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“He told me to look at my hand, for 
a part of it came from a star that 
exploded too long ago to imagine.  
This part of me was formed from a 
tongue of fire that screamed 
through the heavens until there was 
our sun.  And this small part of me 
was then a whisper of the earth.  
When there was life, perhaps this 
part got lost in a fern that was 
crushed and covered until it was 
coal.  And then it was a diamond 
millions of years later, as beautiful as 
the star from which it had first 
come.” 
 

Paul Zindel 
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 “Judas, Brutus, Lucifer, 
& Prometheus” 
 

ario  
Grugan 
 
  

 
ante’s Inferno has Judas and 
Brutus in the mouth of Satan. 
We open on a scene where 

Lucifer gets tired of eating them and they 
have a conversation. Prometheus is 
chained to a rock nearby and joins in. The 
setting is of Ice. 

Lucifer: Eating your souls eternally is only 
work for the wicked. 
 
Brutus: Funny is it not? That only the 
servants of the three wretches are held in 
your grasp, Lucifer, and not the true 
traitors? 
 
Lucifer: I beg your pardon, Brutus, but 
you of all people should know your faults. 
 
Brutus: Ah, but is it so? For in your jaws, I 
began to realize the true traitor. I am 
merely a servant of fate, as Oedipus was 
and as you were, just as Judas and just as 
Prometheus.  
 
Judas: Was it not so, Lucifer, that you 
were once a shining star who drifted from 

M 
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the heavens to join the furies of the 
underworld?  
 
Lucifer: It is so; that I, once Helel, was 
flung from my celestial palace. But this 
was not out of greed for power but of 
love for God.  
 
Judas: How is this so? Speak so that our 
points be made, Lucifer. 
 
Lucifer: I was Helel. The shining one. The 
dawn bringer. On the first day, my Lord 
said to me, “Thou shall bow before none 
other than me.” But on the last day of my 
former life he asked we, the angels, to 
bow before man. Those pitiful beasts he 
considered above us. Yet, I shall not bow 
before anyone less than God himself and 
thus for my great love I was exiled to this 
Plutonian crypt. 
 
Judas: So would you not agree with our 
young friend Brutus?  
 
Lucifer: In what way? 
 
Judas: Well what I believe was being 
postulated was that our fates were 
determined by the seers of the future. I, 
for one, was going to betray my lord 
because someone had to.  
 
Lucifer: I would agree, but this is no 
excuse for your actions. 
 
Judas: No, it is not. But my lord Jesus said 
to us, the twelve, that one of us would 

betray him. If it were not me, then the 
blame would lie in the arms of Paul, or 
Simon, or Luke. Nay, I saw it as my fate. 
Not fate, but duty. Is it not the same with 
you Lucifer, that you be cast down to hell 
for playing your necessary part in the 
story which god calls life? For your choice 
was no more a choice than water moving 
to the ocean. For it is the level of cohesion 
between the bodies of both fate and water 
to move to a greater cause.  
 
Brutus: Cause? What cause? 
 
Judas: You better than most should 
understand Brutus. As my story goes, the 
miracle of Jesus’s resurrection put my 
treachery in the back of everyone's mind, 
for he had risen. The fact is, if it were not 
for someone’s treason, he would not have 
risen and fulfilled the prophecy of god.  
 
Brutus: So it is with me. The purpose of 
Rome was to be together. My contention 
has always and always will be that I loved 
Caesar, for he was like a father to me, but 
I loved Rome more.  My goal was not 
treachery but in fact the opposite. If there 
was any treachery it came from the hands 
of Caesar who threatened to turn the 
Republic into a dictatorship.  
 
Lucifer: But gentlemen is it not also so 
that any treason, no matter what reason is 
inherently unjust? You killed a loved man 
Judas and so did you Brutus. This is 
nothing like my treachery for I was 
serving only one and did not kill anyone. 
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Judas: You misunderstand me Lucifer. My 
point is not that I did not do bad, but 
rather that what I did was not my choice. 
It was the choice of god to have his son 
revived.  
 
Brutus: Yes Lucifer, the soothsayer who 
gave Caesar warning of the Ides of March 
knew all things that would happen. I was 
simply complying with the orders 
ordained by the gods. I was merely a 
pawn in the game which led to Caesar's 
demise. Thus, is it not so that it was not 
me, but the gods who killed Caesar. For in 
that moment the soothsayer spoke Caesar 
was already dead and I had not yet killed 
him. It is fair to say then that Caesar was 
first killed by fate and then a state of 
impending death became reality, but I 
was not the killer, that I leave to fate.  
 
Prometheus who has been listening 
chained to a rock nearby speaks up for the 
first time.  
 
Prometheus: It is difficult Lucifer. I 
understand that the idea is radical, that 
the actual killers were ordained by fate, 
but it is so.  
 
Lucifer: It is difficult my friend, but the 
idea I cannot grasp is the fact that all is 
unpunishable if this is fact. 
 
Prometheus: What do you mean? 
 
Lucifer: If all is preordained then no man 
can blame another for misconduct. Is it 

not so that a thief who steals is doing 
something wrong regardless of whether it 
is preordained or not.  
 
Prometheus: It is circumstance Lucifer. A 
thief does not become one without some 
sort of incentive. It is a universal code that 
there is a cause for every effect. It is the 
nature of bad men that they themselves 
have seen the very bad they deal. It is the 
loved who become lovers likewise; the 
hated become the haters.  
 
Lucifer: I understand this point, but then 
who is at fault? 
 
Prometheus: In order to understand who 
is at fault, one must understand fate.  
 
Lucifer: Well that much is justified. 
 
Prometheus: No need to be snide with 
me. Let us begin. Fate, in my experience 
with foresight, is the calculated steps of 
strategy which have an inevitable course 
to a set destination. It is clear that not all 
men have foresight as strong as I, and this 
is the universe of misconception in which 
fate dwells. For instance, no man can 
calculate the end of a chess game because 
there are too many variables, but that 
does not mean the game will not end. We 
know that the game will end in one way 
or another we just don’t know how.  
 
Lucifer: Yes, of course but that 
determination for an end to the game 
comes only once the game has been 
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started and as we know, that is the choice 
of the man to play. 
 
Prometheus: Is that so Lucifer? You get 
me off track and have led me to the ideals 
of free will.  
 
Lucifer: Well the question of fate is one 
that is almost entirely parallel to that of 
free will.  
 
Prometheus: This is so Lucifer, but my 
point comes not from the standpoint of 
labels but of fact. It matters not what it is 
called only that we get there. Let me 
continue.  
 
Lucifer: Yes, of course.  
 
Prometheus: There is no such thing as 
choice. As I have stated, every effect has a 
cause and thus it is the same with choice. 
It is never the pure choice of anyone to do 
something. It is always the influence of 
the cosmos which leads all men to a silent 
order of fate. For instance, if a child 
witnesses horrific deeds from adults and 
continues to perform those horrors on 
others, whose fault is it?  
 
Lucifer: The adult of course. For, the child 
knows no other environment and thus 
cannot fathom any other actions other 
than the malicious ones.  
 
Prometheus: It is my job to understand 
the future as the god of foresight but what 
I have realized is that my brother can 

predict the future just as well as I because 
his talent comes in hindsight and he very 
well knows regress of all things. I, just as 
he, have come to know that the only way 
to know the future is to look into the past 
because it is an unquestionable truth that 
all things are dictated by previous events. 
Take for instance the fall of Caesar.  
 
Brutus: I believe I understand your theory 
Prometheus and if you don’t mind, I will 
recount this narrative.  
 
Prometheus: I was hoping you would, this 
pain in my abdomen from this insulant 
eagle, makes it difficult to speak. 
 
Brutus: My father before me had 
overthrown Tarquin the Proud, the last 
emperor of Rome, and the people had 
sworn never to allow a tyrant again rule. 
It was after the battles with Pompeii, in 
which Caesar pardoned me, that I grew 
worried. Even before the war I had seen 
the ambition which Caesar had and feared 
another dictator. Thus, when I saw that a 
civil war was imminent in Rome, I 
decided to fight against Caesar. Mind you, 
this was not due to any dislike of the man 
but simply because I feared his ambition. 
After the fall of Pompeii and the rise of 
Caesar, I became even more frightened. 
Caesar was so popular with the people he 
was established quickly in the highest 
positions in Rome. It became clear that he 
would soon become king. Only then did I 
decide to act against the man I loved. I 
feared that we would lose what my father 
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had worked hard to overthrow. Our 
killing of Caesar was not an act against the 
man himself but against tyranny.  
 
Lucifer: What you explain to me Brutus is 
a sad tale. I do see the causes and effects 
and you do seem humble enough to speak 
the truth. You killed because of a cause, 
but this is no excuse.  
 
Brutus: Do you not see Lucifer? If it were 
not for the actions of others, I would not 
have acted. I loved the man I killed, and I 
am in torment for eternity between your 
jaws, but regardless, I would kill him 
again. Free will would have you believe 
that all things are a fair choice between 
good and evil, but it is not so. This is 
because all things are good and evil. Any 
dictatorship would hurt the poor.  
 
Lucifer: Yes but no one can dispute that 
murder is bad. 
 
Brutus: Why not? God committed mass 
genocide against humanity with the 
infamous flood to vanquish evil, but who 
was truly evil in that instance. 
 
Lucifer: Do not speak of God. It was no 
more genocide than destroying an ant hill 
would be genocide. Speak to me of logic, 
of fact, you are not God Brutus.  
 
Brutus: Very astute of you Lucifer, I am in 
fact, not God. However, my dearest 
friend, how is all killing unjustified?  You 
would agree that if a man were to kill not 

of his own volition but was forced by 
another, that it is not the forced who is at 
fault but the forcer.  
 
Lucifer: Yes, I would agree with that. 
Brutus: Then how am I at fault. Perhaps 
my cause was flawed but the choice was 
not a choice. The purpose of stopping 
tyranny was one that even you yourself 
have taken Lucifer. Would you not have 
killed for God? 
 
Lucifer: God would never command that. 
 
Brutus: I did not ask if he would 
command it. Would you kill for him? 
 
Lucifer: Yes. 
 
Brutus: In the same way I would kill for 
the larger purpose, for the sake of 
freedom and against oppression.  
 
Judas growing weary of Brutus’s points 
jumps in. 
 
Judas: I remember that on the night of my 
treason, I thought only one thing. It 
reverberated in my skull like a proverbial 
bullet, jostling my thoughts. Shrouding 
my judgment in a cacophony of darkness. 
One word. Why? Why am I doing this? I 
loved Jesus greatly, but it was as if the 
world had flipped my role as if I had 
become the villain to the hero.  
 
Lucifer: How very genuine, coming from 
a person who has spent the last thousand 
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years in my jaws. I know your story quite 
well Judas but still, this gives you no 
providence.  
 
Judas: I seek not providence, nor 
benevolence, but instead I seek truth. 
Lucifer you must understand more than 
most what it was like to be cast from 
heaven for loving god too much. As all 
the men have come to know you as 
death, you must more your namesake. 
You, Helel, the bringer of light. You must 
understand Lucifer that your punishment 
was not just. Those very men whom you 
chose not to serve interpreted your 
disobedience with egotism when in fact it 
was one of profound love.  
 
Lucifer: Do not remind me Judas, I do the 
bidding of the condemned and I do it in 
the name of God. I do my duty to God. 
 
Judas: I did my duty also. Jesus knew that 
he would die and subsequently would be 
resurrected. It was my job though, my job 
for him and my job for you. He spoke to 
Simon and told him that when I took the 
bread he offered, the spirit of you, Lucifer, 
entered me. He seems to have assigned 
me the job of murdering him. 
Furthermore, this son of has the same 
misconception as the rest that you, my 
dear Lucifer, are unjust.  
 
Lucifer: I am not surprised, to him I am a 
mere tormentor. But even when I 
tempted him on the mountain with food 
and water, it had a purpose. It was to 

show God that I was right in bowing to 
no man. I was proven wrong and 
humbled.  
 
Judas: But would you not agree that you 
were assigned this task, as his tester? For 
God did not try to stop you, he could 
have for he, himself, may have doubted 
his mortal son. I say this not to proclaim 
Jesus or God’s negligence, but merely my 
innocence. I am a pawn of a greater game, 
as are you.  
 
Prometheus grows tired of mortal 
conflicts and interjects with his own 
story.  
 
Prometheus: It is the nature of the Gods 
to doubt. To destroy, to disguise 
themselves as the heroes creating villains 
out of men. My creations, humans. But 
Zeus would not care for them out of his 
own fear they might overthrow him. 
They suffered, they yearned for warmth, 
so I gave them fire. Were my actions 
unjust? I gave the people warmth and 
Zeus gave me eternal punishment. Is this 
fair? He gave me a job to create humans 
and I knew that he would not care for 
them the way I did. I knew my fate before 
I acted and still, it was fulfilled. No matter 
what, I would have ended up in the 9th 
ring. Even with foresight, I completed the 
future. Fate is fate, no matter what the 
moves are.  
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Lucifer: I understand that, but you were 
giving, not taking away. The treasonous 
of the world deserve their fate. 
 
Prometheus: Allow me to restate what 
you just said, you said that fate, 
something which is predetermined by a 
higher power, not by men themselves is 
fair and just. Furthermore, what you say 
is that men who are ensnared in this 
higher power deserve the uncontrollable 
future they get. Am I correct in saying 
that? 
 
Lucifer: Well...maybe. 
 
Prometheus: So what you are asserting is 
that your fate is just? That being 
condemned to eat prisoners for eternity is 
just for you? 
 
Lucifer: No...I don’t agree with that. 
 
Prometheus: So what do you agree with? 
 
Lucifer: I don’t know any more, 
Prometheus. I still am unsure whether 
fate exists or not.  
 
Prometheus: I have seen the future every 
day of my life. I know how my day will 
start and end and no matter what I do, I 
cannot shake the future, I can only foresee 
it. 
 
Lucifer: How am I supposed to use this 
then? 
 

Prometheus: Use what? Fate? 
 
Lucifer: Yes...how can I mold fate. 
Prometheus: You cannot mold it Lucifer, 
you can only exist in it. 
 
Lucifer: But surely there must be a way to 
not allow the condemned to be 
condemned for I think you three poor 
souls used by higher powers.  
 
Brutus: Learn to live with the inevitable. I 
know it is my fate to be here eternity and 
thus I can prepare myself for my 
inevitable future.  
 
Lucifer: Perhaps you could leave and join 
Caesar in Limbo. 
 
Brutus: Do not tempt me Lucifer. Fate is 
the bane of hope. Hope is enveloped and 
shrouded in the enemies of fate, and when 
you enter into this ignorance you are 
ambushed by the false sense of hope. 
 
Lucifer: But this is not hope, for it is in my 
power to let you go. 
 
Brutus: But will you? 
 
Lucifer: Well, Prometheus is not within 
my jurisdiction but you two are. Judas 
what say you? 
 
Judas: I fear that God will be angry that 
we, the “most wicked” may go free. 
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Lucifer: Yes, but God must surely know 
that you are not wicked.  
 
Judas: He is as ignorant as the rest, for he 
understands that fate is our dictator but 
only laughs at our misfortune.  
 
Lucifer: Is this sacrilege I hear?  
 
Judas: No… It is truth. Give me a pearl 
and I will find its blemish. Show me water 
and I will describe its current. Show me 
the world and I will find its faults. Show 
me God and I will understand his 
weaknesses. Who controls fate Lucifer?  
 
Lucifer: I don’t know.  
 
Prometheus: For Greeks it is the three 
witches which Zeus calls the fates. 
 
Brutus: Parcae is our commander. 
 
Judas: And thus, it is so that any God 
which exists is either less than fate or 
greater. Which means 1 of 2 things. It 
either means that God is not all powerful 
or that god cares not for the folly of man 
and instead laughs at all misfortunes and 
calls it honorable. Neither is good 
Lucifer.  
 
Lucifer: That is true but let us imagine 
that the universe contains the fate let’s 
believe God is less powerful than the 
universe. Would it not be so that he 
himself is controlled by fate?  I also 
disagree with that fundamental ideology 

Judas. It is said by God himself that man 
be free.  
 
Judas: Once again Lucifer this 
fundamental belief is flawed because if we 
were truly free there would be no 
madness there would be only cohesion.  
 
Lucifer: What proof is there of that 
assertion?  
 
Judas: The proof is in rationale Lucifer. 
Imagine for a moment we lived in a box 
and God himself could mold that box and 
that box was the planet we live on. Is 
existing in that box under the guise of a 
larger power truly free? Sure, we could 
choose to move around that box, but 
once again that “choice” would be 
decided by the position in the endless 
regress of cause and effect. It is true 
Lucifer that name given by god is 
freedom, but it is also true that this 
freedom is merely a box in the endless 
expanse of the cosmos. Lucifer, we are 
shackled to this freedom the same way a 
caged animal is.  
 
Lucifer: Does this decide whether fate 
exists or not, Judas?  
 
Judas: No… It does, however, prove that 
this free will which God proclaims I 
equivalent to mud in the water. We are 
all blinded to the clarity of understanding 
fogged by the belief that we are free. 
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Lucifer: Okay, I can agree with that but 
explain to me how this makes 
determinism a more likely objective?  
 
Prometheus: I do not share your God, but 
I know enough about fate to explain this 
part.  
 
Judas: Do so Prometheus if it is not too 
difficult for you to speak, I see the eagle is 
not kind to you.  
 
Prometheus: It is not too difficult. If your 
God is almighty, then he would not want 
to give man free will because men are 
aggressive on a biological level. Allow me 
to remind you, I created them. They are 
as wild as beasts; the only difference is 
that they are rational enough to decimate 
each other as well as the planet. No 
person, or god would ever give free will 
to such wild beasts, because they would 
only destroy each other and the world 
they lived on. If God were kind, they 
would be sure to control the affairs of 
men with fate. Let us for a moment revisit 
the former idea of endless cause and 
effect. If every cause has an effect and vice 
versa than any Gods who existed would 
only be a link in this endless chain of 
events in which case even the Gods are 
controlled by fate. If this is the case, then 
the God which you praise is no more 
powerful than we mortals.   
 
Lucifer: this cannot be so, for starters we 
have not proven this endless regress of 

events. Second, gods are the creators of 
fate, not vice versa.  
 
Prometheus: To answer your first 
question. Everyday life is an example of 
such endless regresses. A stone only skips 
across the water because of a force 
pushing it forward, not of its own 
volition. In a similar fashion there must be 
a body which moves us forward and the 
body which pushes us forward does so 
also for a reason which has another 
reason and so on. It’s clear that every 
choice made has a cause. Even as we 
speak, we have a reason, and that reason 
has another reason. It is the nature of the 
universe to move to disorder and in this 
sense, every amount of disorder is 
controlled by this secret order of fate. As 
the stars move apart and universes spill 
across the sky, we see that even these 
great bodies of whole galaxies are moved 
by causes and subsequently become 
effects which in turn become causes of 
new effects.  
 
Lucifer: But why, Prometheus, can it not 
be both free will and also a little 
determinism?  
 
Prometheus: Water may share 
compounds with fire, but they cannot 
cohesively exist. Determinism is a strict 
strand of cause to effect. Free will implies 
choice of action, and as I previously 
stated, those do not coexist.  
Lucifer: What is the difference between 
living under fate and not living at all? Both 
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of those options are the same. A person 
who has determined they will die is in a 
constant motion towards that end, so 
what is the true difference between living 
and dying if there is no free will? 
 
Prometheus: Is there any difference 
between the dead and the living?  
 
Lucifer: The living are in a constant state 
of decay while the dead only exist in 
memories and in ideologies, in fact if I 
were to redefine, I would suggest that the 
dead are more living than their 
counterparts.  
 
Prometheus: You get off track Lucifer. 
The truth is that a lack of free will, doesn’t 
make “living” any cheaper. There is 
nothing but thankfulness in the 
knowledge that all things will turn out the 
same way regardless of human stupidity.  
 
Lucifer: I understand that, but nonetheless 
I have trouble accepting that conclusion 
without ample evidence.  
 
Prometheus: Evidence? No tree loses its 
leaves by its choice. Nor does any man 
chose to die, that is no choice of his own 
but one of a greater entity. Likewise, it is 
evident that no man would ever choose 
hardship if he truly did have free will.  
 
Lucifer: Yes, but I would argue that the 
hardship is not dictated out of choice. It is 
evident that the hardship in your 
metaphor is not a choice but instead an 

outcome and that the choice which leads 
to hardship is not one that is always clear. 
This lays waste to your argument. 
 
Prometheus: I spoke to quickly Lucifer, 
but I shall rephrase. Let us take something 
humans cannot control, for instance, 
birth. Humans are born into the 
circumstances that were already 
predetermined. The child then become 
indoctrinated into a belief system. Once a 
child can speak, he has already lost the 
ability to choose his future. When he eats 
and sleeps is dictated by the parents. Yet 
the child still can make microscopic 
movements of his own. For instance, he 
can crawl wherever he pleases. Or can he? 
The crawling is dictated by two things, 
stamina and knowledge. A baby can only 
crawl as far as his body is able and as far as 
his mind knows. The fact is then that this 
knowledge of the world is not dictated by 
him and in fact by his parents and where 
they have taken him and how much he 
has been taught. Thus, it is the fate of all 
men to be controlled by something, 
namely knowledge.  Entities who have 
knowledge is held hostage by it. 
Knowledge is a cage from which we 
cannot escape. As long as there is 
knowledge, there is control and as long as 
there is control there cannot be 
straightforward choice, and this is the 
definition of determinism. 
Lucifer: I am sure this makes me sound 
like a lesser man, but would this not be 
subjective to each person so that 
determinism is not always the same? 
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Prometheus: Does the size of the cage 
dissuade the fact that there is a cage at all? 
 
Lucifer: The analogy that you bring up is 
a good one, but every encaged beast may 
move around his cage by his own will. 
 
