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· The following literary pieces were done in a very short amount of time.  Consequently, they are rough, unfinished, unpolished, and unedited pieces that will require many rewrites if the students choose to put in more time to achieve a polished and final result.

- And -

· The views, values, and attitudes of the seven student writers of the following literary anthology do not necessarily represent the views, values, and attitudes of Mill Springs Academy, its faculty, administration, board of directors, other students, or parents.
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Under a Raging Sky

By Eric Brown

Chapter 7: September 9, 1900 - 2:00 AM-12:00 PM

“Devastation”

Bright, surreal light poured through the broken window by Ernest’s desk. It was bright, predawn light coming down from the clear blue sky. There were no clouds. The rain had stopped the wind dropped to a light breeze. The hurricane’s siren song called out to the citizens of Galveston. The eye. The eye was the center of the storm. It was a column of calm sky that towered into the stratosphere. The water in the streets calmed and survivors began to crawl out of their safe havens to help anybody in need. They didn’t seem to even notice the dark wall surrounding them. Hiram was in disbelief. He was alive! The storm had spared him. He slowly got up, but found it hard to stand. He looked out the shattered vent toward the sea. There was another black wall cloud looming just offshore. 

“No.”

It couldn’t be. Another hurricane? It was impossible. It didn’t make any sense. But almost as soon as he thought this, the wind began to pick up again. 

“Damn!” 

There was no way that he could survive another storm like that. It was only through dumb luck that he survived the first. He had nothing more to lose to this storm. As the wind picked up again, the skies blackened, and the sea roared once more, Hiram Irving knelt down and prayed. 

Ernest had heard about this. The storm would reach its height and then, suddenly, all would stop, but then the storm would pick back up again as strong as before. He didn’t think that any of these stories were true, but now it appeared as though they were. It was a vicious trick it was. It seemed like nature wanted people to die. He knew dozens must already be dead. He felt so helpless knowing this and yet he could do nothing. It was so frustrating. He looked down at the plot of the hurricane on the table in front of him. He angrily swatted it onto the floor. In the distance, he heard cracks that meant more houses had fallen into the sea. He backed away from the window and sat down next to his wife of over twenty years. He hadn’t slept a wink on the longest night of his life. 

Hiram just wanted it all to end. He didn’t care how, just so long as the howling stopped. It had now been four hours since it started. The raindrops were nails in his chest. They stung his face and he had to cover his eyes. He didn’t notice the building start to sway slightly. The water had been beating against it for hours. It wasn’t that violent actually, the front wall just fell forward and the whole building collapsed into the raging sea below. Hiram didn’t have time to think, it happened too fast. He was tired of fighting. The storm had won and he was going to die. The current pulled him under. It seemed so much more peaceful under the water. His lungs started to burn. It would be so much quicker if he just breathed in right now. He took a deep breath and his world went black. 

3:30 AM

The wind had eased just slightly. The yawl moved slowly through the flooded streets. A man sat at the prow, holding a lantern as they searched for people trapped in the current. Bodies floated by all around them, but no one alive. Then they came across two people, a man in his thirties was clinging desperately to a piece of debris. They hauled him aboard and it was then that they noticed that one of the bodies floating nearby was not pale white like the others. He was man in his late teens and his face was flushed from lack of oxygen. 

“He’s not breathing,” the medic on board said as they reached him. It was Hiram and he had nearly died twice that night. They pulled him onto the boat and gave him CPR. After several tries, they thought of giving up, but one of the stronger men on the yawl gave Hiram one hard push on both lungs. Hiram’s mouth fell open and he came back to life in a shower of regurgitated seawater. There was a resounding cheer as Hiram regained his senses. He tried to ask where he was but ended up vomiting more seawater. The medic supported him as he emptied his lungs of water. He had cheated death for the second and last time. The yawl continued to search for people but found only six others. The boat could only hold a couple more people so it headed for the high ground of the mainland through the howl of the storm.

These Silent Streets

By Eric Brown

Feel the wind upon your face

Watch fallen leaves 

Blow across this place

Carried by the gentle breeze

You stroll down

These silent streets

Not a sound to be heard

Except the tap of your feet

Along the boulevard

Nothing is stirring 

You pass the apartments

The air conditioner is whirring

Your footfalls echo

As you go inside

Up the stairs and down the hall

Never breaking your stride

You open the door

The room is pitch black

You flick on the light

As your arms go slack

With a heavy sigh

You set down your things

So good to be home again

It’s been a while since you’ve heard the city ring

The drapes sway in the wind 

As they frame shattered windows

The glass is scattered on the floor

As if broken by a crescendo

You look at the clock

It’s four AM

Your eyelids are heavy

Will you ever sleep again?

Out on the balcony

You take in the scene

The city is a shadow

Of what it had once been

A surreal scene 

Of gutted buildings and shattered lives

The city of epic legacy

Torn away in the blink of an eye

You turn away 

Go back inside

You lay down on your bed 

Stunned by the destructive tide

Time

By Eric Brown

Time creates

Time destroys

Time pleases

Time annoys

Time is my savior

Time is my killer

Time is my poison 

Time is my ether

Time is my Satan

Time is my God

Time is my path

To a place never trod

Time is my heart 

Time is my soul

Time is my beacon

To the land of old

Time is my end

Time is my beginning

Time is my reason

To continue living

from

Bastogne

By Eric Brown

“Where in Christ’s name were you last night?” the replacement asked after seeing the veteran’s battle-torn face. 

“In Hell,” Adam Upton answered curtly, his voice hoarse and fading.

Adam couldn’t believe how naïve the new recruit was. His unit was going in to relieve Adam’s. He would probably die. All of them would. Bastogne was nothing but a forest of Hell. Adam still heard the screams of the dead and dying. The bodies and bits of flesh lying in patches of blood-stained snow. Trees exploding all around him. The deafening roar of the explosions. All of it still resonated. He still saw his friends and colleagues getting blown to pieces. And all the while just crouching in his foxhole hoping it would all end. He shouldn’t be alive. He should have been blown to bits along with everyone else around him. When they weren’t being slaughtered, they were freezing in the bitter cold. Mind-numbing cold. He could think of little else. He had never wanted a blanket so much in his life. It was a constant pain that never went away. There was nowhere to escape it. Sitting alone in his foxhole unable to warm himself, thoughts of home, or death rarely occurred to him. After spending days and days and days in constant, frigid cold, Adam wanted so much to be warm again. 

He was now leaving that icy corner of Hell, with stiff, unmoving fingers, dead-cold skin caked with dried blood and the resonating odor of death. His gray glass eyes were still, and always would be, stained with memories of Bastogne.

from

The Chaos Never Stops
By Emily Elkind
 I rushed to greet a patient in exam room 3, a year old rough collie.  I grabbed the folder from the plastic holder on the door.  I looked briefly through the dog’s medical records, which showed that the dog had come in walking on a limp two months ago.  Then I looked up at the owner.  I asked the owner what was wrong with Malibu, and she said that the dog had a brief limp, which had gone away but had come back two months later.  “He also hasn’t put any weight on the leg, and when I make him put it down, he cries.”  I made these notes on his chart, and then I examined him for further problems.  I concluded he was normal in every other way, so I called him to me to see him walk.  He dragged the injured leg across the floor.  This was not what I wanted to see.  I moved toward him and grasped his foot firmly and put it through a full range of motion.  The dog whimpered and yelped, just as I expected.  Next, I took the other hind leg away and held it to see if the dog could bear weight on that limb.  The limb crumbled under his weight and he started whimpering and yelping again.  I explained my hunch of a shattered ball to the owner, but I suggested that we go get x rays to confirm my suspicion.  The x rays showed the ball finely broken into two pieces.  I told the owner that Malibu would need a full hip replacement ranging between 1 to 8 thousand dollars.  I saw the owner’s forehead crease with worry.  “OK, my family and I will have to sit down and talk about this.  I’ll check back tomorrow. Can I take my dog home with me?”  I told her yes.
I greeted a large black Irish Wolfhound who walked through the door limping.  I led the owner into an empty exam room, and grabbed the folder on the door.  How has Egypt been today?  “She walked with a limp for a couple of days, and I’m not sure why. I wrote all of  this down and started to check the dog’s breathing and gum color.  Her gums were pink but she was very lethargic.  I told the owner of my discovery and said that chest and leg x rays were mandatory to find out what was going on.  The chest x rays looked very normal. The leg x rays showed a honey colored fluid in the leg.  I told the owner I would draw blood and do a biopsy on the leg tissue.
Malibu’s owner called that morning to say they would let us do the surgery, and with the help of a relative, they would help pay for the surgery.  Malibu was brought in and he was sedated and wheeled off to OR.  I removed the shattered femur and ball.  The femur’s top curved edge was jagged and cracked from constant wear and tear of rubbing together with the ball, creating a rough spot, something I hadn’t noticed on x rays.  I cut the jagged edge away and made the artificial top of the femur out of cement.  It was adhered to the bone.  Then the glass and plastic ball was nailed into the socket to prevent future hip dysplasia.  Malibu was wheeled out of OR and he was made comfortable in a cage to recover.  I took post surgery x- rays to make sure the procedure was done correctly.  Everything on the radiographs looked normal, so the procedure had been done correctly.  I was quietly ecstatic that my first major surgery had been a success.  I went to call the owner and inform her of how the surgery went.
Egypt’s biopsy results confirmed a malignant tumor had invaded her right rear leg.  I called the owner to discuss chemotherapy options.  She was very discouraged to hear the news.  I explained that most dogs do very well on chemotherapy, and with treatment, the dog would live 6 months or more, but without treatment, the dog may only live about four weeks.  I hastily added that most dogs stay happy and normal for a while.  The treatment would cost between 1 and 2 thousand dollars.  I noticed that the other end of the phone had gotten very quiet as I talked.  In a very choked voice, the owner said “thank you” and said she would call back with her decision the next day.
In the morning, the woman called back and she decided with financial help, she would invest in the chemotherapy treatment.  She came by later that afternoon with Egypt so Egypt could have her first treatment.  Egypt was very tolerant of the treatment and I was optimistic that her future treatments would go well.
from

The Mysterious Figure at the Window

By Emily Elkind

I had thought a lot of the odd woman who showed up at our house the night before. I began to wonder yet again, who the strange woman reminded me of.  The memory of her face came back to me, like a dream, and her face, as I saw it in my mind, was almost hazy.  Nevertheless, I could still pick out her features.  I realized, or had a theory anyway, about what her real name was.  Whatever her real name was, it was not Angela.  I began to wonder if she really had intentionally killed her husband.  I dismissed the thought, but it kept coming back, like a boomerang, at the most awkward moments.


