around.”

“What?	You’re	the	one	foolin’	around.	They	won’t	listen	to	me!	This	one	was	sad,	so

I	came	over	to	cheer	her	up.”	Hearing	says	patting	the	little	girl	on	the	head.

“We’ll	c’mon.	We	got	work	to	do.”

“Okay,	okay.	Fine.	I	guess	I’ll	just	eavesdrop	on	people.”

Taste	checks	out	the	village’s	water.

“Before	we	head	west	we	need	to	save	this	village	from	darkness,	help	the	people,

and	then	go	on	another	adventure.”

Sight	 is	 more	 than	 visuals,	 it’s	 perspective,	 belief,	 and	 understanding.	 It’s	 important	 to

remember	you’re	not	alone.	Even	if	you	feel	alone,	you’re	not	because	someone	is	thinking

of	you.	Home	is	not	a	place,	it’s	a	feeling.	Belonging	is	where	you’ll	find	the	people	you	feel

home	with.	But	it’s	important	to	take	the	time	you	need	to	find	your	own	perspective.	Take

the	time	to	see	the	good.	Keep	living	and	observing.	Keep	growing.	*
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Dog	Family,	by	Eden	Chyun
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Front	Cover	Illustration	by	Francesca	Fassbender
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It	was	many	and	many	a	year	ago,
			In	a	kingdom	by	the	sea,
That	a	maiden	there	lived	whom	you	may	know
			By	the	name	of	Annabel	Lee;
And	this	maiden	she	lived	with	no	other	thought
			Than	to	love	and	be	loved	by	me.
	
I	was	a	child	and	she	was	a	child,
			In	this	kingdom	by	the	sea,
But	we	loved	with	a	love	that	was	more	than	love—
			I	and	my	Annabel	Lee—
With	a	love	that	the	wingèd	seraphs	of	Heaven
			Coveted	her	and	me.
	
And	this	was	the	reason	that,	long	ago,
			In	this	kingdom	by	the	sea,
A	wind	blew	out	of	a	cloud,	chilling
			My	beautiful	Annabel	Lee;
So	that	her	highborn	kinsmen	came
			And	bore	her	away	from	me,
To	shut	her	up	in	a	sepulchre
			In	this	kingdom	by	the	sea.
	
The	angels,	not	half	so	happy	in	Heaven,
			Went	envying	her	and	me—
Yes!—that	was	the	reason	(as	all	men	know,
			In	this	kingdom	by	the	sea)
That	the	wind	came	out	of	the	cloud	by	night,
			Chilling	and	killing	my	Annabel	Lee.
	
But	our	love	it	was	stronger	by	far	than	the	love
			Of	those	who	were	older	than	we—
			Of	many	far	wiser	than	we—
And	neither	the	angels	in	Heaven	above
			Nor	the	demons	down	under	the	sea
Can	ever	dissever	my	soul	from	the	soul
			Of	the	beautiful	Annabel	Lee;
	
For	the	moon	never	beams,	without	bringing	me	dreams
			Of	the	beautiful	Annabel	Lee;
And	the	stars	never	rise,	but	I	feel	the	bright	eyes
			Of	the	beautiful	Annabel	Lee;
And	so,	all	the	night-tide,	I	lie	down	by	the	side
			Of	my	darling—my	darling—my	life	and	my	bride,
			In	her	sepulchre	there	by	the	sea—
			In	her	tomb	by	the	sounding	sea.
	
-Edgar	Allan	Poe,	“Annabel	Lee”

Chapter	1

The	First	Mate

For	 the	 first	 time	 in	 three	 years,	 a	 genuine	 toothy

smile	spread	across	his	face.	She	stood	before	him	in	all	of	her

grandeur,	tall	and	majestic	with	an	intense	prowess	that	made

him	 fear	 for	 even	 the	 bravest	 of	 souls.	 She	 was	 the	 largest

sailing	 vessel	 in	 all	 the	 Triptych	 Seas,	 lined	 with	 expensive

brass	and	made	from	a	sturdy	body	of	varnish-coaxed	walnut

wood.	Pleased,	he	crossed	his	arms,	both	hands	cut	off	at	the

wrists	 bound	 by	 gorgeous	 chrome	 hooks.	 He	 was	 an

impressive	 looking	 young	 man,	 standing	 slightly	 under	 six-

two	and	 just	brawny	enough	 that	hardly	anyone	would	dare

pick	a	fight	with	him.	The	man	always	had	a	 lack	of	creative

splendor,	for	he	called	himself	Hooksy.	No	one	knew	his	real

name	nor	where	he	came	from,	just	that	he	had	a	large	sum	of

money,	 a	whim	of	 iron,	 and	 a	 heart	 of	 stone.	 In	 fact,	 it	was

common	 knowledge	 throughout	 the	 province	 that	 he	 alone

was	the	most	intimidating	man	from	the	port	city	of	Perach	to

the	capital	at	Karakor.	The	general	public	 tended	to	stay	out

of	his	way,	for	they	saw	the	loss	in	his	eyes	and	the	hunger	for

revenge	 in	each	one	of	his	hooks	every	 time	he	glided	down

the	street.	

Hooksy	 stood	 in	 the	 light	 of	 the	 fading	 sunset,	 the

last	 rays	 caressing	 the	massive	 ship’s	 hull	 and	 falling	 slowly,

tracing	the	exterior	until	the	glitter	in	the	water	delved	below

the	horizon.	He	was	at	peace,	despite	the	fact	that	there	was	a

deep	pain	hidden	in	the	depths	of	his	cold	eyes.	Shortly	after

the	 darkness	 of	 night	 introduced	 itself	 across	 the	watercolor

sky,	 the	 pitter-patter	 of	 heavy	 footsteps	 ran	 up	 to	 the

captivated	Hooksy.	

“Wot’re	ye	gunna	name	tha	lass,	Captain?”	Wheezed

an	old	illiterate	pot-bellied	man	called	Spix.	His	sailor’s	accent

was	 indicative	 of	 any	 Dartrian	 growing	 up	 in	 the

shantytowns:	 so	 thick	 he	 could	 hardly	 understand	 himself.

Perhaps	in	the	old	man’s	past,	he	was	somebody	important.	A

bodyguard,	maybe.	Or	 a	 smithie.	His	 arms	 still	 suggested	 a

certain	amount	of	bulkiness	and	power,	however	most	of	his

physical	prowess	had	been	discarded	in	exchange	for	a	 lower

stamina	and	a	much	more	pear-shaped	physique.	Afterall,	Spix

absolutely	 adored	 rum	 and	 rye	 bread---	 against	 his	 better

judgement,	of	course.	But	he	did	not	need	to	be	physically	fit.

Despite	his	dopey	blue	eyes,	receding	hairline,	and	his	fleshy
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form,	 he	 was	 sworn	 to	 watch	 after

The	Captain	 and	was	 considered	 the

man’s	 only	 friend.	 With	 a	 friend	 as

impressive	 as	 Hooksy,	 being	 able-

bodied	 was	 not	 a	 priority.	 Afterall,

the	 only	 thing	 Hooksy	 needed	 at

times	was	a	pair	of	hands.				

“You	 only	 seem	 capable	 of

interrupting	 me	 when	 I	 want	 to	 be

alone,	 Spix.	And	what	does	 it	matter

what	 I	 name	 her?	 She’s	 a	 ship	 and

she’s	 mine.”	 Hooksy	 did	 not	 even

think	 to	 turn	 his	 head	 to	 face	 Spix

“...and	 you	 know,	 only	 the	 greatest

things	 can’t	 be	 named.”	 While	 his

eyes	 were	 still	 transfixed	 upon	 his

new	 ship,	 his	 playful	 tone	 rang	 out

above	 the	 soft	 lapping	 of	 the	 waves

below	the	splintered	yet	sturdy	dock.

“Well…	I	ain’t	interrupting	if

you	ain’t	 sayin’	nuthin,	Captain.	An,

why	YOU	got	a	name	‘en,	huh?”	Spix

teased	 lightly,	 his	 wheezing	 laughter

so	sharp	it	pierced	the	crisp	air.	

Hooksy	scoffed,	ignoring	the

first	 part.	 Spix	was	 lucky.	Most	men

who	 argued	 with	 The	 Captain	 were

asking	 for	 a	 death	 wish,	 but	 Spix

seemed	 to	 be	 the	 only	man	 in	 all	 of

Meraki	 that	 could	 probably	 punch

The	 Captain	 with	 no	 repercussions.

Hooksy	 turned,	 dressed	 in	 a	 soft

leather	 crimson	 coat	 that	 could	 not

have	 fit	 his	 athletic	 build	 more

perfectly.	Of	course	he	was	young,	no

older	 than	22,	but	 the	deep	gloom	 in

his	 shining	 eyes	 told	 that	 he	 was

much	wiser.	Cocking	a	dark	eyebrow

and	 talking	 a	 little	 below	 a	 whisper,

he	leaned	in.		

“Well,	 you	 don’t	 know	 my

real	 name,	 do	 ya?”	 He	 smiled	 that

signature	 half-smile,	 stepping	 back.

“So,	she’ll	name	herself.	Like	me.”

Spix	nodded	in	approval,	and

for	no	more	 than	 two	 seconds,	 there

was	 a	 pause	 of	 utter	 silence.	 It	 was	

The	Captain	who	spoke	again.

“You	 found	 a	 first	 mate,

didn’t	you?	That’s	why	you’re	here.”	

Spix	 sharply	 inhaled,

furrowing	 his	 brow	 as	 if	 knowing

exactly	what	 The	Captain’s	 response

would	be	 to	his	upcoming	 comment.

“Yea,	‘cept	he’s	this	kid…”

“...	 I	 don’t	 care	 about	 a	kid,

Spix.	 Don’t	 care	 what	 the

circumstances	are.	I	don’t	wanna	hear

about	any	kids,”	instantly	interrupted

The	 Captain,	 distraught	 for	 no

particular	 reason.	 Spix	 was	 an

optimist	 while	 Hooksy	 built	 an

impenetrable	 wall	 around	 himself	 to

preserve	 the	 very	 morals	 that	 were

ripping	 him	 apart---	 one	 of	 them

being	 his	 hatred	 of	 children,	 even

though	he	was	still	very	much	one	of

them	himself.		

Spix	 endured.	 “Yea,	 ‘cept

he’s	a	lot	like	ye.	He	can	fight	o’right,

too.	Staged	a	bar	fight	ta	see	how	he’d

react.	All	I’m	sayin’	 is	 that	ye	need	a

first	 mate,	 an’	 I'm	 too	 old	 to	 be	 a

damn	 anythin’	 on	 a	 ship.”	 The	 old

man	 shrugged,	 smiling	 a	 cracked-

tooth	grin.	“He	works	at	the	tav’n	all

the	 time.	 All	 he	 do	 is	 sweep,	 sweep,

sweep,	an’	he	look	as	if	he	waitin’	for

a	 feller	 like	 you	 to	 get	 in	 there	 an’...

an’	 do	 yer	 thing.”	 Noticing	 that

Hooksy	 shut	 his	 eyes	 and	 scrunched

his	 nose	 in	 disapproval,	 Spix	 took	 a

step	back	just	in	case	the	young	man’s

temper	 would	 snap.	 “Well,	 anywho,

catch	 ye	 later,	 Cap’n,”	 he	 said,

smiling.	Before	wandering	off	into	the

sad		little	town	behind	the	docks,	Spix

stuck	 a	 meaty	 finger	 in	 the	 air	 with

amusement.	“Resummme	to	watchin’

the	 lady.”	 He	 then	 bowed	 his	 head,

fulfilled	by	his	own	mile-wide	grin	as

he	 skipped	 across	 the	 cobblestone

into	the	darkest	crevices	of	the	night.	

Hooksy	detested	 children.	 It

was	 like	 the	 idea	 of	 raising	 a	 baby,

listening	 for	 hours	 on	 end	 to

incomprehensible	 jargon.	 What	 was

worse,	children	were	naive.	He	was	a

child	once:	a	 time	 in	his	 life	he	never

spoke	of	but	remembered	all	too	well.

His	 memory	 was	 impeccable;	 he

could	remember	someone’s	name	and

demographics	even	if	he’d	heard	only

once	half	a	kilometer	away	in	the	Pits.

One	could	only	imagine	how	well	he

remembered	 the	 horrors	 of	 his

childhood.	 Nonetheless,	 Spix	 was

right.	Hooksy	needed	a	young	lad	(or

lass,	 for	 that	 matter)	 to	 be	 his	 first

mate.	He	 took	 an	 apprehensive	 sigh,
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turning	 his	 polished	 silver-tipped

boots	away	from	the	docks	and	began

to	walk	into	the	dark-soaked	city.	
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The	Bogues	Mead	Tavern

was	alive	with	a	drunken	sailor’s	buzz

and	warm-lighted	ardor	controlled	by

loud	speech	and	intoxicated	laughter.

Oil	lamps	lined	the	cream-colored

moldy	walls,	and	it	stunk	of	booze,

blood,	and	rotten	fish.	Sailors	and

misfits	laughed	drunkenly	at	each

other	while	huddled	over	decks	of

cards,	mostly	all	of	them	involved	in

some	type	of	exchange---	be	it

through	gambling	or	through	the

rumors	that	flew	freely	about	the

tavern	like	loose	papers	in	the	wind.

Most	of	them	were	Dartriash---	often

dark	haired,	olive	to	fair	skinned

humans	that	is---	while	a	couple	of

the	sailors	were	Ossamarian	and

sported	pointy	ears	that	were	framed

by	chalky	hair	colors	and	balanced

with	their	warm,	colorful	eyes.	

Charlie	 swept	 the	 floors,

refusing	 drinks	 from	 the	 drunken

sailors	 he’d	 come	 to	 know	 through

his	 recent	 entry	 in	 Yeledge	 Bay.	 He

kept	 his	 head	 down	 and	 his	 hand

hidden---	 lack	 of	 a	 hand,	 rather.	He

had	 run	 into	 some	nasty	business	on

his	 way	 to	 his	 current	 location	 in

Yeledge,	 of	 which	 the	 stump	 that

ended	 at	 the	 middle	 of	 his	 forearm

still	raw	and	pink	from	its	amputation

in	the	feline	village	of	Ko’med	would

be	a	constant	reminder.	

Suddenly,	 the	 tavern	 doors

exploded	 open	 and	 were	 nearly

knocked	from	their	precarious	hinges.

Splinters	of	wood	flew	from	the	most

rotted	 corners	 of	 the	 entrance	 as

though	 a	 perfectly	 controlled	 bomb

had	 honed	 itself	 in	 at	 the	 entrance	 .

The	 laughter	 and	 speech

instantaneously	came	to	a	halt,	and	all

eyes	 slowly	 traced	 the	 tall	 silhouette

of	 Hooksy,	 who	 stood	 mysteriously

in	the	door	frame.	His	black	feathered

cavalier	 hat	 dipped	 below	 his	 eyes,

and	 that	 dangerous	 one-sided	 smile

shone.	He	 took	 one	 gentle	 step	 after
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the	 other,	 the	 click	 of	 his	 boots

exuding	 the	 elegance	 and	 power	 of

either	 some	 strange	mechanical	 beast

or	 a	 lion.	No	one	 in	 the	 room	dared

to	move	as	he	approached	 the	young

Charlie,	 who,	 unlike	 the	 rest	 of	 the

sailors	 and	 thieves	 in	 the	 tavern,

stared	 wide-eyed	 at	 the	 man	 with

sheer	 curiosity.	 His	 jaw	 even	 hung

agape	for	a	moment,	until	he	realized

that	 no	 one	 else	 in	 the	 crowded	 bar

shared	 the	 same	 expression:	 instead,

they	 were	 filled	 with	 adrenaline	 and

panic	 as	 though	 they	were	 genuinely

scared	of	the	man	who	had	walked	in.

“Can	 I	 help	 you,	 mister?”

whispered	 Charlie,	 feeling	 the	 taboo

from	 the	 customer’s	 eyes	 focused

directly	 on	 him.	 Hooksy	 began	 to

laugh,	 eyeing	 the	 boy’s	 attempt	 at

concealing	his	lack	of	half	an	arm.

“You	 must	 be	 an	 awful

chores	boy,”	he	remarked	with	a	deep

voice	 while	 shaking	 his	 head,

imagining	 the	 lad	 sweeping	with	 one

hand	alone.	What	a	sight!	In	that	very

second,	 Hooksy	 was	 struck	 with

amazement.	Not	only	was	 it	 rare	 for

people	 to	 confront	 him	 the	 way	 the

boy	was,	standing	straight	in	front	of

him	 without	 cowering	 back,	 but	 his

expression	seemed	 to	be	 filled	with	a

profound	wonder	that	could	never	be

soiled	or	scrubbed	away.	The	Captain

had	 felt	 that	 way	 a	 long	 time	 ago,

even	 if	 it	 had	 been	 short-lived.	 He

missed	the	days	when	his	eyes	looked

like	 the	 boy’s	who	 stood	 in	 front	 of

him,	 filled	 with	 curiosity	 and

oblivious	 to	 fear.	 Hooksy	 chuckled

with	 relief	 without	 as	 much	 as	 a

second	 thought.	 Maybe	 Spix	 was

right.	 Without	 doubt,	 the	 boy

reminded	 The	 Captain	 of	 his

younger,	 innocent	 self,	 (however

many	would	argue	 that	 the	 infamous

Hooksy	was	born	without	 a	drop	of

innocence,	 although	 this	 was	 never

proven).	

In	 an	 uncharacteristic	 move,

Hooksy	 removed	his	hat,	puncturing

it	 with	 one	 of	 his	 impossibly	 sharp

hooks	and	swinging	it	to	his	chest	so

that	 it	 wouldn’t	 awkwardly	 drop	 to

the	ground.	His	face	was	revealed	and
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that	 unrevealing	 sent	 a	 shiver	 down

every	 person	 in	 the	 room’s	 spine.

There	 was	 even	 a	 drunkard	 that

dropped	his	glass	out	of	 sheer	 fright,

the	 striking	 shatter	 making	 nearly

every	man	 jump	with	 fear.	 Surely	 all

the	 men	 were	 preparing	 for	 their

deaths	 at	 that	 moment,	 but	 even	 so,

they	 could	 not	 help	 but	 notice	 that

Hooksy	 was	 quite	 good-looking.

Most	men	had	expected	The	Captain

to	 be	 an	 old,	 weather-beaten	 sailor

with	 a	 broken	 nose	 and	 sand-paper

like	 stubble,	 but	 that	 was	 certainly

not	 the	 case.	 He	 was	 just	 young

enough	 that	 his	 “facial	 hair”	 was	 no

more	 than	 peach	 fuzz,	 and	 his	 nose

was	 perfectly	 angular	 yet	 also

somehow	 delicate.	 But	 his	 most

striking	 feature	 were	 his	 trenchant

sea-green	eyes	that	 looked	unfocused

and	 glassy,	 making	 him	 seem	 as

though	he	could	hardly	be	considered

a	 living	 creature.	His	 dead,	 strangely

beautiful	 eyes	 were	 framed	 by	 his

chestnut	 colored	 curtained	 haircut

that	was	 just	 long	 enough	 to	 be	 tied

with	 a	 small	 ribbon	 at	 his	 nape.

Despite	his	long	eyelashes,	absence	of

facial	hair,	and	obvious	young	age,	he

was	 every	 bit	 a	 man;	 being	 strong-

jawed,	 thick-browed,	 sharp,	 and

robustly	built.	

Out	 of	 all	 the	 dismayed

sailors	 in	 the	 tavern,	Charlie	was	 the

most	 astonished.	 Besides	 Hooksy’s

indefatigable	 green-blue	 eyes,

strapping	 build,	 and	 extreme	 height,

he	 felt	 he	 could	 be	 looking	 in	 a

perfect	 mirror	 image	 of	 himself	 in	 6

years	 .	 He,	 too,	 had	 that	 sharp,

slightly	upturned	nose,	 those	almond

shaped	eyes,	and	perhaps	the	start	of	a

wonderful	 jawline.	 Had	 Charlie	 not

already	 been	 extensively	 well-versed

in	 his	 family’s	 lineage,	 he	 may	 have

questioned	 if	 The	 Captain	 were	 his

brother.	Promptly,	after	realizing	that

he	was	 looking	 into	 a	 very	 generous

mirror,	 the	 wonder	 on	 his	 face

vanished	 into	 the	 same	 amount	 of

paralysis	 as	 the	 rest	 of	 the	occupants

in	 the	 room.	 Hooksy	 smirked,

looking	down	at	the	boy.	

“You	know,	my	‘ol	man	Spix
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told	me	 I	would	 like	you.	 I	 think	he

was	tryna	stroke	my	ego.	Say,	what’s

your	 name?”	 Hooksy	 continued	 to

smile,	getting	uncomfortably	close	 to

the	boy.	

“Charlie,”	 he	 said	 quickly,

focusing	his	brown	eyes	directly	 into

Hooksy’s	 glazed	 eyes.	

Instantaneously,	 Hooksy	 fell	 into	 a

stage	 of	 amusement	 and	 appreciation

for	the	boy.	Looking	at	him	was	 like

looking	 into	 a	 dimensional	 rift	 into

the	past.	

“You	see,	 that	won’t	do,”	he

said	 patiently,	 lifting	 one	 of	 his

glowing	 hooks	 to	 his	 mouth	 to

unlatch	the	metal	clasp	with	his	teeth.

“Try	 this,	 boy.”	 As	 he	 beckoned

Charlie	to	show	his	stump,	the	hook’s

clasp	 was	 still	 being	 held	 in	 his

mouth,	 the	 now	 detached	 hook

resting	 carefully	 on	 his	 shoulder.

Cautiously,	 Charlie	 stuck	 his	 arm

out,	 and	Hooksy	 somehow	managed

to	 securely	 latch	 the	 hook	 onto	 the

raw	stub.	Charlie	winced	as	the	metal

clasp	 buckled,	 and	 a	 look	 of

accomplishment	 crossed	 both	 their

faces.	The	crowd	around	them	was	no

less	terrified.	

“Is	 this	 all	 you	 do	 here,

Twixy?	 In	 Yeledge,	 I	 mean?”	 asked

Hooksy,	 stepping	 back.	 Charlie

looked	 around,	 trying	 to	 find	 this

‘Twixy’	 that	 the	man	before	him	had

so	 abruptly	 mentioned.	 Hooksy

nodded	his	head,	amused.	

“I	 don’t	 really	want	 to	 hear

any	 of	 this	 ‘Charlie’	 shit	 anymore,

Twixy.	My	girl	leaves	the	dock	at	two

pm	 sharp	 tomorrow,	 which	 means	 I

expect	to	see	you	there	at	7:00	am	for

a	 little...test.	 Clear?”	 Hooksy

continued	 by	 gently	 shifting	 his

shoulders	 towards	 the	 exit.	 Charlie

was	 suddenly	 overtaken	 by	 rage.	He

made	sure	to	retain	his	composure.	

“Excuse	 me	 --	 just	 because

you’re	 some	 bigshot	 pirate	 justifies

the	 fact	 that	 you	 want	 me	 to--	 to

change	 my	 name	 and	 heed	 whatever

you	 say?”	 His	 tone	 remained	 calm,

but	a	twisted	expression	of	annoyance

and	 confusion	 overtook	 his	 face.

Everyone	 in	 the	 tavern	 held	 their
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breaths,	 paralyzed	 by	 fear.	 The	 boy

had	 just	 cost	 them	 their	 lives.	 But

Hooksy	 just	 responded	 in	 a	 deep

sigh,	nodding	ever	so	slightly.		

“A	 couple	 things,	 Twixy.

Firstly,	 I	 can	 tell	 you	 don’t	 have

anything		going	for	ya	here.	Secondly,

I	 gave	 you	 my	 hook	 and	 expect	 to

have	 it	 back	 tomorrow.	 Lastly,	 don’t

call	me	 a	 pirate.	A	pirate	 is	 someone

who	 steals.	 I	 don’t	 steal.	 Something

important	 has	 been	 taken	 from	 me

and	 I	 expect	 to	 get	 it	 back,”	 he

whispered,	 shaking	 his	 head	 with	 a

miniscule	 movement.	 After	 a

moment,	The	Captain’s	tone	changed

dramatically.	 “If	 you	 truly	 refuse	 to

secure	your	position	in	a	place	where

you	 will	 be	 WELL	 taken	 care	 of

rather	 than	 this	 shit	 hole,	 I’d	 gladly

kill	you	and	everyone	in	this	room	to

find	 some	 other	 young...

doppelganger.”	

Seeing	 Twixy’s	 pallid

expression	 after	 the	 threatening

comment,	 Hooksy	 nodded.	 “That’s

what	I	thought,”	he	said,	swinging	his

slightly	damaged	cavalier	hat	back	on

his	 head.	 Just	 as	 briskly	 as	 he	 had

entered	the	tavern,	Hooksy,	the	anti-

pirate	 walked	 out,	 and	 the	 Bogues

Mead	 Tavern	 instantly	 resumed	 and

became	 alight	 with	 even	 more

emphatic	 laughter	 and	 speech	 than

had	 been	 heard	 in	 decades---	 for	 no

one	had	died	that	night.		
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Charlie	had	hardly	 slept	 that

night.	Not	 only	 did	 his	 straw	 cot	 in

the	 basement	 of	 the	 tavern	 itch	with

every	 miniscule	 movement,	 but	 his

mind	 was	 satiated	 with	 thoughts	 of

his	 encounter	 with	 Hooksy.	 Charlie

hated	 everything	 about	 him:	 the

prestige	he	held	on	his	shoulders,	the

ample	 paths	 society	 carved	 for	 him,

and	even	the	fact	that	he	could	afford

a	 velvet	 cavalier	 hat,	 stab	 it,	 and	 not

seem	 to	 care	 one	 bit	 about	 his

privilege.	 Yet,	 there	 was	 something

about	 him.	 Perhaps	 it	 was	 because

they	 looked	 almost	 identical?	 Or

maybe	 it	 was	 because	 Charlie	 knew
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that	 if	 he	 were	 able	 to	 latch	 onto	 a

rich	and	powerful	man,	his	initial	goal

of	 survival	 would	 magnify	 by	 the

hundreds.	 But	 what	 Charlie	 really

believed	 to	 be	 the	 reason	 for	 his

interest	 was	 that	 he	 was	 curious	 of

Hooksy’s	 motives.	 He	 had	 said	 that

something	had	been	 stolen	 from	him

and	 he	 expected	 to	 get	 it	 back.	 If	 he

was	 so	 wealthy	 and	 successful,	 what

exactly	did	he	need	back	that	he	could

not	 just	 buy?	 	He	 slowly	 fell	 asleep

thinking	to	the	beat	of	this	impossible

question.	

With	 fatigued	 eyes	 and	 a

pulsating	headache,	Charlie	awoke	to

the	 sound	 of	 a	 soldier's	 hangover

groaning	upstairs	in	the	tavern.	It	did

not	 take	 long	 for	 his	 nearly

unconscious	 morning	 to	 come	 to	 a

halt	 as	 he	 noticed	 the	 unforgiving

twinge	 in	what	 was	 left	 of	 his	 hand,

the	 silver	 hook	 causing	 intense

chafing	 and	 soreness	 against	 the	 raw

stump.	 Ignoring	 the	 pain,	 Charlie

trudged	 up	 the	 basement	 stairs	 into

the	 bar.	 This	 time	 he	 was	 not

equipped	 with	 a	 broom,	 was	 not

yelled	at	by	Ja’zhad	the	Manager,	and

did	 not	 even	 bother	 checking	 the

perilously	strung	clock	to	alert	him	of

the	 time.	 Normally,	 Ja’zhad	 the

Manager	would	force	him	to	do	such

a	thing	since	he	seemed	to	be	the	only

one	 in	 Yeledge	 Bay	 who	 could	 read

the	 little	hands	on	 the	half-shattered,

scrappy,	 barely	 functional	 copper-

rimmed	 thing.	 According	 to	 the

Manager,	 the	 sad	 clock	 was	 taken

from	a	scholar’s	possessions	after	 the

poor	man	had	died	in	his	sleep	in	the

tavern’s	 upstairs	 inn	 rooms.	 But,

because	 Ja’zhad	 the	 Manager	 was

nowhere	 to	 be	 seen,	 Charlie	 made	 a

point	 not	 to	 look	 at	 it	 as	 he	 walked

out	 of	 the	 tavern,	 solely	 paying

attention	 to	 the	 cobblestones	 on	 the

street	leading	to	Hooksy’s	gargantuan

vessel.			

It	was	5:48	am	when	Charlie

arrived	at	 the	docks.	 It	was	 still	dark

outside,	 with	 the	 faintest	 suggestion

of	 a	 sunrise	 beginning	 to	 formulate

across	 the	horizon.	The	 air	was	 a	 lot

more	crisp	and	frigid	in	the	morning,
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yet	 like	most	 things	 in	 Yeledge	 Bay,

still	 smelled	 and	 tasted	 vaguely	 like

airy	 fish.	 Charlie	 felt	 some

inexplicable	notion	that	it	would	be	a

cloudless	 day,	 based	 on	 no	 evidence

except	 the	 currently	 empty	 skyline.

Yet	 unlike	 the	 mysteriously

entrancing	 sky,	 the	docks	 themselves

were	 surely	 not	 a	 sight	 to	 behold.

They	 were	 rotting	 and	 decrepit,	 the

combination	 of	 harsh	 sun	 and	 salty

water	 causing	 them	 to	 splinter	 and

creak	 under	 the	 weight	 of	 Charlie’s

boots.	

Hooksy,	 still	 wearing	 the

same	coat	and	impressive	cavalier	hat

(although	 Charlie	 could	 have	 sworn

that	 it	 had	 been	 patched	 from	 when

he	 had	 stabbed	 it	 the	 night	 before),

was	 already	 awaiting	 his	 arrival.	 His

chest	 was	 facing	 his	 walnut	 beauty,

and	 he	 still	 only	 wore	 one	 hook	 on

his	 right	 arm;	 the	 other	 was	 just	 a

stub	 ending	 before	 where	 the	 wrist

would	 have	 been.	 There	 was	 a

significant	 degree	 of	 cold	 silence

between	 the	 two	 figures,	 until

Hooksy’s	 velvet	 cavalier	 hat	 turned

smoothly	 towards	 the	 boy	 and	 his

startlingly	 similar	 appearance	 made

itself	apparent	to	Charlie	once	more.		

“You’re	 pretty	 early.

Couldn’t	 wait,	 could	 ya?”	 The

Captain	started,	an	airy	chuckle	in	his

voice.	 Charlie,	 speaking	 with	 his

actions,	 proceeded	 to	 unsuccessfully

remove	 the	hook	 from	his	 stub.	“It’s

bound	 by	 a	 spell,	 you	 know.	 It

wouldn’t	 have	 buckled	 on

otherwise,”	 Hooksy	 said,	 signaling

the	boy	to	join	him	by	the	edge	of	the

dock.	Hesitantly,	Charlie	neared	him,

trying	to	make	eye	contact.	His	father

once	 told	 him	 that	 making	 eye

contact	with	people	was	the	best	way

to	 show	 that	 you	 are	 comfortable

with	 them.	Perhaps	 if	he	colloquially

chatted	 with	 the	 scary	 captain	 while

looking	 into	 his	 eyes,	 he	would	 fool

him	 into	 thinking	 that	 he	 wasn’t

scared.	 Thus,	 Charlie	 analyzed	 the

many	“first	comment”	impressions	he

wished	 to	 make	 to	 the	 anti-pirate

such	 as	 ‘did	 you	 even	 sleep?’	 or

maybe	 ‘how	 do	 you	 go	 to	 the
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restroom	with	no	hands?’	 (actually…

he	did	not	want	 to	know	 the	 answer

to	that	one)	or,	most	curiously,	‘what

do	 you	want,	 you	 ignorant	 son	 of	 a

bi-’...	 (however,	 that	 one	was	 a	 little

too	 vulgar).	 Instead,	 he	 advanced	 by

asking	an	airy	question.

“You	 said	 you	 had	 a

challenge	 for	me?”	There	was	 a	 light

sneer	 on	 his	 soft	 face	 as	 he

uncomfortably	 tried	 to	 look	 at	 The

Captain’s	face.	

Hooksy	 immediately	 spun

around,	placing	the	hook	on	his	right

hand	against	his	chest.	His	mouth	was

ajar	 with	 sarcastic	 surprise	 as	 he

whispered	 back,	 smiling.	 "Awe,	 how

sweet	of	you	to	ask.	What	caused	the

change	of	heart,	Twixy?	I	could	have

SWORN	 you	 weren’t	 going	 to	 take

me	up	on	my	offer.”	The	two	young

men	continued	intently	staring	at	one

another,	not	daring	to	bat	an	eyelash.

Finally,	Charlie	broke	the	silence.

“Well,	 I	 don’t	 think	 I	 have

much	 of	 a	 choice.	 I’ve	 heard	 the

stories	 about	 you.	 My	 manager

wouldn’t	shut	up	about	how	lucky	he

was	that	he	arrived	late	at	the	bar	last

night.”	

“Yes.	 The	 stories,”	 Hooksy

muttered,	 sighing	 deeply.	 He	 knew

that	it	was	far	too	easy	to	hear	stories,

yet	ten	times	easier	to	 listen	to	them.

How	 callow	 Twixy	 was	 to	 so	 easily

prove	this!	He	then	nodded,	resuming

his	short-lived	speech,	“You’ll	have	to

wait	an	hour	 for	your	challenge	 to…

arrive.”

What	to	do	for	an	hour	with

one	 of	 the	 world’s	 most	 dangerous

men	Charlie	did	not	know.	After	all,

Ja’zhad	 The	 Manager	 had	 told	 him

that	 The	 Captain	 had	 infamously

mauled	ten	people	at	once	after	one	of

them	 was	 a	 little	 to	 persistent	 in

asking	him	how	he	had	lost	his	hands.

So,	Charlie	 decided	 to	 stick	 to	 small

talk.	A	feeble	solution,	but	better	than

standing	in	silence.

“Why	 do	 you	 call	 me

Twixy?”	He	asked	with	a	 jovial	grin,

rather	 proud	 of	 his	 slightly	 inept

socializing	skills.	

“Why	 do	 I	what?	 	 You	 are
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quite	 the	 humorist,	 Twixy,”

responded	 Hooksy	 half-heartedly.

No	further	comment	was	made	 from

the	 young	 man	 as	 he	 resumed

watching	his	oceangoing	vessel.	

Charlie	 took	 a	 hefty	 sigh,

clenching	 his	 jaw	 in	 frustration	 as	 if

barely	 able	 to	 retain	 his	 composure.

In	an	ill	attempt	not	to	get	impatient,

he	 glanced	 upwards	 and	 stared

nonchalantly	 at	 The	 Captain’s	 vessel

that	seemed	less	of	a	ship	and	more	of

a	 vessel-shaped	mobile	 building.	 The

sheer	 grandeur	 of	 the	 shining

mahogany	masts	reached	so	high	that

had	it	been	midday,	they	would	have

been	 taller	 than	 the	 sun	 and	 had	 the

cream-colored	 sails	 been	 unfurled,

they	 would	 have	 blocked	 the	 sky.

Charlie	 noticed	 something	 rather

irregular	 with	 the	 ship,	 however.	 Its

figurehead	was	incredibly	odd.	It	was

a	 strange	 looking	 bird	 whose	 wings

were	 closed	 and	 patient,	 like	 a

Garnhorn	 Gull	 sitting	 lazily	 on	 the

top	of	a	building’s	eave.	

Charlie	pointed	at	it.	“Is	that

supposed	to	be---”

“---	 a	 Phoenix,”	 interrupted

Hooksy.	 “I	 didn’t	 choose	 it.	 My

second	 in	 command	 likes	 birds.	 Says

they	bring	good	luck	or	something.”	

Charlie	 ignored	 The	 Captain’s

comment.	He	had	his	 attention	now,

and	that	was	all	that	mattered.	“How

long	 have	 you	 been	 standing	 here

watching	this…	this	ship?”	

Hooksy	 unexpectedly

smiled,	 his	 gaze	 fixed	 towards	 the

horizon.	“Hours,”	was	his	predictable

response.	

Charlie	 rolled	 his	 eyes	 with

slight	 amusement,	 even	 stepping	 a

couple	 feet	 closer	 now	 that	 he	 and

The	 Captain	 were	 beginning	 to

converse	 less	 awkwardly.	 “I	 think	 I

know	 what	 you	 are	 going	 to	 say,

but…	what’s	 your	 real	 name?”	 That

second,	without	an	urge	to	respond,	a

spark	 lit	 up	 inside	Hooksy.	 It	was	 a

common	question	 to	 ask,	 however	 it

seemed	 entirely	 different	 when	 it

came	 out	 of	 Charlie’s	 mouth.	 The

conversation	 he	 was	 now	 having,

however	sparse	 it	was,	reminded	him
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of	one	he’d	had	with	 a	woman	years

ago,	 a	 conversation	 that	 had	brought

an	 influx	 of	 warm	 memories	 and

nearly	 produced	 tears.	 A	 quick	 one-

sided	 smile	 flashed	 underneath	 his

signature	cavalier	hat.	

“If	 you	 stick	 around	 long

enough,	 you	 might	 find	 out,”	 he

spoke	 so	 quietly	 and	 without

movement	 that	 Charlie	 did	 not	 even

notice.	

Chapter	2

The	Challenge

The	sun	was	full	and	bright

in	 the	 enthralling	 blue	 sky,	 blissfully

shining	down	on	the	tired	sailors	and

fishermen	 who	 worked	 laboriously

through	 the	 day.	 Charlie	 sat	 against

one	 of	 the	 many	 dock	 posts,	 his

young	 face	 pressed	 against	 the

splintering	 wood.	 He	 almost	 fell

asleep	 a	 couple	 times,	 nodding	off	 at

certain	minutes	in	the	hour	he	had	left

to	wait.

It	 was	 beautiful,	 though.

Watching	 the	 sunrise	 ascend,	 seeing

the	glittering	rainbow	of	colors	 in	 its

wake,	 noticing	 it	 balance	 at	 a	 perfect

light	blue…	 it	was	 so	 serene	 that	 the

white	 noise	 of	 the	 ocean	 was	 what

kept	 rocking	 the	 young	 lad	 to	 sleep.

At	 that	 moment,	 the	 cold,	 misty	 air

made	 him	 feel	 so	 peaceful,	 so

perfectly	 happy,	 that	 he	 hardly

noticed	 the	 large	 stout	 man	 behind

him.	A	striking	noise	suddenly	hit	the

wooden	 deck,	 and	 Charlie	 jumped

with	surprise.

“Ahhh,	 fallin’	 asleep,	 lad?

That	 won’	 do.	 Ye	 know	 the	 Cap’n

hardly	 e’re	 sleeps…	Maybe	 he	 shuts

‘is	eyes	once	 ‘round	a	clock.	 I	 swear,

tha	man’s	a	fish…	No	eyelids	an’	all,”

shouted	 the	 man.	 Charlie	 turned

around	to	see	the	pot-bellied	figure	of

Spix,	his	red	complexion	quite	present

in	 the	 light	 of	 the	 morning.	

“I’m	 only	 pullin’	 yer	 loggers,	 ye

know,”	 he	 continued,	 watching

Charlie’s	startled	expression.	

“Who	 are	 you?”	 grumbled
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Charlie,	 craning	 his	 neck	 to	 look	 up

at	 the	 stout	man	above	him	 from	his

position	on	the	dock.		

“I'm	 yer	 challenge,	 lad,”

replied	the	man	a	little	too	happily.	

Charlie	 rubbed	 his	 eyes

(nearly	 scratching	 his	 left	 eye	 out

with	 the	 hook)	 as	 though	 rubbing

them	would	give	him	a	better	 idea	of

who	 the	 old	 man	 was.	 Ironically,	 it

seemed	to	work.	“Last	week...weren’t

you	the	man	who--”

“--paid	 two	men	wit	 alcohol

te	 start	 a	 bar	 fight	 so	 ye	 could	 so

nicely	 break	 it	 up?	 Ye,	 tha’	 was	me.

Well	done,	by	tha	way!	I	dunna	think

a	rummed	Ka’adrian	could	spring	inta

action	tha’	 fast.”	Charlie’s	mouth	fell

open	 in	 astonishment.	 He	 was	 just

going	to	ask	whether	the	man	was	the

fellow	 who	 bought	 three	 bottles	 of

Shui	Brandy	 last	week,	which	wasn’t

wrong,	 but	 it	 certainly	 confused

Charlie	as	to	why	the	old	round	man

had	 felt	 the	 urge	 to	 expose	 all	 of	 his

weird	intentions	to	the	boy.	Before	he

could	 think	 too	 in-depth	 about	 the

old	man’s	words,	he	opened	his	thin-

lipped	 mouth	 to	 speak	 again:	 “Ah,

don’t	be	lookin’	so	glum,	lad!	It	were

a	 favor	 fer	 Cap'n.	 Had	 ta	 see	 if	 ye

could	 use	 a	 sword	 an’	 all’o	 that.	 So,

ye’ve	already	passed	the	physical	test.

Now	ye	just	gotte	pass	this	one	too!”

Charlie	 continued	 to	 stare	blankly	 at

Spix	 in	 sheer	 confusion.	 It	 was	 one

thing	to	focus	his	attention	so	that	he

could	 understand	 what	 the	 heavily-

accented	 man	 was	 saying,	 and	 an

entirely	different	thing	to	understand

the	 content	 of	 what	 the	 old	 man’s

sentences	were	trying	to	convey.	The

way	he	spoke	transported	Charlie	to	a

different	 timeline,	 as	 though	 he	 had

been	 thrust	 into	 the	 past	 and	 was

strewn	 straight	 in	 the	 middle	 of

wartime	 with	 nothing	 but	 a	 general

yelling	 orders	 at	 him	 in	 an

uncomfortable	dialect.		

Spix	 continued,	 not	minding

the	 boy’s	 dumbfounded	 guise.	 “It’s

an	 ancient	 tradition,	 tha’	 fer	 there	 to

be	a	new	First	Mate,	the	ol’	one	must

be	outte	 existence.	Blamey-O!	To	be

on	 this	 ‘ere	 vessel,	 ye	 gotta	 kill	 me.
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Ah,	but	I’m	runnin’	me	mouth	again.

We	 should	 wait	 fer	 the	 Capn.’”	 He

had	 almost	 a	 cheery	 air	 to	 his	 brash

voice.	Charlie	somehow	became	even

more	stunned.

“What?”

“Ye	 ‘eard	 me,	 lad.	 Don’

worry,	 I	 don’	 got	 much	 fight	 in	 me

an’more.	Ready	when	ye	are!	And	ye

will	 be	 ready	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 Cap’n

tells	ye	 to	be!”	Spix	shrugged,	 taking

a	 large	 step	 back	 onto	 the	 center	 of

the	splintered	wooden	deck.	Stunned,

Charlie	 just	 sat	 there,	 a	 lump	 in	 his

throat	as	he	analyzed	what	he	needed

to	do.	Did	he	say	to	kill	him?	

“I	apologize---	WHAT?”	

Spix	 rolled	 his	 eyes,

motioning	the	boy	to	stand	up.	It	was

clear	 that	 he	 was	 concealing

something,	 but	 the	 oblivious	Charlie

didn’t	 seem	 to	 notice.	 The	 poor	 boy

had	just	got	to	translating	in	his	head

the	 part	 where	 Spix	 declared	 that	 it

“were	 a	 favor	 fer	 Cap’n.”	 After	 a

moment	of	nearly	humorous	stillness,

Charlie	managed	to	process	what	was

going	on.	

“Did	you	say	kill	you?”

“Yes,	 lad.	 Ye	 wanna	 be	 on

Tha	Capn’s	vessel	or	not?”

Before	 Charlie	 could

respond,	 Hooksy	 emerged	 from	 the

depths	 of	 the	 beat-up	 market	 stalls

lining	 the	 docks.	 With	 perfect

precision,	 he	 approached	 the	 two

figures,	 his	 cavalier	 boots	 heavily

scraping	 the	 cobblestone	 in	 large,

malicious	 steps	 toward	 the	 dock.	 A

crestfallen	 sneer	 was	 cast	 upon	 his

face,	 but	 anyone	 that	 knew	 the	 man

would	have	known	that	the	sneer	was

his	poor	attempt	at	a	casual	smile.	

The	powerful	man	stopped	in

his	 calculated	 steps,	 swiveling	 on	 his

heel	 with	 panache	 to	 stand	 beside

Spix.	He	 then	 carefully	 leaned	 down

to	 whisper	 something	 in	 the	 old

man’s	 ear.	 Spix	 responded	 to	 the

whisper	 almost	 instantaneously,	with

a	 quick	 nod	 and	 an	 altruistic	 smile

that	 looked	 completely

disproportionate	 to	 the	 situation	 at

hand.	

Once	 he	 finished	 muttering
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his	 secret	 directions	 to	 the	 old	 man,

Hooksy	 straightened	 his	 back,	 and

Charlie	 could	 finally	 see	 that	 The

Captain	 was	 carrying	 a	 dull	 scimitar

under	 his	 left	 arm.	 With	 his	 right

hook,	he	motioned	to	Charlie’s	hook.

“Use	 that,”	 he	 articulated

slyly.	 Despite	 the	 cold	 tone	 in	 his

voice	 and	 his	 seemingly	 tense

disposition,	there	was	a	keen	sliver	of

excitement	 in	 his	 eyes,	 as	 though	 he

was	 either	 concealing	 a	 key	 piece	 of

information	 that	 only	 he	 and	 Spix

knew,	or	he	 loved	to	watch	this	 type

of	violent	tension.	Charlie	was	unable

to	 pick	 up	 on	 the	 misleading	 hints,

though.	 He	 stood	 frozen	 in	 place,

paralyzed	by	his	lack	of	options.	Kill

the	weird	 old	 first	mate?	Or	 not	 kill

him	 and	probably	 die	 himself?	What

kind	 of	 test	 was	 that?	 He	 looked

around,	 seeing	 fishermen	 from

different	 boats	 frozen	 in	 their	 tracks

while	 watching	 what	 the	 young	 lad

would	 do.	 Hooksy’s	 deceptive	 tests

were	quite	 infamous,	 afterall	 (at	 least

according	 to	 that	 brief	 ramble	 by

Ja’zhad	 the	 Manager),	 and	 everyone

knew	 they	 usually	 resulted	 in	 the

applicant’s	death.	

Spix,	 while	 his	 expression

remained	collected,	began	to	breathe	a

little	 too	 heavily,	 dramatically

shaking	 as	 he	 reached	 to	 take	 the

scimitar	 from	 under	 Hooksy’s	 arm.

Other	 than	 that,	 the	 man	 did	 not

move,	 and	between	him	and	Charlie,

there	 was	 a	 juxtaposition	 of	 utter

immobilization.	 It	 took	 two	 more

minutes	 of	 this	 paralysis	 before

Hooksy	 became	 bored.	 He	 took	 a

deep	sigh,	rolling	his	eyes.

“KILL	 HIM	 ALREADY,

WOULD	YA?”	

Spix	 shook	 violently,	 the

scimitar	 clattering	 to	 the	 wooden

deck	 with	 a	 loud	 thunk.	 Unlike	 the

overly	 dramatic	 breathing	 from

earlier,	 the	 fear	 on	 his	 face	 now

looked	 genuine.	 He	 eyed	 The

Captain,	 attempting	 an	 airy	 chuckle

as	sweat	dribbled	 into	the	crevices	of

his	 slightly	 wrinkled	 face.	 The	 old

man's	 position	 surely	 wasn’t	 helped

by	 the	 similarity	 in	 the	boy’s	 face	 to
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his	Captain’s,	making	it	feel	as	though

he	were	about	to	be	killed	by	his	best

friend.	

It	 finally	 hit	 Charlie.	 A

sudden	 wave	 of	 horror	 washed	 over

him	as	he	realized	the	position	he	was

in.	This	had	all	happened	too	quickly.

It	 felt	 like	 he	was	 in	 a	 time	 sink;	 his

heart	 began	 to	 beat	 quickly,	 and	 he

suddenly	became	highly	aware	of	the

bulky	hook	that	hung	awkwardly	off

his	 left	 hand.	Hooksy	 looked	 frozen

in	time,	standing	so	perfectly	still	that

even	 the	 wind	 didn’t	 dare	 disturb

him.	

In	 the	 midst	 of	 his	 strange,

frozen	apprehension,	Charlie	realized

that	he	had	never	heard	of	any	pirates

that	 held	 initiation	 tests--not	 that	 he

knew	 all	 that	 much	 about	 pirates,

though.	Logically	it	did	just	not	quite

add	up	 to	 the	boy.	To	be	asked	by	a

notorious	marauder	to	kill	his	trusted

first	mate?	He	wondered	 	 if	Hooksy

could	be	 lying	about	 the	whole	 ‘test’

thing.	But	he	knew	these	weren’t	 the

things	 he	 should	 have	 been

questioning	 while	 in	 a	 situation	 that

could	result	in	a	probable	death.	

Charlie	 listened	 to	 his	 heart

thump	 louder	 and	 louder	 until	 the

tingling	 dread	 cascaded	 from	 the	 top

of	 his	 cranium	 to	 the	 tip	 of	 his	 five

remaining	 fingers	 while	 cool

blackness	crept	into	the	corners	of	his

vision.	While	that	strange	mix	of	fear

and	adrenaline	came	 to	an	agreement

in	 the	 depths	 of	 his	mind,	 one	 thing

became	perfectly	certain.	The	boy	did

not	want	the	old	man	to	die.

“I	 refuse,”	 he	 muttered,

invigorated.	 He	 took	 a	 couple	 steps

toward	 The	 Captain,	 each	 one	 more

and	more	confident	than	the	next.	His

last	 five	 steps	 past	 Spix	 were	 cocky

and	 resentful,	 and	 hatred	 burned	 in

his	brown	eyes.	“I	won’t	kill	someone

who’s	 done	 nothing	 wrong	 to	 me.”

The	 rush	 of	 adrenaline	 was	 so

powerful	 it	 spoke	 for	 him,	 “If	 that’s

how	 things	 are	 going	 to	 be	 on	 your

ugly	 ship,	 I’d	 gladly	 die	 knowing	 I

wasn’t	 a	 part	 of	 it!”	 With	 that,	 the

boy	 spat	 at	Hooksy’s	 feet,	 preparing

to	 be	 gutted	 by	 the	 pirate’s
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adamantine	hook.	

But	 after	 three	 long	 seconds,

the	boy	was	still	intact.	

Hooksy	 placed	 his	 silver-

tipped	boot	on	 the	 spitball	 produced

by	Charlie,	rubbing	it	gently	into	the

wood.	After	 the	man	was	 satisfied,	 a

deep	 noise	 began	 to	 bubble	 from

within	him,	until	 it	escaped	as	a	deep

chuckle	of	amusement.	Looking	up	to

meet	his	gaze	with	the	pirate,	Charlie

wore	 an	 expression	 of	 complete

confusion.	 Spix’s	 heavy	 footsteps

danced	 across	 the	 dock,	 reduced	 to

their	usual	peppy	attitude.	

“Hahaha!	 I	 knew	 it,	 Cap’n.

Didn’t	 I	 tell	 ye?	 He’s	 a	 good	 lad---

well,	 maybe	 a	 bit	 onna	 dramatic

side---,	 but	 a	 good	 lad	 arright!”

