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The Hunted
By Zander Hicks

One day while riding his quad, Brayden noticed something in the woods he 
didn’t normally see when on his rides. Where he was riding were trails he had 
ridden a thousand times, and knew them like the back of his hand. But for some 
reason a white spot caught his eye. He just kept riding, knocking it off as some 
unmelted snow, but it was mid-April and it had been a warm spring. He felt himself 
start to slow down his quad and quickly turned around back to the spot. When he 
approached his heart dropped, there was a person dragging a white trash bag 
through the woods. He looked more closely and saw what looked to be blood on 
the bag. The man was wearing all black and was holding something in his hand. 
He held it up toward Brayden and then all he had heard was an ear piercing bang.

The roar of the engine was nearly as loud as the gunshot. Luckily, the 
man's shot had missed Brayden, but it had hit the plastic on the quad. He tore 
back down the trail as his quad started to shake. He realized that the bullet had 
pierced the motor of his vehicle as it came to a seizing halt. He picked a direction 
and sprinted into the woods not knowing relative to his truck, where he was going. 
After running for more than five minutes he stopped and checked what he had. 
Luckily Brayden always brought a bag of survival gear on his rides. Inside were 
two bottles of water, a half eaten box of granola bars, a knife and a lighter.

He paused when he heard a clicking behind him. He wasn’t sure what was 
going on so he worked his way back slowly and silently, and saw something 
petrifying. He saw the man tearing his quad to pieces, to make sure he couldn't 
get back using it. He reached for his phone in his pocket and realized it was in the 
storage box in his quad. He returned to his gear and kept going in the direction he 
thought his truck was. He stopped to drink and eat one of the granola bars and 
heard something behind him. The man was standing there, but trying to act 
hidden behind a tree. Brayden knew he had to act like he didn’t see the man while 
he picked up his things. Once his gear was all loaded up he took off as fast as he 
could run. He heard the man behind him, running after him. He shot again but 
Brayden was too far away and moving so the man missed once again. Brayden 
just kept running. Then, he heard water, and was relieved. He recognized the area 
as the place where the river had a sixty foot cliff jump. He got to the trail that ran 
along the cliff. He was nervous to look back, and when he did, he saw the man 
closing in on him. So he ran to the edge of the cliff and he hurled himself over. 

When he hit the freezing cold water he tried to stay under the water to hide 
from the man, to make it hard  for the man to know where he was. When Brayden 
surfaced the man was startled and he went back over to the woods. Brayden got 
to the other shore and continued to walk. He was shivering and it was getting 
dark. He knew not to make a fire at night as the man could see the light. So while 
there was still daylight, Brayden made a fire to dry out his clothes and warm up. 
When it was dark, Brayden put out the fire and continued by the light of the bright 
moon. 

He came up to a road finally and figured out he was not in the right 
direction for his truck. He began walking on the road feeling a sense of closure as 
he walked, because he finally knew exactly where he was. He figured cars would 
eventually come down the road, offer to help him, and save him from the maniac 
chasing him around the woods. Oddly enough he had yet to see a single car go 
by. Sure it was night, but it couldn’t be later than ten o’clock on a Saturday night. 
He finally saw a set of headlights start to round the corner ahead of him. He 
flagged the driver down.They stopped,The car window was left up. Brayden was 



confused but not nervous...yet. Then he figured it out, he had seen this truck at the pull 
off for the trail system. He thought it couldn’t possibly be the man from the trails, then 
the window rolled down with a muzzle of a gun pointed at him. He ducked and ran off 
back into the woods as he heard a bang. Another shot was fired. Next thing he knew 
his arm was pierced. He looked and there was a clean hole right through. Fully 
expecting to be chased, he ran for awhile into the woods,  but he wasn’t. He waited 
there until the sun rose, but there was no movement. 

He went out to the road and saw the trail of blood He had made a tourniquet on 
his arm and now wasn’t bleeding. He made his way back to his truck and started 
driving off, but was stopped by the police. They had made a road block. Apparently 
there was a serial killer out in the woods trying to escape, and he was surrounded in 
the woods by the police. Brayden told them his story and was rushed to the hospital.  

On the news Brayden saw they had never found the man. At that moment he 
heard a knock on his door. The man  from the woods walked in smiling. “You're the first 
one to escape me, even if you only did last a day.” He pulled out a syringe and injected 
Brayden with it. Within moments Brayden was drifting out, the last image he saw, the 
man smiling at his bedside.
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Icarus Is On Sale”
Song Lyrics by Nathan Crane

Have you ever heard of Icarus,
And his father Daedalus, 

They attached wings to their arms,
To fly from the island and all harms,
But Icarus flew too high in the sky

Daedalus warned and 
Repeatedly scorned,

“Don’t fly too high Icarus son,
Or you’ll get burned by the sun!”

He used to be,
A hero flying above the sea, 

But suddenly he’ll forever be,
On a thrift store window! 

Oh No!
Icarus is on sale!

He wants to be free,
Yet he will someday be a fixture,

On someone’s shelf,
Although he’ll not be by himself,

Oh it wasn’t part of the plan!
Icarus is on sale! 

Without fail,
He will be forever on sale!

Icarus is on sale!
He will be,

Part of a menagerie,
Of storied history,

Forever he will be stuck next to,
Figures of courage and kung fu,

He’ll be among,
A veritable horde,

Owned by some bland chairman of the board!
He has wings but he can’t fly,

He wouldn’t get far,
Even if he were to try,

If he were to attempt to escape,
He would simply scrape,
Against the glass wall!

He wanted to fly in the sky for fun,
But he was burnt and frozen by the sun,

So remember poor Icarus,
and his fall to Tartarus,

On that shelf in an office to never move, 
From this boring tomb,

Frozen forever,
In the most twisted irony,

The free world has ever seen



By Sofia DeLaCruz Rivera



“Dead Flowers”
Song lyrics by Nathan Crane

As Summer turns to Autumn,
And all that is beautiful withers and dies,

Every leaf escapes and flies,
From the terror that is
The perennial purge!

Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!

As goodness weeps and happiness cowers,
Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!

As life withers and death empowers!
Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!

As the moon looms and the sun glooms,
As the Grim Reaper stands over summer’s tomb!

Leafs swirl and branches curl
As the stench of decay hangs in the air,

As Persephone cries in despair!
Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!

As the ground cracks and Pestilence laughs,
The vultures gather and Famine cackles,

As the war lord polishes his sword
As Persephone is led away in shackles!

Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!

All that’s green turns to gray,
As the stars turn away,

As the sun is blocked by clouds,
Hades reads aloud,

The will of all things that are good and kind in this world,
Eternal winter reigns,

And so begins,
The end of the world!

Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!

As all the world is cast into shade,
Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!

And In Hades Image,
The world is remade!

Dead Flowers!
Dead flowers!
Dead Flowers!
Dead Flowers!



By Ashley Neveu



The Race
By Lucy Pitoniak

The blue lights were racing closer and closer in the rearview mirror. The speedometer 
crept faster and faster as Mae Elliot pressed the gas pedal to the floor of her Plymouth 
Roadrunner. Suddenly a voice came over the radio. It was Sheriff Beall “Pull over the car Ms. 
Elliot, running will only make it worse.” This day could not get any more awful. It started with 
Mae taking her car out for a cruise in anticipation for the annual Goose Creek County Car 
Derby. Goose Creek may not have been the biggest county, but it could hold a good car 
derby. All the races were supposed to be limited to the townspeople and Sheriff Beall tried to 
circumscribe where the towns revenue went, but the race’s crowds could sometimes be 
almost incalculable. Mae planned on using the $500 of prize money to help pay off what the 
farm owed, as things hadn't been going well lately. Her Aunt Sarah worked hard to sell the 
milk and eggs, but every month the farm seemed to sink deeper and deeper into debt. Mae 
feared the worst. She didn't know how they would move if the farm had to be sold. What 
would happen to the land? The animals? It didn't help that Sheriff Beall was always knocking 
on the door coming for tax collections and payments. It had become quite obvious over the 
years that this money that was collected did not go towards the county and its needs, but it 
went to the crooked head of the county, Mr. Judd. He was a tall man with a sharp pointy nose 
and fierce beady little eyes. Mr. Judd cared more about filling his own pockets than helping 
those in need. This, of course, caused trouble among the townsfolk, especially the Elliot 
family who knew the truth. 

Mae glanced back at the patrol car. It wasn't slowing down so she took a sharp turn 
onto a dirt road. She was optimistic that the inconvenient puddles of mud would stop the 
patrol car in its tracks. Now Mae hadn't really done anything wrong that was worthy of such a 
police chase. She knew that Mr. Judd only wanted to impound her car so she couldn't win the 
prize money at the derby tomorrow, and he could have it for himself. Mae raced along the 
road avoiding the the potholes which were probably the most immaterial of her worries at this 
point. Sheriff Beall didn't seem to be affected by the twists and turns Mae took trying to lose 
him. Then she had an idea. She coasted to a stop, shifted into reverse, and hit the gas. She 
just narrowly missed the mirror of the patrol car which had to ponderously make a turn and 
build up speed. Mae was already gone. She had shot back out onto the main road and 
headed home for the farm. She called over the radio to Sheriff Beall. “I’ll see you at the race 
tomorrow, and I won't fall for any of your trivial tricks again.”

On the day of the race Mae woke up bright and early. Her Aunt Sarah had tried to get 
her to eat some poached eggs for breakfast but Mae insisted that eating right now was not 
the priority. Mae grabbed her helmet from her room and walked outside. She unrolled the 
garden hose and watered some of Aunt Sarah's perennial flowers before turning to the car. 
She hosed all the mud from the car chase yesterday, and scrubbed the wheel rims until they 
shined. She hugged Aunt Sarah goodbye. “I promise to win the prize money.” said Mae. 
“Anything to save the farm.” With that, she slid through the window of the car, rolled down the 
dirt driveway, and drove off. 

 The race was on the long strip of pavement in front of the town offices. There was a 
set of bleachers and a few cars waiting in a tentative line, unsure of where the start to the 
race was. Mae pulled up and put the car in park. The sign on the town green read “CAR 
DERBY TODAY (sponsored by your prominent, caring, compashionate, and considerate 
leader Mr. Judd.)” Mae rolled her eyes. She was fairly sure that the sign had been made by 
Sheriff Beall since compassionate had been spelled wrong. She filled out the applicable 
papers to enter the race and lined her car up at the start. Sheriff Beall pulled up next to her in 
his patrol car. He too was driving in the race, sent by Mr. Judd to try and sabotage her. “You'll 
never win the prize money Elliot!” he shouted. Mae revved her engine “can't hear you!” she 
yelled back. 
 



 Mae gripped the wheel with determination. She could see Aunt Sarah on the top 
row of the bleachers yelling her name. The horn sounded and a cloud of smoke came 
from the tires as the cars hurtled down the track lined with hay bales. Sheriff Beall 
intentionally tried to run Mae into another car. She hit the gas and pulled ahead. ”There 
seems to be no clear winner yet!” the announcer said. Mae pushed another car to the 
left of her off to the side and swerved ahead of them to slow them down. Sheriff Beall 
avoided all her attempts to slow him down. The cars in the back were clambering for a 
spot in the front but the two frontrunners blocked their path. They were nose to nose. 
Mae couldn't see any accessible route that would give her an advantage over the 
Sheriff. As the final stretch appeared, Mae saw Sheriff Beall’s car roll prematurely to a 
stop along the side. The front of it was smoking and the engine was stalling and 
chugging as he pressed the gas in a last attempt to make it move. Some part of the 
engine appeared to have stopped working. Mae did not perceive this as a bad thing of 
course. She drove across the black and white checkered finish line and skidded to a 
halt. She climbed out the window as the people acclaimed her and handed her a trophy 
and a check for $500, enough to pay off the farm’s debts. Mae smiled as Sheriff Beall 
crossed the finish line, on foot, and had to congratulate her. “You seem to have quite an 
influence on the people,” he said. Mae couldn't help but laugh. Aunt Sarah had tears in 
her eyes. Mr. Judd however was not so happy. That five hundred dollars was supposed 
to go towards his new limousine. He sulked away into the town office buildings. Mae 
slid back into the driver's seat and Aunt Sarah jumped into the passenger and they 
drove home. All their worries were left back on the track that was quickly disappearing 
in the rearview mirror. 