Again I dismissed the thought and went to find some breakfast.


It was during breakfast that all sorts of questions surfaced.  I was glancing at the paper, The Fort Collins Colorodoan, when I a headline in the local section of the paper caught my eye: Car Found in Pooter Canyon, Owner Missing.  I thought: Missing. Surely the woman couldn’t really be a missing person.  I just saw her last night.  I glanced at the picture of the car, a red Ford Taurus, and wondered if they were talking about the same “missing person” we saw last night.  There was a grainy photograph of the woman.  I stared at the photo with extreme interest, trying to pick out her features. The picture was so blurry that it was impossible to tell what I was even looking at.  I read the first sentence of the article.  The woman had the same name in the article as she had told us last night: Angela Wilkenson.  Again, I had a strong vibe that her real name was not Angela Wilkenson.  I knew it was not her name.  I had finished breakfast, but the article had not answered any of my questions, not really.  Instead, it had generated more questions.  The article had mentioned how the car had got to be in the canyon.  The article told a different story, which was mostly a hypothesis from a state trooper.  The state trooper said “The car had probably got to be in the canyon because the driver was intoxicated and took a wrong turn of the wheel on the mountain roads.  The car slid down the embankment.   He also had another theory: The driver must have fallen asleep at the wheel, and lost control of the car because of it.  I continued to look at the paper, and every time I re-read the theories, I became more skeptical that she was drunk, because I believed that when she got to our house, she was perfectly coherent, and she didn’t show any signs of being drunk.  The second theory seemed more logical to me.  I stood up, and cleared my dishes, and made sure to put them back in the dishwasher.

The Train’s Wrath

By Emily Elkind

She heard the sounds of an approaching train, the slow chug-chug, the grind of metal against metal, and the whistle of it approaching.  Elizabeth was at the pedestrian crossing, but decided not to wait a moment longer. She ducked under the barrier of the pedestrian crossing.  She fled under the barrier, closed her eyes, and ran.  She tripped over the tracks, as the approaching train came closer.  She stood up, but the train knocked her down, and she coughed, as a rush of train exhaust engulfed her lungs.  The metal wheels ran over her back, and suddenly, her world went black.

“115 over 75.” said the agitated nurse.  “Her vital signs are weak.” She could hear, but was unable to open her eyes.  Then she felt the squeeze of her mother’s hand in hers, the pulse of her mother’s veins beating against her own cold hand.  She felt physically sick.  Every part of her body hurt, but she couldn’t remember why.  She tried to grasp her mother’s hand, which was lying against her own open palm, but found that she couldn’t.  She found herself ready to vomit.  Suddenly, it came violently, spewing over her hospital gown.  She felt the cold sensation of a cloth rubbing her, all over.  She could faintly detect the feeling of being lifted off of the bed, and suddenly moved, and then being gently placed on a clean set of cool sheets.  The sheets, which felt cool against her back, calmed her tense and aching body.  She began to tremble, all over.  She felt a violent sense of being extremely cold.  A nurse, who could sense her coldness, covered her with a thick, warm blanket, but despite the blanket she began to shiver, even more violently, so violently that her teeth chattered.

Sometime later, the nurse came in to draw blood.  Elizabeth’s arm jerked away, with the sensation of the prick of the needle.  When the needle was withdrawn, with a blood sample, her breathing returned to the normal, slow, restful breathing of before. On some subconscious level, she realized her mother was no longer holding her hand. She went back to sleep.  For many days, she drifted in and out of the subconscious level.  She had not opened her eyes since the accident.

She could vaguely sense the comings and goings of people in and out of her room.  She couldn’t remember where she was.  She began to wonder why she was so tired, so out of it, but not at home in her own bed, with the soft, clean sheets, smelling of fabric softener and laundry detergent.  Why was she in this rough crinkly hospital gown, instead her oversized tye-dye t-shirts and comfortable jeans.  But more than anything, she wanted to know that everything was going to be just as it had been, before the accident.  She also wanted her mom to come back, to hold her hand, to let her cry on her shoulder, to feel her mom caress her, to rub her aches and pains away with the tips of her fingers, like she used to when Elizabeth was small.  And where was her father? He was not with her now, so where was he?  She, too, missed her father.  He used to read her bedtime stories, making the characters in the stories come alive, while her eyes grew heavy with sleep, and she drifted away, him leaving the door cracked, as he left the room.

Yearning

By Amber Lancaster

A part of me wants to run up and hug you tight whenever you are near

Another part of me wishes you were far away from here

Torn between the two, I lie awake at night

Wondering at everything I haven’t done right

The scoreboard shows we are finally even

So why do I continue on this path of disbelieving?

I have given up all hopes and dreams to my demise

Because I am so sick and tired of your infinite lies

I just want to be rid of the memories good and bad

Maybe that way I wouldn’t be so utterly sad

I know there’s nothing left to say when I see your face

I just wish I didn’t have to sit here and watch you fall from grace

Your friends think you are finally free

But I know you still yearn for me

No matter what lies you create

You cannot hide from your fate

I will sit back and watch you hurt yourself this way

Because I know you will come crawling back one day

You will try once again to be my friend

But this is truly and finally the end

Lost and Broken

By Amber Lancaster
In this field of sorrow

My heart grows to dust

I forget the feeling of love

And become accustomed to lust

You have forsaken me

And left me only with pain

To mend my broken heart

To prove my life isn’t vain

My angel wings are broken

My innocence is lost

I had given you everything

And not thought of the cost

Now I am left with nothing

But this shredded heart

I have to pick up my life

For a brand new start

Truth

By Amber Lancaster
Her eyes sparkle whenever she laughs

Her hair glimmers gold in the sunlight

You’d never know the pain she hides

Or that she cries into her pillow every night

She makes you think she’ll be okay

But deep down her heart continues to break

Although she hides it well,

All her smiles are completely fake

She has lost belief in everything

Her world is only full of pain

But she doesn’t want anyone to know

She knows that would make her life vain

So she continues to lie to the world

In hopes that things will become brighter

She doesn’t plan on giving up easily

She’s always been somewhat of a fighter

She doesn’t enjoy the lies she has to tell

But she knows it’s the only way to live

What would people do if they knew

She had nothing left to give?

Society’s Loss

By Amber Lancaster
Silky clouds to hold my heart high above the realm of men

Soaring above the atrocities that come with a human life

The mind destroying all happiness that could be achieved

I try to keep my soul from capturing this world’s strife

Shadows lingering long after we’ve left them behind

Abandonment of the love our hearts were once full of

Lost in a life we don’t understand

Wishing we knew how to achieve happiness and to feel love

Society cages our creativity so we don’t get too far ahead

We are almost programmed to live, breathe, and think this way

If only we could break through and soar above it all

We might make a better world for our children to live in one day

Deceiving

By Amber Lancaster
Secrets and lies within our hearts

Holding us captive from achieving peace

The poison that falls from our lips

Reminds us that we are still just beasts

Everyone is corrupt in their ways

No one has anything to lose these days

Taking shame in nothing we do

Debasing the innocent few

Creating monsters of our children

And not trying to teach them right from wrong

Proving to all entities 

We are no better than the dirt we walk on

Will we ever make something of ourselves

To make the world feel proud

Or will we just disappear 

And be another face in the crowd

Brighter Side

By Amber Lancaster
I can’t save you from your fate

Nor from your world of hate

I can only lend a broken hand

And tell you I understand

I could try to lift you towards the light

But you would have to use your own sight

To see the good all around

The things some of us have already found

I wish I could teach you

How to live a long, fruitful life

I wish I could hide your eyes

From all the deceiving strife

If only you could see the truth

That this world isn’t all that bad

Maybe you could hold your head high

And not hide it from being so sad

from

Fate Prevails
By Amber Lancaster
She was young and full of life before the accident. She had a bright future ahead of her and everyone just knew she’d win a scholarship to any college she wanted to attend. With long blonde hair, bright green eyes, and standing at a height of 5’7, she was nearly a perfect model. Alisha was the envy of the entire senior class. But what made her so amazing was that she was kind-hearted. She had come to the conclusion a long time ago that the happier people were around her, the more she enjoyed herself. There were people that hated her. But there will always be people that hate others for reasons unknown even to them. All of this was before the accident.

It was a car wreck that brought Alisha to near-death. She was put on a ventilator for over three weeks. Only her immediately family could see her in I.C.U. She never responded to their endless tears as they waited, hanging on to her every breath, praying she’d reawaken. With tubes coming out of her nose and her face swollen, it was hard to imagine the beauty the girl once had. Her once-delicate golden hair was matted to her head and full of tangles. She’d always been particular about keeping it straight and tangle-free. She was wearing one of those awful hospital gowns and her figure was beginning to frighten her family. The doctors said she wasn’t taking to the fluids well. The girl was malnourished, no matter how much they pumped into her.

After three weeks, she was able to lift her eyelids. At first her eyesight was blurry and her mind wasn’t able to identify the shapes and figures that were always crowded around her. Soon she was moved out of the intensive care unit and into a four-walled room with only one brown chair, a bed, and a small bathroom. Her condition had improved and her body was now accepting the fluids. Her appearance had not improved that much though. Her face was still bruised and cut up. Her body was broken in so many places that it nearly couldn’t be counted. It seemed impossible that she would ever return to the glorious beauty she’d once been.

The night of the accident, Alisha had been with her regular group of friends hanging out at a party. Alisha wasn’t one to drink or do drugs but she couldn’t help that her friends occasionally indulged in that type of life. It was on one of these occasions that Alisha had to get into the car with one of these ‘friends’. Her friend, his name was Trent, had promised he hadn’t been doing anything and was fine to drive. In fact, the accident wasn’t even his fault. It was by some turn of fate that Alisha and her friend happened to be on that very dark road when a large truck swerved to miss a rabbit and hit them head on. The driver, Alisha’s friend, was immediately killed. The truck driver was fortunately saved by his seat belt. Alisha was not so lucky. She almost always wore a seat belt, but the party wasn’t too far from her house and she figured they could drive the few blocks without anything happening. She’d been wrong and it had altered her life forever.

It took a few days for Alisha to understand what she was seeing around her. She didn’t remember the wreck and she didn’t know why she was plastered to an uncomfortable bed. She hurt in every place possible and she couldn’t move too far left or too far right. In fact, she couldn’t move much at all. The drugs running through her veins took the edge from the pain so she could stand it. Her face was too swollen to talk so she didn’t even try. At first she just looked up at her family’s wide, frightful eyes looking down at her. Then she tried to make movements with her hands to show she understood what they were saying to her.