Prometheus: You struggle in vain Lucifer, 
I do admire your insistence but to answer 
your question, even a caged beast moves 
by principles dictated before him. He 
moves towards food and water, when we 
remove knowledge we are left with 
biology. A caged animal is bound by his 
inherent instincts and those are not bound 
by choice and instead, by predetermined 
biology.  
 
Lucifer: Yes, you have valid points but 
nonetheless my duty is to eat you 
eternally. 
 
Judas: I know. Our break is over? 
 
Lucifer: Yes, it is. Are you prepared for 
your torment again? 
 
Brutus and Judas: Yes… 
 
Prometheus: Yes, Lucifer, you do that and 
continue to adhere to fate.  
 
Lucifer: If I could do it differently I would. 
But it is not my choice. 
 
Prometheus: Exactly, dear Lucifer, 
exactly. 
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“Half of Me” 
 

arissa  
Lewis 
 
 

 
“The Carriage held but just 

Ourselves—and Immortality.” 
 

--Emily Dickinson 
 

he road was long and winding. 
The heat from the air vents singed 
my contacts, and I was struggling 

to keep them wet. In the windshield I 

could see my dark grey eyes lapsing, so I 
blinked rapidly to will them open. My 
mother loved my eyes, the stormy grey 
with the flecks of hazel and gold. She 
called them passionate. If the eyes, as they 
say, are the windows to the soul, then I 
suppose my eyes were as fervent about 
the things they loved as I was.  

But that no longer mattered. 
I checked the GPS. Not to my 

surprise, two hours had passed without 
service.  I had no idea where I was going. 
It was just winter and me.  

The vast expanse of the snow 
glistening on the ground and piling high 
upon the leafless branches I found pretty. 
Lately, nothing seemed pretty. The cool 
white landscape was full of color in my 
imagination. I could feel the howls in the 

M 
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wind as I could feel my heartbeat in my 
chest. It was as if the ghosts of the dead 
were following me, racing me to my 
destination. It would not be long before 
he would be with me. 

He had visited me numerous 
times.  He was curious when we first met, 
when I was a child. He pulled me close 
when my mom left us. We were together 
when my father left me for a better life.  

I hummed while I drove along. A 
strain of Louie Armstrong played on the 
Sirius. 

 
I see trees of green, red roses too, 
I see them bloom for me and you, 
And I think to myself— 
 

I hit a speed bump. At least I 
thought it was one. It jarred me from my 
conversations with him.  

“You’re so close, June. So clo—” 
There are no speed bumps in the 

country, I reasoned.  
I put my car in reverse and pulled 

along the side of the barren road.  I looked 
in the rear-view and saw a rabbit on the 
road. The quivering body was relaxing, 
and I looked on vacantly as the life faded 
from it. Its wide-open eyes seemed to 
look right through me.   

My companion mumbled in my 
ear: I listened intently. Some days he was 
harder to hear than others. Today, his 
voice was clear as day.  

“How ironic,” he whispered, and I 
could feel the cold of his hand running 
down my neck. 

Another hour passed and I was 
still on my way. I was running out of gas, 
and soon enough I would be stuck. The 
road was the same as it always was. My 
mom and I used to drive this road when I 
was little. The snow was heavy, and the 
road was covered. The sun was long 
gone. I hadn’t seen the sun in a long time. 
It had been eleven years since I had seen 
the sun. Eleven years since that day, the 
same song drifting through the years on 
the radio. 

 
I see skies of blue and clouds of white, 
The bright blessed day, the dark 
sacred night, 
And I think to myself -- 

 
“Soon, June. Any moment now,” 

my companion said.  
I turned to see him next to me, 

smiling with anticipation, the way a child 
looks on Christmas morning.  

I sped up now, closer and closer to 
my destination.  The night was cold, yet 
the inside of my car felt like fire. I could 
feel the wind again, calling me by name. 

 “June. June,” the ghosts 
whispered in harmony.  

My mother's voice sounded off in 
the distance. June. I gripped the steering 
wheel.  

“June, listen to me,” she said.   
“Go to him. Let him take care of you.” 

My eyes quivered, but there were 
no tears. 

 I used to cry. I don’t cry anymore. 
Not after June of 1964.  
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I was climbing a willow tree 
outside. The branches, sturdy and thick, 
held me tight in their clutches. I sat and 
watched the birds. We sang together 
sometimes, the birds and I. I was five-
years old. My tennis shoes were thick 
with dirt and my yellow checkered 
sundress was highlighted with grass stains.  

“Mama won’t mind,” I told 
myself.  

I continued to play in the tree. 
The everyday life events around me were 
a blur. I never noticed anything, especially 
my mother. I was busy humming Louis 
Armstrong because it was my favorite 
song. I was singing it that day in the 
willow. 

 
The colors of the rainbow so pretty in 
the sky, 
Are also on the faces of people going by. 
I see friends shaking hands saying, how 
do you do? 
They're really saying I love— 
 

I screamed when I heard it. A 
bullet broke the air and the rainbow 
turned black and white. I ran inside. On 
the floor was my mother, holding a pistol 
in one hand and a picture of us in the 
other. Her thin lips were parted. Her eyes 
were fixated on something, someone. 
Waves rolled in and the earth beneath me 
cracked. The thunder followed.  

But he was always there for me. 
he took care of me like no one else could. 
“I see skies of blue….and clouds of 
white,” I would sing, and he would smile, 

We fought sometimes. He would reveal 
himself in various forms—not simply as a 
cliché in black robes, though I had seen 
him in an unguarded moment don the 
hood with the scythe. He would come to 
me as a child with his hand stretched in 
peace, as a child or as a breeze, inviting 
me to join him.   

“It’s only a place, June. I will show 
you an even better world. The birds sing 
with such beauty. You like the birds, 
June,” he would say with the innocence of 
a child.   

 Sometimes, I tried to follow. 
Sometimes, he would sit beside me at 
home in the dark. No words were spoken. 
There was no need for any.   

I deserve a better life, I 
whispered.  

He nodded. 
 
His voice was faint in the corners 

of my mind as I drove on the snow-
covered road.  

“Dance with me, June,” he said. 
For many years he had extended the 
invitation. Over the years, I denied him 
the request. Today was the day I decided 
we should dance. I hadn’t danced in quite 
some time.  

September 1, 1971.  My birthday. 
Louise, my only friend, was sitting on my 
bed. We had our legs crossed like we 
always sat, giggling as we told stories we 
had made up. We loved to dance 
together, jumping up and down to the 
imaginary songs only we could hear. 
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Today, she did not feel like dancing. Her 
smile was tight, and mine was too.  

“You don’t understand. You need 
help, and I can’t give it to you. My mom 
doesn't trust you.”  

“Louise, please.” I pleaded with 
her.  

“I’m sorry.”   
She stood up to leave and I 

grabbed her arm. I loved her, more than I 
loved anything in the world.  

“You can’t.” I was choking to 
breathe. “Please, don’t leave. I’ll be better. 
I promise.”  

She looked at me one final time. I 
stared at her dark brown eyes and her 
beautiful face. She looked down. Louise 
turned away and closed my door. I gasped 
to breathe. I was hyperventilating. The 
waves came rolling in just as before. The 
earth cracked in two and the thunder 
crashed more intensely than the past. I 
shut down. Emotions became a memory 
for me. I could not smile. 

But he smiled. He came to me 
that night. “I’ll dance with you, June. I 
have such beautiful things to show you. 
She’s here, too.” He held me. My mother 
watched from afar. I could not see her, 
but she was there. I knew it.  

After Louise, we were inseparable. 
He followed me throughout my days. 
Some days holding me close to him. Some 
says days he held my hand.  

My dad left a few years later. He 
could not understand my mother’s 
problems. He never understood mine. 
Dad and I were not close. After my 

mother’s passing, he retreated behind a 
curtain of newspapers and scotch, and one 
day he was gone.  

He was a rational man.  It was a 
rational decision.  I do not know where he 
went. Not a hair could verify that he had 
ever lived there. I went from lonely to 
completely alone.  

It was the one thing he and I 
shared.  

The only thing we share, June! 
I started driving faster and faster. I 

was intrepid and shaking with excitement. 
 Faster.  
My contacts were dry again.  
So close.  
The engine roaring with life.  
Faster, June.  
The long stretch of road was far 

behind me. I was headed for the woods. 
There wasn’t a person in sight, but I could 
feel the presence of a million souls.  

Faster.  
The ghosts raced me. They were 

beside me, behind me, below me. They 
were never in front of me.  

Faster.  
The wind whipped and the trees 

shook. The thunder roared. It crashed 
into me with brute force.  The waves 
rolled in and the earth cracked in half. My 
car slid in one tree and then another, then 
another. The car screeched to a halt.  

The ghosts were screaming. 
Shattered glass struck my face as I lurched 
forward.  
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Newton’s law. 7th grade science 
class. I hated that class. Come to think of 
it, what didn’t I hate?  

He demanded a response.  
“Me, June. You’ve never hated 

me.”  
Right.  
Then there was silence.  
The waves slinked back, and the 

earth was quiet. The thunder subsided. 
Pain rushed into my torso, wrapping 
around my burning chest and broken ribs. 
He held me tight now, so tight I could 
hardly breathe. My hands reached out to 
his. My fingers slipped through his hands.  
I wasn’t startled.  

Don’t be afraid, June.   
A warmth washed over me. He 

cleaned my cuts, and I relaxed in the calm 
of a beautiful future.  

“What a time to be alive!” he 
said.  

I smiled and whispered, 
 

 I hear babies cry, I watch them grow, 
They'll learn much more than I'll ever 
know, 
And I think to myself --  

  
My eyelids were heavy. He drew 

me in now, holding me in his clutches. He 
gazed at me, and I at him. He danced, just 
like he did with my mom and with the 
rabbit, and now it was my turn. He took 
my hand. We danced through the trees, 
through the kitchen where it all began, 
through a wasteland of empty scotch 
glasses friendless birthday parties, until at 

last he dipped me into my mother’s grave. 
There he laid me beside her. She looked 
at me with a smile on her lips and on her 
heart.  

“I missed you, Love.”  
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“Familiar Green” 
 

ibby  
Keller 

 
 

 
“It is a curious thing, the death of a loved one. 
We all know that our time is limited, and that 
eventually all of us will end up underneath 
some sheet, never to wake up. And yet it is 
always a surprise when it happens to someone 
we know.” 

 
Horseradish Quotes, Lemony Snicket 

 
e all have been exposed to 
death. It is not a foreign 
concept of which we have no 

knowledge or understanding. As children, 
we hear about death. We accept it; 
however, when it happens to someone 

close, we have difficulty fathoming the 
permanence of death. We begin to 
question our own lives as we comb our 
psyche for answers. It consumes us until 
we pass our grieving while unknowingly 
awaiting the next victim. I, too, did not 
know one so close to me would be a 
victim in the hands of Death. I pushed the 
idea aside and insisted I still had time 
because no one loses their best friend at 
the age of nine. 

As the sun tried to break through 
the barrier of the morning fog, a crisp 
condensation blanketed my family’s car. I 
peered out the window to watch the 
passing scenes of the neighborhood. 
Blurred visions of nature passed and 
greeted us as they began to wake. Today 
my family and I would venture out for 
our weekly grocery run. As Dad sat 
behind the wheel, trying to find a radio 
station playing his style of music, I would 
stare at the window as houses, cars, and 
people moved past my eyes in a blur. The 

L 
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patterns of these unknown shapes 
mimicked the past few months. Nothing 
was in focus. Nothing was clear.  

On the way home, my focus 
suddenly shifted. My eyes fell upon a lone 
automobile parked on the side of the 
road.  A two-passenger vehicle resting 
upon a cracked and broken piece of 
blacktop. Suddenly, the sun rays broke 
through the fog and kissed the car's pastel 
shade of paint. The car’s color reflected 
upon me. The color of green gently 
hugged my body and covered me in its 
warmth. I squinted past the bright 
reflection, only to see a small, innocent 
child standing next to the car trying to 
open the passenger door.  Small droplets 
of rain began to fall on my window as I 
watched the child look up to the sky. 
Then, the whirlwind of green was gone.  

As we pulled into the driveway, I 
continued to see the car, but it was 
quickly fading from memory. I shook it 
out of my head as I looked out to see my 
mother standing on the front porch.  My 
mother’s green shirt radiated off her light 
skin. As always, my mother was there to 
help.  

 The significant height difference 
between my parents was apparent. He 
towered over her like a titan. Mom was 
like Jack from Jack and the Beanstalk. He 
would look down from on high only to 
see my mother's smile. The smile she 
carried, even as she struggled with the 
cans of Campbell soup, while trying to 
reach the top shelf. She huffed as she 
stretched her arm, reaching as far as she 

could, standing on the tips of her toes. 
Eventually, she succumbed and asked my 
father for help.  

As days, weeks, and months 
passed, I stared at the car every time our 
family ventured out.  It sat in the same 
spot, showing no signs of wear. One day, I 
noticed a change. A slight appearance of 
dirt crept up the tires. Fallen leaves were 
strewn across the hood, hiding the vibrant 
green paint. Droplets of rain rolled down 
the car, leaving traces of water that 
looked like tears. It seemed as if Mother 
Nature cast her fury upon this lone 
vehicle.  

Returning from another grocery 
run, my mother stumbled out of her 
bedroom to the front porch and insisted 
she could help. Her nurse pleaded 
otherwise. My mother’s green shirt was 
now stained from her constant vomiting. 
She grabbed the lightest bag and shuffled 
over to the cabinets. Instead of stretching 
out her arm, she just stared. She stared at 
the shelf and the box of cereal in her hand. 
I peered closer and noticed two streams of 
water pouring from her eyes. I felt a tug 
on my arm and followed my brother and 
sister out of the kitchen.  

“I thought this was supposed to 
make her better,” I said. 

“It is, but the chemo is going to 
make her really sick before she’s healthy 
again,” my older brother replied as he 
glanced towards my sister. 

“Do you think she’ll be okay?” I 
asked. I received blank looks from my 
siblings, who were both too fearful to 
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admit the truth. Fear and trepidation 
roamed throughout our home sometimes 
creeping into our hearts and minds. It 
lingered until the day she passed. 

 As I stood next to my mother’s 
body, eaten inside and out by cancer, I 
began to ponder and marvel at the love I 
had for her. It wasn’t supposed to happen 
like this.  

I was only nine. I wasn’t ready to 
lose my best friend.  

Driving home from her burial, I 
looked for the car occupying its usual 
place on the street. The car that once used 
to live on the patch of cracked blacktop 
was gone. I refused to believe it.  

Just look once more.   
As we neared its home, I placed 

my headphones over my ears.  John 
Lennon’s voice broke the silence: “Close 
your eyes. Have no fear. The monster’s 
gone. He’s on the run”. I squinted. The 
car appeared. The familiar green had 
quickly, for a moment, brought me back 
to my best friend.  

As timed passed and days turned 
into years, the car was my green 
reassurance in dark times. The car’s 
warmth showed me a possible future 
where I would succeed. I could no longer 
imagine my future with my mother, and I 
began to accept these terms.  

Seven years later, I still wonder 
what might have been if she never left. 
Every weekend, my father and I continue 
our shopping ventures to the grocery 
store.  However, this time I’m the one 
who is driving. I purposefully slow down 

when I pass the green car still parked on 
its home. Now, I decide how long I will 
rest in the green reflection. My comfort. 
My nostalgia. My mother. I let John 
Lennon’s voice fill the car with words I 
heard on the day of her passing. “Every 
day in every way, It's getting better and 
better”. The moment I pass the car, I can’t 
help but allow the smile on my face to 
grow. I don’t stop it; I let the pure bliss 
take over and remind me of her. I allow 
myself to not feel guilty for moving on 
because I’ll always see her as I pass my 
familiar green. 
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 “My Virginity is a Piece 
of Cake, and You Can 
Eat It” 
 

ollie 
Keller 
 

 
 lost faith in Christianity the same 
night I lost any cravings for cake. I sat 
underneath a white tarp at an all-girls 

church retreat.  Bulbs were strewn all 
over the black bars giving the illusion of 
purity.  It was midnight.  

Exhaustion played across the faces 
of the young girls as the rain echoed off 
the gray exterior of the tarp. Icy rain 
water poured between the overlapping 
corners. Thick odors of wet wood wafted 
quietly beneath the tent while we waited 
patiently for the leader to arrive. A fuzzy 
moth, pink and yellow, dozed on the tarp, 
offering me some company.  There were 
fifty-some girls in attendance, but none of 
them sat with me.  

There were murmurs of the ritual 
for that night; some called it the virginity 
talk, others the purity talk, and some 
didn’t dare to speak of it at all. While the 
boys from the previous retreat got to 
hunt, fish, and traverse the woods, we had 
to cook, clean, and suffer through "the 
talk".  

The leader entered bearing a cake. 
Her hair was slicked back in a wet 
ponytail, a saccharin smile painted 
beneath her nose. The leader was 
winsomely breathless was deceiving; she 
seemed to breathe forth wisdom and 
knowledge, but the cloying scent of 
manipulation and shame filled the air.  

The cake of choice was a sickly-H 
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sweet vanilla whose resplendent icing 
battled the lightbulbs above for 
dominance. The cake represented 
virginity, purity, and all holy things.  

We were innocent.  
The cake embodied each of us, 

served on a fancy platter for the world to 
observe and taste, a feast for cake-lovers 
and binge-eaters alike. 

The leader began speaking about 
her first love, a young boy. She dipped a 
finger into the untouched icing, swirled 
the slender digit, lifting it upwards and 
scooping out a sliver of icing. The leader’s 
finger dove into her gaping mouth. She 
began to mutter platitudes about their 
relationship as teenagers, with 
exclamations dotting her purity and 
innocence. Calculated tears slid down her 
cheeks, mixing with the sweet icing that 
encrusted her lips. My throat constricted 
as I watched her take a sliver of cake from 
the pan and shove it toward her maw.  

“I believed I was in love when I 
was a teenager,” she told us, “So I gave 
him my virginity.”  

She tore into the cake and threw a 
sizable chunk across the room. It landed 
on my bench with a wet smack, waking 
the moth and startling me. 

The leader’s hands ripped at the 
virginity cake. A profusion of tears oozed 
from her black eyes.  Fistful after fistful 
was flung, each piece meant to make us 
feel just as dirty and ashamed of ourselves 
as the leader was of herself. The leader 
sobbed until a deafening silence took over 
the room. 

A young girl tugging on her 
pigtails cried out to Jesus, “Please don’t 
send me to hell, please Lord!”  

Last year, she had been raped by 
her father.  

Another girl rocking back and 
forth nervously screamed toward the 
heavens, “Forgive me for my sins, I’ll do 
anything!”  

This girl, we all knew, had been 
groomed by her uncle.  

A swarm of cries echoed into the 
night as the leader wept with them. The 
others leapt from their seats and joined 
them, and together their tears spilled onto 
each other like in the movie Midsommar. 
Disheveled faces and tousled hair took the 
pain from the two girls and claimed it as 
their own. They didn’t tell the girls that it 
wasn’t their fault; instead, they reinforced 
that they were going to hell. In the 
maelstrom, the leader threw the rest of 
the cake at them as they wailed.   

A volcano of emotion tremored 
inside me. Nothing was left of the cake 
but the empty silver pan. The leader 
roamed the tent picking up clumps of 
cake and attempted half-heartedly to 
cobble the cake back together. What once 
outshone the lights above us was now 
stained brown and green, cut through 
with streaks of grass and dirt. Some black 
ants were already deviling away the spoils 
to a destination that was unclear, but the 
leader’s message was very clear: virginity 
and purity were a woman's responsibility, 
not a man’s.   
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The cake was now little more 
than a sugary anthill slumped in the 
center of the pan. The leader’s face 
swelled with pride. She had given the 
young girls knowledge of the Lord’s 
gospel.  

An almost angelic exclamation 
passed the lips of the leader, “Bless the 
Lord, oh my soul!”  

In an instant, all hands under the 
tarp shot into the humid night air.  The 
girls’ voices clashed together as they 
recited the words of 10,000 Reasons like 
an incantation. Their voices paralyzed my 
shivering body, and anxiety clawed at my 
throat.  

A girl whipped her head back 
towards me and tugged at my shoulders 
to get me to stand. I tried to smile at her 
but couldn’t. I wished for nothing less 
than to be dead. The dreary hymn blurred 
into an amorphous pile of vanilla batter 
and was flung far from my consciousness 
in sodden pieces. Eventually, the 
confection turned to mush, and the sweet 
breath of my soul floated off in the air.   

I don’t eat cake anymore.  
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 “A Jung Mind” 
 

ario  
Grugan 
 
  

 
ow often do we really look at 
our lives and try to disarm the 
sentinels that guard our secrets? 