Yelled	Spix,	smiling	and	panting	with

intense	 thankfulness	 at	 Charlie,

patting	 him	 aggressively	 on	 the

shoulder.	He	opened	his	big	mouth	to

speak	 again,	 “Ye	 really	 ‘ad	 me

convinced	 there,	 lad…	 Ye	 got	 the

same	 look	 o’	 loss	 in	 yer	 eyes	 as	Tha

Cap’n…	 ye	 got	 me	 thinkin’	 I’d

reached	 me	 end!”	 Spix	 chuckled

gratefully	to	himself.	

Charlie’s	 passionately

blushed	 cheeks	 faded	 to	 their	 usual

color,	 and	 his	 eyes	 were	 filled	 with

confusion.“I--I’m	sorry…w-what?”

Hooksy’s	 intense	 laughter

came	 to	 a	 halt	 as	 he	 recollected

himself,	 with	 that	 half-smile	 and

presumptuous	demeanor.	

“Welcome	 onboard,	 First

Mate,”	 he	 said	 confidently,	 quickly

nodding	his	head	and	speaking	with	a

sense	of	poise	and	morale	only	fit	for

a	king.

“Was	this---”	began	the	boy,

wondering	if	maybe	he	had	passed	the

test	 afterall.	Was	 the	 test	 to	 see	 if	 he

wouldn’t	 kill	 the	 old	 man?	 Behind

them,	 the	 fishermen	 and	 sailors

belonging	 to	 other	 ships	 continued

their	labor	as	if	these	eerie	‘initiations’

were	 normal	 occurrences.	 Hooksy’s

sonorous	voice	jerked	the	boy	out	of

his	wandering	thoughts.		

“You	 heard	 me,	 Twixy,”

Hooksy	 began,	 	 “Doesn’t	 mean	 ya

didn’t	 fail	 your	 test,	 though.	 I	 just
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like	 you	 too	 much	 to	 let	 this

ridiculous	 tradition	 get	 in	 the	 way,”

The	Captain	winked,	a	sense	of	pride

flushed	on	his	face.	

“Ye	know,	I	think	‘a	this	as	a

premotion	fer	me	anywho.	Tha	Cap’n

an’	 I	 agreed	 that	 I’m	 gunna	 be	 the

quartermaster	 from	 now	 on	 if	 ye

didn’t	kill	me,	 an’	ye	 can	be	 the	 first

mate	 still!	 A	 win-win	 as	 me	 mum

used	to	say.	I	don’	even	need	ta	know

howta	 hol’	 a	 sword	 to	 be	 a

quartermaster,”	 rambled	 Spix,	 still

wiping	 sweat	 from	 his	 brow	 and

calming	 his	 shaking	 nerves.	 Charlie

took	 a	 step	 back,	 his	 worn-down

boot	 now	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 dock.

Clearly,	 the	boy	had	no	idea	what	to

say,	 his	 eyes	 still	wide	with	 surprise.

Ignoring	 the	 awkward	 silence,

Hooksy	took	a	step	closer	to	the	boy

until	 their	 faces	 were	 just	 inches

apart.	 Charlie	 leaned	 back,	 the	 heels

of	 his	 cheaply	 made	 boots	 colliding

with	 the	edge	of	 the	dock.	He	began

to	breathe	more	and	more	unsteadily,

his	 heart	 nearly	 jumping	 out	 of	 his

chest	in	fear.	As	Hooksy	studied	him,

his	eyes	were	hungry	like	a	tiger’s.		

“Twixy,	 you	 don’t	 actually

think	my	ship	is	ugly,	do	ya?”	
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Hooksy’s	 vessel	 was	 even

more	impressive	from	the	main	deck.

Made	 of	 a	 unique	 combination	 of

rosewood,	sycamore	maple,	and	black

laquer,	 	 there	was	always	 somewhere

to	 look.	 All	 the	 masts	 were	 inlaid

with	 thick	 pieces	 of	 brass,	 and	more

than	70	bronze	cannons	lined	the	gun

deck	below.	Everything	was	intricate,

luxurious,	 and	 of	 exceptional	 quality

from	 the	 soft	 yet	 sturdy	 off-white

sails	 to	 the	 nearly	 barnacle-free	 keel.

With	 every	 glance,	 Charlie	 found	 a

new	 detail	 to	 admire,	 and	 a	 new

question	 for	 the	 equally	 as	 satisfied

Captain.	 Furthermore,	 pirates	 and

workers	 scrambled	 to	 arrange

everything	 in	 perfect	 order,	 making

last	checks	or	climbing	the	rigging	to

see	 if	 the	 massive	 boat	 was	 in	 the

clear.
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“I	 thought	 pirates	 liked

brigantines	 and	 smaller	 ships,”

remarked	 Charlie,	 taking	 in	 the

vessel’s	majesty.	

“They	 do…	 Not	 sure	 what

you’re	 getting	 at,	 Twixy,”	 mumbled

The	 Captain	 in	 incomprehensible

jargon,	 a	 look	 of	 annoyance	 in	 his

eyes.	

Spix	 translated	 for	 the	 boy.

“We	 ain’	 pirates,	 lad!	 So,	 we	 getta

make	 a	 beauty	 bigger	 tha’	 all	 pirate

ships	put	 togeth’r!	This	 ‘ere	 lady	has

an	extra	level.	She’s	as	much	a	luxury

boat	as	a	battleship,”	he	said,	nodding

intensely.	 Charlie	 was	 unphased	 by

Spix’s	 ready	 excitement.	 Suddenly,

with	 no	 warning,	 Hooksy	 whistled

through	 his	 teeth,	 producing	 a

piercing	 and	 stunningly	 loud	 shriek.

In	 an	 instant,	 all	 action	 on	 the	 boat

ceased,	 and	 crew	 members	 aptly

joined	 on	 the	 main	 deck	 in	 front	 of

The	Captain.	

“Everyone,	 we	 got	 a	 new

member	 onboard!”	He	 began,	 lifting

the	 hook	 on	 his	 right	 hand	 into	 the

air,	 “Arguably,	 the	 lot	 of	 you	 are	 all

relatively	 new,	 but	 this	 kid	 here	 is

who	you’re	going	to	go	to	if	there’s	a

problem,	 so	 it's	 important	 that	 you

see	 his	 face,”	 Hooksy	 motioned	 to

Charlie	 with	 his	 hook,	 clearing	 his

throat	 as	 he	 scanned	 the	 crew.

Everyone	 was	 dead	 silent,	 except	 a

brave	 boatswain	 that	 spoke	 with	 an

air	of	cockiness.

“How’re	 we	 gunna	 tell	 you

two	 apart?”	 The	 sailors	 beside	 him

reeled	 away,	 noting	 with	 repulsion

the	far	too	strong	a	stench	of	grog	in

his	breath.	The	crew	snickered	at	 the

drunk	 man’s	 comment.	 For	 the	 first

time,	 Charlie	 could	 see	 that	 the

pirates	 on	 board	 were	 not	 afraid	 of

Hooksy,	 but	 rather	 looked	 at	 him

with	a	deep-set	admiration,	as	if	they

had	 served	 him	 for	 years.	 The	 boy

wondered	how	much	of	 it	was	 just	 a

perilous	facade.	

“Well,	Pete,	if	you	weren’t	so

drunk,	it	would	be	a	lil	more	obvious.

I	must	admit,	I’m	a	little	hurt...	‘cause

I’m	 CLEARLY	 the	 prettier	 one,”

laughed	 Hooksy,	 eyeing	 the	 slightly
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aggravated	 Charlie	 with	 a	 grin.	 The

crew	chortled	in	agreement.	Once	the

laughter	 died	 down,	 Hooksy

continued	his	speech.	

“Lastly,	 boys,	 the	 pointless

questions	go	to	Spixy,	an’	the	rest	go

to	 your	 designated	 masters---that’s

Sailing	 Master	 Junx	 and	 Master

Gunner	 K’shan.	 The	 only	 time	 you

speak	to	me	is	if	someone	has	died	or

wants	 to.	 Clear?”	 The	 crew	 shouted

in	 affirmation,	 growing	 restless	 from

standing	 still	 for	 more	 than	 ten

seconds.	

“Lovely.	 Let’s	 get	 this	 girl

outta	 the	 dock,	 then,	 boys,”	 roared

Hooksy,	 lifting	 his	 hook	 high	 in	 the

air.	 The	 crew	 screamed	 a	 quick

“Yessir!”	 before	 resuming	 their

scramble	 around	 the	 ship.	 Spix	 kept

suit	 as	 he	 stared	 out	 at	 the	 crew,	 a

meager	 attempt	 of	 menace	 rested	 on

his	aged	face.	The	Captain	nodded	at

the	 old	 man	 and	 began	 to	 walk

towards	the	stern,	signaling	Charlie	to

follow.			

The	 Captain's	 quarters	 were

resting	 on	 the	 main	 deck	 lodged

directly	under	the	ornately	decorated

poop	deck.	Hooksy	opened	the	door,

displaying	 a	 surprisingly	 small	 and

plain	 room.	 It	 was	 outfitted	 with	 a

cotton	 and	 feather	 twin-sized	 bed,	 a

dark	 wooden	 armoire,	 and	 a	 nailed-

down	low	table	covered	in	an	archaic

yellowed	 map.	 The	 most	 impressive

item	 in	 the	 room,	 however,	 was	 a

metal	plaque	that	held	approximately

10	 chrome	 hooks,	 each	 one	 with

different	purposes	and	functionalities.

Quickly,	 without	 even	 thinking,

Hooksy	 meticulously	 switched	 out

his	 hook	 for	 two	 different	 ones,

ending	with	a	nearly	identical	copy	of

the	 hook	 on	 his	 left	 hand	 and	 some

sort	 of	 carefully	 constructed	 bionic

hand	on	the	right.	

“Cool,	 huh?”	 retorted	 The

Captain,	 admiring	 the	 craftsmanship

of	his	new	hand.	

“Where	 did	 you	get	 that	 ?!”

asked	Charlie,	 filled	with	 jealousy	 as

he	glared	at	 the	dull	hook	on	his	 left

hand.	A	slight	look	of	protest	crossed

his	 young	 face	 as	 though	 doing	 so
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would	 convince	 The	Captain	 to	 give

him	a	more	high-tech	one.	However,

Hooksy	 only	 met	 Charlie’s	 jealous

expression	with	a	look	of	what	could

only	be	described	as	contempt.	

A	 sudden	 thought	 crossed

the	 boy’s	 mind,	 stopping	 him	 from

inquiring	 further	about	 the	high-tech

hand.	 Why	 was	 he	 given	 such	 a

position	of	honor	on	a	ship	when	The

Captain	was	practically	a	stranger?	If

pirates	were	known	to	be	democrats,

then	why	wasn’t	 there	 a	 vote	 for	 his

position?	He	decided	to	ask.

“Okay…	well,	 what	 do	 you

need	 me	 for	 on	 this	 ship?	 	 I	 mean,

what…what	 am	 I	 here	 for?”	 Charlie

took	 a	 step	 closer	 to	 The	 Captain.

Hooksy	 chuckled	 in	 response	 to	 the

boy’s	 eagerness,	 nodding	 his	 head

slowly.	 After	 three	 long	 seconds	 of

awkward	silence,	the	man	spoke.

“Every	 Captain	 needs	 at

LEAST	 a	 First	 Mate.	 Don’t	 you

agree?”	 Charlie	 only	 stared	 back.

That	 is	 not	 quite	 what	 he	 meant.	 In

clarification,	 the	 boy	 took	 a	 deep

breath,	 trying	 to	 find	 a	 way	 to

articulate	his	thoughts.	

“No…	I	mean…	what’s	your

goal?	Aren’t	there	other	people	more

fitted	to	be	your	First	Mate?”	Again,

the	boy’s	comment	was	followed	by	a

moment	 of	 uncomfortable	 silence.

Eventually,	 The	 Captain	 responded

with	a	penetrating	holler.	

“The	 weather	 is	 perfect	 for

sailing,	 isn’t	 it,	 Twixy?	 I	 mean,	 the

sky’s	blue,	the	water	clear,”	he	stalled.

Charlie,	 not	 standing	 for	 Hooksy’s

obvious	 tomfoolery,	 	 felt	 a	 sudden

flash	of	 frustration.	He	sprang	across

the	 room,	 attempting	 to	 push	 The

Captain	 against	 the	 northern	 wall	 in

order	to	at	least	show	the	man	that	he

had	little	patience	for	stalling.	Charlie

was,	afterall,	emotional	 in	nature	and

his	 patience	 was	 low.	 Together,

coupled	 with	 being	 patronized	 by

Hooksy,	 his	 lack	 of	 sleep,	 sore	 left

arm,	 and	 aching	 hunger	 pains,	 it

somehow	made	sense	that	he’d	try	to

intimidate	someone	(even	if	it	was	his

own	blood-thirsty	Captain).		

But	 Hooksy	 was	 quick.
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Almost	 inhumanly	 quick.	 Before

Charlie	 could	 land	 a	 single	 finger	 on

the	 chest	 of	 his	 captain’s	 crimson

velveteen	 overcoat,	 the	 man	 dodged,

grappling	 his	 chrome	 hook	 with	 the

boy’s,	uncomfortably	pulling	his	arm

behind	 his	 back.	 Simultaneously	 and

with	 perfect	 coordination,	 Hooksy

placed	his	bionic	hand	in	the	center	of

the	 boy’s	 back,	 pinning	 him	 against

the	 wall.	 Hooksy’s	 lips	 were	 shaped

into	a	sly	half-sided	smile,	excitement

in	his	glittering	eyes.

“Nice	 try,”	 he	 whispered	 in

the	 boy’s	 ear.	 Feeling	 no	 resistance,

Hooksy	 slowly	 released	 him,	 a	 dark

glaze	replacing	the	shine	in	his	eyes	as

though	the	thrill	of	brawling	was	 the

only	 thing	 that	 could	make	 him	 feel

elated.	There	was	a	moment	of	silence

between	 the	 two	 figures	 before

Hooksy	 began	 to	 speak	 with	 slow

clarity.	

“I	 want	 to	 make	 this	 clear.

No	 one	 besides	 ol’	 man	 Spix	 knows

exactly	 why	 they’re	 here	 on	 this

vessel.	They’re	simply	happy	to	be	on

my	 side.	 Maybe	 they	 think	 we’re

headed	 for	 some	 rumored	 treasures.

You	want	to	find	out	that	desperately

why	you’re	here?	Why	 I	 chose	you?

Calm	 yourself	 and	 sit	 down.”	 He

stared	 dead	 straight	 into	 Charlie's

surprised	 eyes.	 Without	 hesitation,

the	 boy	 sat	 obediently	 on	 the	 soft

bed.	 In	 an	 instant,	Hooksy	 began	 to

giggle	maniacally.	

“You	 thought	 I	 was	 all	 that

and	 a	 bottle	 of	 rum,	 didn’t	 ya?”	He

was	 nearly	 yelling,	 smiling	 with	 a

wide,	fake	grin.	

“What?”	 muttered	 the	 boy,

still	 in	 shock.	 Hooksy	 cleared	 his

throat.	 “Let	 me	 rephrase,”	 he	 said,

licking	 his	 lips	 as	 his	 tone	 morphed

back	 into	his	 strict	 deep	 voice,	 “You

thought	 the	 extent	 of	 my	 ‘scariness’

was	 nothing	 but	 a	 collection	 of

stories?	 That	 my	 so-called	 abilities

were	only	as	powerful	as	a	couple	of

rumors	 your	 manager	 told	 you?

Haha!	 Tell	 me:	 what	 can	 you	 trust

about	 a	 troglodyte	 who	 SURVIVES

off	 of	 rumors?	 Ha!”	 The	 Captain

paused,	 spinning	 around	 to	 sit	 atop
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the	sturdy	wooden	table	in	the	center

of	 the	 room.	His	voice	 switched	 to	a

far	 lower,	 more	 calm	 tone.	 “Well,	 I

suppose	 you	 aren’t	 entirely	 wrong.

But	 definitely	 not	 right,	 either,”	 he

continued,	 his	 face	 mysteriously

covered	 by	 the	 shadow	 of	 his	 hat.

What	was	he	 saying?	The	boy	 licked

his	 lips;	 still	 too	surprised	 to	react	 to

The	 Captain’s	 rapidly	 changing

emotions.	All	he	wanted	to	know	was

why	he	was	needed	on	the	ship.	

“I	don’t	 really	care	who	you

are.	 But	 you	 still	 haven’t	 answered

my	question,”	spat	the	boy,	his	brow

furrowing	 in	 confusion.	 Hooksy

nodded	 in	 understanding,	 taking	 off

his	hat	and	reminding	the	boy	that	he

was	 looking	 into	 a	 very	 generous

mirror	reflection.		

“You	 see,	 I	 still	 don’t	 get

why	 you	 care.	 You’re	 here	 for	 that

extra	little	chance	of	survival,	right?	A

steady	 supply	 of	 rum	 and	 food?	 A

rocky	 alliance	 with	 arguably	 the

continent’s	 most	 feared	 man?

Enlighten	 me.”	 Hooksy	 spoke

slowly,	 yet	 somehow	 back	 in	 his

overly	cheerful	state.	

No	matter	how	hard	Charlie

thought,	he	 couldn’t	 come	up	with	 a

suitable	 answer.	 Or	 at	 least	 one	 he

could	share	aloud	without	a	terrifying

consequence.	 The	 reason	 he	 had

chosen	 to	 come	 along?	 Well,	 it	 was

partly	 everything	 Hooksy	 had	 said,

but	 there	 was	 an	 underlying	 motive

laced	 back	 to	 the	 night	 he	 had	 first

met	him.	Yet	how	could	he	formulate

the	message	of	that	night	into	words?

Saying	‘I	want	to	know	how	you	have

managed	to	get	everything	in	life	that

you	 want	 yet	 admit	 that	 you	 had

something	 stolen	 from	 you	 that	 you

cannot	 get	 back’	 would	 not	 be	 a

suitable	answer.	Changing	the	subject

and	 saying	 “It	 seems	 too	 good	 to	 be

true,”	wouldn’t	 really	be	a	good	 idea

either.	 The	 boy	 was	 lucky	 to	 come

out	 unscathed	 after	 erupting	 into	 an

anger	 fit	 several	 moments	 earlier…

Any	 form	 of	 insult	 would	 not	 quite

gain	the	man’s	trust.	Instead,	the	poor

boy	 stared	 back	 at	 Hooksy,

completely	mute.	The	only	 thing	 the
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boy	 had	 extracted	 from	 the

conversation	 thus	 far	 was	 that	 The

Captain	 was	 damn	 fine	 at	 knowing

how	 to	 flip	 a	 conversation	 to	 avoid

speaking	about	himself.	

“You	 gotta	 give	 me	 at	 least

one	reason,	Twixy!”	Hooksy	laughed

with	 a	 sense	 of	 ease	 in	 his	 voice.	

Charlie	 shut	 his	 eyes,	 thinking	 hard.

“I	just…	I	shouldn’t	be	on	this	ship	if

I	 don’t	 know	 what	 you’re	 fighting

for.	If	 it’s…	it’s	 just	because	we	look

the	 same…	 	 I	 don’t	 see	 how	 that

would	be	a	whole	 lot	of	help	to	you.

But	 I	 see	 that	whatever	 your	 goal	 is,

you	care	about	it	and	all.	I	guess	what

I’m	trying	to	say	is	that	I…	I	respect

your	 dedication,	 it’s	 just	 that	 I	 want

to	 know	 what	 you’re	 so	 dedicated

to.”	

As	 he	 opened	 his	 eyes,	 he

could	 see	 a	 pleased	 look	 cross	 over

The	Captain’s	face,	whose	mouth	was

slightly	gape	with	surprise	.	

“Okay,	 surprising,”	 Hooksy

nodded,	 blinking	 several	 times	 too

fast,	“I’ll	tell	you,	then.	I	didn’t	lose	a

something,	 but,	 well,	 someone.

Someone	 that	 doesn’t	 want	 to	 be

found.”	 When	 he	 concluded,	 he	 let

out	 a	 deep	 sigh	 in	 defeat.	 Charlie

inquired	 further,	 to	 The	 Captain’s

dismay.

“Well,	who?”

“Oh,	 no	 one	 you	 would

know,	 you	 funny	 boy.	 Well,	 not

personally,	 anyways,”	 he	 chuckled,

amused.	 Charlie	 stared	 at	 the	 man,

intrigued	 by	 his	 ability	 to	 shift

emotional	 states	 as	 if	 he	 were	 the

weather	 in	 Fao	 Sharq…	 a	 blizzard

one	day,	clear	skies	and	sun	the	next.

He	let	out	a	large,	unrestrained	sigh.	

“I	 don’t	 really	 know	 anyone

personally,”	 he	 said,	 clearly	 growing

impatient.

Hooksy	smiled.	“You	know,

she	 was	 always	 better	 at	 handling

those	strange,	 interrogative	types	like

yourself.”	While	 sitting	 on	 the	 table,

Hooksy	 kicked	 his	 legs	 back	 and

forth	 like	 an	 ignorant	 child.	 “The

person	 I	 lost,	 I	 mean.	 She	 had	 the

charisma	 of	 an	 arcane	 thief,”	 he

explained.
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“What?”	 Charlie	 asked	 as

patiently	 as	 he	 could	muster,	 putting

his	right	hand	over	his	temple.

“Ever	hear	of	The	Siren?	You	know,

that	beautiful	mythological	creature?”

The	 Captain	 jumped	 off	 the	 table,

looking	down	at	 the	old	map	he	had

just	 been	 carelessly	 sitting	 atop,

staring	at	 it	as	 if	 it	held	some	type	of

secret	message.	

Charlie	 didn’t	 pay	 attention

to	The	Captain’s	restlessness.	“Um…

obviously.	 The	 creature	 that	 pulls

sailors	into	the	depths	of	the	ocean	to

their	 deaths.	 The	 mythological

creature,”	he	said,	trailing	‘myth’	with

a	 hiss.	 “You’re	 crazy	 to	 be	 looking

for	 a	 rumor,”	 he	 continued,	 rolling

his	dark	eyes.	

The	 Captain	 looked	 up,	 his

chin	 remaining	 pointed	 down	 at	 the

map.	 “Well,	 I	 know	 her	 personally.”

His	 devious	 face	 nearly	 made	 poor

Charlie	panic.

Charlie	 ran	 out	 of	 things	 to

say.	An	anxious	expression	caused	his

dark	brows	to	 furrow	and	his	mouth

to	 hang	 agape	 in	 panic.	 	 Hooksy

giggled	 a	 little,	 deep	 in	 thought.	 He

rapped	 his	 mechanical	 hand	 against

the	 wooden	 table…	 waiting	 to

pounce	as	if	he	were	a	tiger.	Charlie’s

dismay	 only	 amplified	 after	 realizing

the	 extent	 of	 his	 Captain’s	 insanity.

“You…	 you’re	 crazy.	 You	 know

that?”	he	said,	allowing	his	adolescent

voice	 to	 crack.	 Feeling

uncomfortable,	 he	 then	 moved

quickly	 towards	 the	 door.	 But	 The

Captain	 moved	 with	 an	 incredible

speed	 to	 block	 him.	 The	 man’s

devious	 glare	 was	 replaced	 with	 a

wide-eyed	 gaze	 of	 innocence.	 How

his	face	switched	so	easily	was	truly	a

mystery,	 thought	 the	 startled	 first

mate.	

“Hold	 up!	 Here’s	 the	 thing,

Twixy.	 Maybe	 I’m	 crazy…	 And	 no

one’s	 stopping	 you	 from	 believing

that,”	Hooksy	shook	his	head	ever	so

slightly,	 contemplating	 what	 he

should	 say	 next,	 “What	 am	 I

supposed	 to	 say?	 Trust	 me?	 I	 can’t

expect	 you	 to	 believe	 a	 word	 that

comes	outta	my	mouth.	Even	I	don’t
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believe	half	the	crap	that	comes	outta

there.	 And	 if	 you	 really	 want	 to

know,	 is	 it	 so	 hard	 to	 accept	 that	 I

wanted	you	on	this	vessel	out	of	pity?

A	First	Mate	is	an	apprentice,	for	the

Gods’	 sake.	 It’s	 not	 complex.”	 His

voice	 shook	with	 uneasiness.	Charlie

shook	 his	 head,	 looking	 deep	 into

The	Captain’s	perfect	eyes	and	seeing

a	 reflection	 of	 himself.	 Immediately,

he	was	stricken	with	an	eerie	calm,	as

though	 the	 man’s	 confession	 had	 no

impact	 on	 him.	 Normally,	 his

Dartrian	 spirit	would	 crumble	 under

the	 word	 “pity.”	 But	 for	 some

unascertainable	 reason,	when	Charlie

could	see	into	The	Captain’s	eyes,	he

seemed	 so	 weak---	 vulnerable,	 even.

His	 words	 felt	 absolutely	 harmless.

Crossing	 his	 arms	 with	 stubborn

satisfaction,	 the	 boy	 opened	 his	 big

mouth	again.

“So...you’re	 looking	 for	 the

world’s	 largest	 rumor?	 What	 then?”

there	 was	 a	 clinging	 tiredness	 in	 his

voice.		

The	 Captain’s	 facial

expression	 shifted	 again.	 It	was	 clear

that	he	knew	exactly	how	to	respond.	

“Twixy,	 you	 are	 thoroughly

mistaken	 if	 you	 believe	 that	 you

know	 anything	 about	 rumors.”	 His

eyes	 narrowed	 as	 though	 he	 were

trying	 to	 peer	 straight	 through	 the

First	 Mate.	 “You	 forgot…	 I	 am	 the

world’s	largest	rumor.”	

Hooksy	 took	 a	 step	 away

from	 the	 door,	 opening	 it	 with	 one

fluid	 movement.	 The	 Captain

motioned	with	his	bionic	hand	for	the

boy	 to	 leave,	 a	 one-sided	 smile

flashing	across	his	lips.	The	first	mate

refused	to	make	eye	contact	with	The

Captain	 as	 he	 slowly	 left	 the	 room,

contemplating	what	Hooksy	had	 just

said.	 There	 was	 even	 more	 curiosity

on	his	face	than	the	night	before.

Chapter	3

Nelson’s	Blood
			

Charlie’s	 quarters	 were

right	below	The	Captain’s,	 lodged	 in

the	 stern	 of	 the	 main	 deck.	 As	 he

approached	 the	 room,	 the	 boy

marvelled	 at	 the	 convenient	 label	 on

the	 dark	 lacquer	 door.	 He	 couldn’t

read	it	(it	was	in	Goyan,	and	he	could

only	 read	 Dartriash),	 but	 he	 could

only	 imagine	 that	 it	 said	his	 name	 in

simple	 brass	 lettering	 (he	 knew	 this

wasn’t	 the	 case,	 but	 a	 little

imagination	 never	 hurt	 anyone,

right?).	Instantly,	the	boy	felt	at	ease.

It	 had	 been	 awhile	 since	 he	 had	 felt

this	 important,	 even	 if	 he	 has	 been

chosen	to	be	on	the	vessel	in	an	act	of

pity.	 Taking	 a	 quiet	 sigh,	 Charlie

opened	 the	 door	 and	 made	 sure	 to

hide	his	childish	excitement.

The	 room	 was	 surprisingly

large	 compared	 to	 Hooksy’s.	 A

feeling	 of	 both	 guilt	 and	 joy	washed

over	the	boy	as	he	stood	staring	at	the

many	 ornaments	 and	 expensive

lacquered	 furniture	 that	 was

delicately	 nailed	 to	 the	 floor.	 The

room	 smelled	 strangely	 fresh,	 as

though	 someone	 had	 come	 into	 the

room	and	 scrubbed	 it	profusely	with

a	bar	of	lemon-scented	soap.	A	sturdy

desk	 sat	 in	 the	 center,	 topped	 with

little	 brass	 trinkets	 and	 items	 that

would	 surely	 topple	 if	 the	 ship	were

to	 come	 into	 contact	 with	 a	 storm.

However,	 Charlie	 had	 no	 interest	 in

these	useless	bobbles.	Rather,	like	any

immature	 juvenile,	 he	 eyed	 the

darkened	 falchion	 that	 lay	 strapped

above	 his	 comfortable	 looking	 bed,

transfixed	 by	 its	 orange

incandescence.	The	boy	inched	closer

and	 closer	 to	 the	 blade,	 its	 orange

glow	flickering	as	if	it	were	cloaked	in

some	type	of	everlasting	flame.	There

were	 so	 many	 mysteries	 aboard	 the

ship,	thought	the	boy.	

Right	before	he	had	a	chance

to	 lay	 his	 dirtied	 hand	 upon	 the	 hilt

of	 the	 sword,	 the	 door	 behind	 him

opened	with	a	creak.	A	jolt	of	fear	ran

through	 the	 boy	 as	 he	 spun	 around,
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surprise	 in	his	eyes.	Naturally,	 it	was

Spix.	

“I	 herd	 ye	 an’	 the	 Capn’

arguin.	 I’m	 jus’	 checkin’	 in…	 Ye

okey?”	asked	the	old	man,	wiping	his

constantly	 sweating	 brow	 with	 a

hand.	In	the	other,	he	held	a	stack	of

papers,	 folded	 neatly	 despite	 the

carelessness	 in	 which	 he	 held	 them.

The	 old	 man	 invited	 himself	 in,

impressed	by	the	room.

“Ye	 know,	 all	 the	 random

bobbles	 in	 ‘ere	 establishment	 were

mine	‘nce	epon	a	time.”	With	his	free

hand,	 he	 picked	 up	 a	 small	 wooden

globe	 accented	 with	 silver	 and

continued	his	thoughts	with	gusto,	“I

saw	ye	eyein’	tha’	sword,	there.	It	was

my	 son’s.”	 He	 smiled,	 nodding

slightly.	 In	 an	 instant,	 Charlie

engaged	 in	 the	 conversation	 with

hostility	in	his	voice.	

“Did	 The	 Captain	 have

anything	 to	 do	 with	 the…	 the	 past-

tense?”	

Surprise	 manifested	 itself

throughout	 the	 old	 man’s	 body.	 He

yelped	 with	 a	 type	 of	 hurt	 patience,

“Ye	 think	 Tha	 Cap’n	 would	 kill	 me

son?	Goodness	 no!	Ye	 really	 see	 the

bad	 in	 ‘im	 dontcha?	Me	 son	 died	 in

battle.	Long	before	I	took	The	Capn’

in,”	 Spix	 inhaled	 sharply,	 continuing

his	 thought,	 “The	Capn’	 came	 to	me

broken,	 wif	 nuthin	 but	 bloody

stumps	 as	 ‘ands,	 an’	 so	 shocked	 he

dared	not	speak,”	

Charlie	 was	 unphased,

blinded	 by	 his	 irritable	 confusion

towards	Hooksy.

“Lad,	 The	 Capn’	 weren’t

always	dis	way.	Ye	know,	 I	 bet	 ye’d

laugh	 if	ye	 saw	how	similar	you	 two

were.	 ‘Cept	 The	 Capn’	 ne’re	 spoke.

Tha’s	 why	 he	 can	 be	 so	 goddam

frustratin’	 right	 now.	 ‘Cause

interaction’s	 new	 to	 ‘im.	 Explains	 a

lot,	 ye?”	 Spix,	 not	 waiting	 for	 an

answer,	 slammed	 the	 papers	 in	 his

hand	 across	 the	 expensive-looking

desk.	“Ye	gotte	sign	these	articles,	by

tha	way.”

Charlie	 scoffed.	 “What	 are

they	for?”

“Well,	ye	want	a	share	o’	tha
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treasure,	eh?	I’ll	leave	‘em	here.”	Spix

tapped	 the	 papers	 with	 two	 thick

fingers	 as	 though	 checking	 in	 the

Dartrian	card	game	Blankers.	

Rather	 than	 responding	 to

the	 old	 man,	 the	 boy	 switched	 the

subject,	 a	 dark	 bold	 expression

crossing	his	face,	“If	you’re	here,	then

who’s	watching	the	crew	right	now?”	

“Ye	 ever	 been	 on	 a	 ship

before,	 boy?	 Sailin’	 Master	 Junx	 is

navigatin’	us	to	Turakus.	Tha	man	‘as

more	 status	 then	ye	do,	Twixy.	He’s

third	 in	 command---	 a’	 least	 in	 the

mind	 o’	 tha	 crew.”	 The	 old	 man

looked	at	the	articles	on	the	desk	with

a	 sly	 grin.	 “...Ye	 still	 make	 more

money	tha’	him,	though.”	

Spix	 nodded	 for	 a	 couple

moments,	 pulling	his	 hands	 inside	of

his	 pocket	 as	 though	 expecting

Charlie	to	respond.	But,	he	didn’t.	He

just	 stood	 there,	 staring	 back	 at	 the

old	 man	 the	 way	 a	 cat	 does	 when

noticed	prowling	the	night.	

	 Wanting	 to	 break	 the

uncomfortable	 silence,	 Spix	 whistled

with	 an	 airy	 ease	 as	 though

remembering	 something	 important.

“Ye	know,	jus’	so	yer	aware,	the	crew

ain’t	 too	 happy	 ‘bout	 ye…	 word

travels	fast	an’	they	hear	ye	failed	yer

test.	None	of	‘em	know	what	the	test

was,	 tho!	 Kinda	 funny,	 eh?	 They

came	 o’er	 to	 tell	 ME	 ‘bout	 their

complaints.	 Ha!	 Anywho,	 glad	 yer

doin’	 okay,	 boy!”	 With	 that,	 Spix

turned	 on	 his	 heel	 and	 walked

steadily	 towards	 the	 door,	 finally

realizing	 that,	 from	 Charlie’s	 cold

stoicism,	 he	 wasn’t	 wanted	 in	 the

room.	

Before	 he	 could	 reach	 his

meaty	hand	to	the	doorknob,	Charlie

called	out	with	a	small	voice,	“Wait…

would	it	be	disrespectful	if	I	used	the

sword?”	
		

	.လ⚪လ.	

		

The	majestic	 pirate	 ship	 was

far	away	from	the	Yeledge	Docks	by

the	 time	 the	 sun	 fell	 below	 the

glittering	 waters.	 Captain	 Hooksy’s

ship	was	so	unnecessarily	large	that	it
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had	 its	 own	 formal	 dining	 hall,

currently	 alive	with	 a	 drunken,	 rum-

scented	stupor.	

All	the	red-faced	pirates	were

yelling	around	the	circular	mahogany

tables	 about	 the	 treasure	 they	 found

in	 the	 days	 of	 old	 and	 the	 treasure

they	 longed	 to	 discover.	 Halfway

through	 the	 night,	 they	 even	 broke

out	 into	 song,	 rhyming	 in	 deep,

thunderous	voices	that	seemed	almost

melancholy	 compared	 to	 the	 excited

storytelling	 described	 just	 moments

earlier:

Oh,	farewell	Ottilie	Tayler,	how	I

wish	I	couldav’	known	you

A	sailing	lad	like	me,		all	tha	things	I

couldav’	shown	you

They	 swayed	back	 and	 forth

with	rum	in	hand,	unsynchronized	in

their	motions	yet	perfectly	contented

by	 the	 passion	 croaking	 from	 their

throats:

Oh,	we’ll	drink	and	we’ll	beg	like

true	Goyan	sailors

To	see	you	again,	oh	fair	Ottilie

Tayler
			

Oh,	farewell	Ottilie	Tayler,	who

loved	the	shifty	weather

A	Triptych	mariner	like	me,		you	and

I	should	be	together!

The	 crew	 endured	 in	 their

melancholic	 bellowing.	 Hooksy,

however,	 did	 not	 sing	 along.	 In	 fact,

the	 crew	 was	 entirely	 unaware	 that

their	own	Captain’s	current		frame	of

mind	was	nowhere	near	the	pursuit	of

gold,	 rum,	 or	 some	 weather-loving

woman	named	Ottilie.	

However	 much	 he	 wasn’t

singing	 along,	 he	 was	 still	 carelessly

sitting	 criss-crossed	 atop	 one	 of	 the

tables	 while	 seemingly	 listening

intently	 to	 the	pirates’	 shanty.	 It	was

clear	 though,	 from	 the	 way	 his

crooked	 smile	was	 barely	 visible	 and

his	cavalier	hat	was	 tipped	below	the

eyes,	 that	 he	 truly	had	no	 interest	 in

what	 they	 were	 singing.	 If	 the	 crew

wasn’t	 so	 drunk	 on	 rum,	 they	might
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have	just	been	able	to	realize	that	The

Captain	 was	 actually	 sleeping,	 as

hinted	by	his	 relaxed	 jaw.	Normally,

had	 anyone	 noticed	 that	 he	 was

asleep,	 they	 would	 be	 astonished	 by

how	 the	 man	 could	 even	 stand	 to

sleep	 through	 such	 noise.	 However,

knowing	 that	 The	 Captain	 had	 only

slept	 a	 total	 of	 six	 hours	 in	 the	 past

week,	 his	 sleep	 locations	 were	 no

longer	in	question.

With	 both	 apprehension	 and

boldness	 in	 his	 eyes,	 Charlie	 walked

through	 the	dark	wooden	doors	 into

the	dining	 area.	The	boy	 scanned	his

surroundings,	 standing	 in	 a	 wide

stance	to	imitate	his	Captain	with	the

slightest	bit	of	 irony.	With	a	glowing

orange	 sword	 at	 his	 left	 side	 and	 a

heavy	 chrome	 hook	 glinting	 in	 the

dim	 lamplight,	 he	 even	 succeeded	 to

look	 somewhat	 intimidating.

Suddenly,	 an	 eerie	 stillness	 filled	 the

air.	 Bottles	were	 calmly	 lowered	 and

the	 nostalgic	 shanty	 faded	 out	 of

existence.	 Shining	 eyes	 scanned	 the

boy	 up	 and	 down	 as	 if	 he	 were	 a

mysterious	 entity	 that	was	obviously

out	 of	 place.	 The	 only	 one

mysteriously	unchanged	by	Charlie’s

entrance	was	Hooksy,	who	continued

sitting	 atop	 the	 table,	his	 chest	 rising

and	 falling	 slowly	with	 unchallenged

calmness.	

The	first	man	to	speak	was	a

lanky	 fellow	with	 greasy	blonde	hair

that	 fell	 to	 his	 shoulders,	 cheeks	 red

with	intoxication.	He	was	sitting	right

below	 Hooksy,	 completely	 unaware

that	 his	 captain	 was	 asleep.	 “Ye

shouldn’t	 be	 ‘ere,	 kid.	 Cabin	 boys

should	 be	 sleepin’	 at	 this	 hour!”	 As

he	yelled,	 the	 rum	bottle	 in	his	hand

splashed	 across	 his	 chest,	 even

befalling	a	couple	drops	on	Hooksy’s

silver-tipped	 boots.	 Childish	 giggles

floated	around	the	room	with	derisive

intent.	

Charlie,	 just	 wanting	 to	 get

something	 to	 eat,	 took	 a	deep	breath

in	expressing	that	he	was	in	no	mood

to	 pick	 a	 fight.	 Instantaneously,	 as

though	answering	Charlie’s	silent	plea

for	aid,	the	slumbering	Captain	lifted

his	 head	 and	 made	 deep	 eye	 contact
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with	 the	 blonde	 haired	 man.	 He

slowly	 turned	 his	 head,

contemplating	 the	 rum	 stains	 on	 his

boot	 with	 a	 fiery	 yet	 silent	 anger.

Immediately	following,	the	remaining

clamor	in	the	dining	hall	began	to	die

down	to	such	a	degree	 that	 the	rusty

creaks	 of	 lamps	 and	 groans	 of	 the

wooden	 floorboards	 could	 be	 heard.

The	 crew	 may	 have	 been	 extremely

drunk,	but	they	still	had	enough	sense

to	realize	what	the	blonde	haired	man

had	 done.	 He	 had	 disturbed	 The

Captain.

Charlie	straightened	his	back,

his	sly	right	hand	subtly	reaching	for

the	 blade.	 Despite	 his	 complicated

feelings	towards	Hooksy,	the	boy	had

hope	 that	 The	 Captain	 wouldn’t

stand	 for	 the	behaviour	displayed	by

the	drunken	man.	This	being	said,	the

First	Mate	 knew	 something	 bad	 was

about	 to	 happen.	 Remembering	 his

encounter	 with	 The	 Captain	 in	 his

chambers,	he	nearly	felt	sorry	for	the

drunken	 sailor	 who	 was	 completely

unaware	of	the	trouble	he	was	in.	The

red-faced	 man	 was	 still	 laughing	 to

himself	 despite	 the	 fact	 that	 no	 one

was	 joining	 him	 when	 The	 Captain

stood	 up	 from	 his	 crossed-leg

position	 on	 the	 top	 of	 the	 table.

Standing	 on	 the	 sturdy	 thing	 lended

him	 a	 couple	 of	 feet,	 giving	 him	 an

even	 more	 impressive	 height	 so	 that

his	 head	 nearly	 scraped	 the	 strong

wooden-beam	ceiling.	What	was	even

more	 frightening,	 however,	 was	 that

the	 lighting	 from	 the	 glowing,

orangey	oil	lamps	struck	his	face	from

below,	 the	 bright	 glow	 casting

devilish	shapes	across	his	face.	

“I	 said	 not	 to	 bother	 me

unless	 someone’s	 dying	 or	 wants	 to.

You	 know	 what	 this	 means...uh...

What’s	your	name,	drunkard?”	spoke

The	 Captain	 slowly,	 clearly	 still

shaking	 off	 his	 slumber.	 It	 was	 one

thing	 to	 disturb	 Hooksy.	 It	 was

another	to	wake	him	up.	

“N-Nelson,	 sir,”	 responded

the	pirate,	 starting	 to	 realize	what	he

had	 done	 while	 in	 his	 clumsy

insobriety.	

“That’s	 a	 fucking	 stupid
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name,”	 started	 Hooksy,	 chuckling.

Everyone	began	to	slowly	back	away

from	 the	 table,	 their	 eyes	 fixated	 on

the	 confrontation	 taking	 place.	 Some

brave	 souls	 lightly	 chuckled	 along

with	 Hooksy	 whereas	 others	 deep-

sighed	with	nervousness.	The	Captain

continued,	 as	 if	 he	 remembered

something	important.

“You	 know	 what	 they	 call

rum	 where	 I’m	 from,	 Nelson?”	 A

perfectly	 innocent	 smile	 crossed	 The

Captain’s	face.	Everyone	in	the	room

was	 taken	 aback	 by	 this

unconventional	 smirk…	 for	 The

Captain	 was	 known	 for	 his	 crooked

grin.	 Charlie,	 who	 was	 still	 standing

by	the	entrance,	took	a	step	back	out

of	 sheer	 apprehension.	 How	 come

Nelson	 could	 keep	 his	 name?

Meanwhile,	 the	 sailor	 named	Nelson

only	shook,	his	body	paralyzed	from

confusion	and	fear.	

“No	sir---”

“They	call	 it	Nelson’s	Blood

where	 I’m	 from,”	 Hooksy	 stated

matter-of-factly.	 A	 look	 of	 horror

passed	 over	 the	 poor	 sailor’s	 face	 as

The	Captain	 took	 a	 peppy	 step	 back

on	the	sturdy	table,	“If	you	 like	rum

so	 much…	 and	 spilling	 it	 all	 over

things	 that	 are	 precious	 to	 others…

would	 you	 like	 it	 spilled	 on	 you?,”

The	Captain	asked,	leaning	his	weight

on	his	front	foot.	“You	wouldn’t	like

that,	would	you	Nelson?”

“N--No	sir,”	

It	was	clear	that	Hooksy	was

not	 planning	 to	 dump	 the	 remaining

dregs	 of	 booze	 on	 Nelson.	 The

malicious	 yet	 sad	 look	 in	 The

Captain’s	 eyes	 suggested	 that	 the

sailor’s	 share	 of	 Nelson’s	 Blood

would	 come	 from	 a	 more	 literal

translation	 to	 the	 strange	 phrase

where	he	“came	from.”	

The	 Captain	 cleared	 his

throat	and	adjusted	his	collar,	taking	a

deep	breath.	He	may	have	even	been

muttering	 to	himself,	but	 the	 tension

and	 disorientation	 in	 the	 room

created	 enough	 noise	 to	 cancel

everything	 else	 out.	 Eventually,

Hooksy’s	 surprisingly	high	voice	 cut

through	the	rigidity	in	the	air.
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“Please	 stop	 calling	 me	 ‘sir.’

My	 name	 is	 HOOKSY!”	 he

screamed,	 an	 almost	 childish	 facade

screened	 on	 his	 face.	 Before	 Nelson

had	 a	 chance	 to	 retort,	Hooksy’s	 leg

gracefully	 flung	 forward	 with

inhuman	 speed,	 like	 a	 confident

young	 child	kicking	 a	polished	 stone

across	 a	 dirt	 path.	 Unlike	 that

analogy,	 however,	 it	 seemed	 to	 be	 a

head	he	was	attempting	to	kick.	Thus,

The	 Captain	 swung	 his	 foot,	 the

stained	 silver	 tipped	 cavalier	boot	on

it	 connected	 square	 with	 the	 poor

sailor’s	jaw.	It	hit	him	with	such	force

that	 he	 was	 knocked	 directly	 off	 his

feet,	 blood	 and	 teeth	 spurting	 from

his	mouth.	When	he	collapsed	 to	 the

floor,	 it	 was	 clear	 that	 he	 was	 out

cold.	 The	 room	 was	 dead	 silent	 as

everyone	with	 the	 stomach	 to	bear	 it

stared	 at	 Nelson’s	 destroyed	 face	 in

complete	 disbelief.	 A	 collection	 of

pirates	muttered	to	themselves,	fear	in

their	voices.

“Is	he	dead?”

The	 Captain	 jumped	 off	 the

mahogany	table,	muttering	to	himself

about	needing	to	clean	his	shoes	from

the	 ‘Nelson’s	 Blood’.	 The	 first

completely	audible	sentence	he	voiced

was,“Get	Nelson	to	the	infirmary	and

you’ll	find	out.”

Without	 hesitation,	 Hooksy

slowly	 walked	 out	 the	 room,	 with

hundreds	 of	 eyes	 following	 him	 out

the	 door.	 Despite	 the	 fact	 that

Charlie’s	 legs	 were	 shaking	 and	 he

struggled	 to	 hold	 back	 a	 yelp	 of

horror,	 he	 ignored	 his	 hunger	 pains

and	 general	 panic	 and	 followed	 his

captain	out.	

Hooksy	 let	 out	 a	 little	 sigh,

not	yet	paying	 attention	 to	 the	 small

doppelganger	who	stood	behind	him.

Charlie	 was	 shaking	 with	 utter	 fear,

lost	 in	 thought.	 While	 it	 was	 plenty

obvious	 before,	 it	 had	 only	 hit	 the

boy	 now.	 There	 was	 something

terribly	wrong	with	Hooksy.	He	had

contemplated	 The	 Captain’s

precarious	 mental	 state	 before,	 but

this	was	 the	 first	 time	he	approached

it	 with	 sympathy…	 it	 was	 evident

that	 Hooksy	 was	 in	 pain,	 and	 he
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wanted	to	find	out	why.		

Hooksy	 continued	 to	 walk,

slowly	 going	 up	 the	 ship’s	 stairs	 and

onto	 the	 bow,	 walking	 towards	 the

starboard	without	hesitation	nor	even

a	 glance	 at	 the	 boy	 behind	 him.

Sailing	Master	 Junx	 and	 a	 helmsman

were	still	at	the	helm	on	the	opposite

side	as	well	as	a	couple	of	riggers,	but

other	 than	 that,	 the	 top	 deck	 of	 the

ship	 was	 empty	 and	 reticent,	 other

than	 the	 sloshing	 sound	of	 the	ocean

below,	 of	 course.	 Charlie	 was	 still

following	 Hooksy,	 keeping	 his

distance	as	his	teeth	chattered	in	fear.	

The	 Captain	 was	 walking

without	so	much	as	a	falter	in	his	step

toward	 the	 starboard	 that	 Charlie

feared	that	he	would	walk	straight	off

the	 ship.	 However,	 Hooksy	 stopped

when	 he	 collided	 with	 the	 brass

banister,	 leaning	 his	 weight	 and

troubles	 onto	 it	 like	 a	 child	 or	 the

horridly	 represented	 female

figurehead	on	mostly	all	other	pirates’

bowsprits.	

“He’s	not	dead,	by	the	way.	I

don’t	 like	 killing	 people,”	 he	 finally

whispered,	 looking	 at	 the	 dark	 blue

expanse	in	front	of	him.	The	salty	air

and	 nearly	 pitch-black	 night	 seemed

to	 reflect	 the	 surreal	 uncomfort

Charlie	 was	 experiencing,	 paralyzed

and	unable	to	mutter	a	single	word	as

though	 experiencing	 the	 heavy

encumbrance	 of	 sleep	 paralysis.

Although	 the	 boy	 was	 silent,

thoughts	 flew	 rapidly	 through	 his

mind.	A	part	of	him	truly	felt	bad	for

Hooksy.	And	in	his	completely	silent

and	emotionless	 thinking,	he	realized

something.	 If	 it	 was	 true	 what	 Spix

had	 said…	 and	 Hooksy	 truly	 didn’t

speak	 when	 he	 first	 met	 the	 old

man…	perhaps	he	 still	did	not	know

how	 to	 talk	 about	 his	 emotions	 very

well.	 Maybe	 Hooksy’s	 version	 of

dealing	 with	 his	 thoughts	 was	 by

beating	people	up	rather	than	talking.

And	although	the	boy	had	rejected	it

before,	 he	 understood	 why	 Hooksy

said	 he	 was	 like	 a	 twin.	 Not	 just

because	 of	 their	 eerily	 similar

appearance,	 but	 because	 they	 both

seemed	 to	 express	 their	 problems
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through	 how	 they	 respond	 to

situations	physically	rather	than	with

their	words.	(Although	Charlie	knew

that	 deep	 down,	 he	 preferred	 being

diplomatic…	 even	 if	 he	 wore	 his

opinions	on	his	face).

The	boy's	mind	flashed	back

to	when	he	was	in	Hooksy’s	quarters.

It	 suddenly	 became	 clear	 that	 The

Captain	 had	 tried	 to	 avoid	 every

question	 because	 he	 did	 not	want	 to

admit	 that	 he	 was	 looking	 for

someone	 who	 didn’t	 exist.	 Maybe

Captain	Hooksy	was	trying	to	tell	the

boy	 that	 the	 only	 thing	 that	 could

save	 him	 was	 not	 even	 real.	 Which

posed	 the	 question:	 where	 was	 the

ship	 even	 headed	 if	 Hooksy's	 goal

didn't	even	have	a	location?	

Shivers	 ran	 down	 Charlie’s

spine.	

“Are	 you	 cold	 or

something?”	 Interrupted	 The

Captain,	 his	 attention	 pulled	 away

from	 the	 nearly	 black	 waters	 below.

Charlie	shook	his	head,	shaking	with

such	 force	 that	 his	 teeth	 clacked

together	 louder	 than	Hooksy’s	 silver

tipped	boots	on	cobblestone.	

Rather	 than	 offering	 a

solution	 to	 Charlie’s	 shivering,	 The

Captain	 switched	 the	 subject.	 It	 was

clear	 that	 his	 mind	 was	 someplace

else.