photos by Siena Crane



The Trials and Tribulations of an Egg
By Nancy Mueller

The effects of global warming were incalculable, and unknown to the human population 
it affected the salt of sea water. So when Lucy took a frying pan down to the beach and filled it 
with water to boil, she was not expecting what happened next. Now every morning Lucy 
enjoyed an egg for breakfast and today she began to poach hers. Unfortunately for Lucy, 
breakfast would not be happening this morning. While she was turned around chopping ghost-
peppers, the egg began to move (sprouting asparagus-like legs) and through the steam it 
clambered out of the pan. This was only the beginning. 

With a clang it slipped off the stove onto the floor. With no shell to crack it recovered 
quickly and headed for the open window. Lucy spun around, fly-swatter already in hand and 
began to chase the egg. “Why does this always happen to me!” She screeched, following the 
egg through the window. For a moment the house was empty. Then, unbeknownst to anyone, 
the front door creaked open and a bearded-goat creeped in. Smelling the ghost-peppers it 
began to eat them, smoke rising from its nostrils with each bite.

Slap-Slap went the egg’s damp feet as he pounded down the street away from peril. He 
wasn’t sure what had happened. The first thing he could recall was feeling his skin boil and 
then jumping out into what he perceived as a giant’s lair. All he knew was that self 
preservation was a priority. 

Unfortunately for the egg while evading death he had run straight into traffic! Cars 
whizzed by in every direction. In his hurry he tripped, his rotund shape rolling across the 
lanes. A horn honked and tires swerved as a grizzled man nearly avoided scrambling the egg. 
As he passed he shouted out the window, “A poached egg in the road! How inconvenient!” 
The egg barely had time to recover before another car came hurdling down the freeway. 
Rolling for his life, the egg spun. Finding himself under the car he grabbed a hold. For what 
felt like hours the egg hitchhiked, until he finally succumbed to exhaustion. The egg fell off, 
landing in a pile of dust on a dry back road. Nothing in sight for miles, except the car driving 
off into the distance. And an empty gas station. (Which had once been a very prominent 
station in the good old days of Route 66.) Before he had wandered very far, Egg was 
approached by a dull green snake, with only one cloudy eye in the middle of its fore-head.
 

“Hello.” hissed the snake, followed by inquiries on the Egg’s health and what he 
thought about the weather. -All which ended up being very immaterial to the situation. 
However Egg was barely aware of the words being spoken. But with each hiss he fell into a 
deeper trance. The influence of the snake overtaking his instincts. As the old snake 
sharpened his fangs and stretched open his jaw, Egg felt a prickle of fear break through. That 



prickle saved him, turning into a current of danger, danger, run!!, as the snake lunged for a 
midday meal. Using all the adrenaline a little poached egg can muster, he turned and ran. 
Asparagus-like legs leaping beneath him, as he catapulted through the air. 

Several minutes after evading the snake, Egg came across a very accessible 
goose. “Hi there, watcha doing?” The goose asked. Still wary from the day’s previous 
exploits the egg kept walking, at a faster rate now. “The silent type aren’t ya, hmmm…. 
What’s with ‘em funny legs?” Now the Egg was quite proud of his green legs, not all eggs 
are blessed with them after all. So he let out a torrent of insults towards the goose. 
“Excuse me!” Yelled the goose. Flustered the egg began to blush, embarrassed. He was 
just having a rough day-not trying to be rude. The goose sensed this. “Rough day?” she 
asked. Egg just stared in reply, his eyes starting to tear. “Oh no honey, you didn’t run into 
that perennial snake did you? He resurrects one day every year, how unfortunate you 
should meet him on your first trip here. Rather casts a shadow on our lovely town doesn't 
it?” Egg looked at her in astonishment. “Yes he’s quite infamous around here. But you 
must be very clever yourself to have escaped him!” Egg continued to blush, though now 
from his returning pride. “Well get on sweetheart, I can’t stay and chat, but I’ll give you a 
ride away from here.” 

Soaring through the air with an optimistic goose Egg felt his troubles wash away. 
She let him off a few miles away from the original freeway, on the sidewalk of a safe side 
street. “Don’t worry darling, I believe life will start looking up for you from here.” Once the 
goose left, Egg wasn’t sure what to do next. So far all he’d done during his life was run for 
it. Hopefully it didn’t get worse than this. Egg wandered down the cracked pavement. 
He stopped at a stop sign, confused as where to go next. Where does a poached egg 
escaping a premature death go seeking safe haven? About to make a run for the woods 
and head for the border, he heard a car approaching.  The sleek black ‘75 Ford Mustang 
pulled up, the window slowly rolling down. Inside Lucy took her shades off as she ordered, 
“Get in the car Egg. You're coming with me.” 

