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Renee Klausing
Delphos St. John’s 
First Place

Medicine Man
Blood pulsing from my broken, tattered heart 

Spilling, bleeding over everything 

I’m craving your quenching embrace 

To heal my mangled heart 

I despise your unfaithful touch

Your untrue grasp of me 

Remove your betraying hands from my waist 

And your way-too-truthful glass marbles from my eyes 

Convince my heart to give you up 

And my lungs to stop breathing you in 

Make my mind stop thinking of the only thing it does 

And make my body rid you from me 

Because I can’t stand knowing my medicine man is killing me
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Abby Scalf
Delphos St. John’s 
Second Place

The Rock God

White plaster walls,

Shrouded in glossy memories

Long since lost

Surround my ever dying soul.

Depression and despair cloud my vision

Haunt my every dream.

Suddenly, a voice from out of the darkness

Calls. 

A voice, pure as honey

Singing,

Calling out to me,

Begging me to follow.

The locks on the doors,

The bars upon my windows all lift away

At the touch of this stranger.

My prison unleashes me,

Setting me free.

The door stands ajar,

A dark fi gure looms behind it.

The presence of a Rock God fi lls the room.

His pale hands pull me towards him,

Embracing his godly form.

He pulls me free from the clutches of the dark cell.

His warm embrace soothes my ever aching body.

I feel his hands, smooth and searching.

His touch sends shivers down my spine.

His brilliant face shows before my very eyes,

His green-brown eyes pour into mine

He leans in.

His black cropped hair,

Prickling against my forehead as his lips meet mine.
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I close my eyes,

To savor this moment,

To lock it away into my mind forever.

The taste of raspberries fi ll my mouth 

His lips pressing on.

I feel his hot breath on my neck as he 

Whispers silent words of joy in my ears. 

My heart cries out,

Asking, begging for more!

Feeling his strong grip keep hold, 

My knees tremble.

Our hands interlace, 

Finger over fi nger as he smothers me

In another embrace.

His breathing, 

Rhythmic and calm. 

My own, fast and out of sync. 

He brings me closer, whispering 

The three words I desire to hear, 

I prepare for another warm touch,

Only to wake,

In the arms of my bed.

The darkness of my room overpowers my eyes,

Causing me to fall back 

Onto my fl uffed pillow. 

To touch a Rock God, 

A mere fantasy to a mortal like myself.

But the memory lingers long after,

Never leaving my mind, 

Never leaving my heart.

The memory of my time with 

The Rock God, 

Forever seared into my mind,

To replay over and over again,

Until the day he rescues me

From this cold,

Dark abyss.
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Alexis Mohler
Delphos Jefferson 
Third Place

This Passion

Slick, smooth, cold to the touch;Slick, smooth, cold to the touch;
vibrates my fingers,

gives me a rush.
Satisfies the soul, soothes Satisfies the soul, soothes 

complicated feelings.
Razor strings slash,

and your tips start bleeding.and your tips start bleeding.
Don’t know when to stop,Don’t know when to stop,

and take a deep breath
as your fingers slide by

touching each fret.
Get lost in the rhythm
as you close your eyes,

and lick by lick become
one with the vibe.
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Jessica Miera
Spencerville 
Honorable Mention

Wonders

Once upon a time
For this is how all things begin
I had a dream of sterling magnifi cence
And illusionary wonders within

I have wandered lands both far and wide
I have written history between the lines
I have listened to music from across the world
I have broken free of reality’s confi nes 

I have been made of feathers and fur
I have used talon and nail, wing and fang
I have watched my existence pass by in a blur
I have caused myself everlasting pain

I have been atop the hills of rolling emerald green
I have sat with angels in a prayer’s pew
I have witnessed only what is unseen
I have heard the whispered words, “I love you.”

I have fl own through the clouds of Heaven’s skies
I have sailed in wonder through the seven seas
I have jumped the tree tops and crossed the vines
I have told other tales such as these

I have been a merchant and a mercenary
I have been the darkness and the light
I have been human and I have been animal
I have been part of the most brutal fi ght

I have chased the wretched villain
I have been hunted like a deer
I have been caught within a spider’s web
I have fallen into the jaws of fear



Freshman/Sophomore Division – Poetry
Page 11

I have been saved by a prince charming
I have felt his skin so fair
I have been part of a regal wedding
I tempt my wishes with every step I dare

I have been bled and regenerated
I have laughed and I have cried
I have romped and played with many
I have been given life and I have died

Coming around the river’s bend
Because I have witnessed my dreams within
I awake knowing that every day comes to an end
For when night arrives it is “Once Upon A Time” again
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Vicki Lynn McGhee
Elida 
Honorable Mention

The Devil and the Poor Man

Listen to the tale of a man’s dull life,
Who was married to a cantankerous wife,
Who being as broad as she was tall,
Dwarfed this man, who being very small,
Feared her more than any known disease,
She was a mean old woman and hard to please.

One day while in a tavern partaking of the brew,
The Devil approached the poor old man, “I’ll tell you what I’ll do.
I’ll rid you of your pestilence and send her on her way,
But fi rst a bargain we shall strike; your soul on Judgment Day.”

The old man took another sip, “A bargain we’ll strike true.
If you can stay with her one night, my soul belongs to you.”
The Devil smiled that evil eye, “Tis done,” he cried with glee.
“When I am done with her my friend, your soul belongs to me.”

The Devil left the pub with haste; his hooves touched not the road. 
And taking the form of the poor old man, he entered his abode.

“You weasel, I’ll break your back, you drunken wimp.” 
She threw a pan that hit his head; the Devil he went limp. 
But before his body touched the fl oor, she grabbed him by the shirt, 
And with a fl ick of her big wrist, she threw him in the dirt.

She hit him with a broomstick; she hit him with a pan,
The Devil he began to cry, “I’m not your loving man!

This made the woman scream with rage, “You imprudent little whelp. 
When I get through with you my man, a doctor will not help!”

Faster than at fl eeting wind, he headed back to town, 
To fi nd the poor old man, his face a time worn frown. 
“The deal is off old man. Your soul belongs to you, 
Your hell, my friend, is here on earth and heaven is your due.”

With that the Devil left the pub, his body black and blue,
“Tis shame he lost his bet; Bartender, another brew!”
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Kristin Schafer
Temple Christian
Honorable Mention

What Can I Do But Flow?

The air is still and silent.

The dark clouds loom above me.

Around me lie the mountains,

Their barren, rocky slopes thrusting towards the dull sky.

I wish that I could bring life to those lonely mountains.

But I am a river, what can I do but fl ow?

The clouds above block the warmth of the sun.

If the sun were free, together we could turn those dark mountains green.

Together, we could bring color and life,

The air would ring with the sound of the mountains. 

But the time is not right, the sun cannot shine forth, it is a prisoner.

I must wait for the time when it is freed, I must continue to fl ow.
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Darya Task
Bath 
Honorable Mention

Datcha
A story-book datcha, hours from Moscow
ours for a month. The hot Russian summer,
the smog, and our restlessness, drives us out
of the city.

A quaint little cottage, a rough, bumpy road,
car full of belongings; three generations
walk up the path, from their arms tumbling
bags to the ground.

A ten-year-old girl, two messy pigtails, eyes ardent,
not remembering so many colors of green.
Head spinning and drunk from excitement, exhaustion, 
impatience.

Mommy and grandma, Irina she called her,
unpacking their bags and making things homey.
But she is already caught in a thorn bush,
can’t reach the berries.

In an hour already she’d scoured the grounds,
met every bramble, embraced every tree:
stretching her skinny arms up to the branches,
just out of reach.

Greedily eyeing the gooseberry bushes
as she concentrates on the red and black currants,
staining her hands, so sweet, so juicy, the raspberries
still her favorites?

Picking the greenest, the most un-ripe apple,
even with her love of sour things, puckering
her lips, her whole face contorted and then
a broad smile.

Every day picking a little bouquet
of wild fl owers, fi re-bright on the table,
a piece of the sunset, a smell of the meadow
on the veranda.

Down the road to the woods, something left to explore.
Towering trees, looking up, untouched forest, birches
and pines, breathing deeply, cool air, so fresh, almost 
suffocating.
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Then early one morning, the sun barely awake,
with baskets, walk down that road to the wood.
Little girl jittery, anticipation, fi rst time
hunting mushrooms.

Mom patiently points out the various mushrooms,
as had her uncle when she was a girl,
showing her daughter the secrets to tell which are
poisonous.

Little girl, losing her head, picking all
that’s in sight, forgetting mom’s warnings, returning
home beaming, little basket all full of
bad mushrooms.

Mom throws them away, and back to the woods,
little girl carefully looking for mushrooms.
Less full now the basket mom surveys but almost
all good.

Learning the right way to pick them, discerning
between different types now and knowing the best,
looking for mushrooms, her eyes keen to where
they are hiding.

Early each morning they go to the woods,
each day the basket more full than before.
Searching through thickets, ‘neath dead leaves, the girl
now an expert.

The sun in the trees playing shadow games
on forest fl oor, the breeze in her hair
and the birds in her ears, she stops to breathe in
August.

Evenings late on the veranda together,
sit ‘round the table to talk and play cards,
laughing hysterically, grandmother, mother
and daughter.

So much in that month, the days like a year.
The neighbor kids, fi shing, the sounds of the night;
the memories, in that month everything that was
my childhood.
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Kayla Gilroy
Elida 
Honorable Mention

Fallen Angel

I stand here before you

A knife held high in my hand

I cut my shimmering celestial wings off

And hurl them towards the ground

The white feathers fall gracefully

Into the pool of my own blood

Falling to my knees I scream

“Why God! Why is it always me?”

The tears continue falling

My mind is now a haze

With no way back home

I’m stuck here forever

I pick up a discarded feather

Now tainted with my blood

Rubbing it against my cheek

The ruby liquid blends with my tears

I look up to see everyone leaving

No one wants to be near me

Suddenly someone passes

Whispering only two words

The words of what I’ve now become

“Fallen Angel”
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Deborah L. Martin
Temple Christian
Honorable Mention

The Dragon Path
I am walking along a path so long.

I don’t know where I am.
And as I continue to walk this dreaded trail,

I become more, so ever more trapped within the rib-caged sides.

I look past the side of this dragon path,
And notice my descent.

Spiraling into an unknown place of mystery,
With what looks to be the dragon’s lair for its end.

I decide to go back the way I came.
I dare not go much farther.

Yet when I turn around,
I realize that the path behind has started to crumble.

I look up and notice the sky above.
Fire swirling, yet no fl ames do I see.

Around me smoke starts to accumulate,
Into skulls, then broken to show me of my fate.

Unsure of what I should do,
I turn round and around unable to comprehend my views.

The ground below starts to give way.
Falling, I am, ever so fast.

Above me, the fi ery sky is shrinking.
Below me, the blackening smoke is growing.

I look back up and call to You, my God,
And now I’ll just wait for You to answer.
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Taylor Andrews
Delphos Jefferson 
First Place

The Returner
Etheral City, proudly named the largest city of the New Lands and growing steadily, was a beautiful 

metropolis. No matter where you looked, there was life looking back. Kids played in the streets and parks, 
pigeons and the occasional hawk constantly patrolled the skies, subway and rail car systems rushed pedestri-
ans to and fro and the downtown areas, as well as the surrounding highways, were clogged with traffi c.

The sun was shining, a beautiful burning orb sailing lazily across the sky. Occasionally a cloud passed 
before it, shrouding the world below in momentary darkness, and then the eye would gaze upon the world 
once more. It was hard to believe the clocks all read fi ve past seven already.

Then it was gone. Well, to be honest, the city was still there, the buildings and the cars, the roads and the 
subways, but not what made a city what it was. The life was gone. Everything was gone. In its place, a thick 
gray dust began to rise in heavy tendrils from the abandoned streets. It was quiet, oh so very quiet.

The dust was there, though. It fi lled the void that life had left, lurched into place over and around and 
through the city. Where sound no longer echoed, the dust reigned, where warmth had fl ed, the dust thrived. 
Etheral City, the greatest metropolis of the New Lands, had been withered.

For ten years, a decade, the gray dust hid Etheral from the world. For ten years it protected the city 
from the light of sun and moon, repelled the cleansing of rain and wind. Nothing could approach, for the 
Dust would roil out and wither anything that did, wither its body and carry its soul away to leave the husk 
baking in the hot sun. Yes, the Dust did feed, not out of necessity, but out of desire. The Dust had no need of 
fl esh and bone; they were little more than vessels, so the Dust disposed of them, cleared out the clutter. The 
people knew this, and they also knew that the Dust left after a long enough time. The Dust would leave, and 
they would return, and life would go on, though hesitant.

After ten years, the dust settled. It was not gone, just waiting. It was not long before the fi rst of the 
people arrived to investigate. But it was not people, so much as a single person, and this angered the Dust. It 
had broken its pattern, it did not leave this time, and so the people had broken theirs as well, they only sent 
one instead of hundreds. They could not have predicted a new strategy, they were too simple, no, this was 
simply some precursor. This lone one was simply just another Returner, the scout of the people. The Dust 
had always killed them in gross. Soon the people would come and the Dust could sate its hunger and move 
on.

This lone one walked slowly into the city, the long black trench coat that lay draped about his shoulders 
ruffl ing the dust slightly. The man walked with slow determination radiating calm and control. A ripple 
passed through the dust from the point of this lone one’s entrance, the equivalent of a low growl. With every 
step, a column of the Dust fi red into the air, its own geyser of contempt, trailing this one in a deadly wake.

Silently, with elegance masking its deadly effi ciency, the Dust enveloped this one, gracefully its tendrils 
lapped at his fl esh, draining it of life. How did the people refer to it, ah yes, withering, the Dust was wither-
ing this one. Soon this one would be just as gray and dead as the city around him. But he did not die, his 
skin did not dry and crack, he did not falter. This one could not be broken.

The Dust reared back violently, stirring the air around it into a swift breeze that ruffl ed the lone one’s 
coat, exposing a medallion. Of course! The symbol of the Source was what protected this one. The Dust 
was merely a servant, the Source was power, it was creation and it was the Master. This one was important, 
the Dust could see now, it was special somehow. It had known of the power of the Source, none before had 
known of the protective properties of its icons. This one possessed too much knowledge. It must be stopped!
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The man continued in his stride, conscious of the dust in the air only on the most rudimentary level, 
little more than a footnote left for possible consideration. As had occurred before, people, or more appro-
priately, the shades of people appeared in the dust around him. They reenacted the events shortly before the 
Dust appeared. Here, some children played with a ball that did not exist, there, a few people waited for a bus 
that would never arrive. It was sad, but this was no place for emotion, this was not even a place for life!

As he passed, the smiling faces of the children dissolved into hideous expressions of pain and sadness, 
of seething fury. The pedestrians waiting for their ride turned to him with the same pain streaked looks of 
anger. The entire population of the desolate city glared at him as he passed. This was nothing, it happened 
every time. It had been frightening once, terrifying even, but so many of these walks had numbed his senses.

In the presence of a particularly irate looking thing he stopped, taken aback by the sickening ink it 
radiated. The thing was blocking his path, glaring through empty gray sockets with inhuman hatred. Slowly, 
deliberately a void opened just above its chin. From this ‘mouth’ a voice erupted as dirty and gritting as the 
choked air coerced to this hellish form.

“Returner...” It rasped, frost trailing the words. This had never happened before, the souls of those lost 
always appeared perverse and vile, but this seemed to be a physical manifestation of the force behind the 
Dust itself. All this aside, the thing had known what he was, had known his purpose.

Another swift gust of wind ripped through the void between them. The thing eroded away, the dust 
forming its body displaced and snatched away by the wind. The thing kept its eyes locked on his, holding its 
baleful gaze until the very last grain drifted away. He hesitated a moment before continuing. Every instinct 
cried for him to fl ee, grasped him with all its might and tried to rip him away. After quiet deliberation, he 
took stride once more.

He had taken no more than a dozen steps when he felt the inky stain again, this time it was behind him. 
Without hesitation, a gray arm shot out, a boney wrist fl icked, and a silver chain snapped.

The lone one could feel a change in the atmosphere as he caught his medallion mid fall. Lightening 
streaked through the Dust, leaving faint traces of light followed by an almost unbearable pressure. This was 
repeated several times until he felt faint. This must be the equivalent of laughter for the Dust.

With unbelievable ferocity, the dust reared up again. With a fi nal streak of light and explosion of thun-
der, the Dust stabbed down at the lone one, eager to tear him by the seam, this time the Dust would fi nd 
good use for fl esh and blood.

The Returner threw back the long sleeves of his trench coat and laced his fi ngers. The ink across his 
knuckles formed an ancient symbol that had long lost its true meaning. A translation was unnecessary now; 
the symbols meant one thing and one thing only: repulsion.

Between his hands, the Returner could feel the cool metal of the medallion as he gripped it tightly. The 
ink of the symbols fl ashed the purest light as the Dust closed all around, blinding the lone one for a mo-
ment. With a gasp, he dropped the medallion and stared at the symbol now burned into the palms of his 
hands in shock. The skin there was red and beginning to blister in some areas, the medallion hissed as it 
struck the ground and shattered.