Her father, Steven, stayed with her constantly and she wondered what he was doing about his work. He worked at a small law firm and took on the local cases. He had never had any really exciting cases because it was a small town and there weren’t many criminals. He mainly took on jobs that involved suing companies over worker’s comp and the sort. Her mother, Marley, was a nurse at a hospital in the next town. She worked late hours and always seemed to be worn down and tired. She usually came home with blisters on her feet and always had bags under her eyes. Alisha had one older brother, Michael, which had gone away to the state college. He had received a scholarship for soccer. While he wasn’t the brightest of them all, he was just as kind-hearted and well mannered. He didn’t ever speak of women in the same manner his idiot friends did. It made Alisha proud to have a hard-working, kind family like she had. They had made all their money and nothing had ever been given to them. They had made a life of their own and it was something to be quite proud of.

Her mother was there when she could be. Marley had taken on the responsibility of providing for the family while it was suffering over the tragedy that had taken place. She would have liked the opportunity to stay by her daughter’s side, but it wasn’t possible. Michael had come down from college and stayed a few days. He had returned upon the promise that he would be contacted immediately if Alisha woke up. The promise was kept and he had driven back down to stay a few more days. Apparently the dean had told him to take as much time as he needed, that his studies would always be there when he got back.

The McNullin’s, Stephanie and George, were the parents of Alisha’s friend Trent that had been killed. Stephanie, Trent’s mother, stopped in once to see Alisha and her parents on one of Alisha’s better days. Of course they hadn’t wanted to hear that their son had been doing cocaine only moments before the accident, so they chose to blame the truck driver. They had hoped Alisha’s family would feel the same and would want to have the man arrested. But the Vickory’s, Alisha’s family, did not share the belief that it had been his fault.

Trent’s mother walked into the hospital’s waiting room wearing expensive leather shoes, a black suit, and a small brown bag with her initials imprinted in big golden letters. “Mrs. Vickory, it is a pleasure to see you again.” She held out her well-manicured hand in an attempt of friendliness. Marley Vickory accepted the hand and shook it softly, finding it was slightly moist as if the woman was nervous about something. She resisted the urge to quickly wipe her hand on her khaki pants. Marley’s sweet voice rang in condolence, “I am sorry for your loss. Please call me Marley.” While Marley had never been particularly fond of Trent, she was sincere in her sympathy. She had almost lost her own child, and she could only imagine what Trent’s mother was going through.

“Thank you, Marley. It has been such a trying time for me and my husband George. I don’t believe you have met him yet?” Marley had seen his picture in the paper, smiling next to his now-deceased son. “No, I haven’t met him yet. I hope the both of you are holding up well. If you ever need anything, my family and I would always be willing to help out.” She offered her best smile, although she knew what Stephanie had really come there for. They were going to try one more time to get them to file a charge against the truck driver. Since Alisha had been unable to speak and Trent was dead, the only testimony that had been given to the police was that of the truck driver. Trent’s family held the belief the driver had been drinking. Stephanie was head of the local M.A.D.D group and seemed to think that every accident had to do with drunk driving. Marley had been thinking of all this and hadn’t realized that Stephanie was speaking. She plastered on her fake smile again and tried to listen.

“As I have said before, I still believe it was that truck driver’s fault. His name is Bill Hynes. But of course you must know that. I am sure you have seen the police reports. And that brings me to my next question. I know you and your family has been going through a rough time, but do you think I could have a moment alone with your daughter? I know that she hasn’t spoken yet due to the swelling in her face, but perhaps I could get her to give me some sort of sign. You see I have brought along a picture of the driver. Maybe it would jog her memory of the night of the accident. If only she could testify that there was no rabbit that the driver had simply swerved into their lane then we could get the accusations we have filed to stick.”

Marley tried not to let any emotions cross her face. She didn’t really like the woman, but she didn’t want to deny her this simple thing. But she also didn’t want to cause Alisha any pain. So far, the doctors were not sure if she would even remember the accident and if it helped her heal any faster, and kept her from pointlessly hurting emotionally, then she wanted to save her from that. “Well Mrs. McNullin, I am afraid I will have to talk that over with my husband. If you could just wait here?” Mrs. McNullin shook her head in agreement and looked disgustedly at the brown cushioned chairs that had stains of various sorts on them and smiled back. “I think I will just stand and wait.” Marley nodded politely and left the room.

She walked down the hall to room number 212 and knocked lightly on the door. Her husband, Steven, came to it. He had more color in his cheeks than she had seen in the last three weeks. He seemed to be smiling. “Honey, she’s moving about. And I think I heard her say something about wanting a cheeseburger.” He broke out in a little chuckle. They both knew that Alisha was always on some diet or another and was always looking so starved. Before she had entered her teen years, her favorite thing in the world was to go to the local Dairy Queen and get a cheeseburger and chocolate milkshake. Of course that was before calories mattered.

Marley was overly excited to see her daughter at that moment. But she didn’t want to disappoint herself so she tried to take it slowly. She pushed past her husband and into the darkened room. The shades had been drawn shut so the light wouldn’t hurt Alisha’s eyes. The place looked perfectly dreary. The family hadn’t really had the time to make it look any better nor had they even thought to do so. Michael was asleep in the only chair, a stiff one that would be a killer on anyone with arthritis. “Michael, honey, wake up.” The twenty-year old stirred and opened his eyes. He stretched and his bones snapped and popped as if they had been stiff for years. “What’s up, mom?”

Marley approached Alisha’s bed slowly. Alisha’s green eyes were open and she was watching everyone with an earnest look. Marley leaned down and took one of her daughter’s pale, cold hands into her own warm ones. “So you want a cheeseburger, eh? Well I will be sure to pick one up before my next shift and sneak it in to you.” She smiled brightly at her daughter. Alisha tried to smile back but the attempt obviously hurt her for her eyes scrunched up in pain. “No honey, it’s okay. Don’t try to speak. Just you being there and being alive is enough to put a smile on this old woman’s face.”

Alisha really wanted to speak. She wanted to tell her mother how much she loved her, how much she loved her whole family. She wanted to ask what had happened and why she hurt in every place possible. She wanted to know why she wasn’t wearing her own trendy, low-cut clothes. She wanted to ask them to take her home, to her stylish room where she had posters of her favorite rock bands, and where everything was pink or purple and fluffy. She wanted to be out of this horrible, bleak place and back into her bright, fun world. But she couldn’t open her mouth and so tears leaked out of her eyes. She didn’t know why, but she felt a great sorrow in the pit of her stomach. She felt like she’d lost something great, something that would take a long time to get back, if ever.

Marley saw the tears leaking through, and it broke her heart. She wanted to hold her daughter to her chest and rock her like she’d done when she was a little girl. She wanted to read stories to her and bake her cookies. Alisha had always liked warm, chocolate chip cookies straight from the oven. So hot that it’d burn her little fingers and she’d come crying to her mother and her mother would always say, “Good things come to those who wait.” But she couldn’t do any of that now. She couldn’t even reassure her daughter that she’d be able to walk again. The doctors couldn’t be sure about anything. They would look at her and mumble and it never seemed to be about anything good. So she simply looked at her daughter, who was still beautiful in her eyes, and told her that she loved her more than life itself. That her family was all she had was all she needed, and was all she’d ever want. That as long as they stuck together, they could get through this and everything that would follow it. Alisha looked up at her with big eyes and caressed her mother’s hand. It was about the only thing she could do that didn’t hurt.

Marley had nearly forgotten why she’d come into the room in the first place. “Oh honey, I almost forgot.” She looked at her daughter one last time and gently placed folded her hands on top of her stomach. Then she turned to her husband and in a soft voice she said, “Stephanie McNullin is here to see Alisha. She thinks she will be able to tell her more about the accident. She still has it in her head that the driver was drunk. I don’t know if it is a good idea because it might bring up a bad memory for Alisha. I don’t want her to have to go through any more pain than she has to. She has so much already. I just don’t know if she is ready to hear what really happened that night.” Steven looked at her for a considerable amount of time. “Well, I don’t think that it is a good idea; especially now that Alisha seems to be doing so much better. I mean this is the first day in three weeks that I have heard her speak a word. And it was so muffled that I could hardly say if she’d spoken it at all. My mind may have simply made up the whole thing.”

Marley took all this in consideration. “I will tell her that Alisha is not feeling well this morning and that she will have to come back another time.” Steven nodded in agreement. “I think that will be best as well.” The woman looked once more at her daughter, then at the rest of her loving family. She tried to give them an encouraging smile before she walked back out the door.

Stephanie was standing by the fire exit, her hand covering most of her cell phone as if she were having a private discussion with someone on the other line. Marley wasn’t close enough to hear the muffled conversation. As soon as Stephanie spotted Marley, she quickly spoke into her cell phone and shut it closed. She put on her best salesman smile and took a few brisk strides up to the woman.

“I am afraid Alisha isn’t feeling all that well this morning. As I’m sure you’ve heard she was malnourished for the better part of three weeks. She is still too close to death for me to hardly relax.” The only way she was able to speak those words were to not listen to them coming out of her mouth. Mrs. McNullin looked very unhappy. “Well, I suppose that takes care of that. I am deeply sorry that she is still suffering so. I do hope things get better for you and your family.” She still had that smile that looked like she was selling a car instead of talking to a mother about her seriously hurt daughter. They shook hands again and both women departed, Stephanie to the parking lot for her Lexus, and Marley back to her daughter’s room.

Crimson Waters

By Karis Lange

Her life is spent wondering empty streets filled with haunting shadows

Loves black hands have beaten her down

The rose covered chains of desire have her bound

Its thorns scratch her skin drawing tears of blood

Painful memories filled with light and happiness fresh in her mind

Her once bright eyes are dull and framed with sodden hair

Her rose red lips now pale and cold

Another feature is present as a tear runs down her face

A cold wind now blows against her impassive face

As more tears fall from her somber eyes

She has only a single thought, a thought as dark as the pain in her heart

A lust for death, a desire to bleed, a yearning for eternal slumber 

A place so familiar, where she met him, where they first kissed

A small bridge over a crystal river, where two hearts were made one

And the place of a deadly betrayal, one of two hearts shattered 

This is the rise that is now the place she will meet her end

Small silver dagger, shining so bright

Take her broken heart, make is forever still

Now crimson with blood, her eyes look to the sky one last time before she falls

Now her pain is gone, into the now crimson waters

Now her body lay’s deep in the earth, as a stone cross stands above

Many stand to support her downfall, spilling tears of sorrow and remorse 

Yet one face is still not seen, one that was the cause of her scream

Eyes search each and every face, to see his remorseful face

But still he is not seen, to give his grief 

For his true love now lies beneath 

Her soul now sleeps, forever more

And still cries, for her lover no more

Dark Light

By Karis Lange

Your image is haunting me

It’s like you’re always there

Your dark light follows close

Why do you taunt me so?