Frightened at apparent doom he almost jumped out of his skin! Fearing the worst he 
opened the door, sliding into the leather passenger seat.  “Do you like Bon Jovi?” Lucy 
inquired as she turned up the tunes. Surprised at the sudden hospitality he gave a 
tentative nod. They rode in silence for a few moments, the tension tight enough to be slit 
with one of Lucy’s shiny kitchen knives. Egg quivered in fear and a “Bak bak?” slipped out. 
He surprised himself with the words, but after all he was part chicken. Lucy tried to comfort 
the nervous creature, “Don’t worry. I don’t want to cook you now. Do you know what road 
grease tastes like?!” This did not have the desired effect, but he did stop shaking to let a 
curious expression overtake his face. This made Lucy smile, she had never meant to harm 
the egg. How could she have known that it was alive?
Lucy and the Egg spent the rest of their afternoon taking a drive. Stopping for milkshakes 
and letting the 80’s music blare out the windows. Egg felt as though he had finally found 
peace, his old fears of being eaten weren’t applicable now that he had a friend. 



Lucy had even volunteered to let him stay in her house, lest he get eaten by 
something. She didn’t want her newfound friendship to end so poorly. The sleek 
vehicle swiftly carried an exhausted egg to his new home.

 At the turn of the street you could already hear cries carried by the wind, “It’s on 
fire! It’s on fire!” And it was true, the house was up in flames, each one licking higher 
and higher, a bonfire that could be spotted 5 miles out in the ocean as it was reported 
later. “No!!!!!!!” Lucy cried falling to the ground sobbing. Egg patted her on the back, a 
tear in his eye as he felt for his new friend’s loss. “ I never ate breakfast!!!!!” Taken 
aback he raised an eyebrow. Lucy looked up, “Who cares about such trivial matters as 
a house! I just wanted the delight of food!- not you of course.” He nodded in 
understanding. 

At this moment the bearded-goat walked ponderously out of the blazing inferno. 
Jaws dropped, it was 3 times bigger than any normal goat! It took slow steps across 
the drying lawn, without a burn on its body. Sparks sliding off it, singeing the ground. 
“What is wrong with that goat!?” Someone called. Lucy, an expert on all animals alike, 
but with a fondness for goats,  ceased wailing, and approached the goat. “He appears 
to be a Mongolian fire-breathing goat, oh this must be the cause of the fire!” She 
announced.“But what’s wrong with him?” A firefighter asked, handing Lucy a fire-proof 
suit which she donned. She began to pet the hulking animal, calming him.“It appears,” 
she smelled the goat’s breath, “that he is bloated on ghost peppers!” Amazing!” The 
crowd acclaimed, towards both Lucy’s talent and the mythical beast standing in front 
of them. Luckily the goat eventually recovered from his pepper eating frenzy. Egg was 
also accepted by the neighborhood, he lost his fear of kitchens. (But egg-beaters were 
still an issue.)

Lucy ended up adopting both Egg and the fire-breathing goat into her family. 
They opened up a major restaurant called “The Frying Pan”, where they served 
delicious food, but no poached eggs of any kind. The fire department circumscribed 
that the goat was no longer to eat peppers of any kind, that habit was deemed a fire 
hazard. Unfortunately for all firefighters alike, the beardless goat (Turns out the beard 
was the only thing not fire retardant.) discovered flaming hot Doritos and burnt down 
the whole business. But Lucy wasn’t discouraged. After all what can’t you do with a 
fire-breathing goat, and a poached egg by your side?
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The	Glitch	
By	Dylan	Nicolle	

 In	the	early	sixties,	I	was	a	local	paperboy	in	my	small	hometown.	It	was	nice	
to	make	a	little	cash,	but	I	did	it	mostly	because	it	was	something	to	do.	It	was	a	nice	
little	job,	and	I	got	to	meet	all	the	locals.	I	was	fairly	beneAicial	kid,	and	liked	by	most	
everyone.	By	the	time	this	story	takes	place,	I	had	already	been	doing	my	route	for	a	
good	seven	months.	Because	of	this,	I	had	known	just	about	everyone	and	where	they	
lived.	I’d	say	I	must	have	been	round	the	age	of	thirteen	and	fourteen.	I	remember	
back	in	those	days	I	had	always	dreamed	about	escaping	town	and	going	on	an	
adventure	that	would	last	a	lifetime.	I	was	always	picturing	myself	in	the	Scottish	
Highlands	or	the	Swiss	Alps.	I’d	like	to	say	I	was	a	rather	intrepid	child.	

	 I	remember	on	this	speciAic	day,	that	it	was	rather	sunny,	and	things	seemed	to	
have	been	going	great.	I	had	just	delivered	the	morning	paper	to	Mr.	Johnson	and	his	
betrothed,	when	I	came	to	a	house	that	I	had	not	recognized	in	my	previous	travels.	It	
was	a	smaller	house	with	a	very	rustic	style	to	it.	It	was	a	gorgeous	estate.	In	fact,	I	
thought	it	was	the	best	looking	house	I’d	ever	seen.	It	was	almost	a	cabin,	but	slightly	
larger	and	more	modern.	I’m	sure	almost	any	rich	person	would	think	the	house	was	
a	repugnant	one.	But	I	thought	it	was	perfect.	

	 Perhaps	I	had	accidentally	skipped	it	all	this	time?	Maybe	it	was	just	built?	
Impossible!	I	would	have	seen	it	being	built.	Although	these	suburbs	were	practically	
interminable,	there’s	no	way	I	could	have	missed	it	before.	My	consciousness	and	I	
had	come	to	a	consensus	that	I	must	be	losing	my	mind.	I	approached	the	house,	but	
for	whatever	reason,	I	had	ambivalent	feelings	about	it.	When	I	got	to	the	door	and	
dropped	off	the	paper,	someone	opened	it.	It	was	then,	when	a	familiar	face	spoke	to	
me.	“Hello	lad!”	

	 The	man	almost	looked	like	my	parents.	As	weird	as	it	sounds,	he	looked	like	
me!	He	even	had	the	same	congenital	freckle	below	his	eye	as	I	did!	I	didn’t	know	
what	to	think	of	him,	but	I	managed	to	mutter	“H-hello.”	