Before the Returner stood a large stone structure waiting silently, a stone in the rapids of movement all 
around him as the Dust hurled itself at the barrier he had swiftly erected. In admiration, he tried to reach for 
the obelisk, but found that his right arm would not move. He examined it quickly, fi nding what he knew he 
would. The skin along his right arm was now gray and cold. The Dust had reached him after all.

A loud crack echoed through the silence the Dust had left behind. The barrier was beginning to break. 
The Returner began his work, sliding, turning, and activating the panels of the obelisk until only one 
remained. All around him, the Dust had driven long spidery cracks through the barrier, was preparing to 
throw itself one last time at the failing wall. The Returner lifted a silent prayer and gripped the fi nal panel, 
slid it down effortlessly as the barrier shattered and the Dust resumed its fevered churning.

For the last time the Returner faced the thing which radiated evil and hatred so thick it stained the very 
air around it, his hand still resting on the obelisk, on the dial that would end all of this. The thing’s arms 
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snapped out again, its inhuman hands gripped his shoulders with iron. Ice fl ooded his veins, his vision 
began to fog and his legs buckled. His last conscious thought was of turning the dial, hearing a satisfying 
whirring noise as the obelisk came to life and fl ooded his vision with light.

As the hands dragged him beneath the surface for the last time, a single thought served as his lifeline, 
dragged him to the surface time and again as he fl oated through the sea of gray that had enveloped him. 
Etheral had returned, now the people could as well...

“Where’s daddy?” a little boy asked his mother, sounding more than a little panicked. He had woken up 
screaming in the middle of the night again. “Is he Okay?”

“Of course he is, he’s just working really late again is all.” His mother crooned, stroking his hair gently, 
surprised with the ease of which she had lied to her son, surprised and afraid.

“Mommy?”

“Yes?”

The boy was now half asleep, his speech beginning to slur, “What does Daddy do all day at work?”

“He returns what people lose.” After a pause, she added, “He’s a Returner.”

The name brought her back to earlier that morning when she had stood in her husband’s fi nal embrace. 
She almost cried when she realized she could only faintly remember his face that morning.

They had both known, somehow, they had known. He wasn’t coming home this time. The silence be-
tween them spoke volumes and they let it, no words could cross the chasm life had placed between them. He 
had told her something irrational, had told her to leave the city, to fi nd somewhere in the country away from 
people. When she had asked why, he offered only a cryptic revelation.

“I had a strange dream last night.” His voice, calm but serious, was now little more than smoke. “I saw 
visions, not of school or work, but of interruption, a second fl ood is coming, and it is not to rid the world of 
sin, but the root of that sin ... us.”

MagnumCool
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Leslie Newport
Lima Senior
Second Place

Illusion of Reality

The man observed the lake he was sitting by and noticed that the ducks had gone for winter. 

He smiled at the symbolism and thought he might have read it once but he wasn’t quite sure. 

Alastair MacTavish clutched the strap to the tattered backpack he carried around and sat on the bench. 
It was cold and he shouldn’t be sitting so closely to the lake but he enjoyed it, even if he thought it was the 
perpetrator of his chronic cough. He loved the wind splaying his skin open and the warm tears that fl owed 
down his cheeks if he kept his eyes open too long. 

After one rough gust of wind, he checked the watch on his wrist; the smashed face still read reliably he 
thought. It said twenty after ten so he stood and set out to the university where he worked as a professor. 
The lack of sun to make his path brighter saddened him, but he did not let it bother him much. He stopped 
by a coffee shop to get a newspaper and a small black coffee. 

At the university, he settled himself on a bench and read the newspaper while sipping his coffee. When 
he fi nished, he folded the paper and stuffed it in his backpack, then retrieved a large book. He smiled at the 
cracking leather and ran his fi nger down the spine before opening the book and thumbing through the well-
worn pages to his favorite T.S. Eliot poem. 

Happily, he sat on the bench with his fi ngers numbing in the December wind tracing the already under-
lined passages. Twenty yards away, several young college students sat lounging on the picnic tables listening 
to a boom box. Alastair frowned and continued reading; they turned up the volume. He set his book on the 
bench and walked over to them. 

“Excuse me, could you turn down the radio?” he asked. They looked at him derisively, eyeing the well-
taken care of but obviously old fl annel shirt and the threadbare khaki pants. One of them leaned over and 
turned the volume up. 

“Please, turn the music down,” he said. “Some of us are trying to educate ourselves.” 

Even still, the students turned up the volume. Ashamed of them but unable to control the tearing of his 
eyes, Alastair turned on his heel and went back to his bench, cursing college students. He should have been 
an elementary teacher for all it was worth sometimes. 

Let me also wear- Alastair jumped when a Frisbee landed right next to him on the bench. He scowled 
and fl icked it off, onto the ground. Didn’t these students have any classes? Such deliberate disguises…such de-
liberate disguises…unable to concentrate; he shut the book and put it back into his backpack, beside his copy 
of Ken Kesey’s One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest. He settled the straps onto his shoulders and took no more 
than three steps when something connected with his head and he stumbled at the blow’s power. He steadied 
himself and saw the bright orange Frisbee laying by his feet. 

“Oops, hit the crazy guy, good thing he’s not a professor anymore.” Alastair stared at them. Of course he 
was a professor. He had his doctorate. He had his tenure and full professorship. 

When he opened his mouth to tell them as much, someone spoke from behind him. 

“Do not disrespect a professor emeritus.” Alastair turned, relieved, and saw James Roebuck standing 
with a slight cappuccino mustache. He set the briefcase on the ground and picked the Frisbee up. He exam-
ined it and threw it across the grass. 

“Come along, Professor,” James said. He picked up his briefcase and Alastair followed him. 

“Did you get the essay fi nished Mr. Roebuck?” 
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“Yes, Professor. I found it diffi cult but fi nished it. Why don’t you go sit in your offi ce, I have to fi nish up 
some preparations for the classroom-”

“That’s my room, Mr. Roebuck; you know it’s perfectly fi ne.” Alastair pulled out his metal cigarette case 
and rolled a cigarette between his fi ngers after pulling it out. James went down the hall and Alastair entered 
the offi ce. He settled into the chair and turned on the computer. The internet loaded quickly and he typed in 
his name and password to check his email. 

“Account invalid” popped up on the screen and he scowled, going back to double check his name and 
password before trying again. It still did not work. He swore before he shut the computer down. He was 
expecting an email.  

Vaguely, he thought he had come because he’d had a class at eleven. Looking at the clock, he saw that it 
was twelve. 

There were only a few personal pictures on the wall. He smiled at one of his son in his Little League 
uniform and almost frowned at one of James with his fi ancée. James had given him the photo…for what 
exactly, Alastair was unsure. 

“Professor-” Alastair jumped and clutched the strap of his backpack. 

“Is something wrong, sir?” 

“No, no, it’s fi ne, Mr. Roebuck. I’m going to take a walk.” 

James frowned. He set a book on the desk and picked up another, along with a sheaf of paper. 

“Would you drop these off at the hospital?” 

Alastair eyed him. “Which one?” 

“The medical hospital, to Dr. Dalton, and tell him that tonight I’ll be over. We went to college together.”

“I will , James-”

“Remember, Professor, here at work we have to keep it formal. No one knows you’re my cousin-”

“Oh, yes. Mr. Roebuck, I apologize.” 

“It’s fi ne, Professor, we just need to keep it formal. Rachel is having steak for supper tonight and asked 
that I invite you.” 

“Oh, I don’t know, Mr. Roebuck. I promised Ian I would help him with his homework, his class is be-
ginning to read One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest.” 

Not until next week,” James lied. “I spoke to their teacher. He said this week is review.”

     “Oh, well, then I’ll be over, Mr. Roebuck. Ian has been avoiding me lately…” Alastair trailed off. “It’s 
almost as if he’d died.” 

James smiled. “It happens. Now, would you-”

“Of course,” Alastair said. He stood and took the papers from James, then carefully set them in his back-
pack before he slung it over his shoulders. He remembered something strange from earlier. 

“Ja- Mr. Roebuck, why did you refer to me as a professor emeritus?” 

“Well, we have the traditional ranks here and I thought it made you sound more respectable. I don’t 
mean to sound pushy but please, my papers, Professor.” 

“Oh, yes! I’ll get those delivered at once.” 

He left James in the offi ce and began the thirty-minute trek across Baile where the teaching hospital was 
located. He stood at the edge of the lake for fi ve guilty minutes, on the edge of the dock, until a police offi cer 
yelled at him to get away when the wind was so fi erce. Reluctantly, he walked away, fresh tear streaks on his 
cheeks from the bitter wind in his eyes. 

He could see the sprawling hospital over a mass of cars, probably a mile of parking lot, he mused. To his 
right, a cemetery lay. 
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“I bet that gives people true confi dence,” he said aloud. He felt compelled to enter but was no more than 
three steps in when he turned abruptly, mystifying even himself, and walked to the hospital, across the mile 
of parking lot in ten minutes. 

He had to request information from a multitude of people as to Dr. Dalton’s whereabouts. He was 
pointed in the direction of the psychiatry building. At psychiatry, it took another set of questions before a 
man, an orderly he thought, led him to an offi ce. 

Alastair amused himself by seeing how much of The Hollow Men he could remember but it was not a 
lot. The section between the idea and the reality was as far as he got before the lines were not retrieved from 
his mind. He sighed. There had been a time when he had nearly all of Eliot’s poetry memorized, even The 
Wasteland.

He set his backpack in a chair by the offi ce door and wandered into a hallway. It led him to one of 
psychiatry’s wards; he had almost interrupted a group session. He stood with his back against the wall, feel-
ing bad for eavesdropping but he was curious. 

“Dr. Dalton, is it true we’re getting a new patient?” 

“Yes. He’s older than most of you, except Mr. Garrison over there, so I expect you to treat him respect-
fully. However, from what I’ve heard he can be a rough-”

“Why not just say psychotic?” someone said sulkily. “It’s not like we couldn’t have fi gured it out on our 
own. Psychotic, damn it! We’re not children. Anyways, another psycho would just add to the absolute pleas-
antness of this place.” 

 “No you’re not,” Dalton said. “And don’t refer to him as a ‘psycho’. He’s well educated, he was once a 
great English professor, but he won’t get your slang at fi rst and referring to him as a ‘psycho’ will make him 
think that we see him as untreatable-”

“All of us are untreatable, doc, some of us just realize it, eh Brian?” 

“I shouldn’t be here so stop teasing me, you prick-”

“Mr. O’Brien, calm down. I don’t want to order an increase in meds if you become highly agitated-”

“Forget agitated! I’ll be as agitated as you damn well want me! To hell with you, Dalton!” Alastair felt 
uneasy and slid away. He could hear the man grow increasingly frenzied and three men passed him in the 
rush to get to the room, not even noticing the unauthorized person. 

Alastair sat in the other chair outside Dr. Dalton’s offi ce. His hands were shaking violently and he 
needed a cigarette. He pulled one out of the metal case he retrieved from the breast pocket of his fl annel 
jacket. His hands were still shaking as he lit it and stuck it in his mouth. He took a long drag and after a few 
more drags, he felt the effects. He sighed in relief when his hands were done shaking. 

Several lines forced his mind off the outburst and he wondered why he had suddenly remembered 
them.

Between the motion and the act falls the shadow…

A sharp clack-clack brought his attention to his surroundings and he dropped the cigarette on the fl oor 
before stomping it out. Just as he shoved the remains under the chair he was in, a man of forty appeared be-
fore him with thick black hair moussed back and bright blue eyes. He looked curiously at Alastair from over 
half-moon glasses. After a moment, he seemed to come to a realization and offered his hand. 

“Dr. Bruce Dalton,” he said. “James Roebuck told me you would be over to drop off some papers.”

“Dr. Alastair MacTavish,” Alastair said, feeling very ashamed as he stood in his shabby clothes compared 
to Dalton’s fi ne dress shirt and pants under his white lab coat. He shouldn’t have said doctor.

“English professor, am I correct?” Dalton asked. “Well, former, James has informed me of your new 
status.” 

“Yes, I teach literature.” He fi shed for the papers in his backpack and handed them to Dalton. He averted 
his eyes from shame when Dalton began to speak to him again. Stupid doctorate, he cursed. Yet…he was not 
sure if it was the doctorate. 
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Dalton opened his offi ce. Alastair remained standing, despite another chair. He fi shed around his back-
pack while Dalton booted up his computer. Alastair found the papers and handed them to Dalton. Dalton 
looked at them approvingly and began to shuffl e through them. 

“How long have you known James?” 

“All his life, we’re cousins.” 

Better to act cagey than let him try to get you, someone approved in his mind. 

 “What about your other family?” 

“James and my son and wife are all I have left, well, I suppose there’s Rachel too.” 

“What about siblings, your father, mother?” 

“I was an only child. By the time I was born, my parents were already well aged. My mother died not 
long after I entered college, but my father lived to see my dissertation accepted and know his grandson for a 
few years.” Alastair began to feel very wary of Dalton, because Dalton seemed too calm, as if he was testing 
Alastair and knew these things already. 

“What’s in the papers?” he asked abruptly and felt mortifi ed at his lack of dignifi ed speech.

“Confi dential, concerning a possible patient of mine. How are your son and wife?” 

“Well-” Alastair paused. Remember to act cagey! “Ian is – he is at school. Ramona is-is working.” 

“I have a godson who would be in school about now, what school does Ian go to?” 

Alastair stood with his jaw shaking. “Why are you asking me questions?” 

“I was once a college student. I seem to remember thinking my teachers didn’t appear to have any real 
life- curiosity I suppose.”

Alastair sat back down. “Ian goes to elementary? No, no…he’d be in middle school. He goes to Baile 
Middle School.” He averted his eyes again but not out of shame; he was frightened Dalton would see his 
uncertainty. 

“Where does your wife work?” 

“Here,” Alastair said, feeling proud of his certainty. “Here, a doctor for-” he faltered and realized he 
knew she was a doctor but not of what. “A doctor for – pathology.” 

“Hmm, well, I don’t know her. Wes probably would –” Alastair wondered who Wes was – “but there are 
hundreds of doctors here. All seems in order, Dr. MacTavish, tell James I hope he makes it tonight, it’s an 
emergency.”

“Alright,” Alastair said, relieved. He left the offi ce. 

This was the last time he would do James a favor involving Dr. Dalton. 

“He wouldn’t stop asking me absurd questions, James! As if my life is any of his business!” 

“Stop pacing, please, Alastair. Rachel just fi nished cleaning and she might not like your mud-”

“Sorry.” Alastair instead sat in a chair and lit a cigarette he’d been rolling between his fi ngers. He began 
smoking it to fi nd it was stale. He continued puffi ng. 

James surveyed him from the other side of the desk in his study. He set down a book he was making 
notes on. “I’m sure it was just habit, Alastair. He is a psychiatrist and gives people the third degree all the 
time.” 

“Maybe,” Alastair said doubtfully. “But me, James? I’m one of the sanest people I know.”

“He’s so used to seeing insanity, he likely questions most people he fi rst meets. How is Ian doing in 
baseball?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. I went home for a moment and both of them avoided me. Normally they greet me 
enthusiastically but today-”
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“I’m sure they have their reasons. Now, we’ve eaten, Alastair, would you like to come with me? I have 
some business to attend to.” 

“Alright, James.” 

Alastair went outside and got in James’ car. James followed him for a moment, bringing his backpack. 

“I thought I’d just give you a ride home when we were fi nished,” James said. He drove for a few minutes 
and Alastair watched the lights of the houses fade until James pulled to a stop in front of large iron gates. 
They got out of the car and Alastair looked dubiously at the cemetery. 

“What business would you have here?” he asked. James didn’t answer, merely grabbed Alastair’s sleeve 
and led him through the cemetery. Overcome with apprehension, Alastair struggled but James was stronger 
and Alastair was wary to let his shirt rip, remembering the acute shame he had felt in Dalton’s presence. 

James stopped in a remote section of the cemetery and took several steps back after telling Alastair to 
inspect the headstones. 

“What good will it accomplish?” he asked irritably. 

“Do it,” James said. Alastair scowled and leaned over to read them.

Ian Alastair MacTavish, 1990-2001. 

Dr. Ramona Kincaid-MacTavish, 1963-2001. 

“What’s the meaning of this joke?” he snapped. Alastair scrambled up from his crouched position to 
face his cousin. 

“It’s not a joke, Alastair.” 

“Stop playing this stupid game, James! It’s not good to play with people’s emotions!” 

“Come on, Alastair.” James began to walk away. Alastair followed him angrily and slammed the car door 
shut when James started it. 

Alastair felt his anger fading when he took his mind off the joke and anger would come back as fi erce as 
ever when he thought of the shock he’d initially felt at seeing the headstones. Nothing but a hideously bad 
joke…

He became acutely aware of his surroundings when James left the car and heard men talking. 

“I just showed him the cemetery, Bruce. He’s pissed off, might want to get some sedatives in him to let 
him sleep tonight.”

“Of course, James, the orderlies will get him and you can go home. I’ll call you tomorrow after my of-
fi cial evaluation to let you know all the specifi cs.”

“Try to be easy on him; he’s had it rough the past few years. You know, since the fi re.” 

“Of course, James. Mr. Williams, Mr. Simons, would you get Dr. MacTavish? Hmm, well, I’ll come to 
give him a shot of sedative.” 