“I	 can	 tell	 you're	 thinking

about	 something.	 Whatever	 it	 is,

don't	 overanalyze	 it.”	 His	 chortle

nearly	 sounded	 as	 though	 he	 were

about	to	return	to	his	normal	self,	(as

“normal”	as	that	was,	at	least).	

There	 were	 so	 many	 things	 Charlie

wanted	 to	 respond	 with.	 Instead,	 he

nodded,	 realizing	 it	would	be	best	 to

change	 the	 subject.	 Cautiously

approaching	The	Captain,	he	 tried	to

swallow	his	fear	while	 leaning	on	the

banister	beside	the	man.	He	had	never

been	 much	 of	 a	 comforting	 person,

but	 he	 would	 try	 his	 best	 should	 it

mean	 Hooksy	 wouldn’t	 go	 around

kicking	other	crewmates.	

“How’d	 you	 know	 you

didn’t	kill	that	guy?”

Hooksy	 was	 taken	 aback,

surprised	by	 the	comment.	His	 facial
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expression	 turned	 from	 sadness	 into

light	 amusement	 and	 deep	 down,

Charlie	 could	 see	 that	 the	 man	 was

thankful	 for	 switching	 his	 train	 of

thought.	 “Well,	 for	 starters,	 it’s

against	the	rules	to	kill	anyone	aboard

this	vessel.	Believe	me,	Twixy.	I	made

sure	 to	hold	back	 a	bit.	 If	 you	knew

how	 to	 fight	 hand-to-hand,	 I’m	 sure

you’d	 know	 how	 to	 do	 it	 yourself.”

The	Captain	was	whispering,	reduced

to	his	relatively	awkward	self.

“Made	 sure	 to	 hold	 back?"

The	 boy	 was	 amazed,	 if	 not	 a	 little

skeptical.	 He	 resumed	 his	 thoughts,

choking	back	fear,	"maybe	you	could

teach	 me	 how	 to	 fight	 hand-to-

hand?”	

Hooksy	 was	 quick	 to	 reply,

“Ah,	 not	 so	 fast.	 You’re	 looking

pretty	 dangerous	with	 that	 sword	 of

yours…you	 seem	more	 of	 a	 falchion

man	than	a	kicking	one,”	he	chuckled,

happy	that	he	made	the	small	copy	of

himself	grin.	

“Anyways,	 you	 should	 get

some	sleep,	Twixy.	While	I	appreciate

your	 efforts	 to…to	 make	 me	 feel

better,	rum’s	the	only	thing	that’ll	do.

And,	 I	 need	 to	 clean	 my	 boot.	 See

you	 at	 sunrise.”	 The	 Captain	 turned

his	 body	 to	 continue	 staring	 at	 the

wide,	 black	 ocean.	 But	 Charlie

refused	to	move.

“Can	 I	 ask	 you	 a	 question,

Captain?”	a	calm	confidence	began	to

flood	 Charlie’s	 head.	 He	 smiled,

feeling	invincible.	Hooksy	copied	the

boy,	flashing	a	sad,	fake	grin.

“What	is	it?”

Charlie	licked	his	lips,	taking

a	 deep	 breath	 as	 he	 prepared	 for	 a

whole	 possibility	 of	 responses.	 “Are

you	okay?”	

The	Captain	blinked,	thrown

off	 guard	 by	 this	 seemingly	 personal

question.	 It	 had	 been	 a	 long	 time

since	 anyone	 genuinely	 asked	 him	 if

he	was	doing	alright.	Hooksy’s	mind

started	to	wander.	When	was	the	 last

time,	 exactly?	 After	 a	 second	 of

contemplation,	 Hooksy	 winced

softly.	 As	 per	 usual,	 his	 stunning

memory	 revealed	 too	 much.	 He

remembered,	alright.	It	was	just	about
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four	years	 ago	 in	 the	 old	house.	The

Siren	had	 just	put	her	gentle	hand	 to

his	cheek,	the	sweet	tingle	of	warmth

radiating	from	her	forgiving	smile.	In

that	moment,	her	soft	eyes	seemed	to

peer	right	through	him,	and	he	could

feel	 all	 his	 invisible	 insecurities	 and

scars	 becoming	 completely	 apparent

to	her.	But	unlike	anyone	he	had	ever

met,	she	only	smiled	back	at	him	with

pure	acceptance	and	genuine	love:	the

way	 a	mother	would	 to	 her	 recently

bullied	son.	

Charlie	 should	 never	 have

asked	 that	 question.	 It	 made	 The

Captain’s	 heart	 burn	 as	 he	 struggled

to	 shake	 off	 the	memory.	 But	 rather

than	 changing	 the	 subject	 (which

Hooksy	 did	 when	 he	 felt

uncomfortable),	 he	 responded	with	 a

lie.	 “I’m	 fine,	 Twixy.	 As	 happy	 as	 a

tiger	in	a	forest.”

			

Chapter	4

Thief

Charlie	was	worried	about

Hooksy,	 but	 he	 was	 also	 incredibly

tired.	Walking	back	through	the	halls

of	 the	 silent	 ship,	 his	 mind	 was

groggy	 and	 filled	 with

incomprehensible	 vernacular.

However	guilty	 it	made	him	feel,	 the

only	 salvageable	 thought	 that

occurred	to	him	was	that	for	the	first

time	 since	 he	 could	 remember,	 he

would	 be	 able	 to	 sleep	 in	 a

comfortable	bed.	

Once	 he	 made	 it	 inside	 the

pitch	 black	 First	 Mate’s	 Quarters,	 it

took	Charlie	less	than	five	minutes	to

fall	 asleep	 in	 the	 especially	 large

cotton	 and	 feather	 bed.	 Right	 before

drifting	off,	the	boy	specifically	felt	as

if	 he	 were	 slowly	 sinking	 to	 the

bottom	 of	 the	 ocean;	 surrounded	 by

maternal	 warmth	 as	 the	 cream-

colored	sheets	wrapped	him	tight.	

At	 some	 despicable	 hour	 in

the	 night,	Charlie	woke	with	 a	 start.

He	 felt	 cold	 and	 restricted,	 as	 if	 the

bed	 that	 had	 just	 housed	 him	 was

replaced	with	a	prickly	snake.	It	took
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him	 a	 quick	 moment	 to	 determine

that	 he	 was	 no	 longer	 in	 his

comfortable	 bed.	 Rather,	 his	 mouth

was	aggressively	gagged	with	a	rough

piece	 of	 cloth	 that	 he	 could	 only

imagine	 as	 a	 potato	 sack	 or	 similar

material,	and	he	was	tied	aggressively

to	 a	 sleek	 wooden	 pillar	 with	 his

hook	 viciously	 restrained.	 If	 there

was	 one	 thing	 about	 pirates,	 it	 was

that	 their	 knot-tying	 abilities	 were

flawless.	One	strong	jerk	of	the	hook,

and	Charlie’s	arm	would	snap.	

Naturally,	 however,	 the	 boy

struggled	about,	attempting	to	scream

in	protest.	What	 the	 fuck	was	wrong

with	this	ship?	

Once	 Charlie’s	 vision

adjusted	 to	 the	 darkness,	 he	 could

make	 out	 the	 distinct	 silhouettes	 of

three	men,	 all	 of	whom	carried	what

appeared	to	be	the	shape	and	size	of	a

shiv.	

“No	 need	 to	 scream,	 laddie.

No	 one’s	 gunna	 hear	 ya	 from	 down

here,”	began	a	shrill	yet	alluring	voice

that	must	 have	 belonged	 to	 a	middle

aged	Ka’adrian.	

Charlie	just	stared	intently	at

the	 silhouettes,	 his	 mind	 running

rampant	with	 ideas	 and	 speculations.

Noticing	 the	 disgusting	 foamy

splashing	 water	 that	 soaked	 into	 his

boots	 and	up	 the	 legs	of	his	pants,	 it

occurred	 to	 him	 that	 he	 must	 have

been	tied	to	a	post	in	the	bilge.	After

determining	 the	 location	 of	 his

kidnap,	 the	boy’s	mind	was	quick	 to

come	 up	 with	 an	 elaborate	 plan	 of

escape;	but	to	no	avail.	He	simply	just

prayed	 on	 the	 fact	 that	 murdering

someone	aboard	 the	ship	was	strictly

forbidden.	What	was	 the	worst	 these

men	could	truly	do?	

“So,	 how	 did	 you	 do	 it,

thief?”	 whispered	 another	 figure,

twirling	 the	 small	 blade	 between	 his

slender	 fingers.	 His	 voice	 was

surprisingly	 soft,	 ringing	with	 a	 tone

of	 icy	 intimidation.	 Charlie	 only

glared	 back	 in	 confusion,

contemplating	 what	 the	 man	 was

referring	to.

“How	 did	 you	 steal	 the

biggest	 role	 on	 this	 vessel?”

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA



	111	

Continued	the	second	figure.	Charlie

could	not	 see	 the	man,	but	he	 could,

in	a	weird	sense	that	comes	with	pitch

dark	 blindness,	 he	 could	 feel	 the

second	 figure	 taking	 three	 graceful

steps	through	the	bilge	water	towards

him.	

Charlie	 lightly	 shook	 his

head	 in	 confusion,	 his	 dark	 scowl

trying	 hard	 to	 pierce	 through	 the

shadowy	 mysticism	 of	 the	 three

figures.	 “I	 didn’t	 steal	 anything,”	 he

muttered,	 not	 quite	 sure	 what	 the

pirates	were	getting	at.	By	this	point,

the	 second	 figure	 was	 dangerously

close	 to	 the	 boy,	 the	 glinting	 shiv	 in

his	 hand	 nearly	 resting	 on	 Charlie’s

young	throat.	

“Oh,	so	tricking	The	Captain

into	 inviting	 you	 onboard	 and

exploiting	his	accomplished	crew	isn’t

considered	 thievery?	 That	 don’t

sound	 right,”	 continued	 the	 second

figure,	beginning	 to	painfully	dig	 the

silver	shiv	into	the	boy’s	soft	skin.	

"Ya	 know	 how	 long	 us	 lads

‘ave	been	waitin	fer	tha’	job	offer?	Us

three	 ‘ave	 been	 wit	Hooksy	 ne’re	 as

long	 as	 Spix---	 so	why	 did	 a	 lowlife

child	 like	 yerself	 wit	 no	 experience

replace	us?”	Began	the	third	figure,	a

tone	 of	 ludocrity	 in	 his	 deep,

Wenidochian	 voice.	 Continuing,

Charlie	 could	 invisibly	 sense	 that	 he

crossed	 his	 arms	 in	 protest,	 “Yer	 da

only	one	‘ere	on	this	vessel	who	failed

theer	 test.	 So	why	de	 fuck	 should	ye

stay?”	His	 voice	 continued	 to	 boom

with	uncontrollable	anger.	

Charlie	 had	 to	 think	 for	 a

moment.	 In	 a	 way,	 the	 pirate	 was

correct.	 There	 wasn’t	 a	 clear,	 non-

selfish	 reason	 that	 he	 should	 stay.

Afterall,	 it	 wasn’t	 like	 he	 had	 any

knowledge	of	being	 a	 sailor	or	being

on	a	boat.	He	was,	quite	 ironically,	a

fish	out	of	water	on	the	vessel.	As	he

contemplated	why	he	was	even	on	the

ship	 (which	 he	 had	 thought	 a	 lot

about	recently),	the	first	figure	spoke

again,	his	strident	feline	voice	piercing

the	 thick	 air.	 “If	 we	 kill	 him,	 the

Cap’n’ll	 track	us	down	an’	we	won’t

live	 to	 see	 tomorrow	 night.”

Following	 the	 frightened	 comment,
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the	second	figure	growled,	continuing

the	conversation.	

“Well,	 what	 if	 it	 were	 an

accident?”	 He	 tightened	 his	 grip	 on

the	 shiv,	 causing	 the	boy	 to	yelp	out

as	 a	 small	 drop	 of	 blood	 to	 trickled

down	Charlie’s	neck.

“No,	 laddies.	All	we	need	 ta

do	 is	 ‘urt	 ‘im	 so	 bad	 he	 leaves

‘imself,”	 shouted	 the	 third	 figure,

splashing	around	unnecessarily	in	the

bilgewater.	

Charlie’s	 eyes	 went	 wide

with	fear.	He	knew	that	if	he	moved,

the	second	pirate	would	probably	kill

him.	 Instead,	 he	 felt	 his	 heart	 beat

rapidly,	 his	 breath	 slowly	 accelerate,

and	sweat	began	 to	dribble	down	his

right	temple.	

All	 three	 of	 the	 figures

nodded,	 still	 concealed	 by	 the

shadowy	 darkness	 of	 the	 bilge.	 As

they	 strategically	 moved	 about	 and

drew	 their	 small	 weapons,	 Charlie

focused	 on	 his	 breathing,	 observing

his	surroundings	one	last	 time	before

accepting	 the	 torture	 that	 was	 about

to	be	bestowed	on	him.	

In	 a	 last	 stroke	 of	 luck,	 the

boy	 saw	 Spix’s	 son’s	 orange	 blade

resting	 on	 the	 pillar	 to	 his	 right.

Suddenly	Charlie’s	goal	became	clear.

Pirates	were	 rather	 dumb	when	 they

were	 hungover.	 (Then	 again,	 it	 had

taken	him	long	enough).	

As	 a	 new	 plan	 formulated

into	his	head,	the	three	pirates	inched

closer	 with	 an	 intimidating	 prowess

while	 hatred	 burned	 through	 their

eyes.	While	Charlie	would	have	loved

to	 have	 continued	 chatting	 with	 the

men	about	how	 their	motives	were	 a

bit	 lacking	 (and	 their	 morals:	 who

would	 torture	 a	 child,	 afterall?)	 his

head	 was	 distracted	 with	 a	 bit	 of

insane,	adrenaline-packed	excitement.

To	everyone’s	surprise,	the	boy	began

to	 chuckle,	 his	 teeth	 the	 only	 thing

visible	in	the	near	pitch-black	room.	

“Why	 the	 fuck	 are	 ye

laughing?	Ye	actually	are	jus’	like	our

crazy	 Capn,”	 cooed	 the	 second

figure,	who	was	clearly	tired.	Charlie

threw	 his	 head	 back,	 tapping	 it

harshly	 against	 the	 sleek	 wooden
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post.	He	then	muttered	something	so

quickly	and	quietly	that	the	men	had

to	 take	 an	 additional	 step	 forward,

animosity	 emblazoned	on	 their	 facial

expressions.	

“Wot?!”	 Screamed	 the	 third

figure,	 leaning	 in	 with	 unthoughtful

and	stupid	antagonism.	

“You	 guys	 made	 some

mistakes,”	 began	 the	 First	 Mate,

grinning	 to	 himself	 lightly	 with

untempered	insanity.	The	boy	took	a

wavering	 breath,	 shaking	 off	 the	 last

bit	 of	 fear	 as	 he	 continued	 his

statement,	 confidence	 on	 his	 breath.

The	 figures	 stood	around	dumbly,	as

if	 the	 boy	 had	 said	 nothing	 at	 all.

Why	 was	 he	 pointing	 out	 their

mistakes?	 He	 was	 the	 one	 tied	 up,

after	all.

“Firstly,	 you	 tied	 the	 hook

alright,	but	you	did	 a	 lousy	 job	with

the	other	hand.”	

The	three	figures	were	too	defiant	and

blind	 to	 criticism	 from	 the	 boy	 that

they	 hardly	 paid	 attention	 to	 his

statement.	 Instead,	 they	 stood	 there

dumbfounded,	 still	 just	 about	 three

and	 a	 half	 feet	 away	 from	 their

captive.	

“Aaaand…	you	didn’t	tie	my

legs,”	 the	 boy	 finished,	 his	 voice

slightly	wavering	with	anxiety.	By	the

time	 the	 men	 surrounding	 him

processed	what	Charlie	had	blatantly

voiced,	 it	 was	 too	 late.	 He	 smiled	 a

little	 bit,	 remembering	 the

conversation	he	had	with	Hooksy	the

night	 before	 about	 being	 more	 of	 a

falchion	man	than	a	kicking	one.	Why

not	be	both?	

Charlie	 shut	 his	 eyes	 as	 he

began	 to	 kick	 with	 his	 heavily

drenched	 limbs,	 closing	 his	 mouth

and	 holding	 his	 breath;	 cautious	 so

that	 he	 wouldn't	 accidentally	 ingest

some	 of	 the	 disgusting	 bilge.

Eventually,	 after	 incessantly	 booting

the	 water	 everywhere,	 its	 salty

contents	found	a	way	into	the	eyes	of

all	 three	 of	 the	 captors.	 While	 they

grasped	 at	 their	 eyes	 and	 spit	 water

from	their	mouths,	Charlie	wrenched

his	 right	 hand	 free,	 unwisely

removing	his	eyes	from	the	distracted
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pirates	as	he	struggled	to	reach	for	the

orange	blade	to	the	right.	

By	 the	 time	 he	 grabbed	 the

sword,	 the	 men	 behind	 him	 had

regained	 their	 composure.	 In	 a	 fit	 of

uncontrolled	 fury,	 they	 rushed

forward	 in	 an	 attempt	 to	 capture	 the

boy,	uncoordinated	and	driven	solely

by	their	discomfort	that	the	child	had

outsmarted	them.	

In	one	 swift	motion,	Charlie

cut	 free	 the	 thick	 hemp	 rope	 that

bound	 him	 to	 the	 post	 and	 spun	 his

falchion	 around,	 it’s	 orange

incandescence	pointed	at	the	throat	of

the	third	figure.	

For	 the	 first	 time	 that	 night,

Charlie	 could	 see	 the	 faces	 of	 the

three	men,	illuminated	by	the	glowing

sword.	 They	 weren’t	 familiar	 to

him---	 at	 least	 not	 yet---	 but	 what

they	 all	 had	 in	 common	 were	 ugly

expressions	of	complete	fear.	A	surge

of	 authority	 and	 control	 rushed	over

the	boy	as	he	realized	that	 for	nearly

the	 first	 time	 in	 his	 life,	 he	 was	 no

longer	underestimated.	

“If	any	of	you	do	so	much	as

move,	I…	I’ll	give	you	a	taste	of	your

own	medicine...	and	“I'LL	be	the	one

to	 tell	 The	 Captain	 that	 there	 was	 a

little	 accident	 here	 tonight.

Understand?”	

“You	wouldn’t,	you	sheepish

lubber,”	 spat	 the	 second	 figure,

exasperation	 and	 fear	 in	 his	 high

voice.	 Charlie	 quickly	 moved	 the

blade,	 instantaneously	drawing	a	thin

line	 of	 blood	 from	 the	 side	 of	 the

second	man’s	pale	face.

“Want	to	bet?”	

The	 three	 figures	 just	 stared

back	 in	 utter	 shock,	 eyes	 wide	 with

both	hatred	and	surprise.		

“Let’s	 pretend	 that	 none	 of

this	ever	happened.	I’ll	go	back	to	my

bed,	 and	 you	 three	 will	 continue

doing	 whatever	 you	 were	 doing

before	 you…	 you	 abducted	 me.	 I

won’t	say	a	word	as	long	as	you	don’t

touch	me,”	said	the	boy,	fiery	passion

in	his	eyes.	 If	he	were	 looking	 into	a

mirror,	he	would	be	shocked	by	how

similar	 he	 appeared	 to	 his	 Captain.

“Oh,	and	if	you’re	so	concerned	with
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my	position	 on	 the	 ship,	maybe	 you

should	 talk	 to	 The	Captain	 about	 it.

You	 guys	 act	 as	 though	 I	 elected

myself.”

While	 keeping	 the	 blade	 pointed	 at

the	men,	Charlie	found	his	way	to	the

ladder	that	led	out	of	the	musty	bilge,

uncomfortably	using	his	 left	hook	 to

climb	the	rungs.	
		

	.လ⚪လ.	

		

By	 the	 time	 the	 yellow	 sun

began	 its	 ascent	 above	 the	 sparkling

blue	horizon,	 the	ship	was	alive	with

the	 sailor’s	 working	 clamor.	 Charlie

was	 happily	 sleeping	 in	 his	 room,

temporarily	 rejecting	 his	 position	 as

the	First	Mate	by	 catching	up	on	his

much-needed	sleep.	

Hooksy,	 in	 contrast,	 was

very	 much	 awake.	 He	 was	 staring

intently	 at	 the	 yellowed	 map	 in	 his

quarters,	 his	 head	 deep	 in	 thought.

He	was	so	enamored	by	the	map	that

he	 could	 hardly	 hear	 the	 young

squeals	 of	 the	 cabin	 boy	 who	 stood

meekly	in	the	doorway.

“C...Captain!”	 He	 finally

shouted,	 worry	 displayed	 on	 his

soiled	 face.	 Hooksy	 looked	 up,

boredom	 in	 his	 eyes.	 He	 hated	 the

cabin	boys	with	such	a	passion	that	if

Spix	 hadn’t	 claimed	 that	 they	 were

necessary	 to	 hire,	 Hooksy	 would

have	 already	had	 them	all	 keelhauled

or	dropped	off	at	the	nearest	port.	

“Someone	dead?”

“W...well…	No--”

“Then	 get	 out	 of	 here,	 kid,”

he	 interrupted,	 continuing	 to	 stare	 at

the	map.	 Shyly,	 the	 boy	 took	 a	 step

closer,	 his	 heart	 beating	 out	 of	 his

chest.	

“First	 Mate	 Twixy	 won’t…

open	 his	 door,”	 he	 muttered,

trembling.	 Suddenly,	 The	 Captain

leaped	 up,	 concern	 on	 his	 mind	 yet

aggravation	in	his	actions.	

“You	shoulda	started	with	that!”	

By	the	 time	Hooksy	and	 the

timid	 boy	 had	 made	 it	 down	 to

Charlie’s	chambers,	 a	 small	 crowd	of

remaining	 cabin	 boys	 had	 formed,

eager	 to	 finish	 their	 morning	 duties
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by	sweeping	the	room.	Although	The

Captain	 most	 likely	 owned	 a	 spare

key	 that	 would	 unlock	 the	 door,	 he

was	 in	 no	 mood	 to	 display	 his

intuition.	Between	his	anxiousness	 to

check	on	his	First	Mate	and	constant

lust	 to	 show	 off	 his	 strength	 to	 his

crew,	 the	 man	 slammed	 his	 right

shoulder	 into	 the	 sturdy	 door,

causing	it	to	dangerously	smack	open.

The	 cabin	 boys	 stood	 around

dumbfounded,	 peeking	 over	 their

captain’s	 shoulder	 in	 order	 to	 see

what	 had	 happened	 to	 their	 First

Mate.

Charlie	 woke	 with	 a	 start.

His	hazy	gaze	traced	Hooksy’s	fierce

figure,	 who	 was	 standing	 across	 the

room	 from	him,	his	 eyes	 red	 and	his

breathing	 quick.	 He	 would	 have

believed	 himself	 to	 be	 dreaming	 if	 it

weren’t	for	the	slight	burning	pain	in

his	neck	where	the	captor	had	scraped

him	the	night	before.	

“Why	 aren’t	 you	 up?”	 The

Captain	 said	 slowly,	 anger	 radiating

off	of	him.	Deep	down,	the	man	was

happy	 that	 his	 first	 mate	 was	 okay.

Externally,	however,	the	man	gave	off

a	 different	 impression.	 The	 cabin

boys	 around	 Hooksy	 began	 to

gradually	 poke	 around	 closer,

jumping	back	whenever	The	Captain

moved	his	head	in	their	direction	like

seagulls	in	a	crowded	plaza.	

“I…	 I’m	 sorry	 Captain,”	 muttered

the	boy,	avoiding	his	gaze.	

“What	 the	 name	 of	 the	 Five

happened	 to	 your	 neck?”	 snapped

Hooksy	 in	 response,	 striding	 over

beside	the	aggravated	boy.	

With	 surprising	 speed,

Charlie	 raised	 his	 right	 hand	 to	 his

chin,	 subtly	 hiding	 the	 large	 scratch.

Hooksy	 nodded	 slowly,	 as	 if	 he	 too

had	 done	 something	 similar	 in	 the

past.	 The	 man	 craned	 his	 neck

towards	 the	 flock	 of	 cabin	 boys,

motioning	them	to	come	forward.	

“Whadda	 you	 think

happened	here,	guys?	Any	ideas?”	

As	the	boys	approached	with

nervous	excitement,	Hooksy	grappled

his	hook	around	Charlie’s	right	hand,

slamming	 the	 sharp	 tip	 into	 the
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wooden	 headboard	 so	 that	 his	 hand

was	 effectively	 trapped.	 	 With	 the

other	 mechanical	 hand,	 The	 Captain

held	 the	 boy’s	 head	 back,	 exposing

the	wound	for	all	to	see.	

As	 Charlie	 kicked	 and

whined	 in	 protest,	 the	 cabin	 boys

examined	 and	 speculated,	 taking

mental	 notes	 as	 if	 working	 hard	 to

impress	their	Captain.	

“Couldn’t	 have	 been	 the

hook---	 it’s	 too	 wide.	 Looks	 like	 a

knife,”	 remarked	 one	 boy,	 rubbing

his	chin.	

“What’s	 your	 name,	 boy?”

Asked	 Hooksy,	 smiling	 as	 he

constrained	the	feisty	First	Mate.

“It’s	 Robert,	 Cap’n,”	 he

responded,	nodding	his	head.	Hooksy

giggled,	 clearly	 thinking	 up	 a	 new

name	to	give	to	the	boy.

“Well,	 very	 astute,	 Loxe.

That	 is	 EXACTLY	 what	 I	 was

thinking…	 you	 know	 what	 Twixy?

Spix	 was	 telling	 me	 how	 good	 you

were	with	a	sword.	If	you	wanted	to

do	 this	 to	 yourself,	 you	 would	 have

been…	 well,	 dead.	 Anything	 else,

boys?”	 	 the	 cabin	 boys	 quickly

scrambled	 to	 think	 of	 more	 things

that	 would	 explain	 where	 their	 First

Mate	was	the	night	before.	

“He	smells	 like	bilge,”	noted

another	boy,	wrinkling	his	nose.	

Hooksy	 sniffed	 lightly	 and

discreetly,	not	daring	to	admit	that	he

hadn’t	 noticed	 the	 smell.	 “Precisely!

Care	 to	 explain	 where	 you	 were,

Twixy?”	 The	 Captain	 smiled,

pretending	 as	 if	 he	 was	 as	 observant

as	 the	 cabin	 boys	 around	 him.	 In	 all

honesty,	 not	 only	 had	 Hooksy	 not

smelled	 the	murky	bilgewater	on	 the

boy,	 but	 he	 also	 did	 not	 realize	 that

Charlie’s	wound	was	from	a	knife.	In

order	 to	 impress	 the	 young	 men

around	him	and	exercise	authority,	he

acted	as	if	he	knew	everything.

Charlie	 tried	 moving	 his

generally	 sore	 hook	 to	 parry	 The

Captain’s	 grapple,	 but	 he	 was	 too

weak.	 Seeing	 that	 physical	 struggle

would	not	get	him	anywhere,	the	boy

decided	to	use	words	instead.	

“It…was	 an	 accident,”	 he
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began,	 not	 wanting	 to	 reveal

anything.	But	from	the	expression	on

Hooksy’s	 face	 and	 the	 eagerness	 in

the	 cabin	 boys’	 eyes,	 no	 one	 seemed

to	 believe	 that.	 Thus,	 Charlie	 was

quick	 to	 explain.	 “I…	 promised	 I

wouldn’t	 talk	 about	 it.”	 He	 was

clearly	uncomfortable.		

“Fine.	Then	I’ll	have	to	call	a

meeting.	 Don’t	 be	 late	 again.	 Not

doin’	 your	 work	 on	 this	 ship	 is

selfish,”	 concluded	 The	 Captain,

realizing	he	would	not	beat	the	boy	in

an	argument.	He	aggressively	released

his	 hold	 from	 Charlie’s	 head	 and

pulled	 the	 sharp	 hook	 out	 of	 the

headboard,	smiling	at	the	boy	and	the

little	 indent	 in	 the	 wood	 where	 his

hook	 had	 struck.	 And	 then,	 just	 as

abruptly	 as	 he	 entered,	 the	man	 left,

the	 flock	 of	 cabin	 boys	 beginning	 to

clean	 the	 room	 with	 blank

expressions	as	though	the	fiery	ball	of

emotion	 that	 Hooksy	 consisted	 of

hadn’t	been	there	at	all.	
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Meetings	 on	 the	 ship	 were

simple.	 Hooksy	 would	 stand	 on	 the

forecastle	 deck	 and	 whistle	 through

his	 teeth	 to	 gather	 the	 crew’s

attention.	 As	 standard	 procedure

went,	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 crew	 would

temporarily	 halt	 all	 actions	 (except

Sailing	 Master	 Junx	 and	 the

boatswains	who	would	call	out	to	the

crew	below	deck	or	focus	on	keeping

the	 ship	 afloat.	 In	 less	 than	 ten

minutes,	 everyone’s	 attention	 was

focused	directly	on	what	The	Captain

had	to	say.	

“Who	tried	to	kill	Twixy	last

night?”	He	yelled,	his	voice	drowned

out	 by	 the	 wind.	 Spix,	 who	 was

blended	 in	with	 the	 crowd,	 began	 to

make	 his	 way	 toward	 The	 Captain,

shock	 in	 his	 aged	 eyes.	 The	 crowd

was	 unusually	 silent,	 as	 if	 none	 of

them	 were	 surprised	 yet	 could	 not

imagine	who	would	 have	 the	 guts	 to

attempt	to	assassinate	the	boy.	

“Its	 probably	 gotta	 do	 wit

the	 test,	Cap’n,”	huffed	Spix	once	he

made	 it	 to	 the	 base	 of	 the	 forecastle.
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Nodding,	Hooksy	continued.	

“I’m	aware	 that	most	of	you

on	 this	 ship	 aren’t	 happy	 with

Twixy’s	position,”	he	began,	 striding

back	and	forth	on	the	deck,	“I	know

that	 the	majority	 of	 you	 believe	 that

he	is	not	worthy	of	being	First	Mate.

Well,	he’s	more	than	capable.	I	didn’t

want	to	bring	this	up,	but	his	test	was

different.	 It	 was	 one	 of	morality…	 I

doubt	 the	 lot	 of	 you	 would

understand	what	that	means.	In	other

words;	 he	 passed	 the	 stupid	 test	 you

all	love	so	much,”		

The	 crowd	 filled	 with

astonished	 muttering.	 Their

previously	 simmering	 emotions

slowly	 calmed	down	as	 they	 realized

that	 they	 unrightly	 misjudged	 their

Captain’s	 decisions.	 Despite	 the

clarification,	 the	 crew	 still	 felt	 a

nagging	prejudice	towards	the	boy.

“Sorry	for	the	inconvenience,

men.	We	 should	be	 close	 to	Turakus

now,	 so	make	 sure	 Ranz	 gets	 to	 the

crow’s	 nest.	 Also,	 don’t	 let	 Twixy

know	 he	 passed.	 Not	 that	 he’d	 pick

up	on	it	anyways.	His	skull	is	thicker

than	a	block	of	Nissam,	arright.	Plus,

that	 funny	 boy’s	 the	 type	 to	 get	 full

of	 himself	 real	 quick.”	With	 a	 quick

nod	 and	 series	 of	 mocking	 jeers	 and

loud	 giggles,	 the	 crew	 resumed	 their

activities	 in	 preparation	 to	 dock	 at

Turakus.		

Throughout	 the	 entire

meeting,	Hooksy’s	lack	of	observance

came	to	play	once	again.	Charlie	was

standing	 nearby,	 attentive	 the	 whole

time…	anger	beginning	to	boil	 inside

him.	

			

Chapter	5

Turakus
			

Charlie	 was	 annoyed	 by

The	Captain’s	 announcement.	Was	 it

so	hard	to	ask	for	a	good	ship	where

he	would	 be	well	 taken	 care	 of	 by	 a

relatively	 normal	 crew?	 There	 was,

however,	no	way	for	the	boy	to	know

what	 ‘normal’	 really	was,	 for	 he	 had

never	been	on	a	pirate	ship	before.	He
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had	 no	 idea	 that	 he	 would	 have	 to

wake	up	at	five-thirty	every	morning,

or	 that	 The	 Captain	 would	 be	 an

insecure	 asshole,	 or	 that	 he	 would

nearly	 be	 assassinated	 the	 first	 night,

or	 even	 that	 he	 had	 to	 take	 a	 dumb

initiation	 test	 just	 to	 purposefully	 be

told	he	failed	in	the	first	place	and	be

called	 stupid.	 He	 may	 as	 well	 have

stayed	 in	 the	 swampy	Bogues	Mead,

where	 the	 customers	 were	 at	 least

consistent.	With	no	 chance	 to	 fix	 his

issues,	 all	 the	boy	 could	do	was	 sulk

his	way	to	the	ship’s	hold	in	silence.	

It	was	midday	when	the	boat

pulled	 into	 the	 Turakus	 harbor,	 the

busy	 brigantines	 and	 cargo	 ships

surrounding	 the	 unnamed	 vessel

coming	 in	 and	 out	 like	 a	mechanical

beast.	The	clean	and	innocent	looking

city	 was	 much	 larger	 than	 the

drunken	 blood-stained	 Yeledge	 Bay.

Petite	 shops	 and	 shining	 buildings

dotted	 the	 docks;	 lined	with	 spotless

white	 shutters,	 friezes,	 and	 eaves.

People	 of	 all	 shapes,	 genders,	 and

colors	moved	 about	 their	 daily	 lives,

carrying	 crying	 babes	 or	 lugging

sacks	 of	 grain	 to	 beautiful	 bakeries.

Despite	 the	 mesmerizing	 scene,	 the

crew	 moved	 on	 autopilot	 to	 secure

the	 boat	 and	 lower	 the	 gangplank

with	 stone	 gazes,	 revealing	 that	 they

had	 done	 similar	 procedures

thousands	 of	 times	 in	 the	 past.

Hooksy	 too,	 ignored	 the	 spectacle

and	continued	to	do	what	he	did	best;

yelling	 at	 the	 small	 cabin	 boys	 and

boatswains	 to	 pick	 up	 supplies	 and

assertively	 explaining	 to	 the	 many

crew	 members	 that	 they	 must	 take

care	of	the	ship	BEFORE	they	hit	the

city’s	taverns.	(it	was	obvious	that	the

crew	members	were	well	aware	of	this

rule).	

Charlie	was	 also	 doing	what

he	 did	 best.	He	 began	 to	 scheme	 his

escape.	 Seeing	 the	 gorgeous	 city,

Charlie	 had	made	 up	 his	mind.	 This

was	the	city	where	he	wanted	to	settle

down.	 If	 he	 could	 remove	 his

honorable	mindset,	he	would	sell	 the

fiery	falchion	without	guilt	 for	a	 fine

price…	plenty	 to	 survive	off	of	 for	 a

couple	 weeks.	 He	 could	 easily	 get	 a
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job…	by	doing	the	same	thing	he	did

in	 Yeledge	 Bay	 (but	 in	 better

conditions).	 In	 his	 mind,	 the	 math

was	all	 in	perfect	order.	 It	was	about

time	he	abandoned	his	crazy	Captain

and	bloodthirsty	crew	in	exchange	for

finding	 a	 way	 to	 live	 in	 paradise.

Anyways,	 the	 crew	 most	 definitely

wanted	him	gone.	

As	 the	 boy	 whipped	 up	 a

plan	 to	 run	 and	 dip	 behind	 an

alleyway	 once	 given	 the	 chance,

Hooksy	 slowly	 walked	 up	 beside

him,	the	usual	smile	on	his	face.

Putting	a	heavy	arm	around	the	boy’s

thin	shoulders,	The	Captain	began	to

talk	 in	a	voice	 that	was	 just	a	*little*

too	loud.	

“You’re	 coming	 with	 me,

little	 duplicate,”	 he	 boomed,	 staring

intently	 at	 the	 active	 dock	 scene.

Charlie	 grimaced.	 Duplicate?	 Seeing

no	 response	 to	 his	 uncomfortable

expression,	 he	 squirmed,	 dislodging

himself	 from	 Hooksy’s	 grasp.	 He

realized	 that	 he	 would	 have	 to	 re-

think	his	plan	if	Hooksy	was	going	to

be	tied	to	him	by	the	hip.		

“I	want	you	to	meet	a	friend

of	mine.	 She’s	 gonna	 send	 us	 on	 the

right	path	towards	our	quest!”	

“Our?”	 scoffed	 Charlie,

avoiding	 eye	 contact.	 The	 Captain

sure	was	a	lot	more	peppy	than	usual.

“Well,	 you’re	 part	 of	 this

ship	 now.	 So,	 yes.	 Our	 quest.”

Hooksy	looked	slightly	offended.	

As	 soon	 as	 Charlie	 walked	 off	 the

ship,	his	legs	wobbled,	not	being	used

to	 standing	 on	 solid	 ground.	 It	 had

only	been	a	day	of	 travelling,	yet	 the

first	 couple	 of	 seconds	 off	 the	 boat

proved	 to	 be	 unusually	 troublesome.

Hooksy	 only	 laughed,	 his	 mood

continuing	to	be	wildly	excited	for	an

undetermined	reason.		His	mood	only

improved	from	there.	As	they	strolled

through	 the	 streets,	 multiple	 citizens

stared	 at	 The	 Captain	 and	 his	 first

mate	as	though	something	was	wrong

with	 them...	 fear	 causing	 many

citizens	 to	 ferociously	 tremble.

Hooksy	only	smiled	back,	a	spring	in

his	 step	 as	 he	 bowed	 his	 head	 and

tipped	 his	 crimson	 cavalier	 hat.	 To
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the	 more	 comfortable	 bystanders,

Hooksy	would	even	wave	“hello”	or

wink	 at	 girls	 whose	 faces	 blushed

with	 enticement.	 Charlie	 was	 the

reverse;	 keeping	 his	 head	 down	 and

kicking	 stones	 at	 Hooksy’s	 skipping

feet.	

Out	of	the	corner	of	his	eye,

Charlie	 saw	 a	 woman	 exit	 a	 stocky

building	 with	 a	 tantalizing	 flow;

throwing	her	body	against	the	yellow

doorway	 that	 faced	 the	 street.	 Her

lavender	hair	was	big	and	frizzy,	and

her	 large	slanted	eyes	seemed	to	peer

directly	 through	 him.	 Removing	 her

gaze	 from	 the	 boy,	 she	 began	 to

speak,	 focusing	 her	 vision	 on	 The

Captain.	

“Heeeyyy	there	Hooks!”	She

shouted	 in	 a	 modulated	 tone.	 The

man	halted	in	the	middle	of	the	street,

causing	 many	 pedestrians	 to	 quickly

jog	past,	clearly	uneasy.	With	a	tilt	of

his	 hat,	 Hooksy	 took	 a	 deep	 bow,

responding	with	a	fruity	laugh.

“Nia!	 It’s	 been	 too	 long,

hasn’t	 it?”	He	 voiced,	 his	 expression

nearly	 looking	 innocent.	The	woman

smiled	 warmly,	 abandoning	 her	 post

at	the	doorway	and	walking	up	beside

the	two	pirates.

“It’s	 funny,	 last	 time	 I

checked,	my	name	was	Esmer.	And	to

her,	it	HAS	been	too	long!	Can’t	say

the	 same	 for	 this	 ‘Nia’	you	 speak	of,

though.	 Ah,	 but	 who’s	 this	 little

guy?”	 She	 asked,	 kneeling	 down

beside	Charlie	as	if	he	were	a	toddler.

Before	giving	time	for	 the	First	Mate

to	 respond,	 she	 continued	 to	 speak

again,	 moving	 back	 towards	 the

doorway	with	grace.	

“Come	inside.	It’s	a	bit	cozy,

but	mostly	 everything	 is	 in	 this	 cute

little	city,”	she	laughed,	her	pale	skin

already	 dangerously	 pink	 from	 the

sunlight.	 Charlie	 only	 nodded	 his

head;	 slightly	offended	yet	 entranced

by	 the	 woman’s	 interesting

appearance.	

The	 room	 inside	was	 exactly

what	 one	would	 think	 it	 to	 be;	with

old	 wallpaper	 and	 glass	 stands

teeming	with	all	 types	of	tea	sets	and

ceramics.	 Esmer	 motioned	 for	 the
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men	 to	 sit	 down	 at	 a	 small	 round

table	 in	 the	 center	 of	 the	 room;	 the

chairs	low	to	the	plain	wooden	floor.	

“What	 brings	 you	 here	 this

time?	”	She	began,	taking	a	seat	across

from	the	pirates.	She	suddenly	smiled

politely	 at	Charlie,	 as	 if	 about	 to	 tell

him	 interesting	 gossip.	 “Not	 to	 ask

me	 where	 the	 best	 rum	 in	 the

continent	 is	 again	 I	 hope,”	 she

concluded,	 pushing	 a	 strand	 of	 her

purple	 hair	 behind	 a	 pointy	 ear.

Charlie	 scoffed,	 amused	 by	 her	 tease

aimed	at	the	not-so-pleased	captain.

“Not	 this	 time,

unfortunately,”	 muttered	 Hooksy

under	 his	 breath.	 Continuing,	 he

leaned	 back,	 clearing	 his	 throat	 as	 if

what	 he	 was	 about	 to	 say	 would

require	 a	 lot	 of	 energy,	 “I	want	 you

to	tell	me	where	I	can	find	the	Siren,”

he	concluded,	expressionless.	

Esmer	 blinked	 a	 couple

times,	 dumbfounded	 by	 the	 strange

request.	

“O...Okay…	 that’s…	 that’s

new...	you	know	I	usually	cannot	find

people,	 right?	 However...	 I	 suppose

I’ll	 try	my	best.	Does	 this	boy	know

you’re	crazy?”	She	peered	at	Charlie,

smiling	 widely.	 The	 boy	 quickly

nodded,	 hoping	 not	 to	 send	 his

Captain	 into	 a	 downward	 spiral	 of

rage.	 Luckily,	 Hooksy	 was	 not

paying	much	attention.	He	continued

to	stare	at	Esmer	with	no	expression,

his	 excitement	 from	 earlier	 replaced

with	anticipation.

“Well,	 here	 goes	 nothing,”

she	 smiled,	 adjusting	 herself	 on	 the

wooden	seat.	

With	 a	 snap	 of	 her	 lanky

fingers,	 dark	 purple	 curtains

simultaneously	 fell	 to	 block	 the

pretty	 windows,	 submerging	 the

figures	 in	 pitch	 darkness.	 After	 a

couple	 seconds,	 ethereal	 lights	 filled

the	 room,	 dancing	 to	 the	 words	 and

hand	 motions	 that	 spilled	 from	 her

like	water	on	skin.	

This	 was	 the	 first	 time

Charlie	 had	 seen	 real	magic	with	 his

own	 eyes.	 It	 had	 always	 been	 some

sort	 of	 mystical	 force	 that	 everyone

knew	existed,	but	never	actually	saw.
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As	 a	 result,	 his	 bewildered	 mouth

dropped	in	accordance	to	the	dancing

show,	excitement	in	his	dark	eyes.	

Esmer	 chanted,	 her	 light

welcoming	voice	replaced	with	a	deep

stentorian	rumble	that	shook	the	little

tea	sets	and	caused	the	whole	building

to	 tremble	 from	 the	 powerful	 runes.

Lights	flew	across	the	room	as	if	they

were	telling	a	story;	transforming	into

entrancing	 colors	 that	 sent	 chills	 up

Charlie’s	 spine	 and	 caused	 the

delighted	 boy	 to	 nearly	 gasp	 with

wonder.	

Unlike	 his	 so-called

‘duplicate’,	Hooksy	did	not	move	nor

speak;	 focusing	 his	 gaze	 directly	 at

Esmer’s	 pale	 glowing	 face	 as	 if

growing	 impatient	 by	 the	 pointless

display.	 The	 young	 man	 was	 clearly

nervous.	 His	 brow	 was	 creased	 and

his	 chrome	 hook	 scratched	 at	 the

surface	of	 the	 table	 just	 hard	 enough

that	 the	 varnish	 scraped	 off	 with

small,	 controlled	 noises	 just	 loud

enough	to	hear	over	the	chanting.		

In	 an	 instant,	 without	 as

much	 time	 to	 even	 think	 about	what

was	happening,	the	magical	spell	came

to	 a	 complete	 standstill.	 The	 lights

above	 stopped	 glowing	 and	 Esmer’s

overwhelming	 speech	 simmered	 into

silence.	 For	 a	 few	 seconds,	 all	 that

existed	 in	 the	 small	 room	 was	 the

sound	 of	 the	 three	 figures	 breathing

and	Hooksy’s	 nervous	 scratching	 on

the	 mahogany	 table.	 When	 curtains

snapped	 open	 to	 re-submerge	 the

small	 room	 in	 light,	 Esmer	 stood	 up

with	 such	 force	 that	 the	 chair	 from

underneath	 her	 clattered	 to	 its	 side

and	 skittered	 along	 the	 floor.	 Her

eyes	were	wide	open;	and	on	her	pale

countenance	rested	a	sheer	expression

of	pride	and	conceit.		

“I	must	 be	 the	world’s	most

powerful	 oracle,”	 she	 whispered	 to

herself,	 eyeing	 the	 dashing

swashbucklers	 with	 her	 wide	 eyes.

Hooksy	 squirmed	 in	 his	 seat,	 tilting

his	 head	 down	 to	 conceal	 the	worry

on	his	 face	with	his	 hat.	Charlie	was

still	dazed;	amazed	by	the	magic	that

had	just	taken	place.		

“Does	 that	 mean	 you	 found
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her?”	 shouted	 The	 Captain,	 his	 jaw

clenched.	Esmer	 the	oracle	digressed,

walking	 over	 to	 a	 small	 stove	 in	 the

corner	 of	 the	 room	 in	 order	 to	 heat

water	for	tea.

“Well,	 as	 I	 told	 your	 drunk

ass	the	last	time	you	were	here,	I	can’t

find	 people.	 In	 fact,	 it	 would	 not

make	much	sense	for	an	oracle	to	find

rumors	 let	 alone	people.	But,	 I	CAN

find	objects	that	don’t	move.	Objects

rooted	 in	 fact,”	 she	 muttered,

reaching	 for	 a	 tin	 box	 of	 tea	 leaves,

“would	you	two	like	tea?	I	was	gifted

this	 Ossamarian	 Harmony	 blend	 a

while	b---”

“---Did.	 You.	 Find.	 Her?”

Interrupted	 Hooksy,	 slamming	 his

bionic	 hand	 onto	 the	 table	 so	 hard

that	the	wood	nearly	cracked.	Charlie

jumped	 with	 surprise;	 awoken	 from

his	bewilderment	and	thrown	into	the

reality	 before	 him.	 Of	 course	 	 his

captain	 was	 losing	 his	 temper	 again.

When	 didn’t	 he	 throw	 a	 tantrum

when	he	didn’t	get	what	he	wanted?	

Esmer	 was	 unphased,	 as	 if

she	 was	 used	 to	 dealing	 with	 The

Captain’s	 childish	 temperament.

Smiling,	 she	 slowly	 turned	 around,

releasing	a	deep	sigh.	

“I…	 take	 it	 you	 don’t	 want

tea,	 then?	 Oh	 well.	 More	 for	 us,	 I

suppose!”	the	woman	politely	smiled

at	Charlie,	who	forced	a	smile	back	at

her.	“I	found	something	that	will	 tell

you	where	 she	 is,”	Esmer	 continued,

returning	 to	 brewing	 tea.	 Hooksy

stood	up;	taking	a	deep	breath.

“Well?	What	 is	 it?”	he	asked

eagerly.	 Esmer	 set	 a	 kettle	 on	 the

stove.	

“A	map.”

Hooksy	 smiled,	 tilting	 his

head	 up	 as	 if	 doing	 so	 would

automatically	 relieve	 the	 tension	 in

the	air.

“You	got	anything	stronger	than	that

tea?”

Esmer	 rolled	 her	 eyes	 and

scoffed	 in	 amusement	 as	 Hooksy

searched	the	cabinets	for	rum.	

As	 a	 result	 of	 The	 Captain’s

distraction	 by	 his	 own	 anticipation

and	 Esmer’s	 focus	 on	 the	 tea	 kettle,

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA



	116	

they	 did	 not	 notice	 that	 Charlie	 had

slipped	out	of	the	room.	The	boy	felt

bad	 for	 not	 staying	 long	 enough	 to

enjoy	 a	 cup	 of	 Esmer’s	 Ossamarian

Harmony	 blend,	 but	 he	 figured	 that

once	 The	 Captain	 gave	 up	 searching

for	 him	 in	 the	 city,	 he	 could	 come

back	and	have	all	the	tea	he	wanted.	
		

	.လ⚪လ.	
						

A	 jittery	 sense	of	 excitement

overwhelmed	 the	 First	 Mate	 as	 he

casually	 darted	 from	 Esmer’s	 abode,

delving	deep	into	the	sparse	crowd	of

peaceful	 civilians.	With	 a	 slight	 smile

on	his	face,	the	boy	gripped	his	sword

at	 his	 side	 as	 he	 skipped	 along	 the

cobblestone,	 scanning	 the	 area	 for	 a

pawn	shop	or	the	like.	

The	 boy	 must	 have	 looked

peculiar,	not	only	by	the	way	he	was

dressed,	 but	 by	 how	 he	 carried

himself:	 with	 a	 waning	 confidence

and	 relative	 fear	 in	 his	 eyes.	 Every

two	 seconds,	 he	 quickly	 spun	 his

head	 around,	 checking	 to	 verify	 that

his	 captain	was	not	 in	hot	pursuit	 of

him.	

Only	 moments	 after

Charlie’s	 escape,	 The	 Captain

casually	 peered	 his	 head	 through	 the

doorway,	 smirking	 at	 the	 boy’s

foolish	 attempt	 to	 get	 away.	 Esmer

shook	 her	 head	 in	 disappointment,

not	at	Charlie’s	boyish	attempt	to	run

away,	 but	 at	 Hooksy’s	 lack	 of	 care

towards	pursuing	him.	

“Aren’t	 you	 going	 to	 chase

him?”	 she	 asked,	 folding	 her	 slender

arms	 across	 her	 chest	 with	 grace.

Hooksy	 continued	 to	 look	 into	 the

street,	a	lighthearted	smile	on	his	face

as	he	spoke	with	vigor.	

“Naw.	He’ll	be	back.	He	has

this	 tendency	 to	 make	 impulsive

decisions.	 Plus,	 that’s	 just	 the	way	 it

goes.”

Esmer	nodded	slowly,	taking

a	 deep	 breath	 as	 her	 purple	 hair

bounced	 ever	 so	 slightly	 against	 her

back.	

“Ha!	 Sounds	 familiar.	 And

you’d	 better	 be	 right.	 He’s	 a	 good

kid.	Better	than	you,	at	least.”

After	 two	 minutes	 of

running,	 Charlie	 slowed	 to	 a	 quick

stroll.	 It	 was	 obvious	 that	 The

Captain	either	had	some	other	plan	to

catch	 him,	 or	 didn’t	 care	 enough	 to

try.	 Either	 way,	 the	 boy	 concluded

that	 he	 had	 time	 to	 catch	 his	 breath

and	perhaps	 even	 enjoy	 the	beautiful

weather.	 The	 boy	 quickly	 began	 to

reminisce.	 It	 had	 been	 a	 long	 while

since	 he	 could	 aimlessly	 stroll

through	 a	 bright,	 clean	 town	 and

think	about	the	past.	

