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The 10th Grade class of GMC Prep School 
spent weeks learning various narrative 
techniques, including dialogue, pacing, 

description, and introductions/conclusions. 
As a final assignment, each student was 

required to write a short story about a topic 
of their choice to showcase their narrative 
writing abilities. Out of these essays, eight 
were chosen to be featured in this journal. 
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Click. There goes the tic-tock of a 
strong glock as the sturdy metal 
presses gently against my chest. The 
cold winter air brushes softly across my 
skin. I imagine before. Before, as a 
child, when everything was good. 
When I would play games with my 
brother. Bake cookies with my mother. 
She’s gone now. I imagine my father, 
even when we disagree, he still loves 
me. I still love him. The man in front of 
me puts his finger on the trigger with a 
slow squeeze. 
 At this moment I cannot move. My 
feet are stuck to the ground like the 
gum on the bottom of my shoe. I wish 
my mother were here to tell me “it will 
all be alright,” or “it’s better over here.” I 
open my eyes to see her. 
 As the bullet travels the fast 
highway of the barrel I begin to feel the 
hot breath of a shortly shot pistol. It 
burns like all of the hard conversations 
I used to have with my parents, where I 
would kick and scream. My father. 
Where is he now? Is he still standing 
over my mother’s grave with a sad and 
grim face? She hasn’t been gone that 
long, just a few months now. What am I 
leaving behind? Will my father and 
brother be doing what I am now, 
thinking back to when everything was 
beautiful?  
 The bullet leaves the chamber, 
inching impossibly slow towards my 
skin, only centimeters separate the two 
now. 
 I feel a sweet presence behind me, 
her hand is on my shoulder now. I can 
tell it’s her, “a mother can’t ever leave,” 
that’s what she always used to say.  
 

 
 

 
        I was there the day that she 
died. All of her beautiful blonde hair 
had fallen out. The light in her eyes 
had dulled, only a spark remained. 
This is what happens with chemo. 
She would smile the brightest smile 
as I held her hand. That’s the last 
time she told me that “a mother 
can’t ever leave.” If a mother can’t 
ever leave, then how did she? She 
left but she was never gone. She 
tried to stay, she tried so hard. 
When the time came she held onto 
my hand, she told me that she 
loved me. She told me that she was 
proud.  
      Would she be proud if she could 
see what I am feeling what I am 
right now. This bullet bursting 
through thin layers of skin, paper 
thin. 
      I was there, I watched as she 
reached out her other hand for her 
mother. I watched as the little spark 
died out from her eyes, slowly. She 
never let me see her cry, not until 
that moment when her heart 
stopped and a single tear slipped 
from her eye. I continued to hold 
onto her hand as if she were falling 
off of a cliff, I couldn’t let go, I 
couldn’t let her fall. I held onto her 
hand so tightly that it almost 
seemed like she was holding onto 
mine too.  
 As a tsunami erupted from my 
red eyes everything seemed to 
drown out. I stayed there as long as 
they would let me, holding onto my 
mother’s hand. I cried as hurtful 
and sweet words flowed like a river 
from my mouth. 
       “Please, wake up. Mom I need 
you. Please just wake up. Mother 
how could you do this to me? How 
could you leave me? You told me  
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that a mother never leaves. Isn’t that 
what you have done right now? You 
have left me. I’m only eighteen, I 
can’t do this on my own. I can’t take 
care of myself like you used to take 
care of me. I barely made it into 
college. Who is going to buy me ice 
cream after a breakup? Who is 
going to stay up with me for 
countless hours studying for a test 
that I never pass? Who is going to 
laugh at my stupid jokes? Who is 
going to tell me that I have a bad 
fashion sense nicely? Who am I 
going to get a hug from after a bad 
day? Who will I create memories 
with? Who will I share all of my 
memories with? Who will love me 
and not care when I do something 
stupid like I always do?” My brother 
and father hadn’t arrived yet. They 
hadn’t come to see her body yet.  
        Is that how they would see me? 
As just a body? Is that all I am as 
the bullet breaks through bone and 
muscle? 
 The funeral was four days later. 
It was July 17, 2018, I remember it 
all too well. We all went to the 
church they ended up singing her 
favorite song, “Amazing Grace.” I 
couldn’t help but to cry. I held onto 
the corner of the coffin. Is this all 
that I have left of her? How do I 
survive? The church stopped 
singing, they skipped her favorite 
verse so I sang it alone, my voice 
was shaking, and I couldn’t care 
less. I could feel the burning stare of 
everyone around me. I continued to 
sing until the song was over. I loved, 
love my mother. 
      

        She is my heartbeat. That is 
fading now. I can feel the bullet 
nearing my heart and in this 
moment everything is calm. I can 
hear my mother’s angelic voice 
whispering a lullaby as the birds 
and the wind sing harmony. I 
think of my time in this life and I 
smile. My heart begins to slow as 
the man made death burns the 
giver of life.  
        I fall to the ground, my back 
hits on the freshly fallen snow. I 
look up to see the pale face of 
my killer. I almost feel sorry for 
him. I inhale. This is my last 
breath. My mother continues to 
sing. 
Then it all stopped. The darkness 
consumed my body. I was gone. 
In the faintest whisper, I heard - 
 

       “Amazing 
Grace! How sweet 

the sound, 
       That saved a 

wretch; like me 
       I once was 

lost, but now I am 
found    

       Was blind, but 
now I see” 

 

5



The Boy in the Forest
by Seth Barker

The sunlight shone brightly through 
the trees of the forest, illuminating 
the leaf-covered ground. The forest 
was quiet, which was abnormal for 
that time of day. The birds made no 
noise, as if they were all too sad to 
sing to the world. The normal 
liveliness of the animals was 
nonexistent. The usual squirrels went 
about their business solemnly. They 
were void of all joviality. Something 
had changed in the forest, something 
new and unfamiliar to the woods and 
creatures of the forest.  
        There was a child. A boy, to be 
exact. He looked to be around the age 
of nine, although his intelligence was 
far beyond any other boy his age. The 
boy had brown curly hair that was 
long enough to cover his eyes. He 
wore a scrappy red long sleeve shirt 
and blue jeans that were too 

small for him. He didn’t know where 
he was or where his parents were. He 
was lost. He didn’t know what to do. 
Slowly he sunk down to his knees and 
began to cry. 
        After a time, the boy, realizing it 
was foolish to sit and cry, got up and 
surveyed his surroundings. By the 
time he did this, it was already 
nearing nightfall.  
        “I need to �nd shelter soon,” said 
the boy, talking to himself. The boy 
talked to himself quite often. His 
constant muttering to himself puzzled 
his parents and the people who lived 
near him. The boy’s parents never 
understood him, they didn’t 
understand why he played by himself 
while the other boys from his town 
played football or something else, nor 
did they understand his lack of 
talking. Of course, the boy could talk,  
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but he chose to keep to himself and 
avoid talking to others. 
        The sun was setting by the time 
the boy found a suitable shelter for 
himself. He had found an old shack in 
the woods. It had been abandoned 
and broken down for what looked like 
centuries, but it was the best thing he 
could �nd with the provided 
circumstances. He decided that he 
would stay here until he found his 
parents. The boy smiled and felt as 
though he had already made 
progress. 
        “I will �nd mom and dad 
tomorrow,” he said to himself. “But I 
can’t do anything in the dark, I’ll just 
have to wait till morning.” He prepared 
himself a cot, consisting of leaves 
and twigs, and went to bed.   
         The boy did not �nd his parents 
that next day, nor the day after, nor 
the one after that. No matter how 
hard he looked, the boy could not �nd 
his parents, nor anyone else for that 
matter. He had almost quit his search, 
when he �nally found the man.  
 