Later, Alastair lay in the psychiatry dormitory and opened up his T.S. Eliot book. He tried to fi nish the 
poem he’d started earlier that day. The man who had cursed so profoundly earlier grinned at him from the 
bed next to him. His teeth were disgusting and Alastair resisted the urge to vomit. 

“There we go, I see you have one of Mr. Eliot’s works. You used to teach me, before I went crazy. Dalton 
thinks you’re crazy too, you know.”

“I’m not crazy,” Alastair said quietly. “Ian and Ramona will wonder where I am if I don’t get home 
soon.” His lower lip trembled and he shut his eyes to keep from crying. His neighbor patted him on the back.  

“It’s alright, Professor. We all think we’re sane at fi rst.” 
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Abby Scalf
Delphos St. John’s 
Third Place

The Martini Olive

Murder. A crime punishable by death. A mortal sin, committed by jealous women and angered men. 
The most evil thing ever conceived by man. Or, a gift from God?

1930’s, the time of the prohibition. Alcohol became illegal, saying it caused some men to go insane with 
rage. Now, the people all over the city must live without that elixir that kept them so sane, and alive all this 
time. Vendors in the many bars and restaurants became bankrupt, having to close, fearing for their income. 
Most just kept right on selling, no matter what anyone said. 

A lonely saxophonist played a haunting tune in the dark corner of the dimly lit room. The pianist 
next to her chimed on, unaware of the crime happening in the room next door, unseen by anyone walking 
outside. 

Gun shots ripped through the stiff air of the club. Screams, thuds, and clatters issued from the door. 
Then, silence. There, lying on the fl oor of the dance club laid the stiff, bloody corpse of Bryon Wreede. A 
well-known snitch to the workers at the club. It seemed someone didn’t like the way he worked. I wouldn’t 
blame them for blowing his brains away. I, myself, would have, if I had the guts.

I was there the day it happened. The club was silent in the humid afternoon air. Most of the patrons 
waited until nightfall to witness the great fl aming-haired mistress of the Martini Olive’s performance and 
drown in their sorrows from all the illegal alcohol it held. The small group I ran around with at the time 
were seated at the farthest, most secluded table in the club, the Mobster’s Barstool as it was called. My fellow 
colleagues sat around one of the only oak tables in the whole joint, contemplating what just happened. Both 
the murder and Eric’s great heist. 

“Genuine Absinthe my friends. Only bottle in this city, that I know of,” he grinned, fl ashing his fang 
like teeth. Eric was the comedian of the group and had extended knowledge of explosives. None of us knew 
exactly where he got all his information from, but none us were friendly enough to ask.

His black, tailored suit ruffl ed as he reached into the inside pocket and drew out the green bottle. His 
fl oppy hat hung low over his green-brown eyes as he passed around the bottle, his curling black hair poking 
out at certain points. The little tuft of skin on his right ear that made him resemble an elf popped out, 
sticking up like blade of grass. 

“So, Heather, what’s college like? I’ll need to know if I decide to go.” Kyle, all around master of disguise 
and poison expert, said, idly sitting across from me. He was digging into the chili-cheese fries he brought 
from the kitchen. Occasionally, he would pick one up, study it, and fl ip it into his mouth. His egg-shaped 
noggin, covered in little blonde hairs, and almond-shaped glasses made him seem out of place amongst 
these grand styled guys and dolls. His pinstriped suit hung limply from his broad shoulders, wrinkled at the 
seams. He chomped the fries as he chatted with Heather.

“Well, you know. Cramped spaces, little action. I’m just waiting for this to get published so I can get 
outta that hole,” she replied, gum smacking in her white mouth.

Heather, the college dame from New York, sat catty-corner, typing away on her Goldmine typewriter, 
chatting back, her blonde-reddish hair bouncing as she exaggerated her words, waving her hands over her 
head. She was an aspiring author, and good at what she did at the club. The golden tussles on her purple, 
crimson dress fl apped along with her good-bye arms, jiggling like a small bowl of jelly. Her hardy laughs 
caused ripples to spread across the small alcove, making us all laugh. She occasionally popped a bubble, 
causing it to explode. The tink tink tink of her typewriter began to get on my nerves, but I kept silent. 
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Eric sat next to her, watching her hands. Every so often, I would see him glance at me, not knowing 
exactly why. Heather’s story grew and grew the longer we talked, her hands fl ashing across the keyboard.

“Well, well well. That’s a pretty bottle. Where’d ya get it elf boy?” Elliot asked, smirking, grabbing the 
bottle and drinking from it heavily. 

Elliot, AKA, the Weasel, sat next to Kyle, catty-corner from me, humming a familiar tune. His weasel-
like features stuck out amongst us. His oval-shaped glasses refl ected the small light that littered the table, 
causing some strange shadows to cross the surface. He fi ddled with his pack of cards, shuffl ing them, a 
nervous habit he caught from me. His card shark skills came out whenever he did this. The bright blue suit 
that adorned his body caught my eye, making me second guess my own style. His almost translucent hair 
poked up like newly cut grass. 

“Yeah, it is. Let me at it!” I called, taking it from him.

My own black, slimming dress hung loosely off my broad fi gure. Though I had enough to fi ll out the 
top, the bottom hung badly, in dire need of trimming. My auburn, white-highlighted hair, tied tightly in 
a bun, stuck into my head, causing me to itch frequently. The hazel of my eyes glinted from newly formed 
tears from the joke Eric told, splashing my make-up. My 2-inch black heels clinked against the granite fl oor 
as I walked up to the macabre scene. 

A pool of blood ran from the three gun wounds that littered the body. His normally brown hair, turned 
an awful burnt orange from the blood staining it. His blue eyes began to glaze over, staring out to another 
place. The rotten stench of burnt hair and bodily fl uids fi lled the air, mixing with the iron tang. 

“That was some good shootin’ there Weasel.” I said, covering my mouth with a handkerchief to keep 
myself from vomiting. The way his body laid, his arms covering his chest, his face frozen in fear, gave me the 
chills. 

Elliot looked up slowly from the shuffl ed deck of newly bought cards, his eyes hidden behind the glare 
of the light on his glasses. 

“Yep. I never miss.” he replied, slapping down the deck. He took a long drag from the newly lit cigarette, 
a small billow of smoke issued from his nose.

Eric sat, quiet and content, holding up the .45 pistol that killed the snitch, looking it over. He turned 
it over and over, admiring the murder weapon, still warm and covered in blood. His eyes fl icked back and 
forth between myself and the gun. A nervous twitch began in his hands, a sure sign of bad things to come. 

My heels clinked again as I made my way back to the chair, swiping away a small cobweb. Picking up 
the green, waxed bottle, I took a long drought from it, and coughed slightly. It was my fi rst time drinking 
something as strong as that. The saxophonist that was playing in the back fell silent. The piano keys quit 
clinking. 

Slowly, the approaching sound of police sirens fi lled the blood stained air. 

“Jam it, it’s the coppers.” Kyle called from the blinded window. The fl ashing red and blue lights sprayed 
forth from the glass, distorting Kyle’s profi le. 

“I can’t go to no jail! I don’t swing that way baby, you dig?” Eric said, getting up from his perch. His hat 
fl opped wildly as he sprang to the window, looking out. He shook his head and signaled us to move. 

“I agree, let’s jam it before we get found out,” Heather replied, gathering up the scattered papers before 
her. She casually picked up the Absinthe bottle, chugged the rest and threw it to the ground. It shattered with 
a sickening sound. She picked up her golden purse, swung it over her head, and started for the door.

Weasel and I nodded as we gathered up our belongings. Elliot grabbed the deck of cards and stashed 
them in his pocket. I grabbed my hand-stitched midnight blue purse and looked for a better way out. Kyle 
made an exit to the left, out the back door, signaling us to follow. We all soon did, stepping on each other 
heels, high tailin’ it outta there.

The passageway out of the club wound through intricate mazes and downhill stair cases. Drops of water 
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and small squeaks from rats could be heard echoing through the tunnels. Stone walls crammed us together 
into a single line. 

When, fi nally, we reached the man hole, we ended up in front of another secluded and not widely 
known bar, The Virgin’s Palace. We stepped up to the seemingly abandoned apartment complex, keeping an 
eye out for the police. Up the stairs and through an open door, we came to the hidden entrance. A bookcase, 
lined with books on how to make all kinds of alcoholic beverages. We hit the book key, an old, brown book 
with the title The Virgin’s Palace, by a man named E.D. Rooker. Ironic once you actually think about it. The 
police still hadn’t found this place. I don’t think they ever will, now. 

The barkeep, a Mr. Ed Rooker greeted us with a kind smile and wave. His ebony colored skin glistened 
from sweat, his white barkeep shirt soaked and stained. The whiteness of his teeth glistened against his dark 
skin as he fl ashed us another brilliant smile. 

“Looks like ya’ll been through hell. Why don’t you sit and have a drink. On the house,” he grinned, 
knowing the reason of our sudden appearance so early. 

“That sounds great. Pour us up a couple of shots of whiskey for the guys. And…”

“Two martinis for the gals,” I fi nished, fl ashing a broad grin at the look of surprise on Eric’s face. “No 
olives.” 
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Ross Short
Bath 
Honorable Mention

Ark
Ark and his master rode swiftly through the dim forest. Ark could barely contain his excitement; it was his 
fi rst visit home in months. He had been learning swordsmanship from his master since he was a boy, visiting 
home only every so often. Ark’s master looked at the boy’s smiling face and chuckled at his enthusiasm. They 
were almost to the village Ark grew up in. Ark rode into the village with a giant grin, but was soon overcome 
by grief. His home was no more, everything was in ruin.

Ark looked at the ravaged village in disbelief. He looked around for something to bring him hope; maybe 
they had taken a wrong turn. His last shred of hope was torn from him as he found a familiar building, his 
home. He ran inside and found his family scattered about. He checked them for life but found none. He 
shed tears over them and left the house.

His master rode to him holding the body of an old man. Ark recognized him as the head of the village. The 
old man looked terrifi ed; he sputtered out some words but struggled, “M ... Monster.” He muttered weakly 
pointing off into the distance. Ark looked up to see that the man was pointing to a mountain formation. A 
dark storm cloud lingered at its pinnacle.

Ark looked to his master as to question but his master already knew what he was asking. He looked at Ark 
with pity, Those are the Aetholine Mountains, the dead mountains as they’re commonly called. A demon 
lives there I’ve heard, perhaps it ...” Ark cut him off. “I’ll go there and I’ll punish it,” he said with a fi ery look 
in his eyes. Ark’s mater looked at him with a hard face, ‘Vengeance will bring you nothing but despair, let us 
look for more survivors” The old master said suggestively. Ark looked to the ground, he knew his master was 
right but he couldn’t let this crime go unpunished.

“Then I wont go seeking revenge, I will rid this world of an abomination that should have been put down 
long ago, “Ark said looking back to is master. The master had a distressed look on his face. Ark hammered 
on. “Please, allow me this opportunity to put my skills to use. Stay here and care for the villagers, I can do 
this,” Ark said confi dently.

His Master thought but realized he was running out of time. The villagers needed help. He looked to Ark 
and said, “Very well then, I will grant you this ... opportunity.” Ark looked at him and nodded and said “Do 
not worry, I’ll come back with the monsters head grasped in my hands.” Then Ark rode off towards the 
mountains. He urged his horse to go faster, for he had a long way to ride. He looked at the dreary moun-
tain with a scowl. “I’ll rid the land of this evil and return to my village a hero.” The thought of being a hero 
lessened his grief a bit.

He rode on but soon found himself feeling dreary. He looked at his map for a nearby village. Finding some 
landmarks he found a village not too far off. He rode and fi nally came upon the town the map had depicted. 
He rode into town and looked for an Inn he might stay at. After brief searching he came upon one. He tied 
his horse in a stable and entered the Inn. It wasn’t huge but there were a fair amount of people. He sat down 
at a table and ordered some bread. He ate peacefully but was soon interrupted by a bent old man. The man 
sat down and greeted him. “Aye son, what’s a young’n like you doin round these parts,” he said cheerfully. 
Ark explained his situation to him and the crunched old man listened with interest. After Ark had fi nished 
his tale the old man spoke up eagerly, “Mmmm, quite the tale, awful noble of ya.” Ark thought on his words. 
He thought of what he was about to do and came to the conclusion that it was indeed a noble thing he was 
doing.

The old man saw the gleam in Ark’s eye and kept talking. “Yes, yes, quite the young hero. I wonder if ... say, 
would happen to have ridden here on horseback,” the old man questioned. Ark nodded and led the old man 
into the stable to show off his horse. The old man stared at the horse without any emotion. Ark saw this and 
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became a bit concerned. The old man sighed and said, “Nope, this horse won’t do at all, far too bland for a 
noble lad such as yourself. Wouldn’t you agree?” The man said looking to Ark with anxious eyes. Ark looked 
at his horse, it was indeed a bit plain looking but his master had given him the horse. He thought on it. “Well 
... maybe a little ... .” He said sheepishly. The old man saw this and his anxious look intensifi ed. “Well then 
sonny, if you’ll follow me over into this stable ...” The old man said as he walked into a nearby stable. Ark 
followed hesitantly.

Inside was a white steed with a long fl owing mane. Ark was dazzled and looked down to the saddle. The 
saddle looked just as amazing, even in the dimly lit stable. The saddle was wrought with sapphire and jade. 
The old man smiled at Ark’s wide eyes and said, “Now this is the steed for you. You’ll look marvelous riding 
it.” He said rubbing his hands together. Ark looked at the horse still amazed and then thought of how he 
would look riding it. He thought of the impressed looks he would get from on-lookers. He thought back on 
the horse his master gave him, he thought of his plain color. Half of him wanted to fi nd a way to acquire the 
white steed, and the other wanted to stay with the horse given to him.

The old man saw Ark’s distressed look and said, “You know ... I’ve taken a liking to you boy. Perhaps I would 
be willing to trade mounts with you. What do ya say lad?” He said gleaming at Ark. Ark’s head started to 
hurt, he didn’t know what to do. He desperately wanted the gallant white horse but could he really forsake 
the horse his master entrusted to him. The old man kept on, “I think you’ll be great someday, no doubt 
about it. To see a righteous lad like you on such a horse would do my old eyes some good.” The words sunk 
into Ark. The thought of looking righteous excited him, “I ... well ... I can’t just ... I mean my horse is ...” Ark 
couldn’t get the words out. He just kept gazing at the horse. He thought of himself riding into the king’s 
courts after defeating the demon. Maybe the king would grant him fortune for his good deed. He hadn’t 
thought of a reward for slaying the demon, and he wouldn’t want any noble thinking he was some riffraff. 
The thought of the reward intrigued him further. For such a noble deed, the king would certainly reward 
him. It would be unheard of not to.

He looked to the glorious white horse again and said, “Ok. I.. .I’ll take the horse.” Ark said gazing at it. The 
old man grinned widely and unhitched the horse. He then went and saddled up on Ark’s horse. “Well sonny, 
I’ll be seein’ ya around. Ill try and look you up when you’re a famous lord,” the man said quickly and then 
rode off. Ark looked at his new horse joyously and went to the inn and ordered a room.

He awoke the next day and mounted his new white horse. He kicked its sides and they were off. The horse 
was fast and Ark liked his new steed more and more every passing second. After a while though the horse 
began to slow. Ark ignored it at fi rst but soon the horse was only trotting. Concerned, Ark jumped off the 
horse and looked at his surroundings. They were on a road going through a lightly vegetated forest. The 
ground was solid so that couldn’t be the problem. He looked at his horse and hit it light on the saddle. The 
horse let out a screech and shook about. Ark jumped back startled. He got closer once the horse calmed and 
undid the saddle to see if maybe there was something caught in it. He lifted the saddle off and threw it to the 
side. He was shocked when he looked under the saddle. On the horse found a series of cuts that seemed to 
have some kind of yellow liquid inside. Ark had been sold a diseased horse.

Ark stomped the ground and yelled. He looked upon the horse in anger, “That rickety old bat! Oh if I fi nd 
him ... ” He stopped his ranting as he came to a realization. This horse would keel over soon; it would take 
him weeks to walk to the mountain. Ark yelled again. He pulled the horse along aggressively and to further 
his frustration the old man had rode off with all of his spare food. Ark clenched his fi sts in frustration. He 
looked to the saddle hoping he could sell the sapphires, he picked up the saddle eagerly but his hopes were 
abandoned. In the dim light of the stable he couldn’t see the jewels clearly enough, they were all fakes. He 
was about to lose all sanity he had left in him when he heard some men shouting.

He pulled the horse along and found a wagon stuck in some mud. A heavy man was yelling at some soldiers 
to push it out. Thinking quickly he ran to help. Surely they would give his some supplies for helping them. 
Maybe if he explained the entire situation he could get even more. He ran to the wagon and with his help 
they pushed the wagon out. The plump man looked to him. “Well thank you boy, but we must go. I am 
dreadfully busy,” the man said as his soldiers rejoined him. Ark looked anxiously to the plump man and 
said, “Wait, I really need some supplies. I have none, and I helped you get out of the mud,” Ark pleaded. The 
plump man looked at him and snickered. “Ha, don’t plead with me boy. Your helping was of your own ac-



The Ohio State University at Lima Creative Writing Competition for Allen County High School Students

cord, I asked nothing of you. Now shoo, go home to your farm work or whatever dreadful things you peas-
ants do,” the man said, patronizing him.