	 He	looked	like	he	had	seen	some	adventures	in	his	day.	There	were	minor	
scars,	a	long	beard,	and	very	tiny	blemishes	on	his	skin	from	sun	exposure.	(They	only	
looked	a	little	sallow.)	“Thanks	for	the	paper	buddy”,	he	said	as	he	picked	up	the	
newspaper.	“Say,	I	used	to	be	a	paperboy	myself!	Used	to	deliver	them	here	in	town	
about	twenty	years	ago.	I’ve	traveled	all	over,	and	I’ve	been	on	adventures	and	
expeditions	that	have	lasted	years,	but	I	always	came	back	to	my	hometown.	I	used	to	
live	down	the	road	there	on	Tucker	Avenue.”	
	 	

That	was	my	street.	I	wondered	if	the	man	was	playing	a	trick	on	me.	I	let	out	
a	small,	awkward	chuckle	and	told	him	that	he	seemed	like	he	had	lived	an	interesting	
life.	I	found	the	stronger	interesting	but	I	felt	like	I	was	on	an	episode	of	the	Twilight	
Zone.	I	truly	had	to	get	going	to	Ainish	my	route,	so	I	departed	soon	after.	“I	gotta	get	
going	mister,	but	it’s	been	nice	meeting	you.”	



I	was	walking	away	when	I	stopped	and	noticed	his	car.	I	had	never	seen	anything	
like	it	before!	It	wasn’t	as	shiny	as	other	cars	I’ve	seen,	and	it	looked	blocky.	It	
looked	like	a	Chevrolet	had	come	out	with	a	new	line	of	vehicles.	When	I	made	it	
to	the	sidewalk,	he	called	out	to	me.	

	 “Hey!	I	forgot	to	ask	your	name!”	
	 “It’s	Thomas.”	I	replied	

	 He	said	nothing	after	that.	His	face	no	longer	seemed	happy	and	
enthusiastic.	He	looked	confused,	and	he	squinted	to	see	my	face	one	more	time	
as	I	disappeared	down	the	road.	As	I	Ainished	my	route,	I	found	myself	looking	
back	after	every	house.	The	next	day,	I	was	coming	back	from	the	park	with	my	
parents	and	sister	when	I	looked	out	my	car	window	and	saw	the	house	wasn’t	
there!	It’s	as	if	it	vanished!	I	always	thought	the	encounter	was	weird,	but	as	time	
went	on,	I	had	sort	of	forgotten	about	it.	

	 I	joined	the	Army	about	six	years	later	so	I	could	travel	and	see	the	world.	
I	spent	some	time	in	Vietnam,	but	I	never	saw	any	sorties	or	anything	like	that.	
Two	months	after	my	departure	from	the	military,	I	hiked	the	Scottish	Highlands.		

	 After	twenty	years	of	adventure,	I	returned	to	my	hometown	to	build	a	
home	for	myself.	I	built	a	small	house	close	to	my	old	street.	It	was	then,	when	I	
realized	the	land	I	had	purchased	was	the	same	property	as	the	stranger’s	house	
all	those	years	ago.	I	remembered	thinking	of	how	amazing	the	house	had	looked,	
so	I	did	my	best	to	replicate	it.	The	day	I	Ainished	it,	I	was	looking	out	my	window	
when	I	saw	a	paperboy	approaching.	Funny,	I	thought.	I	used	to	be	a	paperboy.	I	
opened	the	door	to	greet	him,	and	I	noticed	he	was	wearing	some	older	looking	
clothes	to	say	the	least.	Certainly	not	what	kids	these	days	would	wear.	After	I	
Ainished	speaking	with	him	I	asked	him	his	name,	and	his	reply	confused	me.	His	
name	was	Thomas.	Could	it	have	been	all	a	coincidence?	I	ended	up	building	a	
home	on	the	same	property	as	the	man,	met	a	paperboy	wearing	sixties	era	
clothes,	and	he	had	the	same	name	as	me?	Not	only	that,	but	I	noticed	as	he	was	
walking	away	that	he	looked	just	like	I	did	as	a	kid.	I	watched	him	disappear	
down	the	road	and	walked	inside.	I	looked	in	the	mirror,	and	I	felt	as	if	I	was	
losing	my	mind.	It	was	then,	when	I	came	to	the	conclusion	that	I	was	the	strange	
man	from	twenty	years	ago.	I	looked	just	like	him!	

	 As	I	am	writing	this,	the	year	is	1983.	This	event	happened	last	week.	To	
add	on	top	of	all	this,	I	own	the	same	Chevy	car	that	I	saw	twenty	years	ago.	I	am	
beyond	freaked	out,	and	I	feel	like	if	I	tell	anyone,	people	will	think	I’m	crazy.	
Could	this	be	some	kind	of	glitch	in	reality?	I	have	so	many	questions.	I	haven’t	
seen	the	paperboy	since.		
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The Alpha Hunter, Volume 1 of 5                     
By Marc Lacharite

  Few sensations top that of slow brisk air and warm rays of sunlight gently 
beating down on your skin, awakening your senses, and calming your mind. 
Letting your muscles settle, due to a prolonged state of rest, and feeling the soft 
grass brushing against your skin. It was a feeling that Clay had loved more than 
most. Occasionally, a leaf or two, from the tree he was rooted under, fell on his 
face, and caused a few unpleasant twitches, as result of his attempts to remove it 
without moving his arms. 

But by and by, there were few things he loved more. The breeze started to 
feel cooler, opening one eye, Clay observed the state of his environment. There 
was a large patch of green grass and several trees on a small plateau, next to 
some ravines left behind as after effects from the war. The sun began to set, 
leaving the sky a dark blue with a large splash of orange fire, with finely mixed 
splotches of bright salmon. It was almost time. Clay sat up fast, his titanium 
pauldrons clanking, his rough long hair settling in his face. 