When	he	was	young,	 he	had

often	heard	 stories	 about	Turakus.	 It

was	 by	 no	 means	 famous,	 but	 it's

oddly	clean	atmosphere	and	booming

fish	 industry	 was	 enough	 to	 interest

his	 father---who,	 as	 a	 scholar,	 was	 a

little	too	obsessed	with	the	history	of

Meraki’s	port	villages	and	 islands.	So

obsessed,	 in	 fact,	 that	 one	 day,	 he

disappeared	 on	 an	 expedition	 to	 the

lost	 island	of	Nakza,	never	to	return.

At	 least	 the	 boy	 knew	 that	 his	 dad

would	be	proud	that	his	only	son	had

made	it	to	Turakus.	

It	was	because	of	his	 father’s

disappearance	 that	 Charlie	 left	 his

comfortable	 life	 in	 Dartria.	 At	 first,

he	 just	wanted	 to	 find	his	 father,	but

his	motive	was	lost	with	his	left	hand

and	after	he	realized	that	survival	was

far	more	important.	

A	sudden	“Boom”	wrenched

Charlie	 away	 from	 his	 peaceful

memory	 and	 thrust	 him	 back	 into

reality.	 The	 cobblestone	 ground

instantly	 shook	 from	 the	 impact	 of

the	 mysterious	 explosion.	 Screams

began	to	sound,	and	mothers	grasped

at	 children.	Without	 time	 to	 react	 or

to	 even	 blame	 the	 situation	 on	 his

captain,	 Charlie	 was	 engulfed	 in	 the

parade	 of	 citizens	 who	 ran	 in	 every

direction,	a	malignant	black	screen	of

smoke	 choking	 the	 sky	 above	 the

main	 plaza	 and	 spreading	 quickly

across	 the	 city.	 Charlie	 had	 recently

had	 to	 train	himself	 to	 react	 faster	 in

situations	 such	 as	 these.	 Thus,	 he

moved	 quickly,	 disappearing	 away

from	 the	 crowds	 and	 the	 growing

smoke	 screen,	 ignoring	 the	 cries	 of

terror	and	gruesome	events	that	could
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have	been	taking	place	behind	him.	

The	 boy	 remained	 hidden	 in

the	 alley	 for	 several	 long	 moments,

shutting	his	eyes	as	he	cursed	Hooksy

for	 his	 chaotic	 endeavors.	 Who	 else

would	 have	 exploded	 a	 building	 for

no	particular	reason?	The	boy	prayed

that	 the	 delicate	 looking	 Esmer	 was

well.	

Suddenly,	 after	 about	 three

minutes	 of	 hiding	 in	 the	 unscathed

shadows	 of	 the	 alleyway,	 the	 boy

heard	 the	 crackling	 of	 firewood	 so

close	to	his	ear	that	it	made	him	jump

in	 surprise.	How	 could	 the	 fire	 have

been	 so	 close	 already?	 Charlie

reflected	in	an	ill-timed	moment	(this

was	 not	 the	 time	 to	 be	 reflecting,	 as

he’d	 soon	 come	 to	 understand),	 that

he	had	not	actually	seen	any	fire	at	all.

As	 far	 as	 he	 knew,	 the	 “explosion”

could	 have	 just	 been	 a	 large	 smoke

bomb.	His	heart	began	to	palpitate	as

he	 sniffed	a	 sweet	perfume-like	 scent

in	 the	 air.	 Then	 it	 became	 perfectly

clear	 to	 Charlie	 what	 was	 going	 on.

He	had	sniffed	that	odor	before	when

he	must	have	been	about	seven	eating

Nyr	 Jam	 in	 his	 parent’s	 shooting

range	with	a	tiny	decorative	spoon.	

Charlie	 slowly	 opened	 his

eyes,	embracing	the	welcoming	brass-

barreled	 pistol	 that	 stared	 at	 him

straight	 into	 the	 eyes	 manned	 by	 a

young	 Ossamarian	 woman	 with	 a

fiery	 countenance	 and	 a	 mean	 face.

Her	tightly	coiled	peach-colored	hair

was	done	up	 in	 a	bun	 that	 looked	 as

strong	 as	 a	 large	 stone,	 and	her	 eyes,

like	 all	 Ossamarians,	 had	 nearly

invisible	 pupils.	 Unlike	 some

Ossamarians,	 however,	 her	 irises

glowed	 a	 flame-like	 orange	 so	 bright

that	even	the	pistol	reflected	some	of

the	 glare.	 Despite	 her	 confidence,	 it

was	 clear	 that	 she	 was	 even	 less

experienced	 than	 he	 was	 since	 she

clutched	 the	 gun	 so	 tightly	 that	 her

tanned	 knuckles	 had	 turned	 a	 pale

white.

	 With	 a	 deep	 accent	 and

fierce	 attitude,	 she	 spoke	 with	 a

vicious	demeanor.	

“You’re	a	pirate,	 right?	Take

me	to	your	ship.”	*
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Into	the	Abyss,	Mixed	Media	Painting	by	Edward	Zhang



	118	

It	is	a	place	you	go	when	you	are	sad.	Its

floors	are	the	palest	white	and	its	ceiling,

like	 the	 whitest	 snow.	 The	 walls

illuminate	as	if	they	were	made	of	crystal

titanium.	 So	 spacious	 and	 vast,	 as	 if	 it

goes	 on	 for	 eternity	 without	 corners	 or

limit	 to	 air.	 The	 oxygen	 feels	 sharp	 and

clean,	smooth	against	your	lungs	and	cold

inside	your	throat.	

It	seems	empty	but	the	room	is	crowded,

full	 of	 objects.	 You	 simply	 don’t	 know

because	 everything	 is	 of	 the	 same	 shade.

White.	Invisible	within	the	room.	You	are

grasping	 almost	 blindly	 for	 materialistic

matters	but	you	don’t	know	where	things

are,	how	high	the	ceiling	is	or	how	far	the

walls	are.

There’s	no	such	thing	as	a	definite	shape,

there	might	as	well	be	nothing	at	all.	But

you	 know	 something	 is	 there,	 that	 the

space	 is	 filled...	 because	 even	 though	 it’s

extremely	 quiet	 there	 is	 sound:	 white

noise	and	slight	humming.	The	vibrations

raise	 your	 hairs	 and	 run	 around	 your

body.	

The	 white	 room	 makes	 you	 feel	 lost.

That's	 why	 you	 go	 there	 when	 you	 are

sad	 so	 you	 can	 forget...so	 you	 can	 be

distracted.	 To	 turn	 away	 from	 your

problems,	 from	 your	 worries.	 Focused

only	on	your	surroundings

The	 door	 is	 white	 and	 once	 you	 enter,

you	must	 find	 the	 exit.	However	within

this	 abyss	of	non-color	 there	 is	one	 item

that	is	not	white,	socks	in	a	hue	of	scarlet.

It’s	 beautiful,	 it	 has	 this	 intense	 shade	of

everything	 that	 makes	 you.	 Its	 thread

warms	 your	 skin—it	 makes	 you	 feel

strange.	 As	 if	 touched	 with

temptation...offering	 a	 weird	 fulfillment

in	 taking	 those	 red	 socks	~	 in	being	able

to	find	them	within	the	vast	room	where

nothing	is	seen.

It’s	soft	and	smooth	and	seems	to	be	knit.

Fragrant.	Every	 single	 time	you	 visit	 the
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white	room	the	socks	are	longer.	You	notice	only	when	it	has	reached	up	to	your	eyes,

that	it	blankets	you	entirely.

It	 is	 a	human	sack...enveloping	every	 inch	of	your	 thin	organ.	The	white	 room	 is	no

longer	the	white	room.	As	suddenly	as	the	socks	have	grown,	there	sprouts	a	patch	of

grass,	centered	to	the	room.

You	 lie	down.	Close	your	 eyes	 to	 slumber.	Moisture	dances	 in	 the	 abrupt	wind,	 the

white	noise	has	fled,	there's	no	sound	and	small	hands	twiddle	your	body.	Rising	from

the	emerald	blades.

You	have	reached	the	end.		*

Photograph	by	ZayaVothz
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THE	WHITE	ROOM

by	ZayaVothz
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OUTSIDE?	OUTSIDE.

Featuring	My	Dad

by	Nel	García
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Who	brings	a	portable

stove	on	a	walking	trail?

Constellations	or	Soon

You'll	Be	Found?

I	want	to	go	up	that	small	trail,	see	the	

view	from	here.	Or	how	about	the	hill	to	the	

left?	No?	The	far	right?	Oh,	he's	going

towards	the	center	path.

Constellations	seems	like	a	nice	song	to

heart	right	now,	or	maybe	that	other	song?

Euras,	Passerine,	Hieroglyphis,	what	about

Bitter	Water	--	wait	was	that	a	skull?

I	think	I'll	be	alright,	getting	a	little	out

of	breath	but	I	can	do	it.	Honestly,	we're

not	even	walking	up	the	hill	yet.	Maybe	I'm	

not	taking	deep	enough	breaths?	I	need	to

sit	down	but	I	don't	want	to	show	I'm	

having	trouble.
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This	guy!

Look	how	small	it	is!

I	can't	believe	I	almost	stepped	on	it,

that	was	close.	I	would've	felt	so	horrible.	

It's	so	shy....

How	does	it	stay	stuck	when	the

stem's	so	small?

Wait,	they're	everywhere!

There's	so	many	in	the	brush,	snail

trails	are	all	over	the	place.	How	did	I

not	notice?

I	wonder	if	the	birds	have	been	

getting	to	them?	Probably,	but	I	only

ever	saw	that	hawk	earlier	.	.	.	

Another!
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I	don't	know	why	but	the	quote	by

Henley	came	to	mind	when	he	said	this:	"I

am	the	master	of	my	fate	and	the	captain	of

my	soul."

"See,	I	follow	my	

own	little	path."
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"Stand	there	and	point."	

"What	--Why?"

"Cause	it'll	look	cool	--	mira,

mira.	See?"

"Alright."
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Judging	from	the	air	and	clouds	the

Valley	will	not	see	rain	for	a	fortnight.	But

the	Mountains	will	probably	receive	a	share

of	rain	and	snow,	it	seems	so	now.	Maybe

even	a	storm,	looks	so	now.	I	wonder	if	--

Oh,	right.	I	forgot	about	that...

I	wonder	how	the	view	from	Third	

Street	looks...	I	bet	its'	a	nice	view	from	the

campus	building	there...

Down	in	the	valley	low,

where	rivers	never	flow.

I	wonder	where	are	their	bones?	

the	ones	of	the	spirits	that	moan.

Actually,	the	Valley	would	sound

nice	about	now,	even	though	it's	meant

for	the	trip	up	the	mountain.



	125	

Jump.	Jump.	Jump.	Put	down

the	camera	and	just	jump

the	fence	and	run.	C'mon.	I

want	to	see	what	lies	ahead.

I	like	the	way	it	looks	at	this	angle,	this

point	of	focus;	dad	likes	it,	too.	I	wonder

what's	over	there.	Dad	thinks	they're	hiding

	a	natural	spring	but	who	knows.

It	wouldn't	be	the	first	fence	I've	climbed,	there's	no	security	and	no	one	else

is	around;	it	would	be	easy.

As	much	as	he	claims	to	be	a	rebel	dad

really	just	decided	to	move	on	from	seeing

what's	over	there	huh.	
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INT.	HALLWAY	-	DAY

Fade	into	hallway,	the	impacts	of	distant	artillery	shells	cause	the	hallway	lights	to

flicker.	A	young	man	(late	teens,	non-commissioned	officer	uniform)	runs	down	the

hallway,	frantically	shouting	to	military	personnel,	who	also	desperately	burn

documents	and	other	valuable	papers.	Shouting	and	screaming	orders.

UNDEROFFICER

"Burn	everything,	leave	nothing!"

The	young	man	continues	to	run	down	the	corridor.	He	reaches	a	closed	door,	grabs	the

door	knob,	and	opens	it	hastily.

INT	-	GENERAL'S	OFFICE	-	CONTINUOUS

The	door	swings	open	revealing	a	fairly	large	room.	A	sizable	office	desk	sits	next	to

a	grand	window.	A	few	papers,	a	wine	bottle	and	a	chess	board	rest	on	top.	A	middle

aged	man	(German	General	uniform),	calmly	sitting	behind	the	desk,	holding	a	wine

glass.	Staring	out	the	window,	watching.

The	Underofficer	walks	further	into	the	room,	confused	and	surprised.

UNDEROFFICER

"General	Eckhardt?	What	are	you	still	

doing	here,	the	evacuation	is	almost	

complete."

The	Underofficer	slowly	starts	to	walk	into	the	room,	still	puzzled.	The	General

continues	to	stare	blankly	out	the	window.

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"I	was	saving	this	bottle	for	our	victory.	

It	would	be	a	shame	if	it	went	to	waste."

The	vintage	wine	bottle	label	reads	1918,	the	year	Germany	was	defeated	in	World	War

I.

The	General	turns	to	face	his	desk,	bringing	his	attention	to	the	chess	board.	Many

black	chess	figures	stand	against	a	few	white	pawn	chess	board	pieces	protecting	their

king.

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"We	were	a	force	of	half	a	million,	and	

now	we	stand	with	40,000	in	full	retreat.

Eckhardt	slides	his	hand	across	the	chess	board,	grasping	and	removing	all	the	white

pawns.	He	places	them	into	a	pile	of	already	defeated	white	chess	pieces.

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"We	stand	at	a	checkmate."

N
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The	Underofficer	frantically	responds,	almost	cutting	off	the	General.

UNDEROFFICER

"But	we	haven't	lost!"

The	General	quickly	looks	up,	meeting	the	young	soldier's	eyes.

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"One	soldier	can't	change	the	tide	of	war."

UNDEROFFICER

"Are	you	accepting	defeat!?"

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"I'm	ordering	you	to	survive.

You	learn	more	from	losing	than	from	winning."

Short	beat.

The	Underofficer	steps	back,	shocked	to	hear	his	superior	surrender.	He	immediately

walks	to	the	very	front	of	the	General's	desk	and	meets	the	eyes	of	Eckhardt	again.

UNDEROFFICER

"You	might	be	settled,	but	I'm	not	

finished	with	what	we	started."

The	Underofficer	takes	a	white	pawn	from	the	defeated	white	chess	piece	pile,	and

places	it	on	the	chess	board	in	front	of	the	white	king,	protecting	him.

The	Underofficer	starts	to	make	his	way	out	of	the	room.

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"Schmidt."

Schmidt	stops	at	the	door	and	faces	the	General.

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"Your	father	would	be	proud	of	you."

Schmidt	nods	slightly	and	leaves	the	room,	following	the	last	evacuees.

The	General's	desk	phone	rings.	He	picks	it	up.

GENERAL	ECKHARDT

"Yes?"

OPERATOR

"The	Americans	are	on	their	way;,	

Eisenhower	is	with	them."

General	Eckhardt	places	the	phone	in	the	cradle,	and	reaches	under	his	desk.	Opening	a

shelf	and	taking	out	another	wine	glass,	placing	it	next	to	his	own	and	the	bottle

reading	"Red	Wine	1918".

He	sits	back	in	his	chair	and	sighs,	placing	the	chess	pieces	back	in	their	original

positions.	*
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So	many	yet	so	little.	Little	in	both	proportion	and	sanity.	They	stand	there	in

lines	of	hundreds	so	blind,	so	oblivious.	Unaware	of	what	they	think	and	are	going

to	see,	and	experience.	They	say	adventure	awaits	those	who	are	risk	takers.	

			

Beat.

			

What	a	joke.	A	joke	which	has	costs.	Not	only	for	them	but	for	me.	So	that	is	why	I

gaze	down	on	them	with	utter	astonishment,	for	they	have	taken	on	an	adventure	with

no	bounds.	No	bounds	whatsoever.	To	the	point	where	their	freedom	and	unlimited

impossibilities	for	accomplishing	such	a	dream	becomes	the	very	thing	they	will	come

to	fear	the	most.	Fear	now.	Fear	tomorrow,	and	the	day	after	tomorrow.	Every	day

until	their	children	and	grandchildren	will	look	to	them	and	say	why.	Why	did	you	do

it?	They	will	always	gaze	upon	them	with	a	sense	of	doubt	to	the	point	of	their

decision	for	such	an	adventure.	Then	they	will	continue	their	day	forgetting	that

conversation	even	happened	in	the	first	place.	Losing	the	legacy	of	such	an

adventure	made	by	their	predecessors	from	a	time	of	uncertainty.	What	a	waste.	A

waste	of	time,	effort,	and	meaning	itself.	

			

Beat.	

			

There	they	go.	Like	a	line	of	ants	carrying	the	burden	of	the	future	upon	them,	not

even	realizing	how	much	responsibility	they	hold	in	shaping	the	future	of	this

uncertain	time.	Just	like	insects	they	are,	unaware.	I	feel	pity.	I	feel	nothing	but

mercy	which	I	cannot	give	them.	I	have	exceeded	those	around	me	to	the	extent	that

whatever	I	say	goes	with	no	questions	asked.	But	where	I	stand	now	I	am	but	the

pawn,	and	instead	listen	to	another	make	the	rules.	Rules	which	I	only	despise	now.

A	long	time	before,	I	respected	those	above	me.	Admired	them.	But	as	I	rose	through

the	crowd	I	discovered	how	truly	oblivious	I	really	was.	Like	the	lines	of	ants	now

marching	away	I	was	once	like	them	but	I	am	now	one	of	the	few	to	be	called	an

“important	asset”	to	this	“family”.	How	ridiculous.	Absolutely	astounding.	I	can’t

stop	laughing	when	I	think	of	it.	And	I	never	have.	For	I	could	have	changed	it.	No,

I	could	have	changed	this	a	long	time	ago.	And	that's	why	I’m	a	laughing	stock.	A

comedian	with	no	jokes,	only	thoughts	and	choices.	Thoughts	which	seem	impossible,

choices	that	are	insignificant	in	the	eyes	of	others.	

			

So	here	I	stand	gazing	down	upon	the	endless	line	of	ants.	Gazing	down	on	myself.

But,	the	reason	which	I	think	of	myself	as	so	low	is	not	because	of	my	thoughts

alone.	I	swore	allegiance	to	a	terrifying	queen	ant	who	promised	victory	over	all

else,	which	was	doomed	to	fail.	And	now	I	must	bear	the	consequences	of	this	queen’s

demise.	

			

Beat.	

			

(Description):	A	man	stands	next	to	a	large	glass	window	looking	down	from	a	wooden

and	concrete	structure,	thousands	of	soldiers	march	in	lines	to	the	front	of	a

bloody	war.	The	man,	now	revealed	to	wear	a	WWII	German	General	uniform	holding	a

small	wine	glass	at	his	waist,	turns	to	look	at	a	group	of	German	Generals	shouting

at	each	other	of	the	allies	surrounding	them.	Defeat	is	not	far	away.	In	the	middle

of	the	group	a	man	with	a	small	black	square	mustache	and	black	hair	locks	eyes	with

the	German	General	at	the	window.	Hitler	sinks	back	in	his	chair,	accepting	defeat.	

			

The	General	standing	beside	the	window	looks	back	out,	eyeing	the	lines	of	soldiers,

fighting	for	a	lost	cause.	He	takes	another	sip	of	his	wine.	

			

(Back	to	Dialogue)

			

Like	I	said.	What	a	waste.	*

N
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INT.	HALLWAY	-	DAY

Fade	in	on	a	long	wooden	apartment	hallway,	a	dark	wooden	door	stands	at	the

end.	We	dolly	toward	it.	As	we	approach	the	sounds	of	yelling	and	shouting	can

be	heard	outside,	followed	by	dozens	of	footsteps	getting	louder	and	louder.	

Suddenly	the	door	slams	open.	Brandt,	(mid-30s),	blonde	hair	and	blue	eyes,	in

an	SS	officer’s	uniform	storms	into	the	hallway	flanked	by	two	SS	soldiers.	A

crowd	is	seen	outside	the	door,	yelling	and	screaming	French	phrases	and	hate

words	as	SS	soldiers	contain	the	gathering.	A	man	in	civilian	clothing	is

dragged	in	behind	Brandt	and	his	two	guards,	followed	by	dozens	of	SS	soldiers

flooding	into	the	hallway.	They	begin	to	breach	nearby	apartments,	slamming	the

doors	in	while	families	scream	as	soldiers	enter	uncontested.	Brandt	stops	at

the	end	of	the	hallway,	looking	at	a	staircase	leading	up	to	the	next	floors.	

An	SS	soldier	walks	up	to	him.	

SOLDIER

Nothing	sir.

Brandt	takes	his	attention	away	from	the	staircase	and	peers	at	the	families	who

are	being	hauled	out	of	their	apartments	and	into	the	hallway.	

BRANDT

Bring	me	Armand.

N
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The	soldier	nods	and	signals	the	two	soldiers	holding	the	man	to	come	forward.	

BRANDT

And	don’t	let	the	families	back	into	their	rooms	

until	I	say	so.	

SOLDIER

Yes	sir.

The	two	soldiers	bring	the	man	forward.	Armand,	(early	20s),	black	hair,	brown	eyes,

stares	intently	at	Brandt.

ARMAND

What	do	you	want	from	me?	

I've	told	you	everything.

BRANDT

Monsieur	Armand.	You	have	a	track	record	

of	hiding	Jewish	refugees	and	French	resistance	

cells	in	locations	all	over	Western	Europe.	

The	only	reason	you	haven’t	been	executed	yet,	

is	because	of	me.

ARMAND

(Mockingly)

I	have	nothing	to	lose.	

Brandt	ignores	Armand’s	comment.

BRANDT

Where	is	she?

ARMAND

Who?	

BRANDT	

The	Jew	you're	hiding.	

ARMAND

You	think	I	will	answer	someone	who	can’t	even	

afford	to	kill	me?	

BRANDT

Exactly.

Brandt	takes	out	his	black,	metallic	Luger	and	fires	at	a	woman	standing	beside	her

family	in	the	hallway.	The	woman	falls	to	the	floor,	her	leg	bleeding	badly.	Brandt

doesn’t	even	flinch.	

ARMAND

Merde!

BRANDT

You're	like	a	gold	mine	Armand.

Armand	watches	in	horror	as	Brandt	raises	his	right	hand,	signaling	his	men	into	a

line	formation,	raising	their	guns	at	the	helpless	families.	The	families	scream	and

bundle	close	together.
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BRANDT

I	just	need	to	chip	at	it.	

ARMAND	

Wait,	wait!	Please!

BRANDT

Where	is	she,	Armand?

The	families	look	at	Armand	in	absolute	horror.	Armand	is	terrified.	

ARMAND

(Quietly	muttering)

Level	3,	222.

BRANDT

What?

ARMAND

Level	3.	Room	222!

Armand	covers	his	mouth,	shocked	at	what	he	just	said.		Brandt	waves	over	a	soldier.

BRANDT

Block	all	exits.	Send	teams	of	two	to	each	floor	and	search	the	other	apartments.	No

one	gets	in	or	out	without	my	permission.

Brandt	points	to	his	two	guards.

BRANDT

You	two	with	me.	

Armand	lays	on	the	floor	against	the	wall.	Speechless,	as	he	watches	Brandt	and	his

soldiers	proceed	up	the	staircase.

INT.	Level	3	hallway	-	Day

Brandt	and	his	soldiers	stop	in	front	of	a	wooden	door.	It’s	marked	with	a	number

plate,	222.

INT.	Apartment	-	Day

We	see	the	wooden	door	slam	open,	followed	by	the	two	SS	guards	swarming	in.	Brandt

follows	them	shortly	after,	his	Luger	in	hand.	

The	apartment	is	covered	with	a	light	wooden	texture	with	brown	diamond	patterns

enveloping	the	walls.	Nearby	broken	wooden	furniture	lays	around	from	the	soldiers’

rummage	in	search	of	Brandt’s	person	of	interest.	

Brandt	walks	further	into	the	apartment.	More	broken	furniture	and	glass	cover	the

floor.	Brandt	walks	to	the	very	back	of	the	apartment,	coming	across	a	door	half

open,	still	unchecked.	

He	slowly	pushes	the	door	to	the	side	with	his	Luger.	The	room	is	revealed	to	be	a

bedroom.	The	window	is	wide	open,	a	slight	breeze	fills	the	room.	

Brandt	slowly	walks	in,	cautiously	looking	around.	Suddenly	muffled	footsteps	on	the

roof	are	heard.	Brandt	walks	out	of	the	room,	carefully	following	the	muffled
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footsteps	above.	

One	of	his	soldiers	walks	into	the	apartment’s	hallway	spotting	Brandt.

Brandt	points	up	at	the	ceiling.	The	soldier	nods	in	acknowledgment.	Brandt	points

his	Luger	up	at	the	ceiling,	attempting	to	figure	out	the	exact	origin	of	the	sound.

Brandt	aims,	then	fires	three	shots.	The	other	two	soldiers	lift	their	guns	as	well.

The	muffled	footsteps	go	silent.	A	moment	of	silence	passes.	

The	soldiers	slowly	lower	their	weapons.	Brandt	continues	to	aim	at	the	ceiling.

Suddenly	muffled	running	begins.	Brandt	fires	again.	The	running	individual

continues,	uninjured.	

BRANDT

Follow	me.	

Brandt	and	the	soldiers	run	out	of	the	room	and	down	the	staircase.

INT.	Back	hallway	-	Day

Brandt	walks	out	of	the	building	followed	by	a	dozen	soldiers.	

A	young	woman	walks,	limping,	around	30	feet	away	from	them.	She	realizes	the

presence	of	the	SS	soldiers	and	limps	faster	and	faster.

Brandt	points	his	Luger	at	her,	ready	to	fire.	Suddenly	a	series	of	gunshots	are

heard.	One	of	Brandt’s	guards	falls	to	the	ground	dead.	Brandt	and	the	remaining

soldiers	take	cover.	

SOLDIER

It’s	the	French	Resistance.

A	car	pulls	up	on	the	roadside	beside	the	back	alley.	Two	men	in	civilians’	clothing

jump	out	and	fire	at	the	soldiers.		They	escort	the	woman	to	the	vehicle	and	drive

off.	

Brandt	walks	out	of	cover,	he	holsters	his	gun.	One	of	his	soldiers	walks	up	to	his

side.

BRANDT

Fetch	me	a	vehicle.

	

The	soldier	nods	and	runs	off.	

CUT	TO	BLACK

INT.	-	BLACK	SCREEN	-	UNKNOWN	TIME

Fade	in	on	pitch	black	screen.	A	long	beat	of	silence	commences.	A	faint	muffled

sound	is	heard	then	fades	away.	The	sound	is	heard	again,	closer	this	time.	It’s	a

voice,	shouting	for	others	to	come	help.

HELMUT

Over	here!	I	found	him!

Sounds	of	muffled	footsteps	are	heard.	Then	a	quick	exchange	of	chatter.
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HELMUT

One,	two,	three!	

Sounds	of	heavy	rocks	being	moved	is	heard.	It	stops.

HELMUT

Again.	One,	two,	three.

More	faded	movement	is	heard.	Suddenly	a	small	crack	of	light	appears.	The	bright

light	outlines	the	dark	layer	to	be	a	pile	of	rocks	and	broken	wood.	A	hand	appears

through	the	crack	and	lifts	a	nearby	rock	away.	A	small	opening	is	now	present	and

more	light	shines	in.	More	and	more	rocks	are	removed.	A	silhouette	of	a	man	stands

looking	into	the	dark	hole,	he	reaches	out	his	hands	and	grabs	something,	slowly

dragging	it	out.	

EXT.	TOWN	STREET	-	DAY

Helmut	and	three	other	men	dressed	in	ragged	German	uniforms	stand	beside	a	half

demolished	house.	Debris	is	scattered	throughout	the	entire	street,	nearby

structures	are	all	burnt	to	the	ground,	their	grey	brick	foundations	are	all	that’s

left.	

Two	of	the	soldiers	drag	out	a	man,	mid	30s,	dark	brown	hair,	wearing	a	torn	German

officer’s	uniform.	The	right	side	of	his	head	is	bleeding	badly.	

The	soldiers	stand	him	up	and	drag	him	across	the	street	toward	a	nearby	crate.	The

officer	begins	to	resist,	slipping	from	their	grasp,	catching	himself	before	hitting

the	ground.	He	can	barely	walk.	Helmut	runs	over	to	help,	putting	an	arm	around	the

officer’s	back.

HELMUT

Ludvik!

The	officer,	Ludvik,	resists	again,	pushing	Helmut	aside.

LUDVIK

I’m	fine!

Helmut	and	the	soldiers	step	back.	They	watch	worryingly.	Ludvik	slowly	rises,

steading	himself.	He	takes	a	step	forward	and	immediately	falls	to	his	knees	again.

Helmut	and	the	others	run	to	help	him.	Ludvik	puts	his	hand,	signaling	them	to	stop.

LUDVIK

Look	for	others.	

Helmut	and	the	other	soldiers	look	at	each	other,	alarmed.	Helmut	ignores	Ludvik’s

request	and	steps	forward,	eager	to	help.	

LUDVIK

(shouting)

Look	for	others!

Two	soldiers	of	the	soldiers	immediately	run	off	to	nearby	debris,	looking	for	any

other	survivors.	Helmut	stands	there,	shocked	to	see	Ludvik	act	so	aggressively.	

Ludvik	turns	and	looks	at	Helmut.	Ludvik’s	expression	is	full	of	hatred.	

LUDVIK

(mumbling)

They	didn’t	even	warn	us.
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Helmut	slowly	steps	back,	then	runs	off	to	the	other	soldiers.	

Ludvik	takes	a	deep	breath	and	steadies	himself	again.	He	slowly	comes	to	his	feet

and	stands	there	for	a	moment,	looking	around	the	apocalyptic	setting.	A	once

beautiful	European	town,	now	nothing	more	than	bricks	and	ashes.	

He	begins	to	limp	over	to	the	debris	he	was	pulled	out	of.	He	stops	in	front	of	the

deep	dark	hole.	Beside	it	lies	a	dark	grey	officer’s	hat.	He	kneels	down	and	grabs

it,	stands	back	up	and	puts	his	hat	on.	Covering	the	wound	on	the	side	of	his	head.

He	then	limps	over	to	the	nearby	wall	of	what	seemed	to	be	the	most	intact	house

left	on	the	block.	He	leans	on	the	wall,	reaches	into	his	inner	coat	pocket	and

takes	out	a	cigarette	package.	He	proceeds	to	take	out	a	lighter	and	attempts	to

light	the	cigarette.	The	lighter	fails	to	go	on.	The	officer	tries	again	but	to	no

avail.	In	anger	he	throws	the	lighter	to	the	side,	banging	off	the	wall	and	into	a

nearby	open,	broken	cellar	door.	He	takes	the	cigarette	and	puts	it	into	his	inner

pocket.	

As	Ludvik	does	so	a	slight	banging	is	heard	from	the	other	side	of	the	wall.	He

stops,	believing	he	is	imagining	things.	

LUDVIK

(mumbling)

What	the...

A	moment	passes,	but	no	banging	is	heard.	He	begins	to	get	up,	thinking	he	was

right,	but	the	banging	is	heard	again.	He	knocks	on	the	wall	in	response	followed	by

another	moment	of	silence.	More	banging.	Ludvik	starts	to	follow	the	sound,	which

begins	to	lead	him	down	the	steps	into	the	dark	and	misty	cellar.	The	only	light

source	being	the	afternoon	sun,	shining	through	nearby	cracked	windows.	He	walks

down	a	misty	hallway,	and	stops	at	a	wooden	door	where	the	sound	is	originating

from.	He	knocks	to	make	sure.	A	knock	is	heard	from	within.	He	opens	the	door,

revealing	a	pile	of	debris	of	brick,	rock,	and	wood	covering	the	entire	doorway	and

room	within.	The	front	of	a	car	sticks	through	the	side	of	the	unstable	structure.

In	the	middle	of	the	pile	standing	on	a	wooden	plant	is	a	dark	grey	cat.	The	officer

and	the	cat	share	eye	contact.	The	officer	loses	interest	and	begins	to	walk	away.	

Suddenly	a	thin	hand	comes	out	from	behind	the	wooden	plank	almost	catching	the	cat.

The	cat	runs	off	and	escapes	through	the	officers	legs.	Ludvik	is	startled	as	well.

The	hand	moves	the	planks	to	the	side	and	the	young	girl	who	escaped	Brandt	from

before	is	revealed,	19	years	old	with	brown	and	torn	civilian	clothing,	trying	to

cut	herself	loose	from	the	pile	of	debris.	Ludvik	and	the	girl	exchange	eye	contact.

The	girl	recognizes	Ludvik’s	German	uniform	and	she	immediately	begins	to	panic.	She

struggles	to	get	herself	loose	as	if	she	wanted	to	escape	from	Ludvik.	Ludvik	looks

at	her	surprised,	the	angry	expression	which	has	been	planted	on	his	face	slowly

starts	to	fade.

LUDVIK

Settle	down.	I’m	not	gonna	hurt	you.		

The	girl	ignores	him	as	if	she	spoke	a	different	language.	Suddenly	the	structure	of

the	house	begins	to	shift,	and	a	few	pieces	of	rock	fall	beside	her.	They	both	stop,

completely	still	and	silent.	

LUDVIK

Don’t	move.	Trust	me.
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Ludvik	slowly	reaches	his	hand	out	to	her.	At	first	she	doesn’t	reach	out,	still

scared.	But	finally	agrees	and	slowly	stretches	out	her	hand	as	well,	revealing	a

yellow	armband	on	her	right	arm.	

Ludvik	recognizes	the	arm	band	and	looks	at	her.	The	girl	notices	and	becomes

nervous	but	Ludvik	reassures	her.

LUDVIK

It’s	alright.	Nothing	is	gonna	happen	to	you.	

The	girl	continues	to	stretch	out	her	hand.	Finally	their	hands	meet.	

LUDVIK

Keep	your	eyes	on	me.	I’ll	guide	you	out.	

Ludvik	gets	ready	to	pull	her	out	but	she	suddenly	bumps	into	a	nearby	wooden	plank.

It	snaps	and	the	floor	above	them	caves	into	the	room,	pushing	Ludvik	out	of	the

room	and	away	from	the	girl.	The	debris	lands	on	the	girl.	

Ludvik	quickly	gets	up,	still	in	pain	form	his	leg	injury.	He	limps	over	to	the

door,	the	room	inside	completely	consumed	in	debris,	blocking	the	door	as	well.	

Ludvik	begins	to	rummage	through	the	debris,	panicking.	

LUDVIK

Can	you	hear	me!	Please	say	something!

He	moves	rocks	and	planks	to	the	side,	coming	across	a	large	boulder.	He	grabs	the

boulder	with	his	arms	and	attempts	to	push	it	to	the	side.	The	first	try	fails.	On

the	second	try	he	screams	in	pain	as	he	simultaneously	balances	his	injury	and	the

strength	to	move	the	boulder.	He	collapses	to	the	ground,	his	injuries	have	caused

him	to	reach	his	limit.	He	lays	in	the	hallway	catching	his	breath,	but	is	cut	short

when	the	walls	start	to	creek.	He	looks	around	nervously.	A	nearby	wooden	plank

serving	as	a	post	for	the	foundation	of	the	house	snaps.	Then	another	and	another.

Ludvik	realizes	the	coming	danger.	He	looks	at	the	boulder	full	of	guilt.

LUDVIK

I’m	sorry!

He	forces	himself	to	get	up	and	start	limping	for	the	exit.	As	he	does	a	few	small

cave-ins	begin	to	take	place	behind	him.	The	hallway	fills	up	with	dust	from	the

falling	debris.

	

He	makes	it	out	as	the	cellar	door	collapses	and	the	entire	house	caves	in.	The	last

intact	house	on	the	block	lays	in	ruin	with	the	other	former,	nearby	buildings.	

Ludvik	falls	to	his	knees,	catching	his	breath.	Nearby	soldiers	run	toward	the

sound,	alarmed.	A	few	have	their	guns	pointed	and	ready,	thinking	an	enemy	attack

just	took	place.	Helmut	and	another	soldier	run	up	to	Ludvik	and	try	to	help	him	up.

Ludvik	pushes	them	aside.

LUDVIK

Stop!	Stop!

Helmut	and	the	other	soldier	forcefully	take	Ludvik’s	arms	and	help	him	up.	Ludvik

tries	to	resist	again	but	is	too	weak.
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HELMUT

Not	this	time.	

They	walk	Ludvik	down	the	ruined	street.	Nearby	soldiers	watch	in	horror	as	their

commanding	officer	is	escorted	away	from	the	rubble.	

INT.	GERMAN	MAKESHIFT	CAMP	-	DAY

Helmut	stands	outside	a	white	cloth	covered	medical	tent.	He	looks	around

impatiently.	We	find	ourselves	in	a	large	makeshift	camp	inside	a	small	cathedral.

Soldiers	and	field	medics	are	scattered	about,	some	resting,	others	healing	from

grave	injuries,	and	the	rest	talking	amongst	themselves.	

A	field	medic	walks	out	of	the	tent.	

HELMUT

How	is	he?

MEDIC

He	suffered	a	minor	concussion	and	a	

few	bruises.	Other	than	that	he	seems	fine.	

HELMUT

So	why	the	ruckus	from	before?

MEDIC

Concussions	can	cause	short	periods	of	

confusion.	And	I	can’t	blame	him,	he	

survived	a	few	tons	of	rock	to	the	head.	

Helmut	peers	into	the	tent.

HELMUT

May	I?	

The	medic	nods.	Helmut	enters	the	tent,	spotting	Ludvik	sitting	on	the	side	of	the

bed.	His	head	injury	is	covered	with	a	white	bandage	and	he	is	currently	buttoning

up	his	uniform.	

Helmut	spots	a	clothing	rack	holding	a	few	white	surgical	coats.	At	the	top	hangs

Ludvik’s	officer’s	hat.	Helmut	stands	there,	as	if	to	wait	for	Ludvik	to	answer	him.

HELMUT

(sarcastically)

Hello	and	thank	you	would	be	very	nice.

Ludvik	continues	to	button	his	uniform.	His	face	is	blank.

LUDVIK

Apparently	this	is	a	surgical	tent.		

A	period	of	silence	commences

HELMUT

So	why	are	you	here?

LUDVIK

Because	the	injured	already	died	from	

their	wounds.
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HELMUT

And	the	surgeon	did	nothing?	

Ludvik	looks	up	at	Helmut.

LUDVIK

He	died	with	them.	

Helmut	says	nothing.	Ludvik	finishes	his	buttoning	and	gets	up.	He	walks	over	to	the

clothing	rack.	Helmut	continues	to	watch,	unable	to	say	anything.	Ludvik	grabs	his

grey	officer	hat.	He	heads	for	the	tent	opening.	He	stops	at	the	entrance,	giving

Helmut	a	blank	look.	

LUDVIK

Thank	you.	Helmut.	

Ludvik	puts	on	his	officer	hat,	the	side	of	his	hat	ripped	and	bloodied	from	the

injury	he	got	before.	He	leaves	the	tent.	

INT.	GERMAN	MAKESHIFT	CAMP	-	DAY

Ludvik	enters	a	large	makeshift	tent.	The	inside	is	lit	by	candlelight	with	a

number	of	officers	standing	around	a	large	table.	A	large	map	lays	encompasses	the

entire	table.	Mannheim,	tall,	(mid	30s),	dark	blonde	hair,	leads	an	ongoing

conversation.		

MANNHEIM

(to	other	officers)

If	we	are	to	link	up	with	the	4th	army	

then	we	must	act	cautiously.	The	recent	

air	raids	are	making	it	harder	for	us	to	

maneuver.	

Ludvik	stands	in	the	corner	watching	the	officers	converse.		Another	officer,

Richardt,	(late	30s),	brown	hair,	responds.

RICHARDT

It’s	clear	that	we’ve	lost	our	air	

superiority,	so	the	only	option	is	to	

travel	by	night.	

MANNHEIM

We’ll	be	sitting	ducks.	Our	headlights	

will	give	us	away.	Without	them	we’re	blind.

RICHARDT

Then	we	travel	with	half	of	our	supplies	

and	men.	It	will	greatly	increase	our	speed,	

and	we’ll	arrive	before	the	allies	are	

finished	refueling	their	planes	for	their	

night	raids.		

MANNHEIM

The	4th	army	won’t	last	another	week	if	we	

don’t	arrive	with	the	full	convoy.	

RICHARDT

Then	we	establish	a	closer	supply	base	and
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send	out	convoys	from	there.

The	debate	becomes	more	intense	between	the	two	officers.	Ludvik	interrupts	them.	

LUDVIK

And	you	expect	us	to	accomplish	all	these	

things	with	minimal	casualties?	

Ludvik	walks	up	to	the	table.

LUDVIK

We	are	a	supply	convoy,	not	a	war	machine.	

Our	men	are	undertrained,	malnourished,	and

tired.	We	barely	number	a	company	of	men.	

Ludvik	is	interrupted	as	a	young	soldier,	17,	brown	hair,	light	blue	eyes,	enters

the	tent.	He	Carries	a	tray	with	drinks	on	them.

The	young	soldier	walks	around	the	room,	handing	drinks	to	the	officers.	The	room	is

silent,	the	exhausted	and	stressed	officers	intrigued	by	the	arrival	of	rare,	fresh

coffee.	The		young	soldier	walks	up	to	Ludvik.	Ludvik	looks	at	the	young	boy,

surprised	how	young	he	looks.

YOUNG	SOLDIER

Coffee	sir?

LUDVIK

No.	Carry	on.

The	young	soldier	walks	off	out	of	the	tent.	The	room	filled	with	the	smell	of

coffee.	

MANNHEIM

I	thought	we	ran	out	of	coffee?

Ludvik	turns	to	Mannheim,	enjoying	his	new	brewed	beverage.	

LUDVIK

Are	we	enlisting	kids	into	the	army	now?	

MANNHEIM

Replacements.	With	the	casualties	we’re	

taking	high	command	is	getting	desperate.	

Ludvik	looks	around,	the	other	officers	sipping	their	coffee	as	they	converse.	

LUDVIK

I	need	some	fresh	air.

Mannheim	watches	Ludvik	walk	out	of	the	tent.

EXT.	TOWN	STREET	-	DAY

Ludvik	walks	out	of	the	cathedral	and	into	the	street.	On	the	roadside	stand	dozens

of	dark	green	trucks	and	a	few	armored	vehicles.	Ludvik	takes	in	the	desolate	view

and	reaches	into	his	coat	pocket,	taking	out	his	lighter.	He	takes	out	a	cigarette

and	prepares	to	light	it.	His	lighter	doesn’t	go	on	again.	He	sighs,	annoyed.
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HELMUT

Need	a	lighter?

Helmut	sits	in	a	nearby	truck,	he	is	smoking	a	cigarette.	Ludvik	gets	into	the	truck

beside	Helmut.	Helmut	hands	him	the	lighter,	Ludvik	lights	his	cigarette.	

A	long	period	of	silences	ensues	as	the	officer	and	soldier	smoke	their	cigarettes.

Helmut	breaks	the	silence

HELMUT

I	thought	we	lost	you.	

Ludvik	stares	at	the	road	in	front	of	them.	The	faint	sound	of	artillery	is	heard	in

the	distance.	He	continues	to	smoke	his	cigarette.	

Helmut	takes	out	an	old	beat	up	clipboard	from	the	side	door.	A	list	of	names	are

written	on	a	piece	of	paper.

HELMUT

Martin	Shröder,	Gustav	Armo,	Leinst		

Müller,	and	Jacob	Wagner.	

Helmut	pauses	and	looks	at	Ludvik.	He	remains	emotionless,	still	staring.	

HELMUT

All	these	young	men	died	today	in	the	air	raid.	

Another	pause.	Ludvik	finally	begins	to	speak.

LUDVIK

Why	do	you	tell	me	this?	

We	lose	men	everyday.	

Helmut	looks	sternly	at	Ludvik.

HELMUT

Because	I’m	trying	to	figure	out	what	

happened	to	my	brother,	who	lost	his	

mind	after	almost	being	crushed	to	death.

Ludvik	takes	the	cigarette	out	of	his	mouth.	A	moment	of	silence	commences	as

distant	artillery	fills	the	atmosphere.	

LUDVIK

I	saw	a	girl.	

Helmut	listens	intently	to	his	brother.

LUDVIK

I	tried	to	help	her.	She	was	stuck	

like	me.	No	way	of	getting	out	without	

help.	So	I	helped	her.	And	she	was	

crushed	because	I	did.	

Ludvik	puts	out	the	cigarette	on	a	rusty	ashtray	on	the	dashboard.	

LUDVIK

She	was	beautiful.	I	never	learned	her
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name.	Her	blue	eyes,	and	brown	hair,	her...

Ludvik’s	speech	slows	more	and	more

LUDVIK

...her	smooth	face,	slim	arms...

Ludvik	stops.	His	expression	is	shocking,	as	if	he	had	seen	a	ghost.	Helmut	looks	to

where	Ludvik	is	staring.	

In	the	middle	of	the	street,	two	intersections	away,	limps	the	brown	haired,	blue

eyed	girl	from	before.	Her	left	leg	and	arm	are	gravely	injured,	dragging	across	the

cracked	rubble	of	what	remains	of	the	town	street.	

Ludvik	can’t	believe	what	he	is	seeing	and	gets	out	of	the	truck.	He	stands	there

for	a	moment.	The	girl	continues	to	walk	toward	them.	Helmut	gets	out	of	the	truck

too.	

The	girl	limps	closer	and	closer,	she	looks	desperate	and	in	a	hurry.	

Ludvik	slowly	walks	toward	her.	Nearby	soldiers	start	to	walk	out	into	the	street,

spotting	the	new	visitor.	Ludvik	finally	controls	himself.

LUDVIK

Get	me	a	medic.

Helmut	and	the	other	soldiers	continue	to	stand,	not	moving	an	inch.

LUDVIK

Get	me	a	fucking	medic!

A	nearby	soldier	complies	and	runs	into	the	cathedral.	Ludvik	walks	toward	her,

eager	to	help.

HELMUT

Wait,	it	could	be	a	trap.

LUDVIK

	 Who’s	trap?	

Ludvik	continues	to	walk	toward	her.	He	is	20	feet	away	from	her	when	suddenly	a	gun

shot	is	heard.	

A	bullet	wizzes	straight	into	the	girl’s	head.	She	twitches	for	a	moment	then	falls

to	the	ground,	lifeless.	Ludvik	stands	still.	Shocked.	

HELMUT

Sniper!

A	number	of	soldiers	take	cover	in	nearby	ruins,	scattering	wherever	they	can.

Ludvik	stands	in	the	middle	of	the	road,	then	slowly	walks	forward	toward	the	girl’s

body.	

Helmut	runs	up	to	him	and	drags	him	to	a	nearby	wall.	

HELMUT

Snap	out	of	it	Ludvik.
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The	soldiers	begin	to	move	toward	the	intersection,	attempting	to	spot	the	shooter.	

HELMUT

Ludvik!	Come	back	to	me.	

Ludvik	stares	at	the	body,	then	at	the	side	street	where	the	shot	came	from.	He	gets

up	and	marches	toward	the	intersection,	pulling	out	his	Luger	as	he	does	so.	

Helmut	runs	after	him.	

HELMUT

Ludvik!	

Ludvik	turns	the	corner,	his	Luger	ready	in	hand.	His	angry	expression	slowly

subsides.	Helmut	runs	around	the	corner	carrying	a	rifle.	He	slowly	stops,	coming	to

a	halt	as	well.	

BRANDT

I	had	no	idea	one	Jew	could	stir	

up	such	a	ruckus.	

In	the	middle	of	the	street	stands	Brandt	flanked	by	his	two	SS	guards.	A	car	stands

behind	them	with	5	more	SS	guards.	

BRANDT

I’m	terribly	sorry	for	the	intrusion.

Brandt	wipes	down	his	Luger	with	a	white	handkerchief.	

BRANDT

I	was	in	a	bit	of	a	hurry	so	I	

wasn’t	aware	of	a	nearby	regiment.

Ludvik	stares	furiously	at	the	SS	officer.	

LUDVIK

Did	you	shoot	that	girl?

Brandt	continues	to	wipe	down	his	prized	possession.

BRANDT

Oh,	her?	Of	course	not.	

Ludvik’s	expression	eases	a	little.

BRANDT

He	did.

Brandt	points	to	his	right	SS	guard.	Then	focuses	on	his	Luger	again.	

Ludvik	points	his	Luger	at	the	SS	soldier,	infuriated.	The	other	SS	soldiers	raise

their	weapons	in	response.	Helmut	raises	his	rifle.	Two	more	of	Ludvik’s	soldiers

turn	the	corner.	Among	them	the	young	replacement	soldier	from	before.	

Brandt	looks	at	Ludvik,	confused.	

BRANDT

What	is	the	meaning	of	this?	

We’re	all	on	the	same	side	here.
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Brandt	then	realizes	his	mistake.	

BRANDT

Oh,	I	see.	The	girl	was	yours.	

I	apologize,	I	should	have	let	you	

kill	her	instead.

LUDVIK

Shut	up.

Brandt’s	SS	soldiers	move	forward	in	an	effort	to	protect	Brandt.	Brandt	raises	his

hand,	stopping	them.		

HELMUT

Ludvik	don’t.	

BRANDT

This	is	treason	you	know.	

More	of	Ludvik’s	soldiers	appear	around	the	corner.	They	are	confused	by	the	stand

off.	

BRANDT

Ludvik,	am	I	correct?	

Ludvik	stands,	unsure	of	what	to	do.	

BRANDT

What	will	you	gain	from	killing	me.	

An	SS	official	who	receives	orders	

directly	from	Himmler	himself?	

LUDVIK

To	kill?

BRANDT

I	never	said	I	liked	my	job.	

But	I’m	pretty	damn	good	at	it.

HELMUT

Ludvik,	stop	this.	

BRANDT

This	is	my	only	and	final	warning.	

Stand	down	officer.	Or	you	will	be	

shot	on	the	spot.	

Ludvik’s	expression	is	full	of	anger.	He	doesn’t	budge,	his	Luger	still	pointing	at

Brandt.	A	tense	moment	passes.	The	SS	and	Ludvik’s	soldiers	stare	each	other	down.	

Ludvik	slowly	lowers	his	weapon,	accepting	defeat.	Brandt	signals	his	men	to	begin

mounting	up	and	move	out.	

BRANDT

From	one	officer	to	another	Ludvik.	

Don’t	fight	what	you’ve	already	lost.

	

Ludvik	has	no	words,	he	watches	as	the	rest	of	the	SS	load	up	into	the	car.	The	only
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ones	remaining	are	Brandt	and	his	two	SS	guards.

BRANDT

Heil	Hitler.	

Brandt	begins	to	walk	off	after	saying	his	goodbye.		

Ludvik	responds	in	kind.

LUDVIK

Heil	Hitler.	

Ludvik	points	his	gun	at	Brandt.	Helmut	runs	toward	Ludvik.	

HELMUT

Wait!

Cut	to	black	as	multiple	gunshots	go	off,	then	it	goes	silent.