A surge of anger went through Arc. He calmed himself down and told the man his quest. Surely of hearing 
his gallant deed the man would reconsider but the plump man just laughed. “Ha, I doubt that. A farm boy 
such as yourself is not meant for slaying beasts. Leave that to true warriors. Now be gone,” the man said in a 
cruel voice. The anger returned to Ark and he protested. The plump man scowled at him. “Soldiers, remove 
him,” he ordered. They drew their swords and closed in on Ark.

Ark had taken all he could resist. He looked upon the soldiers with hatred. He drew his sword and one a sol-
diers charged him. Ark, remembering his training, defl ected the soldiers blow and delivered a quick stab into 
the soldier’s neck. He pulled his blade from the lifeless soldier and the others ran at him. Ark made quick 
work of them all and then stood facing the plump man. The man pulled a decorated sword from his sheath 
and waved it wildly. He pleaded something but Ark was too fl ustered to hear him. He stabbed the plump 
man in his gut and watched him fall. Ark looked at the plump man with disgust.

Ark looked at the man and found he was wearing a royal crest. The thought of the piggish man being a 
noble made his skin crawl. He was much more worthy of being nobility then the pig man, with this reason-
ing he made his way into the wagon. He found suitable food and was about to leave when something caught 
his eye. It was an open chest with clothes in it. He lifted a garment from the chest and examined it. It was a 
glorious crimson tunic. He ran his fi ngers across the tunic and found it was soft, quite possibly the softest 
thing he had ever felt. He laid it softly to the side and continued through the chest. He found many more 
clothes of similar quality as the tunic. A pair of black silk trousers, a belt trimmed with god and silver, and 
something that made his already wide eyes grow into a valley. In the chest was a long sword with a jeweled 
hilt. He plucked it anxiously and gazed upon it. At the end of the hilt was a polished ruby. Upon looking 
more closely he found the hilt was crafted from gold and had opals scattered about it. He then pulled then 
pulled the sword from its sheath and was further amazed by the blade. It was a golden color and had “Nobil-
ity” engraved in silver.

He put away the sword and gazed at the treasures he had found. For the pig-man to wear these clothes 
would be ridiculous, he was much more deserving anyway. Ark took off his tattered clothes and threw them 
aside. He then carefully placed on the clothes he had found. Everything fi t perfectly. He looked in the mirror 
with amazement. He looked like a prince. Surely no one would question him being a noble hero if he wore 
the wonderful clothes. He then fastened the sword into the belt to complete his attire.

He walked out of the wagon and unhitched a caramel colored horse. The horse would have died otherwise; 
he was doing it a favor. He took the saddle from his sick horse and fastened it onto the caramel horse. He 
went to ride off when the sickly horse began to follow him. He shooed it but it persisted. He reached for his 
sword and thought to himself. The horse was doomed to die soon. Killing it would be a better off. It was a 
necessary death. He pulled his golden sword and struck the beast. It fell to the ground lifelessly. Arc looked 
into the horse’s eyes and felt a surge of remorse but quickly relinquished it. He cleaned his sword and rode 
off. He kept saying to himself as he rode, “A necessary death, it needed to be done. It was a just thing to do.” 
He repeated these words to himself as he rode.

He rode on toward the dark mountain. He had taken provisions from the wagon with the horse, so food and 
water was not an issue. With every passing second his thoughts of his quest grew bigger and bigger. He had 
even convinced himself he could become a general in the army, and even marry a noblewoman. With each 
passing thought of grandeur the memories of the true purpose of his quest drifted away. After days of travel 
he made it to the base of the shadowy mountain. He looked up at it not with fear but ambition. Once he 
conquered the mountain’s insidious ruler his life of rewards would embrace him. There was a path leading 
up and he rode along it with a joyous gleam.

He rode on and on the path to the top seemed to be never ending. At last he came to a peculiar sight. There 
was a village nestled in the mountain. Ark rode into the village in wonder. He looked up and to his horror 
saw a statue of a horned, horrible looking man. His features were grotesque, but the element of the sculp-
ture that caught Ark’s eye was the eyes. In place of eyes, were blood red rubies. Around the statue were sickly 
looking people bowing to it. It came to him that the village must worship the demon he was hunting. He 
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gripped the hilt of his sword in disgust.

The sickly villagers looked upon him with astonishment and called to one another in a language he didn’t 
understand. The thought of people bowing down to his nemesis angered him beyond measure. He walked 
towards a building crafted with black marble. Two statues that closely resembled the demon stood on each 
side of the door to the building. He drew his sword and began walking towards the black building. A group 
of men ran in front of him and blocked his path shouting at him in the unknown language. He thought to 
himself, what scum they must be to protect such a being. They would surely be better off dead. It would be 
doing the world a favor to purge such ignorance. He swung wildly at the shouting men, slaying them almost 
effortlessly. The rest of the villagers cowered in fear and Ark continued on saying to himself, “Necessary 
deaths.”

He walked into the room but instead of fi nding the demon glaring at him, a boy about his age stood over the 
beast’s body. A volt of anguish rushed through Ark for he knew his dreams were now shattered. The young 
man ruined his future and would take all the glory as his own. Ark fl ushed in anger and charged the man. 
The young man looked startled and defl ected the attack, cleaving Ark’s golden sword in half and struck a 
long gash into Ark’s fl esh. Ark fell to the ground with horror on his face. He then hit the ground and the 
young man knelt next to him. Ark expected him to sneer at him but was surprised by the warrior’s actions. 
He clasped his hands and prayed for Ark, and as he walked off he apologized to him with a tear in his eye. 
With one last ounce of energy Ark cursed at the boy and drifted off to the netherworld.
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Kim Zimmerman
Bath
Honorable Mention

Boy Problems

10-01-05 4:45 p.m.

Oh my God! Can you believe it?  It is appalling. Uggh!  Uggh! I get home from school today and mom 
tells me Rachael called for me.  So I was thinking, she just wants to talk because she is bored or something, 
but oh no.  She tells me that Jake and Emma are going out.  I just cannot stand her!  Emma knows that I 
almost am in love with him.  I mean, we are in 10th grade so it is not like we are going to become soul mates 
or anything, but I have wanted to go out with him for two years now.  Man that just makes me mad.  I just 
want to punch her.  I know she is cocky and thinks everything revolves around her but I was hoping that she 
would think about me before she made the decision of going out with him.  Oh great, now I am almost in 
tears.  Got to go! My dad is walking into the room. 

10-01-05 5:15 p.m. 

To make things worse, I walked out to the kitchen were I saw my dad sitting at the table and I tried to 
wipe my tears away quickly.  I walked past him so I could get some chocolate (because you know what the 
doc prescribes when you have boy problems) from the cabinet and on my way back to my room he goes 
“Morgan, I think we should talk about boys later tonight.”  I responded to him by saying “Great cannot 
wait.”  I think he knew that I am currently suffering from broken heart syndrome from what I thought was 
my “Almost true love”.  On the way to my room I got my cell phone from my purse.  I called Danielle to 
tell her and she told me that they have been going out for two days now.  Ok, I know that I can be a blonde 
sometimes but HOW COULD I MISS THAT!!  Emma and Jake are both in two of my classes.  Jake’s in my 
Spanish class also.  You would think through that I would see them talking and looking like they were more 
than friends.  (I swear I am going to gain ten pounds off this chocolate.)  Once Danielle and I hung up I 
looked at my phone and it had on my screen that I wasted all two hundred minutes my mom bought for me 
three days ago.  She is going to kill me!  I just wasted one hundred and six of those minutes on Danielle.  Ap-
parently she is not Verizon.  This is wonderful; my world is crashing down on me. My problems

1. Jake and Emma

2.  My cell phone

3. The weight I just gained from the chocolate

4. The “talk” I am going to have with my dad later tonight

10-01-05  10:45 p.m.

 Just to let you know that talk ended up to be nothing.  It had nothing to do with Jake. Yeah! 

10-02-06 3:19 a.m.

 Okay, that was weird.  I apparently am suffering from jealousy syndrome or something.  I woke up 
about twenty minutes ago from this dream I was having.  Which, by the way, right now I am running on 
the treadmill downstairs and sad to say, but I think my pants are tighter, but that is okay I will just add it to 
the problem list!  Anyway the dream I had took place at my school, Loak Chester High.  I was at my locker.  
Then Jake and Emma came up and stopped about fi ve lockers away from my locker and started to make out.  
I am standing there thinking “this is so not cool.”  After standing there and staring at them for what seemed 
like forever, Kelsey comes up to me and says “Oh my God stop the drooling”.  That was really embarrassing, 
because right when she said that he looked up at me and gave me a nasty look.  You know the kind popular 
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kids give to the nerdy ones.  It is the “What the heck are you looking at me for, I am so much better than 
you” look.  Oooh, thank goodness it was only a dream.  My mom just came downstairs to yell at me for wak-
ing her up seeing as it is now 4:01 a.m.  She said I have to go to bed. 

10-02-05 6:59 p.m.

 I just got home from cheerleading practice.  I basically killed myself working out there today.  I did 
awesome, too.  Today at school I concentrated on those two more than ever.  I noticed they do walk and talk 
to each other a lot, but they did not make-out in the hallways by my locker like my dream showed.  Whatev-
er!  I am going to get over him, they will see.  I guess someone told like the whole school that I was heartbro-
ken about this set up between Jake and Emma, but it will not bother me anymore. Oh man, my mom signed 
me up in September for this stupid play called Miracle on Ice Foot.  Well, a few weeks ago we were assigned 
our parts.  First off, I do not want to be in the play, and second, guess who gets to play the Ice Foot: me!  It 
is a stupid part with only one line.  I say, “I am Ice Foot, hear me roar”.  Yeah, how grand is that?  I sit on the 
stage the whole play and do not move one bit, but yet I have to go all these practices and sit. Luckily, tomor-
row is the play.  I have to get dressed to be a foot for two hours. 

10-03-05 9:32 p.m. 

I am so excited!  I met this boy at the play tonight.  Which by the way, when I was dressed in my foot 
costume, I heard one of my audience members ask if I have foot fungus.  That was great.   I told him to 
grow-up.  Okay, so the boy’s name is Chad and he is so so hot.  He was not the one who said that.  Of course 
not as hot as Jake, but I will make do.  Chad asked for my phone number and I gave it to him.  Then he gave 
me his (419-555-9834).  I think I might call it but I do not know.  Maybe if I go out with Chad then Jake will 
get jealous and have a dream about me.  That would be so cool.  Oh my God!  The phone is ringing and it 
says it is Chad.  Got to go.  AHH! 

10-04-05 5:12 a.m.

Last night Chad and I talked for four hours.   I loved it.  Of course I called him back on my home phone 
because my phone was out of minutes.  This is something Jake and I have never done before.  He made me 
laugh about stupid stuff.  Right when I said I have to go to bed he asked me out and I was caught up in the 
moment and I said, “YES”!  Can you believe it?  Morgan Landons is going on her fi rst date tonight at 6:00 
p.m.  I cannot stay awake any longer, goodnight. 

10-04-05 9:00 p.m. 

I am at home now, it was the best evening ever.  HE KISSED ME! I cannot believe it.  I hope I am not 
a bad kisser.  He took me to dinner and then we went bowling, and I have to tell you he is not a bad kisser.  
The bowling part was a little lame but I will get over it.  Chad asked me out on Friday, so I have two days.  I 
wonder what will happen!!
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Jeremy Redmon
Delphos Jefferson 
Honorable Mention

Brainstorm Session
This is a brainstorm session that I am writing. This is to help me think of ideas for a short story to write. 
The story is for a writing contest. I will now write the fi rst thing that comes to my head. Ok, here we go.

...

...

That was horrible, how can I get my story started if I can’t even get a brainstorm started. This must be what 
actual writers call, “Writer’s Block.” Man Writer’s block sucks. Maybe if I talk about myself a little bit that 
will help me get my story going.

My name is Chuck Michealson, and as a representative of the Michealson family, I have to be preppy and 
snotty to other people, as it has been since my older brothers have been in High School. The thing is, I’m 
not like my brothers. They are nothing like me, They like Eminem, I like a lot of less mainstream stuff, like 
Norma Jean. They don’t like to read a lot, but reading is my past time. I could go on, but I won’t. I guess I’m 
not like most people even, I like, “Heavy Metal”, I love reading Edgar Allan Poe, and I’m really into Horror 
movies, I guess you could call me a “Dark” Person, but I have a real light side too, I love puppies and kitties, 
and I’m a vegetarian. So even though I’m not a normal person, I’m not a bad person, so all in all...

That didn’t get me anywhere; I really don’t know what to write about. It’s funny how these things happen. I 
have so many ideas sometimes, but I can’t think of anything right now. Ok I’ll just start writing.

Once upon a time, there was this dog named Fido. Fido was an awesome dog, because he was able to save 
lives. One time Fido ...

Another fl op. I was almost certain Fido was a winner. I just realized how stupid a super-hero dog sounded 
on paper. Maybe I could write about a car that kills people that his owner doesn’t like .... Oh wait .... That’s 
a book already, silly Stephen King. Sometimes I wonder if my stories are ever going to be made into movies 
after I’m dead, like Lord of the Rings. Oh I think I have something!

Jared was a rock star, and he had everything. Women, money, a giant house, women, a Rolex, an awesome 
sports car, women and everything else you could imagine. The thing is, Jared the Rock Star didn’t have hap-
piness, and that is what he wanted most of all.

Nada, that was horrible. I really think that I should just give up all together, that would be easier for me, and 
nobody would have to waste their time reading another stupid story. I doubt that I would even win in the 
fi rst place, there must be millions, no billions, of people who are entering this contest. Of course there is, 
there is one hundred dollars at stake. Ok, one more try ...

My name is Chuck Michealson, and I have a dog named Fido. One time, Fido saved my life. I was being 
attacked by a rabid rock star. This rock star had everything women, money, a giant house, women, a Rolex, 
women, and everything else you can imagine, unfortunately, he also had rabies. And this made him sad...

That’s it! That is the perfect story! I knew if I kept at it I would get it! I never, EVER doubted myself for an 
instant. I better get working on it right away.
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Korie Gesler
Bluffton 
First Place

Beast
 Across the wide, sapphire sea,
 Where few have ever been
 There rests a lonely isle
 That ne’er has been seen
 It was spoken of in whispers
 A rumor in the east
 Some said it held a treasure
 Watched by a monstrous beast
 And so the sailors shuddered
 At the thought of such a place
 All ships, they sailed clear of it
 And of the isle there was no trace
 But the captain of the Sea-Serpent
 He had a different plan
 To take the treasure was his wish
 Such a brave and foolish man
 So the Serpent set sail one daySerpent set sail one daySerpent

And went to fi nd its fate
 The crew feared the chance for turning back
 Was gone, it was too late
 The Sea-Serpent traveled on and onSea-Serpent traveled on and onSea-Serpent
 For many a night and day
 The captain remained determined
 The crew thought they’d gone astray
 Then came the fateful morn
 When there were shouts of “land”
 And they knew it was the dreaded isle
 When they stepped upon the sand
 So the captain led them on
 Followed by his men in fright
 They traveled o’er that jungled isle
 Till they found a wondrous sight
 It was a gilded temple
 Of white stone and of gold
 And all those present knew
 It held the treasure they’d been told
 And so they entered the temple
 Oh so cautiously
 For a glimpse of the monster
 They had yet to see
 And so the crew of the Serpent
 Traveled through the halls
 And admired the riches of the place,
 The paintings and runes upon the walls
 And then they found the largest room



Junior/Senior Division – Poetry
Page 45

 And saw what they couldn’t believe
 For in that room there was
 A treasure too large to conceive
 As the crew stared in awe
 At gold, silver, diamonds, jade
 All their thoughts of the rumored beast
 Quickly began to fade
 So the crew began to take
 All they could of that prize
 And as each moment passed
 Reason faded from their minds
 At fi rst they began to squabble
 And then they began to fi ght
 And as the minutes passed
 They failed to see their plight
 For there was a beast of legend
 That watched o’er the treasure trove
 But that beast was not made
 Of muscle or sinew or bone
 So the crew of the Serpent quarreledSerpent quarreledSerpent
 And fought that fateful day
 A very few came to their senses
 And to the ship they ran away
 Those remaining in the room
 Yelled and stabbed and hit
 And soon the crew’s blood covered
 The treasure, every bit
 Those remaining of the crew

Sailed away and ne’er looked back
 And now they understood
 The knowledge which they’d lacked
 The treasure was guarded by a beast
 But a beast of a different kind
 For this beast came with men
 And resided in men’s minds
 What need is there of a monster
 That can die and that can bleed
 When a treasure is better guarded
 By man’s insatiable greed? 
 Some said it was dark magic
 That brought out the horror
 A curse on the isle and treasure
 That resides there evermore 

 Oh, there is an isle
 A rumor in the east
 That holds a marvelous treasure
 Guarded by a monstrous beast
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Maggie Haiber
Delphos St. John’s 
Second Place

Pieces of Falling Ink

  he  
                                                                            this boy,                                                                                                       
                                                                                         his refl ection
                                                              punch that mirror
                                                                                        destroy the beauty 
                                                 with glass in his knuckles
                                                                                         on the bathroom fl oor
                                                    with the blood and tears
 he can trust the lies she’s told him  