        He was sitting on his cot, when 
he had heard a voice call out from 
outside. 
        “Is there anyone in there?” the 
voice asked. The boy tensed up when 
he heard the voice. He had grown so 
used to hearing only his voice after 
weeks of being in the woods alone, 
that it made him jump when he heard 
another besides his own. He paused 
for a while and tried to make up his 
mind on whether or not he should 
respond. 
        “Yes. I’m here,” the boy said. He 
made sure to say it loud enough, so is 
to be heard from outside the shack.  
        “May I come in?” the voice 
inquired, saying it nicely, but the boy 
could hear a tinge of desperation 
behind it.  
        The boy quickly responded “No. 
No, you can’t.” 
        “Why not?” the voice asked. 
        “Because my mom says not to 
trust strangers,” the boy said bluntly, 
the way most children tell the truth. 
        Then we must become friends,” 
the voice said. “I am Edwards, what’s 
your name?”  
        The boy paused, thinking. 
        “My name is Sam, but people call 
me Sammy,” the boy replied. 
        It’s nice to meet you, Sammy, 
can I come in now?” The voice asked, 
who now has a name. Sammy 
hesitated, thinking of how Edwards 
could still be dangerous even if he 
wasn’t a stranger now. He knew that if 
Edwards was dangerous, he would 
not be able to escape from the shack 
if the man came in.  

"The forest was 
quiet, which 

was abnormal 
for that time of 

day." 
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        “No. I will come outside.” Sammy 
said. He �gured that he at least had a 
chance to escape if the man tried to 
harm him. The boy got up from his cot 
and climbed through the entrance. 
        The man looked strange. He was 
pale and extremely tall in the eyes of 
the boy. He was fairly skinny with not 
much muscle. He had pure black hair, 
a short beard that was unkept and a 
pair of bright blue eyes. Edwards 
wasn’t very threatening, even for 
Sammy. He swayed, impatiently, as 
he waited for Sammy to exit the 
makeshift shed that the boy had 
made. 
        “Where are your parents?” 
Edwards asked. 
        “I don’t know,” the boy responded. 
“I’ve been looking for them for weeks.” 
        “Oh,” The man said, noticing the 
grave situation of the boy. “I can help 
you �nd them.”  
        “Really?” 
        “Yeah, of course I will. With us 
working together, we’ll �nd your 
parents in no time.” Edwards said 
reassuringly. The boy smiled when he 
said this. Edwards knew what kind of 
promise he was making.  
        And still, months later, neither 
Edwards or the boy named Sammy 
had found any one. They had survived 
in that godforsaken forest for months. 
By that time, winter was just around 
the corner, waiting for the chance to 
rein terror on the massive forest. Day 
by day, Sammy could tell conditions 
were getting worse, and he knew that 
Edwards could too, by this time they 
had become great friends, and 
Sammy knew how he  

thought. They had barely managed to 
get by during the fall, and Sammy 
knew it. He had wondered, since the 
day the mysterious man arrived 
outside his door and made him a 
promise, if he would ever �nd his 
parents. But now, the new challenge 
was to survive, it was the new 
obstacle that the young boy had to 
conquer, until one day. The man 
came to him, with confusing news for 
the boy. 
         “Come on. We are leaving.”   
        “What? No, no! I have to �nd my 
parents!” the boy said frantically. 
“        I’m sorry, my friend. I have kept a 
secret from you,” Edwards responded, 
with a quiet and calm demeanor. 
         “What is it?” the boy asked, tears 
swelling up in his eyes.   
        “Your parents are gone. They left 
the earth the day I found you. They 
are dead, my friend,” the man said, 
struggling to keep his face void of 
emotion, He had done this many 
times before, every other time it had 
been easy, but this time it hurt. 
Sammy had become his best friend. 
        "What?” the boy cried, as tears 
dropped from his face to the ground. 
“How do you know?”  
        “I had to take them away,” 
Edwards said. 
         “Why would you do that?” The 
boy demanded an answer. 
       “I have no choice, it’s my job.” 
        “That’s no excuse!” Sammy 
yelled. 
        “Calm down child, if you come 
with me, you will see them soon 
enough,” the man said. “Will you join 
me?” The man, with pain and hurt in 
his eyes, held out his hand for 
Sammy to grab. 
 8



       “NO! I won’t ever go with you!” 
Sammy screamed. 
 “Come, my friend. I have delayed 
my duties long enough. You must 
come with me,” The man said. 
 “But I don’t want to leave my 
parents,” Sammy said 
 “Trust me, my friend. You won’t 
be leaving your family, you’ll be 
joining them, and me, forever,” 
Edwards looked at Sammy with a 
caring look and held out his hand 
again for Sammy. This time Sammy 
took it and they left together, and all 
was silent in the forest again, except 
the faint, distant calls from a search 
party looking for a boy lost in the 
woods. 

  “I had to take 
them away,” 
Edwards said. 
  “Why would 
you do that?” 
The boy 
demanded an 
answer. 
   “I have no 
choice, it’s my 
job.”
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        He crawled through the brush, 
his ri�e on his back and his binoculars 
in his hand.  Chris wanted to get up 
and stretch, he wanted to get out of 
the horri�c sand that cha�ed away at 
his body every time he crawled.  The 
expert marksman had reached his 
�nal sniping perch and knew if he did 
so it would mean death.  In his ear he 
could hear his commander telling him 
how far his target was and how much 
longer he had to lay in the hot sand 
before he could take the shot.  His 
commander, Captain Johnson had 
said his designated target was ten 
klicks out, so out of instinct Chris set 
up his ri�e and zeroed his scope for 
the kill shot.   
        Chris was checking his ri�e and 
getting prepared, then out of nowhere 
he heard vehicles coming from the 
east and knew it was his target, 
ahead of schedule.  He hurriedly set 
up his ri�e knowing he only has 
seconds left before the vehicles were 
in the kill zone. He had no choice. 
Chris aimed carefully, shot, and for 
the �rst time in his career, missed. 
        One week before Chris had set 
out on the assignment his Captain, 
had informed him that he was being 
assigned on a classi�ed mission that 
could very well mean no backup, no 
assistance, but most importantly, no 
extraction.  Chris was never one to   
 

turn down a mission so even though 
the risk factor was extraordinarily 
high, he accepted.  
         “When are you ever going to 
take a break,” said Captain Johnson 
with a concerned look on his face. 
 “Whenever these animals are 
done killing innocent people,” replied 
Chris with irritation in his voice. 
 “As long as the lead is �ying in 
their direction and not yours I have no 
problem,”  
 “There’s a reason they call me 
the ghost,” Chris replied with a smirk 
on his face. 
 The days leading up to the 
mission were easy.  Hours were 
normal, over watch was the same, 
nothing seemed out of the ordinary. 
 “What do you think about that 
new translator?” Captain Johnson 
asked with a questioned look on his 
face. 
 “He seems di�erent, he spends 
more time watching me and others 
than actually translating,” replied 
Chris. 
 “I know, and I don’t like it, he 
seems like trouble,” said Captain 
Johnson. 
 “He’s probably just shy and 
wants to get to know us before he 
trusts us,” said Chris trying to calm 
down Captain Johnson. 
“He shouldn’t be trying to trust us, we 
should be trying to trust him,” said  
 
 
        

The Hunt
by Hudson Caldwell 
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Captain Johnson in a low voice as he 
walked o�. 
        Putting that conversation in the 
back of his mind Chris went over the 
plans for his coming mission one 
more time.  It was not a mission that 
Chris felt was planned to the best of 
their strategy team’s ability, 
something in his gut was telling him it 
was wrong.  The plan was for him to 
crawl three miles in the hot desert 
sand to his sniping perch.  Then once 
he gets to his perch, range the 
unknown distance, �nd his kill zone, 
and wait.  No knowledge of when his 
target would be rolling in, or where 
enemy locations were, he would be 
alone. 
 One week had passed and Chris 
was ready.  Within that week he had 
studied the culture, practiced the 
shot, and triple checked his gear.  
Then on one hot dry day he got the 
call from his Captain.  It was time, he 
had one hour before lifto�. 
 “This is Sandman calling Ghost 
do you copy?” said Captain Johnson 
with a nervous tone in his voice. 
 “Good copy Sandman,” replied 
Chris with a low voice. 
 “All is good from this angle are 
you ready?” Captain Johnson said 
while wiping sweat o� his palms. 
 “As ready as I’ll ever be in this 
situation,” said Chris while keeping his 
voice down incase enemies were 
nearby. 
     “Good, target is ten mikes out, be 
ready,” said Captain Johnson after a 
long sip of co�ee. 
 