EXT.	TOWN	STREET	-	EVENING

We	fade	in	on	the	dark	desolate	streets	of	the	ruined	town.	We	dolly	into	the	alley

where	Ludvik	encountered	Brandt.	Bodies	of	SS	soldiers	litter	the	streets,	including

the	body	of	the	young	replacement	soldier.	One	body	with	an	SS	officer’s	hat	leans

against	the	cold	brick	wall	of	a	deserted	building,	a	dark	colored	Luger	lays	in	the

body’s	hand.	A	large	gust	of	wind	tosses	the	hat	off	the	body's	head.	Brandt’s	face

smiles,	lifeless	into	the	camera.	

EXT.	PLAIN	ROAD	-	EVENING

A	long	convoy	of	trucks	drives	through	the	large	green	plains	of	the	countryside	at

the	hour	of	dusk.	The	orange	light	of	the	sunset	fills	the	sky.

A	narration	with	Ludvik’s	voice	begins:	“I	am	but	one	man	in	a	dying	war.	One	man

cannot	change	the	tide	of	war,	but	a	war	can	change	the	tide	of	man....”

Ludvik	sits	in	the	truck	at	the	very	front	of	the	convoy,	taking	out	a	cigarette.

Helmut	sits	beside	him	driving	the	truck.	

“...For	better	or	worse	I	do	not	know.	But	if	I	were	to	tell	you	that	I	could	find

out,	I	would	be	lying.”	

Helmut	hands	his	brother	his	lighter.	Ludvik	takes	the	lighter	and	begins	smoking

his	cigarette	as	they	drive	closer	to	the	distant	flames	and	smoke	of	battle	on	the

horizon.	

“For	I	would	be	long	dead	after	the	war	before	I	could	even	contemplate	the	true

meaning	of	good	and	evil.”

Cut	to	black

Title	sequence:	LAST	DAYS

END.	*
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Two	 bishops	 stand	 in	 a

cathedral	looking	up	at	a	nun,	who	is

sitting	 in	 a	 floating	 chair	 ten	 feet	 in

the	air.	Why?	Because.	Light	pours	in

from	 the	 stained	 glass	 windows,

angelically	 backlighting	 the	 nun;	 soft

organ	playing	can	be	heard.

The	Nun	shouts	down	at	the

bishops,	 “I	 think	 I	want	 a	 tuna	melt

today.”

After	 a	 minute,	 the	 Bishops

shout	 back	 at	 her,	 “Why	 don’t	 you

make	it	yourself?”

The	 Nun	 Shouts	 back,	 “I

can’t,	the	Lord	is	speaking	to	me.”

The	 Bishops	 look	 at	 each

other,	 sigh,	 and	 slowly	 walk	 away,

one	 muttering	 about	 God’s	 poor

choice.

Fifteen	 minutes	 later	 they

come	 back	 with	 a	 Tuna	 Melt.	 They

shout,	“Mary,	how	will	you	get	it?”

The	 Nun	 replies,	 “Crap.	 I

don’t	 know.	Uh.	 Just	 leave	 it	 on	 the

floor	-	it’ll	come	to	me.”

“Are	You	sure?	”

Mary	 says,	 “Yeah,	 God’s

gotta	do	something	for	me;	I’ve	been

listening	 to	 him	 blabber	 for	 three

days	 now.	 All	 I	 hear	 is	 save	 the

children	 this	 ….	 and	 my	 wife’s	 a

cheating	fille	de	joie	that….”

Meanwhile.

Across	the	world	and	time,	a

girl	 has	 just	 picked	 up	 two	 oblong

round	 rocks.	 Rocks.	 She	 doesn’t

know	why,	but	she	thinks	she’ll	keep

them.	 The	 sun	 sets	 fiery	 orange	 and

dances	across	the	field	to	Serbian	folk

music.	 She	 puts	 the	 rocks	 in	 her

pocket	 and	 walks	 down	 the	 dusty

trail	 back	 to	 her	 home.	Everything	 a

pale	blue	around	her	rickety	shack,	a

single	 light	 orange	 glow	 through	 the

kitchen,	 this	 must	 be	 where	 the	 sun

got	 its	 inspiration.	 Soft	 country,	 the

girl	steps	onto	the	porch	and	shuffles

her	 boots	 on	 the	 mat.	 She	 slips	 one

foot	out	 at	 a	 time	on	 the	mat,	 places

her	boots	on	 the	 side	 and	walks	 into

the	house.	She	can	smell	sweet	spices

and	 pungent	 kicks.	 She	 feels	 a	 scaly

hand	 touch	 her	 cheek	 and	 a	 rough

voice	says,	“Get	up,	dinners	ready”.

Mary	 never	 wanted	 a	 lizard

as	 a	 dad,	 hell,	 she	 never	 wanted	 a

lizard	as	a	pet.	Especially	a	man-sized

Lizard.	 She	 thought,	 “You	 get	 what

you	get	and	you	don’t	get	upset”,	and

plopped	down	at	the	kitchen	table.	It

was	still	wobbly.

The	 Lizard	 father	 turned

towards	 Mary,	 “We	 ain’t	 got	 no

molasses	today,	so	the	soup	l’	be	a	lil’

jumpy.	 Just	 add	 the	 grits	 we	 got	 in

the	 cupboard.”	 The	 Lizard	 father

then	 whipped	 open	 a	 cabinet,

breaking	 a	plate,	 and	picked	out	 two

bowls.	 He	 didn’t	 seem	 to

acknowledge	the	broken	dish.	He	set

down	 the	 bowls	 on	 the	 table	 with	 a

thud,	Mary	wobbled	in	her	chair.

With	 a	 clang,	 the	 Lizard

Father	 wrenched	 the	 pot	 from	 the

stove	 and	 plopped	 it	 down	 on	 the

table	with	a	thud.	He	grabbed	a	little

ladle	 from	 the	 corner	 and	 spooned

globs	 of	 warm	 orange	 goo	 that

smelled	like	beef	jerky.

Mary	 looked	 at	 her	 bowl,

and	 looked	 at	 her	 Lizard	 father.
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“Wow	 dad,	 this	 looks	 great,”	 she

sighed,	at	least	he	tried.

Her	 lizard	 father	 put	 on	 his

glasses	which	were	sitting	on	top	of	a

book	titled,	The	Reptile	in	Me,	Mary

looked	up	at	him.

He	 looked	 down	 at	 her,	 “I

know	it’s	not	your	mother’s,	but	 it’ll

do.”

She	 looked	 away	 attempting

to	 avoid	 her	 Lizard	 father’s	 forlorn

stare.	 He	 took	 a	 quiet	 sigh,	 and

scooped	 up	 his	 soup	 in	 three,	 long

tongued	laps.

Back	 at	 the	 Cathedral	 The

Nun	was	 staring	 at	 her	 sandwich	 on

the	 floor.	 She	 thought	 to	 herself,

“Why	 oh	 why,	 sweet	 lord,	 did	 you

put	me	 in	 this	 damn	 chair,	 not	 even

baby	flippin’	Bobby?”

She	 concluded	 it	 was	 to

starve	her	in	some	kind	of	purgatory;

she	probably	could	have	been	nicer	to

people.	The	Nun	thought	of	her	days

with	the	Opera,	wide	belled	costumes

and	 Italian	 flirts,	 Jesus,	 she	 missed

sex.	Mary	felt	a	tingle.	Something	was

off,	and	she	realized	the	tingle	wasn’t

what	she	thought.

All	 of	 the	 sudden	 her	 chair

was	 whisked	 away	 into	 a	 multi

colored	 abyss	 and	 she	 was	 zooming

through	 a	 tunnel	 of	 bright,	 swirling

colors	that	thumped	like	a	heartbeat.

Then	it	stopped.

The	 Nun	 found	 herself	 in	 a

room	 with	 soft	 pink	 walls	 and	 a	 jar

filled	with	 cotton	 swabs.	 She	 looked

down	to	see	what	she	was	sitting	on,	a

soft	padded	bench.	Suddenly	the	door

swung	open,	and	a	short	blue	creature

in	 a	 white	 lab	 coat,	 with	 tentacles

coming	 from	 his	 chin	 and	 a	 what

looked	like	a	tube	sock	stretched	over

his	head.

“So	 Mrs.	 Nun,	 I’m	 Dr.

Glunzgle.	 God	 has	 told	 us	 you’ve

been	 having	 some	 difficulties	 with

Tuna	Abuse”.

The	Nun	had	no	answer,	her

mouth	 was	 still	 gaping	 as	 her	 eyes

locked	 onto	 the	 blue	 wiggling

tentacles	coming	from	Dr.	Glunzgle’s

chin.

“Alrighty	 then,	 Ms.	 Nun,
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what	have	you	been	eating?”

All	 the	 Nun	 could	 say	 was

“huh?”

This	 seemed	 to	 confirm	 the

doctor’s	suspicion.

A	 metal	 door	 opened	 from

and	 three	 blue	 men	 in	 orange	 suits

appeared.	 They	 grabbed	 the	Nun	 by

her	 upper	 arm	 and	 she	 was	 shifted

from	 corner	 to	 corner	 through	 the

twists	and	turns	of	what	seemed	to	be

an	endless	corridor.

“What	the	hell	is	wrong	with

you?!”	Mary	shouted.

The	 organisms’	 yellow	 eyes

darted	 between	 each	 other.	 One	 of

them	gurgled	something	that	sounded

like,	“Yeish	this	lady	had	some	in	her

mouth.	 Tuna	 Abusers…	 why

Flarbarb	 would	 want	 her	 is	 beyond

me.”

Zing!

The	 Nun	 found	 herself	 in	 a

round	 tube	 filled	 with	 Green	 Light.

Phosphorous	 no	 doubt.	 Her	 vision

was	 blurry	 but	 on	 either	 side	 she

could	see	a	trail	of	neon	green	figures

lining	up;	and	what	was	that,	right	in

front	of	her	face?

“Hewroooooo”	 it	 moaned.

“Mwrs.	Laaaady”

The	 Nun	 suddenly	 snapped

too	and	her	vision	came	into	focus.

A	 short	 green	 person	 with

suctions	 coming	 from	 their	 forehead

looked	up	at	her	and	said,	“Dodo	de

do	da	deb	dob.”	He	scowled	when	he

saw	 a	 wave	 of	 confusion	 wash	 over
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her	face.

The	 little	 green	 man,	 or	 at

least	she	thought	he	was	a	man,	pulled

out	 what	 looked	 like	 a	 small	 horse.

Nothing	 surprised	 the	 Nun	 these

days,	but	she	did	seem	to	feel	a	twang

of	new	interest.

The	 little	 green	 man	 looked

up	 at	 her	 and	 said	 “Dobe	 do	 dab

bab.”

The	 Nun’s	 eyebrows	 still

raised,	 the	 green	 fellow	 tried	 again.

He	 raised	one	hand	making	his	 eight

fingers	 into	a	claw	shape	and	flapped

his	 fingers	 open	 and	 closed	 “Bla	 bla

bla	bla…..	Fwor	Yow.”

The	 Nun	 decided	 to	 accept

the	 little	man’s	horse.	She	opened	up

her	 hand	 but	 he	 shook	 his	 head	 and

with	 a	 big	 sigh,	 reached	 forward,

pinched	her	jaw	and	plopped	the	little

horse	into	her	mouth.

Mary	 thought	 she	 had

swallowed	the	poor	thing	whole.	But

no!	 She	 could	 feel	 its	 little	 hooves

running	around	just	in	the	back	of	her

throat.

The	 little	 man;s	 eyes	 lit	 up

with	 excitement,	 and	 his	 “We	 Woh

Dwer	dwady"	turned	into	“Hello	fair

lady,	I	have	been	waiting	for	you.”

Alas,	 all	 the	 Nun	 could

muster	was	a	sidewards	glance.

The	 little	 man	 continued,	 “I

am	Flarbarb,	and	I	have	brought	you

here	to	be	my	date.”

“I’m	 celibate	 now,	 Fabbio.”

Flarbarb	 chuckled,	 and	 gently
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grabbed	Mary's	 hand	 and	 pulled	 her

out	of	her	chair.

She	gasped.	She	was	wearing

socks.	 When	 did	 she	 ever	 put	 on

socks?

Flarbarb	gave	her	a	funny	up

and	 down	 look,	 but	 quickly	 pulled

her	 into	 a	 swirling	 blue	 circle,	 it

looked	like	paternal	disappointment	.

Zing!

A	 hazy	 fog	washed	 over	 the

Nun.

Soft	 synth	 pop	 was	 playing,

and	 blue	 circles	 of	 light	 raced	 across

towering	 walls.	 A	 dance?	 There	 was

fabricated	 laughter,	 and	 awkward

touching,	teenagers.	

Mary,	 now	 grown	 into	 a

semblance	 of	 maturity,	 and	 showing

no	signs	of	turning	lizard	-	could	feel

her	 slimy	 dance	 partner	 slowly	 rest

his	 hand	 on	 her	 back.	 Mary	 slid	 his

hand	down	further,	but	his	arm	jolted

with	 surprise,	 and	 slid	 back	 to	 its

chaste	 position.	 Mary	 gazed	 at	 her

blue	 watch	 and	 sighed.	 Now,	 a

semblance	 of	 her	 once	 wonderful

butt,	the	Nun	had	sat	in	a	chair	for	so

long	 she	doubted	 there	was	anything

there.	Nor	did	she	care.	After	all,	she

was	celibate.

Mary	had	 expected	 to	marry

a	 fat	 Italian	 man;	 anything	 besides

that	and	she	didn’t	care.

But	 she	 thought	 this	 dance

would	be	fun.		*
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PREVIOUSLY	ON	ZOMBIE	PROJECT:	Brother-sister	group,	Noel,	15,	and	Brandi,

6,	got	cornered	by	a	bunch	of	Rotted	during	an	 ill-fated	 trip	outside	 their	 small

home	and	are	found	by	Tenn	and	Danny,	the	only	two	survivors	of	a	larger	group

of	high	schoolers	who	turned	on	each	other,	and	their	new	friend,	a	mute	girl	they

call	 ‘Bear’,	whom	 they	 found	 in	 the	 forest.	From	 there	 this	 small	 group	banded

together,	braving	the	dangerous	wilderness,	and	found	a	refurbished	hospital	run

by	some	med	students,	where	they	are	currently	staying.

Y,	 Delta,	 Pi,	 T,	 and	 Zed	 are	 a	 suspicious	 group	 of	 medical	 students	 who

refurbished	 the	 abandoned	 hospital	 and	 have	 been	 doing	 some	 unethical

experiments	on	humans	and	Rotted	alike.	However,	despite	 their	best	 efforts	 to

keep	it	secret,	the	truth	always	finds	its	way	out.

making	 group,	 something	 about	 him

seemed	disingenuine,	 like	he	was	in	a

constant	 state	 of	 scheming.	 The	 last

two,	 the	 last	 two,	 really	 unsettled

him,	 with	 the	 emotionless	 Y	 and

Delta,	 their	 cold	 dead	 eyes	 gave	 no

clues	 to	 their	 inner	 thoughts,

especially	 in	 those	 of	 the	 strikingly

pale	 eyes	 of	 Delta.	 The	 biggest	 red

flag	 for	 him	 was	 how	 clean	 the	 ex-

medical	 students	 looked	 with	 the

hospital	so	far	from	the	nearest	water

source.	 Hell,	 even	 the	 prissy	 Tenn

who	 constantly	 argued	 with	 him	 to
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could	 bathe,	 wasn’t	 this	 clean.	 Bear

seemed	 fine,	 however,	 devouring	 the

slop	 in	 front	 of	 her.	 He	 just	 looked

down	at	 the	slop	 in	 front	of	him,	his

appetite	gone.

“What’s	 with	 the	 long	 face

Danny-boy?”	Zed	yelled	at	him	from

across	the	‘table’.	He	can’t	just	say	he

felt	uncomfortable	to	one	of	his	hosts,

his	madre	taught	him	better	than	that.

They	were	 even	providing	 some	 sort

of	 nutrition	 to	 him	 and	 his	 group.

Oh,	 why	 couldn’t	 he	 feel	 perfectly

fine	with	them?

“It-	 It’s	 nothing.”	 Why	 was

this	 so	 hard	 for	 him	 to	 figure	 out?

Looking	 around,	 however,	 he	 saw

that	 he	 wasn’t	 the	 only	 one.	 Little

ways	 down	 the	 ‘table’	 he	 saw	 that

Noel	 looked	 a	 little	 off	 too,

undoubtedly	 having	 the	 same

suspicions.

“Are	 you	 sure	 you’re	 doing

OK?	You	look	pale	and-”

“I’m	doing	fine.”	He	quickly

snapped	 at	 T.	 “...	 but	 thank	 you	 for

asking.”	 He	 stood	 up	 and	 left	 his

plate	still	full	of	slop	on	the	table.	To

hell	with	being	rude,	he	 just	couldn’t

take	being	in	there	anymore.

“...	 Thanks	 for	 the	 meal”

Noel	 quickly	 followed	 suit,	 taking

Brandi	 with	 him.	 The	 three	 walked

out	 and	 continued	 down	 the	 dark

dingy	 halls	 of	 the	 hospital	 in	 total

silence.	The	sounds	of	their	footsteps

echoing	 off	 the	 linoleum	 all	 around

them	 sounded	 foreign.	 Each	 step

getting	 more	 menacing,	 like

something	from	Noel’s	horror	movies

he	 likes	 to	 talk	 about	 so	 fondly	 was

going	 to	 pop	 out	 and	 attack	 them	 at

any	minute.

“Noel”	 Brandi	 broke	 the

silence.	“I’m	still	hungry…”

“I	 know.	 I	 promise	 I’ll	 find

something	 later.”	Noel	 said,	 bending

down	to	her	level.

“But	 Nooooeeeelllll,	 I’m

hungry	now!	Please!”

“I	know,	 I	know,	please	 just

be	patient	just	a	little	longer.”

“NOEL!	I	need	food	now!”

“Brandice,	please	calm-”

N
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Something	 about	 these

people	made	Danny	feel	a	little	bit	off.

Sure,	the	eccentric	group	who	runs	the

hospital	 has	 been	 nothing	 but

hospitable	 to	 his	 small	 group	 since

arrival,	 but	 the	 way	 they	 speak,	 the

way	they	all	look	at	other	people,	it	all

just	 didn’t	 sit	 right	with	 him.	Out	 of

all	 of	 his	 group’s	 “hosts”,	 Pi	 and	 T

looked	 the	 most	 harmless,	 he	 noted,

happily	 trying	 to	 brighten	 the	 tense

atmosphere	 with	 the	 conversation.

While	 Zed	 was	 also	 in	 that	 mood
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The	 sound	 echoed	 through

the	 halls.	 Danny	 cautiously	 put

himself	 in	 front	 of	 the	 pair	 and

reached	 for	 his	 crossbow.	 The

crossbow	 that	 wasn’t	 there.	 The

crossbow	the	med	students	had	taken

from	 him	 when	 they	 had	 arrived.

Danny	 cursed	 under	 his	 breath,	 but

no	 footsteps	 followed	 the	 bam,	 just

more	 slamming,	 so	 Danny	 gathered

up	his	courage	and	took	a	step.

Slam

The	 trio	 continued	 slowly

down	the	hall.

SLam

Every	 slam	 drawing	 them

closer	together.

SLaM

Every.

SLAM	

Step.

SLAM	

It.	

SLAM	

Got.	

SLAM	

Louder.	

SLAM	

The	 door	 across	 from	 them

shook.	Danny	gave	Noel	 and	Brandi

a	 quick	 glance,	 assuring	 them	 it

would	 all	 be	 OK.	 He	 slowly

approached	the	door	and	peered	 into

the	 small	 window.	 Nothing	 was	 in

there.	He	 let	 out	 a	 sigh	 of	 relief	 and

relaxed	his	stance.

“It	was	probably	just-”

A	rotting	hand	shot	through	the	small

window,	missing	Danny’s	 head	 by	 a

lucky	few	millimeters.

“L…	 et…	 meee…	 out…!”

The	Rotted	in	the	cell	moaned.	Wait.

The	Rotted	 can’t	 talk.	Why	was	 this

Rotted	talking?	Just	how	did	they	get

here?	The	other	things	 imprisoned	in

their	 pristine	 hospital	 cells	 followed

suit,	 banging	more	on	 their	 doors.	 It

was	 a	 loud	 cacophony	 of	 wails	 of

desperation	 and	 angry	 banging,	 the

familiar	moans	of	 the	Rotted	they	all

got	 so	 used	 to	 sound	 even	 more

terrifying	 than	 before.	 The	walls	 felt

like	 they	 were	 closing	 in	 on	Danny,

his	mind	yelled	at	him	to	run	but	his

body	 stayed	 frozen	 in	 terror.	 But	 as
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soon	as	it	started,	it	all	quieted	down

with	a	 sweet	 scent	overwhelming	 the

senses.

“Noel…	 I’m	 slee…	 py…”

Brandi	 fell	 onto	 her	 brother,	 causing

the	drowsy	Noel	to	fall	hard	onto	the

floor.	 Danny	 was	 struggling	 to	 stay

awake,	 slowly	 falling	 down.	 He

needed	 to	get	help	 and	get	Tenn	and

Bear	so	they	could	all	escape.

“Should’ve	known	this	group

was	 going	 to	 be	 trouble,	 especially

you	big	guy.”	

The	 last	 thing	 he	 saw	before

succumbing	 to	 sleep	 was	 a	 masked

woman	 with	 striking	 pale	 eyes

turning	a	knob,	stopping	the	gas	from

releasing	 from	 the	 canister,	 and

leaning	in	closer.		*
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Click-clack	 is	 a	 sound	 that

was	 made	 by	 a	 man	 in	 a	 black	 hat

who	stood	ten	feet	tall.	But	he	stands

no	more,	because	he	was	crippled	by

his	own	depression	and	for	the	rest	of

his	life	all	he	would	know	was	pain	in

the	 place	 of	 the	 love	 that	 had	 been

denied	 him.	 He	 used	 to	 be	 time’s

mistress,	 but	 time	 has	 love	 for

nobody.	 Before	 he	 knew	 it,

everything	 that	 he	 loved	 was	 taken

away	 and	 he	 hid	 when	 in	 clothes	 so

big	 on	 his	 frame	 that	 he	 almost
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resembled	 a	 child.	 He	 hid	 when	 he

lied	 to	 himself	 and	 tears	 streamed

down	his	face	as	he	tried	to	pray.	His

bone	 grew	 brittle,	 he	 let	 the	 room

grow	quiet	and	lived	life	on	his	own.

His	 lungs	 turned	 black	 from

smoking	five	packs	a	day	to	help	him

sleep	 at	 night.	 When	 he	 had	 a

cigarette	 in	 his	 hand,	 and	 his	 throat

burned,	he	was	a	man	again.	So	when

his	 last	cigarette	 finally	went	out	and

the	 ash	 had	 fallen	 on	 his	 old	 wood

floors,	 he	 stepped	 over	 the	 ashes	 as

the	man	before	him	had	done.	He	had
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shown	the	door	after	he	had	gotten	a

bit	 slow	 and	 begun	 to	 make	 choices

that	were	 strange.	Didn’t	 they	 know

he	 had	 given	 them	 everything	 to	 be

everything	 that	 they	expected	him	 to

be?

He	 knows	 no	 joy;	 all	 he

knows	is	pain	from	the	past.	His	face

is	 stained	 with	 the	 mark	 of	 time.	 In

his	youth	his	skin	had	been	clear,	but

everything	 changed	when	 he	 became

a	 man.	 He	 worked	 like	 a	 slave	 for

minimum	 wage.	 Had	 an	 axe	 that

threw	 out	 his	 back.	 When	 he	 went

into	 the	 cave,	 all	 he	 saw	 were	 men

doing	what	they	were	told	to	do.	He

was	 proud	 to	 have	 his	 hands	 turn

thick	 and	 see	 black	 under	 his	 finger

tips.	It	felt	good	to	know	he	had	been

an	 honest	 man.	 But	 what	 did	 he	 get

for	this	sacrifice?	A	limp	in	his	left	leg

that	 left	 him	 without	 the	 ability	 to

walk	straight.

His	 teeth	 were	 tainted	 as

yellow	as	his	father’s	had	been	before

him	had	been.	His	mind	kept	clicking

because	 he	 knew	 he	 couldn’t	 turn

back	time,	even	if	he	wanted	to	try	to

make	 his	 past	 last	 forever.	 So	 he

would	 lay	his	 head	down	 to	 sleep	 to

make	 his	memories	 go	 away	 only	 to

wake	 ten	 minutes	 later	 with	 a	 sweat

drenching	 his	 body	 and	 dreams	 of

things	 he	 no	 longer	 wished	 to

remember.	Then	he	would	just	sit	on

his	bed	and	stare	at	the	wall	and	count

his	fingers.	This	made	him	feel	safe	at

night.

He	 would	 count	 one	 for	 all

his	 troubles.	He	 counted	 two	 for	 all

the	 things	 that	 he	 has	 lost.	 He

counted	 for	 everything	 that	 he	 had

given	 up.	 He	 had	 lost	 all	 his	 charm

from	 youth	 when	 he	 had	 sold	 it	 for

twelve	dollars	an	hour.	He	had	fought

so	hard	to	make	a	living	but	when	he

looked	 at	 the	 shadows	 around	 him,

they	reminded	him	he	was	alone.	No

one	was	there	to	tell	him	he	would	be

all	 right.	 They	 had	 taken	 his	 love

away.	 The	 house	 was	 bare	 when	 he

screamed	and	shook	from	the	 terrors

that	 cursed	 his	 brain.	 His	 bones

ached.	 He	 wondered	 if	 this	 was	 the

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA

N

THE	MAN	IN	THE	BLACK	HAT

by	Haley	Alvarado

Painting	by	Haley	Alvarado



	149	

case	for	most	of	his	fellow	men.	As	he

aged	 he	 has	 realized	 how	much	 of	 a

failure	he	 truly	had	been.	He	had	no

love,	no	kids,	no	money.	It	was	only

when	 the	 wind	 tickled	 his	 ears	 and

the	 morning	 air	 finally	 reached	 his

window	 that	 he	 felt	 himself	 cool

down.

When	 summer	 came	 around,

he	 wandered	 the	 hills	 to	 see	 the	 sun

beat	 down.	 It	 marked	 his	 skin;	 it

made	 him	 feel	 something	 again.	 It

made	 him	 feel	 something	 that	 was

different	 from	 pain,	 and	 he	 ran	 to	 it

even	when	 his	 legs	would	 shake;	 the

sunshine	 reminded	 him	 of	 when	 he

was	 free.	When	he	 saw	 that	 light,	 he

knew	 he	wasn’t	 alone.	 It	was	 almost

as	if	the	sunshine	sang	to	his	old	soul

to	sooth	it.

He	knew	that	he	was	always

sad,	 but	 one	 day	 after	 staring	 at	 the

sun	 he	 opened	 his	 eyes	 early	 in	 the

morning	 to	 see	 nothing	 other	 than

darkness.	 He	 could	 see	 outlines	 so

faintly,	but	not	enough	to	understand

what	 the	 item	 truly	was.	At	 first,	 he

thought	his	mind	was	deceiving	him.

He	 got	 out	 of	 his	 bed	 only	 to	 fall

onto	 his	 knees	 so	 he	 could	 pray	 to

God	out	of	 all	 things.	But	no	matter

how	much	he	begged	and	pleaded,	he

still	couldn’t	see.	All	he	could	do	was

touch	 the	 lines	 on	 his	 face	 and	 feel

them	run	down	his	skin	till	his	hands

were	 shaking.	 Click	 Clack	 was	 the

noise	that	was	made	when	the	man	let

out	a	scream.

He	 no	 longer	 knew	what	 to

do.	So	this	was	his	prize	for	working

since	 he	 was	 fifteen?	 A	 wallet	 that

was	empty	and	having	to	let	go	of	his

house	by	 the	hill?	No	 longer	 able	 to

lean	 out	 the	 window	 and	 feel	 the

morning	air?	

The	last	thing	that	made	him

feel	 whole	 was	 gone.	 He	 wandered

around	the	gutter	with	confusion.	He

was	 stuck	 living	 in	 a	 mystery.	 He

hoped	heaven	would	sing	to	him,	but

no	 one	 called	 his	 name.	 Children

whispered	 and	 stared	 at	 the	 Man	 in

the	 Black	 Hat.	 Tales	 spread	 that

under	 his	 jacket	 he	 was	 completely

made	out	of	rats.	No	one	cared	when
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he	cried.	As	people	passed	him	by	as

he	 lay	 on	 the	 ground	 near	 the	 drain,

he	 tried	 to	 picture	 the	 sun.	 His

memories	 of	 colors	 soon	 started	 to

fade.	 He	 dreamt	 of	 getting	 one	 last

kiss	 from	 a	 cigarette,	 so	 maybe	 he

could	be	free.	As	the	sun	set	got	low,

he	 tried	 to	 count	 but	 his	 fingers	 had

gone	numb	so	all	he	could	do	was	say

them	out	 loud	 for	 the	world	 to	hear.

As	 he	 was	 finally	 starting	 to	 feel	 at

ease,	 he	 heard	 a	 crack	 that	 didn’t

come	 from	 a	 rat.	 Even	 though	 he

couldn't	 see,	 he	 tried,	 and	 once	 he

heard	more	 than	 three	 foot	marks	he

should	 have	 known	 that	 he	 wasn’t

alone.	People	 came	 to	 the	 gutter	 just

so	 they	 could	 make	 blood	 stain	 the

street;	 they	 spit	 in	 his	 mouth	 and

kicked	 him	 till	 he	 stopped	 moving

and	 they	 were	 scared	 that	 his	 eyes

would	bulge	out.

The	 Man	 in	 the	 Black	 Hat

had	 seen	 this	 fate	 happen	 to	 others

before.	He	 had	 seen	 it	 when	 he	 was

young;	he	had	been	there	and	he	had

run	away.	Dear	God	above,	is	this	his

last	 song?	He	 tried	 to	 fade	 from	 this

reality.	 He	 tried	 to	 remember	 there
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was	 nothing	 to	 fear	 but	 instead	 he

cried	for	this	being	his	last	song.	With

each	 new	 mark	 they	 made	 on	 his

body	he	 tried	 to	 imagine	 the	sun	but

all	 he	 could	 see	 was	 darkness.	 His

pride	 washed	 away	 with	 the	 blood

that	 dripped	 down	 his	 back.	 He

thought	 someone	 might	 save	 him

from	this	pain.	But	they	had	run	away

like	he	had	all	those	years	before.	

He	dreamed	 that	 if	 he	 could

wait	 till	 the	morning	 light,	 he	would

get	 to	 look	 out	 his	 window	 again.

That	he	would	be	able	to	see	the	man

that	he	loved,	and	they	would	be	safe

and	 sound.	 That	 the	 hand	 that	 had

gone	 numb	 would	 start	 to	 feel

something.	That	 he	would	 no	 longer

he	 to	 worry	 about	 what	 people	 had

seen.

He	 knew	 that	 this	would	 be

his	last	bow.	So	when	he	took	his	last

breath	 he	 turned	 to	 the	 sky	 and

opened	his	eyes.	Click	clack	his	body

finally	hit	 the	ground.	No	one	found

his	 body	 as	 the	 sun	 came	 out	 from

behind	 a	 cloud.	 And	 no	 one	 had

known	 his	 name,	 so	 they	 called	 him

the	Man	in	the	Black	Hat.		*
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CHAPTER	1

Leaving	Paris	Station
			

The	 man	 stands	 on	 the	 platform	 amongst	 the

heavy	 crowd	 of	 people	 as	 the	 grand	 locomotive—a

fascinating	invention	that	he	has	yet	to	fully	comprehend—

rumbles	 to	 a	halt,	 its	whistle	piercing	 the	 evening	 air.	He

glances	at	the	people	gathered	next	to	the	train,	olive	eyes

harsh	 with	 time.	 The	 man	 rolls	 his	 shoulders,	 stiff	 from

standing	for	so	long,	flexing	his	fingers,	his	right	hand	still

firmly	gripping	his	suitcase.	Most	part	for	those	exiting	the

train,	while	others	shove	past.

He	 does	 not	 understand	 peoples’	 irritating

impatience.	He	scowls	further	at	the	thought.	He	supposed

it’s	mans’	urgency	 towards	a	 fulfilled	 life.	But	 in	 the	 end,

everyone,	be	they	low	or	high	born,	will	be	called	forward

to	judgment	and	be	determined	for	either	Heaven	or	Hell.

He	 supposes	 that	 it	 is,	 realistically	 speaking,	 pointless	 to

seek	 any	 semblance	 of	 fulfillment.	 Caught	 up	 in	 this

thought,	he	 fails	 to	notice	 the	 small	boy	pushing	his	way

through	the	crowd	behind	him.

“Monsieur!	Monsieur!”	He	turns	to	look	down	at

the	boy,	who	abruptly	thrusts	a	bundle	of	 letters	 towards

him.	“C’est	pour	vous!”

The	 man	 takes	 the	 letters	 in	 his	 free	 hand,

adjusting	his	luggage	in	the	other	in	order	to	hand	the	boy

a	napoléon	 for	 the	 trouble.	He	 answers	 in	 a	 rough	 voice,

“Merci.”	The	boy	runs	off	with	his	coin	as	he	boards	 the

train.

As	he	walks	to	his	accommodations,	the	man	nods

polite	greetings	to	his	fellow	passengers.	Dreadfully	weary

of	 this	 trip,	 he	 is	 all	 too	 eager	 to	 return	home.	He	 enters

the	sleeping	car	and	strides	into	one	of	the	cramped	rooms

to	 see	 two	 empty	 beds	 bolted	 to	 the	walls.	He	 takes	 the

one	 on	 the	 right	 and	 hefts	 his	 suitcase	 onto	 the	 rack

overhead.	The	man	 looks	 down	 at	 the	 letters	 he	was	 still

holding,	running	a	hand	through	his	dark	mauve	hair	that

carries	 a	 shock	of	white	 at	his	 temples.	He	 stares	 at	 them

tiredly	for	a	moment	before	sighing	to	leave	for	the	lounge

car.

The	 car	 is	 quite	 large	 and	 while	 it	 resembles	 a

dining	car	with	booths,	it	also	houses	a	bar	to	the	side	and

a	 few	 bolted	 plush	 seats.	 He	 sits	 at	 the	 nearest	 available

booth	and	looks	out	the	window.	Placing	the	letters	on	the

table,	 he	 pulls	 a	 pair	 of	 spectacles	 from	 his	 waistcoat

pocket	 and	 sets	 them	 on	 his	 nose.	 As	 the	 man	 opens	 to

read	the	first	of	the	bundle,	he	sees	movement	at	the	edge
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of	his	vision.	Someone	stops	in	front	of	his	table	and	shifts

from	foot	to	foot,	waiting	for	the	man	to	take	notice.	He,

however,	did	not	 feel	 compelled	 enough	 to	 look	up	 from

his	 reading	 to	 meet	 the	 stranger’s	 gaze.	 Impatient,	 they

broke	the	silence	first.

“Father	 Preston,	 fancy	 seeing	 you	 in	 Paris	 of	 all

places!	I	never	would	have	never	thought	you	to	leave	that

rock	you	call	England!”	

The	man,	Father	Preston,	looks	up	at	the	stranger

as	 they,	 much	 to	 his	 dismay,	 lean	 on	 the	 table.	 Their

clothes	 are	 finely	 tailored—	 they	wear	 a	 light	 pine	 green

waistcoat	embroidered	in	the	olive	tread	of	their	namesake

over	 a	 cream	undershirt,	with	 a	 red	 collar	 scarf	 and	 dark

umber	 trousers.	 They	 look	 out	 of	 place,	more	 so	 next	 to

Preston,	 who	 only	 wears	 a	 simple	 black	 waistcoat	 and

trousers	with	a	white	undershirt	and	collar;	they	should	be

in	 the	 upper	 class	 cars.	 Preston	 squints	 his	 eyes	 at	 them,

trying	to	clearly	see	their	face,	but	they	have	no	noticeable

features;	 nothing	 to	 distinguish	 them	 other	 than	 the

crooked	red	horns	that	sat	atop	of	their	head.

“Missionary	 work	 takes	 me	 everywhere	 to	 deal

with	 your	 ilk.”	 The	 priest	 turns	 his	 gaze	 back	 to	 the

telegram.	“There	are	quite	a	few	of	you	skulking	about	this

city.”	He	frowns	while	reading,	as	the	person,	if	you	could

call	 them	 such	 a	 thing,	 chuckles	 and	 responds	 with	 an

amused	smile	that	doesn’t	quite	reach	their	eyes.

“It’s	 laughable	 that	 you	 think	 you	 can	 unearth

every	one	of	our	factions	within	the	churches	of	Europe.”

In	the	distance	the	conductor	shouts	and	the	whistle	blows.

The	person,	 no—demon,	 looked	outside	 the	window	and

spoke	with	a	drawl,	“I	suppose	righteousness	and	the	need

to	 thwart	 wiles	 is	 present	 with	 each	 generation	 of	 holy

men.”	The	priest	sighs	as	the	train	jolts	and	crawls	from	the

station.	 The	 demon	 takes	 the	 seat	 across	 from	 him.

“Though	 you’ve	 seen	what?	A	 few	 generations	 already?”

The	priest	 takes	off	 his	 spectacles	 and	 sets	 them	down	 to

properly	glare	at	 the	demon	in	front	of	him,	only	earning

himself	 a	 cheeky	grin.	 “Never	mind	 that	 then,”	 they	give

the	 priest	 a	 toothy	 laugh.	 “I’ll	 ask	 you	 another	morrow.

So!”	They	clasp	their	hands	together.	“How	is	your	work

for	his	Holiness?	Has	it	been	easy	of	 late?	Who	have	you

saved	this	time?”	they	taunt.

Preston	turns	away	from	them	in	favor	of	absently

sifting	 through	 his	 letters,	 quite	 a	 few	 of	which	 are	 from

the	Church	of	Seraphim.	“You	of	all	people	should	know

that	 this	 work	 is	 never	 easy.”	 He	 sets	 the	 letters	 down,

avoiding	 the	 second	 question.	 “I	 know	 your	 kind	 still
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remain	no	matter	what	I	do.	Thus,	 it

is	my	ever	present	duty	from	God	to

find	every	hidden	coven	of	yours	and

tear	it	from	the	roots	of	our	houses	of

Sanctity.”

“My	 kind?	 Am	 I	 really

nothing	but	 the	 scum	of	 the	 earth	 to

you?”	 they	 ask.	 They	 seem	 almost

disappointed.	

“I	 thought	 from	 our	 past

encounters	 my	 opinion	 of	 you	 was

apparent?”	Preston	asks.

They	 only	 gave	 a	 hum	 in

response,	frowning.

“Do	 you	 think	 me	 a	 fool?”

Preston	asks.

They	 scoff,	 “That	 sounds

very,	Father,	but	I	have	come	to	you

for	another	matter	if	you	wish	to	skip

the	hostilities.”	

“Then	 tell	me	 the	 reason	 for

your	visit	then,	Wormwood,”	Preston

says	impatiently.

Their	 smile	 drops,	 giving	 way	 to	 a

serious	 tone	 more	 urgent	 than

professional.	 “My	 uncle	 has	 been

missing	 for	 nearly	 a	 fortnight.	 I’ve

come	in	hopes	that	you,	in	what	little

confidence	we	 hold	with	 each	 other,

might	 know	 something	 of	 his

whereabouts.”	 They	 glance	 out	 the

window	 warily	 and	 then	 back	 to

Preston,	who	frowns.

“Why	admit	what	you	don’t

know,	 especially	 when	 it	 concerns

your	 uncle?	 Why	 to	 me	 of	 all

people?”

They	 lean	 in	 further,	 their

voice	 lowering	 to	 a	 hushed	 tone.

“You’re	 the	 only	 man	 in	 this

blasphemous	country	that	mulls	your

options	 and	weighs	 the	 scales	 before

you	strike.	All	of	 this	 is	a	game	with

many	 pieces	 and	 rules,	 yet	 you

preside	 over	 even	 the	 contenders

themselves,”	 they	 say,	 leaning	 back

into	 the	 booth.	 “It’s	 a	 fifteen	 puzzle

I've	grown	tired	of.”

“Is	that	so?”

“Yes.”

”Don't	 sell	 me	 a	 dog,

Wormwood.”

“Quite	a	 funny	phrase,	but	I

have	 not	 lied	 to	 you	 once	 in	 our

encounters.”

The	priest	tilts	his	head	to	the

side	 and	 looks	 away	 towards	 the

other	 passengers	 to	 imitate	 thought

before	 looking	 back	 to	 speak	 in	 a

drawl	 to	 them.	 “I	wouldn’t	 know,	 is

that	not	what	demons	do?”

“And	 aren’t	 priests	 to	 smite	 the	 face

of	evil	on	sight,	not	to	converse	with

it?”	 they	ask.	Had	 the	 situation	been

different,	 both	 of	 them	 might	 have

laughed,	 but	 the	 man—or	 more

accurately,	 demon—had	 set	 a	 much

graver	undertone.	Preston	only	hums

in	response	before	sighing	again,	as	he

feels	 he	 would	 do	 often	 tonight.	 He

looks	 down	 to	 the	 telegram	 he	 had

opened	 previously.	 It	 states	 the

following:

	

Reverend	Father	Handel	F.	Preston,

Return	 to	 your	 previous	 station	 for	 a

report.	 Once	 completed	 you	 are

expected	 within	 a	 fortnight	 in

Germany	 for	 a	 matter	 of	 utmost

importance.	 Godspeed,	 The	 Church

of	Seraphim

	

Preston	 sighs,	 “Lad,	 I	 have

no	 knowledge	 of	 your	 uncle’s

whereabouts,	 I	 am	 not	 his	 keeper.”

He	 looks	up	at	Wormwood,	“And	 if

your	 lot	 doesn’t	 know	 what	 makes

you	 think	 he	 is	 still	 alive?”	 The

demon	starts	to	bristle	at	that.

“You’re	right,”	they	say,	and

make	 a	 visible	 effort	 to	 calm	 down,

but	their	voice	remains	clipped.	“You

are	not	his	keeper,	nor	am	I,	but	that

is	not	to	say	that	I	still	do	not	worry.”

“You	worry?”

“Yes.”

“I	did	not	think	that	possible

for	your	kind,”	Preston	says	dryly.

“Think	 what	 you	 will,

priest,”	Wormwood	spits.	“But	this	is

the	truth	and	I	will	not	tire	myself	to

prove	 it	 to	you.”	They	 	glance	at	 the

telegram	on	the	 table,	“And	I	 should

think	 that	 if	 you	 didn’t	 know

anything	before,	you	now	have	some

inkling.”

“If	 I	 did,	 why	 should	 I	 feel

inclined	 to	 disclose	 such	 matters	 to

you?”	Preston	challenges,	crossing	his

arms.

“Father	 Preston,	 I	 am	 being

polite!”	 Wormwood	 tries	 to	 argue.

“Whereas	 you,	 quite	 frankly,	 are

being	rather	rude.”

Preston	 hums,	 “Even	 if	 he

were	 to	 still	 be	 alive,	 why	 should	 I

offer	aid	in	finding	him?”	

The	 demon	 stays	 silent,

though	pensive.	They	seem	agitated	at

the	 fact	 that	 Preston	 has	 been

avoiding	giving	them	a	direct	answer.

Preston	 decides	 to	 continue	 playing

on	 this,	 he	 wants	 to	 see	 what

Wormwood	has	to	offer	that	is	worth

his	 time.	 “Your	 uncle	 Olivier	 has

tempted	 souls	 into	 sin,	 as	 have	 you,

and	 takes	 pleasure	 in	 it.	 What	 do	 I

gain	 in	 return	 for	 allowing	 him	 to

return	to	your	faction?”

The	 demon	 raises	 their	 brow.	 “You

are	very	 fain	 in	 this,	old	man.”	They

chuckle	 darkly	 and	 spread	 out	 their

arms	 in	 a	 welcoming	 gesture,	 “Fine,

what	 inducements	 can	 I	 offer?”	 The

priest	 raises	 his	 brow	 slightly.

Wormwood’s	 smile	 drops	 quickly,

“Patents?	 Strongholds?	Leaders?”	At

each	 mention	 Preston’s	 brow	 raises

further,	 threatening	 to	disappear	 into

his	hairline.

“Quick	 to	 become	 the

proselyte,	 aren’t	 you?”	 He	 says,

unimpressed.

They	 tilt	 their	 head	 up	 in

mock	 defiance,	 looking	 down	 at

Preston	from	a	straight	nose.	“I	 shall

hear	 none	 of	 it,	 I	 am	 as	 obdurate	 as

they	 come.	 These	 are	 circumstances

where	 it	 is	 best	 to	 be	 casually

delicate.”

“‘Casually	delicate’?”

“Yes.”

“—Now	 you	 are	 being

absurd.”

“Only	 to	 you,	 Father,”	 the

demon	chuckles,	“but	I	am	genuine	in

my	offers.”

“Does	your	uncle	share	your

devout	loyalty?	Wouldn’t	he	be	cross

if	he	knew	how	you	found	him?”

The	 demon	 shrugs,	 “A	bridge	 yet	 to

be	crossed.	Just	know	that	if	you	will

not	 help	 me—then	 everything	 that

stands	 in	 my	 path	 will	 be	 mere

casualties.”	Their	eyes	glow;	amongst
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the	red	was	resolve	that	Preston	does

not	feel	compelled	to	meet.

After	 that,	 neither	 of	 them

wishes	to	speak,	 instead	falling	into	a

strained	silence.	Father	Preston	opens

the	 rest	 of	 the	 letters,	 repositioning

his	 spectacles	once	more.	The	 silence

gradually	 becomes	more	 tolerable.	A

server	 soon	walks	 over	 to	 them,	 and

they	both	order	 tea.	The	 letters	 from

the	 church	 mostly	 contain	 the	 same

message:	‘Report	immediately	to	your

station’,	 ‘Come	 to	 Berlin

immediately’;	 it’s	 all	 redundant.

Frankly,	 the	 topic	 of	 Germany	 is

disquieting	 for	 the	 amount	 of	 letters

in	 which	 it	 is	 mentioned.	 Preston

begins	 to	 falter	 in	 his	 resolve,

thinking	 he	 ought	 to	 mention	 it	 to

Wormwood.

He	 looks	 away	 from	 the

letters	to	see	that	the	demon	has	fallen

asleep,	 or	 something	 akin	 to	 it;

Preston	 supposes	 he	 should	 be

flattered	 by	 the	 amount	 of	 trust	 that

they	have	in	him	to	close	their	eyes	in

front	 of	 him.	 Demons	 are	 tricksters

that	 are	 hard	 to	 pin,	 you	 need	 to

either	be	 in	 frequent	 interaction	with

them	or	be	around	them	long	enough

to	 be	 able	 to	 see	 their	 details.	 They

are	 shadowed	 with	 magic	 to	 allow

them	 not	 even	 a	 second	 glance,	 an

effective	 glamour	 for	 the	 human

plane.	 Only	 now	 with	 their	 defense

lowered	could	Preston	make	out	what

were	 to	 be	 their	 more	 noticeable

features.	

Their	 frame	 lay	 somewhere

between	 broad	 and	 wiry.	 They	 had

tanned	skin	and	dark	brown	hair.	As

Preston	 dwelled	 longer	 on	 it,	 he

remembered	 their	 eyes	were	of	 a	 red

so	 dark	 they	 appeared	 a	 warm	 and

mischievous	 brown;	 sharp	 contrast

from	the	cold	blue	he	encountered	so

long	 ago.	 He	 didn't	 know	 they

weren't	all	like	that.

CHAPTER	2

The	First	Dinner
			

The	 server	breaks	 the	 small
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moment	 of	 peace,	 and	 with	 the

sudden	 noise	 the	 demon	 wakes	 up.

After	 sitting	 in	 silence	 for	 what

seemed	 to	be	half	an	hour,	 they	start

to	 fidget	 restlessly.	 Preston	 does	 his

best	to	ignore	it	in	favor	of	rereading

his	 mail	 for	 the	 now	 fourth	 time.

Then	 the	demon	starts	 to	drum	 their

fingers	 on	 the	 table,	 their	 chin

propped	 up	 on	 their	 right	 hand	 as

they	 look	 out	 at	 the	 passing

countryside.

“If	you	are	going	to	persist	in

your	presence	here,	 do	 it	 in	 silence,”

Preston	 says	 suddenly,	 breaking	 the

silence.

“Alas,	 I	 find	 it	 far	 more

amusing	 to	 get	 a	 rise	 from	 you,”

Wormwood	smiles.

Preston	 glares	 at	 them	 momentarily

and	sets	down	the	letters,	exchanging

them	 for	 his	 tea.	 “You’re

insufferable.”	He	 takes	 a	 sip,	 it’s	 too

bitter	 for	his	 tastes.	 “Did	you	 finally

finish	 off	 the	 poor	 bastard	 you	were

charged	with	corrupting?”

Wormwood	 goes	 still,

“Nothing	of	the	sort.”

Preston	raises	a	brow	at	that,

it	seems	he	hit	a	nerve.

“I	 simply	 got	 bored	 with

him,”	 the	 demon	 says,	 waving	 him

off.	 Preston	 only	 hummed	 in

response,	 trying	 not	 to	 scrunch	 his

face	 at	 the	 taste.	 “Quite	 like	 I’m

bored	now,”	they	state,	sighing	a	bit.

“You’ve	read	those	letters	repeatedly,

are	 you	 short	 of	 a	 marble?”	 They

tease,	changing	the	subject.

“It	seems	an	effective	way	to

keep	 from	 conversation,”	 Preeston

sneers.	 “You	 haven’t	 spoken	 since

I’ve	pretended	to	read	them	after	all.”

“You’re	 a	 right	 bastard,

Father	 Preston,”	Wormwood	 smiles,

irritated.

Preston	 hides	 his	 smile

behind	 his	 drink.	 He’s	 growing	 to

enjoy	 the	 demon’s	 company.	 “I	 will

not	 change	my	answer	Wormwood,”

he	says,	setting	down	his	cup.	“I	have

no	desire	to	help	you	find	your	uncle

so	 that	 his	 Unholiness	 has	 an

advantage.”

“...I	will	not	deny	that	he	has
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a	 place	 in	 the	 inner	 workings	 of

Hell.”

Preston	 scoffs	 at	 that,	 “Your

uncle	 is	 a	 Prince	 of	 Hell.	 To	 say	 he

has	 a	 ‘place’	 there	 is	 an

understatement.”

“Father	Preston—”

“Actually,”	 Preston

interjects,	 “why	 isn't	 his	 Unholiness

more	concerned	at	that?”	He	tilts	his

head,	scrutinizing	the	demon	in	front

of	him.	“Or	are	you	just	as	suitable	a

replacement	for	Olivier?”

Wormwood	 favors	 drinking

their	 tea	 in	 silence	 rather	 than

answering,	 seemingly	 unbothered	 by

the	taste.

Preston	 scowled,	 “You

would	be	a	terrible	prince	considering

the	deal	you	are	trying	to	procure.”

“Then	 consider	 me	 one,”

they	 say	 sourly,	 propping	 their	 chin

up,	 the	 table	 cloth	 suddenly

fascinating.

They	 fall	 into	a	 silence,	 their

tea	 now	 finished.	 Preston	 stares	 out

the	 window;	 they	 were	 nearing

another	 city	 for	 a	 momentary	 stop.

“You’re	 sulking,”	 he	 points	 out,

glancing	at	the	demon.