                                 she                                                              
                                     this girl,
                        her mess
                                     rips his heart out
sends him spiraling down
                                     only to hit rock bottom
                    and fi nd me 
                                      waiting to save him

                                                                                          me    
                                                                   I fi nd him there 
       pick him up with my pretty wings
                                              lick his wounds, sew him up 
                                                                                          with one kiss, he blushes
                                                          he’s better, he smiles
                                                                                           he’s all that I’ve never wanted

                    scared
                             love doesn’t exist
       it’s a dark hole  
                              that leaves me empty and spinning
this isn’t happening
                              but it is

                                                                                         go 
                                                               dive in head fi rst
                                                                                         holding nothing back
                                                                             be brave
                                                                                         give everything I have
                                                          with him it’s all right
                                                                                         his bright eyes
                                                                   and dark heart
                                                                                         will save me from myself
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Elizabeth Sylak
Bluffton
Honorable Mention

Dangerous Flying

she was traversing the high, pale clouds
with wings unfurled and eyes bright
until she crossed paths with Reality

and he kicked her out of fl ight

Fear came shrieking and stole her wings 
Depression stabbed at her heart 

and down she raced, unstoppable 
while denied Dreams tore her apart

all her Truths fell with her
along with the bright summer days
and everything shattered on impact

into brilliant, explosive arrays

the now broken Angel lies among them
searching for a way to cope

stranded in that strange new place
and devoid of light and hope

how did she grow up without noticing
what trick of the mirror made her blind

just barely eighteen and already so changed
and now with a new home to fi nd

it was Music that saved her
that gave her new wings

that lifted her and pieced her together
so that now her heart sings

So she’s jumping from Change’s cliff
toward a million sharp rocks below

not knowing if her new wings will catch her
but after this leap of faith, she’ll know
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Brittany Dray
Delphos Jefferson 
Honorable Mention

The Rules

I am not your average feline
Though I may seem a bit sassy and high maintenance
A contributor to life’s lessons
A good companion for a teenage girl 
 Remember curiosity never killed anything – 
 Except a few hours

I know ways to get her attention
Brushing against her leg
Rubbing my moist nose against her bare skin
Mewing, begging for a treat 
 Climb your way to the top – 
 Even if it means tearing the curtains

Sure, I may spend all day in the warm spring air-
Sunning, stretched languorously
Especially on a pile of clean laundry
But what cat wouldn’t 
 Go out into the world – 
 Being placed on a pedestal is a right not a privilege

Why sleep alone in a chilly, oversized bed
I could be sleeping on her face
The face of my friend
To wake up beside someone you know loves you 
 Always give generously – 
 Including the rodent found in the backyard

Joy in life is to sleep all worries and nonsense away
She can be so bumbled with a thing called work
Don’t call me indolent
There is more to her day than scattering like a helpless mouse 
 Make your mark in the world –
 The future of tomorrow is in your paws
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Anna Reddick
Bluffton
Honorable Mention

Lessons of Baseball
A damp cold seat by the diamond
There a woman sat
Watching little children chasing baseballs
With untucked shirts and crooked hats.

A sociable middle-age lady
With a sign that read “GO DAN!”
Sat just a ways beside her
And was clearly an avid fan.

She turned to the woman who sat alone
And with a radiant grin,
Asked which special youngster was hers
And added she hoped they would win.

The woman sat with a faltering smile,
Opened her mouth to speak,
But she couldn’t fi nd an answer,
She’d been dreading the question all week.

Twelve days ago a stranger called
To speak with a Ms. Remington
And said that she’d like to meet her,
The biological mother of her son.

See, at the age of seventeen,
A girl had been defi led
And had given birth prematurely
To a little autistic child.

When she learned of the tot’s condition
She absolutely declinedabsolutely declinedabsolutely
To keep the minute infant
That would forever be on her mind.

Twelve days before she could have said
She was only there on a whim
Not that she did have a sondid have a sondid
And couldn’t even recognize him.

She smiled in return to the lady,
But didn’t utter a thing.
The child was still autistic
And he undoubtedly wasn’t under her wing.her wing.her
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But the family who had adopted
The child who was playing here,
Wasn’t able to come to Mike’s game
And hoped instead she would cheer.

She picked out her son with a picture
The family had framed on the wall,
And applauded when he stepped up to bat
And prepared to swing at the ball.

The boy’s big brown eyes narrowed,
The team chanted “Mike.”
He swung hard at each rival team’s pitch
But every instance achieved a strike.

She could distinguish even from her distance
Mike’s dreadful disappointment.
He’d been working hard all season
And this is how each at-bat went!

The crowd cheered for him nevertheless
As if homeruns and strikes were the same
And she wondered why the parents were so proud
Over their kids and this silly game.

She looked back to see however
Each parent beaming with bliss
To see their special children
Fall, stumble and miss.

The years of remorse revisited her
She’d lost a genuine prize
To have someone to call her child
Because every one fell only to rise.

And not only that plighted the woman
But how Mike’s face was her own
She had gazed at his features in the hospital
And it amazed her to see how he had grown.

She thought a long while as the game went on
And watched as Mike struck-out anew.
She watched as the parents waved to their child.
Who still smiled at a loss of 13 to 2.

After the game had ended
The woman guided Mike with a tug
To sit down as she said she’d like to be friends
And she drew him into a hug.
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Emily Rodhe
Apollo Career Center
Honorable Mention

I Am Like a Wild Flower

I am like a wild fl ower
Silent to corruption, deafening to vividness
Growing rapidly and creating secrets
Anger and passion feed my fi ery disposition
And my dreams and desires multiply
Creating subsistence within the fi elds that I thrive

Emptiness consumed by desires
Built up in the blackened fi res
Of corruption
The reach of a total loss
Sanctioned by our own cross
Of redemption
A series of the worthless pain
With no pleasure left to gain
In satisfaction
Vulnerability has come to end
No emotions left to send
In communication
No sense left for moving on
Waiting for the fi nal dawn
In life’s creation
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Kathryn Collins
Bath
Honorable Mention

No Way Out

Trapped in a room with no way out

I count the marks on the walls that manifest days

Sometimes I ask myself if that’s really how long I’ve been here

What life goes on outside while my fabric of time frays

Sitting in a room with no way out

I contemplate the things that led to my present predicament

During my journey I paved my way solely by misleading everyone around me

It had to have been then when my fate was secured with cement

Sleeping in a room with no way out

All of my sweet dreams of you are no more

Nightmares of my past still haunt me

Even as I later wake up on the fl oor

Screaming in a room with no way out

I can still hear you calling out to me

Didn’t I tell you I loved you then

Why did you have to leave

Meditating in a room with no way out

I try to fi nd my center

Only to learn that just because I have a simple question

Doesn’t always mean I will receive a simple answer

Praying in a room with no way out

Still asking in vain for a door or even a window

There isn’t a light for me to see an exit

My prayers are answered by shadow

Why can’t I get out

Can’t anyone hear me shout

Is there nothing left for someone like me

All I can do is cry myself to sleep

Haven’t I learned my lesson yet

There’s only a false feeling of hope left



Junior/Senior Division – Poetry
Page 59

Crying in a room with no way out

I can’t remember my own name

Falling to the fl oor in a fi t of rage and confusion

Lost in my woes of depression and pain

Freezing in a room with no way out

I haven’t eaten for what seems like an eternity

And no longer warmed by my only love

I have no reason left to breathe

Dying in a room with no way out

Will my soul be able to leave when my body dies

I am so ashamed of the way I must go 

Crushed by my own dark web of lies

Staring in a room with no way out, in this room of fear

All day and night I watch the mirror

Wondering what’s left of her, while counting her endless tears

Apparently she did not need me to tell her that there’s no way out of here
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Gabriel H. Jimenez-Medina
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When I Was Young
The Man’s age made little difference.  That is to say, his age would be diffi cult to determine, so really it 

makes little difference.  The problem lay in the lines of his face.  Mere suggestions of lines, in fact.  It seemed 
that if he ever took the time to smile or frown or make any sort of expression with his face at all that there 
might be lines there.  But of course, he never did.  It could be said that he bore his burdens stoically.  How-
ever, having looked at him, it was diffi cult to gauge whether he had any burdens at all.  

Of course, all speculation regarding the Man presupposed one looking at him, really looking at him, & 
trying to fi gure out what had so thoroughly removed the expression from his face.  No one, though, really 
took the time to look.  If they had, they would have seen that the Man was about 40, and then, noticing them 
noticing him, the Man might have looked up.  Then you would see a face so removed from the present that 
you could see right through his eyes, like the panes of slightly warped glass, and behind it a dropping away 
as if of some vast cliff, and at the bottom who knows?  Maybe nothing.  Maybe some deep spiritual Truth, 
which he had learned throughout his life, and perhaps his past lives as well.  One might think then, seeing 
him, that his age was closer to 300.  Certainly, staring into his eyes, one could see back to the beginning of 
time, if it could ever have been said to begin.  But of course, all this presupposed that one took the time to 
look at him, really look at him, and no one ever did.  So then.

His face was average enough, if a face can be said to be average.  He had what must once have been an 
aquiline nose, but which had at some point been broken, and now hung pug-like to his face.  A beard en-
croached upon the lower portion of his face, but oh so thin that it barely covered his upper lip.  His lips were 
thin, pale, as the man was pale, and seemed never to have known the embrace of a lover.  His hair had begun 
life fl axen, but had turned dark from the sun, and more than that, from the earth of which the Man was very 
much a part.  It had thinned in front, but the Man had made at least a half-hearted attempt to comb it over 
the baldness.  It hung to his shoulders, muffl ing his ears, in keeping with the Man’s desire to shut out the 
constant booming in his ears.  The Man had never been handsome, but if cleaned up, might well have been 
striking, if he so desired.  But he did not.  Such is life.

In his hand, he grasped a cane.  It was a simple affair with a curved handle, made from some dark wood, 
maybe walnut, maybe not.  The cane was probably the most remarkable thing about the Man, which is not 
saying much.  He leaned heavily on it as he walked, though whether from his limp, which was really very 
slight, or from a genuine need to lean on something, some constant, was anybody’s guess.  Whichever it was, 
the cane suffi ced him.  

As per his usual routine, the man entered the pub at around fi ve o’clock and sat down by the bar.  The 
Bartender was typical of his trade.  And of him that is all that needs said.  The Man sat down by the bar 
and waited to exist.  People had a habit of looking around the Man, which he was used to.  So he waited, 
patiently, to exist for the Bartender.  The Bartender surveyed the room, trying to fi gure out why it was more 
diffi cult than usual.  Finally, the Bartender, with a start, realized why he was having such diffi culty.  The Man 
was in the way.

The Bartender was not pleased to see the Man.  Every day he came in, and every day he ordered one 
cup, just one cup, and he sat staring at it, never drinking it, just sat staring at it and then he left.  One of 
these days he was of a mind to throw him out, but few enough people came in as it was.  Might as well get 
his money while he’s here. Might as well.

“The usual?”   

The Man nodded.  The bartender fi lled a cup, and passed it to him.  The brown liquid stirred slightly as 
it passed across the table.
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The Bartender knew what to give him.  He came there every day. And every day, the Man remembered. 
And this is what he remembered.

When I was young, a war broke out.  In the jungles of a foreign land, a red beast was awakening.  Angry, full 
of bloodlust,  it swept down upon an innocent lamb to the South.  The beast was the commie regime of North 
Vietnam.  The lamb was the Southern ‘Nam, still hooked on capitalism.  

‘Course, lambs get slaughtered if ’n nobody steps in to help ‘em.  That was our job.  We were on the side of 
the angels, higher than the angels, ‘cause we were gonna bring Mom & apple pie to a godless northern regime.  
We were liberators.  ‘Gainst these chillen over there, war would be child’s play.  

That was the speech, o’ course.  Uncle Sam needs you.  You gonna help us fi ght Charlie, huh? Huh? Huh? 
Huh?  ‘Course, I am.  Gonna go fi ght some slant-eyed Charlie, bring back a medal.  Easy as Mom’s apple pie.  
Sure.  Gimme a gun!  Point the way!  Line up like lambs, and BAM, I’ll  shear you with my explodin’ scissors!  
I’m gonna get me some a ‘Nam.  

Hurry up now, dey say.  War gonna be over fors you can get dere! Hurry up now! Hurry up!  Don’ wanna 
miss it.  You wanna tell your chillen dat you missed it?  Hurry up now!  Hurry up!

‘Course, it wasn’t that easy.  That damn Charlie… why couldn’ he just lie there and take it like a man?  
We came there as the goddamn liberators!  And they actin’ like we the ones invadin’ them.  If that don’ beat all.  
What the heck they shootin’ at us for?  We here to help.

Gawd, there’s so much blood.  So much goddamn blood.  No, (NO!)  don’t make me.  Cant ya see that’s a 
killin’ ground?  You want me to get shot, do you?  Well, not me!  I ain’t goin!  Coward, you say? I ain’t no coward!  
Now…what you say?  I said I ain’t no coward!  Shut up! Quiet!  Lissen… no, jes lissen…please, jes for… LIS-
SEN!  You wan me to die?  Alright, den! I’ll die!

Ay Gawd!  Momma, it hurts!  Oh, Momma why does it hurt so bad?  Oh, Gawd, Momma why am I here? 
Why? Momma? Why? Why? Why?

I look at him, twitchin’ like a little bug.  Es funny, I think.  He looks jes like a little bug.  I start to laugh, and 
suddenly I am crying, and I am shaking and Momma, I don’t wanna fi ght no more, Momma, I wanna go home, 
Momma leave da light on, i’m scared of da dark.

Hush, baby, she say.  Nothin’ in the dark but dark to frighten you.  But Momma’s wrong.  Because there is 
dark and dark and dark.  And in the dark is the sound of the jungles, and in the jungles, there is Charlie, and 
there is the ‘Nam, and there is oh, Momma, Momma, there’s Jeff lyin’ dead Momma and askin’ why it hurts 
Momma, why, why does it hurt,  an’ oh Momma, please leave da light on!

An den we won.  War’s over.  Congratulation, you did everything your country asked of you.  Who cares that 
you died over there?  So what if you left your sanity there?  At least we won, right?  Right?  What do you mean 
we didn’t win?  Of course we won!  We kept the commies from getting any farther, didn’t we? Well? Didn’t we? 
Didn’t we win?  Huh?...  Huh? Huh? Huh?

But there were no medals.  If we won, where are the medals?  Where are the goddamn medals that said I 
was over there, that said Jeff died askin’ why? And where is his answer?  Nowhere.  Back in the dark of the ‘Nam, 
maybe.  Our payment was none and none and none.  And we brought it back with us.  We brought all of the 
‘Nam back with us.  Oh, Momma, we brought back  the dark, and it’s clinging to me, and oh, Momma, I’m still 
dere, I’m here, but I’m dere too, and oh, Momma, where are da medals?  Where are my goddamn medals? ---

When I was young …

The Man awakened from his reverie with a start.  The Bartender was looking at him, really looking at 
him, trying to fi gure out where the expression had fl ed to when it left his face.  The Man recognized the 
question.  He saw it in the mirror every day of what was left of his life.  Not life.  Existence.  Space-taking.  
Void-fi lling.  Every day of his life.
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The Bartender looks and the Man looks back.  He tries to explain.  “I left it in Vietnam, you see.  You 
see, don’t you?  I left it in Vietnam.  I tried to bring it back with me.  Can’t you see I tried?  But, I couldn’t 
bring ‘em both back.  You see that, don’t you?  It was too heavy!  It was too…  you see that, don’t you? Don’t 
you? Don’t you?”  

So then.  Such is Life.
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Dennis Zelenak
Lima Central Catholic
Second Place

The Cheque
Born to poor Creole parents, Madame Arceneaux’s fi nancial situation was not unique to the many 

families of her kind.  Being a daughter of six, and having four children of her own to  support, her reliance 
was based solely upon her husband, André.  Although he used to be a  respectable cotton planter, the war 
forced him and his family to fl ee from Vacherie to New  Orleans.  With his plantation in ashes, his family 
now occupied a modest estate.  To help support  the family, Mme. Arceneaux took a job as a dressmaker 
in the Vieux Carré.  Her husband took a  speculative job at the port acting as a cotton commodity trader.  
Though their future was  uncertain, they led a comfortable but non-pampered life that they were previously 
accustomed  to.         

As it so happened, their lifestyle continued until funding for their children’s education started  to 
dwindle.  Despite André’s initial success, the cotton bond market took a precipitous turn for  the worse.  
As the fortune that he accumulated from his bygone years slowly disappeared, his  morale slowly started 
to resemble the stocks that he invested in. He soon resorted to more  reliable ways to boost his confi dence.  
His presence at Maraud’s Bar and Casino was that of clockwork as he learned to mix bourbon and the card 
game, bourre.  Over time, the winning card  was rarely in his hand, and the concerns of his family always 
seemed a second placed priority.      Mme. Arceneaux knew about his continuing bar room visits in spite 
of their total worth  siphoned to barely cover the cost of their mortgage payment. One day she approached 
him as he  was reading his journaux.  As he set his papers at his side, she asked, “Cher, how were the cotton  
bonds today?”  André vaguely mumbled that prices continued to fall due to lingering federal blockades on 
the Gulf ports.  Aware that this was not the sole reason that their income was  plummeting, she stated, “An-
dré, I know that a fair amount of our income, our children’s only  sustenance, is being wasted at Maraud’s.”  
As her face turned nearly crimson, she continued, “I have worked day and night to help make ends meet.  
The bank threatens foreclosure, and the  children question, ‘Where is mon père?’” In anger, he snapped back 
at her, “How dare you be  critical of my efforts, when you yourself have a job that is only a bare step above 
our Negro  servants!”  At this, he stormed out of the room. A similar feeling of extreme anger infi ltrated  the 
quiet and gentille Mme. Arceneaux. 