        “Repeat your last Sandman you 
are breaking up,” said Chris while 
trying to clear his ear peace. 
 “I repeat target is ten mikes out, 
do you copy Ghost?” Captain 
Johnson said while jumping to his 
feet. 
 “All I have is static, I repeat do 
you copy?” said Chris while 
frantically trying to �x the problem. 
 “Ghost do you copy?” said 
Captain Johnson while raising his 
voice trying to get Chris to hear him. 
 “CRAP!” said Chris loudly into the 
earpiece. 
 “What is it? Come in Ghost,” 
replied Captain Johnson. 
 “Target is in sight, he is before 
schedule,” said Chris with a raised 
voice. 
 
        “There’s a 
reason they 
call me the 

ghost,”
        “What do you mean before 
schedule? Come in Ghost,” Captain 
Johnson said while checking the 
satellite images. 
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“I have no choice, I’m taking the shot,” 
said Chris while steadying his 
breathing. 
 The shot rang through the air like 
a bull whip being cracked in the air.  
The bullet was �ying down range 
2850 feet per second.  It �ew over the 
village between Chris and his target 
like a burning hot knife going through 
butter.  The bullet started to drop 
because of the immense distance the 
bullet was traveling.  Then it 
happened, the bullet hit. 
 “Shoot,” yelled Chris once he saw 
what happened. 
 “I missed, I repeat Sandman, I 
missed,” said Chris while prepping his 
gear for the long unforgiving trek back 
to the extraction zone. 
 The whole way back all Chris 
could think of was how. How the 
target could have been so early and 
no one know about it.  What were the 
odds that the only time the target 
was early was the time Chris was 
there waiting for him.  Something was 
eating at Chris but he could not tell 
what it was. Chris knew something 
was not right and he was determined 
to �gure out what it was.   
 “What the heck happened out 
there?” said Captain Johnson as soon 
as he saw Chris. 
 “The radio cut out and then the 
target arrived ahead of schedule,” 
replied Chris trying to remain calm. 
        “Well we triple checked 
everything.  The only way he would 
have known to be ahead of schedule 
is if someone told him,” said Captain 
Johnson with a serious tone of voice. 
        “So you’re telling me he has 
someone on the inside of the base?” 
said Chris looking around slowly.. 

  “That’s what I’m trying to �gure 
out,” said Captain Johnson. 
 “We both need to keep an eye 
out and let no one else know, or else 
it could risk another mission,” replied 
Chris with a cautious tone of voice. 
 “Agreed.  Now in the meantime 
rest and try and get some sleep, 
that’s an order,” Captain Johnson said 
even though he knew Chris wasn’t 
going to listen. 
 The night's events kept playing 
over and over in his head as if he was 
still there taking the shot again. Chris 
tried to sleep, but something inside 
him kept him awake.  Something 
wasn’t siting right in his stomach and 
he couldn’t tell what it was.  In the 
next few weeks Chris was at the 
range every chance he got.  He would 
shoot at the hottest part of the day, 
and the coolest part of the day.  He 
was as sharp as he had ever been 
and ready for the next call to come in.  
Then it happened. 
 “Chris, report to headquarters as 
soon as possible.  The Captain needs 
you,” a booming voice said over the 
intercom in the cafeteria.  
 “What’s so important you had to 
pull me out of chow?” said Chris in a 
humorous tone of voice. 
 “He’s back, we have a location on 
where your target will be next,” 
Captain Johnson said while scanning 
his satellite images. 
        “Perfect this is what I’ve been 
working my tail o� to correct, when  
do I deploy?” Chris said like it was his 
easiest mission ever.  
        “As soon as command gives us 
the assault mission, which should be 
in about two hours,” replied Captain 
Johnson with a smile. 
    
. 
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 The plans had come in and 
everything looked normal. Chris 
was ready to be dropped o� ten 
miles away and hike the rest of 
the way to his sniping perch.  
Then Chris realized something - 
his sniping perch, designated 
building A, was in plain view of 
everything and provided no top 
cover.  It was a death trap for a 
sniper.  Chris tried to get it 
changed but his only response 
was that the plan was set and 
there was no changing it.  After 
two restless nights it was time, 
Chris was deploying. 
 “Sir, I still think this is a bad set 
up,” said Chris with a discerning 
look on his face. 
 “Well you heard command, 
there’s no changing it, so just load 
up and trust your gut, no matter 
what happens, listen to your gut,” 
Captain Johnson said with a look 
so serious it could �x any 
misbehaving kid's behavior. 
 “Roger sir.  Wish me luck.” 
 “I’m going to need it,” said 
Chris under his breath.   
        It was time.  His target was 
downrange and in his crosshairs.  
He wanted to take the shot, but 
the same thing in his gut keep 
telling him something wasn’t right 
and to wait.  Then he saw it, the 
translator that had been watching 
Chris stepped out of the shadows 
and met with Chris’s  
target.  Before Chris could react, a 
third man walked out with a RPG 
and the translator told him exactly 
where to shoot.  BANG!  The RPG 
missile rammed straight into the 
side of building A.  There was 
nothing left.  
 

It looked as though a bulldozer had 
ran straight through building A.  The 
snipers perch was obliterated. 
 All the command post could 
hear on the radio was static.  
Everyone in the command post 
didn’t know what to say, they all sat 
there in silence.  Then it happened.  
Before anyone heard it, they saw it.  
The bullets impacted the heads of 
Chris’s designated target and the 
translator exactly two seconds 
apart.  The �ying bullet went 
straight through the temples of the 
two terrorist and exploded the 
insides of their heads.  It was as 
though someone had dropped a 
one ton brick on their heads, there 
was nothing left of either of the 
men’s heads.  Then the command 
post heard it.  
 “Good kill, I repeat Sandman, 
good kill,” Chris said bringing a 
sense of shock to the command 
posts sta� and Captain Johnson. 
 “Chris I don’t know what the 
heck you did but it sure seemed to 
work,” replied Captain Johnson with 
a smile so wide it was like he was 
getting a divorce with his ex-wife 
all over again.  
 “Well sir, I did what you said, I 
listened to my gut,” replied Chris 
while admiring the e�ciency of his 
kills. 
 “I’m proud of you, now let’s get 
you back before something bad 
happens,” said Captain Johnson. 
 “I still can’t believe it. I thought 
you were dead the whole time.” 
 “Well sir there’s a reason they 
call me the Ghost," replied Chris 
with a beaming smile on his face. 
 