He slipped his red headband on, and stood up with a big hefty sigh. Clay 
stood at a whopping, 5 feet 6 inches. Clay was not by any means a large person, 
or even a very threatening one for that matter. He had a young, childlike face, with 
light sky blue eyes, and smooth, clear skin. He had long, wavy light brown hair, 
and had a very lean build. He was wearing some light black pants, big black 
boots, and black tank top, with some armor such as rounded titanium pauldrons 
upon his shoulders, thick Kevlar tassets protecting his thighs and groin, titanium 
greaves and bracers, protecting his forearms, knees and calves, and a thin Kevlar 
bound leather collar to protect the bottom of his neck and collar bones. Strapped 
to his belt he carried a small, long distance walkie and a short single edged knife. 
Sheathed upon his back were two black handled wakizashis. Short curved 
Japanese swords, designed to accompany a katana in a samurai's belt.  

Clay considered himself to be a benevolent hero type, taking contracts and 
jobs from citizens for a very low price. Being a hero rescuing damsels in distress, 
and slaying dragons, or at least, that is how he viewed it in his head. 
He rushed over to the edge of the ravine, and looked down, scanning the land 
below for signs of life. Some time went by before out of the corner of his eye, he 
noticed a strange movement, accompanied soon after by some faint rustling. The 
sky, half dark now, gave off little light to help aid his eyes in spotting whatever was 
down there. He watched and listened carefully, holding his breath for a minute. An 
inner anxiety, nipped away at his patience, and made time slow down drastically. It 
was like staring at a clock, interminably, waiting for the time to pass.  Slowly out 
from shadows created by the large rock wall of the ravine, two large white horns 
broke through the darkness, followed closely by a large woolly snout. Immediately 
the suspense ended and all hesitation left his 



body at the flick of a switch. A slight smile edged itself at the corner of his 
mouth. “Gotcha…” his own smug satisfaction, heard almost overwhelmingly 
in his voice.  And with that he lunged forward, off the edge, diving through the 
wind. 

The full body of the beast was visible now. A large humanoid figure, 
standing tall on two legs, with sallow skin and muscular abs, overshadowed 
by thick deep brown woolly fur. It had two large curved white horns sticking 
out the topsides of his head, ground down to sharp red stained points. They 
almost had an ivory-like color, with scratches and marks engraved into them, 
showing their ware. These were coming out of a large animal head, with a 
slobbery and scarred proboscis, with lips decorated with the utmost 
repugnant brass rings and pins. Most terrifying of all, though, was its solid 
midnight eyes which were deeper and blacker than the darkest abyss. It felt 
as though if you stared at them long enough, you could be sucked in. 

Clay put his feet together, and aimed to land directly down upon the 
beast. Though seemingly unaware, the creature immediately put his large 
muscular arm up, and Clay hit the arm like a hammer on steel. He bent his 
knees and pushed off the arm, flipped, and landed on the ground several feet 
away from the creature. The beast opened his mouth and released a terrible 
roar, so loud it sounded like it would scare even thunder. The worst part was 
the rancid air it released, billowing out like a rotted gust, penetrating one’s 
nostril, in such a way as to almost knock a man down. Clay got down on one 
knee and caught his breath for a second while the large beast loomed over 
him, snarling and growling. 

Clay very often had to stop and catch a breath in the midst of battle, an 
unfortunate weakness. This was as a result of a congenital heart defect from 
birth. His heart valves had not grown in properly, and caused the chambers of 
his heart to spill blood and oxygen prematurely. Doctors predicted he wasn’t 
going live to see his first birthday. Had it not been for the Infamous Alpha 
Corporation, the same company that ironically caused the death of both his 
parents and his betrothed, he probably wouldn’t have.  This realization only 
helped to fuel the fire of his crusade against the Alpha Corporation. 

Clay lifted his head, looked up at the beast, and gave it a slight, cocky 
smile. The beast retaliated by blowing a short burst of hot steam out his nose. 
It lifted a large polearm, a half rotted oak pole, with a huge serrated blade. It 
had a shape of no recognizable name, with a large flat edge on the back, 
clearly more attuned to crushing. 

Clay stood up to face his foe. Though not nearly as large as the beast, 
he stood tall, and fearless. Clay had always been dangerously intrepid. Even 
as a little boy, he always found himself exploring, and most importantly, in 
trouble. He drew his swords from his back, and held a defensive stance, 
staring down the beast. He knew that because of his massive size 
disadvantage, he would have to play this much more cautiously. The beast 



feet, and yelled out in a foul tone, in what was presumably a language 
Clay did not understand.  
          He spoke, “Hey, that’s a nice lil Louisville Slugga ya got there, haha, how 
sha, things not a toy ta know?” 

He had a strong accent and dialect. The beast must not have liked it 
because with that, it sprung forward and swung its giant mace of death. Clay 
quickly ducked back, missing the edge of the blade by mere inches, watched as 
the giant blade smashed into the side of the ravine, and caused a small 
explosion of rock. He leaned forward and dashed, bringing his blade down, 
slashing through the meat of the beast’s arm. It let out a huge, glass-shattering 
pained roar. Clay ran forward, ducked under its shoulder, and turned around, to 
face the back of the beast.

“Let’s pass a good time.” Clay remarked in an overly confident tone. 
With an angry huff it pulled its steel monster out of the side of the cliff, 

and turned to face Clay. It seemed unscathed from his blow, as if the blade had 
never made contact. This would definitely be a lot tougher than Clay first 
thought. The creature had an unmatched amount of strength, and a reasonable 
amount of intelligence.

“Say… What is eh Minotaur doin all the way out here, in a Utah? Seems 
ur a little lost boy hm?” 