The next day, just as an ivory haze hung around the wrought iron laced balconies of the Vieux  Carré, 
Mme. Arceneaux’s thoughts were in a state of disillusion.  Still outraged by her husband’s  comments, she 
had become obsessed with his condescending comment comparing her social  position to that of a servant 
and was unsure what to do.  With three foreclosure notices sitting  upon the table all stacked neatly along-
side the fi nal notices demanding payment for her  children’s fees at L’Ecole Classique, her mind was rac-
ing for any hope.  How would she tell her  children, her sweet fl eurs, that their father was a gambling and 
desperate drunk?  Would she dare  tell them that he was responsible for their educational and most probable 
future downfall?  As she swore that she would never let him harm the family any more, her eyes fell upon a 
small  bottle of absinthe. Knowing that he would be home soon, she quickly removed arsenic from  a small 
cloth paquet and went to work. 

Sitting at his dimly gas-lit bureau, André was effi ciently fi ling papers in between billowing  gray puffs of 
smoke from his Mexican cigar.  As he was fi nishing up with his bank statements, he neutrally asked his wife 
for something to drink. After mixing it a little with a slotted absinthe spoon, she nonchalantly set it next 
to him.  As she silently approached him, he eyed her  with a slight suspicion – one that only comes when a 
normally inquisitive wife is sharply silent. Focusing back to his last pages, he took a few sips of the milky, an-
ise fl avored drink.  Ignoring  the rocking, gasping, and convulsing form of her husband, it was really only a 
matter of a few  minutes before the ordeal was over.  As she walked away to call the doctor, something caught  
her eye. On the cluttered bureau where her husband was sitting, a note protruded from an  envelop.  She cu-
riously read the words written in nearly perfect calligraphy: “To my dearest  wife, I pray that this should help 
to mend our broken lives.  With peace and love, André.”  Just under the note a crème colored paper heralded 
a gold embossed letterhead from  Maraud’s Bar and Casino bearing a cheque for eight thousand dollars.
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Rachel Mohr
Bluffton
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The Covenant

I awake startled, but by what, I do not know. My room is stuffy, thick with heat and an ominous silence. 
Then – rifl e shots scream through the night, cracking and piercing. Sweat covers me and my heart sends a 
rapid rhythm pulsing through my body. In the room next to me, I hear soft whispers. The bed creaks and 
a rustling noise tells me my father is getting dressed. Footsteps cross the hall, a white nightgown shows 
through my bedroom door. I hear whispers again, interrupted by a chorus of cracks and pops, this time 
closer. I close my eyes and beg for protection for my family. My “amen” is sealed by the latches sliding into 
place behind my father.

I can see him, now, with my eyes closed, his legs folded Indian-style as he sits by the door. His hands 
rest lightly on the gun on his lap, his lips move in silent prayers. I do not know how long he will sit there; 
perhaps all night. The gunfi re continues in raucous spurts. And then, just as I am falling asleep, fi sts pound 
wildly against our door. A new stream of fear lights through me. Muffl ed voices mix with the pounding and 
lights fl icker past the edges of my curtains. My mother is suddenly at my door, closing it softly and curling 
up at the foot of my bed. The fear in her eyes jumps out at me, a mirror-image of my own. She stays there 
the rest of the night, jerking in and out of fi tful sleep . . .

Morning comes but with no sun. The sky hangs low, sagging under the weight of so much fear and 
grief. A steady wind blows, but oppressive heat still weighs upon the tired streets and mud-stained buildings 
of our village. All morning I wait for my father’s return, and when I fi nally see him trudging towards me, I 
hurry to the door. He does not speak at fi rst, just leans his crusted shovel against the house, staring back the 
way he came, both hands shoved deep in his pockets. At last he turns, laying a grimy hand on my shoulder.

“Please, Kia, do not go this time.” His eyes are bottomless pits, dark and deep like the holes he has just 
dug. I look at his callused hand, then back up at his empty eyes. “I must,” I whisper softly. He says nothing to 
dissuade me, so I slip from his grip and leave him on the front step. 

Past ransacked shops and charred houses I hurry, keeping my eyes on the cobbled stones under my feet. 
The road winds up a hill and the wind begins to whip around me, whistling eerie harmonies in my ears. 
Finally at the top, I face a barred gate; its sentinels, two haggard oaks bent and parched from long blasts of 
wind, leer at me as I slowly enter. Inside, all is deathly quiet, the wind seeming to have shied away from such 
melancholy ground. I make my way to the right, where heaps of newly overturned earth beckon to me. At 
the fi rst new grave I stop and read the name inscribed upon the crude, wooden cross it carries. Moving slow-
ly down the line, I read them all – seventeen to count. By now my cheeks are wet with tears I cannot control.  

And then I face the last one. 

There is nothing on it, no name etched into its wooden cross. But looking at it, somewhat isolated from 
the others, I know whose it is. I want to scream, but no sound will come out. Falling to my knees, I bury my 
head in my hands, a deluge of memories surging through me . . .

I am lying in a fi eld of heather, my back cramped  from remaining motionless for so much time. A ways in 
front of me a pheasant scrounges for food, unaware. Very slowly I lower my head to look along the barrel of my 
gun. The pheasant is half a step too far to the right. I wait, holding my breath. It takes another step away, then 
scurries back into my line of sight as I--a shot explodes from somewhere to my left. Shocked, I jump to my feet, 
looking indignantly for the culprit. Right then a boy around my age springs up from the heather. With an impish 
grin my way he bounds toward where the pheasant lies. I stare at him angrily, then follow after.

“Where did you come from?” I ask testily. He glances back, a smile splitting his face.
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“Oh, the woodlands,” he replies, bending down to check his pheasant. I am surprised to hear this, but at the 
moment am too mad to care.

 “That was my shot!” I exclaim.

He turns around quickly, the dead pheasant in his hand and a triumphant smile still plastered on his face. 
“Actually, it was mine. You were late by a moment.”

“Well,” I respond, “your angle was better.”

To this, he nods. “True. So should we split it?”

I frown. “Split what?”

“The pheasant,” he answers. “Since you would have gotten it had I waited another moment, should we split 
the pheasant?”

He sounds serious, but I think I catch a glimpse of laughter in his eyes. I snort in disgust. “Neither of us 
would get a meal from that. Forget it.” Turning sharply, I march away towards the town. He follows. 

“My name is Perren,” he calls out.

“Did I ask?” I respond tersely.

He laughs. “No, you didn’t. But my mother says it’s rude not to tell someone your name.”

“Did she also teach you to raid villages and kill their people?” I ask angrily, without turning around.

I hear him stop and suddenly feel regret for speaking so rashly. Hesitantly, I turn and look back at him. He 
stands there, the heather brushing against his calves, the pheasant limp in his hand. “We do not wish to fi ght,” he 
says.

Stepping towards him I ask threateningly, “Then why do you?”

There is deep silence, interrupted only by a bird’s chuckle. The sun beats down on me, heavy and blinding. 
Then he looks at me with eyes intense. “ Your people have broken their covenant with us. Until the provisions are 
met, we will fi ght.”

I shake my head in exasperation. “What? What covenant have we broken?”

He cocks his head to the side, surprise written on his face. “You don’t know?” he questions me. “Has no one 
told you why we fi ght?”

“Of course they have told me!” I respond heatedly. “Your people attack the weak and innocent in order to 
gain more land and power.”

He walks towards me, looking me earnestly in the face. “That is not true,” he says solemnly. “You have been 
deceived. You must let me tell you the true reason for our war with your people!”

I look at him with uncertainty, vacillating between the desire to walk away and the absurd urge to hear him 
speak. 

“Listen to me,” he says gently, his eyes grave and penetrating.

I nod slowly, and lower myself to the ground. He sits, too, and begins.

“Fourteen years ago our peoples were at war, both towns wanting the fertile heather lands for themselves. 
Eventually your people were victorious, causing enough deaths in our camp that we were forced to surrender. 
Both chief elders met to discuss terms of treaty, and these were the provisions. Your people received the plains, 
mine the woodland. Your elder agreed not to enslave us as long as we swore to remain  peaceful. To ensure that 
we would uphold these terms, we were to give your people the only child of our elder (she was four then.) This 
child would be raised as a member of your community and taught to want peace and justice for both peoples. On 
her eighteenth birthday she would then be returned to us, and take her place as the wife of our new elder, ruling 
with him. Her role would be to educate us in the ways of your people, and to maintain a peaceful relationship 
with our towns. Her fi rst-born child would then be placed with your people to preserve the peace, the tradition 
continuing for four generations.

“But three months back, when her eighteenth birthday came, she was not returned. Your people ignored our 
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messages and admonitions of the killing that would ensue if she was not returned. Thus we will fi ght until your 
people return her to us and she take her place as our queen.”

I look at him in shock, feelings of anger, confusion, and denial welling up. 

“If this is true, why have I not been told?” I ask.

He frowns, a line appearing between his brows. “I don’t know. Perhaps her new family wished it be kept a 
secret, so others would not judge her or treat her unkindly.”

I look at him in turmoil. “And what if her family never even told her?”

With a discerning look he asks, “Do you think you are the girl?”

I shrug unhappily. “It is possible. My eighteenth birthday was three months ago and there are often memo-
ries I have that my parents cannot explain . . .” There is desperation in my voice, in my eyes. He sits back, biting 
his lip in thought.

“There is no way to know for sure who the girl is, but it seems improbable to me that she would not have 
been told. I would not worry yourself too much.”

I nod again, but with little conviction. Already I am remembering those things my father could not explain 
to me . . .

It’s night, my father sitting by my bed, holding my hand. I am only 12 years old and have just awakened 
from a dream. “Father, it was so real, like I had been there before. I could smell the scent of fresh wood and hear 
wind in the trees. A patch of stars hung above me; then they were blotted out by a woman’s face. I knew as soon 
as I looked at her that she was my mother, except that this woman looked nothing like Mother. She began to cry 
softly, and then I woke up.” 

My father’s face looks pale, but maybe it is just from the shadows of my room. He pats my hand, clearing his 
throat a little. “It was just a dream, Kia. Sometimes they seem very real, but you must remember that they are 
only your mind playing tricks on you. Now be a good girl, and go back to sleep . . .”

Other memories, ones of Perren and me together, come fl ooding back, each one fl owing into the next. But all 
these dim when I remember the last time I saw him . . .

We are looking up at the stars, neither one of us speaking. Perren shifts slightly in the heather, then 
says,“Kia?” and slips his hand into mine. I tear my eyes away from the radiant sky and look at him, waiting.

“I think I know how you can fi nd out if you are the girl,” he says softly. “Last night my mother spoke of a 
white cloak that she made fourteen years back. The cloak was given to the child’s new parents to have her wear 
when she returned to us on her eighteenth birthday. The cloak will tell the truth, Kia.”

I nod my head solemnly, then turn back to the stars, my fi ngers still twined with his.

A few seconds go by, and then I hear him sigh. I turn to look at him again, asking, “What is it, Perren?”

He glances at me, then quickly away. “Our people are planning to raid your town again soon. I don’t know 
exactly when, but it will be a large one, and,” here he takes a deep breath, “I must fi ght in it.”

I pull my hand away and sit up abruptly, clenching my teeth in anger. I am so tired of this fi ghting, of being 
caught in between. But when Perren looks at me with tears in his eyes, the anger leaves as swiftly as it came. I 
move closer, gently pulling him to me. His shoulders shake with quiet grief, his tears leave stains upon my tunic. 
When he fi nally lifts his head and looks at me, the tears are gone, replaced by something different, something 
that seems to give him strength. He looks me steadily in the eyes and whispers, “I love you, Kia.” And then he 
kisses me . . .

I open my eyes, almost surprised to see the grave, and not Perren, in front of me. My eyes are scratchy 
from crying, my face stained with rivulets of dust. But for the fi rst time since the fi ghting, my heart feels 
light. I know now what I must do.

I rise from where I have been kneeling and move to the blank, wooden cross on Perren’s grave. With 
steady hands I untie the scarf from my hair, and wrap it lovingly around the cross. I look down at his grave 
and smile. Then I walk away.
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Back inside my house I fi nd my father in his study, a book in front of him but his eyes vacant. I close the 
door behind me and sit.

“You needn’t tell me how he died, or how you even knew about him,” I say calmly. “Perhaps someday 
I will ask, but for now I must know something else.” I take a deep breath, and look him straight in the eyes. 
“Am I the girl who was taken from the woodlands to be a peace-offering to our people?”

Father looks down at his desk, his hands gripping the chair he sits in. When he looks up, tears have 
fi lled his eyes. “Yes,” he whispers. “You are the girl. Your mother and I, we meant to tell you when you got 
older, but, but we didn’t know how you would react. We were all happy, a family, and, well, we kept hoping 
that they would forget, that they wouldn’t take you from us. The other families, they all knew about you, and 
they understood how much you meant to us, how hard it would be to give you up. Then the fi ghting began, 
and people were dying, and . . . we still couldn’t say anything. We all knew what was happening, but no one 
wanted to lose you.”

I bite my lip. “Because of me, innocent people have died – on both sides.”

“No, Kia,” he replies, reaching over to touch my hand. “It is because of us.” Tears fall down his cheeks, 
smearing the print on the pages of his book. “It is our fault for not telling you, for not giving you the choice. 
All those deaths are on our heads, not yours. You didn’t know.”

I look at him then, at his hurting eyes, his deeply-lined face. “You’re right, Father. I didn’t know. But 
now I do know the truth, and I must follow through.” I slip my hand from his and hurry to the stairs.

In my room I search my chest and fi nd a cloak of white, lace embroidered heavy around its edges. It 
fi ts just right. Back down the stairs I rush, heading to the door. My mother is in the kitchen, biting her lip as 
my father talks softly to her. She looks at him with pleading eyes. “Nathan . . .” she says, begging him to do 
something to stop me. But my father shakes his head. “We must let her go, my dear. She has made her choice, 
and it is the right thing.” They hold each other for a few moments, then Mother wipes her eyes and they turn 
to face me.

“I am sorry for all the pain I have caused,” I say softly. “For all the death -” My mother moves to me 
quickly, enveloping me in her arms. “We have all been foolish,” she whispers, “but love is often foolish.” She 
kisses me on the forehead and manages a smile through blurry eyes. My father then reaches out to me, and 
holds me, too. He tries to speak, but cannot. I kiss his cheek and whisper “I love you.”

Then I turn the handle of the door and step out into the street. The sun has managed to burst through 
seams in the clouds, setting my cloak ablaze with blinding light. From ransacked shops and charred houses, 
faces peer at me, understanding dawning on each one. I walk with determination down the center of the 
road, keeping my eyes on the plain ahead, and behind that, the trees.

As the town fades away, silence engulfs me, and I wade through the shimmering purple-green heather 
of the plain. My thoughts fl it around me like butterfl ies; almost in reach, but too fl ighty to catch. After a 
time the land begins to rise, sloping up to meet a line of trees. There, between the trees, a horse and man 
wait, partly hidden in shadow. I continue forward until I am just a few steps from him, my heart beginning 
to thunder inside, my legs trembling and weak. He looks at me, a soft glow in his eyes, and slowly reaches 
out his hand.

 Hesitating, I look back across the plain to the town, now just a speck of brown but for the chapel’s 
steeple glinting in the fragmented light. I want more than anything to rip the cloak off my shoulders and 
run back to the mud-stained buildings of home. But then I see the hill where I know two bent oaks support 
a tall gray fence. Inside there is a nameless grave, the grave of the one who gave me strength to face the truth, 
the grave of the one I loved.

With a deep breath, I turn back to the shadowed man, and take his hand.

The End
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Erin Wrasman
Temple Christian
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Not Another Fairy Tale ...
 Sit down, children, and I will tell you a story. And to all those who have futilely determined in their 
minds that they are no longer children, well, I am four hundred and sixty-three years old and have knowl-
edge far beyond your comprehension. Now then, listen up, children, and listen very closely. For if you do 
not, you may miss something very, very important.

 It all began in a world, an enchanted world, but a real world nonetheless. In this world there were 
seven countries, each fi ghting to be superior to all the others. At one point, the country of Lekvoria was stra-
tegically ranked above the other countries. And so their king devised a diplomatic proposition. He would 
pick a princess from one of the countries to marry his son and in turn would sign a treaty with that country. 
Those two countries would then have little diffi culty overcoming the others and gaining control of the entire 
world. So you see, this was a very important decision, for it would decide the fate of all mankind ...

 The proposition was mailed to all the countries, and all of the arrangements were made for the 
princesses to come to Lekvoria. A new day was dawning, and the time was nearing for everything to fall into 
place. Now this brings us to the large, quaint town of Benestra, where in the center sat a magnifi cent palace. 
It was surrounded by a moat that fl owed from a huge fountain, practically a waterfall, located in the center 
of the palace. Vines with gorgeous fl owers climbed the palace walls and wrapped around the gates.