“I	am	doing	no	such	thing.”

“You’ve	been	quiet	since	our

conversation,	of	course	you	are.”

“You’re	 perceptive,”

Wormwood	grumbles.

“One	 has	 to	 be	 if	 they	 are

dealing	with	your	lot.”

Wormwood’s	 expression

sours	again	at	that.	“It’s	getting	late.”

The	 sun	 was	 slipping	 below	 the

horizon	 as	 they	 spoke.	 	 “Shall	 we

order	a	meal?”

“You	 don't	 intend	 to	 depart

at	 the	next	 station?”	Preston	 frowns.

“We’ll	be	there	rather	shortly.”

“I	 will	 not	 leave	 your

company	 until	 I	 receive	 an	 answer,”

they	say	stubbornly.

“Then	I	might	never	be	rid	of

you,”	 Preston	 grumbles.	 “Who

knows,	maybe	you’ll	be	bored	of	me

by	then.”

“I	 am	 prepared	 to	 wait	 as

long	as	it	will	take,”	Wormwood	says.

“It	will	save	us	both	time	and	trouble
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if	you	just	agreed.”

Preston	gives	a	noncommittal

hum.

They	 remain	 silent	 as	 the

train	comes	 to	a	halt,	neither	making

any	 show	 of	 leaving	 the	 train.	 The

two	however	did	move	 to	one	of	 the

first	 class	 cars	 upon	 Wormwood’s

insistence	 at	 dinner.	 Preston	 would

not	say	he	found	the	small	luxury	that

the	demon’s	presence	allowed	for	was

unpleasant.	 In	 fact	 the	 pair	 had	 been

enjoying	 themselves,	 food	 and	 wine

being	a	good	placate.

“Very	 curious,”	Wormwood

says,	taking	a	sip	from	their	glass.

	 “A	 very	 curious	 thing

indeed	 that	 we	 might	 try	 to	 achieve

this	 in	 an	 aggregate	 effort,”	 Preston

agrees.

“There’s	a	we	now	is	there?”

Wormwood	raises	a	brow.

Preston	 ignores	 them,	 “Here

we	 are,	 confederates	 for	 the

commonwealth,	 try	 as	 you	 may	 I

know	 you	 take	 no	 pleasure	 in	 all	 of

this—it’s	why	your	uncle	berates	you

so	much.”

“Berate	is	a	kind	word,”	they

scoff,	taking	a	bite	of	their	potatoes.

“Are	 you	 really	 a	 lurden?”

Preston	 gives	 a	 small	 chuckle	 at	 the

thought,	cutting	into	his	steak.

They	 lick	their	 lips,	considering	their

words.	 “More	 to	 say	 unenthusiastic

than	 incompotent,”	 they	 say,	 before

admitting,	“—My	disinterest	is	where

his	frustration	stems	from.”

“Oh?	Seems	you	are	a	rather

shit	 prince,”	 Preston	 says,	 their

banter	 making	 him	 far	 too

comfortable.

At	that	their	eyes	shoot	up	from	their

plate,	 and	 they	 brandish	 their	 steak

knife	 to	 Preston’s	 throat.	 “Say

another	word	 about	 it	 and	 I	will	 kill

you	here	for	all	to	see.”	Preston	raises

his	hands	 in	a	placating	gesture;	 they

lower	the	blade	and	return	to	cutting

their	food.	In	a	calmer	tone	they	add,

“Careful	 of	 what	 you	 speak	 of,

priest.”

Preston	 lets	 out	 a	 breath	 he

wasn't	 aware	 he	 was	 holding.	 He

glances	 warily	 at	 their	 fellow
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passengers,	 but	 none	 seemed	 to	 take

notice.	 Taking	 another	 sip	 of	 his

wine,	he	follows	the	demon’s	lead	and

focuses	on	his	meal	once	again.	

“Besides,	 Father,”

Wormwood	says	after	a	moment,	as	if

the	 conversation	 never	 ended,	 “You

mistook	 my	 statement	 of	 curiosity.

What	I	meant	 to	be	curious,	was	 the

fact	 that	 you	 are	 allowing	 me	 to

accompany	 you	 further	 in	 this

journey	 back	 to	 London.	 After	 our

past	 few,	but	very	hostile,	meetings	I

would	 have	 thought	 you	 to	 make	 a

scene	at	the	station.”

“Yes	 well,	 let’s	 say	 I’m	 far

too	 tired	 to	 deal	 with	 your

flippantness	 tonight.	Causing	 a	 scene

would	 be	 inconvenient	 for	 us	 both.

Besides,	Paris	has	 left	me	 longing	 for

home	 and	 I	 wish	 not	 to	 delay	 that

further	with	a	fight.”	

Wormwood	 hums	 in

response.	 “Would	 that	 home	 be

England	or	Scotland?”	They	prod.

“Why	 are	 you	 here,

Wormwood?”	 Preston	 asks

impatiently,	 tilting	 his	 head	 at	 the

demon	 in	 front	 of	 him,	 avoiding	 the

question.

“As	 I’ve	 been	 saying,”	 they

reply,	looking	a	bit	annoyed	they	had

to	repeat	themselves,	but	not	letting	it

reach	 their	 tired	 voice.	 “I’m	 here	 to

find	 my	 uncle.	 His	 subordinates	 are

in	 a	 frenzy	 and	 the	 council	 isn’t

inclined	to	do	anything	as	there	is	no

camaraderie	 amongst	 them.	 In	 fact

they	 are	 rather	 pleased	 by	 this.

However,	 from	 what	 I	 gather,	 they

are	doing	everything	they	can	to	keep

it	from	his	Unholiness.”

“Then	 maybe	 it’s	 for

everyone’s	 best	 interests,”	 he	 muses.

That	only	earns	Preston	a	glare.

“You’re	 a	 rather	 apathetic

priest,”	Wormwood	notes	sourly.

Huffing,	 Preston	 ignores	 the

statement	 and	 tries	 again	 to	 reason

with	 the	 demon.	 “Wormwood,”	 The

demon’s	 glare	 eases,	 turning	 away

with	 their	 arms	 crossed,	 “You	 do

realize	 that	 your	 uncle	 isn’t	 worth

any	 of	 this	 trouble.	 You	 and	 I	 both

know	 how	 he	 is,	 you	 more	 so.”
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Preston	 decides	 to	 be	more	 blunt,	 as

he	 felt	 he	 wasn’t	 getting	 through	 to

Wormwood.	 “Your	 Uncle,	 Olivier,”

he	 speaks	 sternly,	 “would	 hand	 you

over	 to	 a	 below	 average	 altar	 boy,

chained	 and	 bloody,	 for	 a	 single

breath	 of	 information.”	 	 He	 shrugs,

narrowing	his	eyes.	“Who	knows,”	he

sneered,	“maybe	he’d	give	you	up	for

a	single	bottle	of	gin.”

Affronted,	 the	 demon	 glares

at	 Preston,	 their	 eyes	 glowing	 like	 a

dull	 hearth	 as	 they	 work	 their	 jaw.

“Well,”	 Wormwood	 says,	 looking

down	as	they	wiped	their	mouth	with

a	 napkin,	 still	 proper	 even	 now.

Wormwood	 stands	 abruptly,	 “Thank

you	 for	 your	 honesty,”	 they	 grind

out.	“Now	if	you’ll	excuse	me.”	They

march	 quickly	 out	 of	 the	 dining	 car,

heading	towards	the	back	of	the	train.

Preston	 realizes	 he	 had

perhaps	crossed	a	line.

	

CHAPTER	3

What	Is	Left	of	Kindness
			

Preston	 didn’t	 think

Wormwood	 had	 left	 the	 train,	 not

after	going	through	all	 the	 trouble	of

the	 evening.	 He	 had	 stood	 from	 his

seat	soon	after	they	stormed	off,	food

no	 longer	 desirable.	 So,	 he	 went	 in

their	direction,	crossing	through	four

train	cars	before	reaching	the	last	one.

He	opened	the	door,	shining	light	on

the	demon.	The	 light	 from	the	 inside

of	 the	 car	 casting	 a	 dramatic	 shadow

over	the	two.

They	were	sitting	close	to	the

edge	 with	 their	 back	 resting	 against

the	 handrails.	 They	 glared	 at	 him

from	 the	 corner	 of	 their	 eyes	 before

taking	 a	 long	 drink	 from	 the	 wine

bottle	 they	 had	 pilfered	 from	 a	 poor

service	boy.

“You’re	 still	here,”	he	 states,

not	 knowing	 how	 else	 to	 start	 a

conversation.

Wormwood	 didn't	 look	 at	 him	 as

they	 scoffed,	 “What	 kind	 of	 a

question	 is	 that?	What	am	I	going	 to

do?	 Jump	 off	 of	 a	 moving	 train?”
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They	 scowled,	 gesturing	 with	 their

hands	 as	 they	 spoke.	 They	 took

another	drink.

“Well	you	do	have	wings…”

Preston	 mumbled,	 looking	 away

momentarily.

Wormwood	 scoffed	 again

but	did	not	reply.

Preston	 shifted

uncomfortably,	 not	moving	 from	his

position	 against	 the	 door.	He	wasn't

quite	sure	why	he	was	out	here	in	the

first	 place.	 “Are	 you	 still	 hoping	 for

me	 to	 help	 you?”	He	 asked,	 looking

back	at	them.

Silence.

“Wormwood,	 what	 do	 you

really	expect	me	to	do?”

Silence	and	another	glare.

Preston	gave	 a	 resigned	 sigh,

“Can't	you	just	come	back	inside?	It’s

dreadful	 out	 here.”	 He	 was	 quickly

growing	cold	from	the	autumn	wind,

winter	was	approaching	soon.

The	 demon	 sulked	 a	 little

longer,	watching	 the	 rails	 pass	 under

them,	the	rhythmic	hum	of	the	tracks

calming	 them.	 “…Fine,”	 they	 say

finally.	 Standing	 they	 drain	 the

remainder	of	 the	wine	before	 tossing

the	bottle	to	the	rails,	the	glass	giving

a	 brief	 satisfying	 sound	 when	 it

shattered.	 Preston	 scowled,

Wormwood	frowns.

“What?”	They	snapped.

“You	couldn’t	have	waited	to

give	it	to	a	server?”	Preston	said	in	an

unimpressed	tone,	raising	a	brow.

Wormwood’s	 frown

remained	unwavering.

Preston	broke	eye	contact	 to

pinch	 the	 bridge	 of	 his	 nose	 in

frustration,	moving	closer	against	 the

door	he	was	holding	 as	he	did.	 “Just

get	inside	the	damned	train.”

Wormwood	 didn't	 give

anymore	 protests,	 entering	 the	 car

with	 Preston	 behind	 them.

Wormwood	began	to	make	their	way

through	 the	 train,	 Preston	 followed

wordlessy.	The	two	passed	three	cars

before	 settling	 in	 a	 lounge	 car,	while

similar	 to	 the	dining	 car	 it	was	more

bolted	 upholstery	 with	 a	 bar	 to	 one

side.	 Despite	 Preston	 not	 having	 a
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first	 class	 ticket	 they	 let	 him	 in	with

wormwood,	 like	 they	 did	 earlier	 for

dinner.	 They	 both	 decided	 to	 sit	 in

two	 sofa	 chairs	 situated	 in	 the	 far

right	 corner.	 The	 two	 surveyed	 the

room	absently	as	they	talked,	a	bottle

of	wine	and	scotch	between	the	two.

“They	 say	 in	 Hell	 there	 are

to	be	many	wars,	even	a	war	to	end	all

wars,	 yet	 interestingly	 enough	 it	will

only	 bring	 about	 another.”

Wormwood	 swirled	 their	 glass	 in

thought.	“However	these	are	not	our

wars.	No,	ours	has	been	ever	present

for	millennia	and	cannot	be	avoided,”

they	mused.

“It	 was	 something	 that	 was

actuated	 a	 long	 time	 ago,	 before	 the

Garden,”	 Father	 Preston	 agreed,

taking	a	sip	from	his	glass.

“I	wished	I	could	have	seen	it

—the	Garden	that	is,”	they	clarify.	“I

heard	 from	 the	 few	 fallen	 that	 it	was

quite	 beautiful,	 Heaven	 as	 well…”

Wormwood	gazed	a	bit	absently	into

their	 glass,	 and	 upon	 seeing	 that	 it

was	 empty,	 they	 frowned	 and

grabbed	 the	 wine	 bottle	 to	 refill	 it.

They	proceeded	to	pour	more	scotch

for	 Preston,	 who	 mumbled	 his

thanks.

“And	pray	tell,	what	was	the

Garden	like?”

“It	 is	 as	 I	 said,	 this	 is	 from

what	 the	 fallen	 have	 shared.	 I	 was

born	 much	 later.”	 Preston	 was

confused	 at	 the	 last	 statement	 but

chose	 not	 to	 comment.	 The	 demon

continued,	 “They	 say	 it	was	 guarded

by	a	cherub	for	every	direction,	with

Uriel	 standing	 watch	 over	 the	 gates.

Walls	 as	 tall	 as	 giants;	 trees	 that

scraped	the	clouds;	animals	and	plants

from	all	over	the	world—”

“It	 sounds	 like	 a	 flight	 of

fancy,”	Preston	interrupted.

“Say	what	 you	will	 but	 it	 is

the	truth,	my	uncle—”

“Olivier	is	a	bastard,	I	would

not	take	his	word	for—”

“You	do	 realize	 I	have	more

than	one	uncle,	yes?”

“Then	 from	 which	 forked

tongue	was	this	information	from?”

Wormwood	 studied	Preston,
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swirling	 their	 glass.	 They	 opened

their	mouth	to	answer	but	then	closed

it.	 They	 decided	 to	 change	 the

subject,	 “My	 question	 is—how

should	 a	 poor	 wretch	 like	 me	 and	 a

sot—”

“Oi,	 who	 are	 you	 calling	 a

sot?”	 Preston	 interrupted,	 allowing

them	to	avoid	the	question.

“—keep	 the	 public	weal	and

feign	animosity	towards	each	other?”

They	finished.

“Ah,	that	 is	a	 fine	question,”

Preston	said	rather	uselessly.	“Do	we

meet	the	requisite	endowment?”

“Most	likely	not.”

Preston	 thought	 for	 a

moment.	“It	 is	a	given	that	good	and

evil	 are	 fighting,	 it	 is	 the	way	 things

have	 been	 for	 many	 millennia,”	 he

said.	 “We	know	 that	both	 sides	have

received	opprobrium	from	each	other

—yet	 hardly	 ever	 are	 the

commonwealth	 given	 any

compensation	about	their	actions.”

“Yes,	 well,”	 Wormwood

started,	“humans,	or	as	you	put	it,	the

commonwealth;	 do	 not	 look	 to

themselves	 for	 they	 are	 afraid	 of	 the

very	 own	 odiousness	 that	 betides

them.”	 They	 drank	 from	 their	 glass,

as	did	Father	Preston,	who	processed

their	words.	 “It	 is	why	we	 claim	 far

more	than	your	lot	do	in	souls,”	they

continued,	 “as	 prayers	 and	 sermons

can	only	do	so	much	for	human	greed

and	self	preservation.”

“I	 suppose…	 Oft	 are	 we	 to

give	in	to	temptation	that	we	fall	into

sin.”	 Father	 Preston	 looked	 down

into	his	glass,	the	scotch	a	rich	amber,

shining	as	it	swirled.	He	quite	liked	it,

and	secretly	wondered	if	Wormwood

had	 picked	 it	 as	 a	 guess	 or	 if	 they

somehow	 knew	 he	 favored	 stronger

liquor.	 The	 demon	 sighed	 loudly,

making	Preston	meet	their	gaze.

“You	 never	 gave	 me	 an

answer,	 Father	 Preston.	With	 all	 the

severity	of	this	matter	I	have	indulged

you	 with	 time	 for	 long	 enough,

hoping	that	in	doing	so	will	ease	your

decision.”

“And	 here	 I	 thought	 you

were	 simply	 indulging	 a	 sprightly
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middle	 aged	 man	 to	 dissever	 any

mistrust	 between	 us,”	 Preston	 hid	 a

smile	behind	his	drink	as	Wormwood

chuckled.

The	 demon	 smiled,	 although

less	 amused,	 “‘Sprightly’	 as	 you	 are,

old	man,	you	know	very	well	you	lie

of	 your	 age.”	 Their	 smile	 falls	 and

they	 	 request	 again	 in	 a	 serious	 tone,

“Please,	help	me	and	I	will	aid	you	in

return.	We	shall	make	an	arrangement

of	 mutual	 interest,	 what	 say	 you?”

Father	Preston	 swirled	his	glass	once

more	 before	 raising	 it	 to	 his	 lips	 to

finish	 its	 contents,	 setting	 it	 on	 the

low	table	he	faced	them	and	met	their

question	with	earnest.

“What	kindness	can	I	offer	if

I	myself	do	not	have	a	soul?”

“That	 is	 cynical,	 even	 for

you.”

“Is	it	cynical	if	it	is	true?”

“…	 Surely	 you	 jest	 after

what	 I	 asked,”	 the	 demon	 spoke	 in

disbelief,	“	You	don’t	mean	to	tell	me

you—”

“I	don’t	wish	 to	discuss	 that

matter	 with	 you	 or	 anyone	 for

however	 longer	 I	will	 remain	on	 this

plane.”

“Very	 well,”	 Wormwood

said.	“Please,	I’ve	offered	to	give	you

information	 on	my	 side.	What	 more

do	you	want	from	me?”

“How	 can	 I	 trust	 your

word?”

“Father	 Preston,	 I	 don't

know	what	I	have	to	do	to	make	you

trust	my	words.”

“There	 is	 nothing	 you	 can

do.	 I’ve	 learned	 the	 consequences	 of

placing	 blind	 faith	 in	 words;	 it	 has

cost	me	a	great	deal	and	I	will	not	do

so	again.”

“If	 you	 would	 give	 me	 the

chance,	Father,	you	wouldn't	have	to

make	such	a	leap.”

Preston	 merely	 hums,	 frowning	 into

his	drink.

“Well,”	 they	 began	 again.	 “

In	place	of	your	soul,	I	ask	for	what	is

left	of	your	heart	for	kindness.”

“What	 is	 left	 of	 my…

Kindness,	 is	 very	 little…”	 Preston

looked	apologetically	at	the	demon.

“Please,”	his	 tone	 laced	with

a	desperateness	that	seemed	one	word

away	from	full	collapse.

“	…You	ask	a	 lot	of	 this	old

man,	Wormwood,”	he	concedes.

“So	you	 finally	admit	you’re

old!”

Preston	sighs.

CHAPTER	4

Northbound
			

	 You	 would	 think	 that

allowing	 the	 demon	 to	 accompany

him	 to	 Berlin	 would	 have	 been	 in

respectful	 silence	 and	 solitude.	 This

was	 not	 the	 case.	 Wormwood	 had

taken	 up	 the	 empty	 bed	 next	 to

Preston’s	 and	 insisted	 on	 being	 a

nuisance	 throughout	 the	 journey	 to

Berlin.	 The	 night	 before	 they	 had	 to

change	 trains	 at	 the	 next	 station,

making	 their	 way	 back	 West	 and

sleeping	 through	 the	 night;	 once

morning	 came	 they	 changed	 course

once	 more	 heading	 North.	 The

demon	 was	 tired	 but	 was	 wary	 of

Preston	 leaving,	 despite	 his	 hesitant

agreement	 to	 help,	 once	Wormwood

looked	 away.	 Thus	 being	 the	 reason

why	 they	 were	 currently	 rifling

through	 Preston’s	 suitcase	 they	 had

plucked	from	the	overhanging	rack.

“Do	you	have	anything	other

than	 the	Bible	 to	 read?”	Wormwood

asks	 annoyedly	 as	 they	 begin	 taking

out	different	articles	of	clothing.	They

needed	something	to	busy	themselves

with.

“If	 I	 say	 I	 do,	will	 you	 stop

going	 through	 my	 things?”	 Preston

asked	 shortly,	 he	 looked	 at

Wormwood,	exasperated.	

“If	 you	 do,”	 they	 say	 and

continue	 to	 shuffle	 around	 his

clothes.	 Preston’s	 eye	 twitched.	 “Ah

hah!”	The	demon	lifted	up		a	copy	of

Emerson’s	Essays:	Second	Series.

It’s	 not	 what	 Wormwood

expected,	 but	 at	 least	 it	 was

something	 they	 haven't	 read.	 They

make	 a	 mental	 note	 to	 bring	 back	 a

copy	 for	 the	 library	 if	 it	 was
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interesting	 enough.	 “Second	 Series?”

they	 ask	 as	 they	 thumb	 through	 the

pages.	“What	about	the	first?”

“I	 only	 have	 this	 one	 on

hand,	 take	 it	 or	 leave	 it,”	 Preston

states.

Wormwood	hummed,	 “Very

well,	 old	man.”	They	 abandoned	 the

now	 wrinkled	 and	 messy	 clothes,

moving	to	sit	back	against	the	wall	to

read	the	pilfered	book.	Preston	sighed

and	took	back	his	 suitcase,	 sitting	on

his	 own	 bed	 and	 began	 refolding	 his

clothes.	 After,	 he	 begins	 to	 reply	 to

any	other	letters	to	be	sent	once	they

reach	 Berlin,	 using	 the	 case	 as	 a

makeshift	 desk.	 Wormwood

remained	 fixated	 on	 the	 book,	 they

rather	 liked	 the	 first	 essay	 “The

Poet”—they	even	mentioned	as	much

to	 Preston	 who	 simply	 said:	 “You

should	 read	 his	 first	 collection	 of

essays	 then.”	 The	 two	 stay	 in	 a

comfortable	silence	for	the	rest	of	the

morning.

After	 the	 second	 stop	 they

make	their	way	off	onto	another	train

heading	 North	 East	 from	 Frankfurt.

The	 noise	 of	 the	 station	 made

Wormwood	anxious.	There	were	 too

many	 sounds	 at	 once;	 the	 sharp

whistle	 of	 a	 train;	 conductors

shouting;	 the	 incessant	 loud	 rumble

of	 the	 crowd.	 They	 did	 their	 best	 to

stay	close	 to	Preston,	not	wanting	 to

get	 separated,	 they’ve	 come	 too	 far

just	to	lose	him	to	an	impatient	hoard

of	 passengers.	 The	 pair	 bought	 new

tickets,	 making	 their	 way	 to	 the

Northbound	 trains.	 After	 securing

their	place	in	one	of	the	sleeping	cars,

they	 situate	 themselves	 in	 one	 of	 the

dining	 cars	 for	 a	 late	 lunch.	 Preston

led	 them	 to	 another	 lounge	 car	 and

once	more	they	sat	at	a	booth	on	the

right	 side	 of	 the	 train.	 Preston	 asked

for	 a	 coffee	 with	 sugar	 and

Wormwood	asked	for	tea.

“You	 favor	 coffee?	 Strange,”

the	demon	commented.

“Though	 I	 favor	 it	 I	 don't

always	 drink	 tea,”	 Preston	 said.

“Arabic	coffee	is	rather	very	nice.”

“Is	 that	 so?”	 they	 ask,

genuinely	curious.
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“Yes,”	he	said,	taking	a	sip	of

the	 dark	 liquid.	 “It’s	 rich	 and	 is

pleasant	 with	 a	 spoon	 of	 cream	 and

sugar.”

They	 hum	 in	 response	 as

they	 sip	 their	 tea,	 it	was	 a	 touch	 too

hot	 and	 sweet,	 but	 they	 refuse	 to

make	 a	 point	 of	 showing	 it.	 “Your

preference	 makes	 the	 thought	 of

tasting	 coffee	 rather	 tempting,”

Wormwood	admits.

“Have	 you	 not	 had	 coffee

before?”

“I	can’t	say	that	I	have,”	they

reply.

Once	 the	 sun	 moved	 higher

in	 the	sky	the	 two	fell	 into	silence	as

was	 beginning	 to	 be	 a	 pattern.

Preston	 had	 taken	 back	 his	 book

despite	Wormwood	only	reading	half

of	it,	the	bastard.	Now	they	were	left

with	nothing	to	do	but	watch	the	blur

of	 red	 and	 gold	 pass	 them	 from	 the

window.	 Unconsciously	 they	 began

to	bounce	their	leg.	The	longer	it	took

for	 them	 to	 reach	 Berlin	 the	 more

they	worried	they	became.

“Stop	 doing	 that,”	 Preston	 snaps,

glaring	 as	 their	 movement	 began

making	noise.

“Doing	 what?”	 Wormwood

asks,	still	unaware	of	their	action.

“That,”	he	insists	vaguely.

“I	 still	 don’t	 know	 what

you’re	 talking	 about,	 old	man,”	 they

frown,	confused.

“Your	 leg,”	Preston	clarifies,

exasperated.

“Oh,	 right.”	 They	 stop	 the

action	 instantly.	 “My	 apologies.”

Wormwood	 falls	 back	 into	 their

silence.

“Oh?	Now	you	get	all	poked

up?”	 Preston	 asks	 when	 the	 demon

doesn't	make	a	snide	remark.

They	 only	 huff	 in	 response,

Preston	giving	a	hum	in	turn.

Wormwood	 hardly	 talked

that	 day,	 too	 caught	 up	 in	 their

anxious	 distress	 they	 only	 replied

when	 Preston	 asked	 them	 something

directly,	 barely	 contributing	 to	 his

attempted	 banter.	 Preston	 was	 right,

their	 uncle	 wouldn't	 give	 a	 single

thought	 to	 their	 wellbeing;	 they	 had
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no	real	reason	to	look	for	him	(really,

if	their	childhood	wasn't	a	reason	not

to,	 then	 they	 wouldn't	 know	 what

was).	 But	Wormwood	 couldn't	 deny

Olivier’s	importance.	While	he	wasn't

the	 only	 one	 present	 in	 their	 life,	 he

was	 a	 constant	 familiarity.

Wormwood	 had	 developed	 a	 loyalty

towards	 Olivier	 and	 a	 few	 of	 their

other	 aunts	 and	 uncles	 for	 that	 same

reason.	 They	 were	 all	 that

Wormwood	had	left.

With	Hell’s	 political	 divides,

however,	 tensions	 between	 factions

began	 rising.	 Lucifer,	 for	 how	much

he	 holds	 sway,	 lets	 them	 squabble.

Though	Wormwood	 understands	 his

reasoning	they	wish	that	he	would	do

more	to	unite	them.	They	obeyed,	but

only	when	 out	 of	 necessity	 and	 fear.

Wormwood	sighed,	Lucifer	was	right;

if	 they	 cannot	 find	 loyalty	 amongst

themselves,	 how	 can	 he	 unite	 them

under	loyalty	to	him?

Wormwood	 startled	 when

Preston	 announced	 he	 was	 retiring

for	 the	 evening,	 not	 noticing	 it	 had

gotten	so	late.	They	decided	that	they

will	 join	 him,	 lest	 they	 continue	 to

spiral	for	the	rest	of	the	evening.

“Wake	up,	 I	 am	not	 inclined

to	 serve	 you	 to	 anything,”	 Preston

said,	 turning	 to	 look	 down	 at	 the

demon	 who	 was	 tangled	 in	 the	 thin

blanket.	 The	 morning	 sun	 was

filtering	through	the	small	window	of

the	room.

“Just	a	few	more	minutes…”

Wormwood	 mumbled	 into	 their

pillow.

Preston	 huffs,	 pulling	 a

curtain	 between	 the	 beds	 for	 privacy

as	 he	 changed	 into	 his	 day	 clothes.

Once	finished,	he	makes	his	way	out.

“Last	chance,”	he	says	from	the	door.

“I	will	not	pay	for	your	breakfast.”

Wormwood	 sits	 up	 on	 the

bed,	 pouting.	 “But	 Mother	 Superior

it’s—”	 they	 paused	 momentarily,

fumbling	 to	 grab	 their	 pocket	 watch

from	under	 their	pillow,	“—six	 forty

in	 the	 morning!	 Couldn’t	 it	 have

waited	 just	 a	 little	 bit	 longer?”
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Wormwood	 whines,	 looking

absolutely	 miserable.	 They	 felt

absolutely	miserable;	 they	 only	 slept

for	an	hour.

“No,”	 Preston’s	 lips	 tug

upwards	slightly.

Wormwood	 groans,	 “Fine,

fine!”	They	shut	the	door	on	Preston,

making	 him	 wait	 in	 the	 walkway.

They	 fumbled	 sleepily	 with	 their

clothes,	smoothing	down	any	creases.

They	 carefully	 positioned	 their

brooch	on	their	collar	before	giving	a

tired	 sigh	 and	 opening	 the	 door.

“Were	 you	 waiting	 for	 me?”	 They

ask,	 slightly	 surprised	 to	 see	 Preston

standing	there	patiently.

“I	 was	 debating	 whether	 or

not	 to	 drag	 you	 out	 of	 bed,	 you’ll

make	 us	 late,”	 Preston	 was	 slightly

amused	 though	he	 tried	 not	 to	 show

it	 too	 much.	 “They	 only	 serve

breakfast	between	seven	and	nine.”

Wormwood	 sighed	 in	 defeat.	 “I’m

starting	to	wonder	if	you’re	secretly	a

demon	yourself,”	they	grumbled.

“Maybe	 if	 you	 hadn’t	 been

so	 restless	 the	 night	 previous	 you

would	 feel	 more	 pleasant.”	 Preston

supplied.

“Quiet,	 you	 bastard,”	 they

snapped,	but	there	was	no	real	bite	to

it.

This	 only	 encouraged	 Preston	 to

continue	 talking.	 “Must	 you	 dress

like	a	noble	everywhere	you	go?”	He

remarked,	 seemingly	 agitated	 at	 the

fanciful	clothes.

“Why	 not?	 I	 am	 one,”	 the

demon	 retorts.	 “Or	 at	 least	 I	 classify

as	 one	 here.	 To	 claim	 the	 title	 of

Prince	 on	 Earth	 one	 needs	 the

recognition	 of	 several	 countries	 and

officials,	 and	 sadly	 royalty	 does	 not

possess	 much	 sway	 anymore.	 But

nobility	and	wealth,”	 they	point	out,

“well,	 it	 makes	 things	 a	 great	 deal

easier,	 don't	 you	 agree?”	 As	 if	 to

prove	 their	 point,	 they	 were

immediately	 served	 tea	 and	breakfast

despite	 their	 early	 arrival	 to	 the

dining	car.	

“I	would	like	to	hear	you	say

that	 while	 walking	 through	 the	 city

slums,”	Preston	says	dryly.
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Wormwood	 couldn't	 help	 but	 feel

slightly	 pleased	 when	 Preston

immediately	began	to	drink	his	tea.	“I

love	 your	 sense	 of	 humor,	 Father,

always	 a	 jester,”	 they	 tease

sarcastically.

Preston	 didn't	 comment,	 it

left	 Wormwood	 feeling	 slightly

awkward.	After	yesterday	the	demon

found	 that	 making	 conversation	 was

much	more	preferable	than	being	left

with	their	thoughts.

“Besides!”	 They	 start	 the

conversation	 again.	 “I	 have	 nothing

but	the	clothes	on	my	back,	I	admit	I

left	 in	quite	 a	bit	of	 a	hurry	 to	 catch

you.”	They	gave	a	nervous	chuckle.

“Perhaps	 it	would	have	been

better	 if	 you	 waited,”	 Preston	 said,

dismayed.

“I	 have	 to	 say	 it	was	 rather

exciting	 running	 through	 the	 streets

of	 Paris,”	 they	 said,	 taking	 a	 bite	 of

their	breakfast.

Preston	sighs,	he	couldn't	tell

where	his	looming	headache	stemmed

from;	 the	demon	or	 the	over	brewed

tea.

“Bread	 and	 cheese,	 it	 would

be	rather	pleasant,	however	the	cheese

is	 a	 little	 sweaty,”	 Wormwood

frowns,	 but	 takes	 another	 bite

regardless.

“We	are	on	 a	moving	 train,”

Preston	 says	 flatly.	 “Things	 won't

always	be	up	 to	 such	high	standards,

your	highness,”	he	mocked.

“Bastard,”	 Wormwood	 says

as	they	try	to	hide	their	smile	behind

their	tea.

	

CHAPTER	5

Arriving	in	Berlin
			

After	 what	 Preston	 would

call	 a	 trying	 journey,	 the	 pair	 had

finally	 arrived	 in	 Berlin.	 After

stepping	off	 of	 the	 train	 and	 shoving

their	way	out	of	 the	 station,	 the	pair

waited	on	the	street.	Preston	hailed	a

carriage	 and	 	 gave	 his	 suitcase	 and

destination	 to	 the	 driver.	 Once

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA

Wormwood	 and	 he	 were	 inside,	 he

decided	to	start	conversation.

“I	 don’t	 know	 why	 you

insist	on	calling	me	old—repeatedly,	I

might	add,”	Preston	grumbled.	“You

know	my	name	and	it’s	rather	rude	to

comment	on	my	age.”

“I	 find	 it	 amusing	 because

you	 both	 act	 and	 look	 the	 part,”

Wormwood	 said,	 moving	 their	 gaze

from	 the	 window	 to	 Preston.	 “It’s

hard	to	imagine	I	am	older	than	you.”

“Really?”	 Preston	 asks,

hiding	 his	 small	 amount	 of	 surprise

easily	 with	 annoyance.	 “By	 the	 way

you	 act,	 I	 would	 have	 thought	 you

younger,	 seeing	 you	 have	 the

maturity	of	a	bairn.”

“I	beg	your	pardon?”

“Do	 you	 wish	 me	 to	 repeat

myself?”	Against	his	better	judgment,

Preston	 allowed	 for	 a	 small	 smile	 to

slip	 through.	 It	 seems	 calling	 the

demon	a	child	was	rather	effective.

“Would	 you	 rather	 me	 call

you	 dear	 boy	 instead?”	 Wormwood

shot	 back,	 falling	 back	 easily	 into

their	banter.

Preston	 scrunched	 his	 face,

“I’d	 rather	 you	 use	 my	 name

instead.”

Wormwood	 hummed,

“Perhaps.”

The	rest	of	the	journey	to	the

inn	 was	 fairly	 quiet.	 Wormwood

commented	now	and	again	on	certain

things.	 Apparently	 they	 had	 never

been	 to	 Germany,	 which	 was	 a

surprise	 for	Preston.	He	had	thought

with	 their	 position	 Wormwood

would	 have	 more	 freedoms.	 Upon

arriving	 at	 the	 modest	 inn,	 Preston

pays	the	driver	and	leads	Wormwood

across	the	square.

“How	 quaint,”	 Wormwood

comments.	They	open	the	door	to	the

quiet	 inn,	 holding	 it	 open	 for	 the

priest.	 The	 vestibule	 was	 empty	 of

guests,	but	the	inkeep	was	sat	at	a	low

desk	 sorting	 through	 some	 papers.

The	 older	 woman	 did	 not	 seem	 to

notice	their	arrival,	deeply	focused	on

her	work.	Wormwood	stopped	under

the	 archway	 of	 the	 door,	 shifting

awkwardly.	 Preston	 tilted	 his	 head,
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confused,	 but	 before	 he	 could	 ask

what	 was	 wrong,	Wormwood	 spoke

up.

“Would	 you	 like	 me	 to	 ask

about	 a	 room?”	 Wormwood	 looked

at	Preston,	tilting	their	head	slightly.	

“Pardon?”	 Preston	 frowned,

confused	at	the	question.	

“Forgive	 me,	 but	 I’m

assuming	 you	 can't	 speak	 German.”

It	 seemed	 more	 a	 question	 than	 a

statement,	 despite	 having	 seen

Preston	talk	with	the	carriage	driver.

“And	 you	 can?”	 he	 asked,

curious.

“I	 can	 speak	 any	 language,

it’s	 my	 speciality,”	 they	 said,	 quite

proud	of	that	fact.

“Then	by	 all	means,	 please,”

Preston	said,	amused	in	turn.	Preston

could	 speak	 German	 considerably

well,	 but	 he	 decided	 that	 after	 years

of	 not	 practicing	 the	 language,	 he

would	 save	 himself	 some

embarrassment.	 He	 looked	 around

the	 small	 modest	 inn	 as	 the	 two

talked.	 It	 was	 small,	 but	 had	 a

comforting	 atmosphere,	 illuminated

by	 candelabras	 and	 a	 fireplace	 to	 the

left	 where	 two	 sofas	 sat	 with	 a	 low

oaken	 table.	 Preston	 became

distracted	 however,	 as	 Wormwood

and	 the	 inkeep	 laughed	 from	 their

pleasant	conversation.	She	had	made	a

comment	 on	 Wormwood	 being

Preston’s	son.	He	tried	not	to	pay	too

much	 attention	 to	 this,	 shifting	 his

focus	 to	 the	 small	 portraits	 of	 the

innkeeper's	 family	 over	 the	 fireplace

mantle.	 But	 now	 Preston	 could	 not

get	the	tought	out	of	his	head.	

He	 and	 Wormwood	 looked

nothing	 alike,	 especially	 with

Preston’s	 fair	 skin	 and	 pale	 green

eyes.	He	was	broader	in	the	chest	and

shoulders,	 as	 well	 as	 taller,	 whereas

Wormwood	 was	 slightly	 more

angular	 and	of	 average	height.	That’s

not	to	say	that	it	would	have	been	an

unfair	 assumption	 for	 her	 to	 make,

despite	it	being	a	stretch;	it	could	have

been	 passed	 that	 Wormwood	 would

take	after	their	mother.	Wormwood’s

skin,	though	a	deep	olive,	wasn't	very

dark;	 it	 would	 be	 a	 fair	 guess	 that
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they	are	of	a	mixed	parentage,	a	rather

common	 occurrence	 nowadays	 with

the	 growing	 abundance	 of	 travelers

and	 traders.	 With	 Wormwood’s

apparent	 youth	 and	 Preston’s	 lack

thereof,	 not	 to	 mention	 their

familiarity,	 they	 gave	 the	 appearance

of	a	traveling	father	and	son.	

Preston	stared	into	the	fire	as

he	 mulled	 this	 revelation	 over,	 his

knuckles	 white	 around	 the	 suitcase

handle.	 The	 thought	 brought	 old

memories	 forward,	 ones	 he	 had

buried	deep.	Despite	his	proximity	to

the	fire,	he	felt	cold.	

Wormwood	 called	 to	 him,

snapping	him	out	of	his	 trance.	They

waved	 him	 over	 towards	 the	 stairs,

and	 the	 two	 walked	 up	 in	 silence,

neither	wanting	 to	 speak.	 Eventually

they	 reach	 a	 door	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the

hall	to	the	left.	Wormwood	unlocked

it	and	handed	one	of	the	two	keys	to

Preston.	

While	 the	 room	 wasn't	 by

any	means	large,	it	wasn’t	particularly

small	 either.	 There	 were	 two	 beds

separated	 by	 a	 night	 table	 and	 the

bathroom	was	behind	a	door	to	their

left.	 A	 small	 stove	 was	 pushed	 into

the	immediate	corner	to	their	right,	a

wooden	 table	 and	 two	 chairs

accompanied	 it.	 Sparse	 kitchenware

hung	 on	 the	 wall.	 A	 kettle	 sat	 on	 a

wood	 counter	 under	 the	 cupboards.

Wormwood	 claimed	 the	 bed	 pushed

against	 the	 corner	 by	 flopping	 down

onto	it.

“The	sheets	smell	nice,”	they

mumble,	 hugging	 a	 pillow.	 “At	 least

they’re	decent	enough	to	wash	them.”

Preston	 doesn’t	 reply	 to	 the

comment	 and	 places	 his	 suitcase	 on

top	of	the	other	bed.	Turning	towards

the	 kitchenette,	 Preston	 immediately

begins	 rummaging	 around	 the

cupboards.

Wormwood	 lifted	 their	 head

to	 see	 what	 all	 the	 noise	 was	 about.

“What	 are	 you	 looking	 for?	 You’re

making	 a	 racket,”	 they	 frowned

slightly,	propping	themselves	up	with

their	 elbows	 as	 they	 watched	 the

priest.

“Tea,”	Preston	grunted.

“There’s	 a	 kettle	 on	 the

counter,	 so	 there	 must	 be,”

Wormwood	 offered,	 flopping	 back

down	to	drape	an	arm	over	their	eyes.

“I	do	hope	they	give	at	least	a

bottle	of	alcohol.”

“It's	 the	middle	 of	 the	day,”

Wormwood	 chuckles	 at	 the	 priest’s

grumpiness.

“For	 later,”	 Preston	 says	 as

he	 waits	 patiently	 for	 the	 water	 to

heat.	 After	 serving	 himself,	 Preston

hesitated,	 holding	 the	 kettle	 for	 a

moment	 before	 turning	 to

Wormwood.

“Would	you	care	for	tea?”

“If	 it’s	not	of	 any	 trouble	 to

you,	yes,”	they	replied.

Preston	 hums	 a	 reply	 and

sets	 down	 the	 kettle	 momentarily	 to

retrieve	 another	 cup	 from	 a	 nearby

shelf.	After	 pouring	water	 over	 a	 tea

bag	he	asked,	“sugar?”

“Just	a	touch.”

Preston	 took	 a	 sip	 from	 his

own	 cup,	 but	 to	 his	 disappointment,

it	 was	 another	 unsavory	 taste.	 The

problem	 wasn't	 even	 the	 amount	 of

sugar	this	time.

“I	 can	 not	 fathom	 why	 the

tea	 here	 is	 mediocre,”	 he	 grumbles.

“It’s	said	that	it	has	been	affordable	in

Germany	for	years.”

“Yes	 well,	 it’s	 meant	 to	 be

cheaper,	 not	 better,	 Father	 Preston.”

Wormwood	 said	 simply.	 “What	 was

it	 you	 said	 earlier?	 Something	 rather

about	things	not	always	being	up	to	a

high	standard?”

Preston	 just	 gives	 an

unimpressed	 huff	 and	 goes	 back	 to

inspecting	the	tea.

“Isn't	 tea	 supposed	 to	 be

expensive	 in	 England?	 Meant	 more

for	 the	 ‘well-to-do’	 families	 and

nobility?”	Wormwood	asks.

“Yes,”	Preston	answers.	“But

with	the	money	I	have	possessed	over

the	 years	 sitting	 with	 no	 interest	 to

expenditure	 I	 am	 allowed	 such

luxury.	Not	to	mention	the	way	they

process	them	into	bricks	causes	them

to	last	quite	a	while.”

“Interesting,”	 they

commented.

“Yes,	 now	 if	 only	 there	 was

rum	to	be	handy,”	Preston	grumbled

as	he	continued	to	rummage	 through

the	 cupboards,	 though	 there	 was	 no

real	 point	 to	 it	 other	 than	 show.

There	 wasn’t	 any	 when	 he	 first

looked.

“Why?	The	cold	seeping	into

your	old	bones?”	The	demon	 teased,

pulling	 themselves	 into	 a	 sitting

position.

“Something	 like	 that,”	 he

said	 quietly,	 ignoring	 the	 obvious

gibe.	 He	 still	 feels	 disgruntled	 from

earlier.	 Preston	 was	 hoping	 for

something	to	calm	his	nerves,	perhaps

that	would	shake	the	chill.

Wormwood’s	 smile	 falls	 at

being	 unable	 to	 lighten	 his	 mood.

They	study	the	man	for	a	moment,	as

if	 looking	 for	 something.	 They	 then

looked	 away,	 humming	 a	 response.

With	 a	 wave	 of	 their	 hand

Wormwood	 held	 a	 bottle	 of	 dark

rum.	Standing	from	their	position	on

the	 bed	 they	 made	 their	 way	 across

the	room	to	Preston,	pulling	the	cork

from	the	bottle	as	they	did.	

Preston	turned	at	the	sudden

sound	 and	 stared	 at	 the	 demon

questioningly,	 confused	 where	 they

had	procured	the	bottle	of	alcohol.

“From	my	livings	in	France,”

the	 demon	 explained.	 “I	 bought	 it

from	a	trade	ship	who	had	stopped	to

port	 in	 Haiti.	 It	 should	 do	 well	 to

make	 this	 ‘mediocre’	 tea	 pleasant	 for

you.”

“My	 thanks	 then,”	 Preston

said	 sincerely,	 stepping	 aside	 to	 give

them	space	in	the	small	kitchenette.

Wormwood	 chuckled	 a	 little,	 “No

need	 for	 such	 formalities	 Father,	 it’s

just	a	drink.”	

Preston	 huffs	 as	 Wormwood	 smiles.

They	 measure	 a	 few	 spoons	 of	 the

rich	 liquid	 into	 each	 cup,	 enough	 to

chase	 off	 the	 supposed	 chill.	 They

place	 the	 jug	 on	 the	 counter	 and

hands	 Preston	 his	 cup,	 the	 man

offering	his	thanks	again.

“I	hope	you	don’t	mind—the

room	that	is,”	Wormwood	clarifies	as

they	 take	 a	 seat,	 facing	 the	 kitchen

wall.	 “The	 innkeeper	 said	 that	 it	was
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the	only	one	available	at	 last	minutes

notice.”

“It’s	fine,”	Preston	reassured,

taking	 the	remaining	seat	opposite	of

them.

The	 conversation	 ends	 there,

neither	knowing	what	else	to	say.	The

silence	 between	 them	 held	 an	 air	 of

uncertainty	 and	 awkwardness.

Wormwood	 opens	 their	 mouth	 as	 if

to	speak.

“Preston	I-“

“I	 need	 to	 get	 myself	 ready

for	 the	 meeting,”	 Preston	 interrupts,

talking	over	the	demon.	He	sets	down

his	 cup	 on	 the	 table,	 collecting	 his

suitcase	 once	 more.	 Wormwood

watches	 with	 a	 small	 frown,	 fingers

fidgeting	around	their	unfinished	tea.

“Of	 course,”	 they	 say,

looking	down.

Preston	 decides	 not	 to

ponder	on	 the	demon’s	behavior	and

disappears	 into	 the	 bathroom	 to

change.

Wormwood	 sat	 still,	 studying	 the

painted	 patterns	 on	 the	 china	 while

they	waited.

Preston	 emerges	 from	 the

cramped	 bathroom	 in	 his	 black

cossack,	smoothing	over	his	clothes	in

a	poor	attempt	to	get	out	the	creases.

It	 would	 unwrinkle	 eventually,	 he

mused.	 “I’ll	 be	 back	 around	 seven

o’clock,”	he	announces.

Wormwood	 examines	 their

pocket	watch,	“it’s	one	 twenty.	Why

so	long?”	they	look	back	to	the	priest.

“It	 will	 take	 a	 moment	 to

arrive,”	Preston	 says,	 shrugging	 on	 a

coat.	 “Not	 to	 mention	 I	 haven't	 the

faintest	 idea	 how	 long	 the	 meeting

will	take.”

“I	 am	 still	 wary	 of	 you

leaving	me	here,”	they	admit.

“I	 agreed	 to	 help	 you,	 did	 I

not?”	 Preston	 raises	 a	 brow	 at

Wormwood.	“Granted	 to	an	extent,”

he	adds.

Wormwood	 stays	 silent,

giving	 a	 minute	 nod	 as	 they	 finish

their	tea.	“Shall	I	hold	supper	for	you,

father?”	 	Wormwood	 teased,	playing

off	 of	 the	 innkeeper's	 earlier

comment.	Their	lightheartedness	kept
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Preston’s	 mood	 from	 turning	 sour

again.

“No,	 son,”	 Preston	 smirked,

deciding	 to	 play	 along.	 “I	 expect

nothing	of	you.”

“What	 a	 shame,”	 they	 said,

pouting	 slightly,	 “	 and	 here	 I	 was

tempted…”	They	trailed	off,	absently

stroking	 the	 ruby	 brooch	 pinned	 to

their	 collar.	 Preston	 did	 not

understand	the	novelty	it	held;	it	was

rather	 simple	 in	 comparison	 to	 the

rest	of	the	demon’s	attire.	“So	you’re

sure	you	will	be	back	by	then?”	they

asked,	studying	Preston	again.

“Yes,	I	do	not	wish	to	spend

my	 entire	 evening	 there,”	 Preston

frowned	 at	 them.	 Again	 the	 demon

seemed	 to	 be	 looking	 for	 something.

“What	does	it	matter	to	you?”

“I	 simply	 wish	 to	 know

when	 my	 dear	 father	 will	 return,”

Wormwood	 said	 innocently,

deflecting	the	question.	

“Well,	son,	I	will	return	after

I	 see	 that	 you	 aren’t	 a	 nuisance,”

Preston	 said,	 earning	 an	 indignant

gasp	 from	Wormwood.	 Preston	 gave

a	small	smile	at	the	theatrics.

“Well	I	never—”

	 Preston	 shut	 the	 door

behind	him,	cutting	Wormwood	off.

CHAPTER	6

Encounters	within	a

Cathedral
			

When	 Preston	 had	 entered

the	 church	 he	 consulted	 the	 first

person	 he	 could	 find;	 that	 very

unfortunate	 person	was	 an	 altar	 boy

who	was	 serving	 the	 resident	bishop.

He	 had	 then	 asked	 the	 altar	 boy

about	 the	 meeting	 he	 was	 called	 to

attend,	 the	 boy	 told	 him	 that	 the

meeting	 was	 already	 in	 progress.

Upon	hearing	this,	to	say	Preston	was

upset	was	 an	understatement;	he	was

absolutely	livid.

“It’s	just	up	ahead!”	the	altar

boy	 proclaimed,	 as	 he	 nervously	 led

the	 fuming	man(the	poor	boy	had	 to

pace	 at	 a	 near	 run	 to	 keep	 ahead	 of

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAA

Preston,	who	was	already	moving	at	a

fast	 walk).	 A	 combination	 of	 frantic

and	 heavy	 steps	 filled	 the	 looming

corridors	 as	 they	 made	 their	 way	 to

the	room	where	the	meeting	was	held.

Upon	 reaching	 the	 large	 oak	 doors

the	 alter	 boy	 fled	 as	 Preston	 opened

the	heavy	doors.	The	moaning	of	 the

wood	 halted	 the	 conversation	 taking

place.

There	 were	 five	 people	 in

total	 within	 the	 room:	 the	 visiting

cardinal,	 the	 resident	 bishop	 and

archbishop,	 as	well	 as	 two	men	who

did	 not	 seem	 to	 be	 a	 part	 of	 the

church.	Preston	 raises	 an	 eyebrow	 at

the	two	men,	glaring,	a	clear	indicator

to	leave;	his	patience	was	already	thin.

“I’m	 sorry,	 am	 I	 interrupting?”	 he

asks,	seemingly	dubious.

“Yes,	 yes	 you	 are,”	 the

bishop	says	rather	shortly,	glowering.

“Oh,”	 Preston	 sounds,

making	no	show	to	move.	“A	shame	I

suppose,”	 he	 then	 says	 passively,

anger	 simmering	 all	 the	 same.	 There

was	an	air	of	tension	until	one	of	the

two	 other	 men	 cleared	 his	 throat,

drawing	attention	to	himself.

“If	we	may,	 your	Eminence,

we	will	take	our	leave	now,”	he	states.

The	 Cardinal	 nods	 his	 head	 and	 the

man	 and	 his	 companion	 rise	 from

their	 seats.	 “Thank	 you,”	 they	 both

bow	their	heads	to	the	three	holy	men

seated	 at	 the	 table	 before	 turning	 to

leave.	As	 they	walk	past	Preston,	 the

two	men	look	up	to	eye	him.	Preston

steps	 into	 the	 room	 as	 the	 doors

behind	him.