Please just leave me

Let me sit in my despair 

Your dark light still follows

Be gone with your wicked soul

Leave me be

Your words are still fresh in my mind

Your attacks have scared my heart

And your lies have broken my spirit

I want you forever gone

Out of my mind, out of my heart

I want to save what is left of me

Your dark light is now shining down on me

All I wish is for the shadows now

Out of the black radiance of your wrath 

You never gave me love

All you showed was scorn 

And all you told were lies

…Take away your dark light…

Fly Away in Your Arms

By Karis Lange

My heart beats to the sound of your voice

Speaking to me

Singing to me

It beats along with yours

Your kiss carries me through heaven

Wrapped up tight in your arms

I am lifted up and away

Far, far away

Fly away

Fly away

Carry me away

So close to your heart

I’m held tight in your arms

As we hold each other in the clouds

With passionate love

Your eyes stare into mine

Love me

Hold me

Don’t let go 

Take me away

Fly with white angel wings

Dancing in soft white clouds 

In a true lovers embrace 

Take me away

…Let me fly away in your arms…

Secrets of a Rose

By Karis Lange

Satin pedals upon a crimson rose, shadow spots of fallen blood

Near lies a silver dagger, stained crimson from sorrow and anger

There took place two deaths tonight

A forbidden love has caused a young lovers early end

A young woman now lays, a blood red rose upon her chest

In an eternal sleep, a single tear upon her pale cheek

Sadness still lies upon the young woman’s face, for her forbidden love

What secrets still rest in her lifeless heart? What secrets have been told?

Memories filled with love, the love that was not allowed

Has she died by the blade of her lover? Or did she die by the blade of another?

Mysterious dagger, sits still beside her still form

But her death was not alone

Her lover, oh so passionate

His end was made not by the knife, but by a poison much quicker

Small glass bottle, still held tight 

…with not a single drop to spare…

Rain

By Karis Lange
Rain falls like tears from dark clouds

Wind sighs through the damp air

Walking through the crowded streets

So invisible, no-one cares

So why like the rain?

Thunder rumbles and lighting crashes

A child cries in her mothers arms

While a man whistles as a cab passes

I stand here and watch the rain

So why like the rain?

Somberness seems to gather around every person

This new aura weighs them down

Everything is in slow motion

Now I begin to walk 

So why like the rain?

I like walking in the rain 

This way…

No one can see me cry…

Free from You

By Karis Lange

You have me weak before you 

My heart is torn apart and scattered to the winds

My emotions blown in different directions 

My soul is chained and singed with flames 

Your lies have me in poison covered chains

Shall I give in to the dark torment?  

To stand and watch myself as I sink

Into the darkness of your disloyal betrayal 

I have now become as invisible as you make me feel

Watching myself sink further away

I have come alive yet I am falling away

I see myself trapped by your words of hate

I raise my hand as I begin to waist away

And catch myself before the end

I pull my head above water

Then look into my eyes

See no tears are falling

There is no emptiness inside

I feel free from you

No Longer Invisible

By Karis Lange

Kelly sat up with a start when her Sony clock radio went off with the 105.5 morning talk show; the same damn morning talk show was on again, on the same damn subject. She looked at her clock after brushing her long-thick black hair out of her face as her green eyes became used to the light in her bedroom “Saturday, why the hell is my alarm clock set?” she wondered as her cat jumped on the bed, “Oscar go away…” she groaned in annoyance at the small tabby who meowed at her. Oscar sat and looked at the lump on the bed and meowed again, “It’s 8:00!” she whined at her determined cat, before dragging herself out of bed. She could hear her mom downstairs in the kitchen, “Smells like she is making pancakes.” Her little brother, Jon, burst threw her bedroom door in Spiderman underwear and a bath towel tired around his neck, ”Boo!” Kelly jumped then grew angry, “Get out!” she yelled and threw a pillow at the seven-year-old who laughed at the attention and darted out of the room. She dressed in low cut jeans and a black tank-top that showed off her rose tattoo on her lower back that she had gotten with her cousin last year.

Kelly’s mom looked up at her as she pulled on a Black hoodie, “Good morning.” She said was got a groan in reply. She sighed and looked at her daughter who was staring at the pancakes on her plate, 

“I still wish you had asked me before you dyed your hair that color honey.”

“It’s not like I dyed it pink”

“You still did it behind my back.”

“Whatever.”

“Kelly, how long are you going to keep up this attitude?” 

“Until we move back home.” 

Kelly then stood and grabbed an orange before pushing open the kitchen door and stomping out. Her mother sighed and leaned on the counter. They had just moved there from Boston; Kelly’s father’s job had been transfused to this small country town in Maine. The move forced Kelly to leave all her friends and everything she had grown up with. 


Kelly had walked down to the small river that ran close to their house. She sat down cross legged and stared at her orange, “I hate this place, there is nothing here!” she yelled and raised her arm to throw her orange then brought it back down and looked at the fruit. She stuck her black painted thumbnail into the top of the orange and began to peel it.  She took a bite of the orange and leaned back on the grass with her eyes shut, “I just hope this is a nightmare and I’ll wake up again, back home, in my old room.” Her eyes shot open when she heard the sound of a guy’s voice, “Do you always talk to yourself?” came from above her in a tree. She sat up and turned around to see a guy looked down at her, “Why the hell do you care?” He jumped down and stood before her, in a pair of jeans, shirtless, he had brown hair that framed his face and hung to his neck and very attractive blue eyes. 

“I don’t care, I just over heard you.”

“Look I just moved away from everything and everyone I know. “

“I know that feeling?”

“I doubt that highly, and how did we end up starting a conversation?”

“I don’t know, but I don’t see anything wrong with it.”

“So I start a conversation with a guy who were eves dropping, and that’s normal to you?”

“I never said normal, just that there is nothing wrong with it.” 

Kelly stopped talking at this point and walked around him. He turned and looked at her, she was hot but her attitude was what really got him.

“So I don’t even get a name.”

“Nope”

“Oh come on don’t be that cold.”

“Why the hell do you care!” 

“Maybe I am interested in being your friend?”

“It’s Kelly, happy?” she said looking back at the guy.


A look of amusement came across his fine featured face as he watched her; her punk/slightly gothic style of clothing was what caught his eye, “So you live in the old Master’s place?” he asked sprinting after the sulking girl. Kelly stopped and looked at him with her piercing green eyes that became even brighter with mix of the sun shining on her face and the darkness of her mid-night black hair. His deep blue eyes scanned her face, taking note of her features: small nose, long dark eye lashes that were followed by black eye liner, thin lips, and lean face. 

“Stop staring at me.”

Kelly’s sudden comment snapped him out of his thoughts. He looked at her, trying to come up with an excuse to why he was staring.

“Uh Sorry…So how long have you been here?” he said trying to change the subject with out looking like a total moron. She looked at some tall weeds that were growing along the rivers edge, “About two weeks, I start school in the fall.” He nodded to this and grinned widely. When this new look crossed his face she raised her thin eyebrow.

 “What…” 

“Nothing, How’s about I show you around, I mean you seem like the kind of person who likes to spend most of their time indoors.”

“Well from the looks of things, there isn’t anything to do around here, just sit and rot. And before I do anything I want to know your name, since you know mine.” 


She crossed her arms and watched him as he smirked at her, “Do you have a badass attitude towards everything that’s new and different?” he asked, “And I’m Alex.” 

She sighed and let her arms fall to her sides as she folded up her ‘I don’t hate everything’ attitude, “Look, I’m mad that my parents made me leave all my friends, my school, and the home where I grew up in, so give me a damn break.” Alex put his hand on her shoulder, “I know how you feel, I came here about four years ago from Houston, but it isn’t that bad once you get to know the area.” His hand was pushed off her shoulder.

“Fine you can show me around, just don’t touch me.”

“I thought you would agree after a good argument.”

“Is everyone as forward around her as you?”

“Maybe.”


He smiled and pointed to a path that went into the trees, “After you.” Kelly crossed her arms and looked at him cautiously out of the corner of her eye as she walked passed him.  He smiled and grabbed a black t-shirt from a lower tree branch of the tree that he had been lounging in and pulled it over his head before following her. The path was narrow. Thick branches stuck out and they were forced to duck or move then aside. At one point a slender green vine covered in thorns caught onto the sleeve of her hooded jacket.

“Ow! Damn it!” 

“Here hold still.”

“Ow, ow, ow!!”

“Sorry.”

“Careful that root!”

“Ah crap!


Alex’s foot became caught under a raised root and fell into Kelly, sending them both into the thorns cursing. Kelly twisted her body so her face avoided the dangerous sharp tips of the thorns and Alex landed onto of her. Both of them were scratched up pretty well on their arms and some places that they couldn’t shield on their face. 

“Get off.”

“Sorry, I’m trying to.”

“My jackets ripped.”


Alex pulled himself off then helped her up awkwardly, trying not to fall on her again. The left sleeve of Kelly’s jacket was torn slightly and she had a scratch on her cheek that was beginning to burn, “Are you ok?” Kelly looked at him as she touched the cut on her arm through the tare in the jacket, “Scraped but alive.” He looked at her cheek and wiped the blood away only to have her pull away, “I’m fine.” She said and started to walk down the narrow path again leaving Alex standing there. 


The path shifted upwards, large rocks began to appear making it difficult for the two to walk. Soon the rocks turned into boulders that grew bigger and bigger until the towered over the two, “Have you ever been rock climbing?” Kelly looked back at him, “Does the indoor rock climbing wall count?” He laughed, “Not really.” She put her foot in a small nook and began to climb up, on the third foot hole the bottom broke sending her to the ground where she sat on her butt in the dirt. Alex laughed and ducked as she threw a rock at him, “Shut up that hurt!” she growled only making him laugh harder. He took a running start and pushed himself to the top of the rock.

“Alright city girl, need a hand up?

“No.”

“Sure.”

“Yes I’m sure.”