 The palace was bustling with servants getting ready for the arrival of the six princesses that day. 
They would stay for one week, and then the decision would be made on who would become the future 
queen. Various activities had been planned to challenge the princesses mentally, socially, and even physically.

 Might I mention that this is all a real story? I swear it on the sweet, hot soup my mama used to 
make me on the blessed cold evenings when I was a little young’n yet. I can swear on this mainly because, 
my dear children, you see, I was there.

 The princesses began arriving at eleven o’clock in the morning. They seemed very nervous, but also 
excited. You see, I myself was the doorman who opened the main doors of the palace for all the guests. By 
one o’clock, each of the princesses had arrived. Their names were Gweneth, Lilliana, Maria, Emma, Danielle, 
and Kristine. The one I would like to bring to your attention is the fair Princess Emma, who seemed very 
peculiar as she glided into the huge corridor. I suspected right away that there was something different about 
this girl.

***

 Emma and her maid, Frin, sat in the giant room taking in all their surroundings. The huge living 
space contained a canopy bed, two chairs, three dressers, two tables, a wash area, and a large closet. Across 
the hail was Kristine of Galiiea’s room. Some of the princesses were acquainted with each other and even 
good friends. Emma, however, was not. She had Frin to keep her company. Her country was far north and 
almost segregated from the others by a snowy chain of mountains. Some of the other princesses jokingly 
called her the “Snow Princess.” But that was all for the dogs.

 Emma was here because her father expected her to be chosen to become the new queen of Lekvo-
ria. Hopefully all she would have to do was sit back and watch it happen. She had a feeling this week would 
be quite amusing. Emma had no control over it, but it had been that way her whole life. Maid or princess, 
married or not, it was all the same. There was always someone hovering over her making sure she was not 
doing something that could possibly be deemed ... dare she think it ... unladylike? This week, however, she 
would be on her best behavior. She remembered what her father had told her. She had to get that crown. Her 
country depended on her.
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***

 Prince Edmond stood in his chamber staring at his refl ection in the full-length mirror. I will be 
married soon, he thought. Tonight was the fi rst ball where he would be introduced to each of the princesses. 
Oh God, he prayed, there must be one out of six women that I can at least learn to tolerate for the rest of my life. 
He wasn’t much of a romantic. Or maybe he was. He had never been in love. He was only twenty-two years 
old. Hunting was more fun than sitting with a lady drinking tea and eating tiny pieces of what he hoped was 
bread. But tonight his life was going to change.

 The ballroom was full of beautiful women, delectable food, and expensive wine. Half of the town 
had shown up for the event. A pattern formed as was observed: a gentleman would ask a lady to dance; she 
would shyly take his hand. He would lead her out onto the dance fl oor; they would twirl around in one daz-
zling, fl owing motion. The conversations between Edmond and the princesses were appropriately awkward. 
His parents insisted on introducing him to all the princesses and hearing what he called their entire life story 
but his parents called a brief synopsis. By eleven o’clock the crowd thinned out and the princesses took their 
leaves.

 When the palace had fallen asleep, Frin took the liberty of exploring a little bit. She had been 
cooped up in Emma’s room all evening, listening to the sounds of the ball from a window. Frin found her 
way quietly to the ballroom. She placed her arms in the air as if she had a partner and danced across the 
room, spinning and gliding. The palace life suits me, she thought. But here she was, just a maid, invisible to 
the world. As she danced, she softly hummed to herself.

 Edmond could not sleep. He went down into the kitchen to get some leftovers from the ball. As he 
was walking out of the kitchen, he noticed the silhouette of a woman who appeared to be dancing with an 
imaginary partner. He cautiously crept closer to watch her.

 Frin was so lost in her musings that she did not notice the prince coming toward her from behind. 
Suddenly her imaginary partner became entirely tangible in the form of tall, dark, and handsome royalty. 
Frin gasped, afraid to get into trouble and confused as to what was happening. The prince was silent. He 
gazed into her eyes deeply, as if searching for a fi sh swimming under water. Edmond was memorizing her 
every feature. They danced for perhaps fi ve minutes until Edmond softly spoke. “What is your name?” he 
asked. 

 Frin hesitated for a moment, straining to think. Name. My name. What is my name again? Finally Name. My name. What is my name again? Finally Name. My name. What is my name again?
she replied almost in a whisper. “Frin.” At that, she abruptly broke away from his embrace and ran back to 
Emma’s room.

***

 The next two days went by quickly, consisting of teatime, archery, lawn games, shopping, and 
tedious grooming. All the princesses were trying to look their very best. Only two days remained until the 
bridal announcement. On this particular day, each princess was to be given a time slot to spend solely with 
Prince Edmond.

 First at ten o’clock was Princess Danielle. Edmond took her horseback riding in a wide-open 
meadow full of tiny white and blue fl owers. They talked some, but did not have much in common. An hour 
later after a forced laughter over whether birds sang or hummed, Edmond decided that Danielle was not his 
type.

 The prince spent his noon meal with Maria. They had an easier time talking because Maria had two 
brothers with whom Edmond was good friends. However, Maria tried to use this common knowledge to 
her advantage and rambled on endlessly about her brothers’ latest hunting trip. Edmond began to catch on 
to the charade. He was able to look past Maria’s dark blue eyes and see a woman scheming to win the prize: 
him. Better luck next time, sweetie, he thought.

 After that was water painting with Kristine. The fi rst thing that he noticed about her was that she 
was “height challenged.” In fact, she had to have an especially high stool to be able to even reach her easel. 
Kristine was a very talented artist though. She drew a portrait of herself for the Prince. Edmond couldn’t 
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help but chuckle. Well, at least she seems secure with herself but perhaps a little too confi dent, he reasoned.Well, at least she seems secure with herself but perhaps a little too confi dent, he reasoned.Well, at least she seems secure with herself but perhaps a little too confi dent

 Next, Gweneth met Edmond at the palace fountain. She then proceeded to jump into the fountain 
and splash around like a mad woman. Can we say “not all the way there”? Edmond gave Gweneth the benefi t Can we say “not all the way there”? Edmond gave Gweneth the benefi t Can we say “not all the way there”?
of the doubt by presuming she was under a lot of stress from the competition. Then he pictured her poten-
tially raising his children and questioned what their level of sanity might be.

 Emma felt like a breath of fresh air to Edmond. She was very attractive and cunning. She gracefully 
walked with him through the palace garden and listened intently as he explained the history of Lekvoria. 
Edmond did not deny that he felt very attracted to her. It was funny how the competition did not seem to be 
a competition at all when compared to Emma.

 The last princess Edmond spent teatime with was Lilliana. She sat across from him, batting her eyes 
and laughing at everything he said. She seemed very nice, but also immature. Edmond began to wonder if 
his decision would be as easy as it seemed. He preferred Princess Emma far above any of the others.

 Yet in Edmond’s mind he still remembered that fi rst night in the palace, dancing with an extraor-
dinary lady named Frin. She was mesmerizing. She made his heart beat dangerously fast, and he smiled just 
thinking of her. In fact, he found himself dreaming about her. Was it a dream? Could someone truly be so 
captivating? Edmond sighed, exhausted. He unhurriedly walked back to his chamber and back to the real captivating? Edmond sighed, exhausted. He unhurriedly walked back to his chamber and back to the real captivating?
world.

***

 Emma laid in her bed coughing. “Frin, you have to go in my place. I am too sick to even move.”

 “Are you crazy? You know I can’t do that. Your father would never allow it!”

 “This is the most important ball of the week. If I am not there, my chances of being chosen could 
be shattered. Now listen to me. It is a masquerade ball. Nobody will notice. We look so much alike,” Emma 
said. It was true. The girls were about the same height. They both had long curly brown hair and chocolate 
brown eyes.

 “We have to stick to the plan, Princess,” Frin argued.

 “Nobody will ever fi nd out about this, Frin. Now get ready! The ball is in less than two hours!”

 Frin reluctantly complied. She went to the closet and took out the extravagant costume and mask. 
I can’t screw this up, she thought. This is my chance to prove that I can behave like any of those other princesses, 
with grace and style.

 A masquerade ball was the perfect way to end the week. The princesses would express their person-
ality through their costumes, and the prince would get his fi nal chance to dance with each of the princesses. 
This time the whole town showed up for the ball. Colorful costumes lighted up the night in brilliant blues, 
purples, and reds.

 The princesses were to each make a separate entrance down the grand staircase. Frin stood waiting 
at the top of the staircase. She was the last princess to walk down. Her costume was remarkable. The color 
was a meticulously light blue that turned different shades as she moved around. The dress was magnifi cent. 
The bodice was fi tted and the skirt fl ared out in huge layers. Her dress and mask were covered with sparkles 
and pearl accents. Her hair was piled on top of her head in luxurious tendrils that cascaded down the back 
of her neck. A diamond necklace circled her neck, and diamond bracelets dangled from her small wrists.

 When her turn had come, Frin made her way down the stairs, trying not to look at the hundreds 
of curious faces staring at her. Her eyes drifted across the room to Prince Edmond. He was standing by his 
parents, looking straight at her. She could almost swear there was an invisible line connecting them and a 
shock of electricity traveling between them. She focused on her steps, and then realized she had forgotten 
one thing: breathing. She let in a deep breath as she hit the last step and then the level fl oor. I did it. I made 
the kind of entrance a true princess would make. Frin was quickly lost in a sea of people who were chattering 
and laughing. Many gentlemen asked her to dance, and she accepted willingly. It was the most wonderful 
night of her life. Everything seemed almost magical.
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 As Frin was talking to an older lady, someone took her hand and pulled her away from the crowd. 
Frin looked at her captor. It was him. Her prince. Edmond whisked her out of the ballroom and into the 
courtyard. “Frin,” he softly spoke as his eyes bore into hers. She was surprised that he had recognized her. 
“How did you know it was me?” Frin asked.

 “I can sense your presence. You look lovely. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you ever 
since that night we met. What is it about you that has my mind going on these tangents and daydreams? 
Who are you really?” The prince asked her.

 “I am Princess Emma’s maid,” Frin replied in an anxious tone. She felt like she was rambling on as 
she tried to explain herself and why she was there and Princess Emma was not.

Edmond listened to her, but could not control his wandering mind. What she was saying meant that he had 
no hopes of any future with her. It meant that this strong emotion he had never experienced before could 
not continue. He had no chance with her.

  Rather, she had no chance with him? Edmond didn’t care. He had never felt so alive in his entire 
life. “I don’t care if you are a maid or a princess or a baker’s daughter. All I know is that you are the only one 
who will ever have a piece of my heart. I will never forget you.”

 Frin’s eyes were big and compelling as she stared up at Edmond. For a moment joy fi lled her heart, 
but she knew how the next few days would determine the rest of her life. “Edmond, I realize you will choose 
Princess Emma to marry. I promise I will be happy for you. She is a sweet woman and you will have a won-
derful life –” Edmond put a fi nger to her lips and simply declared, “I love you.”

 Edmond placed his arms around her waist and gently pulled her towards him. She responded by 
leaning in ever so slightly. He lifted his fi nger to her chin and ...

 Now children, I will let you fi ll in the blanks at this particular part.

 Edmond wiped away the lone tear that had fallen down Frin’s cheek. Then he tucked a stray hair 
behind her ear. The moon shown down on them as they held each other for the fi rst and last time.

***

 The wedding seemed to sneak up on the royal families. All of the plans had been made. The bride 
had been chosen. Emma would be the future queen of Lekvoria. Thousands of people came for the celebra-
tion of the nuptials. The church was decorated beautifully with white roses. The bride waited in a room at 
the back of the church. She stared at herself in a mirror. Now I can fi nally be the person I have been forced 
to hide, she thought to herself. Her dress was white silk, simple and elegant. The fl oor-length veil had three 
layers and was almost impossible to see through. It’s a good thing I have my father here to guide me down the 
aisle, she mused with a smile. This will defi nitely be a day to remember.

 Edmond stood at the front of the church. Today he would become a husband to a magnifi cent 
woman, but not the woman he loved. He had never been a romantic, yet he had fallen in love at fi rst sight, 
with a maid nonetheless. Life is ironic like that, he thought. Now he would devote his life to the woman who 
was slowly walking down the aisle towards him. He would learn to love her. Surely he could. When Emma 
reached him, her father took her hand and put it in Edmond’s. Her touch seemed to soothe him, and he 
relaxed a little. They turned towards each other and began saying their vows. He could barely see her face.

 She placed a ring on his fi nger, and he did the same to her. Her diamond ring caught the light of 
the sun shining through the window and sparkled with brilliance and clarity. The offi cial gave a fi nal bless-
ing on the couple and then said, “You may now kiss your bride.” Edmond carefully began pulling the veil 
up. As he uncovered her face, he froze when he saw her. It was Frin. What is going on? he thought. Frin only 
smiled at him. He smiled as joy swept over him. He had married his soul mate after all. Well, I have the rest of 
my life to unravel this mystery, he decided. With that, he leaned down and kissed his bride, the love of his life.

***

 Well, children, I can see by the looks on your faces that you are thoroughly bewildered. I will ex-
plain this strange occurrence to you. In fact, Frin was Princess Emma. Her father did not believe she would 
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be able to get the prince on her own, so he had a “fake princess” pretend to be Emma in order to get the 
crown that he wanted so passionately. It turned out that Emma had no diffi culty winning the prince’s affec-
tions all on her own, by being herself

 After the expected shock from the royal families, the world was in a mild state of chaos. Some 
countries argued that it was unfair. Others declared that the treaty should be discarded. But nobody could 
argue that Edmond and Emma were truly happy. After thoughtful consideration, the king of Lekvoria sent 
letters to the other countries stating that there would be no alterations to the original agreement. With that, 
the issue was buried. The world continued on, and the present became history.

 Now let this be a lesson to you, dear children. True love can never be thwarted. For what is meant to 
be, shall.
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My Obsession, My Liberator
They said my obsession was unheard of and abnormal for the life of a village boy.  They said it would 

consume my very being, though quite the contrary, the obsession saved my life.  To this day I cannot tell you  
exactly who or what was responsible.  I can only reiterate to you my unsolved mystery.

I lived in a village on the southwestern tip of Alaska. From the start, my life was neither easy nor happy. 
My parents died while on a hunting trip when I was six years old and I was left in the care of my grandpar-
ents.  It was only six months after the death of my parents that my apparent obsession began.  I remember 
the fi rst time I truly noticed one, a bird, that is.   I remember so, because nothing in this world aroused such 
a mysterious curiosity in me as the sight of these beautiful winged creatures sitting in treetops or blanketing 
the sky in fl ocks of thousands.  They touched something deep inside of me.  Every day I drew and every day 
I looked for new kinds of birds to draw.

As I got older, I became quite skillful at drawing birds.  Each sketch became better than the last. My 
grandparents thought I was talented if not somewhat odd.  They were also superstitious and told me  stories 
of a hideous being called a balverine that lived near my favorite bird-watching place. I fi gured these stories 
were meant to keep me closer to home so they could watch me.  Nothing could stop my obsession. I didn’t 
understand it. I didn’t want to, for fear of learning a deeper meaning.

I still recall that night my parents died.  My grandparents said it was a hunting accident. According to 
the village people, they were hunted by the balverine. I didn’t want to believe that the very thing that had 
killed my parents was coming back, so I continued to avidly draw birds. It kept my mind off of their deaths.

It became rather boring, going to the same woods every day. I had never been to the north woods. 
No one I knew of had been there.  It was forbidden due to the sightings of the balverine.  But one day just 
outside my village I noticed a bird I had never seen before.  It was a beautiful blue bird with a white chest, 
which stuck out as if it were the biggest and brightest bird ever to fl y the skies. It amazed me. This bird only 
fueled my desire to draw more birds.  Day after day I went into the east woods, sketching the Blue Admiral, 
as I called it. 

One day, I was fervently drawing away with what was possibly one of the best drawings I had ever 
drawn, when the Blue Admiral fl ew away.  I ran after it, searching with all that I had.  I was so involved with 
the chase that I became completely disoriented.  I had no clue where I was, until it dawned on me.  I had 
stumbled into the very land upon which was forbidden to me: the north woods. Immediately I remembered 
what my grandpa had told me many times before: if I ever got lost, that it would be best not to travel at 
night because of the balverine, and I should fi nd a small area of shelter to take sanctuary.  It was almost dark 
by the time I had found a cave.

I built a fi re at the mouth of the cave to keep warm and be able to see. As I sat there by the fi re, I 
wondered what had happened to the bird. I became almost infuriated that I couldn’t fi nish the picture I 
had started.  I went to grab my sketchbook, but it had vanished.  I had lost it while chasing after the bird.  I 
looked around for anything to draw with.  I still had some art chalk with me so I went to the wall of the cave 
and began drawing the Blue Admiral.  I drew him over and over again.  There must have been hundreds of 
pictures of the exact same bird.  I would have drawn until morning but a strange noise broke my concentra-
tion.  I stopped drawing and just listened; again, a rustle in the dark.  Then came a screeching howl that kept 
coming closer and closer until I estimated it to be about one hundred yards out.  It terrifi ed me.  I huddled 
down into a ball and wrapped my thick overcoat around me such as it was concealing me.  Suddenly I 
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smelled an awful musky smell and heard footsteps, sniffi ng, and grunting. At this point I was trying my 
hardest not to move.  Without warning, something grabbed my leg with super human strength. I felt like an 
innocent baby, unable to defend myself, helpless and weak.