    
. 



by Stella Glover

What Happened on 
That Desert Road

 The sun beat down over the barren desert surrounding them for 
miles. They had been stuck for hours now, and the sun had begun to 
slip down behind the mountains surrounding the valley. The girls sat 
in the shadow cast by the car, desperately trying to escape the all-
encompassing heat. Their phones had died, and escape seemed 
unlikely. A vulture flew in circles overhead, harrowing their bad 
fortune that was sure to come.  
 Only hours before, all was well. The car sped down the highway, 
its three passengers having grown weary from the hours of driving 
through the barren nothingness that is the Mojave Desert.  
“We really need to stop and check the engine,” Stephanie said, 
annoyed with the fact that this was the fifth time she had told Sarah 
this in the last hour. 
 “Will you stop harassing me about my engine?” Sarah said, 
exasperated. “I already told you, it’s fine. I’ve had this car for years 
and it’s always been like this.”  
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        Tension had grown between the three girls over the course of the 
trip. They sat in the car, cruising along the desert highway, slowly but 
steadily making their way to their destination. The two girls up front 
had been at each other’s throats since hour one of the road trip, 
constantly finding something wrong with the other one to pick at. 
Claire sat quietly in the back, not interested in another pointless 
argument with the other two. Instead, she watched the scenery pass 
her by, halfheartedly counting the cacti as they zoomed past the car 
window. She barely listened to the current argument; it wasn’t worth 
it. 
        “Will you please just listen to me? Look, this is the last town we’ll 
go through for another hundred miles, please just spare a couple of 
minutes so we can have a mechanic check everything out,” Stephanie 
said. Claire noticed that she looked genuinely concerned, but this 
didn’t do anything to persuade Sarah. 
        “I am not stopping to check the stupid engine, I already told you 
it’s fine. Just shut up about it already.” 
        This, indeed, shut Stephanie up. Stephanie joined Claire in 
silently staring out the window.  
 They drove for another hour before it happened.  
 “Sarah why is the car making that noise?” Stephanie inquired. 
The car seemed to cough as it crawled down the road, occasionally 
sputtering as Sarah hit the gas pedal. 
 “It’s probably fine, it just does that sometimes,” Sarah said 
confidently.  
 As soon as Sarah said this, Stephanie noticed a distinct lack of the 
noise, or for that matter, the car making any noise at all. Thick grey 
smoke began to pour out of the hood of the car. 
“Oh no.” 
 Claire perked up in the back, curious as to what was going on up 
front. 
 “Wait, what’s going on up there?”   
        “The engine is shot,” Stephanie said, glaring at Sarah. 
 Sarah shot a hate-filled look back at Stephanie.  
  The girls were at a loss for what to do. They could get out of the 
car and attempt to walk to civilization, but it would be a death wish to 
do so. They could stay in the car, but eventually the battery would die, 
and they would be slow-roasted inside the hot vehicle-turned-oven. 
Eventually, they settled on getting out of the car, and waiting for a 
good Samaritan to stop by and give them a hand. Sarah walked 
around, desperately trying to get some cell service on her phone. 
Within ten minutes, her phone died. Claire began to cry. 
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 “Oh my God, we’re going to die out here, our bodies are gonna 
shrivel up and get eaten by vultures and no one will ever know that 
we were here in the first place!”  
 “Claire, calm down, you need to conserve water. C’mon, get 
yourself together,” Sarah said to reassure Claire. “You’re only going 
to kill yourself faster by crying like that.” This however, only caused 
Claire to cry even harder.  
 “I just wanna go home, I wish we had never left on this stupid 
trip in the first place!” Claire sobbed.  
 “Claire calm down,” Stephanie said as she walked over, “we’ve 
only been out here for half an hour. I’m sure that someone will come 
along and help us out in no time.” 
 Unfortunately for them, this was not the case. They waited for 
what seemed like ages, and with each hour the sun would drop a little 
more behind the surrounding foothills. Finally, Stephanie couldn’t 
help herself any longer. She turned to face Sarah. 
  
 

 “What did I tell you?” 
 “Stephanie, I don’t want to talk about this right now, I�” 
 Before the argument could continue, they heard the faint roar of 
an approaching vehicle. 
 The three girls ran towards the road, waving their arms to try to 
attract the driver’s attention. 
 The driver pulled his beat-up pickup truck over to where the girls 
were standing and rolled down his window. 
        “What do y’all pretty ladies need help with?”  
 As soon as the window rolled down, the girls were assaulted by the 
stench of stale liquor and cigarette smoke. The man flashed a 
toothless grin at them.  
        The girls exchanged a look of uncertainty but decided that this 
was their best option. Claire hesitantly walked towards the truck and 
met the face of the driver. 

The sun beat down over the 
barren desert surrounding 

them for miles.
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“Hi, we uh, we need help with our car…” Claire began to nervously 
trail o�, as she looked up and saw that the man was looking at her 
with hunger in his eyes. 
 “Anything for a pretty little thing like you,” the man. 
 Claire shifted uncomfortably, unsure of what to say to this. 
Instead of saying anything, she led the man over to the car. As she 
walked towards the car, she noticed the other two trying to get her 
attention. Before she could acknowledge them, she felt a large hand 
grab her arm and begin pulling her back towards the pickup truck. 
She tried to scream, but another hand clamped over her mouth, 
silencing her. The others sprinted towards the man, ready to fight. 
Their punches did nothing to slow the man down, and only angered 
him further. He tightened his steel grip on Claire, as he continued to 
drag her toward his truck. Claire bit the palm of the man’s hand, and 
in return, he yelped in pain.  
 “Look in the front seat! He has a�” Before Claire could finish 
what she was saying, the man’s meaty paw clamped back over her 
mouth. Frantically, Stephanie ran over to the front seat of the truck 
and scrambled to open the car door. She searched around the cockpit 
area, until she saw the object that Claire intended her to use: A nine-
millimeter pistol. Stephanie ran around to meet where the man was 
dragging away Claire and took aim. She closed her eyes as she pulled 
the trigger.  
 BANG 
 A single bullet pierced through the dust. 
 The man collapsed on the ground and Claire scrambled free. 
Stephanie stared at the lifeless body, before being hit by the sudden 
realization of what she had just done. Tears welled in her eyes, and 
she fell to the ground sobbing. 
 “Oh my God I killed him. I killed a man, I’m a murderer.” 
 “Steph, you just saved Claire’s life, that doesn’t make you a 
murder,” Sarah quickly reassured her. “If you hadn’t shot the gun, 
Claire could’ve been kidnapped, or worse.”  
 Claire sat on the ground, still recovering from the shock of what 
she had just witnessed. 
She got up and ran to hug Stephanie. Sarah joined in, and the three 
clung to each other, thankful to be safe again.  
 The moment, however, was broken quickly. 
 “Hey, guys? I hate to bring this up, but what are we going to do 
with the body?” 
         Suddenly, the three of them were hit by sharp reality. Regardless 
of the motive, they had just killed a man, and beyond that, the sun 
was  
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nearly below the surrounding foothills. 
         The three went back and forth for what felt like hours trying to 
come up with a decent idea. The situation felt hopeless, with each 
idea being shot down. Finally, Stephanie piped up with an idea. 
 “Maybe we could put him in our car, and make it look like he 
killed himself. That way, we can take his truck. Then, we can finally 
get out of here.” 
 “Are you crazy? I am not leaving my car here and taking that 
creep’s nasty old truck. There is no way we are doing that,” Sarah 
said. 
 “Sarah, for once on this trip, will you please just do what I ask. 
This is life or death; we need to get out of here somehow. Besides, 
your piece-of-trash car got us into this in the first place.”  
 The three then set up what seemed like a convincing scene. 
Fortunately, the only di�culty they had was moving the heavy-set 
man into the front seat of the car. The job took all three of them, and 
even then, was di�cult. Before shutting the door to Sarah’s car, 
Claire swapped out the keys in the man’s pocket. 
 The girls piled into the truck and made it on their way back to 
civilization. None of them spoke as the car crawled down the endless 
expanse of road.  
 After finally making it to the neighboring town, they found a 
motel and settled down for the night. The girls had just begun to fall 
asleep when they heard a knock on the door. Sarah groggily got up 
and walked to the door. Upon opening it she was face to face with a 
police o�cer. 
 “Ma’am, we got a report that you are driving a stolen vehicle and 
of suspicious behavior. Can I see your license and registration?”  
 “O�cer I can explain; it isn’t what you think�” 
 “Ma’am, just hand over your license.” 
         With no room left to argue, Sarah submitted and handed over her 
driver’s license. 
 “O�cer, if I may ask, can you explain what I did?” Sarah began to 
grow concerned, wondering if he somehow knew the truth.  
 “Ma’am, after some investigation we saw that you are not the 
owner of this vehicle. We were notified by a person driving along a 
local stretch of road and observed you and two others partaking in 
suspicious behavior. Upon further investigation, it was discovered 
that you are not registered with the vehicle you are driving and 
matched the identity of the suspect that the person described. Can 
you explain yourself?”  
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         Sarah was unsure of what to do. Before she could weigh her 
options, Stephanie interrupted her thoughts. 
 “Sarah, just explain. I’m sure the o�cer will understand.” 
 Sarah sighed, and decided Stephanie was probably right. 
 “Fine.” 
 Sarah explained everything.  
 “Ma’am, I understand that the three of you were desperate, but 
that does not change the fact that you killed a man, tampered with 
the evidence, and stole the man’s car. I want to believe that you acted 
in defense of your friend, but the fact that you felt the need to fake 
his suicide makes this case suspicious. I’m going to have to take the 
three of you in.” 
 The wait for the trial seemed endless. The jail cell was cold, 
cramped, and far too small for the three of them. They spent day 
after day stuck in that cell, awaiting the news that their trial would be 
held.  
 After several weeks, the trial was finally held. As it would turn 
out, the man they had killed was found out to be a serial rapist, and 
they had narrowly escaped what could have been a dangerous 
situation. Their charges were dropped, and they were at last free 
from the nightmare that had lasted far too long. The girls finally 
made their way back home, and parted ways for what would be the 
last time. Even years later, they would never forget what happened 
on that desert road. 
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He had enjoyed ten years of being 
totally irresponsible. He never 
worried about anything. Ever since 
the decimation, things were 
different. He believed that his 
careless way of life would never 
catch up with him. Then karma 
struck hard. Clive found himself 
abandoned. He didn’t know where 
he was or how he got there, but he 
knew someone was approaching, 
quickly. 
      He knew he had to act fast. His 
clothes were torn and the stench of 
the alleyway that he was in made 
him grimace. He searched the 
ground for anything to defend 
himself with. A lead pipe revealed 
itself from underneath a bag of 
trash. He looked back to see the 
man running towards him, but he 
was gone. He took the pipe and 
looked for an escape. 
     He noticed a fire escape ladder 
protruding from the building in 
front of him. It was wet and very 
high up, but it was worth the risk. 
He climbed onto a dumpster, 
bringing him closer to the fire 
escape. He made a jump for the 
ladder and grabbed it with one 
hand. His fingers began to slip. One 
by one the fingers of his left hand 
began to slowly lose the battle 
against gravity. His muscles 
fatigued as he strained to keep his 
hand on the wet rusty metal of the 
ladder. He heard a noise 
It was coming from where he  