Kelly took a running start and jumped onto the big rock only to slip, but Alex grabbed her hand and pulled her up, “Your welcome.” He said. Kelly snorted in annoyance.

 “I had it.”

“Not from where I was standing.”

“Shut up.”

“What the hell is your problem.”

“Nothing.”

“I’m serious, all I am doing is trying to be nice and you are being such a bitch!”

“Let go Alex!” 

Kelly yanked her arm away, “Just leave me alone, what’s wrong is none of your business.” She said and moved on quickly leaving him glaring at her with a questioning look. Kelly stopped at the top of the path which was on a huge boulder and looked down; you could see the town from it, “Whoa…” she said at the height and view. Alex stopped at her side, but remained silent. She sat down and pulled up the sleeves of her jacket than pulled her legs to her chest, “The town looks friendly…” she said in a soft tone. He looked at her and noticed dark scares and a fresh cut on her right arm, “So there is something bothering you.” He said sitting by her. She looked at her arm and pulled up the sleeve,

 “It’s nothing.”

“Cutting its nothing, it usually leads down a bad road Kelly.”

“Fine, I’m depressed”

“Wanna talk about it?”

“No.”

Her voice sounded choked up as tears began to well in her eyes.

“Are you sure?”

“Why the hell do you want me to!!”


She yelled making him jump a little. She burst into tears, “My ex boyfriend beat me, raped me, I didn’t have any friends, I have been called so many names-“Kelly stopped when he embraced her tight. She didn’t fight him off this time, but rest on his chest and her hand on his arm, “I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” she sobbed. Alex only held tighter and closed his eyes, “My little sister had bad depression; she thought that everyone hated her, and that our mother picked on her because she was adopted and killed herself last year.” Kelly looked at him then shook her head, “Because she was adopted…I’m so sorry Alex…” Alex sighed and hugged her again, “I swore that I wouldn’t let that happen again, I won’t let that happen to you.” Kelly looked at him in surprise, “You really do care don’t you…” He nodded as the memories brought tears to his blue eyes, “I swear it.” Kelly began to cry again. The two sat there in each others arms for a while; For the first time, Kelly didn’t feel Invisible. Alex had noticed her, his persistence had paid off, she was no longer invisible.

from

The Future

 By Richard P. McLaughlin

Where were you last night?  His wife asked.  As he responded, his thoughts went back to the night that the question concerned.  He was on his way home just after making the drop off.  To whom the drop was intended for, he did not know.  Nor did he want to know.  In the age of instant information, it seemed as though no one wanted what they had previously yearned for.  Information in this age became what everything else became, dangerous.  He looked down from the altitude of 10,000 feet thinking how beautiful the clouds looked he went by.  Because of lack of land in the future, ever-growing cities were built thousands of feet in the air.  Then the train plunged down on a temporary detour.  Down into the bowls of the city.  Things were not to pretty down their.  The buildings were decrepit.  No sunlight hit the area.  Outside the city’s 848 mega bars lay piles intoxicated men and women.  It was the only escape people had after working 17-hour shifts with an eight-minute lunch break.

He then responded.  I was just buying some beer and got lost on my way back home; New York is a big city.  Of course, he would not have told the real answer.  He would not tell his wife the truth of course.  The truth was, well at least in the mind of the corporate state, a criminal and a traitor.  Not just to a country.  But in their mind to the world.  That he had jeopardized everything that he and wife had together, and that he would continue to jeopardize it, and that he had not, and was not going to tell he.  But what would telling her accomplish.  Nothing except scaring her to such an extent that it would jeopardize their situation even more.

That night was a troubled night for him.  His mind turned constantly over past experiences.  How he came to be were he was in present.  How he came to see the tyranny of the corporate-controlled world government.  How he joined the resistance.  What would happen to him?  What would happen to his wife?  His mind also scanned over many things that seemed to have little importance.  To many it was amazing how much he remembered.  He remembered everything that went into long-term memory.  He also had amazing auditory abilities.  He could be in crowded building with 30 people and pick out one to listen to and hear every word perfectly.  This was one of the skills that he which made him a good agent.  He heard and knew everything that was going on around him.  This was partly how why he turned against the corporate state.

The next day he had had waffles for breakfast.  As he was eating, he saw on TV that the World Union, which evolved from the U.N, the World Bank, the E.U, and N.A.F.T.A., had, after much hesitation, given the corporations the entitlement to at least one third of the seats on the committee. 

from

The Lost Soldier

By Richard P. McLaughlin

- Preface -
 The Don Cossacks were a proud people who had centuries of democracy and autonomy from the autocratic rule of Czarist Russia, but at the same time, fierce loyalty to the Czar.  This loyalty did not help them during the Soviet era, and were fiercely repressed. During WWII the Don Cossacks were caught between the two worst dictator ships in the twentieth century.  As a result, when the Germans Crossed the Donets River into the land of the Cossacks, many felt they had little choice but to pick a side, and many joined the Germans.  In no way is this novel an endorsement of any Fascist, Nazi, or neo-Nazi ideologies.

This book centers on the experiences of Don Cossack who joins the German army to fight against the Soviets.  The book starts outs at the German high commands surrender at the end of the war and his struggle to escape capture a decade in gulag. But there are also constant flash backs to earlier point in the war, as well as childhood memories of the Russian Civil War.
It is April 1945 right now.  Berlin has fallen, Hitler has committed suicide, and the last remnants of the German army under the designation Army Group Center have been surrounded by Soviet soldiers.  Just days earlier the soviets had rolled into Prague finishing the encirclement of Army Group Center.

Alexandria Sokoval was sitting down while smoking a captured American cigarette that his German comrades had captured in their great offensive west.  He thought to himself.  How stupid of them.  The Germans fail to realize that whether or not they will be conquered is not the question, but rather who they will be conquered by.  My countryman and me, as well as other minority’s in the Soviet Union gambled every thing we had by backing the Germans, and now we are about to pay the price.  But in the end I have no regrets.  I chose to be an individual rather that a slave to the nation that I was born into.  This separates me from the rest of the soviet people, for unlike them I believe that it is better to be free and die early than to live forever as a slave.

Like many of the men that were refused to surrender he was a foreign volunteer, a Don Cossack to be specific, with the rank of Sergeant first class.  Like many Cossacks that died before him, he refused to a slave of Stalin and communism.  He volunteered in 1942 as the Germans crossed the Donets.  He was determined to make the communist for the lives that Stalin’s punishment of his ethnicity cost for supporting the Czar.  Though today he seemed relatively calm despite his fiery mentality, and the hopelessness of the situation.

Then the order came in on the radio.  Army Group Center will surrender to the Red Army.  Surrender to the Russians!  He thought.  No! never! They will not put me into a gulag!  He new that if the Russians ever got their hands on him his survival chances would be even less than less than his German comrades in arms.  But then on the radio he heard.  All soldiers are given the option of surrendering to the Red Army or filtering out.  Scorner, the commander of Army Group Center will lead soldiers wanting to break out of encirclement and then surrender to the Western Allies.  They’ll never make it.  He thought to himself.  Even if they do surrender to  the Western Allies, Stalin probably has already made a pact with them to turn all Soviet citizens employed by the Germans over to the Soviets.


Alexandria picket up his sup-machinegun and said to his comrades.  We're infiltrating!

Lieutenant Erich Beckenbur looked at his men one last time before embarking on one last march with them in an attempt to escape Russian encirclement.  Beckenbur was a native Austrian and a bit of an idealist who had only fought the western allies before.  Upon arriving at the Army groups center headquarters Schoner’s colonels asked him what his fighting experience was.  He responded.  Staff officer, western front, Hergon Forrest, Heir colonel.  The colonel replied.  I will tell you what I tell all Staff officers of the western front.  This is not the war you staffed on the border, in this war, there are no rules, no prisoners, and no peace, the only peace is annihilation, and this is a war of annihilation.  Things are done differently here.   I am giving you leeway in the way you achieve your objectives.  Have you ever seen German territory recaptured from the Russians, during a counter attack.  I have.  I looks similar to field of wheat after a horde of locusts have passed through.  Either we hold of till the western Allies arrive, or we die.  He thought to himself.  Leeway in the way I achieve my objectives?  Then the hard truth entered his mind.  He’s telling me to not to take prisoners.

After marching for to hours they finally met some resistance from at least ninety Russians with submachine guns blazing.  Fortunately for the Germans this was there foes first combat.  With the sheer volume of the shells coming, their submachine guns did have a psychological affect.  Yet, they seldom hit anything.  Scattered groups of Russian kept harassing them throughout their march, but it was only to the evening that they encountered Russian armor.  The effect caused panic in the German ranks.  Captain Beckenbur and his men were separated from the main group and chased into the woods by the tanks.

Sergeant Sven of the SS Division Nordland made his way through the marsh with his men.  Along with him he had a couple Frenchmen and three Spaniards from the Spanish SS division as well as men from his own division.  It was truly a hodgepodge of people.  Most of them were wounded, and to make matters worse the Sergeant could not understand French or Spanish.  But one of the Spaniards knew new it, as well as French German, which the Sven knew, and Italian.  His name was Francesca Needless to say, Sven would make certain that Francesca would keep his head down when under fire.  Evening was setting in and it would appear that they would have to camp out here.  But luck was on their side.  They spotted some of their German comrades in arms.

The Sergeant of the 2nd SS Panzer Division Gross Duachland made his way through the wood with his three surviving men.  His name was Frederick and actually he and his men were from the 1st SS Panzer Division Adolph Hitler Lebanstarti.  But somehow they had been attached to the 2nd SS Panzer Division in the German Army’s frantic struggle to move every thing to the impending storm by the easterners.

It was eleven o'clock.  Frederick and his men made their Through the thick wood to a light shining through the bushes.  Ah.  It mush\t be the rest of his company.  He thought.  But no it was not.  It was a rag tag collection of destroyed divisions numbering a handful of wounded men who greeted them with a series of grunts and salutes and a few men from the KONR divisions (Russians in German employ).  Ah what luck.  He thought.  Their were SS men as well as Wermacht.  He approached them with the ceremonial Roman Salute.  Upon which the ones still capable of returning it did.  Ah, these poor fellows are in even worse shape then those soldiers belonging to the Wermacht.  It was a very strange sight to the Wermacht soldiers.  Premodonons!  Look at how the SS Panzer men are greeting the foreign SS troops with Roman Solutes while paying much less attention to their own countrymen!  One soldier snapped.  It appeared even stranger because each word one of them spoke had to be translated.