How many of us truly wrestle with our 
consciousness and understanding? In 
every one of us lives a spark which burns 
for eternity, and it yearns for an 
understanding of the universe. In his 
career as a psychologist, Carl Jung has 
struggled with ideas like these. As the 

first-ever Nobel Prize Laureate of 
Psychology, Carl Jung exhibits insight, 
consciousness, and, above all, pure 
genius.  
 Insight is the ability to look deeply 
into the nature of things. No one has been 
able to do that the way Carl Jung has. 
While a lot of Freudian conjecture has 
been understood and disproven, Jungian 
psychology has not fully and completely 
understood yet. This is the nature of Jung, 
he was so insightful that we, people of the 
future, have not quite caught up yet. Carl 
Jung has been a founding member of the 
psychoanalytic community. He has 
influenced intellects, such as Freud, Piaget 
and Jordan Peterson, with his incredible 
depth of wisdom and understanding of 
the world. A few of his most insightful 
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theories include, the self, 
circumambulation and consciousness. A 
lot of Jung’s work has been mistaken as 
metaphysical or unanswerable, when in 
fact most of it is so advanced and 
profound that it simply cannot be 
understood by those who are not as 
insightful. Jung has a way of writing 
complex ideas in ways that are 
understandable to read. While the ideas 
remain complex one can begin to 
understand them without having to 
wrestle with the actual writing, like with 
Hegel. Jung’s mind is incredibly complex 
and unmistakably insightful, it is fair to 
say that those who do not agree with that 
assertion are narrow minded themselves. 
As Jung says, “Your visions will become 
clear only when you can look into your 
own heart. Who looks outside, dreams; 
who looks inside, awakes,”(Jung, n/a.) 
Jung has undoubtedly clear vision. 
 “One does not become 
enlightened by imagining figures of light, 
but by making the darkness conscious.” 
(Jung, n/a) Jung commented about 
consciousness and existence. They ring 
true to this day, his elegant way of stating 
The Profound is profound in its own 
right. We still don't know what it means 
to be conscious, but Jung has made some 
pioneering strides towards understanding 
it. He has been a part of the first groups in 
history to state that we require a dark side 
to be whole as he states, “How can I be 
substantial if I do not cast a shadow, I 
must have a dark side also if I am to be 
whole,” (Jung, n/a.) While we have 

always had a certain understanding for the 
animal inside of everyone, Jung has been a 
pioneer in the field of understanding it 
and integrating it. While Jung and 
Freudian models of the psyche differ, 
Jung’s has endured over the erosion of 
time. Consciousness is a slippery topic, to 
say the least but Jung has not just 
grappled with it but instead has 
revolutionized the way we look at the 
world and interpret it. Who else could be 
considered for this award other than the 
most conscious and brilliant man to have 
existed since Neitzsche. Freud has, for too 
long, been remembered and held in high 
esteem, it is time for the true genius to get 
recognition. He has been left in the 
shadows of his contemporaries when in 
fact he is a pioneer of the unknown 
himself. Jung has been responsible for 
such fields as “analytical psychology.” His 
efforts have influenced the Myers Briggs 
tests which remains in use today.  Jung is 
a tree that grows to heaven because he is 
unstoppable in his field and in his 
consciousness. As Jung himself says 
though, “A tree which grows to heaven, it 
is said, must have roots which reach to 
hell.”  
 As Arthur Shoppenhaurer said, 
“Brilliance hits a target no one else can 
hit, genius hits a target no one else can 
see.” Jung’s work has been so incredibly 
insightful and elegant that it is hard to 
deny genius much less brilliance. This 
final reason is perhaps the most important 
characteristic of Carl Jung. He may not be 
a household name like Freud but Jung’s 
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genius is not diminished by this. It is 
certain that his genius and existential ideas 
have been vastly overshadowed by 
Freuds, not because they are worse, but 
because they are so ahead of their time 
that few people have the will to 
understand them. Even when 
overshadowed, Jung’s genius outrivals 
anyone else by miles. Sure, Freud was 
brilliant, even insightful, but he was no 
genius. Pure genius is like diamond 
because it is indestructible and can 
withstand any onslaught and for the most 
part Jung’s ideas remain firm whereas his 
counterparts have not. If this is any 
evidence of genius, then Jung most 
certainly holds the title. His books are 
filled with self-reflection, self-
understanding and something which 
Freud could never replicate, optimism. It 
is difficult to find positive sides to the 
human psyche and while this is not lost 
on Jung, he finds a beautiful way to spin 
ideas, which Freud completely obliterates 
with his own ego and problems. Jung 
steps back from his own mind and 
understands the collective unconscious of 
everyone. He steps away from his ego, his 
pride and his own problems and solves 
issues which no one, especially Freud, 
could ever solve. This ability of the mind 
which Jung possesses is why his genius is 
pure as diamond and as beautiful as the 
ocean's breeze because it can't be seen but 
it can be felt. When we talk about genius 
Jung is the person to think of. Beyond his 
mind, Jung has led an interesting life, and 
contributed to the world in more ways 

than just his writing. He was a full-time 
therapist and when he wasn’t writing, he 
was helping people in difficult situations.  
 Jung, over his life, has contributed 
hugely to society. His ideas and work are 
among the top in the psychological 
community and in the philosophical 
community. He has contributed too 
much to society to not be recognized. 
This is why today we honor this man who 
has transcended what it means to be 
human. Carl Jung has gone beyond, 
insight, beyond consciousness and above 
all, beyond genius. This is why he has 
received the Nobel Prize’s initial Laureate 
in Psychology. It is a title well-earned and 
well-deserved. In his own words, “The 
most terrifying thing is to accept oneself 
completely.” Carl Jung most certainly has 
done so, and for this reason he is brilliant.  
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“Literary Icon:  
Donna L. Tartt” 
 

va  
Toth 

 
hat makes Donna Tartt the 
New York Times “Author of 
the Year?” Does her writing 

inspire the masses? Are her topics 
appealing to modern readers and older 
generations alike? How about all three. As 
a previous member of “Time Magazine’s 
100 Most Influential People,” Donna has 
already built a name for herself in the 
literary industry.  Her reputation was yet 
furthered this past year when her best-
selling (and Pulitzer Prize winning) novel, 
The Goldfinch was converted into a 

successful film adaptation. Ultimately , the 
root of the elusive author's success lies in 
her ability to create a modern novel that 
reads like a classic . All three of her books 
feature action and mystery that you can’t 
put down , while at the same time include 
a vocabulary to rival Dickens’s Great 
Expectations .  

It’s no wonder Donna Tartt pulls 
in readers of all ages with this genius 
writing strategy. Her topics are attractive 
and exciting. Her topics make your palms 
sweat and your brain work overtime. If 
readers are a fan of novels that stay in 
your head hours after being finished and 
make your blood race, then Donna Tartt 
is certainly the author to read this year. 
From the opening words of each novel , 
Donna Tartt enthralls her readers. They 
pick up one of her books to discover not 
only a great story, but new questions to 
spend hours pondering over. In her first 
piece, The Secret History, Tartt gained 
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fame by making writing that really stuck 
in people’s heads. The book followed a 
group of college students as they 
performed not one but two murders. It 
explored how they each handled the 
situation with varying levels of calmness. 
Tartt was able to create the characters in 
such a unique way where they were 
morally grey instead of the classic good or 
evil. Her style here is a perfect example of 
her way of hooking her audience on this 
interesting new genre of book. They want 
to know how the characters can be so 
capable of murder. They want to know 
why some of those characters feel excited 
by the murder. “It is (the strangeness 
compounds) a murder mystery in which 
the two killings take place offstage, and in 
which the only mystery is why —the 
who, what, when, where, and how all 
being known virtually from the word go” 
( Kaplan , James). What people love most 
about Donna Tartt is the way she puts 
those questions in your head for long after 
you set down the story. From The Little 
Friend to The Goldfinch, Tartt’s books 
are widely considered “ modern classics. ” 
This distinctive way of writing sets her 
apart from other mystery genre authors. 

There is something so satisfying 
about the way her books read so 
smoothly yet challenges the reader with 
advanced words and references. In this 
way , Tartt’s novels could make anyone 
feel as sophisticated as one of her college-
bound characters. “It is a huge, 
mesmerizing, galloping read, pleasurably 
devoured in a few evenings: a book 

which, unlike the vast preponderance of 
page-turners—or, for that matter, the vast 
preponderance of first novels—is 
gorgeously written, relentlessly erudite, 
and persistently (and quite 
anachronistically) high-minded” (Kaplan, 
James).  

Why read a random, tacky 
mystery story and when you can choose 
one of Donna’s and gain exposure to all 
the small gems of information she has 
hidden among her writing. In The 
Goldfinch, readers learn a bit of art 
history and about the three featured cities 
as they page through her most famous 
book to date. This novel in particular has 
been talked about as “a breath of fresh 
air” and was 755 pages of Tartt’s writing 
genius. She uses her amazing vocabulary 
to describe scenes in New York City, Las 
Vegas, and Amsterdam. The way she 
writes them makes you feel as if you were 
there in person, walking through a 
depressed and dry casino town or 
watching yellow cabs fly past you. Her 
immense amount of detail and way of 
creating deep stories like The Goldfinch is 
what makes Donna Tartt one the greatest 
novelists of her generation. Over the past 
30 years , Tartt has received not one but 
seven awards for her work as an author 
and two to her person. They range all the 
way from Vanity Fair’s international best 
dressed list to the “ Andrew Carnegie 
Medal for Excellence for Fiction.” These 
countless awards paired with an estimated 
net worth of 1 million leave little room 
for doubt that she has become extremely 
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successful. Donna Tartt is no struggling 
artist. Her success traces back to the end 
of college when multiple professors spoke 
of her talent and she began to work 
towards the goal of being a published 
novelist. “Urban accepted Tartt as an 
unsigned client; two years later, with the 
completed (866-page) manuscript in hand, 
Urban was able to whip up a bidding 
frenzy among several publishing houses. 
The winner, Knopf, paid $450,000 for the 
book (which it made back almost 
immediately, and then again, in foreign 
sales)” ( Kaplan , James). This quote, 
“bidding frenzy” accurately depicts how 
her writing was thirsted for even before 
fame. Although her name boasts of 
thousands of dollars and a rich reclusive 
lifestyle, Donna Tartt claims to have 
never been about money. She compares 
herself to “Huck Finn” and says that her 
earnings haven’t changed her life one bit. 
“ I wrote this for fun, not for money," she 
says. "I'll never write a book for money, 
and with this I'll never have to. That's a 
wonderful feeling” ( Donna Tartt Shrine: 
About: Money). Wonderful feeling 
indeed.  

Donna makes up one of a small 
percentage of successful novelists in the 
modern day and age. Nestled in the rural 
wilderness of Vermont lies a small liberal 
arts school called Bennington College. It’s 
alumni includes but is not limited to Bret 
Easton Ellis (author of Rules of Attraction 
), actor Peter Dinklage, and of course our 
“Author of the Year,” Donna Tartt. 
Bennington might just be the root of all 

the writer’s inspiration. Hampden 
College, featured in The Secret History, is 
a illusion to Bennington and in turn-
Tartt’s college friend group. She’s not 
only an author but also a scholar once 
praised by her professors and peers. 
Countless faculty and students didn't just 
admire her work, but also the way she 
presented herself and her maturity at such 
a young age. She sets a great example for 
the youth of America about how hard 
work and sticking to your goals pays off. 
Donna Tartt wanted to market on her 
talents as a writer so she did. She went to 
college and took the advice of successful 
people so that she could get where she is 
now. Her goal driven lifestyle and way of 
making her passion a career is an 
inspiration to all.    
     Our “Author of the Year” Donna Tartt 
is a must read in 2020 . Use your empty 
hours at home to dive into one of her 
novels and expand your vocabulary and 
imagination. Her modern classic way of 
writing will amaze you and leave you 
pondering over the wild actions of her 
characters. And if reading isn’t your thing, 
try her brand new movie adaptation of 
bestseller, The Goldfinch . After plunging 
into the world of Donna Tartt readers will 
see how her hard earned success came to 
be and be left thirsting for more. If there’s 
one thing we can say for certain, it’s that 
Donna Tartt does not disappoint.  
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“A Brave, Ambitious Read” 
 

va  
Toth 
 
 

 
ldous Huxley’s futuristic novel 
Brave New World tells the dual 
stories of Bernard Marx and the 

Savage John. The two exist on complete 
opposite sides of their world--Marx in a 
utopian society where things have 
reached a level of perfection that leaches 
emotion and purpose out of its citizens’ 
lives,  John in a slightly more recognizable 
savage reservation, where he leads a 
Native American style life. When Bernard 
takes a trip with the ostentatious Lenina 
Crowne to John’s savage reservation, 
their paths cross. It’s revealed that John’s 
mother is from the World State in 
London and was lost during a similar trip 
to the reservation. In her many years 
spent there, she had become wasted away 
and given birth to the director’s (a very 
important echelon of the caste system) 
son. Lenina and Bernard waste no time 

taking John and his mother back to 
London; into the glaring public eye. John 
encounters shock after shock in their high 
tech city. And from his introduction on, 
things start to go drastically downhill. 
Teen readers would benefit immensely 
from reading this novel. It provides 
insight into mature topics such as a caste 
system, the drug-like soma, and artificial 
wombs. Some of these topics even have 
troubling connections to us today. In 
Brave New World’s caste system, those 
that perform more blue-collar jobs make 
up the lowest level. Now, in the 21st 
century, many look down on blue collar 
jobs as well.  Author Aldous Huxley uses 
figurative style, satirical tone, and relevant 
conflicts to educate and entertain readers.  

The novel is both exciting and 
flush with useful information if you can 
interpret the writing correctly. I’d 
recommend it to any high schooler that 
wants a challenging read and to learn 
more about what the future could 
possibly look like. Throughout the story, 
Huxley uses figurative style to help his 
novel have deeper imagery and meaning. 
Almost everything written about or 
described has a deeper meaning. For 
example, the World State constantly 
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describes themselves as civilized and the 
savage reservations as the opposite of 
civilized. Yet this is ironic because neither 
society is civilized. In order for something 
to fit that definition it must be advanced 
in social and moral development. The 
reservation is obviously not civilized, but 
the World State doesn't quite seem this 
way either. The adults are very child-like 
and depend on soma to stay content. 
Their morals are very twisted and revolve 
mostly around sex drugs, and social 
interaction. “Glum, Marx, glum.” The 
clap on the shoulder made him start, look 
up. It was that brute Henry Foster. “What 
you need is a gramme of soma” ( Huxley 
37). It seems the solution to all their 
problems continues to be the drug soma. 
Feeling sad? Take some soma. Bored or 
angry? Soma! Aldous Huxley also uses a 
surplus of animal imagery to give the 
humans of Brave New World barbaric 
personas. “A group stood clustered at the 
foot of her bed, staring with the 
frightened and stupid curiosity of animals 
suddenly confronted by the unknown” ( 
Huxley 137). The author calls the humans 
“animals,” once again implying that their 
society really isn’t civilized after all. These 
people are herding around John’s mother 
as if they are vultures, hoping to catch a 
glimpse of her elusive “savagery.” In no 
way is this group of people developed 
socially and morally if they are treating a 
person so oddly. If readers dig beneath the 
shallow surface of Huxley’s figurative 
meaning they’ll find the novel’s true,   

deeper meaning: a critique on what our 
future could very well look like.  

Brave New World uses a satirical 
tone to show the extremes of ideas and 
real practices in society. Some things 
discussed in the novel occur today, only 
on a smaller scale. The perfect example of 
this is the World State’s caste system, 
where hands-on, or more physical jobs are 
given to the lower levels of the system. At 
the top, Alpha +, we have CEOs, 
directors, and more white-collar or 
erudite occupations. It’s easy to see how 
this is a mutation of the blue collar vs. 
white collar job system we seem to have 
in the 21st century. Those that work blue 
collar jobs are looked down upon, despite 
the jobs being truly essential to life and 
the economy. The caste system of Brave 
New World is automatically familiar 
because of this prejudice. “Oh no, I don’t 
want to play with Delta children. And 
Epsilons are still worse. They’re too 
stupid to be able to read or write. Besides 
they wear black, which is such a beastly 
colour. I’m so glad I’m a Beta” ( Huxley 
20). In fact, the Epsilons (lowest level of 
the caste system) aren’t even taught to 
read or write! Aldous Huxley paints this 
all in a very cynical fashion, making it 
obvious to readers how odd this society is. 
He is writing a mockery of the very real 
discrimination our country (and others) 
places on occupation level. If I had to 
hazard a guess, I'd say our author believes 
all jobs are important in the grand scheme 
of things. Another aspect of life Huxley 
analyzes is the need for perfection. 
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Governments constantly strive for 
perfection in their country. In Brave New 
World , we see how that perfection 
impacts the quality of life. Citizens in the 
World State may live their whole lives as 
a beautiful, young looking individual, but 
consequently their lives are drastically 
shortened. In the novel it seems most 
only live until their 60s. “That’s because 
we don’t allow them to be like that. We 
preserve them from diseases. We keep 
their internal secretions artificially 
balanced at a youthful equilibrium. We 
don’t permit their magnesium-calcium 
ratio to fall below what it was at thirty. 
We give them transfusion of young blood. 
We keep their metabolism permanently 
stimulated. So, of course, they don’t look 
like that. Partly,” he added, “because most 
of them die long before they reach this old 
creature’s age. Youth almost unimpaired 
till sixty, and then, crack! the end” 
(Huxley 75).  We also are shown how 
most people aren't satisfied with their 
lifestyle. Bernard Marx is given a great job 
and high caste, but he wishes for love 
with one partner and a bigger range of 
emotions. His friend Hemholtz Watson 
wishes for inspiration for his writing. He 
believes that he cannot find that in their 
society. In 2021, our phones have a similar 
effect to soma. They cause us instant 
gratification and happiness but cancel out 
real experiences. You may be having a 
good time scrolling through social media, 
but next thing you know it's been 3 hours 
and your time wasted. Aldous Huxley is 
using satire to show us what can become 

of governments that strive for perfection; 
ones that place prejudice on blue collar 
workers. Next thing you know, America 
will have a caste system and force us to 
take soma!  

The satirical tone of Brave New 
World ties in nicely with its surplus of 
relevant conflicts. In fact, readers could 
interpret the purpose of the book to be 
analyzing these conflicts. Huxley certainly 
knows what he’s doing as he writes 
paragraph after paragraph about 
discrimination towards tribal people, 
prescription drugs, little to no freedom of 
speech, and artificial wombs. Perhaps the 
most concerning of all the conflicts is the 
lack of freedom of speech the citizens 
seem to have. When our bolder 
characters act unlike their caste or speak 
about being unhappy in the World State, 
those around them seem uncomfortable. 
The director even goes so far as to exile 
Bernard Marx for simply acting “odd.” 
Marx wants to only have one partner 
instead of multiple and finds the savage 
reservation interesting; this is the 
behavior his superiors consider odd. His 
character is the closest we get to the 
personality of most people in 2020. “And I 
should like to take this opportunity, Mr. 
Marx, of saying that I’m not at all pleased 
with the reports I receive of your 
behaviour outside working hours. You 
may say that this is not my business. But it 
is. I have the good name of the Centre to 
think of. My workers must be above 
suspicion, particularly those of the highest 
castes… If ever I hear again of any lapse 
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from a proper standard of infantile 
decorum, I shall ask for your transfer to a 
Sub-Centre-preferably to Iceland'' ( 
Huxley 66). It’s easy to see how Marx isn’t 
even free to do what he pleases outside of 
work. He is essentially a slave to the 
system. Shortly after this conversation, 
Bernard departs to the savage reservation 
in New Mexico, a group of tribal people 
living in a style similar to Native 
Americans before white settlement. 
Bernard doesn't seem to be too put off by 
the intense lifestyle, but his companions 
are revolted. They have no appreciation 
for the reservation’s culture and act 
downright racist. Lenina talks about how 
the savage look disgusting and she is rude 
towards them. Even more concerning, the 
whole reservation is wrapped in an 
electric fence; it’s as if the savages aren’t 
even human. It’s clear than some of the 
discrimination is enforced on citizens of 
the World State from birth. “Lenina was 
left to face the horrors of Malpais unaided. 
They came crowding in on her thick and 
fast. The spectacle of two young women 
giving breast to their babies made her 
blush and turn away her face. She had 
never seen anything so indecent in her 
life. And what made it worse was that, 
instead of tactfully ignoring it, Bernard 
proceeded to make open comments on 
this revoltingly viviparous scene” (Huxley 
75). All of these conflicts reflect on 
modern-day society. The issues Huxley 
predicted for the future in his novel do 
indeed exist. 