He held a defensive stance, and made very confident facial expressions. 
As the Minotaur stared him down, all was quiet and still, quiet enough that you 
could hear the drop of a pin in the dirt. It was this kind of silence that made 
aggressors very anxious, starting a kind of mind game. Clay was very good at 
coaxing his opponent into making mistakes, making them ambivalent of their 
own strategy, and causing them to second guess themselves. This strategy 
would probably be much more efficient had he been fighting a man, or an alien 
race of some kind, but the minotaur was probably too ignorant of human 
expression to realize anything, and was far too aggressive to care even if it had 
that awareness.   
    The Minotaur opened its mouth and lifted its head to let out another roar, and 
Clay saw his chance. He broke his position and charged in a sortie, slashing 
through the thick thigh of the Minotaur. Before Clay could step back however, 
the Minotaur swung his giant mace back, and smacked Clay with the blunt end, 
sending him ragdolling into the dirt. The Minotaur laughed wildly, once again 
seeming unaffected by Clay’s blow. Clay, his jet-black clothes now caked with 
dirt, picked himself up and ignored the pain. He knew that their confrontation 
had just begun. With his first plan having failed, his second plan inchoate, and a 
failing morale, he knew he had to keep his wits about him. The Minotaur would 
not fall from mere flesh wounds. Clay rushed forward this time, and mimicked 
the minotaur’s own style, swinging ferociously, ducking and dodging the 
Minotaur’s' heavy swings, landing petty slashes here and there, taking out 
chunks of flesh, and receiving hits and scrapes. The frenzy only ended when 
the Minotaur 



grabbed Clay by the throat. He dropped his blades. He felt the air unable to 
pass through into his lungs. His head started to feel light. His vision faded.  
Panic, fear, and desperation, flooded his mind. Is this it? Will this be how it 
ends? He began slamming his fist against the beast’s arm, trying to break 
free, but it was hopeless. His arm started feeling weak. He began hitting 
with less force. His arm was slowing down, like it was covered in drying 
molasses. Time started to slow down. He glanced up at the vanishing 
horizon. Taking one last look at the beautiful orange sky. Is this it? Is this all 
you had planned for me? He took in his surroundings, and then in one last 
burst of energy, he pulled a knife from his pocket. He buried it deep into the 
Minotaur’s arm. The Minotaur shrieked in pain, and threw Clay down hard, 
smashing him on the ground. Clay didn’t even feel the pain, his body, so 
numb, his mind, disoriented, all feeling in his lower body gone. 

He sat up, and immediately began hacking and coughing, tears 
falling from his eye as he sucked in the delicious air, filling his inflamed and 
sore lungs with air. Barely able to stand, he grabbed a handful of dirt and 
kissed it. “Thank you… *cough* divine mother Earth.. For letting me dwell 
upon you for a little longer.” He quickly remembered the terror looming 
behind him. And he sprang up, pushing his muscles to support him, his 
entire body screaming at him as he faced his foe. Fortunately, the Minotaur 
looked at him sadly. It too, tired from battle. Clay, with his legs trembling 
nodded his head, and the Minotaur gave a huff back in consensus. The 
battle was over. 

Clay shakily picked up his swords, sheathed them, and plopped 
down on the ground. He felt like a living wound, covered in bruises and 
cuts. He watched as the Minotaur, trudged away, dragging its mace behind 
it, while it dug up dirt like a plow in the ground. Clay wiped some sweat from 
his eye, and started to laugh. The kind of laugh you burst out in when you 
trip, and fall, only to realize somehow you didn’t break anything, just to 
make fun of yourself for falling. He stopped and caught his breath, giving 
out a sigh of relief, before he looked up at the ever-growing dark sky. 

Where was he to go from here?

To be continued.
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Coronacation 
by Allison Berge  

Coronacation, endless days of sleeping in and 
missing your friends,

missing days at school, the days begin to blend.
Staying up 'till two, starts to feel really blue.  

Coronacation, quarantining yourself in your house,
feeling too tired to change your blouse.

Waking up so late, we can’t appreciate (it). 
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Just Keep Swimming
by Sierra Besancon 

We are all small fish in a huge ocean
We are surrounded by commotion and can’t get away

But one thing we know for sure, is that we have to just keep swimming
And just keep blossoming 

So come on little fishy
 I’ll give you a little pushy

It may be scary but you’re not alone 
We all get scared, because of the big bad jellyfish, but together we’ll get past them 

and show we don’t fear them 

So just keep swimming, it’s all we can do
We may not know what’s to come but it’s nothing we can’t overcome
You’ll be something graceful and you’ll become something beautiful 

So don’t fear little fishy, we’re all right here with you, to just keep swimming and go 
through this together 

Because we’ll have each other forever. 
Just. Keep. Swimming. As Dory would say.
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The Villain 
Written by Zen (Sebstian Szklarz) 

A note to the reader: This is the first time I've written any literature after the great 
collapse and I'm sure there will be mistranslations to any language. This story is from a 
creature from a species that I'm unfamiliar with. It's that I’m sorry for any cultural 
inaccuracies. The book is aligned in the creature’s perspective and words. I should be 
responsible for any historical inaccuracies as I believe I may have forgotten some of its 
words over time and It may not have had time to tell me all of them. I wrote this because 
I felt as if I should tell this Perspective. I am sorry.