“They	 seemed	 interesting

folk,”	 Preston	 offers,	 causing

attention	to	return	to	him	again.

“Father	 Preston,”	 The

Bishop	 starts,	 anger	 seeping	 into	 his

words.	“Care	to	tell	us	why	you	came

directly	 here	 instead	 of	 returning	 to

England	 first?”	 The	 Bishop	 asked

sardonically.	 Father	 Preston	 stood	 at

the	opposite	end	of	the	table	from	the

three	men	on	the	other	side;	a	bishop

to	his	left,	an	archbishop	to	his	right,

and	 at	 the	 head	 a	 cardinal.	 The

archbishop	seemed	in	the	same	mood

as	the	bishop	albeit	more	tame,	all	the
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while	 the	 Cardinal	 was	 the	 most

passive,	 staying	 quiet.	 The	 scowl	 on

the	 Bishop’s	 face	 indicated	 that	 his

dark	 mood	 would	 continue	 for	 the

rest	of	the	meeting.

“The	 amount	 of	 letters

addressed	to	me	for	this	meeting	were

concerning.	I	thought	it	best	to	come

here	first	instead,”	Preston	said.	“And

judging	 how	 by	 the	 day	 I	 arrived	 in

Berlin,	 you	 were	 already	 holding	 a

meeting.”	 He	 glared	 at	 them	 before

locking	 eyes	 with	 the	 Cardinal.	 “I

would	 say	 that	 I	 was	 right	 to	 come

here	 first.	What	were	 you	 discussing

that	 required	 my	 absence?”	 Preston

asked	 imprudently,	 turning	 towards

the	Bishop.

“Not	 all	 meetings	 concern

you,”	the	Bishop	hissed.

“Clearly	 it	 does	 if	 you’ve	 so

urgently	 requested	 my	 presence,”

Preston	says,	equally	snappish.

“Gentlemen,	 please,”	 the

Cardinal	 raises	 a	 hand	 and	 the	 holy

men	 go	 silent.	 “We	 are	 to	 keep	 this

discussion	 civil.”	 He	 turns	 his	 gaze

onto	 Preston.	 “Father	 Preston,

pardon	 the	 sudden	 forwardness.	 I	do

believe	 formal	 introductions	 are	 in

order.”	 The	Cardinal	 held	 a	 hand	 to

his	 chest,	 “	 I	 am	 Mathias	 Cardinal

Geste,	 archbishop	 of	 the	 Tarascon

Church	of	Seraphim,”	he	said.	“May	I

introduce	 his	 Grace,	 Harald	 Klaus,

Archbishop	 of	 the	 Frankfurt	 branch.

And	 his	 most	 Reverend	 Excellency,

Albert	 Gustaf,	 Bishop	 of	 the	 Berlin

branch,”	 Cardinal	 Geste	 gestured	 to

the	 two	 holy	men	 at	 his	 sides.	With

each	 introduction	 Preston	 gave	 a

small	 bow	 in	 acknowledgement.

“Please	 take	 a	 seat,	 Father	 Preston.”

Preston	sat	warily	at	the	opposite	end

of	the	long	table,	facing	the	Cardinal.

“Your	 Eminence	 summoned

me	 here?”	 Preston	 felt	 his	 previous

frustration	 simmer	 down	 at	Cardinal

Geste’s	soothing	tone.

“Your	 relations	 with	 the

demon	Wormwood	are...	concerning,

to	say	the	least.	We’ve	been	informed

that	 you’ve	 been	 sighted	 with	 it

frequently	 in	 France,”	 the

Archbishop	chimed.

“Did	 your	 informants	 forget

to	mention	that	we	fought	during	our

encounters?”	Preston	turned	towards

him,	annoyed	at	the	allegations.

“Quite	 the	 contrary,	 they’ve

seen	you	speaking	with	it	civilized	in

some	 cases,”	 Archbishop	 Klaus	 said,

curiosity	evident	in	his	voice.

Father	 Preston	 did	 not

answer;	he	only	sat	still,	glaring	at	the

men	 before	 him.	 When	 had	 they

started	watching	him?

Bishop	 Gustaf	 looked

Preston	 over.	 “We	 were	 wondering

why	someone	of	your	renown	would

mingle	with	 something	 that	 can	 taint

your	faith,”	the	bishop	says.

“Why	 does	 it	 matter	 if	 I’m

using	them	for	information?”	Preston

asked	 nonchalantly,	 fighting	 to	 keep

his	expression	neutral.

“Why,	 it	 impedes	 on	 your

reputation!	Some	would	think	you’re

consorting	 with	 the	 enemy,”	 the

Bishop	averred.

“I	 am	 not	 consorting	 with

anyone.”	 Preston	 spat	 out	 the	 word

like	 something	 foul.	 He	 tilted	 his

head	 up	 slightly,	 scowling	 down	 at

the	 holy	 men.	 “I	 simply	 glean

information	before	 smiting;	 it’s	more

efficient	than	your	methods.”	Preston

felt	 a	 dark	 satisfaction	 when	 the

Archbishop	 and	 Bishop	 visibly

bristled	 in	 reaction.	 Sadistic	bastards,

Preston	thought.

“Be	 careful	 of	 your

arrogance.	 It	 can	 easily	 be	 taken	 as

hubris,”	 Bishop	 Gustaf	 admonished.

He	 glared	 at	 Preston.	 “You	 know

very	 well	 that	 demon	 should	 have

been	killed	long	ago.”

“Wormwood	 is	 a	 trickster,

they’re	 rather	 hard	 to	 pin,”	 Preston

says—it	wasn't	a	complete	lie.

“You’ve	 taken	 care	 of

demons	 more	 troublesome	 than	 that

arrogant	brat,”	the	Bishop	snaps.

“Is	there	an	actual	reason	for

this	meeting?	Or	are	you	wasting	my

time?”	 Preston	 asks,	 abruptly

changing	 the	 subject.	 This	 entire

meeting	was	making	him	tetchy.

“We’ve	 received	 information

that	 demons	 are	 on	 the	move	 on	 the
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western	 front,	 spreading	 rapidly	 in

America.”	Cardinal	Geste	interjected.

Preston	was	reminded	of	his	presence,

as	 before	 this	 moment,	 Geste	 had

remained	decidedly	silent.

“Pardon	me	 your	Eminence,

but	 I	 do	 not	 keep	 to	 date	 with

American	affairs,”	Preston	says.

“As	 we	 speak,	 America	 is

locked	 in	 a	 territorial	 war	 with

Mexico,”	Archbishop	Klaus	 states	 as

a	matter	of	fact.

“Is	Mexico	not	still	a	Spanish

settlement?”	Preston	asks,	confused.

“Mexico	 gained

independence	 twenty	 six	 years	 ago

after	the	Treaty	of	Córdoba,”	Bishop

Gustaf	 says.	 “This	 is	 important,

Father	 Preston.	 How	 do	 you	 not

know	 of	 this?”	 He	 groaned	 in

annoyance.

“Pardon	 my	 lack	 of	 interest

for	 countries	 that	 I	 never	 imagined

myself	 visiting	 in	 the	 next	 decade,”

Preston	said	in	a	mock	apology.

“Then	 I	 do	 suggest	 that	 you

catch	 yourself	 up	 on	 these	 matters,”

Cardinal	 Geste	 interjects.	 “They’re

already	a	year	into	the	war.	We	want

you	to	secure	good	standing	with	the

victors,	 help	 along	 in	 any	 way	 you

possibly	 can.”	 He	 taps	 his	 finger

absently.	“I	do	not	think	the	squabble

will	last	much	longer.	You	are	to	meet

first	with	our	New	York	branch	and

other	 allies	 on	 the	 East	 coast	 and

Southern	 states.	 Then	 once	 you

confer	 with	 them	 head	 West,	 I	 hear

it’s	becoming	quite	promising.”	

Preston	 was	 still	 uncertain,

however.	“So,	you’re	asking	me	to	go

into	 a	 country	 I’ve	 never	 set	 foot	 in

on	the	scant	information	you’ve	given

me?”	 Preston	 eyed	 the	 holy	 men

warily.

“I	 have	 no	 doubts	 in	 your

ability	 to	 accommodate	 to	what	 you

may	 find	 there,”	 Cardinal	 Geste

reassures	him.

“As	 you	 wish,	 your

Eminence,”	Preston	concedes.

The	 more	 Cardinal	 Geste

spoke,	 the	 less	 comforting	 his	 voice

sounded	 to	 Preston.	 “We	 will	 be

sending	 you	 as	 the	 representative
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archbishop.	This	 is	 inexorable,	 and	 if

you	 prove	 to	 be	 profound	 in	 your

success	 then	 you	 will	 be	 considered

for	the	position	of	Cardinal.”	The	last

part	was	 clearly	 his	 own	 addition,	 as

the	 other	 two	 at	 his	 sides	 snapped

their	 heads	 to	 the	 Cardinal	 in

surprise.

“Leaping	 all	 the	 way	 to

Cardinal	seems	dubious	seeing	as	I’m

a	 priest,	 not	 a	 bishop	 or	 an

archbishop,”	 Preston	 commented,

frowning.

“I	wouldn’t	worry	about	that

for	long,”	replied	the	Cardinal,	eyeing

him	 curiously.	 “I’ve	 read	 the

reports,”	 he	 said,	 as	 if	 that	 explained

everything.	 “It	 seems	 that	with	 your

record,	 you	 are	 long	 overdue	 for	 a

promotion,	 and	 the	 rank	of	Cardinal

hardly	seems	out	of	the	question.”

“We	 ask	 that	 you	 show	 a

little	vehemence,	Father,”	Archbishop

Klaus	 smiled	 over	 the	 treble.

“Normally	 we	 would	 hold	 a

ceremony	in	Tarascon	with	all	to	see,

but	 we	 thought	 it	 best	 to	 observe

discretion.	We	will	send	word	of	your

promotion	 eventually	 through	 our

system	to	the	rest	of	the	branches.”

“Forgive	 me	 if	 I’m

incredulous	 as	 this	 is,”	 Preston

paused,	 searching	 for	 the	 right	word,

“unconventional	 of	 the	 church,”	 he

settles.	 “Will	 there	 be	 a	 ceremony

here	instead?”

“In	 a	 way,”	 drawled	 the

Cardinal,	 his	 eyes	 far	 too	 sharp	 for

their	color.	“You’ll	be	anointed,	then

left	 in	 prayer	 from	 dusk	 till	 dawn,

after	 that	 you	 are	 immediately	 to

leave	for	America.”

“Solitary	 prayer?”	 Preston

frowned.

“Yes,”	 The	 Bishop	 answered.	 “The

church	 will	 be	 cleared	 and	 for	 that

time	 you	 will	 fast;	 no	 one	 will

interfere	with	your	prayers,	may	you

be	 able	 to	 receive	 clarity;	 God	 be

praised	 if	 it	 will	 humble	 you.”	 The

loutish	 bishop	 sneered.	 Preston

stayed	 silent,	 biting	 his	 tongue.	 This

would	be	a	long	night.

Handel	 Preston	 stared	 into

the	painted	eyes	that	sat	on	a	painted

face	covered	in	painted	blood.

	 He	 never	 liked	 seeing	 the

wooden	 figures	 of	 Christ	 on	 the

cross,	 how	 it	 tried	 to	 mimic	 the

suffering	 of	 their	 savior	 in	 gruesome

detail.	 It	 never	 felt	 right	 to	 see	 in	 a

church.	 His	 mind	 however,	 without

conversation	 or	 company	 of	 another

person,	 began	 to	 wander	 with

discomfiture—gaps	 too	 far	 and

memories	 too	 tenuous.	 Preston’s

returning	thoughts	from	the	inn	only

added	 to	 his	 unpleasant	 mood.	 He

knew	 why	 it	 bothered	 him	 to	 be

associated	with	 the	demon	 familially.

But	it	has	been	a	century	already,	and

with	 his	 newfound	 apathy	 he	 would

have	 thought	 it	 harder	 for	him	 to	be

burdened.	Perhaps	 it	was	 too	painful

to	fully	disappear.	He	fell	into	his	rare

melancholy	 and	 will	 continue	 to	 do

so	 for	 presumably	 the	 rest	 of	 the

night;	 kneeling	 on	 the	 cold	 marble

floor	at	the	bottom	of	the	raised	steps

in	 front	 of	 the	 pews,	 staring	 at	 the

figure	of	the	bloodied	Christ.

“Oh	Lord	hear	my	plea~”	A

voice	 sung	 in	 a	 low	over	 exaggerated

tone.	 This	 jolted	 him	 out	 of	 his

thoughts.	 He	 instantly	 recognized

that	 accent,	 a	 strange	 french	 lilt	 over

something	 he	 could	 place.	 Preston

opened	 his	 eyes	 and	 looked	 behind

his	 left	 shoulder	 to	 see	 his	 familiar

plight.

“What	 in	 the	 Lord’s	 name

are	 you	 doing	 here?”	 He	 asked,

bewildered,	as	he	stared	at	the	demon

across	the	church.

Wormwood	 stepped	 out

from	behind	 the	columns	next	 to	 the

pews.	 Standing	perfectly	 still	 in	 their

pristine	clothing.	No	flames	burned	at

their	feet,	no	curses	rang	through	the

air,	 and	 no	 blinding	 light	 threatened

to	 consume	 them.	 They	 were

completely	untouched.

The	 demon	huffed	 fondly	 in

annoyance.	“Seeing	what’s	taking	you

so	 long,”	 they	 answered	 as	 if	 it	 was

obvious.	“The	tea	at	 the	 inn’s	getting

cold,	 and	 it	 was	 quite	 hard	 enough

already	 to	 find	 the	 one	 you	 like.
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You’re	 so	 particular.”	 Wormwood

looked	around	the	exanimate	church,

tramping	 towards	 Preston,	 who	 was

finding	it	hard	to	talk.

Finally,	 Preston	 managed	 to

speak	 as	 Wormwood	 reached	 him.

“That’s	 besides	 the	 point,	 how	 did

you	 get	 in?”	 he	 snaps.	 Despite	 the

initial	 shock	 of	 the	 demon	 walking

around	 with	 ease	 within	 the	 church,

their	 presence	 caused	 the	 oppressive

atmosphere	 to	 slowly	 ebb	 away,	 and

for	 that,	 Preston	 was	 thankful.	 The

demon	 gave	 a	 small	 smirk	 as	 they

stopped	next	to	him.

“I	 walked	 through	 a	 door,

isn’t	 that	 how	 humans	 do	 it?”	 they

asked	smartly,	causing	Father	Preston

to	scowl.

“I’m	 serious,	 Wormwood,

what	did	you	do?”	Preston	 asked,	 as

if	 demanding	 a	 confession	 from	 a

child	 caught	 red-handed	 in	 a	 petty

misdemeanor.

“Nothing,	 for	 once!”

Wormwood	admitted,	spreading	their

arms	 out	 innocently.	 “When	 I

approached	 the	 church	 there	 was	 no

barrier.”

“That’s	a	lie,	all	churches—”

“—Have	them,	I	know,	but	I

promise	 you	 this	 one	 didn’t.”

Wormwood	 chuckled	 a	 little.	 “Easy

Preston,	your	Scottish	is	showing.”

“Care	 to	 tell	me	why	you’re

here?”	 Preston	 asked,	 consciously

clearing	 his	 throat.	 His	 accent	 tends

to	become	more	prominent	when	he’s

worked	up;	how	it	remained	dormant

during	 the	 earlier	 meeting	 was

remarkable.

“You	 were	 supposed	 to	 be

back	 three	 hours	 ago,”	 Wormwood

stated,	their	cheerfulness	vanished.

“Tracking	my	whereabouts?”

Preston	raised	an	eyebrow.

“No,	 I	 merely	 came	 to	 see

what	 kept	 you	 from	 your	 afternoon

tea.”	They	 folded	 their	hands	behind

their	 back,	 their	 tail	 flicking	 with

slight	 annoyance.	 Strange,	 they

usually	kept	it	tucked	away.

	 “Could	it	be	that	I	just	want

a	 moment	 without	 your	 clinging

presence?”	Preston	offered,	frowning.
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“You’ve	 been	 incessantly	 bothering

me	 for	 the	 entire	 train	 ride	 up	 here

along	 with	 last	 night	 at	 the	 inn,”	 he

said	rather	vexed.	It	really	did	feel	like

taking	care	of	a	child.	A	really	old	and

somewhat	 anxious	 child	 that	 can

drink.

Wormwood	 laughed	 at	 that,

feigning	 a	 mournful	 tone	 as	 they

placed	 a	 hand	 over	 their	 forehead

looking	away.	“Oh	the	woes	of	being

a	 demon	 who	 has	 the	 misfortune	 of

keeping	 a	 benumbed	 man	 like	 you

company,”	 they	 looked	 back	 at

Preston,	smiling.	Preston	would	have

been	insulted	if	he	had	just	made	their

acquaintance,	 but	 he	 knew	 that	 their

jokes	 were	 innocuous	 and	 that

Wormwood	generally	had	a	convivial

nature.	 “Come	 now	 Father,	 you’re

being	 more	 glum	 than	 usual	 while

you	 brood;	 what	 has	 you	 in	 such	 a

way?”

“Showing	 emotions	 for	 a

tired	 old	 man,	 are	 we?”	 Preston

smiled	 faintly	 as	 he	 turned	 back	 to

Wormwood.	

They	 stood	 there	 staring	 at

Preston,	 their	 face	 blank	 of	 any

emotion,	 save	 for	 a	 faint	 flicker	 of

something	 Preston	 could	 not	 place.

The	 silence	 only	 lasted	 a	 beat	 before

the	 demon	 returned	 to	 default

indifference.

“Never.”	 They	 said	 this

resolutely,	scratching	their	jaw	with	a

finger.	 “Don’t	 flatter	 yourself	 with

false	pretenses,	Father.”	

Preston	 frowned,	 he

wondered	why	the	demon	seemed	to

shut	 down	 at	 the	mention.	 “You	 are

here	 for	 something,”	 he	 said.	 “What

could	 not	 have	 waited	 till	 my

return?”

Wormwood	 walked	 closer,

ignoring	 him.	 They	 lounged	 with

their	mien	of	usual	indifference	on	the

front	pew	next	to	the	kneeling	priest.

“You	 seem	 to	 be	 actively

loutish	this	evening,”	Preston	pointed

out	dryly,	annoyed	at	their	antics.

“Currently,”	 they	 said

disinterestedly.	 “At	 least	 I	 was

occupied	 doing	 something	 for	 a

while.”	 Father	 Preston	 hummed	 in
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response	 and	 turned	 back	 to	 his

thoughts	 prayer.	 The	 two	 stayed	 in

silence	 for	 a	 grand	 total	 of	 fifteen

minutes,	 until	 Father	 Preston	 got

annoyed	again.	Wormwood	had	been

constantly	 fidgeting	with	 their	 collar

scarf,	 and	 their	 tail	 swayed	 in	 a

pantomime,	the	constant	rustling	and

rhythmic	 thumps	 dragging	 Preston

from	his	mind.

“Stop	that;	 I	can’t	 focus,”	he

snapped.	There	was	no	real	bite	to	it,

he	rather	welcomed	the	distraction.	

Wormwood	 sat	 up.	 “This	 is

so	 dull,”	 they	 groaned,	 their	 voice

echoing	 throughout	 the	 cavernous

church.	 Wormwood	 stopped	 and

flung	 themself	 down	 on	 the	 pew	 in

defeat.	 This	 only	 further	 annoyed

Preston.

“It’s	certainly	not	a	reel,	now

shut	up	you	vagrant,”	he	snapped.

“And	 go	mad?	 I	 think	 not,”

Wormwood	retaliated.

“I	 will	 become	 astoundingly

mute	during	our	 future	encounters	 if

you	don’t	sit	still.”

“No!	 Don’t	 just—please,

keep	conversation	with	me.”

Father	 Preston	 looked	 back

at	the	demon,	studying	them.	He	then

stood	 from	 the	 floor,	 dusting	 off	 his

cassock	 before	 taking	 a	 seat	 on	 the

pew	 next	 to	 Wormwood.	 “Why	 are

you	 acting	 like	 this?”	 Preston

questioned,	 he	 was	 confused.	 	 “You

were	 restless	 during	 the	 train	 ride

here,	 but	 now	 it’s	 just	 absurd,”	 he

frowned.

“I’m	 not,”	 Wormwood

protested.	 “I	 just—”	 they	 began

before	 stumbling	 over	 their	 words.

“It’s	 been—It’s	 been	 so	 long	 since

I’ve	 actually	 been	 in	 someone’s

company,”	 they	 explained.	 “Talking

to	 someone,	 drinking	 with	 them,

being	 seen	by	 them.	And	before	you

comment,	 the	 last	 person	 I	 spoke

with	was	thirty	years	ago,	with	you.”

They	 fidgeted	 with	 their	 hands	 as

they	 continued.	 “Being	 in	 your

company,	 as	 taciturn	 as	 you	 are	 at

times,	 is…comforting,”	 they	 settled

on.	 “I’m	 no	 longer	 some	 malicious

shade	haunting	the	halls	of	some	poor
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bastard’s	 home.	 On	 the	 way	 here	 I

was	 so	 consumed	 by	 the	 thought	 of

my	 uncle,	 I	was—I	 am	worried.	 I’m

worried—worried	 that	 he’s	 dead,”

Wormwood	 stuttered.	 They	 took	 a

deep	 breath	 to	 gather

themselves.“So,”	 they	 began	 again,

calmer	 but	 still	 with	 a	 rush	 in	 their

voice,	 “when	 you	 left	 today	 I	 was

prepared	 to	 wait	 just	 fine	 to	 the	 set

return	 time.	 But	 then	 you	were	 late,

and	 I	 figured	 you	were	 kept	 a	while

and	 was	 on	 your	 way,	 so	 I	 waited.

Then	 hours	 went	 by	 and	 you	 were

right,	 I	 was	 worried.”	 Wormwood

sighed.	“So	I	came	here,”	Wormwood

confessed.	 Preston	 stays	 silent,

allowing	 them	 to	 continue.

Wormwood	 scoffed,	 unsatisfied	 by

this,	“I	don’t	expect	you	to	talk—not

that	you	ever	do.”	They	give	a	bitter

laugh.	 “Look	 at	 me,”	 they	 said,

looking	 up	 at	 the	 displayed	 Christ,

“confessing	to	a	priest.	I’ve	revealed	a

lot	of	myself	to	you,	but	I	have	yet	to

hear	a	word	about	yourself.”

“…You’re	 right,”	 Preston

admits.	 “I	 feel	 as	 though	 I’ve	 been

keeping	 an	 eye	 on	 you	 this	 entire

time,	 certainly	 feels	 like	 I’ve	 been

watching	 over	 a	 child.”	 Preston

lamented,	trying	to	lift	their	mood.

Wormwood	 laughed,	 though	 it	 fell

flat.“How	 insufferable	 I	 must	 be,”

they	 said,	 a	 tinge	 of	 guilt	 creeping

into	their	voice.

“I	 would	 have	 returned	 to

tell	 you,	 or	 at	 least	 send	 someone,”

Preston	says.	“But	they	are	suspicious

of	 our	 relations	 already,	 not	 to

mention	 they	 wouldn’t	 let	 me	 leave,

the	 bastards,”	 Preston	 grumbled,

earning	 a	 chuckle	 from	Wormwood.

“And	 they	 certainly	 know	 about

Olivier,	 I	 brought	 it	 up,	 telling	 them

he	 was	 building	 his	 power;	 they

merely	 said	 not	 to	 be	 concerned

about	him	anymore.”

“So	 they	 know	 where	 my

uncle	is?”	Wormwood	asks,	hopeful.

“They	 must,	 judging	 from

their	 lack	 of	 concern	 they	 seem	 to

think	him	under	control.”

Wormwood	 hummed	 in

thought.	 “How	 long	 are	 you	 to	 be
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here?”	they	ask	finally.

“Till	dawn.”

“No	food?”

“No,	 I	 am	 to	 fast	 the	whole

time,	 and	 I’m	 to	 be	 in	 solitary,”

Preston	adds.

Wormwood	nods	in	thought.

“The	 church	 doesn’t	 seem	 to	 count

me	as	a	person,	which	I	assume	can	be

exploited.”	 They	 chuckled,	 trying	 to

be	lighthearted,	though	it	didn't	reach

their	eyes.

“I	suppose,”	Preston	agrees.

“It	 may	 not	 be	 my	 place	 to

ask,”	 Wormwood	 starts,	 “us	 not

having	 been	 on	 good	 terms	 until

recently.	But	what	ails	you,	Preston?”

“You’re	 right,	 it's	 not,”	 he

huffs.

“I	 just	 wish	 to	 help,	 the

turmoil	 you	 are	 in	 is	 leaving	 a	 sour

taste	 in	 my	 mouth.”	 They	 paused

before	 adding,	 “You	 were	 like	 this

earlier	at	the	inn	as	well.”

“How	 did	 you	 know	 that?”

Preston	frowns	at	them.

“...It's	hard	to	describe,”	they

fidgeted	 with	 their	 hands	 again.

“Strong	 emotions	 get	 projected,

others	 have	 a	 certain	 smell	 or	 taste.

Fear	 and	 anger	 are	 easy	 to	 pick	 up

on,”	 they	 explain.	 “Though,”	 they

pause,	 “I	 seem	 to	be	 the	only	one	 to

sense	other	 emotions,	 as	 demons	 can

only	really	taste	and	sense	fear.”	They

chuckle	 softly.	 “You’re	 not	 as

emotionless	as	you	claim	to	be,”	they

tried	 to	 make	 a	 lighthearted	 gibe,

smiling	weakly.

Preston	 hums	 in	 response.

“…You’ve	said	before	that	you	never

expect	me	 to	 talk.	 I	 assume	 this	 is	 a

constant	 since	 I…	 don’t	 really	 have

much	 to	 say	 at	 times	 apart	 from	our

banter.”	He	frowns.	“I	can’t	very	well

show	 empathy	 like	 regular	 humans

ought	to,	in	truth	I	always	feel	numb.

Strange,	usually	the	roles	are	reversed,

but	I	suppose	this	is	my	punishment.”

“What	 could	 you	 ever	 be

punished	for,	old	man?”	They	gave	a

quiet,	disbelieving	laugh.

Preston	 gave	 a	 deep	 sigh,	 “I

gave	 into	 temptation,	 and	 from	 that,

infidelity.	And	I	indulged	in	it	till	the
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very	 thing	 that	made	me	human	was

removed	 bit	 by	 bit,	 until	 I	 could	 no

longer	 feel	 even	 pleasure.	 All	 fated

from	 one	 night	 of	 weakness	 and

curiosity.”	 He	 looks	 down	 at	 his

shoes,	 sighing.	 “Emotions	 now	 are,"

he	 paused,	wrinkling	 his	 nose,	 "how

should	 I	 put	 this—echoes,	 of	 what

they	 once	were.	Although	 anger	 and

annoyance	 seem	 to	 be	 the	 most

prominent	to	have	been	retained…”

“Who	 did	 this	 to	 you?”

Wormwood	 asks,	 in	 a	 tone	 that

almost	seemed	sad.

Preston	glanced	at	the	demon,	unsure

if	they	asked	for	better	understanding

or	 curiosity.	 Looking	 back	 at	 his

hands,	 he	 replied,	 “I	 thought	 they

were	 an	 angel.”	 Preston	 paused,

gathering	 himself.	 “I	 was	 arrogant

and	 afraid.	 I	wanted	 security	 for	my

future	 and	 family	 and…	 And

companionship,”	he	adds,	ashamed.

Wormwood	looked	down,	silent	for	a

moment,	”I	cannot	speak	to	that.	But

I	 do	 wish	 to	 know,”	 They	 paused

with	a	frown,	something	still	puzzled

them.	 “Why	 do	 you	 possess

longevity?”	They	asked,	looking	back

up	to	Preston.	“After	your	death	you

should	 have	 been…escorted,”	 they

grimace	 slightly	 at	 the	 poor	 word

choice.

“I	 do	 not	 know,	 part	 of	 me

wishes	not	to.	I	assume	one	day	I	will

die,	 but	 until	 then	 I	 will	 wander	 as

Cane	 did,	 an	 empty	 shell	 making

show	to	the	world	of	what	it	used	to

be.	 I	 will	 slowly	 forget	 all	 that	 was,

what	 I’ll	 become	 I	 do	 not	 wish	 to
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know,”	he	says,	resigned.

They	 both	 stared	 at	 the

marble	floor	in	thought.

“I	 don’t	 think	 your	 fate	will

be	 as	 grim	 as	 you	 fear,”	Wormwood

said	eventually.

“I	 don’t	 fear	 it,”	 Preston

protested.

“No…but	 you	 do	 hold

dread.”	Wormwood	says	gently.	“Or

at	the	least	an	apprehension,	I	can	feel

it	 hovering	 over	 you	 like	 a	 fog.	 It’s

just,”	they	pause,	“...dull	I	suppose.”

Preston	 gave	 a	 resigned	 sigh.

“Because	 it	 will	 be	 inevitable	 in	 the

end.	It	will	come	to	a	head	one	day.”

“One	 day,”	 Wormwood

agrees.	“But	not	today,	not	now.”

Preston	meets	their	eyes,	and

like	 Wormwood,	 he	 searches	 for

sincerity.

Wormwood	had	left	an	hour

before	 dawn,	 as	 to	 not	 raise	 more

suspicion	 than	 the	 two	 already

warrant.	 The	 Cardinal	 and	 his

entourage	 returned	 then	 to	 finish	 the

makeshift	 ceremony.	Still	 smelling	of

frankincense	and	myrrh,	Preston	was

walked	out	of	the	church.	Bowing	his

goodbye,	 Preston	 began	 to	 walk

away,	 and	 as	 he	 did,	 the	 other	 holy

men	retreated	inside,	save	for	Gheste.

Cardinal	Gheste	stood	at	 the

top	 of	 the	 steps,	 hands	 behind	 his

back.	 “Auf	wiedersehen,	Archbishop

Preston,”	 he	 said,	 gold	 amber	 eyes

burning	 into	 Preston’s	 back	 as	 he

walked	away	from	the	church,	trying

not	to	falter	in	his	steps.	*

Empty/Mu,	Acrylic	on	Canvas	by	ZayaVothz
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Oh,	to	find	someone	who	will	greet	me,

In	the	mornings	with	sweet	kisses	of	cyanide	

And	deathly	painful	howls	in	the	midnight
								

Roll	me	in	flavors	of	your	exotic	spice

Powdered	crimson	that	once	ran	a	flood

Once	untamed,	madly	dangerous
								

Speak	to	me	in	elongated	vowels

Slur	the	alien’s	words	that	come	sinful	to	my	sides

Paint	my	skin,	that	is	your	canvas,	with	faery	manners
								

Prove	to	your	Grace	that	you	are	of	like	mind

As	a	murder	of	crows	chant	their	blessings

Swear	your	brain	grows	off	of	mine	as	a	tumour

								

Prove	to	your	Grace,	

that	settled	within	the	core	you	treasure

Is	a	heart	that	faultlessly	synchronizes

With	my	very	own
								

Oh,	sweet	aged	honey

I	take	joy	in	your	deathly	romantics

Your	treasure	chest	has	the	shiniest	jewels	of	all

Ruby	heart,	Sapphire	mind,	Amber	soul

Although	my	favourite	are

The	deformed	pearls	flung	abundantly	

about	your	dwelling

Those	you	have	collected	as	trophies

To	impress	your	Grace,	

pearls	of	great	length	that	once	resided

Deep	inside	others,	

wrapped	in	what	once	existed	together

As	silken	flesh	and	bone
								

That	is	the	best

Never	drying	as	bitter	sap	on	my	bark

Forever	leaking	from	a	breathing	log
															

Oh,	to	gallop	and	dance	amongst	the	sunlight

Where	trinkets	are	but	the	past

I	am	waiting

I	shall	wait...that	is	for	certain	and	for	eternity

That	is	all	I	can	do

For	Peace	will	always	join	the	party

N
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EARTH'S	LAMENT

by	Haley	Alvarado

I’ve	been	on	this	path

I’ve	known	this	pain

So	don’t	make	me	walk	it	again

I	thought	this	was	what	I	wanted

But	now	it	seems	like	a	nightmare

You	made	me	a	mother

Just	so	you	could	cut	me	down

But	is	something	wrong	with	me

Because,	I	can’t	hate	you

Even	though	my	skin	is	suffocating,	

covered	in	oil	that	you	stole	

Even	though	my	hair	is	burning,	

so	you	can	drown	my	babies

Even	though	my	breasts	have	been	removed,	

so	they	may	never	regrow

Even	though	my	feet	are	bruised,	

and	all	this	was	for	you

I	can’t	help	but	love	you

You	made	it	so	I	couldn’t	breath

I	couldn’t	see	what	you	had	done	to	me

How	when	the	water	rises,	you	claim	ignorance

How	when	you	think	it's	better	you	go	back	to	old	ways

That	you	would	only	love	me,	to	take	every	gift	I	made	

I	can	see	all	the	destruction	of	everything	I	created	

For	you	to	kill	it	all	away

I’ll	forgive	you	every	time	you	hurt	me

Hoping	that	things	go	back	to	how	they	use	to	be

But,	you	gamble	my	body	away	for	profit

Just	so	you	can	steal	my	youth	

Just	so	you	can	steal	my	purity	

And	replace	it	with	your	dirty	fantasy	

Don’t	make	me	say	goodbye

Don’t	make	me	hide

Don’t	make	me	disappear	

I’ve	traveled	all	over,	to	give	you	my	love

Just	so	you	could	breath

And	now	you	burn	me	at	the	stake	

And	spit	on	me

I	still	believe	in	you,	even	if	your	not	who	you	use	to	be

Just,	don’t	walk	away

All	I	breath	is	the	smoke	you	made

I	once	thought	that	you	would,	love	me	gently

But	now	all	I	can	see,	is	your	own	greed	

You,	took	away	my	eyes	so	I	couldn’t	see	

How	you	were	slowing	killing	me

How	you	pretend	you	were	holy	

I	use	to	think	it	would	be	easy

But	now	I	see

There	is	no	victory

So	I’m	waiting	for	the	day	to	come

So	you	can	take	back	all	those	things	you	have	done	to	me

The	pain	I	feel	for	you	is	

becoming	the	same	as	the	love	I	once	knew	for	you	

I	gave	it	away	all	for	free

Only	for	you	to	ruin	me

Painting	by	Haley	Alvarado
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All	That	There	Is,	pencil	and	colored	pencil	on	paper	by	Eduardo	Sandoval
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To	 say	 it	 how	 it	 is,	 I	 received	 three	 back	 to	 back

acceptances	with	scholarships	in	February.	

Then	the	Coronavirus	showed	itself	and	school	was	shut

down.	 I	 waited	 for	 three	 more	 schools	 tsend	 the

acceptance	letters	with	even	better	scholarships	by	April

1	that	I	would	share	over	Zoom.	

Then	 came	 the	 back	 to	 back	 rejections.	 No	 majestic

Zoom	congratulations,	just	a	cry	and	return	to	what	had

been	in	front	of	me	this	whole	time.
		

Where	am	I	going	to	college?	
		

I	knew	this	would	be	a	difficult	decision	to	make	under

normal	 circumstances,	 but	 with	 the	 unexpected	 tragic

twist	 of	 the	 coronavirus	 added	 to	 the	 equation,	 the

verdict	has	seemed	near	impossible.	There	is	no	sense	of

time,	therefore	I	can	sit	and	ponder	in	the	procrastination

brain	 cave.	There	 is	 no	 one	 to	 hold	me	 accountable	 for

this,	there's	just	more	time	and	it’s	moving	faster.
		

I	have	until	May	1	to	make	my	decision.	That’s	4	weeks

away.	
		

I’m	pretty	sold	on	SAIC	in	chicago.	Everyone	around	me

is	convinced	I’m	going	there.	Like	my	family	and	friends

who	know	it’s	a	great	school	and	they	know	I’ll	 love	 it,

too.	 I	 haven’t	 asked	 teachers	 yet	 except	 I	 emailed	 Ms.

Sadowski	 tonight	about	which	 is	 the	better	printmaking

program.
		

I’ve	spent	so	much	time	talking	to	myself	about	what	to

do	 next.	 For	 the	 past	 of	 couple	 weeks	 my	 internal

dialogue	has	been	swinging	back	and	forth:	
		

I’m	going	to	do	this.

No.	Not,	that.

I	have	a	specific	passion	so,	yes	this	next	step	is	right.

No	no	no	my	goals	are	too	broad!

That’s	the	point,	so	it's	okay.

Cries.

You’re	dumb.	

What	about	a	Gap	year?

This	is	a	forced	gap	year.

Student	debt	horror	stories	on	Youtube.

Happy	student	debt	videos.

Okay,	yes.

No.	No.	No.	That	makes	no	sense.

Life	is	good!

Oh	no	it’s	not.	I	don't	know	what	I’m	doing.

I	give	up.

I’m	 just	 a	 girl	 who	 doesn’t	 want	 to	 do	 anything	 right

now.
		

I	don’t	understand	how	I’m	supposed	to	plan	my	future

out.	Do	we	 even	 know	 if	we’re	 going	 to	 college	 in	 the

fall?	 It	 feels	 like	we’re	 not.	How	 should	 that	 affect	my

decision?	 How	 do	 you	 commit	 to	 a	 future	 that	 is	 so

obviously	unsure?
		

Do	you	feel	qualified	to	give	me	college	advice?	

You	know,	I	was	actually	talking	to	Giacomo	and	he	says

“she	must	 continue!	She	musnt’	wait	 for	 life	 to	 start	up

again.	I	say	always	keep	moving.	She	has	an	opportunity.

She	must	take	it	and	go!”
		

Ooh,	you’re	right.	

The	 college	 decision	 process	 has	 low	 lows	 and	 highs.

Right	 now	 I’m	 feeling	 good;	 Giacomo	 said	 the

inspirational	magic	is	“keep	moving	guys!”	despite	being

weighed	down	by	the	lows	I’ve	been	feeling	for	the	past

two	weeks.
		

It’s	May	1st	and	I	take	the	June	1st	extension.
		

I	talked	to	Ms.	Young	and	Barry.	They	say	go	to	MICA.
		

Woah,	OK,	right	turn!
		

I	have	stayed	inside	for	so	long	that	I	haven’t	spoken	face

to	face	with	anyone	but	my	mom	and	sister	for	over	two

months.	 This	 lack	 of	 human	 contact	 and	 socialization	 I

fear	will	be	a	culture	shock	whenever	I’m	 launched	into

college.	I’m	worried	I’ll	forget	how	to	talk	to	people.
		

Every	other	day

I	cry

I	am	content

I	have	too	many	ideas

I	have	no	ideas	at	all

Despite	all	of	this,	I	have	to	make	a	decision.	
		

As	 of	 now,	 I’m	 more	 excited	 about	 SAIC,	 the	 Art

Institute	of	Chicago.
		

But	 as	 of	 right	 now,	 I’m	 planning	 on	 committing	 to

MICA	in	the	next	couple	days.	*
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Four	 hundred	 dollars.	 That

is	what	my	 photo	 sells	 for	 on	Getty

Images.	 Four	 hundred	 dollars	 for	 a

journalist	 to	 tell	 a	 story	 with	 my

image	that	is	not	my	story.

	 Two	 steps	 up	 and	 the	 doors

close	behind	me.	I’m	on	the	Silverline

bus	 headed	 to	 downtown	 Los

Angeles.	 The	 bus	 is	 overcrowded.	 I

scout	for	a	seat,	searching	for	familiar

faces.	No	one.	Never	mind.	 I	 can	do

this	alone.	Everyone	is	holding	a	sign

similar	to	mine.	This	is	the	day	I	will

march	for	gun	control.	The	day	I	will

stand	 for	 seventeen	 beautiful	 teens

who	 lost	 their	 lives	 in	 a	 high-school

shooting	 in	Parkland,	Florida.	 I	wish

they	 could	 walk	 with	 me.	 Today	 I
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will	 make	 a	 peaceful	 stand	 for	 our

future.	I	hope	my	efforts	will	have	an

impact	 on	 the	 world,	 and	 my	 voice

will	matter,	because	our	voices	are	the

most	positive	tool	for	change.		

	 The	 bus	 pulls	 into	 Union

Station.	 I’m	 wearing	 my	 mother’s

blue	sweater.	I	can	smell	her	perfume

from	our	goodbye	hug	that	morning.

I	 push	 through	 the	 crowd	 of

thousands	of	people,	 find	an	opening

at	 the	 top	 of	 the	 stairs	 of	 City	 Hall

and,	 in	 one	 swift	 motion,	 swing	 my

sign	 above	 my	 head	 for	 the	 whole

world	 to	 see.	On	 it	 are	 three	 simple

words:	 “PROTECT	 OUR

FUTURE.”	

I	 shout	 into	 the	 air	 with	 all
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my	might.	 It’s	 as	 if	 time	 stands	 still.

And	 it	does,	 in	 a	way;	 at	 this	precise

moment,	 someone	 takes	 my

photograph	and	it	is	captured	forever.

Three	 words	 put	 together	 for	 kids,

just	like	me,	who	went	to	school	one

day	 with	 the	 scent	 of	 their	 mother’s

perfume	 on	 their	 sweaters,	 but	 who

never	came	home.	This	moment,	 this

roar	of	anguish	for	my	fellow	teens,	is

huge	 for	 me.	 Little	 do	 I	 know	 how

much	of	an	impression	it	will	have	on

the	rest	of	the	world.

	 A	 few	days	 after	 the	 protest

my	 parents	 show	 me	 a	 newspaper,

and	 there	 I	 am	 with	 my	 sign.	 That

powerful	 moment	 caught	 on	 film.

Photographer	Ronin	Tivoni	 captured
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Photograph	Courtesy	of	Getting	Images	

N

PROTECT	OUR	FUTURE

by	Coco	Angelo



	171	

America,	gouache	on	paper	by	Wyatt	Workman

it,	 and	 the	 photo	 quickly	 circulates	 the	 world:	 The	 Los

Angeles	 Times,	 The	 Wall	 Street	 Journal,	 The	 London

Times.	It’s	 the	article	 in	The	London	Times	 that	 surprises

me.	The	image	is	the	same:	one	teen	standing	in	solidarity

with	others,	but	the	article	calls	us	“coddled,”	“amateurs”

and	“cult	like.”

	 I’m	stung.	The	Times	article	is	not	negative,	it	just

dismisses	our	passion	and	the	true	sense	of	the	moment.	As

I	dwell	deeper	into	the	page,	I	realize	this	is	not	about	ego

or	power	or	right	and	wrong.	It’s	simply	an	interpretation.

Everything	 has	 multiple	 interpretations.	 Imagery	 is	 both

universal	and,	deeply	personal.	As	long	as	I	stay	true	to	my

intentions,	both	in	life	and	art,	the	interpretation	is	free	for

others	to	make.	I	have	a	moral	responsibility	to	be	aware	of
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how	 my	 work	 impacts	 society,	 while	 respecting	 the

perception	 of	 others	 despite	 my	 intended	 purpose;

keeping	 conscious	 to	 always	 being	 sensitive	 to	 the

universe.

	 One	journalist	may	deem	it	suitable	to	use	my

image	to	illustrate	foolish	teens,	but	he	can’t	change	the

fact	 that	 we	 were	 honest,	 selfless	 and	 informed.	 The

moment	was	real;	the	image	is	yours,	via	Getty	Images.

And,	since	I	have	no	rights	over	the	picture,	 it	may	be

seen	one	day	as	an	advert	for	something	innocuous.	But

it	 was	 a	 picture	 of	 me	 in	 that	 moment:	 young	 girl,

passionate	and	resolute,	standing	not	for	herself	but	for

the	scent	of	perfume	on	a	sweater	worn	by	a	child	who

will	never	come	home.	*
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Self	Discoveries
Coco	Angelo

I	have	discovered	how	great	 it	 is	to	be	alone.	One	on	one

with	Coco;	I	feel	like	I	hear	and	understand	her	the	most.

We	bond	with	thoughts	and	have	 the	deepest	discussions:

listening	to	new	music,	basking	in	the	light,	and	most	of	all

sleeping.	I	think	I've	truly	found	my	soulmate.

Matea	Carlin

I	have	discovered	that	I	am	self	sufficient	when	it	comes	to

creating	 a	 pleasant	 environment	 for	 myself.	 This	 makes

solitude	much	more	manageable	and	gives	my	mind	more

room	to	relax.

Christopher	Eittinger

I	have	discovered	 that	once	you	have	 stayed	 in	one	place

for	 long	 period	 of	 time,	 you	 either	 go	 insane,	 or	 you

become	 more	 attached	 to	 it	 then	 you've	 ever	 thought

possible.

Francesca	Fassbender

I	have	discovered	that:	I	am	very	good	at	making	poached

eggs,	apparently.	I	have	a	LOT	of	things	to	do	to	keep	me

occupied---	from	drawing,	writing,	makeup,	managing	my

art	account,	dancing,	browsing	music,	making	skirts,	doing

commissions,	reading,	cooking,	and	thinking.	I'm	surprised

to	discover	 that	 I'm	not	bored	yet!	 I	can	drink	a	LOT	of

tea.

Nel	García

I	have	discovered	 that	 I	 really	don’t	 like	 certain	 things	 as

much	as	I	thought	I	did.

Illustration	by	Casey	Lee
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Caitlin	M

I	have	discovered	that	I	have	a	dairy	sensitivity,	lol.

Raina	Markham

I	realized	that	I	have	so	much	more	potential	than	I	think	I

do.	 I	also	discovered	 that	 sitting	outside	 in	 the	 sun	solves

all	my	problems.

Hope	Mothersbaugh

I’ve	 discovered	 how	 poor	 I	 am	 with	 technology	 even

though	I	use	it	everyday.

Peyton	Phillips

I	have	discovered	that	although	I'm	always	trying	to	learn

new	things,	sometimes	it’s	OK	to	fall	back	on	the	things	I

know.

Aedon	Rasch

I	 have	 discovered	 that	 I	 can	 procrastinate	 in	 a	 very

uncomfortable	and	efficient	way.	

Also	that	I	can	eat	an	entire	bag	of	cookies	in	a	day.

ZayaVothz

I	 have	 learned	 that	 because	 I	 stay	 home	 regardless	 of

quarantine,	I	don’t	feel	as	restrained	now.

Aine	McCauley

I	have	discovered	that	I	can	keep	my	room	clean,	and	that	I

am	a	severe	procrastinator	even	with	all	this	extra	time.

Tania	Rambaldo

I've	 discovered	 a	 love	 for	 talent	 shows!	 My	 family	 has

gotten	really	 into	The	Voice,	 and	we	 like	 to	place	bets	on

our	favorite	contestants.

Drawing	by	Olivia	Bluming



	173	

Bedtime	Stories
What	stories	do	artists	tell	themselves	when	they	are

falling	asleep	during	a	quarantined	pandemic?

Matea	Carlin

If	I	am	stressed	I	try	to	imagine	drifting	through	an	outer-

space-like	 void.	 That	 makes	 it	 very	 easy	 for	 me	 to	 fall

asleep.	Sometimes	when	I	do	this	it	starts	to	feel	like	I	am

actually	floating	out	of	my	bed.

Christopher	Eittinger

I	always	imagine	myself	as	a	asteroid,	flying	through	space

at	 unimaginable	 speed;	 you	 have	 no	 control	 over	 the

direction	you	fly,	but	you	sure	as	hell	are	interested	where

you	end	up.	For	better	or	worse,	time	will	tell.

Francesca	Fassbender

Telling	 myself	 a	 story	 before	 bed	 has	 become	 such	 an

integral	 part	 of	 my	 bedtime	 routine	 that	 I	 don't	 think	 I

could	 go	 to	 sleep	without	 it.	While	 I've	 been	 continuing

the	same	story	 for	six	years	every	night	now,	I'd	say	 that

COVID-19	has	made	me	lose	myself	in	that	"world"	a	lot

more	than	usual.	It	not	only	helps	me	feel	less	anxious,	but

less	alone	and/or	bored,	I	think.	The	stories	revolve	around

this	 VERY	 complicated	 storyline	 (I've	 kept	 adding	 onto

them	since	I	was	ten)	about	a	woman	who	can	do	anything

(first	 it	 was	 metaphorical,	 but	 now	 it's	 turned	 into	 this

complex	 explanation	 that	 translates	 into	 this	 woman

literally	being	able	to	do	anything	--	like	go	to	the	future,

go	 to	 different	 worlds,	 etc.	 I	 try	 lose	 myself	 in	 my

fantastical,	overpowered	worlds	because	they	make	me	feel

in	control	of	whatever	crazy	things	happen	in	my	regular,

"mundane"	life.

Nel	García

A	fairytale.

Caiti	M

I	try	to	think	of	things	on	the	happier,	sometimes	romantic

side	so	I	don't	fall	asleep	in	a	bad	mood.

Hope	Mothersbaugh

I’m	a	deep	 thinker,	 so	 if	 I	want	 to	 relax,	 I	 just	 try	not	 to

think.	 I	 try	 to	 clear	 my	 head	 and	 focus	 on	 my

surroundings.	

S.W.	Rang

I	like	to	think	about	swimming	in	the	ocean.

Aine	McCauley

Most	of	the	time	I	just	fall	asleep,	but	if	I'm	anxious	I	just

think	about	life.	Once	I	imagined	how	if	you	took	away	all

the	houses	there	would	just	be	a	bunch	of	people	sleeping

in	one	room,	the	earth.	Hahah.	Maybe	that's	scarier,	but	I

found	comfort	in	that	thought.

Coco	Angelo

Before	 I	 fall	 asleep	 I	 like	 to	 watch	 Game	 of	 Thrones...

intense	 right?	 But	 it	 gives	me	 the	wildest	 dreams!	 It's	 so

interesting	 how	 much	 I	 look	 forward	 to	 diving	 into	 my

sleep	 to	 see	what	 surprises	my	 imagination	will	 leave	me.

My	princess	castle	dungeon	moment	 is	 the	greatest	action

of	my	day.

Tania	Rambaldo

Whenever	 I	 have	 trouble	 falling	 asleep,	 I	 think	 of	 my

mom's	 favorite	 poem,	 "The	 Lake	 Isle	 of	 Innisfree"	 by

Yeats.	The	poem	describes	a	peaceful	setting	away	from	the

chaos	 of	 everyday	 life,	 with	 "bee-loud	 glades"	 and	 "lake

water	lapping".	Even	though	I	don't	know	all	the	lines	by

heart,	visualizing	the	lake	and	the	nature	helps	me	relax.

Blue	Sky,	by	Eden	Chyun

King,	Color	Pencils,	by	ZayaVothz



	174	

N

Essential	Survival	Play	List

What	music	have	you	been	listening	to	help	yourself	feel	less	stressed?

I	calm	my	nerves	with	calming	music:	Lofi	hip-hop	radio	(beats	to	relax/study	with)

I	listen	to	a	continuous	live	stream	of	songs	from	the	Loft	Music	Genre	(on	YouTube.)		

I’ve	been	listening	to	Instrumental/emotional/pretty/night-time	songs	that	I	can	study/think	to.

Sometimes	I	just	need	music	I	can	dance	to.