Brave New World by Aldous 
Huxley is the perfect read for anyone with 
high intellect and an open mind. Readers 
should be prepared for intense writing on 
intense topics. Although that can be 
daunting at first thought, it’s not hard to 
push past those sections to the deeper 
meaning of Huxley’s writing. He perfectly 
discusses his ideas with the use of relevant 
conflicts, figurative style, and satirical 
tone . His figurative style is very graceful 
as he tells a story full of imagery and 
ironic moments. The novel’s satirical tone 
and relevant conflicts aid with that style, 
drawing seriousness into otherwise “odd” 
writing. Perhaps the most important 
lesson to take from Brave New World , is 
that no society can be absolutely perfect 
and with attempt at perfection comes a 
cost. In the Word State no one is really 
happy or living a meaningful life. I’d 
recommend the novel to anyone willing 
to take on these topics. 
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 “I’m A Mother****ing 
Woman” 
 

laire  
Fisher  
 

  
s Shirley Chisolm once argued, 
the emotional, sexual, and 
psychological stereotyping of 

females begins when the doctor says, 'It's 
a girl'” (Chisolm 1). Since the beginning of 
time, women have been treated as if they 
were beneath men and cannot possibly 
live up to the “expectations.” Without fail, 
the female gender is perpetually thrown 

under the bus for man’s advantage. 
Exhibit A: anytime a woman tries to do 
something with a man around they are 
told that “You really should let the men 
handle that” or “You are not strong 
enough- let me do it.” Any woman who 
has ever had to hear those words knows 
the growing feeling of determination that 
hits as soon as a man opens his mouth. 
There is a cold rage that fills the heart and 
sets the jaw- ready to take on anything 
because it is amazing what one must do to 
get ahead in a man’s world. Men think 
they are so good and so nice and amazing 
for being above everybody else when the 
reality is that they are just as broken as the 
rest of the world. There is nothing but a 
thin hair separating the two genders and 
that hair can be brushed aside with a 
simple whisper of wind. From dress codes 
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and the societal standards to differences in 
ethnicities to the entire history of women, 
there is ceaseless evidence that proves 
women to be just as capable as men.  
 Dress codes: the name itself 
invokes the chills. The first ever dress 
code laws were created in 1969 after a 
group of high school students wore black 
armbands as a protest the Vietnam War 
(School Dress Codes). Since then, schools 
have done nothing but increased the 
severity of dress codes. Not only do dress 
codes limit the articles students can wear, 
but they also are sexist and teach girls that 
their bodies are just objects or toys that 
get to be thrown around by the male 
population. They teach girls to hide their 
bodies because it is “their fault” and “boys 
cannot help themselves.” Around 2017-
2018, a 15-year-old girl, Izzy Labbe, wrote 
a blog/essay called “Ugh, Dress Codes!” 
and perfectly captured the experience of 
every single middle and high school 
female. When Izzy was in middle school, 
she noticed the growing problems with 
the dress code. With a friend, Izzy formed 
their school’s first Feminist Club; their 
club was created to address these issues, 
which they did by challenging the dress 
code for shorts and spaghetti straps. The 
girls tried being reasonable and talking 
with their school board, but when that 
failed, they subtly placed posters all over 
the school with the words: “Instead of 
publicly shaming girls for wearing shorts 
on an 80-degree day, you should teach 
teachers and male students to not overly 
sexualize a normal body part to the point 

where they apparently can’t function in 
daily life” (Brown). For starters, it should 
not even have to be a thing for a middle 
schooler to have to challenge the rules- 
especially not when it comes to what they 
are wearing. The fact that these two girls 
tried talking to their administration rather 
than immediately taking stronger action 
and they would not listen is despicable. 
They were in middle school and they 
were better at handling tough situations 
than their completely adult 
administrators.  
 When girls are moved to push 
back against these issues, all they are 
asking is to be heard. They do not want to 
make a show out of it and they do not 
want drama. They want everyone to be 
aware and to think about how they (the 
girls) are feeling. That is all it is. It is a 
simple plea for consideration. “Protests 
against dress codes get to the very heart of 
what it means to be an adolescent 
girl…Dress codes are a stand-in for all the 
ways girls feel objectified, sexualized, 
unheard, treated as a second-class citizen 
by adults in authority…” (Brown). When 
girls get up in the morning and they have 
to get ready for school, they are only 
thinking about getting through the day, 
not whether or not their outfit is 
distracting or “too revealing.” Take the 
spaghetti strap rule, for example. This rule 
is one of the biggest things that girls get 
coded on because God forbid women 
have shoulders. How dare they show off 
something that everyone has? How dare 
they wear them to distract the boys? NO. 
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Teachers and adults do not understand 
that girls are not wearing these things to 
keep the males away from their 
homework; they are wearing them 
because they want to, because it is hot 
out, or simply because it was what they 
had available.  
 Another issue with dress codes is 
the punishment that students receive (or 
that students even get punished at all). 
“Recent headlines in the popular press 
highlight stories of girls and young 
women who were forced to wear a 
sweatshirt over a tank top during a heat 
wave, put tape over their nipples if they 
were not wearing a bra, or remove hair 
extensions…they specifically banned 
styles mostly worn by Black girls and 
women, such as hair wraps” (Pavlakis). 
Girls all around the country and even the 
world are being forced into this societal 
bubble made by guys. Schools 
everywhere do make girls cover 
themselves up no matter what the 
conditions. Another popular form of 
punishment is making females put duct 
tape over their legs whenever they wear 
jeans with holes. They are sent to the 
office for breaking the dress code and then 
are dictated into covering up their skin! It 
is like men think: “I cannot believe that 
women have skin! When did it get there? I 
have never seen such a thing!” This is also 
true for body types. According to Alyssa 
Pavlakis, “Body type may also be a factor 
in who is disciplined for dress code 
violations. One teacher noted, ‘Dresses 
are a little touch and go because of girls’ 

shapes. Typically, if you are much 
smaller, it doesn’t look as risqué.’” This 
article brought up the point of teachers 
taking body type into consideration when 
dress coding and that is something that 
was never even thought of as being an 
issue. Because it should not be. It does not 
matter what size someone is- they can 
wear what they want to wear and that is 
that. As time goes on, the standards and 
societal pressures for women are evolving 
but there is no telling for how long the 
Earth will be a “man’s world.” 
 For thousands of years, women 
have been subject to the ways of man but 
as time goes on, they are learning what it 
really means to be equal. Today, 
feminism widely refers to a specific 
political movement linked with women’s 
activism in the US and Europe. In the 
mid-1800s the term ‘feminism’ was used 
to refer to “the qualities of females,” and 
it was not until after the First 
International Women's Conference in 
Paris in 1892 that the term, following the 
French term féministe, was used regularly 
in English for a belief in and advocacy of 
equal rights for women based on the idea 
of the equality of the sexes (Haslanger). 
To be a feminist today is to believe that 
women are and should be equal to men. 
Feminists fight for equal rights, equal pay, 
and equal treatment, etc. But there are 
also different kinds of feminism and 
different beliefs to what feminism entails. 
For example, Elizabeth Spelman made the 
point:  
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…no woman is subject to any form 
of oppression simply because she is 
a woman; which forms of 
oppression she is subject to depend 
on what “kind” of woman she 
is…So it can never be the case that 
the treatment of a woman has only 
to do with her gender and nothing 
to do with her class or race 
(Spelman 1988, 52-3) (Haslanger) 

 
  Some would like to say that it 
does not matter what race a woman is- 
she is going to be discriminated against 
simply because she produces the right 
genitals. Others know that it does matter 
and in any place in the world, there is 
going to be some woman being treated 
differently because of her race. In schools, 
there have been studies that show that 
multiracial students have a higher risk of 
being coded and disciplined than those of 
Caucasian descent even when the 
Caucasian students (more girls) are 
breaking the dress code a lot more often 
and to a higher degree (Pavlakis).  

Other examples of racial 
discrimination against women happen in 
more remote areas of the world, such as 
Africa and the Middle East. In many parts 
of Africa, women are the backbone of the 
family and their main roles are taking care 
of the family and the home. However, 
there is a lack of education for girls- more 
that ⅔ of Africa’s illiterate population are 
women. Women are seen as inferior to 
men and are not expected to desire things 
as much as men. A big assumption in their 

society is that educating women makes 
them too independent and would allow 
them to take on careers other than the 
expected housekeeper role. It is also 
common for child brides as well as young 
pregnancies to take place in Africa (United 
Nations University). This system of 
believing that women are below men 
needs to stop. Educating females does 
make them independent, but it also makes 
them aware of all that they are missing 
out on. And no matter what age, women 
are not objects to be thrown around 
between men to satisfy their “needs.” 

A big part of women’s rights and 
history goes back to the Civil War and 
World War II eras in America. During the 
Civil War, it was still not common for 
women to do anything other than tend 
the home but as time went on, that 
changed. The Civil War was a big turning 
point for women, although they did not 
realize it then. Now people are learning 
about all of these secret spies and 
undercover informants for the army who 
were all women. One of the most 
inspiring stories is that of Major Pauline 
Cushman. Cushman was an actress from 
the young age of 17 after she moved to 
New York City and left her family. She 
was at an acting job when she was 
presented the opportunity of becoming a 
spy for the Union. She was approached by 
a group of Confederates after a 
performance and was bribed to make a 
toast to President Jefferson Davis instead 
of President Abraham Lincoln for $350. 
Of course, she took the money and 
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accepted but turned the event into the 
Union authorities which then led to her 
becoming a spy in order to get closer to 
the Confederates and get the information 
back to the Union. In 1863, she stole a 
map that led to her getting arrested and 
being sentenced to death but just at the 
right time, she got sick and delayed the 
execution. The Union eventually rescued 
her after the Confederates left her to 
recover. After her service, Cushman was 
awarded recognition from General 
Garfield and President Lincoln as well as 
the rank of Brevet Major. When the 
Major died, they held a large funeral with 
military honors and recognized her as a 
proud Union spy (Holliday). Cushman’s 
story continues to be an inspiration to 
many people, not just women, although 
her life is something that so many women 
of that era dreamed about and could not 
achieve.  

This leads to World War II, which 
changed the lives of both genders for 
eternity. The Second World War was 
especially life changing for women 
because this was the point at which 
women were able to be taking over the 
jobs that were previously “only for men.” 
One of the most popular and famous 
examples is the story of war icon, Rosie 
the Riveter. Rosie became an icon for 
women for decades after inspiring the 
poster stating “We Can Do It!” She was 
one of millions of women able to work 
(for money) during the war; there were 
more married and mother women 
working than there were single. The 

government later stated that women were 
the key to victory which led to 
challenging understandings of the proper 
roles of each gender. From then on, 
women began questioning their places in 
the world and started discovering new 
opportunities. On the other side of the 
coin, men were also faced with these new 
revelations. More specifically, a lot of men 
became threatened by the expanding roles 
of women (Gender on the Home Front). 
Shocker. The tales of these women and 
their amazing journeys inspire millions of 
females of all ages, even decades in the 
future.   

All these changes in society led the 
world to where it is today. Women have 
come so far from that time period and 
even though they still have a way to go, 
women have revealed themselves over 
and over, proving that genitals do not 
define a person. The evolution of women 
and women’s rights is one of the most 
interesting and beautiful stories that could 
ever be told.  
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“Dissecting Dune” 
 

va  
Toth 
 

 
lmost everyone has heard of sci-fi 
icons Star Wars, Blade Runner, 
and even 2001: A Space Odyssey . 

The million-dollar film franchises convey 
readers an alien world beyond their 
greatest imagination. By today, the films 
have achieved so much popularity they’re 
household names. [Rhetorical Question 
Technique] But do you know Dune ? Do 
you know the inspiration behind decades 
of science fiction entertainment? Without 
Dune we wouldn’t have Star Wars . We 
wouldn’t have the Blade Runner movies 

or 2001: A Space Odyssey . So what made 
Dune a cult classic and the motivator for 
an entire genre? That title lies in their 
ability to create a world so unrealistic 
from our own that it can’t help but 
ensnarl readers. Not only do the 
characters live on planets completely 
foreign to anything we’d know, they also 
exhibit abilities that are entirely 
impossible. Our story starts out with 
young Paul, a small and thoughtful boy, 
and follows him as he becomes a 
powerful messiah. The perils of planet 
Arrakis are the final push towards his 
destiny and once he accepts it, the world 
of Dune changes forever. With these 
planets as a setting, a whole host of 
fantastical events, and wildly inhuman 
characters, we get six novels of intriguing 
non-realism. Like a domino effect, their 
influence spread into all our favorite 
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movies and novels. 
   One of Dune’s biggest appeals is 
it’s action packed plot. Writer Frank 
Herbert made sure to put his imagination 
to use when fabricating the unlikely 
events in his book series. Never before 
had writers seen the wild landscapes of 
Arrakis and Caladan, where supernatural 
people are caught in a ring of constant 
power plays. Coming in at least believable 
are the Bene Gesserit, who can not only 
control others with their voice, 
manipulate gene pools, but also see the 
future. These clairvoyants are arguably 
the most important feature of the Dune 
Saga . Paul, who is the first male trained in 
the Bene Gesserit ways, can see extremely 
far into the future and bases his actions on 
what he views there. “This is the climax, 
Paul thought. From here, the future will 
open, the clouds part onto a kind of glory. 
And if I die here, they’ll say I sacrificed 
myself to lead them. And if I live, they’ll 
say nothing can oppose Maud’ Dib.” 
(Herbert 608). In his moment, Pual sees 
the coming wars of space and knows that 
there is nothing he can do to stop them. 
While before he acted to do anything to 
prevent the jihad, he now sees the 
impossibility of that. The problems that 
Herbert has created for Paul are very 
inventive and at odds with the realism of 
our world. That tactic works in his favor, 
leaving readers to yearn for space battle 
and future-predicting abilities. At the very 
beginning of Dune Messiah , the second 
book in the Dune Saga, a “ghola” is 
created of Paul’s childhood mentor. 

Herbert uses the word “ghola” to basically 
describe what is a clone. “Some show 
how Muad’ Dib was made to accept the 
services of a ghola, the flesh brought back 
from the dead and trained to destroy him. 
But certainly they must know this ghola 
was Duncan Idaho, the Atreides 
lieutenant who perished saving the life of 
the young Paul.” (Herbert 9). This clone 
of Duncan Idaho is another example of 
how unrealistic Dune can be at times. Yet 
without that non-realism, we wouldn’t 
have the beloved novels still read today. 

Throughout the novel, almost all 
the characters in Dune make believably 
motivated changes. Their unique 
situations play aid to differences of 
personalities, strength of the heart and 
new opinions. These changes add some 
more realistic touches to Herbert’s barely 
believable saga. Most obvious is our 
protagonist Paul Atreides. Paul flourishes 
from the hesitant boy we meet at the 
beginning of our novel to a messiah on 
planet Arrakis: capable of extraordinary 
feats. “Muad'Dib could not always choose 
to look across the mysterious terrain. He 
tells us that a single obscure decision of 
prophecy , perhaps the choice of one 
word over another, could change the 
entire aspect of the future. He tells us 
"The vision of time is broad, but when 
you pass through it, time becomes a 
narrow door ." And always, he fought the 
temptation to choose a clear, safe course, 
warning "That path leads ever down into 
stagnation." ( Herbert 277). Descriptions 
of the boy, who came to be known as 
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“Muad’Dib,” show the maturity in his 
decisions and the clear intellect of his 
thoughts. His confidence as leader here is 
so different from how Paul is depicted at 
the start of Dune . “The truth could be 
worse than he imagines but even 
dangerous facts are valuable if you’ve 
been trained to deal with them. And 
there’s one place where nothing has been 
spared for my son- dealing with these 
dangerous facts. This must be leavened, 
though; he is young.” ( Herbert 55). Paul’s 
father the Duke speaks of him as though 
he is a child in need of parental 
protection. What a far cry from the all-
powerful emperor most know Paul 
Atriedes as. But he isn’t the only character 
with an interesting life story. The 
mysterious Lady Jessica grows right 
alongside her son through the novel. She 
goes from a loving wife and mother to a 
leader in the revolution Paul Atriedes 
brings to Arrakis and ruler of the water 
planet Caladan. Her changes seem more 
relatable out of the two main characters 
and help readers grow attached to the 
series and have empathy for the 
characters. Frank Herbet writes 
masterfully with Paul and Jessica and fans 
of Dune become obsessed with their 
legendary journeys. “I drove my feet 
through a desert whose mirage fluttered 
like a ghost voracious for glory, greedy for 
danger. I roamed the horizons of Al 
Kulaib, watching the level mountains in 
its search and its hunger for me. And I saw 
the shadows swiftly approach.” ( Herbert 

205). All six books in Frank Herbert’s 
Dune Saga center around one factor.  

The Planet Aarrakis. With its 
endless sand dunes and blood colored 
sunsets, Herbert sweeps you into the 
world of Paul Atreides. By using such an 
unrealistic place as the main setting, he 
warrants an interest among readers. Wh  
wouldn’t they want to learn about a place 
where rain has never fallen, and colossal 
worms prowl across the sand. Some may 
argue that planets such as Arrakis and 
Caladan could exist in the far reaches of 
space, but as of now we have no evidence 
that said planets exist. Another extremely 
unrealistic part of Frank Herbert’s world 
is the futuristic spaceships. In Dune, the 
character primary mode of travel through 
space is ships that use the drug “melange” 
to bend time. This fantastic drug allows 
for almost every aspect of the setting to be 
possible. It powers buildings and ships, 
grants the Bene Gesserit their powers, and 
allows the general population to prosper 
in desert-like conditions. We obviously do 
not have a known drug with those effects 
and so it adds very well to Herbert's sci-fi 
masterpiece.  

So next time you sit down to 
watch Star Wars, or crack open a space-
themed novel, remember Dune . Think of 
the novel that took root in thousands of 
people and inspired countless more with 
it’s complex characters, futuristic events, 
and beautiful setting. Frank Herbert’s 
legendary Saga may be a far cry from 
reality, but that’s what makes it so great. 
Reading Dune is like being enveloped into 
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the life of Arrakis, where their worries 
range from planet takeover to a eugenics 
revolution. Herbert composed a brilliant 
cult classic that’s the opposite of 
mundane, and he did so in a way that 
captured the hearts of millions.  
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“The Story of an Hour 
...or a Century”  
 

arissa  
Lewis 
 
 

 
t is hard to imagine a world where the 
women of the household are merely 
objects. They are toys to be played with, 

images of what the perfect family looks like. 
There is a husband, handsome, rich, and 
billowing full of everything a society wants in 
a man. Beside every seemingly good man is 
his wife. This is a world where the woman is 
nothing more than that of a wife, forever 

chained to her husband's side. Wives are 
impecunious, and do not own a single penny. 
She is a caretaker, a maid, a wife--but never 
considered more than that. The only minutia 
is that she takes care of her husband and her 
children. She does not own her thoughts. 
Everything that is hers is her husbands. She is 
nothing more than a trophy to tote around 
and eat dinner by. Yet, he loves her. He loves 
the idea of someone who he can control, 
someone who will be by his side and the vows 
ring true. The problem is, that wife is 
earnestly manifesting that day to come early. 
She does this so much so that she thinks of 
that one line, “till death do us part”, and she 
shivers. On the outside, they are a perfect 
couple. A perfect house and an attractive 
couple.  What isn’t there to love? Well, it is 
hard to be happy when you are the accessory 
to your husband. This world could never be 
true. People are free to choose who they want 
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to marry, right? Wrong. This world was true, 
and sometimes still is today. “The Story of An 
Hour” by Kate Chopin perfectly exemplifies 
the reality many of these women faced in the 
late nineteenth century. If you were a 
woman, your main goal in life is to at least be 
married to someone tolerable. But not 
everybody can be happy in a perfect world. 
This short story by Chopin seems fairly 
realistic in the time and place in which it was 
written, when evaluated in the terms of 
events, characters, and finally, the setting. 
[Imagine Technique]  
In “The Story of An Hour”, there is one key 
event that seems the least probable of all 
analysis points but still maintains an air of 
realism when considering the time and place 
of the story. Louise Mallard had just heard the 
news that her beloved husband had died in a 
coal mining accident. Immediately, she 
weeps. She is so hurt that she collapses into 
her sister’s arms and stays there crying until 
the story has set in. Louise makes her way up 
to her bedroom. There, she sobs in random 
fits. She is calm until another sob hits her 
throat and she feels the pain all over again. 
Here is where the story takes a life of its own. 
She feels a new emotion has never felt before. 
She does not know what it is but she knows it 
is coming. Chopin writes, “She was beginning 
to recognize this thing that was approaching 
to possess her, and she was striving to beat it 
back with her will...She said it over and over 
under her breath: ‘free, free, free!’” (Chopin, 
1). She is so excited for this new life, one she 
prays will be long and full of joy and freedom. 
She now recovers and goes to meet her sister 
downstairs. Just as she hits the bottom step a 
key turns the lock. The door opens and none 
other that her husband Brentley Mallard 
walks in. There was no time to hide the pain. 
Richards’ assays to shield her but he was too 

late: “He[Brentley] stood amazed at 
Josephine’s[sister} piercing cry, at Richards’ 
quick motion to screen him from the view of 
his wife. When the doctors came, they said 
she had died of heart disease--of the joy that 
kills” (Chopin, 1). Now, the events seem 
improbable that Louise died simply from 
seeing her husband. But the pain was too 
great. The shock, even greater. It was too 
much, the heartache, then the fleeting 
excitement of a new life, then finally the pain 
of seeing her husband alive. He was there in 
all of his glory. There was no hope in saving 
her. The impending death was here. The joy 
is ironic. She was joyful, but what killed her 
was the heartache and the realization that she 
was chained once again. She did get her wish 
though, to have someone die before “until 
death do us part”. Louise just never thought it 
would be her. This event in this short read is 
actually fairly probable. Shock to the heart is 
hard to overcome. Sometimes, the shock is 
just a little bit too strong.  
 What motivates a character 
evolution? What drives them to do the things 
they do, to take on a whole new persona? In 
this case, freedom was the driving force 
between happiness and agony. Louise 
undergoes a major transformation in the one 
hour that changed her life forever. In the 
beginning, Louise was nothing. She was a 
wife, yes, but nothing more. Not really. Ms. 
Mallard was all she would ever be known as. 
She knew it too. The other characters, 
Josephine and Richards, tried to break the 
news gently. Louise had heart trouble, but the 
underlying hint in this is that she was 
regarded as a weak woman. Chopin had 
written, “It was her sister Josephine who told 
her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that 
revealed in half concealing” (Chopin, 1). 
Louise did just as expected. She fell into her 
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sister’s arms and wept until,  “ ...the storm of 
grief had spent itself…” (Chopin, 1). She is 
expected by society to be nothing without her 
husband, it is even written she was weeping 
with wild abandonment. It was as if nothing 
mattered anymore. Her life was not her own. 
This is when her character transforms. Louise 
realizes that she does not have to be empty. 
Her life is not over just because her husband’s 
is and she is not simply a wife. The 
transformation is beautifully portrayed in 
which Louise feels it beating in her heart and 
up out of her chest overflowing: “But she felt 
it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward 
her through the sounds, the scents, the colors 
that filled the air...Her pulses beat fast, and 
the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every 
inch of her body” (Chopin, 1). It is understood 
through the text that Louise feels a breath of 
liberty she has never experienced before. It 
was a new life, all to herself: “There would be 
no one to live for during those coming years; 
she would live for herself” (Chopin, 1). This 
last line is important. Louise feels freedom. 
She can do whatever she pleases with no one 
to worry about. This life was finally hers and 
she was so ready for it. Nothing was in her 
way. This character is more than capable of a 
believably motivated change. She 
transformed from a frail wife to that of a 
strong woman. She was leashed to her 
husband whom she did not love. The driving 
force was too strong to ever look back. The 
idea of a new life just for herself was exciting. 
It was new and free. When Louise made it to 
her bedroom, she saw a new world. The skies 
were brighter blue and the birds were singing. 
She gazed out over her window of this world 
that fit right in the palm of her hands. It is a 
shame that this fantasy was merely a reality 
for too short an amount of time.  