Out of the bushes a group of Soldiers returning with captives.  This was a patrol that Beckenbur had sent.  But these were not just any captives.  These were men from the NKVD (Russian secret police and intelligence service.  The men that they had captured certainly did not look like the average Russian soldier.  Most Russian soldiers' faces were made of stone.  Amazingly stoic and brave, but also haggard and withered.  These NKVD men had faces of pure terror on them, they were not haggard.  They looked well fed and in one case well liquored.  These were the men of leventria berria.  These were the men that Stalin had used to terrorize his people.  They new that their lives would be the matter soon to be discussed.

Bechenbur Said.  Tie these men up and keep them under guard.

The SS sergeant walked over and said.  Ser let us shoot these miserable dogs.  I agree! Responded a seldom herd voice.  We are in no position to take prisoners, and besides, these are the NKVD.   .  I saw the NKVD slaughter our wounded after the battle of Stalingrad!  I find the idea of treating these criminals with anything, but death is perverse.  This statement made everybody their stare in amazement.  The only survivors of the battle of Stalingrad were the wounded who were flown out, and that occurred before the surrender.  To the men in arms here, it was almost like staring at a ghost.  And the name of this ghost was Gunther Willham.  The man who spoke was a man who had previously met up with Beckenbur’s platoon after attack of the soviet armored column.  But had followed them almost as a raith.

Then they all turned around after hearing the sound of sub-machinegun fire.  The SS sergeant had executed the NKVD soldiers.  Beckenbur shouted.  What are you doing!  Halt! Hands in the air! The SS sergeant responded.  They would do the same thing to us!  We can’t just let them get away and notify the rest of their force!  It looked at first as though the SS sergeant was going to be arrested, but Beckenbur saw the faces of the men around him.  They all new it was necessary.  He knew that he could not command them if he arrested or shot the SS sergeant, and all of the accusers melted away like fog would after the sun comes out.

Sergeant Sokoval was walking through a meadow.  He was crouching down.  He stood up and could see that the Red Army was not their.  He kept walking, but a slight trot.  He clutched his iron cross and thought.  You could get me killed.  I can’t take you with me.  But them he remembered how received it.

It was Stalingrad January 1943.  Field Marshal von Paulus has signed the unconditional surrender of all German soldiers in the Stalingrad pocket.  Loudspeakers proclaimed the surrender.  Sokoval had known that the battle for  the city had gone bad for some time and knew that the end of the six army was near, but still hearing the word surrender to the Russians sent chills down his spine.  He knew that if he fell into the hands of the Russians only death could await him.  He made the decision to escape from the pocket.

Sokoval had wandered down a stream.  The way the stream was, it kept him hidden.  He could hear the cold water slashing against his boots.  He could hear the sounds of Russian tanks and trucks rolling towards their newly captured prize.  He stuck his head of and looked through the branches.  He saw thousands of German prisoners being marched off to gulags by Russian NKVD thugs.  He continued for some hours forward.  He saw a Russian supply truck.  Climbing out, he slowly approached it.  He two Russians walk out.  But no one was a German.  He saw the Russian yell out several words at the German.  You wretched Germans!  You’re the reason I am living in the hell!  Then he pulled out his rifle.  Right as this was happening Sokoval pulled out his Submachine gun and peppered the Russian in the back.  When he arrived the prisoner said to him.  Thank you! I owe you my life!  By the way, aren’t you one of the Hiwis (Russian volunteers)  Sokoval responded.  You are welcome.  But no, I am not a Hiwis.  I am a Cossack.  They conversed for a while.  While the conversed they had some of the food and drink that was stashed away in the trunk.  They hunkered down for the rest of the day while talking over their escape plans tell they saw a Russian two Russian trains come into the rail station, a luxury train for Russian officers, the other was a train with cattle cars.  By these two trains were a large and ragged group of about five hundred starving German prisoners.  Next two them was their Commander General Von Paulus.  Into the cattle cars went the men under his command.  Into the luxury train when Paulus to live amongst the enemy.  After sentencing over to hundred of his soldiers to death by obeying Hitler's orders two not break out of encirclement he refused to do what he had called on so many others.  The German soldier raised his rifle aiming at Paulus.  But them Sokoval said to him.  Getting ourselves killed here would do nothing to avenge these soldiers.  You and I must live on to tell the world what really happened, and so our own ranks my know of Pauluses treachery.

In the morning they set off on their journey to get back to friendly territory.  They got into the stolen truck and set off.

He clutched his Iron Cross and continued moving.  He new he would have to find civilian clothing to escape the Russians.  Of course that would mean that if he were captured even by the British or the Americans he would be shot.  But how would that be any different.  He thought.  If the Russians caught me in uniform, they would kill me.  If the Americans caught me in uniform, they would turn me over to the Russians, who would kill me.

He continued walking.  He walked into a German country village.  It was a seen of total chaos.  It was piled with refugees. All people had was what little of their belongings they could take with them in their flight from the Red Army.  He yelled out in German.  What’s going on here!  I am a soldier of the whermacht.

One Girl that looked as if she were seventeen or nineteen turned and looked at him, she said.  Are you a Russian.  Sokoval responded.  I am a Don Cossack.  I volunteered in 1942 for the Whermacht.  I am here because I need civilian clothes and a place to stay.  If the allies get me, they will turn me over to the Russians who want to kill all collaborators.  Can you tell me where to go?  She responded.  How do I know that your not a spy from the Russians.  Sokoval responded.  Look.  This is my Iron Cross.  Look at my anges.  Those scars you are from the shackles of the NKVD.

He followed her to what looked to be a caravan of refugees.  He saw an old looking heavy set man on top of a wagon with two horses.  Sokavol yelled.  I am a soldier of the Whermacht!  Let me hide in the storage area of your wagon.  The driver said.  Sure.  Just don’t be seen by the Ruas!

Shortly after Sokoval stowed away in the cargo compartment of a horse draw wagon, the caravan set off.  They had been moving for about two hours when suddenly overhead several soviet fighters came into view.  They zoomed down firing their machineguns at the column.  The fiery bullets ripping trough the thin fabric put the caravan to halt.  All the draft animals moving the caravan forward lay dead.  Every one in the caravan suddenly burst out of their carriages.  In this scene of chaos few noticed several Mongolian figures approaching.  The Mongolians quickly had the refugees rounded up and searched the wagons thoroughly.

Alexsandry was lying down in a small box that was smaller than a coffin.  He knew that Russian planes had brought the caravan to a halt.  But then he heard the foot steps of enemy soldiers and words in Mongolian.  He grabbed his MP-40 submachine gun and darted out of the wagon.  Crouching slowly as he crawled out of wagon he slowly made his way over to were the Mongolians were.  The Mongols had done him a favor by looting anything of value and throwing it out of the wagons.  He made way slowing through the pillage until he finally saw the Mongolians.  Crouching he aimed his weapon and pulled of a burst of fire.  One Mongol fell dead.  The rest of the Mongolians looked in astonishment.  .  They tried to react, but Alexandria was a fine shot and killed them all with a three bullets each..  In those moments, all stood silent and still.  Then everyone rushed to the Alexandria.  The people's expressions were ones of intense gratitude to the rescuer.

Then suddenly they saw a group of soldiers coming.  But these were no Russians.  These were German Wermacht and SS as well as foreign SS.

Beckenbur walked ahead to this curious sight. he had seen seven Russian lying dead, and one lone soldier with a submachine gun with shuttering refugees around him.  The soldier greeted him in German.  But wait!  He thought. This soldier spoke with a Russian accent.  Could he be one of their spies sent to find German troop strength.   He decided to ask the refugees.  Beckenbur and his men listened intently from the refugees.  After that their were no droughts about this Cossacks loyalty.  Beckenbur said to the Cossack.  We are going to continue going west to surrender to the western allies.  You do have the right to say no, but would you like to join us.  Sokoval responded.  Do you honestly think that Stalin will be content to let me get away.  The Americans will surely turn me over to the.  They might even turn you all over to them.  I’m sure at least he will get all of you that belong to the SS.  One German responded by saying.  What the hell do you mean?  If we get captured by the western allies how is he going to touch us?  Sokoval said.  You do not know Stalin the way I do.  The only way you can deal with him is to kill him or die.  Everyone who has opposed him has died.  Even fellow communist.  Don’t underestimate him.  There is no level of power out of his grasp.  And that is why can’t just give up.  But first we must help these refugees.  Their will more Bolsheviks on their way, who will not be pleased at what to find a Cossack with a submachine gun standing around the body’s of eight of their comrades.

In-‘sAn

By Rebecca A. Paisley

If I went there again, it would be too soon. I may live a slightly alternative lifestyle, but I wasn’t a masochist. Embarrassment and I are not good bedfellows. Why did I have to give him the letter? My head pounded as I sat up in my bed, pushing the lilac comforter off of my body. The memories of last night ran through my head like a sick movie meant for my torture and agony. 

I groaned and felt the first tingles of a panic attack at the pit of my belly; reaching for the receiver I hit the second number on the speed dial. The button I used the most, the little black rubber, rectangle button that had been pushed so much it now shone brightly with the oil of my finger tips. Without hesitating I pushed the number, muttering to myself as the low ring of the line seemed to stretch forever. 

Though it had only been three rings in, I felt as though she was taking forever to answer. Finally a click and I immediately burst into speech. 

The woman who answered paid no attention and I sighed as she finished her opening line: “Good Morning, this is Green Valley Psychiatric and Psychological services. My name is Linda, how may I direct your call?”

“I need to speak to Dr. Malcolm,” I said as calmly as I could. 

“One moment please.”

There was a click, followed by three more rings and then the familiar voice of my Psychiatrist, “This is Dr. Malcolm”

“Dr. Malcolm! I have an emergency!” I spoke hurriedly into the phone. 

“Who is this?”

I was taken back, exasperated I replied, “Girl Jones”

“Yes? What is the problem, Girl?”

“I gave Bill the letter”

“What letter, Girl?”

My mind flashed back to my last therapy session, two days ago. I had spent hours leaning over that rickety old card table. My hands cramping and my fingers twitching as I wrote that letter, the letter that accounted every single little bit of my feelings, my thoughts and my pain. I felt slightly offended that she couldn’t remember. 

I reasoned with myself though, she had tons of patients; her practice was booked solid almost all of the time. She couldn’t possibly remember every single detail of every single patient. 