Beyond The Dust
by Colin Haskins
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had seen someone. Clive used 
all of his strength to get his 
other hand on the bottom rung 
of the ladder. He pulled himself 
up the ladder and onto the fire 
escape with the impetus of 
adrenaline from his close 
encounter. 
     He heard another noise. He 
curled up into a ball trying to 
make himself invisible to 
whoever was down there. He 
watched through the holes in 
the metal as a man walked 
directly under him. He held his 
breath to make himself as quiet 
as possible. Clive wondered 
what he had done to get 
himself into this situation. The 
man looked up. They made eye 
contact. 
     He recognized the man’s 
face. It was one of his old 
classmates, Bill. He was 
surprised to see him after so 
many years. He was scared to 
say anything. He looked away. 
The decimation changed 
everyone. For most people it 
changed them into dust, but 
for the survivors it changed 
them into savages. It changed 
them into people who would 
do anything to stay alive. So, 
Clive said nothing. He looked 
back at the man only to see 
him gone once more. Then he 
realized he had been drugged. 
He was hallucinating. 
      



He slowly climbed down from the 
fire escape and ran out of the 
alleyway into freedom. He took a 
deep breath as he saw the vast 
desert quiver in the heat. His 
lungs burned from the dry air. He 
noticed his van parked on the 
curb of what remained of the 
street. He entered the van and 
passed out as soon as he closed 
the door. 
      He woke up covered in sweat. 
He scanned his surroundings and 
realized that he was back on his 
usual dune, the place he called 
home. He didn’t know how he got 
back here, but he knew 
something was awry. He pulled 
out his journal and wrote “day 
3650, drugged / something’s off.” 
It was the tenth anniversary of 
the decimation. Coincidentally, it 
was also his twenty seventh 
birthday. He remembered the 
decimation like it was yesterday. 
He was turning seventeen. He had 
been told by a  

"He climbed out of the 
hole and into the new 
world, what he called 

the silence."
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doctor that his frequent headaches 
and seizures could be signs of a 
brain tumor. His parents saved up 
just enough money to get him an 
MRI scan on his birthday. It was an 
unusual day for Clive. It was the 
first day of snow and school was 
cancelled. The news was doing a live 
broadcast of the conditions that the 
US soldiers were in. It was the peak 
of World War Three. When he was 
being put into the MRI scan he 
heard the news reporter scream. 
About ten seconds later the world 
around him erupted. He 
remembered flashing lights coming 
from every direction and loud 
noises that sounded like volcanoes 
erupting. Then the world was silent. 
It was so bright that he had to shield 
his eyes. The world around him was 
torn apart. It had regressed into a 
lifeless wasteland, but the MRI 
machine had only one hole in it. He 
climbed out of the hole and into the 
new world, what he called the 
silence.



Something jarred his van. He put 
down his notebook and got out to 
see what it was. He looked around 
to see if anything was going on. 
 “Good morning, sweetheart,” 
He heard his mother say faintly in a 
loving tone. 
        He had been hearing voices 
recently. He concluded that the 
drugs must have some lingering 
effects. He was headed back to his 
van when he noticed the outline of 
a person in the distance. He hadn’t 
seen a real person in months. 
Maybe this was the person who 
was drugging him somehow. He 
had to find out. 
        He had no idea who this 
person was. He headed back to his 
van. He dusted off his shoes and 
revved the engine. He was about to 
find out. He put the van in drive, 
wiped the sand from the 
windshield, then headed towards 
the figure in the distance. He got 
closer and closer. His speed steadily 
increased. The figure turned 
around. The man looked him in the 
eyes and didn’t budge. Clive was 
getting up to speed when he hit a 
bump. His front right tire popped 
with a loud whip-like crack. The 
van flipped. Everything in his van 
flew out of the windows. He felt 
glass and metal scratch across his 
skin as his body was thrown into 
the backseat. He fell down into the 
floorboard as the van continued to 
flip. The van slid to a stop. 
        He crawled out of the broken 
window slowly. He heard more  
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voices, and his head ached. His 
body was covered in lacerations 
and his mouth was full of sand. He 
crawled away from the vehicle and 
stood up, surveying the damage. 
Everything he owned was scattered 
across the desert, but he was alive. 
His van was totaled, and he had 
nowhere to go. He caught a glimpse 
of the man that he was chasing 
running in the distance. He quickly 
grabbed his shotgun and followed 
him. 
        “Happy birthday, son,” he 
heard his father say. 
        He hit his head hard in the 
crash. He kept hearing voices 
louder by the second, but he 
ignored them. He had to catch this 
man running from him. He was the 
only one he had seen in months, so 
he must be the person that was 
drugging him. Clive followed the 
man through the wasteland. He 
followed quietly, hoping that the 
man thought that he died in the 
crash. They walked for miles. He 
had no idea where this man was 
walking to. He thought about 
giving up and going back, but he 
had nowhere to go back to. His van 
was his home. Now it was a pile of 
useless metal sitting in the 
scorching heat. Clive noticed a 
building over the ridge. He saw 
people, a lot of people. It was some 
kind of community. 
He shook his head in disbelief. He 
could not believe his eyes. He 
thought that there were no more 
cities left. He hid behind a rock to 
catch his breath.  
      