 “The Story of An Hour” accurately 
reflects the setting of the 19th century, and 
the aura of a setting in which men are of 
importance and women...not so much. 
Setting is key to whether or not a story 
maintains realism. This story is historically 
accurate to which its time period is portrayed. 
In the story, Louise yearns for a life that is her 
own. She wants nothing more than the true 
American dream: freedom. In the 19th 
century, it was custom for a man to own his 
wife. It was normal to be married off and all 
you gain is a new title of a wife. Louise is tired 
of this life, and when she accepts the chance 
to a new life of her own, her dreams are 
abundant. The setting reflects this. In today’s 
world, women are equal. I mean, we are 
assumed to be but for the most part, women 
are made equal. Back then was different and 
this story accurately reflects this. Kate Chopin 
writes, “No; she was drinking in a very elixir 
of life through that open window...There was 
a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried 
herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory” 
(Chopin, 1). The setting is read between the 
lines in this story. It is not explicitly stated that 
the setting is the 19th century world of 
inequalities but as can be read from the text, 
the setting is proven to be accurate. Along 
with the underlying setting, an explicit setting 
helps us to see what time period we are in: “In 
the street below a peddler was crying his 
wares.” (Chopin, 1). This line is key to 
proving the time period as historic. We do 
not have peddlers today, but in the past they 
were great in number and much more 
common. This small line helps us to exploit 
the setting and from there, that it is real. 
Using this evidence from the story, it is quite 
simple to prove the reality of this setting. This 
same setting that still affects women around 
the world today. We are very fortunate in the 
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U.S. but in smaller world countries, this 19th 
century is still very much a reality. Without 
this setting, it would be impossible to 
replicate this story and it still hold the same 
amount of significance. This setting is 
important to the main idea of the story. It 
shows us that this complicated idea of being 
owned by your husband was actually a thing 
of the past. The worst part is that for some of 
the world, it still haunts them.  
 The motif in this short story is clear: 
women want nothing more than self-
assertion. This story symbolizes more than 
what is explicitly read in the text. All in all, it 
is a very accurate piece of literature 
highlighting the reality of living through a 
time where wives were objects and the ideas 
of  “women” was simply put to silence. The 
read is more than valid, portraying probable 
events, motivated characters, and an accurate 
setting reflecting the 19th century. Without 
these three key elements, the realism of this 
story would be quite the opposite. Kate 
Chopin impresses yet again with her 
incredible work of  “The Story of An Hour” 
and showing the world what it really felt like 
to yearn to be free.  
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“Online Learning: The 
Upside” 
 

age  
Funk 
 

  
hat happened in 2020? In the 
year 2020, nothing was a 
guarantee. Concerts, 

holidays, and gatherings became relics of 
the past. The worst part was that nobody 
could really guarantee when life would 
return to the way it was before a  
pandemic seeped into the pores of daily 
life. For this reason, people had been 
forced to adapt to this New Abnormal. 
Schools were no different. Education was 
forced to shift towards teaching through 
laptops and from home as it was unsafe to 

have any substantial form of gathering. So 
while some students sat in their bedrooms 
with computer cameras off pretending to 
follow along in class, a debate began as to 
whether online school was actually better 
for kids or if it was miles worse than a 
classroom in person. Some feel strongly 
that education is more important than the 
lives of families and that online schooling 
makes kids struggle as they do not have a 
flesh-and-blood teacher in front of them 
to properly explain the lessons. Others 
believe that online has improved their 
grades as they rejoice about not having to 
enter a building where they feel less 
comfortable. It may surprise some to 
know that not only do many students 
prefer these days in their comfortable 
bedrooms to the coldness of their 
classrooms; they find that online 
schooling is simply better for their 
education, their physical health, and their 
emotional wellbeing.  
 Online education is better than in-
person learning. While inside a school, a 
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student faces a plethora of distractions as 
people talk in class. Someone a student 
dislikes sits behind him, along with plenty 
of other typical issues some will face in 
the middle of a school. These distractions 
have now been rendered obsolete as 
students no longer have to hear others 
speaking or feeling the presence of some 
annoying kid, thus making focusing on 
the work easier. It also allows for more 
flexibility for the students as they do not 
feel so limited to the few minutes they 
have with certain teachers. Edmar Joseph 
Tagaca, a high school senior, said, “Some 
benefits are that I’m able to do things at 
my own pace” (Strauss). Since most 
teachers let everyone leave early, this 
leaves alone-time to ask the teacher 
questions. Plus, an early quit-time cuts 
out the unnecessary time spent in a class 
where the teacher rambles on about 
something when students could be 
working on projects. This prepares the 
students for their futures also as often 
they will have to make their own 
schedule and decisions for the rest of their 
lives working jobs they do not always 
enjoy. Leaving the students to their own 
devices may not make learning necessarily 
easier, but it teaches important life values 
like time management instead of instilling 
the belief that they are doomed to failure 
because they cannot remember what 
Lenny says before George puts a bullet in 
the back of his skull. A lot of school feels 
unimportant and like a memory test 
instead of educating the students about 
things they will genuinely need in their 

lives, like social skills, making a job 
application, and how to manage funds. 
Science and math past the middle-school 
level is something not everyone will use 
in life, therefore wasting time in a school 
promising to truly educate them. Instead 
of educating, schools unwittingly relegate 
the things everybody will need to know 
someday into “electives” and shuffle 
things only a few people will need in life 
into “core” classes. That’s not education-- 
that’s a broken system, one that can be 
helped via the use of online school as 
students focus on important electives 
more than they previously could. In-
person school is useless if it fails to teach 
us what we need to know in the job 
world.  
 Another thing online schooling 
can help with is physical health. Due to 
the current state of the country, having 
kids return to the cluttered halls of a 
school would be silly and downright 
discouraging for some students. They 
view a return in the middle of a pandemic 
as a clear sign that the schools do not care 
about them and care more about grades 
than the wellbeing of students along their 
families. Hallway and outdoor PR signs 
may read: “All we care about is your 
education.”  Every drive past the school 
pushes this narrative. What students feel 
is that they are unimportant to the school 
and that school personnel looks at them 
as a paycheck and a grade. Most students 
would rather keep their loved ones and 
ourselves safe than have a high grade in 
every class. Having talked to many 
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students at school, they usually say that 
they do not care if they get COVID but 
still stay safe to decrease the risk of 
bringing it home to their families. This is 
why students are advised to stay safe and 
stay home. Some people still get upset at 
this, though. Howard Markel once stated, 
“History is littered with public health 
officials who either acted too early and  
then everybody gets angry about that, 
because these are incredibly disruptive to 
human society, and economics and so on” 
(Bauman). So although the best thing to 
do is act early, some will fight lockdowns 
and remote measures to the bitter end 
because they value money over 
humanity. Regardless of political views, 
Americans should prioritize ending this 
virus--which, until the vaccine fully rolls 
out, can only be achieved by avoiding 
contact with people as much as possible. 
In the long run, staying indoors and doing 
as much as possible online will be the 
most beneficial for physical health.  
 The emotional wellbeing of the 
students is also positively impacted by 
online learning. Doing class online causes 
less anxiety as students do not feel the 
pressure that comes with a high school 
experience. As Acellus Virtual Academy’s 
website points out that, “Being at home 
surrounded by loved ones provides a safe 
environment that will help enhance a 
child’s mental health while allowing them 
to thrive when it comes to academics” 
(Billings). Having an environment where 
students feel safe is undeniably important 
whenever it comes to emotional  

wellbeing. For many people, their safe 
place is at home knowing they have 
family close by. Speaking of a safe 
learning environment, online 
spokesperson Beth Werrell says, “Parents 
can ensure their student is learning in a 
safe, secure atmosphere that is free from 
the bullying and peer pressure that is 
sometimes found in a traditional 
classroom setting” (Werrell).. Bullying is 
practically nonexistent during online 
education as victims do not have to see 
their abusers in person. Cyberbullying 
may still occur online, but it happens 
regardless of type of schooling. Besides, 
cyberbullying can be avoided by blocking 
the person on whatever apps they are 
using to bully. Whenever it comes to 
emotional wellbeing of students, many 
would agree that online has been better in 
that regard.  
 The debate between online school 
and in person school will never stop being 
a topic of discussion until the end of the 
pandemic—and perhaps far beyond. 
Everybody seemingly has a side in this 
battle, and everyone has certain reasons it 
feels are superior to the other. However, 
when breaking the argument down to 
education, physical health, and emotional 
wellbeing, a surprising number of 
students find that online school is the 
better option. 
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“Online Learning: The 
Downside” 
 

aida  
Parker 
 
 

ark Twain once quipped that 
the difference between the 
right word and the almost-right 

word is the difference between the 
lightning and the lightning bug. The same 
metaphor applies to comparisons of in-
person and online education. Although 
both approaches involve learning, online 
is completely different than in-class 
learning. Many people can argue that 

online is essentially better for students to 
move at a pace that suits them; however, 
this feature tends to result in students 
falling behind and their grades lowering, 
sometimes by many letter grades. 
Statistically, in-person learning is the 
better option of the two for students--
even during a pandemic--when it comes 
to their education, physical health, and 
emotional well-being. 

Students receive a better 
education with in-person learning because 
of the personalized interaction in a formal 
setting compared to online learning. 
Online education makes it harder for 
students to excel than being in their 
traditional educational environment, a 
classroom. Over the past year, overall 
education scores for all schools have 
begun declining due to the closing of in-
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school learning from Covid-19. Therefore, 
at school everything is provided for the 
student: help from teachers, resources 
needed for their classes, the internet, and 
structure to keep them on task. When 
learning online, there are many issues that 
could arise. For example, some students 
may not have internet access which 
prevents them from being able to 
communicate with their teachers or 
complete their assignments. While 
learning at home, students are not able to 
receive help and interact with their 
instructors or other students as effectively 
when all together in a classroom. Also, 
each level of schooling has its own 
drawbacks of online learning; elementary 
being the top concern when it comes to 
the kids learning via the internet. At a 
young age, children develop close 
relationships with their teachers and skills 
that set them up for success in the rest of 
their schooling: “In elementary school, 
kids develop literacy skills that create a 
foundation for the rest of their future 
learning. Kindergarten and first grade are 
when students learn to read, and in 
second grade, they have to apply their 
literacy skills in the service of learning 
other things” (Wetsman 14). In middle 
school, students begin their studies and 
skills that will help them in high school. 
Most importantly, it is said that 
throughout the middle of a child’s 
education is when they learn problem 
solving and critical thinking skills. Online 
learning takes away that opportunity for 
middle school students to develop these 

skills that are necessary for the rest of 
their lives as they go to college and exceed 
in their career. Now high school is a little 
different than the other levels of 
education when it comes to online 
learning. It is not what crucial parts of 
their education will be cut out that is 
concerning, it is whether they will even 
try or do their work. As of this year due to 
the pandemic, attendance dropped in 
many schools. Most students who were 
not participating online were high school 
students. It is easier for some to learn and 
engage with a 
physical teacher in a physical classroom. 
As it became more and more difficult for 
them to learn, many students decided to 
give up. Online learning is obviously very 
unorganized compared to in-person 
learning; it does not discipline students 
into doing their work or take away 
distractions like cellphones that are 
usually banned during in-school hours. 
Some may have just overslept and forgot 
to do their work for the day, but that is 
when the structured aspect of in-person 
becomes important. However, the main 
struggle seen in high schoolers during 
online learning is motivation. Many 
students that had shared their experience 
with online learning said it was hard for 
them to stay motivated when they would 
rather be doing something else at home.   

Remote learning also prevents  
students from achieving recommended 
levels of physical activity . During the 
shutdown due to Covid-19, there was an 
increase in rates of obesity in children. 
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The reasoning behind this is that in some 
households, kids are not forced to get up 
and be active during their day. Instead, 
these kids tend to lay around on their 
phones, watch television, or play video 
games. Without someone directing them 
to be productive such as physical 
education teachers, many students see a 
decrease in their overall physical health. 
On the other hand, schools provide 
students with the opportunity and 
facilities for physical activity through 
physical education classes and recess for 
the younger ones. It is a required class in 
most schools. No participation has the 
same consequence as other classes; this 
will result in a failing grade and will need 
to be retaken, most likely in the summer. 
This is to encourage students to engage in 
the activities provided for them. Being 
remote takes away those opportunities: “ 
However, there may be enormous 
disparities in access to these opportunities 
based on household financial 
considerations, digital technology access, 
house and yard size, and neighborhood 
safety and traffic volume” ( TH. Fakhouri 
7). Although there are other ways to 
connect students with teachers, there is 
always going to be some who are not able 
to. For example, zoom is a new video 
communications company that allows 
students to video chat with their teachers 
as if they are in the classroom. This might 
work for some, but others might not have 
access to technology or the internet. For 
regular classes they would not be able to 
complete any of their work and the same 

goes for gym class. Physical education 
teachers could do an activity with them 
on zoom, but again, there are students 
who do not have what is needed to do so 
or maybe they do not have some of the 
equipment or space that they need to 
complete the activity. As said before, 
there are always going to be issues when 
attempting online learning and when the 
consequences of health are taken into 
consideration, in-person learning is seen 
as the most preferable option out of the 
two.  

It seems after this past year, the 
emotional well-being of many people has 
been exhausting as the feeling of 
loneliness and isolation increases: “During 
the COVID-19 pandemic, with physical 
distancing in place and many schools not 
returning for in-person instruction, teens 
have been left feeling more isolated from 
their peers than ever” ( Sharp Health 
News 1). Without anyone to talk to, kids’ 
rates of depression, anxiety, and suicide 
increased. This is known especially for 
those who already struggle with mental 
health issues, which is why online 
learning is a major concern for them. In 
the absence of their counselors at school, 
these kids have no way of expressing their 
true feelings or getting the same impactful 
help from their parents, mainly if they 
don’t have a good home life. They are 
stuck trying to figure out what to do to 
strengthen their emotional well-being 
alone without any guidance from a 
professional. Along with this is unknown 
child abuse; detection of it is highly 
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dependent on doctors, teachers, and other 
professionals. Being in-person with them 
allows them to communicate with that 
kid if something suspicious arises. For 
example, if they have bruises on them, 
teachers are able to privately talk to the 
child about what is going on at home and 
if there is anything they can do to help. 
This makes the student feel safe and gives 
them comfort that someone cares and is 
looking out for them. There has been a 
sharp increase in unreported cases of child 
abuse ever since the beginning of the 
pandemic. Another mistreatment of a 
child that usually is not able to be 
identified when learning remotely is 
cyberbullying, probably the most 
deteriorating factor in someone’s 
mental/emotional health. It has become 
very common as the world of technology 
keeps evolving. One of the most recent 
areas for this to occur in is the use of 
zoom. Some teachers force their students 
to keep their cameras on which can make 
them very self-conscious about their 
living conditions and home life. For 
bullies, that is close to their number one 
target; they enjoy bringing people down 
by making fun of their appearance, where 
they live, and other things that are 
embarrassing to a child.  

Clearly, online learning fails 
compared to in-class learning. Without 
direct instruction from teachers, 
successful internet access, in-school like 
structure, the opportunity to be active, 
and support from counselors, schools are 
failing students when looked at in terms 

of their education, health, and emotional 
well-being. What is to be done to change 
the way school is being handled for 
students during this or a future pandemic? 
 

Works Cited 
 

Sharp Health News. “Teen Isolation and 
Suicide Prevention during a Pandemic.” Is 
Coronavirus Isolation Making My 
Teenager Depressed? – San Diego – , 10 
Sept. 2020,www.sharp.com/ health-
news/teen-isolation-and-suicide-
prevention-during-a-pandemic.c 
fm. 
 
TH. Fakhouri , JP. Hughes, et al. “Early 
Effects of the COVID-19 Pandemic on 
Physical Activity and Sedentary Behavior 
in Children Living in the U.S.” BMC 
Public Health , BioMed 
Central, 1 Jan. 1970, 
bmcpublichealth.biomedcentral.com/arti
cles/10.1186/s12889-020-09429-3. 
 
Wetsman , Nicole. “Students' Educations 
Will Suffer Because of Our Failure to 
Control COVID-19.” The Verge , The 
Verge, 18 Aug. 2020, 
www.theverge.com/21366285/covid-19-
coronavirus-pandemic-education-school-
distanc e-learning-control-damage. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.sharp.com/
http://www.theverge.com/21366285/covid-19-coronavirus-pandemic-education-school-distanc
http://www.theverge.com/21366285/covid-19-coronavirus-pandemic-education-school-distanc
http://www.theverge.com/21366285/covid-19-coronavirus-pandemic-education-school-distanc


 

  S  t  a  r  d  u  s  t                                    ~                        ‘22   E  d  i  t  i  o  n   

 
 
 

58 . P a g e  
 

“Concrete” 
 

ario  
Grugan 
 
 

 
1st Place: Teachers’ Choice Poetry Contest 
 

 memory 
A senseless ransom paid  
Like an alchemist turning gold to 

dirt. 
 
That's what memories are.  
Receding from life as every trickle of 
blood cascades in mercury. 
A poison. 
 
I have no memories of my father  
None of his life 
Just poison. 
 
But my life has become a living memory 
constructed from his death. 
From his absence.  
That is how we all exist. 
Hollow vessels filled with concrete. 
Solidified in our religious, moral selves. 
His life and mine are intertwined. 
Death is the immortal equalizer. 
 
When did his breath 
Become air? 
 

When did his hair 
Fall into the earth. 
 
When did his mirth  
Rejoin the laughing beasts below? 
 
Was it gradual or all at once? 
Did his decomposition begin when his 
heart stopped? 
Or was it a gradual process as he 
transformed the fauna around his body 
Into thriving foliage.  
 
In my memory he is still mirthful 
In my memory his head of hair flows like 
a river 
In my memory he still breathes. 
 
So did he really die, or does he live on in 
memory? 
 
Folly. 
 
He is dead.  
Regardless of memory 
Regardless of thought. 
 
He is dead 
He remains dead. 
 
There is an empty spot in his recliner 
There is one less person consuming air 
There is one less person to love in this 
world. 
 
And memory?  
It ebbs 
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It dies  
It does not live on 
But with it, the pain ebbs. 
 
When memory goes, so does his absence.  
When I go, my memories will follow.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“My Cogito” 
 

ario  
Grugan 
  
 

 
o it came, the night half spent. 
In a daze along it went, 
But still my tired and wandering 

mind, 
Could not a single answer find. 
 
From one book and on to the next, 
Surely the answer must be in text, 
And sure the curious traveler should be 
To find the truth so dear to me.  
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And sure as roads do turn and bend,  
This one at some point too must end-- 
Or lead a mind with questions plenty 
To some answers, just as many.  
 
Torment lies the thoughtful way, 
Steeped in questions here to stay, 
Keeping mysteries craved by me  
From the answers owned by Thee. 
 
You laugh above, oh loving Gods. 
Amused by my thoughts, severely flawed. 
What serene justice have all you 
For I who venture into blue?  
 
I find this winding roadway sought  
By mortals with at least one thought: 
Of one mortality well-spent 
Taught by objective precedent.  
 
A nightly venture in my mind 
Will not a single answer find,  
And from this anger, pain, and rage 
Rises a monster left uncaged. 
 
Before this beast the whole world shakes 
Because the world no answer makes. 
And who can tame this lonesome beast? 
He who seeks a knowledge-feast. 
 
Yet through the books and weary days, 
Through the years, the endless maze,  
Lonely here I’m grudgingly brought 
To familiar shore of hopeless thought.  
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“The Deep Darkness” 
 

va  
Toth 
 
 

 
ometimes 
when it’s dark at night  
and the stars look asleep 

I think about how in this vast 
encompassing universe 
there should be nothing. 

Why isn’t it all an overwhelming 
blackness of space out there? 
Amid all the planets 
all the twisting swirling galaxies, 
It’s a wonder that we are self-aware, 
That billions of organisms play out their 
stories 
when there should be no story at all. 
How is it that I lie atop a big blue bed 
with the ability to ask these questions-- 
An ability that almost feels forbidden 
Speaking and thinking with free will, 
Acting and reacting independently, 
All things that shouldn’t be possible? 
Yet they are. 
It seems crazy when I breach the barriers 
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of the mind 
to reach the conclusion that none of this 
makes any sense. 
We are to the universe what leeches are 
to a body. 
We suck. We consume. 
We selfishly taking from an Earth that 
granted us a home. 
“But it’s okay,” some say 
For we were put here by God. 
Others argue otherwise with some brand 
of science. 
To me, both are plausible, each standing 
strong against defiance. 
Yet 
Sometimes 
when it’s dark at night and all the stars 
look asleep, 
I can’t help but think about how in this 
vast, encompassing universe… 
 
there should be nothing. 
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“The Final Negotiation” 
 

aitlyn  
Houck 
 
 

 
 would rather have loyalty than love, 
Because love really doesn’t mean jack. 
Love is a fleeting feeling; 

It doesn’t take much to love, 
You can love someone just by being 
attached. 
But loyalty is a concrete action, 
You can love or hate me and still have my 
back. 
So instead of pledging your love, 

I ask you to be bold and honest. 
Stop treating me like an option and be 
real for once. 
Is it 
You “know” I cannot be trusted 
You “know” it’s my fault we failed 
You “know” you are a coward-- 
Too frightened to face the cold-hearted 
truth. 
Each backlash is used on repeat, 
Yet you still act like love is in the air. 
Stop playing games that degrade my 
name, 
And just crush my heart. 
I’m sick of being built up to fall apart. 
I come to you with my final negotiation: 
Spare my emotions and trade me. 
Love for loyalty.  
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“Burn the Kid” 
 

teve Sessamen 
 
 
 
 

2nd Place: Teachers’ Choice Poetry Contest 
 

he trailer, like the conclusion of a 
rattler’s tail, 
Weaves through country roads 

Doddering as its captives shiver-- 
Rusted facade, curling paint, mossy 
wheels, 
An ancient force to haul. 
The truck halts in the green pasture. 
The trailer quakes. 
Inside await the scared and meek, 
Goats coming of age, 
Red and purple halters, 
Snakes that coil their skulls. 
The trailer gasps.  