“The letter you told me to write during our last session. The one where I explained all of my thoughts and feelings to Bill…the one you told me to never let anyone else read. You told me to seal it up and put it somewhere in my house”

“Girl, I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about. I haven’t seen you in almost two months. I’m looking at your file and the last thing listed is a normal therapy session. If you had to write a letter it was for someone else…not me.”

“I-I-I see,” I stammered.

“Girl, you need to start seeing a therapist again. I have a time slot open; it’s been nearly two months since you’ve seen someone. We’ll get you some medication and we’ll get that mind of yours sorted out”

I felt a rush of anger flow through me, “I’m not crazy! Stop treating me like I’m crazy!”

I screamed and threw the phone against the wall. The white plastic casing broke into four pieces, while the internal mechanisms remained intact. I stared at the metal and wiring, entertaining the notion that I would check the phone for bugs. That had been the first bit of paranoia; every time I was on the phone I could have sworn I heard a clicking noise. I complained to my sister, but she dismissed it as post traumatic stress. 

I kicked the phone to the side and let a curse fall from my lips. I mustered all of the resolve I could and went about my daily ritual. My hands shook as I opened the bottom drawer of my armoire. It was my memory drawer, a reminder of how full my life had been, and how empty it had become. I took the tattered, old garment out of the drawer and held it close to my face. The white linen had stained with age to an almost sick yellow color. Drops of dried, brown blood were sprinkled all over the garment, while the biggest were on the shoulders and neck. I breathed in the scent that still remained something undeniably human. Putting the garment back down, I grabbed the wooden frame that lay underneath. 

I remember buying that frame, how the wood was unfinished and hadn’t been sanded properly. I desperately needed a framed picture to impress my sister and I would have bought anything that remotely resembled a picture frame. I told her that the unfinished wood was modern and hip. 

By now, I had picked up the picture so many times that the wood had polished itself, practically. Where it had been rough was now smooth, where little bits hung off the side of the frame was now rounded corners. Every day, I picked up the frame and rubbed my fingers around it and gazed at the people captured within its glass window. 

Tears coming to my eyes I laid down the items in the same way I had found them, which was the same way I had placed them the day before. Every day it was the same, I couldn’t bear to move a single item. 

I would not bathe today. I sat on my couch, bringing my feet up beside me and wrapped up in a blanket. I turned on the TV and was met with a sea of morning talk shows. I shuddered at the thought of what Americans were poisoning themselves with. Though, I had to admit, TV was a drug, a mind-numbing device. You could forget all about your troubles and get swept up in the lives of people more important than your insignificant life. 

Pulling my hair up into a ponytail, I realized just how greasy and dirty my hair was. Four days without bathing, and my hair was almost in dreadlocks. The tangled mess was more than I could handle right now. The phone in my living room rang, and the sudden sound snapped me out of my reverie.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Girl” – It was my sister, Summer. 

“What?” I asked

“Bill called me last night, said that you showed up at the Anchor”

Bill works at a bar called the Silver Anchor; he’s a bartender and the manager. The bar has the tackiest sailor motif, fishing nets and shells everywhere. As if any sailors would come this far inland for a few beers. 

“So what if I did?” I asked her, already getting annoyed. 

“You know you’re supposed to leave him alone”

“How?”

“That’s you were seeing Dr. Malcolm, but you stopped”

“I never stopped, I saw her two days ago!”

“Don’t lie to me”

“I’m not! Lady, why would I lie?” I cried, feeling the tingle of another panic attack.

“I don’t know Girl, I don’t know why you do a lot of the things you do. Charlie is screaming. I’ll call you later.” There was a click and the line closed. I clutched the phone in my hand for a moment longer, I was so confused. I had to get out, I had to leave. 

I snatched my coat off of the rack and I ran out of my apartment, down the stairs and out the door. The hum of the city greeted me instantly and the cold December air chilled me to my core. I wrapped my arms around myself and ignored the sideways glances of the city-goers. 

I had little cash on me, as I had no job. I had enough to live, but all of that money was handled by my sister. I had just enough to buy a cheap pack of cigarettes and a book of matches. 

Smoking is one of those habits that everyone loves to hate to have. All fashion smokers complain about being addicted to cigarettes, but in truth they love to show off. They like to think that they’re rebellious and dangerous by doing something that they know will kill them in a few years. 

I grew up in a smoke-filled household. My Mom smoked cigarettes and my dad smoked cigars. My earliest childhood memories of my parents always included them something. My sister started smoking weed in our house, and all of the guys I’ve dated smoked. 

I put the cheap cigarette in my mouth and lit it, having to go through four matches first. I puffed on it once or twice before inhaling fully. As the smoke hit my lungs, I coughed, having not smoked in four months. The cheap cigarette burned out in just a few puffs and left a stale, putrid taste in my mouth. I lit another one as I was stomping out the first; maybe I was a masochist after all 

After smoking six stale cigarettes, I began to walk again. I stopped at a corner, waiting for the crosswalk sign to change. Suddenly a man came up to me and grabbed my arm; I jumped and tired to move away from him. His vice-like grip on my arm tightened and held me in place. He reached into his jacket pocket, and I opened my mouth to scream…he pulled out a pack of cigarettes. 

“Got a light? I just saw you smoking”

I sighed and wrenched my arm away from him angrily. I reached into my jacket pocket and felt around, lowering my head to concentrate. I felt around and around, but I couldn’t find the matches or the cigarettes. I checked all of the pockets and I looked back up at the man, his cigarettes were gone as well. 

“What happened to your cigarettes?”

“What cigarettes? I just asked you for the time, lady”

My brow creased, “no, you asked me for a light”

“Look lady, I don’t know what game you’re playing, but I don’t need to know the time that bad,” he said roughly as he walked passed me, shoving my shoulder as he did. 

Shaking my head, I crossed the street and sat down in the doorway of the closest building. I know that I had been smoking; I could still taste the cheap tobacco. I gripped the doorway of the building and breathed in deeply, already feeling another panic attack coming on. This time, I couldn’t stop it. 

My breathing became erratic and everything but me slowed down. I felt dizzy and out of breath, even people talking and laughing sounded slow and disorienting. I felt everyone in the city’s eyes on me, though I had long since clenched my eyes shut. I had to get out; I had to get out of the city. 

I ran to a payphone and called my sister; I got her answering machine, so I left a hurried message and hung up. My parents lived six hours away by car, and my oldest brother lived four states away…I was left with one option, I had to call Bill. 

I dialed his number, shaking and leaning against the side of the phone. He answered almost immediately, as though he was expecting another call. 

“Bill…” I whispered

He sighed, “What is it now, Girl?”

“Can you come get me?” I whispered

“Why?”

“Because everyone thinks I’m crazy, but I’m not…I know I’m not”

“Girl…” he started, exasperated

“Bill, please!” I begged him, my voice breaking as tears began to slide down my cheeks. 

“Fine, I’ll be at your apartment in fifteen minutes.” He hung up and I sniffled before running back home. 

= ~ * ~ =

True to his word, Bill picked me up fifteen minutes later. He looked exasperated with me, but I was so happy to see him. As I opened up the door I threw my arms around his neck, he shoved me off and told me to hurry up. Dejected, I followed him out to his car and much to my dismay in the front seat sat his new toy: Anya. She refused to look at me as I walked past her window to get in the backseat, and both of them refused to talk to me for the entire trip. 

Another fifteen minutes later I was leaning against the kitchen island in Bill’s apartment. He stood on the other side of the counter, his arms crossed over his chest, just staring at me. I glanced away under the pressure of his gaze, I knew what he was thinking, that I was irrational, crazy even. Maybe he was right; I looked up at him, making contact with his brown eyes. 

“Look, Bill…about the letter,” I started

“I don’t want to hear it!” he insisted

“You need to hear it, Bill!”

Bill and I went to high school together, we were sweethearts. We went to the same college, got an apartment and got married. We were married for three years, when I discovered I was pregnant with our first child. Four months ago, just a week shy of our daughter’s first birthday, Bill went out of town. Bill and I were under the very false impression that although we lived in a very large city, it was a safe city. We were sadly mistaken. Our apartment was broken into, and our daughter was murdered. 

It turned out that the only reason that Bill stayed with me was our child. After she was killed, he divorced me and because I had no job and no means of providing for myself, I had to move out of our two-bedroom apartment overlooking a park for a one room studio apartment in a bad neighborhood. I went into a downward spiral with depression; soon I was diagnosed with post-traumatic stress. Now, it seemed I was only getting worse. 

He walked away from and into another room. I waited a moment to strengthen my nerve, and I followed him. 

“The letter said what I couldn’t say,” I said pointedly.

Bill turned to me, a puzzled expression on his face, “what letter?”

My breath hitched in my chest, my whole body tingled, “not again…please, not again,” I whispered, my voice breaking. 

“Girl?” he took a step towards me. 

“Stay away from me!” I screamed, walking backwards. 

He came at me, his arms outstretched. I cried out from fear and anxiety, a panic attack coming. My heart raced, and my eyes filled with hot, stinging tears that slowly dripped down my face. I picked up a lamp and threw it at him before running out of his apartment. I ran down the street, as far as my legs would take me before I finally succumbed to my panic attack. I collapsed into an alley, vomiting and crying. I got so hysterical, I passed out. 

I came to in Bill’s apartment; apparently he had followed me and found me. I sat up, groaning and rubbing my head. The room was dark, and as my eyes adjusted I made out Bill’s form sitting on the bed next to me. 

“Bill, what are you--” I began

“Shh, you’ll wake the baby”

I stiffened, my heart fluttered in my chest, “what a cruel thing to say to me. You know that Grace meant the world to me, how can you make jokes about her?”

“Girl, what are you--you must have hit your head pretty hard,” he said carefully, putting his hand against my forehead. 

I struggled to get away from him when I heard it, the soft cry of a child coming from another room. I pushed Bill off of me and ran towards the cry. I found myself in a room, painted pink with flowers and stars all over the walls, a crib in the corner. There was suddenly a low groaning sound resonating through the room, it took me close to two minutes to realize that the sound was coming from my own partially open mouth. I had been running through the apartment, but now my legs felt glued to the ground. I took a step towards the cradle, only to be passed by Bill who walked straight to the cradle and picked up the babbling baby. Hot tears stung my eyes; I wiped them away with the back of my hand. Bill walked over to me, holding Grace in front of my face. I whimpered and reached out slowly to stroke her cheek. 

I had found her after she had been murdered; I had held her limp body in my arms. I made the funeral arrangements, I watched them put her in the ground…and here she was, right in front of me as if nothing had ever happened. I reached out to hold her in my arms, and just as I began to feel her weight…my world turned black. 