Then, at once came a sound like the sound of an all-consuming fi re, set ablaze on a dry prairie; the 
sound of wind and beating wings and the roar of the creature.  For ten minutes this went on until a huge 
crash brought all of the noise to an abrupt halt.  I couldn’t move.  I dared not.  I was in shock of what I had 
heard.  I just kept my overcoat tightly on me and shut my eyes until I eventually fell asleep.

I awoke the next morning to the most unearthly creature lying dead before my eyes.  It must have been 
seven feet tall with a burly fi gure.  It was, in fact, the balverine.  I stood there evaluating its eyes.  They had 
been gouged and ripped from their sockets.  There were also hundreds of punctures into the balverine’s skull 
and body.  I lifted my eyes off of the creature and onto the cave wall, seeing that each and every chalk-drawn 
bird had a blood-covered beak. My obsessing had saved my life.
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The Wrong Way Home
Ice coated the window panes of the darkened bus, portraying distorted shades of light and dark caused 

by passing street lights. A man sat with his feet fl at against the fl oor in front of him, holding a book in his 
hands. It was too dark to read and his strained eyes wouldn’t permit him to pick up words as the light came 
through the window at random. He continued to hold the book anyway, pretending to be preoccupied with 
something. 

Trying to avoid attention, he hadn’t taken off his jacket, concealing his pressed suit and matching tie. 
His small brown briefcase stayed clutched to his lap, held there by his elbows. As the bus jostled him around, 
Frank closed his eyes and tried to fi gure out where he was. He had ridden the same bus for almost thirty 
years, going to work downtown at his father’s law offi ce. It had been passed on to him twenty years before at 
his father’s retirement. In his old age, however, things had become a little foggier. He wasn’t new to fi nding 
his own way out of the city; he’d missed the bus plenty of times and caught the next one he could fi nd. Yet, 
Frank knew as soon as he had sat down on bus number 213 that something wasn’t quite right.

The bus was a bit dirtier than those he had remembered and his own seat had a small crack drawing a 
line down the middle. Although it was customary to have route maps lining the sides of the bus, he couldn’t 
fi nd any. If he had, he’d probably have bolted as soon as he’d gotten on. It wasn’t until the driver, in his 
grimy uniform, began to call out street names that Frank knew he wasn’t where he should be. Johnson Street 
… Hudid Street … he had thought to himself.

His suspicions were proven by the third stop. A large gruff man with dark skin trudged on to the bus 
and moved past Frank, rubbing against his coat and pushing him a little. At once Frank moved to check his 
pocket, only to fi nd that his wallet was still present and intact. Close call, he thought while he transported 
his wallet into his more secure briefcase and moved to the seat closest to the window. Frank didn’t consider 
himself a fool; he knew his old age made him more susceptible to robbery, especially in the part of town he 
was heading.

At each stop, more and more of the same people began to enter the bus and take their seats around 
Frank. Dark skinned and ragged, poor and mischievous, he thought. The shiny belt of the purse of the wom-
an sitting to his right fl ashed at him like an impatient knife. Bulges in the men’s pockets began to take on the 
form of portly pistols waiting for the opportunity to take aim. The glint of snow lost its wintry feel, replaced 
instead by bags of cocaine. Frank huddled closer to his book, enclosing his briefcase all the more.

“Hudid Street leads to Jefferson Avenue which should lead to Cumberland Circle and loop around to 5th

Street. If I can get to 5th Street…” Frank’s thoughts wandered. It was all he could do to keep panic at bay. Un-
sure whether to keep track of his possible aggressors or to ward off notice by holding his book near, Frank’s 
eyes darted from one place to the next. Hudid, Jefferson, Cumberland, 5th, Hudid, Jefferson, Cumberland, 5th,
he repeated again and again. Suddenly, the bus lurched to a stop at the corner of Hudid and Jefferson. This 
time, the bus lights came on, blinding the occupants for a brief moment and making Frank jump unexpect-
edly. A gray haired black man stumbled on and greeted the bus driver with a grin and mumble. Making his 
way through the seats as the bus door closed and the wheels began moving again, missing Jefferson street 
altogether, the man found the vacant seat just beside Frank the most welcoming.

Frank’s nightmares played sadistic scenes through his head as the worn gloves covering the man’s hands 
rested on the bar in front of his seat and the pungent smell of piss wafted into his nose. Sitting gently, the 
man mumbled something to himself and looked in Frank’s direction. Unable to resist the intruder, Frank 
made eye contact. 

“Weh, hella theh,” the man said to Frank. 
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Frank squinted his eyes. Not quite hearing what the man said, he nodded and went back to his book.

“I seh, hella theh!”

“Oh… hello,” Frank caught on to the accent. He didn’t like where this conversation was going. Hoping 
to stifl e any further communication, he buried himself deeper into his book.

“You know, I neva saw nobody on this bus like you an I been ridin this bus for three yeas,” said the man 
questioningly. “What’s ya name, fella?”

Frank was stuck. With great strength, Frank lowered his book and looked the man in his misty brown 
eyes. “My name is Frank.”

“Well, put ‘er theh Frank! Ma name is Benjamin but mos’ people call me Ben,” he thrust his hand for-
ward, motioning for a handshake. Frank pulled away from his book and grasped the man’s hand. This wasn’t 
customary for Frank and as he bobbed his hand up and down he stifl ed the thoughts of what the man 
sitting across from him could do to a fragile man as himself. “Now, I’ma tell ya what. I like a lot o’ people. A 
lot o’ people. That’s what I do, I like people. Theh are some people who have angreh faces,” Ben continued, 
scrunching his face up at the word ‘angry,’ “and you don’t really wanna talk to those people but I do anyway, 
I tell ya I like people.” Frank pretended to be interested, nodding when it seemed right. “You don’t got that 
face though. No seh, you got very soft features, you are lucky for that.”

“Oh, well thank you,” Frank said uncomfortably. It was a nice compliment. Frank had seen plenty of 
grumpy looking old men, and although he sometimes felt too old to still feel insecure, he hoped he wouldn’t 
turn into such a man. 

“When I was growin’ up,” Ben said gesturing a bit with his hands, “I spent mos of ma time round 
animals, we lived near the woods and all, but when I got olda, I spent mo time round people, I really liked 
people.” 

“That must have been a nice change,” Frank commented, feeling he should pay back somehow for the 
previous kind words.

“Sho was, Sho was.”

Frank’s eyes shifted towards the window once more. Taking a handkerchief from his breast pocket, he 
shakily wiped a fi st sized hole from the frost covered glass. Peering out, he glimpsed the fl ash of a street sign. 
Rueter Sreet, he thought, Rueter Sreet, he thought, Rueter Sreet I’ve never heard of Rueter Street. Panic again gripped at Frank’s chest. Lost in his 
desperation, Frank didn’t notice Ben’s thoughtful gaze.

“Say, you ain’t lost are ya? I’d be happy to help ya out, if ya are,” Ben said sympathetically.

“No… no, I’m not lost.”

“Well, ya sure look like you’s lost, wheh ya headin anyway?”

“No, I’m quite alright.” Frank wasn’t about to tell him his address but his worried look wouldn’t leave 
his wrinkled eyes.

“Naw, don’ be like that. Wheh ya headin’?”

Frank’s worried expression only got more intense. In his mind, Frank saw himself. There he was, walk-
ing home in the impenetrable dark. Something moved in the shadows and a dark man came up from behind 
him, digging something hard into his back. Ben’s eyes gleamed from behind a head cap. He pushed Frank to 
the ground, kicked him hard, searched for his house keys and –

“I seh, I’m more than happeh to help ya man. Where ya headin’?”

His mind racing, Frank remembered the name of a street a few blocks down from his house. “Githered 
Street,” he mumbled.

“Gilered Street?”

“Githered.”
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“Oh! Githered Street, I’m not quite sure wheh that is. Say! I’ll go chat whi’ Phil. That man’s been behind 
the wheel fah yeas. He knows the streets like tha back o’ his hands.” 

“No, sir, I’m –” he retorted but Ben had turned away from Frank and, pressing gingerly on rail and the 
back of chair, he steadily hoisted himself upright. As Ben made his way to the front, Frank swept the bus 
with his eyes, truly seeing his environment for the fi rst time. No one had really noticed his presence at all, 
sitting silently, eyes forward and staring at something far away. They reminded him of eggs jostling in a 
carton on its way to a supermarket. For the fi rst time that night the corners of Frank’s mouth moved slightly 
upward.

Ben was taking his time. Frank couldn’t quite hear his mumbles but every once in a while the burst of 
laughter or an emphatic word stuck out. The driver’s eyes fl ashed in the rear view mirror marking where 
Ben’s fi nger gestured, followed by a nod and a slight chuckle. Frank was suddenly aware of his awkward 
position. He moved his briefcase off of his lap to rest on the fl oor. His book still sat in his hand, now com-
pletely closed. He hadn’t actually looked at the book during the ride nor had he really for a few years, but 
he always kept it with him. Rather than clear typed text, elegant cursive letters fi lled the lines on each page. 
A scarlet line bordered the picture that doubled as a bookmark, encasing the face of a frail old woman, the 
author of the journal. Frank looked down at his wife, she was smiling. He liked this picture; it helped him 
forget the last time he saw her, cold and unmoving, lying softly on the white satin lining of her coffi n. With-
out notice, Ben was beside him. Frank snapped the journal shut.

“Jeff seh thehs a bus stop up ahead that he’ll drop ya off at. He seh to wait for tha B shuttle that’ll take 
ya up to yah part o’ town.”

“Well, thank you!” Frank didn’t know what to say. “That was very nice of you.”

“No problem, seh, everybody needs a little hep from time ta time.”

“Yes… I suppose they do,” Frank said sincerely.

The bus lurched again to stop at Frank’s destination. He gathered his briefcase and straightened his 
coat. Ben stood to allow him to pass and he sifted his way to the door. 

“You take care of yourself, now,” the driver said as Frank approached. He nodded and felt his heart 
lighten as he descended the fi rst step. Suddenly, Frank felt a nudge on his back. His eyes widened and heart 
raced. With what little agility his body could afford, Frank dashed the last two steps and dropped his brief-
case.

“Seh! Ya book, seh!” Ben was behind him holding his wife’s journal. It had slipped from his hands as he 
fumbled to get his things together. Everything seemed to stop as he stood in disbelief. With his head slightly 
bowed, he took a step back toward the bus and weakly stretched out his arm, gently gripping the journal. 

“Thank you,” he said softly and as the door closed, a silent tear fell from his cheek.
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The Boil Up
It’s late and he is alone, more alone than he has ever been. He sits on one of two double beds in a dimly 

lit hotel room. There are soft voices coming from the television set. Their fl owing Spanish dialect is incom-
prehensible to him, but he dreads the total silence that would come if they were to cease. His eyes burn after 
an uncertain interval of time is spent concentrating on the bluish glow of the television’s screen. He had 
tried to let himself become hypnotized. He had tried to make his mind and body numb to all real sensations. 
Now he would be content to merely outlast the night and witness the rebirth of the lucent sun.

The air is hot, moist, and stale. He hates the smallness of the room. He hates the walls which keep him 
in and the tropical nights out. He hates the tiny window which allows him a view of paradise, but blocks 
the sweet kiss of an ocean breeze. A familiar feeling has returned. It is the notion that he is in some sort of 
dungeon. His tie, its knot tightly pressed against his Adams apple, feels like a heavy collar, choking him and 
weighing him down. The Spanish speaking voices now belong to cruel inquisitors, and they demand loyalty 
to a mighty patriarch in whom he no longer believes nor trusts. An overwhelming urge to escape takes 
control. He wants to disappear into the alien city that surrounds him. Who will miss him? The big names at 
the company may wonder what happened to him. Perhaps they will think he was kidnapped. When he never 
returns they will replace him and go on as usual. He’s long since realized that he is disposable.

He does not know if he has crossed that threshold where sanity ends and lunacy begins. He is, however, 
certain that he cannot stay here. Without plan or destination he puts on his shoes and enters the night. He 
walks slowly away from the hotel. The air is no less moist or hot, but a salty tropical breeze is like the breath 
of life to him. There is a light fog about. The breeze makes wisps of mist dance like energetic spirits. The 
spirits are jovial and he silently enjoys their company. They dance to the distant rhythmic roar of the rolling 
sea.

Before him lies a city, bright and alive, but in many parts poor. There is a longing within him to explore 
every inch of this dirty, crowded, magnifi cent metropolis. He hails a cab.

“Where to, Jack?” the driver asks with a heavy accent.

“Take me anywhere. I just need to get away.”

“Get away from what?”

“Everything.” The driver has a look of understanding in his eyes which surprises him. Soon the car is 
in the center of the city. The night traffi c creates a dazzling light show as it passes the windows of the cab. 
He watches the slums turn into the mighty towers of the business district, which in turn give way to more 
slums. The cab driver parks outside of a rundown building on a dark street. He becomes nervous as the cab 
driver insists that he leave the relative safety of the car and enter what looks to be some kind of club.

“Come on man, it’ll do you some good to be here.” Though hesitant he does not resist. From the build-
ing comes an alluring Latin beat. Inside he fi nds a dance fl oor packed with bodies which seem unable to 
resist moving to the mysterious pulse of the music. Performing is the strangest combo he has ever seen. 
Trumpets, guitars and basses of all types, keyboards, trombones, synthesizers, various percussion imple-
ments all sing together and make a sound not quite like anything he has ever heard before.”

“This music…What is it?” he asks the cab driver.

“We call it Boil Up. It’s a bit of everything. Jazz, funk, Latin, folk. Man it gets pretty crazy.” He barely 
hears the driver speak. On this night of impulses, yet another begins to direct his actions. He realizes that he 



The Ohio State University at Lima Creative Writing Competition for Allen County High School Students

had been feeling his own Boil Up. There are things that can’t be suppressed forever. Things that will force 
themselves to the surface. He now sees a chance for a release. He tears off his tie and throws it off to the side. 
He begins to move. At fi rst he moves just a little, as he is self-conscious of his inexperience on the dance 
fl oor. He need not worry. All around are consumed by their lust for motion. Soon he is too, and all reserva-
tion ceases to exist.

As the Boil Up around him becomes more intense so does the Boil Up within. One of the combo’s 
trumpets has taken center stage. With each crescendo from the trumpet a new emotion rises to the surface 
of his soul, and with each brilliant combination of notes and syncopated rhythms he dances it away. He 
reaches the height of his ecstasy as the trumpet reaches the climax of its soulful solo. He feels like one of the 
mist spirits, free from the confi nes of physical reality. He is caught in a whirlwind of sound and life. Then 
the music stops. For a moment he is in a state of euphoria. 

His face is soaked. His body is tired, but he feels as though he can go on forever. As the combo moves on 
to the next song he realizes that for the fi rst time he knows what has been building up within. Every wound, 
every thought, every memory he has tried to hide in the attic of his mind is pushing its way up in a fantastic 
eruption of multiple and confl icting sensations. Were it not for the music, it would overwhelm him. Now 
the confrontation with the inner workings of his mind is merely a cathartic tango that is slowly releasing 
him from his former bondage.

The hours slip away, and he is invigorated by this taste of life, the fi rst, or so it seems, in countless ages. 
The cab driver, who must get back to work, suddenly interrupts him. He too must leave that place and 
return to real life, if one can call it life. As the cab transports him all too quickly to that dimly lit hotel room, 
he witnesses the fi rst light of the new day and the rebirth of a long forgotten dream.

Several hours later a powerful man in an expensive suit sits in a cool offi ce located high above the streets 
of the business district and awaits his arrival. He never comes. He doesn’t answer the calls. His hotel room is 
vacant. His possessions are gone. His whereabouts are a topic of intrigue and gossip. Days, weeks, months, 
years. He is replaced and slowly forgotten. His story fades from an increasingly exaggerated anecdote involv-
ing drugs, prostitutes, depression, and murder into a distant legend that may occasionally be of interest to 
company visitors. He, however, is not truly missed. They saw him as a man who lived only to work, and 
those are not diffi cult to come by. They need merely to fi nd one with the right combination of ambition, 
naivety, and epicurean tendencies.

On the night of the disappearance a new musician arrives at the club. He plays a beat up trumpet 
bought earlier in the day at a near by pawn shop. Despite the age of the horn and the vast gulf of time which 
stands between the musician and his last performance, there is a magic about him when he plays. His audi-
ence is enthralled by his improvisations. He has the power to make the soul reveal itself, to make the body 
move, to set the being free.

Days, weeks, months, years. He draws those who need a release. From the city’s poor to wayward busi-
ness travelers who feel as though their existence centers around the mighty greenback. They come to him to 
feel the Boil Up. They come to him to dance until they feel no more pain, until new life is given to old pas-
sions. His is the mighty trumpet which awakens dreams from their slumber. His are the songs which break 
the chains of the meaningless existence. He is the man who lives only to liberate.



Junior/Senior Division – Fiction
Page 85



The Offi ce of Communications 05/06The Offi ce of Communications 05/06