Handlers creep in, 
Straddle the body, loop the nose, mind 
the ears 
Lopped and long  
They bow, twist, and fight. 
The kids are weak. 
You pull and push; they slide and stiff. 
A cliff is doomed to come, 
A leap and a bound, now they’re merry, 
Unknowing what’s to come. 
The farmer is armed with a blazing 
dagger. 
Soon, the Boer will be disarmed. 
Now in the farm’s control, handlers hide 
in fear, 
A distaste for the screams to come. 
They echo over the ancient one. 
There is no hiding from the truth. 
It hurts to be in control. 
Tears trail down slit eyes,  
Solemn now that the pain is gone. 
The Boers are back. 
The truck pulls away with a tranquil 
masque. 
It knows what it has done. 

S 
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“A Glare” 
 

aige  
Shultz 
 
 

 
he walks into the store, catching a 
glimpse from everyone around her  
She turns her head as soon as 

glimpse turns to glare 
The clothes are folded neatly into piles 
They scream to be looked at and bought  
She unfolds a shirt and thinks 
it’s the one she wants  
But she puts it back as soon 
as someone  gives her a glare 
 
She walks to the back surveying 
the blue jeans  
A size perfect— 
look it’s a 3! 
She scurries to the dressing room to 
try them on  
But hangs them up as soon as 
someone gives her a glare 
 
She walks to the dresses  
The red one would be perfect  
She holds it to her body, swaying side to 
side 
But she returns it to the rack as soon as 
someone gives her a glare 
 
Maybe the sweatpants section is what she 
needs 

 
She edges toward a drooping mass of 
sweats 
They look comfortable,  
she thinks  
Prettier than that shirt  
Better than those jeans 
Nicer than the dress 
  
To the register she goes, and no one gives 
her a glare 
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“Into the Dark” 
 

olton  
Fink 
 
 

 
o dark 
So fast. 
The light turns off in an instant  

I scream for my mother 
No response. 
I am lost 
I am alone 
With nowhere to go. 
I run frantically 
Hoping to find someone 
I find no one. 
I start to reminisce on my life 
Thinking this is the end 
Then a bright light appears 
It is Jesus himself 
I reach out my hand to grab 
his 
Just to get smacked 
down to hell 
Red blames, 
Blue flames, 
Purple flames. 
They all adjoin me in 
horror 
I break down 
Tears streaming down my face 
Wondering, why me? 
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“The Devil's Daughter” 
 

nthony 
Morrison 
 
 

3rd Place: Teachers’ Choice Poetry Contest 
 

- This is a work of pure fiction.- 
 

´ve been drinkin and drivin and barely 
survivin  
Take my dejection and entomb me 

alive in it 
Wear your best dress, girl, cause you´re 
gonna die in it 
I bet you’ll regret the day that you lied in 
it 
 
You busted my heart, now I just can't 
confide with it 
All girls are the same, yeah,  
You bet I can Bible it 
I epsy your phone vibrating so frantically,  
It’s blowin up huge, almost titanically 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
But this time it’s from a bunch of your 
men 
I swear I can't deal with this bull$hit again 
It’s time to go sawn-off and make lastin 
amends 
I feel my old devils clawin again 
 
I’m incensed but not beyond justifyin 
Especially with the sound of your cryin 
I'm not the only one who’ll be dyin 
The devil's touch gonna leave a man fryin 
 
Say hello to your father, please, just for 
me 
Cause you’re goin to hell on a discrepancy 
All broken hearts lead to high tragedy 
Betrayal’s a journey without Hennessy 
Girl, you’re just a corpse on another 
gurney 
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“Like a Butterfly” 
 

aida  
Parker 
 
 

 
 

orn into this world, 
so weak and so innocent. 
A sinful nature lurking within, 

needing to be set free... 
Like a butterfly, 
part of God’s natural creation, 
we can be renewed through Him. 
Once we learn to seek 
His love, His guidance, and His wisdom, 
our hearts and our minds transform 
to a new way of living. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Like a butterfly, 
as it once was a displeasing caterpillar 
that metamorphosed itself into something 
unique, 
changing the way it is depicted by others, 
we are transformed into something quite 
beautiful. 
A new hope, 
A new vision, 
A new path to follow, 
We are set free... 
Like a butterfly. 
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“In Love Lies Madness” 
 

rianna  
Reader 
 
 

 
For Maddy Burger 
 

n this place we call home,  
this place where our family lives,  
where a sudden shot 

can shoot us down and make us 
homesick, 
I reflect on your text: 
 
“I love you, girly.” 
“I love you too.” 
 
We never know what words will be your 
last,  
so make them last; 
let them hear that I-love-you 
and make sure that you mean it. 
 
When we fall in love it is a gamble 

one second neurons spark like electrical 
wires through both sides of the brain. 
another second, the batteries are dead. 
That’s the incandescence of death and 
love. 
I remember that your I-love-you shot 
away the glass that entrapped my soul. 
When I discovered you had dressed 
yourself to fly that day. 
I knew that love was a risk.  
I loved you so deeply that you had risen 
and I’d fallen. 
I surrendered myself, I gave myself up. 
I feel exposed and cheated, stabbed in the 
chest. 
I live on this homeless planet. 
This sphere where home does not feel like 
home. 
I look up into the blue sky. 
Dreaming that you patrol all who love 
you. 
 
Allen Watts once painted a canvas that 
said 
we do not rise into love 
it is a fall, as ghastly risk,  
because we cannot forebode when the 
floor will crash beneath our feet. 
Knowing this risk, we still fall in love. 
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We take this curious tie of creation 
of this memorialized romance. 
We know we will fall. 
that everything could crumble. 
that loving someone can almost kill us. 
that loving someone can expire as readily 
as the soul we loved expired. 
So we fall into this beautiful trap. 
knowing that it could come crashing 
down. 
that you could be the one who loses. 
that love is endless. 
that it’s manic. 
And it’s why we scour the earth. 
 
I remember that week like yesterday. 
Tears bled.  
I fell through ice. 
Acid ate my soul. 
A slow thump still pounds from the coffin 
that holds my heart. 
I crumbled, fell to my knees, felt as if 
nothing was real. 
The feeling of home no longer being a 
home. 
Stuck in this illusion. 
Stuck in this nightmare. 
 
Now I find myself in prayer 
dangling from an edge. 
loving a friend comes with menacing 
consequences 
their hidden struggles  
their infectious thoughts 
every memory 
every moment 
everything that makes us human. 
 

I now grasp the addiction we clasp onto; 
it is not just an idea gathered in our 
minds; 
it is an action that takes over 
a Junoesque fever that consumes us. 
just like that 
we lose control 
when we love someone, we let 
everything break free 
let everything fall out of control. 
The most daunting, fearless, valiant act 
we muster 
is surrendering ourselves 
When we do,  
everyone witnesses a beautifully twisted 
romance. 
Three words to suspend premature self-
death. 
Three words to save a life. 
I-love-you to put down the knife. 
I-love-you for dropping the bottle. 
I-love-you to sends chills up the spine. 
I-love-you to stanch the blood line. 
I-love-you to make light shine. 
In the course of wisdom, 
what is sensible is to let go, 
to commit oneself, 
to give oneself up-- 
and do that which is mad, 
So that intuitively we come to this 
passionate conclusion:  
 
in all love lies madness, 
and in madness lies sanity.  
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“Hollow” 
 

laire  
Fisher 
 
 

 
 

y body lays limp on the floor. 
Tears turn into heaving sobs. 
My shoulders shake, 

A motion that wracks my entire 
body. 
I don’t feel anything. 
I don’t feel the cold tile biting into 
my feverish skin. 
I don’t feel the sweat and tears 
pouring down my body. 
I don’t feel the quake in my soul 
every time I cry. 
All that I know is pain.  
That moment when your heart is 
wrenched from your body 
And there is nothing left but a 
gaping hole 
That can’t be fixed. 
My blood is pumping 
But I’m not alive. 
My eyes are open 
But I’m not awake. 
You know that feeling you get 
when someone dies? 
It feels like there will be nothing 
ever to make you happy again. 
Multiply that by 10… 
100… 

1,000… 
You can’t escape. 
Death has taken over your life. 
Solidarity has become your prison cell- 
Dark and full of ghosts. 
Ghosts that are living their own Hell. 
Ghosts that torment you to your own 
death. 
Free us… 
Remember us… 
Love us… 
Traitor, 
Bitch, 
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Darling. 
The voices crowd my head until 
The pressure builds up and I explode, 
Shaking my head back and forth as if I 
could erase them. 
Rocking my body as if I could erase me. 
Their melted hands reach for me, 
Eye sockets bleeding and pleading . 
Promising revenge. 
When at last sleep comes, 
My heart is as empty as a pumpkin carved 
for Halloween. 
The spoon travels down the side cavity 
And scrapes deep into the bottom- 
Leaving nothing behind, 
Except a bloody hole. 
The insides are disposed of- 
No one cares about them. 
Again 
And again. 
Until there is nothing left 
And I am hollow, 
Wearing a face that is not my own. 
My smile is carved from death, 
My eyes sparkle with the false promise of 
happiness. 
And when my top is replaced, 
I am complete. 
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 “Finding You” 
 

rue  
Christine 
 
 

 
 look at it 
Through a crooked mirror hanging by 
a miniscule nail 

Admiring that heart it kept beating 
Even though it knew I was frail. 
 
And I thank it 
For every answer it gave me in my hard-
nosed gut 
To help me through the hard times, 
Through each and every  rut. 
 

For loving me back 
Even though I didn't know I could 
For adhering to me, like glue with  paper 
Even though I didn't think it should. 
 
And as I stand here  
I’ve realized that happiness never was, 
Trailing the footsteps of others behind 
you, 
Just “because”. 
 
It's always been a discovery,  
Apprehending your heart  
Following where it chose to go, 
Hey, at least that’s a start. 
 
It never was about a boyfriend, 
Or finding someone new, 
It's about feeling so damn happy 
Because you had finally found you. 
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“Slippery” 
 

mma  
Bartel 
  
 

 
etween fast texts and small 
chuckles,  
Amid an exhilarating whiff of 

fabric softener and Versace, 
We tackle and yell,  
Game and binge-watch, 
Rearrange schedules to meet, throwing 
logic (foolishly?) out the window,  
Stay up all night and sleep all day,  
Punctuate the days with good mornings 
and good nights.   
Phone calls are our alarms,  

Prompting deep conversation or small 
talk.  
My mental health gains warmth. 
The glass breaks in different directions, 
Like a spider web slowly becoming less 
complex.  
My life gains meaning again 
(is it sad that I’m relying on somebody to 
do this?),  
To open my eyes: 
So that I don’t chip the paint off my 
fingers and shred my cuticles,  
Click my pen to distract me from eye  
contact.  
It’s okay to make a fool out of myself 
If I rant or stutter.  
I make the decisions about whether I get 
stopped in a hallway or not.  
You drag me out of a dark tunnel,  
Respawn the oxygen that was ripped 
away from me, 
Pack a small piece of luggage 
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And fly me just-so-far to the outskirts of 
Neverland.  
You give me a taste of what freedom feels 
like.  
But sadly, it isn’t enough. 
I need to fly by myself,  
Write the essay, wallow through the lab 
or the five drillion math problems. 
I’m the one that needs to whip F’s into 
A’s,  
Start running for the adrenaline rush, 
Find my goals again 
So I’m not relying on someone 
So slippery.  
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“Finally Free” 
 

enzie  
Latchford 
 
 

 
even years old. 
Old enough to know something 
wasn’t right. 

It started out as a gorgeous Autumn day, 
Leaves were mutating from green to 
yellow to orange. 
The cool breeze soothed the heat 
protruding from my body. 
I arrived at school, 
All was normal. 
The scent of Elmer’s glue filled the 
classroom, 
As we sat on the ratty, carpeted floor 
reading our books. 
The room began shrink, 
The smaller, and smaller, and 
smaller it became. 
My head was spinning round and 
round. 
I grew lightheaded, 
Face with cherry cheeks. 
My classmates escorted me to the office. 
No sooner I was at the doctor. 
“It’s just a virus, you’ll be fine in a few.” 
Trust me, this wasn’t just the flu. 
Days crept on, 
I wasn’t getting better. 
My skin was scalding hot, 
Sloughing off in pieces. 

To the ER we went like a flash. 
Tests were run, 
More than one, 
Can I please just be done? 
Overnight we stayed, 
Nothing was concluded. 
I was getting worse as time ticked on. 
Running around once again, 
Three hours pass and we’re somewhere 
new. 
Twenty nurses and doctors engulfed me, 
A little seven-year old, 
Scared and cold. 
A week goes by, 
No more tears to cry. 
This disease was a curiosity, 
But I'm finally free from my 
monstrosity. 
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“X Marks the Spot” 
 

laire  
Fisher 
 
 

 
I. 
 

e kidnapped her.  
 

 
 
He stalked her for days, learning 

her routine, watching her every move. 
He had watched other women. He 
didn’t like them. But the way she 
moved, the way she blinked, the way 
she slept. Oh, the way she slept. She 
would undress and settle in for the 
night, carelessly changing in front of an 
undraped window. Then around ten 
she would pad into the bedroom after 
brushing her teeth and washing her 
face. 

 Mundane things.  
She would check her phone, 

plug it in if needed, then set it down and 
brush her hair. That long, soft auburn 
hair. It spilled down her back and over 
her shoulders and just brushed the tops 
of her thighs. When she brushed it, she 
took it in sweeping chunks, one by one. 
And when she finished, the light would 
bounce off it and strike him between 
the eyes. As he observed her over the 

last few days, he found that she never left 
it down while she slept. It was either put 
up in a bun or ponytail, sometimes she 
would even braid it. He loved when she 
braided that Rapunzel-long hair. His 
favorite was the two braids that would 
run parallel on both sides of her spine.  

Sometimes, he would draw her. 
The way her hair shone after brushing it, 
or when she would braid it. That was one 
of his favorite drawings. He had studied 
her then, created her. On paper, he 
revealed what his eyes revealed to him. 
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One finished braid tossed over the front of 
her shoulder while she started the second 
one. That is what he howled for and his 
blood roared at. His hand would falter for 
a second when she flipped that section of 
hair over and he could almost see it all. 
The curve of her neck and sloped 
shoulder that couldn’t even hold the strap 
of her shirt up. The exposed muscles in 
her toned back that would tease him 
when they disappeared under her 
nightgown. It was all he could do not to 
pounce on her in those moments and drag 
her away. But not to worry, his day 
would come. And his day would come 
fast. Until then, he would draw her; 
capture her beauty for his own display. 

That night he sat in his spot, black 
hoodie pulled to his hairline. His phone 
lay on his lap, set to the darkest setting. 
10:05. It was almost time. She had just 
finished pulling up her hair into a loose 
bun and plugging her phone in. The light 
went out but he could still see her curved 
form moving the blankets, laying down, 
and falling asleep. Twenty minutes later 
he moved.  Sneaking up the side of the 
house, he peered in the open window, 
drinking in the sight of the helpless figure 
in front of him. She did not snore but 
breathed softly, inhaling through her nose 
and exhaling through her mouth. Focus, 
he scolded himself.  

Standing over her, he still resisted 
the urge to do it right here right now. He 
had a knife on him. But he knew it 
couldn’t be just any knife or weapon. No- 
it had to be that knife. His favorite- the 

one he saved only for his subjects once he 
captured their beauty. It was a perfect 
weight, fit his hand impeccably. He was 
captivated at the way it so neatly slid 
under the skin and slipped between ribs. 
He hissed through his teeth. 

It’s time.  
He quickly adjusted his gloves, 

took a deep breath in, and smothered her. 
The cloth he brought and had stowed 
away in his pocket was soaked in 
chloroform. He pulled his black bandana 
up around his mouth and shoved the 
cloth into hers. Her eyes flew open in 
panic and her nostrils flared, begging for 
breath. He didn’t listen. Instead, he 
pressed harder and stared down into her 
eyes. After a few minutes, she settled and 
her eyes fluttered. Close. Open. Close. 
Open.  

“Shhhhhh…,” he whispered softly 
into the shadows.  

Finally, she went limp and molded 
into her feather-down pillows. He waited 
a second to make sure she was really out 
then gathered her into his arms. He 
inhaled, leaning his face down and tilting 
his nose toward her hair. Raspberry 
Cream. He exhaled and shuddered, 
shaking his shoulders but not from the 
cold draft of the window, then got to 
work getting her downstairs and into his 
van. He softly shut her door behind him 
then stripped away his bandana and 
hoodie to erase some suspicion to anyone 
who might be out. He carried her down 
the stairs and to his vehicle, cradled 
against his chest to appear as a caring 
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friend or lover. After walking the two and 
a half blocks, he opened the creaky back 
door and gently laid his prey on the floor. 
He stared for a moment before walking 
around to the front and crawling to the 
back to tie her up. Sound as a hibernating 
bear. He bound her hands, tightly 
knotting the material, then did the same 
at her ankles. Her mouth, he lightly 
pushed a piece of metallic duct tape over. 
There, perfect. He settled in the driver’s 
seat and adjusted his rearview mirror so 
he could see both the road behind him 
and his newest subject peacefully knocked 
out on the floor.  

He drove for what felt like hours. 
The silence drilled into him, filling every 
pore, and muzzling every breath. He saw 
the sign ahead and knew he was close: 
Shadybrook Hospital- 10 miles. The sign 
was broken, and graffiti vandals had made 
their marks.  

“Amateurs,” he mumbled.  
The abandoned Shadybrook 

Hospital where he lived was on the 
outskirts of town. Twenty years ago, just 
after he had escaped, the state shut it 
down. Budget cuts. No one had the need 
for an abandoned mental institution and 
the land it sat on had little to no value. He 
didn’t know what had happened to 
everyone else after he left.  

 Long, gripping vines crawled 
over the lands, making it almost 
impossible to cross the threshold unless 
you were familiar with the grounds. He 
never parked in the same spot twice, in 
slight fear that someone would discover 

him. Being cautious never hurt. But he 
knew all the ins and outs of the place. 
Shadybrook Hospital was where he grew 
up as a child. The girl in the room next 
door was his only comfort.  

At night, when he would wake up 
from nightmares, drenched and 
screaming, she would whisper to him. 
Sometimes she would sing soft lullabies 
that ushered the darkness away. They 
could only see each other through the 
small hole in their wall so when he was 
bored throughout the day, he would draw 
her. He would draw what he imagined 
she looked like. Her own jewel green eyes 
but the rest came from his imagination.  

“Enough,” he said aloud and 
jumped out of the van.  

Walking around the back, he still 
looked around to make sure he wasn’t 
followed. He hauled open the two white 
doors and looked at her. He didn’t move 
and didn’t make a sound- she was awake 
and quietly studying him. Tears were 
mostly dried on her red cheeks but fresh 
ones had started forming. Her wide, 
meadow green eyes pleaded with him but 
her mouth didn’t make a sound.  

Blinking, he threw his thoughts 
from his brain and started dragging her 
out. She didn’t protest. Instead, she laid as 
still and limp as she could, watching him 
with the same intensity. 

Five minutes later, he carried her 
through the back door and took her down 
the three levels to the basement. Her eyes 
finally strayed from her kidnapper and 
turned to the scene around them. She 



 

  S  t  a  r  d  u  s  t                                    ~                        ‘22   E  d  i  t  i  o  n   

 
 
 

80 . P a g e  
 

started squirming in his arms. He 
tightened his grip but only stared ahead, a 
strange smile taking form across his face. 
The bottom of the cellar felt cool to him. 
It was a feeling that soothed him after his 
ventures. The hallway was lit by single 
bulbs dangling from the ceiling. Their 
pale, white lights flickered against the 
smooth brick walls covered in paper. No, 
not just paper- sketches, drawings, art. 
Children’s drawings mixed in with those 
of a true artist. In all those years, he had 
never gotten rid of his drawings. He 
couldn’t let them go, couldn’t let her go.  

“What are you doing over there?” 
she would ask him, pressing her roseate 
lips through the hole in the wall.  

“I’m drawing,” he would reply 
without hesitation. He was always 
doodling or painting.  

“Drawing what?” 
Every time she asked, he would 

look down at his latest creation and smile, 
then stroke it as if he held a newborn 
kitten. “Something beautiful.” 

When they got to the room, he 
opened the door and laid her on the bed. 
The sheets, a dull rust color, were still 
stained with the last girl’s blood. He slid 
the rope off around her wrists only to pull 
them around back and tie her to the 
squeaky headboard. 

 “Shhhh...don’t struggle. Please. I 
promise this will all be over soon,” he 
said, his body pressed close against hers 
while he peered deep into her face and 
smiling at the fond memory.  

He walked back to her feet and 
met her eyes. They were shining, not like 
stars but like the ocean. The unceasing 
waves crashed into him, relentless. He 
trailed down her face and focused his gaze 
on her mouth where he had momentarily 
taken the duct tape off. The things he 
could do with that mouth. He stared, 
fascinated by the fullness in her small 
Cupid’s Bow. It was a straight line but 
seemed to smile at him all the same. He 
grinned as the inspiration flooded into 
him and he could envision his next 
portrait. Beautiful, he thought. Still 
smiling, he replaced the duct tape, 
brushing one finger down her cheek in a 
straight line.  

One last time, he looked into her 
pensive, green eyes and whispered, 
“Welcome home.” 
 