As light faded back into my eyes, I felt tightness around my arms and chest. Looking down, I recognized the beige canvas as a straightjacket. I was huddled in a corner, both of my knees tucked up to my chin, my face pressed against a cold, cinderblock wall. I unfolded myself and glanced around, a small bed, concrete floor, a metal door with a tiny glass window. I was in a mental hospital. 

I screamed and stood up, running to the little window. I stood on the tips of my toes to see out of the window. A long dimly lit hallway, no one around. There was a security camera in the corner, so I jumped up and down in front of it, trying to get the attention of someone. 

On the far wall was a bulletin board with several pictures and newspaper clippings tapped up. I jogged over to the wall, scanning it for some clue; some sign anything to tell me what was going on. I saw a picture of Bill and me, and a picture of little Grace. Then, a newspaper article caught my eye and the headline made me feel sick. 

"Unbalanced Mother Slays Infant Child"

I took a few steps back, shaking my head and muttering ‘no’. I started screaming and when I reached the wall I was leaning against earlier, I started beating my head against the cinderblocks. Moments later, four muscular orderlies came running in. They picked me up off the ground and threw me on the little bed. They strapped me in, and injected me with something. I lay there; beginning to feel the effects of what I assume was a tranquilizer. My world went black, and I was back with my baby.

Wicked Garden

(A New Folktale)

By Rebecca A. Paisley

Long ago, in an ancient and unnamed land there was a large, luxurious garden in the middle of a forest clearing. This Garden could only be found by those of a pure heart, and was said to be the home to all kinds of mythical creatures finding haven from man’s destructive force. The Garden was supposed to also be home to a fountain of eternal life, one drop was enough to ward off death for 200 hundred years.  

Man searched for the location of this garden, but could never find it as very few men had pure hearts. The Garden however, could not remain hidden forever; as man continued to grow and expand, the forests were clear and every day man grew closer to discovering the Garden. 

On a normal spring day, a child was playing in the forest. Fearing wolves, the child moved from spot to spot all day, running and playing in the trees. As it neared midday, he was changing spots again when his young eyes spotted a large clearing of trees. His mouth dropped as he walked closer and saw that the clearing was huge, lush and fertile. Taking one step into the clearing, the boy was immediately greeted with the most extraordinary sight his innocent eyes had ever seen. There were unicorns drinking from a pond, fairies and pixies flitting in the air, even gnomes frolicked on the ground before him. 

A smile broke out on his face, and a gleeful child’s laugh bubbled from his lips. Instead of playing here alone, he decided to share the garden with all of his friends. He ran into town and found his friends poking at a dead bird with a stick. He grabbed one by the arm and cried over and over again that he found a garden full of unicorns and pixies and gnomes. The other boys refused to believe him, but their curious minds got the better of them and they followed their friend to the garden.

They could not believe their eyes either, and soon all of the boys were laughing and playing amongst the creatures. As they were leaving, an old fairy stopped them and warned them not to bring adults to the garden, for they would destroy the magic of the lush land and without magic, none of the creatures would survive. The boys nodded and said they understood, but several of them did not heed the wise fairy’s words. 

One boy picked flowers for his mother, while one filled a small vial with water from the fountain and one boy even went so far as to capture a pixie in his hand. As the boys made it back to town, they couldn’t help but talk about their adventure. A few adults heard their chatter, but dismissed it as nothing more than mere childish imagination. 

The boy that picked flowers presented his gift to his mother, three flowers, like none that had ever been seen by human eyes before this day. One was diamond shaped and colored like the sunset, the second was shaped like a star and changed color depending on its surroundings and the third looked the most like a normal flower, except that the middle looked like the face of a human baby. The mother gasped at her present, and immediately asked her son where he had gotten such flowers. He shuffled his feet and looked around before telling her of the garden. 

The boy with the vial of the water went immediately to his sick grandfather, who was on the verge of death. The boy uncorked the vial and poured the contents into his grandfather’s open mouth. A few moments later, the grandfather’s color returned and he sat up in his bed with a smile upon his face. The boy’s family demanded to know where the miracle water had come from, and he gladly told them of the garden. 

The last boy with the live pixie went around town, showing off his prize. The other children gasped and were delighted at the little creature. However, an adult was walking by and he caught sight of the light emanating from the boy’s closed hands. The adult demanded that the child open his hands, the child hesitated but finally submitted. As he opened his hands, the pixie shot out and landed on the adult’s nose. The pixie let out a little scream before flying away. 

Like wildfire, the news of the garden spread throughout the town and all of the adults wanted to see it as well. A few of the boys proudly led the adults to their new playground in the clearing. They were amazed by the Garden, but soon they began their destruction. Women went about, picking the flowers and remarked on how lovely they would look on their kitchen tables and in their hats. Some men bottled up as much water as they could. 

When they had all that they could carry, they returned to town, but soon they decided that they would return to the exotic garden tomorrow for more. 

The next day, men bottled more and more water. A fight even broke out between two men that soon turned violent. Each claimed that they were waking too much of the water for themselves and weren’t leaving enough for the rest of the people. A man wandered away from the rest of the group, raised his rifle and shot a precious unicorn. The group gasped, but soon saw the gold blood running down the unicorn’s hair. The rest of the men shot all of the unicorns they could find and collected as much of the liquid gold as they could.

Champagne and Gummy Bears

Reflections of Childhood Love Lost

By Rebecca A. Paisley


The champagne glasses sparkled rainbow prisms all over the table. The room was loud, with so much chatter that it sounded like a low hum. China clinked together, and classic love songs spewed out over the decrepit intercom system. This was the wedding of Marcus Spent and Trisha Aurelia, it was bad…it was cheesy and it was cheap. The reception hall was decorated lavishly with low-priced but high-quality items, much like you would find at your local Wal-Mart. Balloons covered the ceiling, streamers hung on the walls, silk flowers were everywhere all doing their part to hide the fact that this was the Church basement. There was a bar, but most of the refreshments were odd things like gummy bears and Fun-Size Snicker bars. 


Though it was dinky, the bride looked happy. She opted out of a white gown, and instead wore a lilac suit with a Jackie-O-esque hat. Her white gloves were daintily placed on the right side of her plate. Her white high-heeled pump shoes were crossed daintily over one another. The groom had decided to be traditional, and he wore a black tux. 

All the faces in the room were shining and laughing, save for one. She stood at the bar, a bay breeze in her hand and a scowl on her face. ‘She looks like a freakin’ Midge doll’. The scowling girl was Juliette Roe, who had made it her personal mission to make as many people at this wedding as miserable as she was. The plan was not working out very well. 

Juliette took a slow drink on her bay breeze and sat back down at the bar, the bar at which she had been forced to fork over her hard earned cash to get a drink. She had been asked to be a bridesmaid, and though she politely declined (four times) she still found herself wearing a horrid peach, chiffon gown. The dress was itchy and heavy and of course, clashed with her red hair and freckles, causing her to look washed out and sick. She drained the last of her bay breeze and sulked back to her table, number 17, which she still thought Trisha put all the way in the back on purpose. Trisha had made it damn near impossible for Juliette to speak to the groom, with good reason. 

Marcus had not wanted to marry Trisha; in fact, he didn’t even really love her. His first choice was Juliette, his childhood love. Though he had asked Juliette to marry him, several times in fact, she turned him down and eventually broke his heart beyond repair. As is often the ironic case with love, as soon as Marcus was engaged to another woman, Juliette realized that she truly did love him. She tried to tell him, tried to show him…she even went so far as to propose to him herself…but it was all to no avail. Marcus claimed he was dedicated to Trisha now, and that it was over between him and Juliette.  

Heartbroken, she now stood at the wedding of her love. Forced to be the bridesmaid to the woman he chose over her. It was all too cruel, but she knew that she deserved to be treated this way. For she had abused Marcus, he was her backup, her second plan, and now that he was gone she was lost. She had learned to depend upon him as a secondary character, she knew he would be there for her if any of the guys she would much rather date broke her heart. However, if a more desirable man than Marcus came along, she had no problem with breaking his heart. 

Marcus and Juliette met in the first grade; Marcus had been teased and hit by some of the other boys in their class. Juliette beat them up. They remained friends through elementary, middle and high school. It was the summer before their junior year that they shared their first kiss. Marcus had always loved Juliette, though, ever since she defended him all the way back in the first grade. During high school, Juliette would flit back and forth between Marcus and other guys she found more desirable than him. Marcus didn’t mind then, he knew that if he got to be with Juliette for at least a little while, he was the luckiest guy in the world. He truly believed that his feelings for her would keep their relationship alive. 

After high school, Marcus went off to a prestigious business school and Juliette enlisted, much to the dismay of Marcus. They tried dating, but as Juliette was shipped off, she broke up with him, stating that the distance would be too much. Marcus graduated in three years, got an apartment, a steady job and waited for Juliette. Four years later, she opted out of re-enlisting and decided to go home, ready to start her adult life. Marcus was thrilled, he knew that finally they would be able to get married and they would have the family he had always wanted with Juliette. His dreams and his heart were broken when Juliette came home engaged to another man.  She invited Marcus to the wedding, and even wanted him to walk her down the aisle. Juliette’s cruel behavior was not out of spite or hatred, but because she did not truly understand the level of Marcus’s affections. 

It wasn’t the end. Juliette broke up with her fiancé, and went back to Marcus, begging for one last chance. Against his better judgment, he forgave her and the two started dating again. Marcus thought that it was for real, this time, that Juliette had learned her lesson and that they could finally be together. He was mistaken, Juliette once again broke Marcus’s heart, but this time would be the last time. 

 He proposed to Juliette three or four times, but each time she would turn him down. She was scared, scared of commitment, scared of marriage, but most of all she was scared of losing her freedom. The fifth time he proposed to her, Juliette rejected him and told him that she did not love him, that none of her feelings were romantic and that she truly cared for him as a friend that he felt like her brother. This time, Juliette had broken Marcus’s heart for good. 

Juliette had lied though, she did love Marcus but she didn’t know how much until he broke the news that he was to be married to Trisha. A woman, just like him: sweet and docile.

Juliette had abused Marcus, squandered his love and now she was left with nothing. She took a handful of gummy bears out of the bowl and threw them in her mouth, washing it down cheap champagne. The bitter taste of champagne clashed horribly with the sweetness of the candy, reminding her that the sweetest things in life like childhood love could soon turn bitter. 

We must never take for granted the people that care for us,

because we never know when they may give up on us.
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