How did so many people survive? 
Why did that one guy go so far 
away just to drug him? How has 
he never noticed this place? Are 
there laws, rules, or any form of 
government controlling them? He 
had so many questions but no 
answers. He kept his eyes on the 
man from before. He had to figure 
out what was going on. He 
dropped his gun to avoid 
suspicion and followed the man 
into the city. 
        The wind picked up as he 
closed the distance between him 
and the town. It whistled and 
changed directions constantly. 
Sand was hitting him from all 
angles and obscured his vision, 
keeping him hidden. Keeping his 
eyes on the man, he made it into 
the town. The man walked into a 
large skyscraper. Clive followed. It 
was a nice apartment complex 
with air conditioning. He had 
forgotten the feeling of air 
conditioning other than the slight 
breeze his van used to produce. 
There were no elevators so he 
followed the man up the stairs. 
They went up four flights of stairs 
before the man he was following 
stopped suddenly. The man heard 
Clive following him. He turned 
around and drew a pistol on Clive. 
        Clive didn’t know what to do. 
He instinctively put his hands up. 
He had no way of escaping. The 
man looked confused at his 
gesture and motioned for him to 
go up the stairs without speaking.    
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Clive obliged. He followed the 
man up the stairs and onto the 
roof. The wind on the roof was 
overpowering, making it hard for 
him to stay balanced. The man 
didn’t budge. He forced Clive onto 
the ledge. The man pointed the 
gun at Clive’s head without saying 
a word. A gust of wind knocked 
him off balance. As he fell over the 
edge of the building he heard the 
gun fire and a bullet graze his 
scalp. He closed his eyes as gravity 
took over. He could feel the wind 
blowing his clothes and blowing 
sand as he fell. He hit the ground. 
The world was dark. 
        He heard more voices. 
        “He’s moving,” said a female 
voice. 
        “I can’t believe it!” his mother 
said in disbelief. 
        He opened his eyes. The room 
was so bright that it burned his 
eyes. He was lying in a hospital 
bed. The room was intact. There 
were no holes in the roof and no 
sand outside. It was snowing. His 
mother ran over to him and gave 
him a hug. His dad was holding a 
big blue balloon and gave him a 
hug as well. He looked at the 
balloon. The balloon read “Happy 
Eighteenth Birthday.” 
  
      



Even Life and Death 
Have Jobs 

Welcoming babies into the world was always Life’s favorite part 
of his work. He loved to hear the first cry of the child and see the 
parents’ joy and relief. The sight of a new spirit for him to watch 
over, to protect from harm as long as possible, it made 
everything else he was forced to watch worth it. 
 Of course, there will always come a time when Life must give 
up souls to Death. Just the thought of that monster made his 
blood boil. Hatred curled in his veins as the blinding white light 
that pored off of him changed to resemble the crimson of blood 
and anger. Curling his hands into fists he straightened, drawing 
in a deep breath. The delivery room changed in color again; not 
bathed in scarlet anymore. 
 “No child should be born under the light of anger,” he 
mumbled to himself as he strode forward to peer at the mom. 
Amelia’s face morphed into pain as the child declared its presence 
yet again. 
 Frowning softly, Life pressed a hand to her forehead. She was 
having a harder time than most, and with no father to speak of, 
the baby would need her to be strong.  
 Suddenly, Life felt a change in the air. Fear seized his heart, 
its ever-frozen talons digging in with vengeance as a shiver raced 
down his spine. Even the glow that he was always bathed in 
seemed to dim and tremble. 
        Whirling around Life turned his accusatory eyes on his own 
shadow with a snarl. Death didn’t flinch, her face remaining as 
unimpressed as ever despite the man’s obvious anger. 
 “Life,” she said, striding forward with a sarcastic smile, “fiery 
and hotheaded as ever I see.” 
  

by Olivia Hood
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        “Get out,” Life growled in place of a greeting. Stepping 
around the oblivious doctors; he placed himself directly in her 
path. Standing nose to nose now, they glared to each other as the 
humans behind them remained blissfully unaware of the fight 
about to break out beside them. 
 “You and I both know I can’t do that Life,” Death says, her 
voice still quiet and controlled. Only Life could have caught the 
sharp glint of anger that lurked beneath her façade; years of 
fighting with her had conditioned him to the fine changes in the 
way she said things. This change was that of a knife sharpening 
and the word danger echoed in his mind. 
 “You act like you have no choice in this,” he said. 
 “You’re the only one who seems to believe I do.” 
 “Because you do! You’ve always had a choice, and yet here 
you are! Tainting this child with Death before she even knows 
the word!” 
 “Aw, is that what it is? A little girl?” 
 “Don’t you dare mock her.” 
 “I would never. After all, she’ll one day take her final rest 
with me, and I will protect her and never allow her to feel pain 
unlike you!” Death’s voice rose on the last words as her anger 
started to get the better of her. A sickening feeling took over Life 
as the realization of what Death was here for crashed into him, 
the current pulling him under and stealing the air from his 
lungs. 
 “Who?” he whispered. 
 “Aw Life don’t be like that. Why can’t I drop by to see the 
miracle of, well, you?” she replied with a faulty frown as she 
slipped past Life to get a closer look at the writhing mother. 
 “This isn’t funny, Death! We both know what brought you 
here, so tell me who you want!” Life, who’s voice took on a 
desperate edge, yelled. 
 Death sighed and turned from her new place at the head of 
the bed to give him an exasperated look.  
“It’s her time, Life,” Death said gently. “They can’t live forever. 
Amelia needs to rest now.”  
        “No,” Life’s voice went ragged. “You can’t. What about the 
baby? She has no other family, no grandparents, no father, not 
even a friend of Amelia’s would be willing to take her in. Do you   
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have any idea how much suffering she went through to give this 
child the best chance at life? Any idea of the struggles she had to 
face to pay for food, to leave the baby’s father, and make enough 
money just to be in the hospital today. You can’t steal this from 
her; not after how hard she’s worked to do this right.” 
        “Don’t try to put all of this on me,” Death hissed. “I’m not the 
one who made her suffer. I’m not the one who stood by and 
watched her hardships hoping she would reach this day. You did 
that to her, and you have the nerve to try to stop me from taking 
her from it all? From letting her reach peace?” Death lifted a 
shadowed hand and moved it towards Amelia’s head casting her 
face in shadow. 
         Time slowed as Life took in the almost kind look on Death’s 
face as she watched darkness settle over the woman. She’d stopped 
moving, something Life then realized had happened many minutes 
before, and doctors scrambled around trying to stop the 
inevitable.  
         One nurse walked straight through Death, and for a delirious 
second Life believed that might stop the slow decent of Death’s 
hand. The useless man just continued moving on through Death as 
if she wasn’t there. He faded into her as if surrounded by a dark 
mist before being swallowed whole. The nurse’s disappearance 
reminded Life of a slow decent into water and he allowed himself 
to wonder if that’s what it felt like when Death claimed you. If the 
sound of roaring water in his ears meant he was dying too; falling 
in time with the decent of Death’s hand. The man reappeared not 
even a second later; though time moved slowly to Life now, 
slipping past in the form of honey and molasses. The hand was 
now centimeters away from Amelia, and Life didn’t think, didn’t 
notice the speeding up of time, or the way he could suddenly hear 
again before slamming into Death. 
        Death let out a startled scream, but the sound was cut off when 
she hit the floor. Life landed in a heap on top of her and lay 
stunned for a moment before realizing what had just happened. 
        Struggling, writhing, and screeching, Death struggled to 
dislodge Life from his stunned position on top of her. Life, finally 
beginning to gather what he’d done, did not move to help her. 
Instead he elected to hold still and congratulate himself on  
 