II. 
A while later he returned and 

found her still tied to the bed, watching 
him. Her eyes were wide with tears, her 
cheeks soaked. He propped open the big 
metal door then brought in his supplies: 
an easel big enough that he had to use a 
ladder to reach the top, a bucket of 
stained paintbrushes, and stacks of paint. 
The first color she saw was blood red. 
Then, emerald green- the color of her 
eyes.  

She cried out, the sound muffled 
by the tape against her mouth. He looked 
up at the noise and grinned at her.  
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“Hello again. Just one more 
second and we can begin,” he told her, 
retreating.  

She watched him bring in more 
and more paint until there was a half-
circle around the easel and the chair he 
brought in last. He angled the easel away 
from the bed so he could see both her and 
the canvas in front of him.  

Grin still plastered across his face, 
he picked up a brush, dipped it in a bucket 
of paint, and started. 

“Do you like it?” he asked.  
She didn’t know what to think. 

When he had finished the painting, hours 
later, he had turned the easel around so 
she could see it then sat in front of her and 
ripped the peeling tape off. “Why are you 
doing this?”  

“Because you’re beautiful,” he 
said quite simply.  

Her brows furrowed and she 
swallowed. “You have a twisted idea of 
beauty then.” 

He frowned. “You don’t think 
you’re beautiful?” 

Her sniffles paused briefly. “It 
doesn’t matter what I think because 
you’re going to murder me anyway, 
aren’t you?” 

A small sigh escaped his lips. 
“Don’t worry. You’ll see your true self 
soon enough.”  

She flinched back and whimpered 
against her internal protest as he scooched 
forward and reached out to her.  “So you 
are going to kill me?”  

He ignored her and instead 
cradled her face between his hands. 
Finally, finally, he could see her, touch 
her, breathe her. His right hand, along 
with his hungry eyes, traveled up her face 
and to her hair. He ran his fingers through 
it gently as if he was holding a china doll. 
He rubbed the strands between his index 
finger and thumb, trying to get a feel for 
the correct texture; then, he could 
recreate it again and again and again. 

He moved his hand back down to 
her cheek and let the other one roam 
around her neck. He could feel her 
quivering pulse jump underneath his 
touch; he could hear her thudding 
heartbeat. He moved his hand down to 
her shoulder and played with the strap of 
her tank top, then traced the hem back 
and forth across her chest.  

She inhaled and he could hear the 
unsteady shake in her breath.  

“Shhh…” he whispered once 
more, returning his hand to the side of her 
face, gripping her jaw. He leaned in close 
enough that she could see her own fear 
reflected in his wicked brown eyes. 
“Everything will be alright.”  

His face nudged forward as he 
swiped his lips over hers. Then, more 
forcefully, he kissed her and shoved her 
back against the headboard. Her eyes 
fluttered in panic as his watched. Those 
tempestuous brown eyes were glistening 
with raw hunger, his lips a tornado of 
anger and desire. Taking hold of his 
closeness, she kissed him back, closing her 
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eyes, then pulled away, fast, and slammed 
her forehead against hers.  

“Stay away from me!” she 
brusquely hissed.  

“You shouldn’t have done that,” 
he snarled after recovering and pushed his 
face into hers.  

“I- I’m sorry,” she whispered 
lamely, feigning sudden innocence and 
widening her crying eyes to make it more 
believable- as if she had suddenly caught a 
case of bipolar. It was the only thing she 
could think of. 

He glared. He knew she wasn’t.  
He was almost heaving; his breath 

was hard and ragged, matching hers. Both 
cried in fury. 

“You try anything like that again,” 
he spat, “I’ll kill you where you stand and 
your worthless, lifeless body will be put 
on display. I’ll hang you where you die 
and string you up for the world to see. I’ll 
have cameras everywhere; so many the 
media reporters will fall dead in shock! 
The people will see your body and guess 
what? No one will remember you. They’ll 
forget you in a heartbeat. You know why? 
People die every day and you will be no 
different to them. You’ll just be another 
body to bury. That is- if there’s anything 
left.”  

The door slammed shut behind 
him.  
 

III. 
 The painting was gorgeous. That, 
she couldn’t deny. He had painted her as 
she was: half-sitting, half-laying on the 

rusty bed, hair twisted around her 
shoulders in tangled knots. But her eyes. 
There was something about them she 
couldn’t look away from. He had painted 
her eyes last and spent over a full hour on 
perfecting them. They looked like her 
eyes and yet, they didn’t at the same time. 
It was like he had taken her eyes-the same 
color and flare- and combined them with 
someone else’s green eyes that had a 
different shape and underlying meaning. 
He had painted them with uncanny 
delicacy. They were easily the most 
noticeable and most interesting part of the 
artwork.  
 Just as she was about to turn and 
survey the room for the third time, the 
door whipped open and in stormed her 
kidnapper. His eyes, devilish as they were, 
glowed in the dim light of the room.  
 He took not one glance at her and 
continued stomping to the painting. With 
one swish of his hand, he had grabbed the 
canvas from the easel, swiped it down, 
and carried it from the room. When he 
returned, he set a new canvas upon the 
easel then turned, his gaze on her and 
only her. It reminded her of an eagle- the 
way his eyes traced her every moment 
and the way he could see her even 
without looking. Not that she could go 
anywhere, but it pinned her in place and 
made her blood freeze as if turning to 
stone. 
 “It’s time,” he declared, moving 
closer to the edge of her bed.  
 She moaned, kicking back as if she 
could run away. 
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 He tsked. “Now, now. None of 
that. Come on, darling, cooperate.”  
 His smile flashed quick, like a fox 
that just caught its long-lost prey.  
 “Don’t you like it here with me? 
Don’t you enjoy the provisions I’ve given 
you? The painting I slaved on?” The smile 
turned downward, ticking like a clock.  
 Her eyes widened with each 
agonizing step he took.  
 “Well,” he continued, mostly to 
himself, “I guess this is kind of new. But,” 
he looked up, “new is good. And it 
doesn’t last forever.”  
 With one last step, he was upon 
her, feral grin drooling with anticipation. 
He sat down, reached behind him, and 
pulled out a knife.  
 Her scream pierced his ears and, 
faster than lightning, he was on top of 
her.  

She thrashed under him but he 
held firm, hips straddling and pressed into 
hers, elbows digging into her biceps. He 
held the jeweled knife just below her chin, 
restricting head movement.  

“Ah, ah, ah,” he said, towering his 
face over hers. “This won’t hurt a bit. Just 
think of it as a quick shot you get at the 
doctor’s, or like a love tap from your 
sweetheart. Yeah, a love tap. That’s all 
this is.”  

From underneath him, she stared 
up, wondering at the dazed look in his 
eyes. His smile was now crooked as if 
recalling a fond memory. When she felt 
the knife twist deeper, she gasped. Her 
heart rate rose.  

He could feel it underneath him 
like a thundering train. It drilled into him 
and almost drove him mad. His breathing 
shallowed, coming in and out in short 
breaths.  

He looked down and pressed the 
tip of his knife into her soft, tender neck. 
A crimson dot rose up and kissed the 
blade. Again, a haze covered his eyes as he 
reached a finger down, swiped it up, and 
touched the pad of his finger to his 
tongue. He shuddered.  

More, the beast inside him urged. 
More. 

The blade traveled down, slowly. 
When he got to the hem of her shirt he 
stopped.  

“No, no! This won’t do.”  
He quickly ripped the knife down 

then hurriedly moved the two sides of her 
shirt aside. Her chest pulsed underneath 
him.  

Yes. More.  
He resumed and trailed the knife 

down further, cutting across her bra and 
traveling to her stomach. He slashed once 
across her belly button and she cried out, 
sobbing. He made another slash, 
diagonal.  

He met her eyes and smiled, ice 
seeping from his lips. “X marks the spot.” 

He plunged the knife down.  
Her mangled howl was blocked 

from his ears as he stared at the wound 
seeping with blood. He lifted the knife, 
jerking her body, and slammed it down 
again. This time, slightly to the right, into 
her lower intestines. Red flooded out of 
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the opening and spilled down onto the 
bed. And again. And again. And again.  

She was no longer screaming.  
He was splattered in the ichor and 

smiling, his teeth stark white against the 
deep color.  

Her eyes were frozen in the last 
moments of terror but life had quickly 
faded from those ink-black irises.  

Once he made sure she was no 
longer moving, he quickly pressed his 
hands to her stomach, making sure not an 
inch of skin was left exposed. Then, he 
raced over to the canvas and painted. And 
painted. And when he ran out of blood, 
he slit his own wrists in a daze to finish 
the project.  

And once he was done, he stood 
back from his masterpiece and beamed, 
grinning from blood-covered ear to blood-
covered ear.  

He stumbled over to the corpse 
and kissed it lightly, making sure to savor 
that last taste of fresh blood. 

“Thank you,” he whispered. “My 
dear Opheli...” 
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“A Summer Spent 
Searching” 
 

va  
Toth 
 
 

 
oarse, warm dirt tore at my hands 
as I dug into the ground. The 
small stones and plants hurt my 

fingers, and brown already stained under 
my nails. Yet, I kept digging. I knew they 
couldn’t have buried the capsule deep, 
and I wanted to find it before dark. Beside 
me, Adam laid on his back, basking in the 
last dregs of sunlight, ankles crossed and 
eyes closed. I paused. This morning he’d 
been just as invested in the search as I 

was. He had even brought water and 
food, planning to be out here all day. But 
after noon passed, his charisma faded and 
he devoted his time to complaining about 
the lack of cell phone service. One more 
word and I’d send this metal water bottle 
right through his head. It’s not like I 
wasn’t grateful for him being there. I was. 
I just hated managing his daily 
rollercoaster of moods. When Erin, 
Adam’s boyfriend, was with us, things 
were better. More balanced. Adam’s 
complaints ceased; his noises of boredom 
subsided. A cool, excited façade built 
itself, eager to show Erin our project. Erin 
would indulge him, saying it was 
“something out of a book.”  

So, the story Adam told always 
changed with each retelling. Sometimes 
the capsule was buried by both our dead 
mothers; sometimes just by his.  

“It's a race to find it first!” He’d 
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say, “And we know other people are 
looking…” 

That wasn’t quite right. 
But the one thing that always 

remained consistent were his claims of 
stacks on stacks of cash. I’d overheard him 
tell Erin that if him and I found it we’d be 
set for years. This was far from the truth. 
Honestly, the only thing that kept me 
invested in the search was my love for my 
mom and Aunt Kate, who both passed 
away in a car wreck last year. They’d 
always been so secretive with their lives; I 
was scared this box buried in the woods 
was all we had left of the two women. 

It began one August when we 
were camping out in one of the pastures. 
Our family farm spanned so many acres 
that in the summer we’d spend each night 
somewhere new. I’d always beg to sleep 
by one of the magical little creeks that ran 
through our woods. Adam, ever my 
opposite, preferred the wide, open fields 
of wish-flowers and clear skies. It was 
such a place we found ourselves that 
night, eating smoked hot dogs and 
braiding daisy chains. I specifically 
remember my chain being made of 
dandelions instead of daisies that time. I 
was real big on yellow that summer: 
yellow flowers, yellow pens, yellow paint 
on my walls. The problem with using 
dandelions though was their stems. 
Unlike the tough, pliable daisies, my 
flowers would snap in half with each knot. 
This, combined with the relentless buzz 
of cicadas, had me on my last nerve. 

 It’s probably why I snapped when 
Adam turned to me and nagged, “Why do 
you always have to act so special, June? 
You can’t use the daisies? You just have to 
use something special.” 

He drug out the words have and 
special; that was particularly annoying. 
Fed up with my attempts, I tossed my 
chain to the ground and crushed it under 
my heel.  

That bothered Adam, who rolled 
his eyes and spoke again. “Real mature. 
You didn’t have to ruin it.” 

I just looked at him and his 
perfect, textbook crown of daisies. 

“Whatever.” 
“June, it’s fine, have mine.” He 

handed it out to me, his tone snarky. But I 
didn’t want the daisies. I wanted yellow 
dandelions.  

“Keep your stupid crown.” 
“I was just trying to be nice…” 
I hated it when Adam played 

victim. No one could tell except the 
person he’d insulted; there was always 
double meaning in those words. Him 
saying I always had to be special hurt 
because he knew I found myself so 
extraordinarily plain. As I was about to 
respond, Aunt Kate noticed the tension 
and broke in.  

“No fighting on our last night of 
summer.”  

She frowned. 
“Don’t worry Kate, we aren’t.” 

Adam always called his mom by her first 
name. 

“June?” 
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“He’s right. We’re not.” 
My mom, Ella, had always been 

keener than her sister, and shot us a 
displeased look. She wasn’t the biggest fan 
of camping with two ten-year-olds. Our 
bickering sparked her short temper; Our 
relentless exploring fueled her anxiety. I 
almost felt bad for worrying her so much 
but remembered how much fun it was. 
Just this morning her and Kate had 
awoken to an empty camp. Kate, always 
whimsical, told my mom to stop 
worrying and “Just stay put. They will be 
back by breakfast.” Sometimes my mom 
was right in her fretting and they’d have 
to drag us out of whatever thorny mess 
we’d gotten into. Today though, Kate’s 
musings held true, and Adam and I 
stumbled into camp at the first whiff of 
cooking pancakes. It was probably 
frustration over that incident that caused 
my mother to intervene before our 
fighting escalated.  

“Adam. June. Would you want to 
hear a story?” 

Even at ten, I knew how rarely 
my mother and aunt talked about their 
past. Stories from Aunt Kate were 
minimal and from my mother even more 
so. That’s how I knew this one had to be 
good. 

She settled into the grass and 
spoke, “When Kate and I were just a 
couple of years older than you two, we 
would camp out in these very woods 
every night... The only difference was our 
parents couldn’t be bothered to come.” 
That part she said quietly- the aunts never 

talked about our grandparents. We’d 
never met them.  

“Well one night Kate had an… 
idea,” She paused for dramatic effect, “She 
wanted to make a time capsule.” 

“A what?” 
“Adam” She scolded. “No 

interrupting.” 
Adam groaned and settled down 

into the grass. I elbowed him in the side as 
a warning: I didn’t want his abrasive 
behavior to deter my mom’s storytelling. 
She watched us for a second before 
continuing.  

“A time capsule is a collection of 
things from a person’s life. The idea is that 
in hundreds of years someone will dig it 
up and see how we lived- all the things we 
loved. Kate and I put all kinds of secrets in 
ours. If you ever found it one day, you 
two would probably end up knowing us 
better than we know ourselves. Not to 
mention the cash.”  

She winked at that last part. 
“You put money in it?” I asked 

hesitantly. 
“We were hiding it. See, our 

parents- your grandmom and pa- weren’t 
well off. They were constantly taking the 
money Kate and I were saving for college, 
which they used to buy all that bad stuff 
we tell you about-” 

“Alcohol!?” Adam gasped. 
“No interrupting!” My elbow hit 

him harder this time. 
“At one point,” my mother 

continued, “we were so fed up we decided 
to hide the bulk of it away, hoping to dig 
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it up the next year. But by the time 
college came around we had forgotten 
where the capsule was hidden. Kate and I 
looked everywhere: up past the old cabin 
and even down by the far creek. I can't 
imagine how neither of us could 
remember where we’d hid it. I guess 
stress and time does that to a brain.” 

“So anyways,” Kate finished off 
the story, “If either of you ever find it it’s 
yours. I have an inkling that the capsule 
doesn’t want to be found by the two of 
us.” 

It was getting late. I could tell they 
were tired and done talking to us, so I 
rolled over on my side to sleep. I heard 
Aunt Kate bicker with Adam for a few 
minutes before he gave in and curled up 
too. As I drifted off, my mind couldn’t 
stop thinking about the time capsule 
laying out here in the woods, all 
abandoned and forgotten. Maybe if they 
weren’t meant to find it, then I was. 

Anyways, after summer Adam 
seemed to forget about that particular 
story. It stuck with me though, and I 
spent the next year with the thought of 
buried secrets carefully nestled in my 
head. I never thought about actually 
looking for the box until Ella and Kate 
died. Once Adam realized that our 
income disappeared with them, it didn’t 
take long to convince him to search for it. 
The money was certainly his motivation- 
although I had doubts about the amount. 
The aunts were barely 16; they could’ve 
buried a meager one grand. If this was the 
case, the cash wouldn’t last long. It 

wouldn’t be able to finance Adam 
through college like he hoped. We’d had 
that argument countless times over the 
past few months.  

He would always lose his temper 
and snap at me, saying things like, “It’s 
not as if you need the money anyways. I 
can’t imagine you at a university.” Part of 
me wanted to find the capsule without 
Adam and take whatever cash it offered 
before he could. But I knew he was right; 
I wasn’t suited to college. I’d be lucky to 
make it past high school. 

“Get up lazy,” I threw a muddy 
shovel in Adam’s direction, “The sooner 
you start digging, the sooner we’ll be out 
of here.” 

He rolled his eyes before picking it 
off the ground and coming over to join 
me. We eyed the cluster of holes set in the 
forest floor. I’d picked this place because 
of its sentimental value to Aunt Kate. The 
little glen was the only spot she 
consistently asked to camp at. My mother 
had told me once that Aunt Kate used to 
bring friends here when they were young. 
When Kate and my mom had friends. 
When they weren’t a couple of recluses. 
I’m sure Ella had let Kate pick the burial 
location- my mom wasn’t into that stuff. 
Adam buried his shovel into the ground 
with a new urgency. Soon we were both 
sweating despite the quickly darkening 
sky. The forest was growing quiet, trees 
and animals settling in for the night. I was 
about to call out to Adam that it was time 
to go, when my blade stuck something 
hard. I heard a loud clunk and felt the 
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reverberations travel up through my 
arms. Yet, I didn’t move the shovel out of 
the dirt. 

My heart started racing, “Adam. 
We’ve found it.” 
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“The Cabin” 
 

llie  
Oakes 
 
 

 
 

he air had a crisp in it. A little 
more than usual. Jude clutched 
her textbooks tightly to her chest 

as she watched her Mary Janes slide 
through the muddy path. Leaves 
pigmented shades of sunset fell carelessly 
from the giant oaks around her. She rarely 
spent time appreciating the beauty of the 
campus, but it was a treasure. Nestled 

deep in the Scottish Highlands, Albyn 
Academy was the home to many over-
privileged heirs of British billionaires and 
the occasional full-ride know-it-all. The 
school was buried so deep away from  
reality that students spent months at a 
time in the halls with just themselves and 
the walls to keep them company. Campus 
consisted of seventeen stone buildings. 
Each of them was formed into some 
elegant form of castle, nearly 15 stories 
tall each. Looking at Albyn was like 
staring at the map of a tiny town--so many 
paths and places to go. Jude found herself 
lost many times. 

She continued the long drag back 
to the common room, taking notice of 
things she never cared to pay attention to 
before. The big oak on the center of the 
lawn. The Albyn crest burned deep into 
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boulders on random corners of the freshly 
manicured lawn. The sky appeared a deep 
gray; vast and unending, as though it was 
on the cusp of nighttime at only two in 
the afternoon. 

She was so deep in her thoughts 
that she didn’t register the sound of 
approaching footsteps in the rocks behind 
her. Seconds later, however, she felt long 
fingers jab deep into the side of her waist. 
Eyes darting up, she twisted her entire 
body around, books still in hand, and 
threw them with all of her meager 
strength into the curly brown haired, 
green eyed boy trailing her. She could not 
mask the relief that blew through her 
when she realized who it was. 

“James--You about gave me a 
heart attack,” Jude breathed, tucking the 
outstretched books tightly back into her 
arms. 

“Are you that paranoid, Jude? It’s 
just me,” James carefully caught his steps 
up to hers. 

“You heard about Oliver the other 
day, Jamey. He’s been gone for a week 
now! A week! Where could he have gone? 
There’s nowhere to go! He just up and 
disappeared,” Jude mumbled frantically. 
“Of course, I’m going to get scared when I 
think someone is trying to stab me in the 
side.” 

“You’re right. I’m sorry” James 
sarcastically replied in his London drawl. 

Although he scared the living 
daylight out of her, she could barely stay 
mad at him for long. Jude scoffed and slid 
her arm across his side and hooked her 

hand onto his arm. She went to lean into 
his shoulder, but her head barely touched 
it. He led her across the drawbridge and 
into their dorm hall. Jude’s eyes strained 
against the lack of light inside of the 
enormous room. Red velvet curtains 
currently hung in place in front of the 
grand, arching window that encompassed 
the entirety of the wall in front of her. 

Without a word, Jude began 
unpacking her books. Papers were thrown 
in random pages, some with writing all 
over and others filled with intricate 
drawings. Maps of the grounds, trails that 
were all around campus, and coordinates. 
She slithered to the floor, landing with a 
gentle thud, and began to litter the papers 
around her. Jude glanced up to see James 
eyeing each one.  

She could see the gears turning in 
his mind. 

She was nearly finished when 
Heath stomped down the spiral staircase. 

“Whatcha love birds doing?” 
Jude quirked up from her spot. 

She hadn’t realized that James’ hand was 
rubbing small circles against her shoulder 
while she sat on the floor in front of him. 
She tore herself away and put a great deal 
of distance between them. 

“Heath, so lovely to see you’ve 
finally risen from the dead!” James noted 
sarcastically. 

“Hey, if you didn’t have class on 
Fridays, you would also be in bed until 
noon.” 

“It’s 2:17, Heath,” Jude laughed. 
“Wait is it actually?” Heath cried. 
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“Yeah,” Jude tapped the spot on 
the ground beside her. “Come sit. I was 
just about to explain to James the path I 
found. I’m almost certain it leads to the 
cabin.” 

Without waiting for approval she 
launched into a long monologue about 
how she has caught Headmaster Balzac 
walking into the Forest taking this same 
path. To get to the cabin, they would first 
have to walk along the Nudge Trail, then 
cut onto Aniko Trail, and after three 
miles, they must find a tree with a large 
hollow ring, walk east for roughly 348 
paces, and then break into the cabin. 