(in	no	particular	order)

Sunny	Afternoon	-	The	Kinks

Hound	Dog	-	Big	Mama	Thornton

Runaway	(feat.	Pusha	T)	-	Kanye	West

Black	Chicken	37	-	Buena	Vista	Social	Club

Good	Day	-	Nappy	Roots

What's	the	Use?	-	Mac	Miller

La	fille	aux	cheveux	de	lin:	

("The	Girl	with	the	Flaxen	Hair")	-	Debussy

Scenery	1976	(Full	Album)	-	Ryo	Fukui

Raging	Sea	-	The	Elders

Vienna	-	Billy	Joel

Funky	Galileo	-	Sure	Sure

All	That	and	More(Sailboat)	-	Rainbow	Kitten	Surprise

Great	Days	-	Karen	Aoki	

Cough	Syrup	-	Young	the	Giant

Imagine	-	John	Lennon

Fade	into	You	-	Mazzy	Star

You’re	the	One	-	S+C+A+R+R

Last	Alive	-	drkmnd

Flight	of	the	Purple	Potato	-	Aebleo

Perspective	-	Chris	Mazuera	x	tender	spring

Stayin'	Alive	-	The	Bee	Gee’s

You	Ain't	Goin'	Nowhere	Fast	-	The	Byrds

Here	Comes	the	Sun	-	The	Beatles

Eye	of	the	Tiger	-	Survivor

Footloose	-	Kenny	Loggins

Blasphemous	Rumors	-	Depeche	Mode	

Don't	You	Know	-	Ninja	Sex	Party

Crazy	-	Gnarls	Barkley	

Red	is	the	Rose	-	The	High	Kings

Stay	Alive	-	Jose	Gonzalez	

Sanri	-	She	Past	Away

Wonders	-	Beauty	of	Gemina

Tombfortwo	-	Lebanon	Hanover

The	Circle	of	Life	-	Elton	John

Outside	-	TOPS

Walkabout	-	John	Barry
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Twin	Gardens,	Mixed	Media	by	MIKO
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Quarantine	Sleep	Venn	Diagram	

by	Zoe	Calamar,	Sawyer	Peace,	Onnie	Williams	IV

Affects	of	Zoom	Venn	Diagram	

by	Matea	Carlin	and	August	Macdonald

Illustration	by	Casey	Lee

Our	New	Not	So	Normal	Lives

Illustration	by	Hope	Mothersbaugh

What	kind	of	mask	

will	you	wear?

Photograph	by	Czeska	Markham
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Christopher	Eittinger

I'm	 a	 big	 believer	 in	 simple	 is	 better.	 A	 piece	 of	 toast,

mayonnaise	 or	 butter,	 then	 a	 slice	 of	 cheese,	 ham,	 or

tomato.	Or	 everything	on	 together.	A	 small	 feast	 for	 any

day,	anytime.

Nel	García

I	am	looking	forward	to	going	over	to	friend's	houses	for

breakfast	and	lunch;	I	hate	cooking	for	myself	but	I	do	try

to	experiment	with	recipes.

Raina	Markham

My	 family	has	unconsciously	 started	 a	 tradition	of	 eating

cake	or	sweet	bread,	which	my	sister	bakes,	with	tea	every

night.	It	brings	us	together	and	settles	us	down	at	the	end

of	everyday.

ZayaVothz

My	 little	 sister	 Charlotte’s	 Mac	 ’n	 cheese	 recipe	 was	 so

good	that	I’ve	been	craving	it	since	the	last	time	we	had	it.

Aine	McCauley

Cookies	 and	 chocolate	 are	 my	 snacks.	 A	 veggie	 burger

with	a	lot	of	peppers,	mushrooms	and	onions	is	my	meal.

For	ceramics	we	had	to	make	cookie	sculptures.	It	sounded

fun;	 it	 was	 my	 first	 time	 making	 homemade	 cookies.	 It

didn't	 really	 work	 out	 for	 me	 as	 they	 were	 blobs	 and

somehow	I	made	cookies	that	were	nasty.	I've	been	craving

root	beer	and	a	Mcdonald’s	frappe.		

Aedon	Rasch

I	miss	Olive	Garden	and	a	Denny's	Oreo	milkshake.

Comfort	Foods

What	 foods	 do	 artists	 crave	 during	 a	 quarantined

pandemic?

Hope	Mothersbaugh

For	me,	 instant	 ramen	 has	 been	my	 go-to	 comfort	 food.

I’m	more	of	a	savory	person,	but	I’ve	been	craving	sweets

lately.

Francesca	Fassbender

I've	 learned	 to	 "upgrade"	 my	 instant	 ramen	 to	 include

things	 like	 green	 unions,	 sesame	 oil,	 soy	 sauce,	 garlic,

ginger,	and	my	favorite,	the	poached	egg!

Caiti	M

My	current	 comfort	 foods	 are	microwaveable	 curries	 and

chips.

Coco	Angelo

For	me	there	is	nothing	better	than	a	Cafecito.

S.W.	Rang

Grits	 are	 my	 comfort	 food.	 I	 have	 learned	 how	 cook

Enchiladas,	and	Fish	Curry.	I	love	frozen	Cherry's.

Matea	Carlin

I	haven't	 been	baking	 as	much	 as	 I'd	 like,	 but	my	 family

has	 been	 getting	 a	 lot	 of	 the	 Trader	 Joe's	mixes	 to	make

brownies	and	vanilla	cake.	They	are	so	easy	and	never	fail.

Souplantation	is	a	place	I'm	looking	forward	

to	eating	at	again....	

Except,	I	just	found	out	it's	gone.	

RIP.	

I'll	miss	you.	

This	is	a	sad	one	

because	something	I	thought	

would	be	waiting	for	me	

on	the	other	side	won't	be	there.	
			

Aine	McCauley
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The	Loss	of	the	Metro	

and	Other	Fine	Things

Aine	McCauley

I	miss	 seeing	 the	 same	Metro	 strangers	 I've	 traveled	with

since	 freshman	 year.	 Like	 a	 cute	 little	 old	 lady	 and	man.

Sometimes	they	would	say	"good	morning"	(I	cry).	I	also

miss	getting	the	timing	right	to	be	on	a	bus	with	no	one	on

it.	 I	miss	 seeing	Ms.	 Young	 and	Barry.	 I	miss	 the	Visual

Arts	office.

Tania	Rambaldo

I	miss	breathing	in	a	public	place	without	a	mask	on.	I	miss

hugging	 people,	 sharing	 food,	 and	 knowing	 what	 day	 of

the	week	it	 is.	I	even	miss	all	 the	stairs	at	Cal	State	LA!	I

hated	 them	before,	but	at	 least	all	 the	walking	kept	me	 in

shape.

Raina	Markham

I	miss	the	excitement	of	each	day	being	new	and	different,

and	not	knowing	what's	going	to	happen.	Now	it	feels	like

each	day	falls	 into	the	next	without	a	break;	 the	days	and

weeks	blur	together.

Caiti	M

I	 miss	 going	 down	 to	 the	 movie	 theater	 and	 watching	 a

movie	with	my	best	friend.

Coco	Angelo

I	 miss	 my	 aversion	 to	 riding	 the	Metro;	 the	 sour	 smells,

yelling	 at	 the	 slow	 people,	 and	 most	 of	 all	 not	 having

enough	 money	 on	 my	 Tap	 card.	 How	 about	 the	 best

question....	'Are	you	taking	el	tren	today?'

Christopher	Eittinger

I	miss	the	value	of	spending	time	with	friends.	It's	the	only

thing	which	keeps	friends,	friends.

Haley	Alvarado

To	 quote	 Cabaret,	Money.	 "Money	makes	 the	 world	 go

round.”	

Matea	Carlin

I	 miss	 hugging	 my	 friends	 and	 my	 girlfriend	 and	 I	 miss

random	 conversations	 with	 random	 people.	 I	 also	 miss

school	and	I	want	to	go	to	a	concert.

Francesca	Fassbender

I	miss	thrift	shopping!	I	also	miss	going	to	cafe's	to	study,

write,	and	draw.

Nel	García

I	miss	being	with	friends	and	going	out	to	places	taking	the

Metro.

Hope	Mothersbaugh

I	also	miss	hating	taking	the	Metro.	And	I	really	miss	being

around	my	friends	and	other	people.

S.W.	Rang

I	miss	new	things:	they	tend	to	keep	life	interesting.

Bayanzaya	Tuguldur

I	miss	being	able	to	experience	the	energy	of	others	busy	to

get	on	with	their	days.

Drawing	by	Amelly	Kim	

Illustration	by	Asher	Borison
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The	Silver	Lining

Christopher	Eittinger

As	the	quarantine	continued	for	more	and	more	weeks,	I	slowly

began	 looking	 into	 the	 practice	 of	 meditation.	 And	 with	 the

amount	 of	 time	 available	 to	 me	 between	 school	 and	 other

activities	 I	 have	 somewhat	 come	 to	 understand	 the	 calming

routine.	 It	 allows	me	 to	decrease	 the	amount	of	 stress	 from	this

situation	as	a	whole.

Hope	Mothersbaugh

In	 this	 time,	 I’ve	 been	more	 appreciative	 of	 all	 that	 I	 have.	 I’ve

enjoyed	more	 time	with	my	 family	 and	 doggies.	 I’ve	 realized	 I

can’t	think	of	all	the	"what	if’s"	and	unknowns;	I	have	to	live	in

the	present	and	look	forward	to	the	future.	It’s	helped	me	change

my	attitude	and	focus	on	what’s	most	important	to	me.	College	is

exciting	and	was	going	to	be	my	main	priority,	but,	as	things	have

changed,	I’ve	realized	I	would	rather	focus	on	the	impact	I	want

to	make	to	improve	this	world.	Family,	friends,	the	environment,

and	our	future,	are	my	priorities	now.	I	know	I	am	very	lucky	to

be	alive	and	well.

Raina	Markham

I've	 been	 playing	 more	 violin,	 and	 I	 will	 always	 remember

playing	with	my	mom	and	my	sister	through	Zoom	for	holocaust

survivors	who	were	sitting	at	home	by	themselves,	listening	to	us

play	 the	 Israeli	National	Anthem.	 They	 told	 us	 how	much	 our

music	meant	 to	 them	 and	how	happy	 they	were	 to	 hear	 Jewish

music	on	Holocaust	Remembrance	Day.	If	I	hadn't	been	staying

at	home	I	wouldn't	have	had	that	special	experience	of	playing	for

them.

Matea	Carlin

I	 have	 learned	 how	much	 I	 value	 the	 small	 interactions	 I	 have

with	people	on	a	daily	basis.	I	see	now	the	importance	of	stagers

and	the	reality	of	our	collective	consciousness.

Francesca	Fassbender

I	have	confidence	 in	my	appearance	 for	one	of	 the	 first	 times	 in

my	life!

I’ve	 gained	 online	 friends.	My	 sister	 and	 I	 are	 closer	 than	 ever

before.

I’ve	had	 time	with	my	mom,	who	used	 to	 travel	 twice	 a	month

for	three	to	seven	days	at	a	time.

I	 have	 been	 able	 to	 play	 board	 games	with	my	Dad	 a	 lot	more

often.

Caiti	M

The	LACHSA	Senior	Cinematic	Artists	have	become	closer	due

to	shared	dislikes	and	it's	pretty	great.

Coco	Angelo

I	 have	 gained	 self	 control.	 Being	 one	with	myself,	 I	 practice	 to

stay	centered	with	my	emotions,	relationships	and	my	body.

S.W.	Rang

I	think	I've	been	able	to	create	a	better	connection	with	my	sister.

I	didn't	spend	a	lot	of	time	with	her	before	and	now	we	are	closer

than	ever.

Tania	Rambaldo

I've	had	more	time	to	read,	which	 is	always	something	that	gets

pushed	to	the	side	during	my	normal	schedule.

Aedon	Rasch

I	 love	my	family	and	I	am	getting	to	spend	TONS	of	time	with

them.	Plus	I	am	becoming	much	better	at	using	face	to	face	apps

and	being	consistent	on	times	to	meet	up	with	my	friends,	which

is	something	I	wanted	to	get	better	at	before	college.

Bayanzaya	Tuguldur

I	think	I’ve	come	to	actually	notice	myself	more.	I	really	listened

to	myself	even	if	I	haven’t	resolved	issues	yet,	it’s	definitely	more

helpful	 to	 figure	 myself	 out.	 My	 future	 is	 going	 to	 be	 the

aftermath	of	a	history	 textbook	event,	probably	weird	for	a	 few

years	 until	 we	 figure	 ourselves	 out	 as	 a	 nation.	 And	 hopefully

there	 will	 be	 a	 new	 boom	 of	 art	 and	 creation	 born	 from

quarantine,	 a	 new	 revolutionary	 time	where	 people	 bustle	 with

artistic	energy.

Animal	Crossing	Avatar	by

Nicole	Tani



	180	

”All	the	Light	We	Cannot	See,"	by	Anthony	Doerr
Reading	the	prose	in	this	book	is	like	eating	cheesecake;	it

is	 delicious!	 The	 writing	 blends	 science	 and	 art	 together

beautifully.	 It	 follows	 the	 lives	 of	 two	 very	 different

characters	 (a	 French	 blind	 girl	 and	 an	 orphaned	German

boy,)	 who	 lived	 during	 a	 really	 tough	 time	 in	 human

history,	World	War	 II,	 and	 reveals	 how	 human	 kindness

travels	across	airwaves	to	connect	us	all.		Mrs.	Workman

"Brown	Girl	Dreaming"	by	Jacqueline	Woodson
I	 really	 liked	 this	 book.	 I	 especially	 liked	 the	 style	 of

writing	 and	 the	 author's	 simplistic	 yet	 lyrical	 way	 of

writing	(it's	so	beautiful).	It's	all	written	like	a	long	poem,

so	 it's	 a	 pretty	 quick	 and	 easy	 read,	 perfect	 for	 staying

home/sitting	 outdoors.	 It's	 an	 autobiography	 about	 the

author's	life	when	she	was	a	little	girl,	developing	her	love

for	stories,	literature	and	writing.		Hope	Mothersbaugh

"The	Death	and	Life	of	Zebulon	Finch,"	

by	Daniel	Kraus
It	 is	 charming	 and	 funny	with	 both	 the	 narrator	 and	 the

story	he	tells,	I	honestly	had	great	trouble	putting	it	down

even	during	 the	 emotional	bits.	 It's	 a	 great	 read	 for	 those

wanting	 some	 of	 the	 more	 macabre	 parts	 of	 American

history	 mixed	 with	 the	 unnatural	 fiction	 presented;	 the

vocabulary	had	me	going	 through	a	dictionary	more	 than

once.	 This	 book,	 however	 packed	 with	 action	 and

dialogue,	 carries	 a	 lot	 of	 internal	 struggles	 and
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contemplation	 for	 (what	 I	 consider)	 a	 very	 morally	 grey

character	 and	 is	 a	 full	 tome	 unto	 itself	 being	 almost	 700

pages	 and	 the	 second	 volume	 (yes	 another,	 equally

entertaining,)	being	almost	800.	Nel	García

"Anya's	Ghost,"	by	Vera	Brosgol
This	book	is	a	supernatural	 'murder	mystery'	with	a	dark

twist.	 It	 keeps	 you	 on	 your	 toes	 and	 it	 has	 a	 really

heartwarming	message	 of	 loving	 yourself	 and	where	 you

came	from.		Caiti	M

"Confederacy	of	Dunces,"	by	John	Kennedy	Toole
I	think	this	books	reminds	us	to	not	take	life	and	ourselves

so	seriously	and	to	keep	it	light.	In	a	time	or	being	trapped

inside	with	crazy	news	always	looming,	I	think	a	book	like

that	is	very	important.		S.W.	Rang

"Less,"	by	Andrew	Sean	Greer
Are	you	a	writer	feeling	stuck	at	home?	This	is	the	perfect

book	to	read	as	it	will	take	you	on	an	adventure	to	literary

events	 in	 Mexico,	 Italy,	 Germany,	 Morocco,	 India,	 and

Japan,	 with	 the	 perfect	 traveling	 companion,	 a	 character

your	heart	will	 open	up	 to	 in	 all	 the	best	ways.	This	 is	 a

love	 story,	 an	 endearing	 comedy,	 a	 slightly	 different	 take

on	a	coming	of	age	 story;	 it	 is	 a	beautifully	written	novel

that	absolutely	deserves	the	Pulitzer	Prize	 it	won	in	2018.

Mrs.	Workman

N

ARTISTS	IN	THE	TIME	OF	CORONAVIRUS

Books	to	Read	During	a	Pandemic

Reading	for	pleasure	is	something	most	artists	in	school	don't	have	enough	time	for,	and	yet	it	can	be	just	right	antidote

to	stress	and	worry.	It	also	provides	a	great	source	of	inspiration	for	an	artist's	work.	It	can	also	be	a	great	way	to	travel

safely	outside	of	your	surroundings	when	you	are	not	able	to	physically	leave	them.	We	highly	recommend	it!
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"Under	the	Udala	Tree,"	by	Chinelo	Okparanta	
“This	is	a	story	about	a	girl,	Ijeoma,	growing	up	in	60s	war-

torn	Nigeria	while	 also	having	 to	 survive	being	 gay	 in	 this

society	 already	 against	 her.	 It's	 sad,	 but	 mainly	 such	 a

beautiful	 story	 to	 be	 immersed	 in.	 So	 good,	 I	 cry.	 	 Aine

McCauley

"Inward",	by	Yung	Pueblo
I	 loved	 this	 read!	 Inward	 is	 a	 collection	 of	 poetry	 that

discusses	 the	 importance	 of	 unconditional	 love	 and	 the

power	 of	 understanding	 your	 truth,	 through…	 letting	 go.

“Healing,	 transformation,	and	freedom	are	possible.”	Super

easy	read,	I	finished	it	in	a	day!	The	words	have	touched	me

in	 such	 a	 warm	 and	 powerful	 way,	 and	 has	 been	 a	 great

guiding	force	in	these	strange	strange	times.		Coco	Angelo

"The	Girl	Who	Could	Fly,"	by	Victoria	Forester
This	 is	 a	 story	 about	 a	 young	 girl	 with	 a	 mutant	 power

looking	 for	 friends	 like	 herself,	 and	 to	 fit	 in	 with	 a	 world

that	doesn't	want	her	to.	It's	very	fun	to	read	and	will	most

likely	make	you	cry.	Aedon	Rasch

"Magonia"	by	Maria	Dehvana	Headley
I	 remember	 I	 liked	 this	 book	 because	 it	 was	 so	 original,

creative,	exciting,	magical	and	weird.	It's	about	this	girl,	Aza,

who	suffers	from	some	mysterious	lung	disease.	She	goes	on

this	journey	to	learn	more	about	herself	and	where	she	came

from.	 I	 don't	want	 to	 spoil	 it,	 but	 it	 involves	 flying	 pirate

ships,	singing	birds,	and	changeable	human	skins.	

Hope	Mothersbaugh

"Like	Water	for	Chocolate,"	by	Laura	Esquivel
Chocolate	is	often	a	most	comforting	of	food	in	difficult

times,	and	this	novel	provides	the	same	comfort.	This	is	a

bittersweet	 tale	 told	 through	 a	 series	 of	 recipes,	 home

remedies,	 and	bits	 of	 romance	 and	magic.	 It	will	whisk

you	 away	 to	 another	 time,	 into	 the	world	of	 a	wealthy

Mexican	 family	 and	 the	 conflicts	 that	 arise	 when	 the

constraints	of	 tradition	 are	 challenged	by	 the	desires	 of

the	heart.	Mrs.	Workman

"Ella	Enchanted"	by	Gail	Carson	Levine
"This	is	one	of	my	favorite	childhood	books!	It's	a	very

different	 (and	 I	 think	 better)	 take	 on	 the	 Cinderella

story,	 about	 a	 girl	 growing	 up	with	 a	 curse	 that	 forces

her	 to	 be	 obedient.	 It's	 short	 -	 sweet-	 and	 gives	 the

characters	 more	 depth	 than	 I've	 seen	 in	 any	 other

Cinderella	rendition.”	Aedon	Rasch

"The	Hitchhikers	Guide	to	the	Galaxy,"	

by	Douglas	Adams
"This	book	is	about	a	very	plain,	average	man	who	could

use	 some	 adventure	 in	 life,	 and	 coincidentally	 enough,

the	 Earth	 being	 destroyed	 is	 pretty	 adventurous!

Throughout	the	book	he	hops	from	galactic	situation	to

galactic	 situation	with	his	best	 friend	 from	Earth,	 a	 girl

he	 almost	 hooked	 up	 with	 that	 one	 time,	 a	 very

depressed	robot,	and	the	swaggering,	criminally	inclined

President	of	space.	It's	super	funny	and	will	most	likely

make	you	laugh	out	loud.		Aedon	Rasch

OVERDRIVE	 is	 a	 company	 that	 works	 with	 thousands	 of

libraries	around	the	country	in	order	to	provide		free	library

resources.	 Download	 their	 app	 "Libby,	 by	Overdrive"	 for

your	 free	"instant	digital	 library	card"	and	 start	 streaming

the	 tens	of	 thousands	of	 titles	available.	 There	might	be	a

wait	list	for	a	popular	book	you're	interested	in,	so	sign	up

and	you'll	receive	a	notice	when	it's	available	for	you.	But

there	are	more	than	enough	to	choose	from.

SUPPORT	 YOUR	 LOCAL	 INDEPENDENT	 BOOKSTORE.

Many	bookstores	offer	curbside	pickup.	Visit	their	websites,

place	your	order	online,	and	call	ahead.	

BOOKSHOP.ORG	 is	 an	 online	 bookstore	 that	 financially

supports	 local	 independent	bookstores	and	gives	back	 the

book	community.	If	you	haven't	checked	it	out	yet,	you'll	be

pleased	when	you	do.

Best	Book	Resources	During	a	Stay	in	Place	Order
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Editor-in-Chief

ZayaVothz	 (Bayanzaya	 Tuguldur)	 Visual
Arts	 at	 LACHSA.	 Senior.	 Likes	 spiders.	Wears	 black

and	 white.	 Never	 colors.	 Scared	 of	 dogs.	 Loves	 dark

chocolate.	Curious.	Existential.	Obsessed	with	eyes	and

the	always	lingering	thought:	“Time	is	unreal.	Humans

are	 unreal.	 We	 only	 live	 in	 the	 now	 and	 have	 only

experienced	life.	What	comes	of	us	when	we	die	could

drastically	 be	 different	 than	 what	 we	 believe	 as	 the

living.	We	 don’t	 know	 anything	 about	 death	 and	 the

life	 beyond	 other	 than	 fantasized	 theories...we	 don’t

know	 so	 many	 things.	We	 are	 birthed	 from	 Life	 and

married	off	to	Death”	-	she	is	an	existential	romantic	in

eternal	crisis	and	hopeful	ambassador	to	the	gothic.

“The	 Pandemic	was	 a	 lot	 harder	 to	 deal	with

than	 I	 had	 originally	 thought	 it	would	 be;	 the	 biggest

challenge	 was	 completing	 my	 workload	 with

satisfaction	and	content.	My	favorite	coping	mechanism

was	drinking	lots	of	tea	and	giving	myself	time	to	sing

while	 working	 on	 art	 pieces.	 I	 have	 learned	 that	 self

care	routines	are	important	but	should	not	be	misused.

I	think	we	all	understood	more	how	precious	time	is.”

Associate	Editor

Raina	Sinclair	Markham	born	 in	Los
Angeles,	California,	is	a	violinist,	writer,	and	a	member

of	 LACHSA’s	 Class	 of	 2020.	 Besides	 playing	 in	 the

orchestra	 she	 is	 a	 proud	 member	 of	 the	 Creative

Writing	class,	where	she	wrote	her	first	story,	“A	Spark

of	 the	 Unknown.”	 Raina	 started	 her	 writing	 journey

composing	poetry	in	the	car	on	the	way	to	school,	and

has	 followed	her	 interest	 in	writing	 through	 this	 class.

Her	 hand	 is	 always	 a	 couple	 of	 steps	 in	 front	 of	 her

brain,	leaving	her	brain	to	figure	out	how	her	ideas	will

spill	 out	 on	 the	 paper.	Her	 favorite	 authors	 are	 James

Baldwin,	 and	 T.C.	 Boyle,	 and	 her	 mom,	 Janice

Markham.	She	 is	 also	a	hardcore	Beatles	 fan	and	 takes

inspiration	 from	 their	 songs	 and	 lyrics.	 She	 is	 starting

college	 at	 UCLA	 this	 fall	 for	 Music	 Education,	 and

hopes	to	follow	a	career	in	music.	

“As	 an	 artist,	 I	 have	 been	 putting	 a	 lot	 of

pressure	on	myself	to	create	something	amazing	during

this	quarantine,	whether	it	be	a	music	video,	an	original

song,	 a	 painting,	 or	 a	 community	 project,	 but	 not

having	 fulfilled	 that	 yet	 has	 made	 me	 a	 little

disappointed	in	myself.	Although,	over	the	past	week,	I

realized	 that	 since	 this	 is	 an	 unusual,	 difficult,	 and

unfamiliar	 time	 to	 live	 through,	 and	 that	 I	 shouldn’t

expect	this	of	myself	because	we	are	still	getting	used	to

living	in	quarantine.	I	am	very	proud	of	the	work	that

I’ve	put	into	this	magazine,	and	I’m	so	happy	that	I	was

able	 to	 collaborate	 with	 other	 artists	 to	 create	 an

incredible	work	of	art.”

N

CONTRIBUTORS
The	Works	Editors	and	Staff
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Copy	Editor

Caiti	M	 is	 a	 senior	 in	 the	 Cinematic	 Arts
department	 at	LACHSA.	She’s	 always	been	 interested

in	 the	 paranormal	 and	 occult,	 enjoying	 horror	movies

and	horror	short	stories,	the	ability	of	the	human	mind

being	 the	 scariest	 thing	 of	 all.	 She	 has	 two	 rabbits,

Rohan	and	Meng	Meng,	who	her	friends	have	lovingly

deemed	 “America’s	 favorite	 gay	 couple”.	 She	 likes	 to

dye	 her	 hair	 every	 six	 to	 seven	months,	 getting	more

crazy	and	ambitious	with	it	each	time	she	gets	it	done.

During	 the	 quarantine	 she	 switches	 between	 her

parent's	houses	and	finds	it	hardest	to	find	time	to	walk

between	 the	 loads	 of	 classwork.	 She	 often	 escapes	 the

monotonicity	of	quarantined	life	with	Animal	Crossing

and	 taking	on	 random	art	projects,	 and	 looks	 forward

to	her	weekly	"walk	to	support	local	businesses"	to	get

ice	 cream	 with	 her	 mom.	 She’s	 been	 mainly	 writing

screenplays	 for	 seven	 years,	 but	 enjoys	 writing	 short

stories	 here	 and	 there.	 Her	 main	 influences	 are

Hirohiko	Araki,	 Junji	 Ito,	 and	Hiromu	Arakawa.	 She

doesn’t	 spend	 as	 much	 time	 watching	 Anime	 as	 she

used	 to	 but	 the	 current	 series	 she’s	 binge-watching	 is

One	Piece.	

In	the	fall	she	will	be	attending	the	University

of	 Hawaii	 at	 Manoa	 (go	 Rainbow	 Warriors!)	 as	 a

Creative	 Media	 major	 and	 hopes	 to	 add	 a	 Biology

major	to	that	in	the	coming	year.

Assistant	Editor

Tania	 Rambaldo	 is	 a	 sophomore	 violinist
in	 the	 Music	 department	 at	 LACHSA.	 She	 speaks

Italian	fluently,	could	ride	a	unicycle	at	one	point	in	her

life,	 and	 is	 now	 twice	 the	 size	 she	was	 at	 the	 start	 of

quarantine	(though	her	brain	has	shrunk	considerably).

Tania	has	been	 addicted	 to	books	 since	 she	 learned	 to

read,	and	has	tried	her	hand	at	writing	many	times	over

the	 years,	 but	 was	 never	 able	 to	 finish	 a	 story	 to	 her

satisfaction.	 Thanks	 to	 the	 Creative	 Writing	 class,

where	 she	 learned	 to	 use	music	 to	 inspire	 her	writing

(hooray	for	the	Game	of	Thrones	theme	song),	she	has

finally	 achieved	her	 goal.	Her	 favorite	 authors	 include

Ruta	Sepetys	and	Cassandra	Clare,	among	many	others.

Besides	 the	 violin,	 Tania	 plays	 the	 piano	 and	 loves	 to

sing	and	dance.	

One	of	 the	biggest	 challenges	of	 this	 time	has

been	 living	 and	 working	 without	 walls,	 doors,	 or

private	space;	she	lives	in	a	loft	with	her	artist	mom	and

musician	 dad.	 Her	 favorite	 coping	 strategies	 include

practicing	yoga	and	using	noise-canceling	headphones.
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Story	Editor

Francesca	Fassbender	 is	a	Junior	in	the
Visual	Arts	Department.	When	 she	was	 in	 sixth	 grade

she	went	on	a	trip	across	the	world	with	her	family	for

a	year	and	visited	a	 total	of	36	countries.	Without	any

other	 kids	 to	 socialize	 with	 while	 traveling,	 she	 told

“interactive”	 stories	 to	 her	 younger	 sister	 where

Hooksy,	Twixy,	and	the	Land	of	Meraki	was	born.	In

her	 spare	 time,	 she	 now	 draws	 her	 characters--non-

stop--and	hopes	to	become	a	comic	artist	(much	to	the

dismay	 of	 her	 soon-to-be	 empty	 pockets	 should	 she

have	a	full-time	job	in	that	field….)	

In	 self-isolation	 due	 to	 COVID-19,	 Frankie

enjoys	 pacing	 aimlessly	 around	 the	 house	 hoping	 a

magical	 food	 item	 will	 appear	 in	 front	 of	 her	 to	 eat.

When	she	doesn’t	walk	aimlessly,	however,	she	spends

her	isolation	time	drawing	thumbnails	of	Hooksy’s	face

until	 she	 fills	 up	 an	 entire	 page.	And,	 naturally,	when

she’s	 bored	 of	 doing	 that,	 she	 researches	 The	Golden

Age	 of	 Piracy	 and	 falls	 in	 love	 with	 historic	Men	Of

War	 (that’s	 the	 type	of	 the	 ship,	mind	you,)	 listens	 to

pirate	shanties	(quite	too	much...	her	“most	listened	to”

album	AND	song	in	2019	according	to	Spotify	was	“A

Drop	 Of	 Nelson’s	 Blood”	 by	 the	 Storm	 Weather

Shanty	Choir,)	and,	of	course,	likes	to	read	books	about

virulent	diseases	such	as	smallpox	and	rabies.

Art	Editor

Aine	McCauley	is	a	class	of	2020	student	at
the	 Los	Angeles	County	High	 School	 for	Arts	 in	 the

majestic	 Visual	 Srts	 department.	 Painting	 and

printmaking	 have	 become	 her	 life	 and	 she	 loves	 the

Metro.	The	best	thing	on	Cal	State	LA's	campus	is	the

LACHSA	Art	office.	She’s	ambitious,	but	lazy;	though

somehow	it	all	gets	done.	Writing	is	something	that	has

felt	wrong.	There's	 a	 natural	 urge	 to	write	 things	 that

are	 annoying	 about	 life	 and	 stories	 to	make	 art	 about,

but	 language	 as	 art?	 It	 felt	 like	 not	 so	much.	Writing

became	 an	 uphill	 battle	 junior	 year	 and	 she’s	 kind	 of

starting	 to	 roll	 back	 down	 thanks	 to	 the	 Creative

Writing	 class	 that	brought	 all	 this	 to	 life.	 (Thank	you,

Timathea).	

Quarantine	 life	 is	 weird.	 She	 hasn’t	 been

beyond	 the	 front	 yard	 since	 whenever	 school	 closed,

and	been	living	with	her	mother	and	sister.	Next	step	is

to	go	to	Art	school	across	the	country	where	she	wants

to	 study	painting,	 printmaking	 and	 art	 history.	 See	ya

on	the	outside.	Ciao.
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Art	Editor

Hope	 Shi	 Hui	 Motherbaugh	 is	 an	 80
year	old	teenager	at	heart.	She	is	a	visual	artist	from	the

LACHSA	graduating	class	of	2020.	Hoping	to	one	day

become	a	successful	 illustrator,	 she	strives	 to	 influence

young	 people	 and	 improve	 the	 social,	 political,	 and

environmental	 issues	 facing	 our	 world	 today.	 Hope

hasn’t	 been	writing	 long	 but	 has	 always	 loved	 stories.

She	came	to	the	US	when	she	was	five	and	immediately

began	drawing.	Her	own	backstory	and	experiences	 is

reflected	in	her	current	works	through	art	and	writing.

During	 the	Covid-19	pandemic,	 she’s	been	 living	with

her	 parents,	 younger	 sister,	 Margaret,	 and	 four	 dogs:

Filbert,	Francesca,	Frida,	and	Fiona.	

After	 taking	 a	 gap	 year	 doing	 internships,

Hope	is	super	excited	to	be	attending	Pratt	Institute	for

Fall	 2021.	 Her	 favorite	 things	 in	 the	 world	 include:

pugs,	sushi,	ramen,	anime,	and	the	color	red.	The	main

takeaway	about	Hope	is	that	she	doesn’t	get	angry,	she

cries,	 and	 on	 the	 rare	 occasion	 when	 she	 does	 get

angry...she	still	cries	(though	she	tries	to	act	tough).	But

a	cheesy	and	cliché	story	will	always	lift	her	spirits	up.

She	 loves	 wasting	 her	 time	 reading	 webtoons	 and

watching	soap	operas.

Managing	Editor

Christopher	 Eittinger	 is	 a	 junior	 in	 the
Cinematic	 Arts	 department	 at	 LACHSA.	 With	 over

three	years	of	 screenplay	writing	 experience	Chris	has

written	 many	 short	 stories	 for	 narrative	 short	 films,

documentaries,	 and	 personal	 essay	 films.	 Originally

auditioning	 for	 the	 LACHSA	 Music	 department,	 he

began	 his	 serious	 path	 into	 the	 arts	 as	 a	 cellist	 in	 the

LACHSA	orchestra,	string	ensemble,	and	a	number	of

chamber	 groups.	He	 gained	 an	 interest	 into	 cinematic

arts	 during	his	 first	 two	years	 of	LACHSA,	 assuming

multiple	roles	on	student	film	projects	such	as	director,

director	of	photography,	assistant	director,	writer,	and

assistant	cameraman	and	eventually	transferred	into	the

Cinematic	 Arts	 department	 for	 his	 junior	 year.

Growing	 up	 in	 a	 family	 from	 two	 worlds,	 his	 father

from	Germany	and	his	mother	from	the	United	States,

Chris	has	 taken	an	 interest	 into	these	separate	cultures

and	their	traditions	and	hopes	to	bring	light	to	the	two

worlds	by	writing	 screenplays	 about	 significant	 events

and	their	aftermath	experienced	between	both	spheres.	

“The	 coronavirus	has	 changed	 a	 lot	 about	my

usual	daily	structure	such	as	exercise,	grocery	shopping,

spending	time	with	friends,	and	the	list	goes	on.	But	if

this	virus	changed	one	thing	the	most,	it's	writing.	Since

we	spend	almost	all	our	time	at	home	now,	the	amount

of	 writing	 I've	 been	 getting	 done	 is	 absolutely

astounding.	And	I	believe	I'm	not	the	only	one.	Many

of	my	friends	who	write	screenplays,	short	stories,	and

novels	have	 the	 same	 feeling.	The	quarantine	 is	nerve-

racking	but	 it	 sure	pays	off	when	your	profession	and

hobby	 is	 where	 you	 sit	 in	 a	 chair	 all	 day,	 and

contemplate	if	the	story	your	writing	is	worth	anything

at	 all.	 During	 this	 virus	 I've	 been	 staying	 with	 my

mother,	 father,	 and	 brother.	 Surprisingly	 I	 have	 come

across	 little	 challenges,	 and	 if	 any	 problems	 arise,	 I

handle	 them	 by	 calmly	 listening	 to	 music	 while

planning	an	appropriate	solution.”
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Staff	Cartoonist	

Aedon	 Rasch,	 also	 known	 by	 her	 family
and	only	her	family	as	Aedie	lady	Applesauce	is	a	visual

artist	 dabbling	 in	 creative	 writing.	 In	 art	 she	 likes	 to

explore	 privacy	 as	 a	 concept	 and	 addresses	 what	 it

means	 to	 her	 specifically,	 but	 she	 does	 so	 through

comedic	means,	 like	making	 a	 life	 sized	 painting	 of	 a

woman	 in	 a	bathroom,	or	 a	massive	 fanny	pack	 along

with	 the	 possibly	 private	 contents	 inside.	 Throughout

exploring	writing	Aedon	has	been	known	 to	 throw	 in

aspects	of	her	favorite	tropes:	Adventure,	coming	of	age

stories,	 and	 aliens,	 and	when	 it	 comes	 to	 her	 personal

life	 she	 likes:	 staying	up	until	delirious	hours	 laughing

about	 mindless	 things	 with	 friends,	 (most	 recently	 it

was	 sonic	 throwing	 beef	 at	 an	 enamored	 bus	 driver),

making	art,	 listening	 to	 true	crime	and	DnD	podcasts,

as	well	as	watching	very	very	bad	movies	(that	she	will

always	eventually	come	to	love.)	

Throughout	 quarantine	Aedon	 has	 discovered

that	not	having	Internet	makes	the	whole	situation	even

more	 stressful	 and	 worse.	 Though	 sometimes	 tortilla

chips	help.

Staff	Writer

Haley	 Anne	 Alvarado	Haley	Anne	Alvarado

is	 a	 junior	 in	 the	 Theater	 Department.	 She	 has	 taken

part	 in	 multiple	 theater	 productions	 such	 as	 Gloria,

Sweet	 Science	 of	 Bruising,	 and	 Halls	 of	 Horror	 as

Carrie.	 In	 addition	 she	 has	 had	 the	 opportunity	 to

display	 her	 aptitude	 for	 the	 visual	 arts,	 presenting	 her

paintings	 at	 a	 variety	 of	 exhibitions	 at	Autry	museum

for	the	American	west.	She	has	also	volunteered	for	the

Bowtie	Los	Angeles	River	Project	where	she	helped	to

advocate	for	the	need	of	the	public	parks	and	educating

the	 younger	 generation	 on	 nature.	 Haley	 is	 currently

focusing	on	her	new	series	of	short	stories	which	brings

to	 light	 the	 horrors	 of	 domestic	 abuse	 and	 crises	 of

financial	loss.	

Ever	since	the	quarantine	Haley’s	life	has	taken

a	 sudden	 turn,	 however,	 though	 unlike	 most	 people

who	 have	 begun	 to	 prepare	 for	 the	 worst,	 she	 has

embraced	 her	 love	 for	 the	 arts.	 Listening	 to	 music,

writing	 short	 stories,	 and	her	 continuation	of	painting

has	kept	her	sane	up	until	now,	and	probably	for	many

months	to	come.

Staff	Writer

Coco	Jolina	Angelo	 takes	on	 the	 role	of	an
observer.	 She	 perches	 herself	 under	 an	 assortment	 of

compiled	sticks	she	has	collected	 in	her	own	backyard

(her	newest	sculpture	and	performative	practice)	which

serves	as	the	perfect	advantage	point	as	she	absorbs	the

world.	Angelo	has	been	honing	her	skills	in	fine	art	for

the	 last	 two	 years.	 Originally	 a	 filmmaker	 at	 the	 Los

Angeles	County	High	School	for	the	Arts,	Coco	blends

her	storytelling	skills	throughout	her	work,	which	tend

to	 usually	 explore	 culture,	 language,	 philosophy,

environmental	 and	 political	 advocacy,	 and	 lastly	 the

tensions	 of	 the	 traditional	 female	 experience.	 By

probing	 marks	 of	 symbolism,	 Coco	 composes

provocative	narratives	of	her	 subjects	and	explores	 the

complicated	 relationship	 between	 artist	 and	 audience.

Through	 poetry,	 she	 finds	 a	 sense	 of	 balance	 between

the	worlds	that	are	known	and	worlds	that	are	unseen.

Staff	Writer

Matea	Carlin	is	a	member	of	the	LACHSA

2020	 graduating	 class.	 Her	 whole	 life	 she	 has	 kept

obsessive	journals	full	of	thoughts,	personal	anecdotes,

poems,	 leaves	 and	 flowers,	 and	 lots	 of	 other

documentary	 items	 like	movie	 tickets.	This	 is	her	 first

time	writing	a	fictional	story,	although	she	treats	all	of

her	writing,	 including	 this	 piece,	 as	 a	 reflection	of	 her

own	life	or	her	own	desires	and	struggles.	In	the	fall	she

is	 attending	Lewis	&	Clark	College	 in	Oregon	where

she	hopes	to	spend	more	time	outdoors	and	learn	about

philosophy	and	our	environment.	Her	passions	include

art	 (especially	 sculpture),	 dancing	 in	 her	 room,	music,

and	supportive	friends	and	family.	

Since	 the	 stay	 at	 home	 order	 she	 has	 been

experiencing	a	wide	range	of	emotions,	including	waves

of	 optimism,	 sadness,	 anger	 and	 contentment.	 She	 is

doing	her	best	to	channel	these	feelings	into	her	creative

process.

Staff	Writer

Nel	García	 is	 a	 fiction	 and	 lore	 storyteller.
They	 have	 two	 years	 of	 experience	 in	 journalism	 and

editing	 prior,	 and	 are	 currently	 the	 Co-Director	 and

Editor	 in	 Chief	 of	 the	 “LACHSA	 Monarca”	 on

Instagram,	a	page	dedicated	 to	Latin	culture.	They	are

keenly	 interested	 in	 poetry,	 literature,	 philosophy,

painting,	 and,	 from	 time	 to	 time,	 theology.	García,	on

occasion,	tutors	history	by	giving	lectures	ranging	from

early	American	immigration	to	the	complete	history	of

Spain.	

During	quarantine	they	have	taken	to	cooking

and	baking,	along	with	the	occasional	bike,	in	order	to

keep	busy.	In	their	private	time	however,	García	enjoys

film	 photography	 and	 quiet,	 early	 breakfasts	 in	 good

company.

Staff	Writer

S.	W.	Rang,	born	Peyton	Lee	Phillips,	 is	17.
In	 2003,	 Peyton	 made	 her	 first	 world-debut,	 scoring

record	 high	marks	 in	 the	Olympics	 belt	 throwing,	 but

due	 to	 an	 unfortunate	 tube	 sock	 accident,	 only	 won

Silver.	 This	 is	 her	 biggest	 regret.	 Now	 she	 takes	 up

recreational	 opera	 singing,	 often	 annoying	 her	 family.

She	currently	lives	in	a	room,	but	one	day	would	like	to

live	on	a	boat.	If	any	readers	are	interested	in	investing	in

said	boat,	please	contact	the	editor.	Although	her	free	life

now	will	never	live	up	to	the	belt-throwing	past,	she	has

decided	to	write	down	some	of	the	pesky	stories	that	live

in	 her	 head.	 You	 may	 observe	 that	 her	 writing	 needs

amelioration.
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Staff	Cartoonist	

Aedon	 Rasch,	 also	 known	 by	 her	 family
and	only	her	family	as	Aedie	lady	Applesauce	is	a	visual

artist	 dabbling	 in	 creative	 writing.	 In	 art	 she	 likes	 to

explore	 privacy	 as	 a	 concept	 and	 addresses	 what	 it

means	 to	 her	 specifically,	 but	 she	 does	 so	 through

comedic	means,	 like	making	 a	 life	 sized	 painting	 of	 a

woman	 in	 a	bathroom,	or	 a	massive	 fanny	pack	 along

with	 the	 possibly	 private	 contents	 inside.	 Throughout

exploring	writing	Aedon	has	been	known	 to	 throw	 in

aspects	of	her	favorite	tropes:	Adventure,	coming	of	age

stories,	 and	 aliens,	 and	when	 it	 comes	 to	 her	 personal

life	 she	 likes:	 staying	up	until	delirious	hours	 laughing

about	 mindless	 things	 with	 friends,	 (most	 recently	 it

was	 sonic	 throwing	 beef	 at	 an	 enamored	 bus	 driver),

making	art,	 listening	 to	 true	crime	and	DnD	podcasts,

as	well	as	watching	very	very	bad	movies	(that	she	will

always	eventually	come	to	love.)	

Throughout	 quarantine	Aedon	 has	 discovered

that	not	having	Internet	makes	the	whole	situation	even

more	 stressful	 and	 worse.	 Though	 sometimes	 tortilla

chips	help.

Staff	Writer

Haley	 Anne	 Alvarado	Haley	Anne	Alvarado

is	 a	 junior	 in	 the	 Theater	 Department.	 She	 has	 taken

part	 in	 multiple	 theater	 productions	 such	 as	 Gloria,

Sweet	 Science	 of	 Bruising,	 and	 Halls	 of	 Horror	 as

Carrie.	 In	 addition	 she	 has	 had	 the	 opportunity	 to

display	 her	 aptitude	 for	 the	 visual	 arts,	 presenting	 her

paintings	 at	 a	 variety	 of	 exhibitions	 at	Autry	museum

for	the	American	west.	She	has	also	volunteered	for	the

Bowtie	Los	Angeles	River	Project	where	she	helped	to

advocate	for	the	need	of	the	public	parks	and	educating

the	 younger	 generation	 on	 nature.	 Haley	 is	 currently

focusing	on	her	new	series	of	short	stories	which	brings

to	 light	 the	 horrors	 of	 domestic	 abuse	 and	 crises	 of

financial	loss.	

Ever	since	the	quarantine	Haley’s	life	has	taken

a	 sudden	 turn,	 however,	 though	 unlike	 most	 people

who	 have	 begun	 to	 prepare	 for	 the	 worst,	 she	 has

embraced	 her	 love	 for	 the	 arts.	 Listening	 to	 music,

writing	 short	 stories,	 and	her	 continuation	of	painting

has	kept	her	sane	up	until	now,	and	probably	for	many

months	to	come.

Staff	Writer

Coco	Jolina	Angelo	 takes	on	 the	 role	of	an
observer.	 She	 perches	 herself	 under	 an	 assortment	 of

compiled	sticks	she	has	collected	 in	her	own	backyard

(her	newest	sculpture	and	performative	practice)	which

serves	as	the	perfect	advantage	point	as	she	absorbs	the

world.	Angelo	has	been	honing	her	skills	in	fine	art	for

the	 last	 two	 years.	 Originally	 a	 filmmaker	 at	 the	 Los

Angeles	County	High	School	for	the	Arts,	Coco	blends

her	storytelling	skills	throughout	her	work,	which	tend

to	 usually	 explore	 culture,	 language,	 philosophy,

environmental	 and	 political	 advocacy,	 and	 lastly	 the

tensions	 of	 the	 traditional	 female	 experience.	 By

probing	 marks	 of	 symbolism,	 Coco	 composes

provocative	narratives	of	her	 subjects	and	explores	 the

complicated	 relationship	 between	 artist	 and	 audience.

Through	 poetry,	 she	 finds	 a	 sense	 of	 balance	 between

the	worlds	that	are	known	and	worlds	that	are	unseen.

Staff	Writer

Matea	Carlin	is	a	member	of	the	LACHSA

2020	 graduating	 class.	 Her	 whole	 life	 she	 has	 kept

obsessive	journals	full	of	thoughts,	personal	anecdotes,

poems,	 leaves	 and	 flowers,	 and	 lots	 of	 other

documentary	 items	 like	movie	 tickets.	This	 is	her	 first

time	writing	a	fictional	story,	although	she	treats	all	of

her	writing,	 including	 this	 piece,	 as	 a	 reflection	of	 her

own	life	or	her	own	desires	and	struggles.	In	the	fall	she

is	 attending	Lewis	&	Clark	College	 in	Oregon	where

she	hopes	to	spend	more	time	outdoors	and	learn	about

philosophy	and	our	environment.	Her	passions	include

art	 (especially	 sculpture),	 dancing	 in	 her	 room,	music,

and	supportive	friends	and	family.	

Since	 the	 stay	 at	 home	 order	 she	 has	 been

experiencing	a	wide	range	of	emotions,	including	waves

of	 optimism,	 sadness,	 anger	 and	 contentment.	 She	 is

doing	her	best	to	channel	these	feelings	into	her	creative

process.

Staff	Writer

Nel	García	 is	 a	 fiction	 and	 lore	 storyteller.
They	 have	 two	 years	 of	 experience	 in	 journalism	 and

editing	 prior,	 and	 are	 currently	 the	 Co-Director	 and

Editor	 in	 Chief	 of	 the	 “LACHSA	 Monarca”	 on

Instagram,	a	page	dedicated	 to	Latin	culture.	They	are

keenly	 interested	 in	 poetry,	 literature,	 philosophy,

painting,	 and,	 from	 time	 to	 time,	 theology.	García,	on

occasion,	tutors	history	by	giving	lectures	ranging	from

early	American	immigration	to	the	complete	history	of

Spain.	

During	quarantine	they	have	taken	to	cooking

and	baking,	along	with	the	occasional	bike,	in	order	to

keep	busy.	In	their	private	time	however,	García	enjoys

film	 photography	 and	 quiet,	 early	 breakfasts	 in	 good

company.

Staff	Writer

S.	W.	Rang,	born	Peyton	Lee	Phillips,	 is	17.
In	 2003,	 Peyton	 made	 her	 first	 world-debut,	 scoring

record	 high	marks	 in	 the	Olympics	 belt	 throwing,	 but

due	 to	 an	 unfortunate	 tube	 sock	 accident,	 only	 won

Silver.	 This	 is	 her	 biggest	 regret.	 Now	 she	 takes	 up

recreational	 opera	 singing,	 often	 annoying	 her	 family.

She	currently	lives	in	a	room,	but	one	day	would	like	to

live	on	a	boat.	If	any	readers	are	interested	in	investing	in

said	boat,	please	contact	the	editor.	Although	her	free	life

now	will	never	live	up	to	the	belt-throwing	past,	she	has

decided	to	write	down	some	of	the	pesky	stories	that	live

in	 her	 head.	 You	 may	 observe	 that	 her	 writing	 needs

amelioration.
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AN	END,	by	Mazie	Wong



	192	

Special	Thanks	to	all	the	student	artists	who	woke	up	early	on	Friday	mornings	to	participate	in	Creative	Writing	class.	

Your	writing	and	enthusiasm	inspired	us	all	and	we	appreciated	your	contribution	and	support.

Grace	Muller,	JR	Santiago,	Ella	Askren,	Dylan	Ever,	Kayla	Edel,	

Samaria	Leon,	Camila	Pernisco,	Marina	Fleming,	Mikayla	Heslin

Creative	Writing	Artists	During	Zoom	Classes	at	Home

Our	Last	Class:	Grace	and	Caiti	show	what	they

would	have	worn	to	the	canceled	Prom	that	night
School	During	Coronavirus:	Coco	walks	the	silent	empty	halls

with	mask,	gloves,	and	six	feet	of	social	distancing

Our	Google	Classroom

CREATIVE	WRITING	IN	THE	TIME	OF	CORONAVIRUS



Home,	acrylic	and	gouache,	by	Karen	RamirezEnter	Eulabeia,	mixed	media	by	Stella	Mongkokasetarin
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