26



keeping both mother and child safe. He was never able to 
intervene, but what he’d just done would allow both of them to 
live. He’d given them a chance at life together.         
        “No!” Death yells from her position below him. “Get off of me! 
Do you realize what you’ve just done? I need to fix this! You need to 
let me fix this! Please! Don’t you understand that you may have just 
caused the next World War? Get off!” Finally, she gained some 
leverage and managed to push him off her. 
         Racing over to the hospital bed she stared in disbelief at the 
scene before her. The mother was alive and well, but still asleep. 
The doctors were now working furiously over a small form on a 
table. She whipped around to face Life who was staring at the 
activity of the room in shock.  
        “You,” she snarled as she walked over to jam a finger in his 
face, “Do you have any idea what you just did?” Life looked to her 
with a satisfied smirk. 
        “I just saved a life,” he said. A genuine grin over took his smirk, 
and he began to make his way to the baby; leaving the shadow of 
Death standing and gaping at a wall.  
        Snapping out of her trance, Death hurried over to where Life 
was moving to place a hand on the baby’s chest. She caught it and 
leaned towards the startled man. Doctors swarmed around them as 
they tried to make the baby breathe. This was impossible without 
the touch of Life, but Death had no plans of releasing his hand. 
        “No, you didn’t!” she yelled as she pushed into his space. “You 
just sentenced countless people to cold graves for the sake of two! 
You just completely destroyed the balance between us and 
something will need to happen to make it even again! Do you have 
any idea what that means?” Death was seething now, her usually 
shadowy form becoming a storm of swirling darkness. The bright 
lights of souls she kept within her were swept into the hurricane of 
danger, danger, danger.  
        Suddenly leaning back Death’s face became a startling calm. It 
was like the shift from the warmth of a house into the cold of a 
blizzard. A stark white expanse of nothingness. For a moment, all 
Life could think was that he’d never seen her look like this, and it 
scared him. 
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         “I need a soul to take with me,” her grip on his hand tightened 
and her voice was calm and still; a frozen tundra, “I need to see if I 
can fix this before it’s too late.” 
         “What do you mean?” Life asked, his voice shaking like a leaf 
trapped in a storm. Death released his hand and took a step back 
before speaking.   
        “I mean that it’s up to you. You decide who will live and who will 
die. Just like you did with Amelia,” her voice was grave, and left no 
room for argument, but Life was nothing if not persistent. 
        "No, you can’t make me do that,” he said, “It’s not fair. Why can’t 
you leave with nothing? Just this once allow me to keep something, 
someone! You take everything from me! Steal it all away and hoard 
the things I love most within yourself! I'm the one who shows them 
love, kindness, and happiness. I'm the one who lets them see the 
world. Me! Not you. You can’t take them from me, and I won’t let you 
make me like you.” 
       
          

           Yet again the colors of the room shifted as they bowed to the 
light of Life. A whirlwind of color struck the wall. While Death 
tended to keep her darkness and shadows to herself, Life often threw 
his feelings against the walls. It was poetic in a way, with the shifting 
of ambers and reds, fall seemed to have arrived early. The flashes of 
dark blue and purple buried beneath it all added another dimension 
to it, like the darkening of skies before a big storm. 
        “You made the choice with Amelia,” came Death’s reply. “This is 
no different, but if you want to watch the creatures you claim to love 
so much suffer and fall to me before their time, go ahead. You’ve 
proven that there’s nothing I can do to stop you.” 
        “I’ve never seen this happen before,” Life said distrustfully. “How 
do I know you’re telling the truth? That you’re not just trying to 
scare me into giving you what you want?” 
 
          

“I need a soul to 
take with me”
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         “I’ve been around much longer than you have Life,” Death 
replied. “You wouldn’t believe some of the things I’ve seen. You 
couldn’t even begin to understand the horrors you just unleashed 
onto the world, but I've seen this before. I've seen what happens 
when we take things into our own hands. You don’t want to see the 
consequences of this.”  
        Life hesitated for the first time in a long time. He was usually 
dynamic and flowing. He always had a reply ready, but not now. Not 
for this. He took his time glancing between Death, the unnamed 
child and Amelia as he attempted to decide, with his mind feeling like 
it was stuffed with cotton. Finally, he looked into Death’s eyes, which 
were still cold and focused on him, but held a certain sadness now. 
        “Alright.” 
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Every Cloud has a Silver Lining
by Emilie Sherwood

         Three years. It’s been three years since my parents died. I remember that day 
like it was yesterday. My parents were the kind that didn’t try. At all. The kind that 
thought of me as a burden, who barely even noticed my existence. The ones that 
ended up leaving me because they got too drunk one night, partied on the roof, fell 
off, and died. I waited a week and when no one came to check on me, I left.  
 For the most part my life wasn’t so bad. I did the best with the little that I had. I 
got a few meals from the local shelter, but I didn’t really like going there. It was 
mainly full of old miserable men who were nothing but negativity.  
        I hated how the tragic things in life stuck out and seemed to de�ne you. When 
people saw me, they either gave me a look of pity or an evil look as if it was my fault 
that I was in that situation. The worst were the ones that didn’t look at me at all. The 
men and women that were too caught up with their lives to see me, some girl that 
lived on the streets. Those people are the ones I hated the most. The ones that made 
me feel so worthless. The ones that made me feel like all my efforts to survive and 
stay alive were for nothing.  
        One time, I got stopped by a lady whose face was caked in makeup and clothes 
that were probably worth more money than I’ve ever had in my entire life. She 
looked at me with such disgust and asked why people like me didn’t just go get a job 
instead of begging on the streets stealing money from people like her. Then she spat 
on me and told me to take a shower.  
        I had never been as angry as I was that day. Angry at the world, angry at this 
woman who accused me of doing things out of my control. Angry that I was feeling 
so worthless and unwanted. I fell asleep that night, staring up at the stars, thinking 
of what I wished I would have told her. The image of the look on her face was 
engraved in my brain. 
        I thought about that woman often and still remembered her face to this day. 
Sometimes when I was really upset, I went and looked for this mystery lady, fully 
aware I would probably never see her again.  
        That’s what I was doing that day. Walking towards the Magnolia Plaza, thinking 
of that awful woman and how hungry I was. I was beyond shocked when I turned 
the corner to the main shops and saw her. The lady that made me feel so terrible. 
She was standing talking to a man that appeared to be her husband and a boy that 
looked my age. She was arguing with the boy.  
         I watched as she said something to him, rolled her eyes, and walked away, 
pulling the man with her. The boy watched his parents enter into a store and let out 
a long sigh. He turned around and his eyes met mine. He laughed and started  
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walking towards me. It was at that moment that I realized my mouth was still open 
from the disbelief of seeing that woman. I quickly shut it and turned away, my 
cheeks turning red.  
        I started to walk away as fast as I could, when he called out to me. 
        “Hey!” he said, jogging to catch up with me. 
        I kept on walking, trying not to look at him. 
        “Hey, I’m talking to you,” the boy said grabbing my shoulder.  
I nervously looked up at him. 
        “Um, this is kind of weird, but I’ve seen you walking on the streets before and I 
was just wondering if you had a place to stay or a family or something,” he said a 
little awkwardly.  
        “No, I don’t have a family or a home, but I don’t need your help,” I replied 
forcefully. 
 
         

        “Sorry, I was just asking,” he said defensively. “I just knew that a lot of homeless 
people don’t get enough to eat, and I was on my way to the café over there, and I 
wanted to see if you maybe wanted to get something and talk with me for a while.” 
        I stared at him, wondering why someone was being nice to me, especially if that 
someone was the son of the worst lady to have ever existed. “I’m �ne. I’m not really 
hungry.”  My stomach rolled in disagreement. 
        “Come on, I promise I’m not going to hurt you,” he said with a laugh. 
        “Fine,” I said, giving in. “But, I don’t even know your name.” 
        “It’s Marshall Evans, and yours?” 
        “Audrey,” I said as we walked into the café. 