                       Part one: Us Rotten Few  

                                 Chapter One: Remember 
Ideas drifted through her head, verging on consciousness, never 

acknowledging any of her thoughts. Past, present, future did not matter. Seconds 
after being produced they were forgotten. The only constant was a Voice. 
Everything else; her name, her world, her hate, all but forgotten. She was barely 
alive, her soul had not left the corpse that was her body. Preserved and 
suspended, a spell from a necromancer, her Voice her leader. She wore a suit of 
magical armor that enhanced powers such as blood magic and string magic. The 
suit encapsulated her entire body having a crimson sheen to it. The black 
magical metal caused dread and sickness to all in its proximity. This cursed 
armor carried the pain of it’s previous prisoner. The armor was severely 
damaged with dents and scratches everywhere and riddled with cracks on the 
leg sections. The armor was refitted for her poorly because of her lack of arms. 
Then the previous inhabitant, the Voice, issued orders in what seemed to be in a 
slow manner. 
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“Fighters in unit 4321 exit to portal 10842”, said the Voice. Her body stumbled over rocks 
of various minerals of the coarse terrain, while carrying her sword on her back. Her stumbling 
caused many bruises along the way, adding to her countless scars from the  poorly fitted armor 
scraping the skin on her legs and arms; that is, if she had an active circulatory system. She 
eventually made it to a path that was less turbulent. She continued limping on the path but the 
pull of the necromancer forced her slow pace into a full sprint. She began to slow as she 
approached what seemed to be a long black hallway .A hallway that would take her to another 
place, her new goal, still not thinking about the future nor the past. She entered the hallway, 
following many types of creatures from fifteen foot insect-like creatures with two eyes to bipedal 
amphibians and everything in between. This would include dense gaseous beings that barely 
floated because of the oxygen in the atmosphere, and slow moving reptiles with re-armored 
shells, sometimes with a mounted gun, but none like herself. They walked for what felt like 
hours before the hordes poured out onto a sunny field with tall grass surrounded by stumps and 
trees. This plain, a battlefield brightly illuminated by the planet’s stars emitted a pale blue light. 
The grass was trampled by previous sieges with holes that were blasted by the plasma lasers 
and gun fire. Some of the trees in the surrounding area were still on fire, continuing to spread a 
dark haze. Bright yellow and orange leaves blew in the wind. She fell into the world just like the 
others, just as she had many times before. Her fellow necromancers swarmed around her. She 
tripped and collapsed onto the ground, but quickly hoisted herself up . She was surrounded by 
her fellow necromancers; the air reeked of blood and other and metals she barely recognized 
because most of the nerves in her nose were dead. The front lines of the opposing force were 
already war torn from recent sieges. The remnants of the city and its slowly burning shell were 
laid bare of defenses during recent raids. She moved up with the army charging forward.  The 
opposing army stood guard, their weaponry stationed behind an improvised wall. Cannons on 
both sides fired at each other 's army. However, the necromancers’ cannons were mainly 
focused at the sky to prevent the war torn army from getting any relief from aerial support.

“Split apart” the Voice said in its usual quiet tone. She moved to the left side of the 
battlefield where the remaining trees still burned. She followed behind various creatures as 
other creatures followed her. She glanced for a second at the middle lane to see a large insect-
like creature fall, crushing many necromancers, including some short range attackers. Their 
advance was met by the screaming rush of the opposing force, as its members seemed to 
compensate for their previous losses. The Voice said an incantation. Her armor lit up like it was 
being heated. She drew her sword from her back, red lines began to shoot up from the hilt to the 
tip of the blade. Without hesitation she slashed at the air. It created what appeared to be a 
shock wave that cut through the army and some of her fellow necromancers in front of her. The 
division backed away with haste from this sudden power. She continued slashing until there was 
a large gap in the ragtag army which led to several buildings.

She then came across a barricaded door blocked with shelves and boxes. She went 
through the process of unbracing the door.  She entered the room and  looked around for 
anything moving, only finding another door. She rammed the door with her shoulder, eventually
breaking its lock, 



She slowly pushed through the blockade that was on the other side. She entered a 
room with walls and flooring made of compacted dirt, decorated with what looked like a small 
table set made out of polymer and many more stocked shelves. She set about looking around 
the room and began tearing down shelves from the walls revealing a small hole in the wall just 
about the size she could crawl in and quickly did so. She heard the sound of what seemed like 
wind chimes over the occasional scraping of her helmet. She pushed on towards a bit of light 
at the end of the tunnel. There was a lighter tinkling before her helmet scraped the top of the 
passageway and it immediately stopped. As she drew closer to the exit she could hear faint 
footsteps. The room she entered was barren. But then she caught sight of a book labeled with 
a foreign language.

She reached her hand out to grab it, the polymer that coated its cover glinted in the 
room’s light as she drew it closer to her face. She could make out the picture on the cover. It 
was of the protagonists walking up a staircase to the castle. They looked familiar to her. She 
pressed on examining the small book. Something dull resonated in her mind, 
incomprehensible and forgotten. She turned through the pages one by one  managing to rip 
sections of pages off. Each page was one of the aforementioned protagonists illustrated at the 
bottom of the page whereas the incomprehensible text was located at the top. The images 
after a few seconds drained out into a colorless mass from her mind but that feeling kept her 
traversing the pages of the soggy beaten book. The book’s color palette shifted from dark 
green to crimson and black There was one page of large text centered in the middle of it . She 
continued past it and began to see more drawings of creatures she did not recognize. But then 
one caught her eye, it was a human whose eyes were covered in hair which was greasy and 
tangled. It wore a thick sweater which covered even its hands and pants. Her eyes glanced 
upwards at the text. There was one word that was legible "Okelte".  There were brackets right 
next to it with the usual illegible text. "Okelte."  It rang in her head. She was imprisoned for... 
her thought was clotted.  Memories from her recent undead years stopped drifting around in a 
red haze in her mind. The area slowly melded into a bare room with walls that were a dark 
brown with flakes of age, illuminated by a light covered in metal mesh ingrained into the 
ceiling. Across the room was a door with light streaming through the same mesh at a slit at the 
top. Her hands were bound by what looked like complex shackles that glistened with bright red 
blood. Something scuttled by. She dashed for the door, putting her hands on the mesh. She 
screamed “You!!”  It dashed away from her cell before she could say any more. She collapsed 
to the floor in a sobbing heap smudging her hands on the door.
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