When people saw me, 
they either gave me a look 
of pity or an evil look as if 
it was my fault that I was 

in that situation.
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We ordered and sat down at a table next to the window. I looked outside at the 
passerby and wondered how I had even gotten here. I couldn’t even remember the 
last time I had eaten in a restaurant. My thoughts turned back to Marshall and his 
awful mom. 
         “Was that your parents back there?” I asked curiously.  
          “Yeah. They’re such an embarrassment sometimes,” he said sadly. “My mom is 
really snobby and rude to everyone, even me and my dad. My dad only cares about 
his job and his money. And then there’s me. Sometimes I think I might be better off 
without them.” 
         I gave a small laugh and began to tell him my whole life story. He listened to the 
entire thing. It felt so nice to talk to someone, to someone who actually listened to 
me and seemed to care. I �nally got to the part about Marshall’s mom and told him 
how awful she had been to me, and how much it had stuck with me. 
        “I’m so sorry, Audrey. You seem like such a nice person. You didn’t deserve that. 
None of the people she’s yelled at deserve any of that. Yet, no one is brave enough 
to stand up to her, including me,” he ended with a small sigh.  
        “Don’t worry, she’ll get what she deserves sooner or later,” I said, looking up as 
the door rang, signaling someone was walking in. It was her. And she looked livid. 
        “Marshall Lee Evans!” Mrs. Evans walked quickly towards us. “What on earth do 
you think you’re doing? I can’t believe you would have the audacity to be seen in 
public with some homeless street beggar! Check your wallet, son, she probably 
took all your money when you turned the other way.” 
        Marshall opened his mouth to say something, but I jumped in before he had a 
chance to say anything.  
        “What did I ever do to you? All I was trying to do was survive and live my life. I 
did nothing to you. I didn’t choose my circumstances, but I’m doing my best. You 
could have chosen to be kind to me, like your son was today. He has more 
compassion at his age than you will probably ever have in your entire miserable 
life.” I began to get louder and more forceful the more I spoke. “I hope you take 
your time to appreciate what you have. You have such a nice life looking from the 
outside in, but I would choose my life over yours any day. Your son said he thought 
he might be better off without you. So I think you should reconsider the choices 
you are making if your own son doesn’t even like you anymore. From my own 
experience, life is �eeting. You won’t have everything forever. I hope that I will 
never grow up to be as bitter and rude as you. We don’t need anyone else as awful 
as you,” I said, glaring at her. 
        I turned in Marshall’s direction, seeing his mouth turned up in a sly smile. 
“Thanks Marshall for the food, have a great life.” With that I walked past Mrs. Evans, 
out the door of the café where everyone was looking at me, and on to bigger and 
better things.  
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Just One Bite
by Gabrielle Sowell

        “Vivi please eat something for breakfast, it’s the most important meal 
of the day,” says Mama as if I need to eat. Doesn’t she know that ‘the 
most important meal of the day’ is a path way to gaining back all the 
weight I’ve lost this year? It’s junior year and I’ve finally had the self-
control to cut back on all the unhealthy food. 
        “Fine. I’ll take it with me since I’m already about to be late” I say as I 
grab the toast and head for the door.  
        “Love you,” says Mama waving at me as I grab my stuff, “Have a 
good day.” 
        As I close the door I make sure mama isn’t watching at all as I throw 
it in the bush outside.  
        At school I find Margot sitting near her locker reading her book. I 
haven’t seen her since summer started. “Margot, you really disappeared 
on me this summer. What were you even doing?” 
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        Margot looks up at me excitedly as she scrambles to save her place 
in her book. “I know, I know. It wasn’t my idea though. Dear old mom and 
dad thought it was a good idea to go on an intensive camping trip,” she 
said hugging me. “Jesus Vivian, you feel like skin and bones in a jacket.” 
         “Calm down, I just picked up exercise and lost some weight over the 
summer,” I say laughing it off. Jeez, I’ve been working hard all summer, 
the least she could do is be proud of me.  
        She hasn’t dropped the worried look but decides to ask me about my 
schedule. “Well it looks like we have History and Gym together,” I say 
comparing our schedule. Maybe in gym she’ll realize that I’m healthy, that 
I’m fine. At history my stomach starts growling loud enough for Margot to 
hear.  
        She leans over to me and whispers “Hey Vivi are you sure you’re 
okay, did you even eat breakfast this morning?” and of course the answer 
is no, but if I say no then I'll probably get the same lie of breakfast being 
important or whatever. It may be important for the people like her who 
don’t even have to work hard to be skinny, but for me it’s just extra 
calories that I don’t need. 
        “Of course, I did,” lies, “why wouldn’t I eat?” she’s looking me in the 
eyes for any sign of lying. She stares for a bit longer before dropping the 
subject and turning back to her paper. I know it’s wrong to lie to your best 
friend but when it comes down to it, what else could I do? Tell her the 
truth and make her even more worried? Yeah, I don’t think so, she’s 
already worried about nothing. 
        Margot and I were in the locker rooms changing for gym, and before I 
can slide on my shirt Margot poles my ribs, “Ate breakfast my butt, your 
ribs are about pop out of your skin,” she says.  
        “When we go to lunch you are going to eat something and I'm going 
to make sure of it.” And there it is, now Margot and my mom are trying to 
make me fat again, I can’t let this happen, I've worked way too hard this 
year to go back to how I was.  
         When we’re at lunch Margot watches me closely as I stare at the 
food, or more like poison. They don’t even tell you how many calories is 
in everything. After I stood in the line staring at everything for a minute or 
two Margot drags me along as she just puts food on my tray. This isn’t 
okay, this is the farthest thing from okay. As we walk to a table the only 
thought on my mind was ‘I can’t eat this, there is no way.’ 
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        “Come on Vivi, it’s just one hamburger, and there’s nothing on it,” 
she says trying to coax me “at least half, I'm worried.” But she doesn’t 
understand that it isn’t that simple, while she just sees food the only thing 
I can see is close to 400 calories worth of empty fat that I’ll have to work 
off tonight. Margot stares at me expectantly and all I can do was stare at 
the burger. 
         It feels like everyone’s staring at me, Margot won’t stop asking me to 
eat. I have to get out of here, now. I stand up fast my breathing picking up 
significantly and the world starts spinning. I stumble a bit, but I can’t stop 
now I have to go. I manage to stumble outside, not even noticing Margot 
calling my name as my vision is starting to cloud over as I start to lose my 
balance. 
         Beep...Beep...Beep. I wake up to beeping and the faint talking of 
someone in the background. “Well I can recommend some therapists, if it 
doesn’t help we might have to refer her to a psychiatric ward.” as I sit up I 
realize I’m in a hospital room and the source of the incessant beeping 
was my heart beat.  
        

It may be important for the people like 
her who don’t even have to work hard to 

be skinny, but for me it’s just extra 
calories that I don’t need.

         “Vivi, thank goodness you’re okay. I’m so sorry,” says mama in 
tears. This is my fault, all my fault. 
        She walks over to my bed and holds my face tracing her thumbs 
over my cheeks. “Oh my God Vivian can you ever forgive me for not 
doing anything?” she says. But why is she sorry, she hasn’t done 
anything wrong. She continues staring at me as if I was a ghost and 
says, “We’re going to get you help I promise, just please, please try to 
get better” she says looking at the ground, “I don’t think I could live with 
myself if you had to go to a psychiatric ward. So just please try to get 
better. Please,” says mama, her voice cracking a bit. 
        “Hi Vivian, I'm Dr. Grange, so let’s start from the beginning.” 
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