“Seems easy right?” Jude 
exclaimed. 

“Do you think that nobody will 
notice if we are gone the whole day?” 
James questioned. 

“Now, Let’s think for a second, 
Jamey. Do you talk to anyone beside me 
and Jude here?” 

Heath quirked. 
James let his head drop in defeat. 
So, they settled it. They would 

leave first thing in the morning 
tomorrow. 

A quiet buzz against her wrist 
woke Jude with a rush. 3:49 AM. She 
slipped out of the silk sheets as softly as 
she could in an attempt to not wake her 
roommate up. Her eyes felt lazy and she 
struggled to pop her contacts in, so she 
settled for her glasses. With a final check 
in the satchel, Jude clamored down the 
dormitory steps and met the boys near the 
back kitchen window. 

¨Who said we needed to leave this 
early?” Heath questioned. ¨I can barely 
hold my eyes open!¨ 

Neither of them responded to the 
rhetorical comment. Exhaustion painted 
the faces of all three students. Jude 
noticed the beating purple covering the 
veins in James’ under eyes. He looked 
deathly. 

They carried out their plans 
wordlessly. James helped Jude out of the 
window before climbing out himself. 
Heath followed behind closely with the 
satchel of food and a map. Once they 
reached the outer grounds, Jude conjured 
a flashlight. 

The walk to the tree was 
treacherous in the day, let alone night. 
Pitch black greeted Jude everywhere she 
looked. It seemed that the moon wasn’t in 
the mood for a visit tonight. Regardless, 
the huge pines blocked any vision of the 
sky. The flashlight was no help. The 
batteries died within 15 minutes and it 
escaped Jude’s mind to bring extras. She 
felt incredibly uneasy traipsing through 
the forest. It was forbidden for a reason. 

She quickly reclaimed her 
thoughts. They were doing this for a 
reason. Something was in the cabin, or 
else it wouldn’t be so protected. There is a 
secret this school is hiding from everyone, 
she was sure of it. 

Finally, they reached the cabin. It 
was a long journey. Daylight spread 
against the tops of the trees but didn’t 
seep through to the ground. It wrapped 
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around the tips in such a way that 
reminded her of a forcefield. 

Through her squinted eyes Jude 
noticed a movement close ahead of them. 
A door opened and a blinding orange light 
stunned her vision. In a few seconds, they 
readjusted to see through. 

A figure in deep black robes was 
standing in the entranceway of the log 
cabin. In their arms was a full white 
garbage bag dripping with red liquid. 

Jude flinched instinctively at the 
sight. Who was this mysterious person? 
She edged as close as she could to the 
doorway without being noticed. 

The figure turned to face her 
directly. Luckily, the bush covered her 
body. Not luckily, however, was her luck 
when she realized that the shadow 
covered in black robes was that of the 
Headmaster Balzac. Her horror 
intensified when it dawned on her that 
the red liquid coating the outside of the 
bag was actually blood. Blood that didn’t 
seem to come from Balzac. 

He hurriedly slammed the door 
shut and began trekking back to the 
campus. 

When the coast was clear, Jude 
sprang up from her squatted position 
under the bushes and ran to unlock the 
just-opened door. The boys quickly trailed 
behind her, both too astonished to say any 
fathomable words. 

The cabin was beautiful, one 
could note. Stuffed heads of extravagant 
prize animals adorned the wooden log 
walls. In the center of the huge room was 

a large stoned fireplace running the entire 
length of the wall. Plush grey blankets laid 
on top of deep ruby velvet couches. On 
the left was a large staircase leading to a 
loft area. On the right, a small hallway 
with four different doors: two on each 
side. 

James wandered over to the 
staircase. He traced his fingers over the 
beautifully carved wood of the railing, 
admiring the architecture of the place. He 
continued his journey up through to the 
top of the loft. 

“Jude this place is beautiful. I get 
why they want to hide it from us now,” 
Heath’s voice echoed through the walls. 
He was busy plopping down on a loveseat 
by the blazing fire. Jude noticed 
something odd on the floor leading to the 
back hallway. Curiosity killed the cat, as 
the saying goes, and in this case, it 
prevailed again. 

She followed the path. It was a 
smudged red, almost like someone bled 
and then tried to clean it up but merely 
smeared it worse onto the wood. 

It led her down into the last door 
on the left. When she opened the door, 
she felt the blood drain from her face. 

“James!” she screamed. 
On the floor in front of her was 

Oliver’s dead body. 
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“Red Light, Green Light” 
 

arissa 
Lewis 
 
 

 
ommy, please. Don’t 
leave me with Daddy!” 
 

“Dani, I love you. Daddy will take 
care, I promise.” 

The bell rings. Next period. Desks 
scrape against the floor and the room 
bursts to life. Dani falls into step behind 

them. She is a follower, that is certain. She 
is on her own now. 

Paul, Dani’s father, died when she 
was three. It was tragic. The dead of 
winter. The roads were so bad that one 
could not see two feet into the roadways. 
Fog rolled in, snow and sleet following. 
Why would he ever be out in a storm this 
bad? 

Megan. The love of his life was 
leaving. She packed her possessions and 
was gone with the wind, or storm I 
should say. Rumors spread she left him a 
voicemail. 

This is what I pieced together: 
“I can’t keep living this lie. I can’t, 

Paul. You and I both know it is too much 
a burden. I love you.” And that was all. 

M 
“M 
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The lie? Nobody knows. We have been 
wondering that for years. I met Dani 
when she moved to the house across the 
street. Her aunt and uncle opened the 
door, but they never truly welcomed her. 
I watched her all the time, slowly pulling 
apart the blinds out of my window, 
careful she doesn’t see me. She was a 
mystery child. Dani never really 
recovered from that. At least, I seem to 
think so. 

And I know her best. 
She knows my name, in the least. 

I tried being friends with her, hell, I still 
try. 

“Dani! Wait up!” 
The surge of students make no 

room for me. She looks back, a little 
terrified, a little sad. I am not sure, 
honestly. She is a mystery. My mystery. 
She doesn’t even know who I am yet I 
know every detail about her life. Her 
birthday is easy. Harder question? She 
doesn’t want to welcome anyone who 
hasn’t welcomed her. That is why she 
walks alone in the hallways, why she sits 
alone at lunch. I know she only eats one 
school lunch: the Salisbury steak with the 
corn mashed potatoes. I know that she 
hates her real name, Danielle, and she 
shudders every time the teachers call it on 
the first day of school. Like a broken clock 
on repeat, she never fails to shyly correct 
them and ask to be called Dani. Her 
mother went by Danielle. 

The next class drags by, as does 
the one after that. The only interesting 
part of my day is her. Sometimes, I will be 

so close I just want to reach out and grab 
her hand. Every time I reach for it in my 
imagination, she slips away. Sometimes I 
slip up and do reach for it, and before my 
hands touch hers, she raises it to fix her 
hair, or readjust her backpack. It is like she 
knows exactly what I want to do. 

Dani never walks, not willingly. 
Every step she takes she is shoved forward 
by something stronger than her will. 
Never consenting, never fighting. She will 
follow the crowd. 

I have been in love with Dani 
since September 12th, 1996. This was the 
day she moved to my neighborhood. She 
has this weird grasp on me I cannot shake 
for the life of me. I have tried with 
everything in my being. I wish it was a 
middle school crush, but we are in 11th 
grade and she is everywhere I am. She is 
in my classes. She is always just across the 
road, physically. The worst part of it is 
that she is in my most obscene thoughts 
and dreams. My eyes follow her dark head 
walking through the parking lot rows. She 
stops at a white Toyota, her mom’s that 
she left behind on that fatal day.  

The license plate reads “D+P 
1290”. It reads the year Danielle and Paul 
were married, in December. She is in the 
third row, most left parking spot. Every 
day, same as the last. I love it. She will 
turn left, go down the road about 2 miles 
(2.32) and turn left again. Our road. 

Wait. She turns right. This is odd, 
especially for Dani. Should I follow? I 
decide against my better judgement to 
leave it be. I will follow her car on the 
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snap-map. I trace her car, and it is winding 
around the familiar town roads until it 
reaches-- 

This is interesting. She stops at 
Kurt Donovan’s. Like every up-and-
coming-movie, he is the “popular kid”. I 
swear his pool is longer than my house. I 
hate that boy with everything in my 
being. 

The day drags as I contemplate 
whether I should go to Kurt’s. What 
would I even say? Idiot, showing up on his 
doorstep like you are all that. What if she 
is hurt though? I decide to wait until 9:00 
pm and if she is not home by then, I will 
go to Kurt’s. I am just being a good friend, 
after all. Nothing suspicious here. 9:00 pm 
and no sign of Dani. The devil on my 
shoulder says let her be. The angel tells 
me I should check on her.  

My car shudders as I start it, 
unwilling to follow my commands. I got 
this car two years ago but it has been 
mine since I was born, basically. Our old 
neighbor always told us it was mine on 
the day I turn 16. It’s a nice car, if I was 
born 30 years ago. I swear I could wake 
up a whole neighborhood with how 
much it squeals. The belt spins and the 
brakes squeal. 

My ears are ringing. Pulling into 
Kurt’s driveway, the first things that jump 
out at me are the bedroom lights. The 
soft, yellow lights throw confusing 
shadows all over the bedroom. Inside the 
curtain are two people, one short-hair, the 
other, long and dark, kinky hair that I 
have known for years. My car squeals in 

ornery protest as I pull to a halt. Their 
heads both turn and I watch as the curtain 
is pulled to the side. Kurt sees me first. 

“Zero!! How you been?” 
He snickers with his new favorite 

nickname for me. Oh, there’s a bunch: 
Zero, Zero-weight, Bones, Barbie, and my 
least favorite of all, Cadaver. I have 
always been skinny but I hate how much 
the popular boys exploit it. I can feel my 
face deepen in shame. Dani puts her head 
down and I can see how she always hides 
her face with her bangs. Or tries to, 
anyways. It’s hard to hide beauty. 

“Hey, Kurt. I-uh-just came to 
check on Dani.” My face burns. “You 
know, Aunt Melanie is always on her 
ass—ha-ha.”  

“Is this true, Dani? Or does Crush 
over here just want you home safe and 
sound?” 

His smile fades into a glare. 
“It’s true, Kurt” I don’t even hear 

her whispers. But I know what she is 
saying. I read her lips a lot of the time 
now. Because she avoids me at all costs. I 
don’t know if Dani remembers. Last year, 
I had invited her over for a study session 
for our 10th grade trig class together. We 
were in my bedroom. As all teenage boys 
are, I tried making a move. She ignored it. 
I tried again, and this time she blew me 
off. I started to get angry. She wasn’t 
having it. She didn’t like to be pinned 
down. I used to hate that about her, but 
now it intrigues me even more. 
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“You don’t ever see red, do you 
Elijah? You see green, and you go and you 
don’t hear me saying no. You never do.” 
It was the first time I had ever seen her 
mad. Then, she was gone with the wind. I 
didn’t even hear her leave as I nursed my 
injuries from her kicks to my chest and 
then groin. I called her once, twice. The 
third time the call didn’t even go through. 
She blocked me, virtually and physically. 

Dani is yelling out the window 
now. 

“Elijah, will you just leave me 
alone? God, you’re like a damn leech” 

Her words sting. The edges of my 
eyes fill up with this emotion I am no 
stranger to. 

“Dani, come on, this kid is a joke. 
I can’t believe you’re even looking at 
him.” 

“Kurt, will you just SHUT UP. 
Dani, let's go. This kid is a prick. He 
doesn’t mean any good. I heard him in the 
hallway today, his “plans” for tonight.” 

I can see Dani and her face that 
falls in horror. She grabs her book bag and 
runs out of the room. Into my arms. She 
belongs here. She doesn’t even glance in 
my direction as she pulls out of the 
driveway. I will follow her home. 

11:00 pm. She has had enough 
time to recover. I will go check on her and 
let her know that she’s not missing 
anything with that jerk. A couple stones 
roll against her window. Weak throws. I 
throw again, this one hits perfectly square 
and bounces into the side yard. Still, no 
movement inside. I start to worry. 

Usually when I do this, she at least tells 
me to buzz off. Buzz being a replacement 
for the actual word she uses. After what 
seems like ages, the window slides open. 

“Dani?” I whisper as to be careful 
not to wake her owners. 

Without a word, she drops down 
a ladder, one of those fire ones that you 
keep in your attic and never use. It hangs 
in the still air, waiting to be scaled. 

Her room is every bit Dani. My 
breath catches at this overwhelming smell 
of vanilla and spice. It is this organized 
tornado, a little on the wild side but still, 
maintains a clean air about it. The pile of 
clothes in the corner seems to grow by 
the second, haunting us and the room. I 
have never been in here before. It is dark, 
but I can see her silhouette leaning against 
her bookshelf, which is so lined with 
books that they all combine into one, 3x20 
book on each shelf. She has stuffed 
animals lining her bed frame and a vanity 
with no mirror in the corner. She is so 
child-like. She has her arms crossed. 
Guarded. 

“Dani, I’m sorry. I’m not the creep 
you think I am. I just- I just worry about 
you sometimes is all. You are like this 
mystery girl that I have known for years 
and still cannot understand one bit.” 

My words come out of my mouth 
so fast I can’t even stop the fountain of 
letters that spew out of me, 

“You are nice, but you keep this 
weird guard up. You don’t let anyone in, 
you force them to come to you. And it’s 
not a bad thing, I just don’t understand. I 
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don’t understand why someone so--so 
beautiful would ever live so protected.”  

I am rambling. I ball my hands as 
they tremble. I just called her beautiful. 
Oh, my God. I can’t believe I just said 
that. Just kill yourself now and spare 
yourself the shame. And in that moment, 
a miracle happened. I watched as she 
finally let me in. Her shoulders loosened, 
and then sagged. Her makeup could not 
hide the bags under her eyes when 
passing cars headlights would flash 
through the room. Her posture, once 
rigid, sunk. She bowed her head and 
joined me, sitting on her bed. I could see 
the bruises on her arms, her arms that 
went uncovered 365 days of the year. 

“Who did this to you?” 
A pause. The world stopped at a 

halt. 
“Dani?” 
Her tears glistened in the fading 

moonlight. I could see, she wanted to tell 
someone, wanted to tell me. I slowly 
grabbed her hand in mine, which startled 
her. She pulled away and put them under 
her legs to break the tension. Her hands 
were so small, still bearing its childlike 
appearance. 

“I just don’t want to admit it, is 
all. Because once I do, I mean, I can’t take 
it back.” 

I grabbed her pinky with mine and 
they locked into this lifelong bond. 

Dani sighed, and I watched a tear 
roll down her cheek, fall onto her pink 
and purple flower print bedspread. She is 
still a child at heart. 

“My mom left me when I was 
three.” 

“I-” She cut me off. 
“I know you already know this 

but just let me talk. My mom left me 
when I was 3 and my dad died on his way 
to stop her. I always wondered why she 
left. I always wondered why God would 
leave me with these horrible people I call 
aunt and uncle. One day, I found the 
voicemail she left my dad. The voicemail 
with the ‘lie she couldn’t live with’. So I 
did some digging. I put the broken pieces 
together, and it took me years to figure 
out. But I was the lie.” 

The last sentence hangs in the air, 
balancing between soundwaves and 
everything leading up to this point. 

She stutters on this next line: 
“I-I was the lie. My mom was 

raped ...and I was the lie that she told my 
father, that I was his. She was raped and 
she was too embarrassed to say anything, 
too embarrassed to admit she was too 
weak to fight back. And I was the lie, 
Elijah.” 

I try to hold the shock that comes 
electrifying through my blood. I just 
barely stop my mouth from gaping open. 
Watching her cry brings tears to my eyes, 
too. I blink them away before she can see. 
Once. Twice. 

“Dani, I am so sorry. But this is 
not your fault.” 

I can’t find the right words to say. 
My simple words hang in the air. 
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“You belong here. I know you 
don’t want to believe that, but you can’t 
blame yourself for your mom’s pain.” 

A sob escapes her throat. 
Whatever she is about to say is hard for 
her, as she opens her mouth and closes is 
again. 

“Who is hurting you? Who made 
these bruises and cuts on your arms, 
Dani? Look at me.” 

A whisper slices through the thick 
air hanging around us. 

“You did, Elijah”. 
I have never hated someone 

more. 
“We were studying and I…was 

just trying to do my trig and then you 
kissed me. And I stumbled back, saying 
no. But you just kept trying to kiss me. 
You didn’t hear me saying no. I was 
screaming on the inside. These boys, they 
never see red. It's always green light, for 
him, for the man that hurt my mom, for 
you.”  

Green light. I have heard that 
before. She is talking about me. 

“You did, Elijah. You-you are, 
Elijah. You made me feel so angry at 
myself that you did this to me, not me. I 
thought if you saw them, you would 
leave me alone. You would finally see the 
red light that separates us.” 

Red light. 
I loved her so much that I hurt 

her. Suddenly everything made sense. She 
avoids me, because she is scared of me. I 
gave her the bruises on her arms, I made 
her draw the knife across her wrists that 

she covers up. I am the reason she doesn’t 
keep a mirror on her vanity, the reason 
why she is so ashamed of herself. 

I see red.  
But doesn’t she know that red is 

my favorite color?  
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“A Spiraling Hell” 
 

ichael 
Chronister 

 
 

 
xe, I’m hit!” 03 screamed.  

 
 

“Check, I’ll signal the helicopter.” 
On adrenaline, I popped a green smoke. 
The canister hit the ground as the 
smokestack rose, filling my lungs with the 
burnt chemicals and making me cough.  

Crawling along the parapet as 
bullets whizzed overhead hitting the wall 
and obliterating it sending shrapnel into 
my back. Leaning up over the wall and 
laying down cover for the helo: using my 
standard issued fully automatic M249 saw 
light machine gun, lashing out death from 
its barrel. The recoil smashed into my 
shoulder as I put a hundred rounds 
downrange. There were at least twenty 
soldiers on the ground. The barrel turned 
red from the rounds as they laid death 
down on my enemy. One man was hit 
and fell, smashing his head off the ground. 
I could see the hole from the round that 
had exited his body obliterating his 
stomach and exiting out his back. The 

M 
“A 
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ground behind him was now painted with 
blood and his intestines.  The gun clicked, 
without thinking I grabbed ammo from  
the packs on my body and filled the box 
magazine. 

“ETA 2 mike out,” my radio 
cracked out.  
 “Check 6,” 03 shouted as he raised 
his pistol. 

Turning around to see a man 
standing over 03. The echoing as three 
shots cracked through the sky and both 
men fell. Running over to 03 and seeing a 
dead Iraq soldier; The bullet went 
through his skull as blood squirted on the 
parapet.  

“ETA 30 seconds out,” the radio 
on my shoulder cut in and out of service. 
Looking down to see 03 in a puddle of 
blood with a hole through his shoulder 
and one in his gut. I slammed my 
backpack on the ground and scrambled 
through it finding a tube of morphine and 
gauzes. Wrapping the fist-sized hole in his 
shoulder, and injecting him with the tubes 
of morphine.   
 “I’m scared,” 03 stated in a low, 
painful voice. His eyes glossing over as he 
talked.  

“You will be okay, you’re going 
home.” My eyes filled with hope while 
the dirt on the roof was flying through the 
air. Making an improvised smoke screen 
of dirt and debris.   

The sound of one Mike of nonstop 
firebombing over our heads was over the 
street being cleansed of the evil filling it. 
Three shots rang out by my ear making 

me go deaf, 03 dropping his hand with a 
smoking pistol.  
 “ لكذ أجل من للموت ذاھب ,” an Iraq 
soldier screamed as he fell down the steps 
leading up to the rooftop. Not realizing 
what he had just said until later. The 
helicopter cleared the street of any visible 
enemies and moved over to secure us. My 
eyes were filled with dust from the 
rooftop that was shielding us from enemy 
fire. The basket was lowered to load 03's 
limp, destroyed body into the helicopter. 
Sliding him through the pile of blood he 
was bathing into the thin plastic basket. 
Strapping him in using the straps as an 
improvised tourniquet. Pulling the tightly 
coiled rope twice for them to pull him 
up.  

03 mustered up his last bit of 
strength and pointed to the stairs. 
Whipping around to see an Iraqi soldier 
holding a rocket-propelled grenade in his 
hand with blood pouring out of an open 
wound in his gut. Grabbing my pistol that 
clicked from the sound of a dry fire. Then 
rapidly snatching 03's gun and ripping out 
a new magazine from my vest, shoving it 
into the gun and slamming the release for 
the slide. PHEW, the rocket flew through 
the sky right over my head and went into 
the helicopter annihilating it sending it 
tumbling down. The explosion of red and 
orange flame from the fuel sullage went 
up and shook the building, for a moment I 
could feel the heat radiating from the 
falling bird.  

There was a moment of silence. 
Then all hell broke loose.  
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Unloading five rounds into the 
man. His brain splattered over the walls 
and his guts spilled out over the rooftop. 
Having no mercy at this time. Running 
over to the pile of blood where 03 was 
laying and grabbed his M2010 Enhanced 
Sniper Rifle, 6 rounds of 300 Winchester 
Magnum. The carbon fiber weapon 
radiated heat from the sun. Running over 
to the broken part of the parapet 
mounting the weapon on it. Seeing the 
wrecked bird and looking for the wire to 
see if 03 got pulled into the bird. A shot 
boomed from the distance not seeing 
where it came from. The parapet 
obliterated above my head sending red 
hot shrapnel into my back and legs. The 
smell of burnt flesh filled my lungs 
making me gag. Limping back away from 
the edge of the roof. Dropping my 
backpack and grabbing a tube of 
morphine and the few gauzes I had left to 
wrap it around my leg. Tying the gauze 
around my shin and pulling as tight as I 
could to reduce blood loss. Then crawling 
to the other side of the parapet to alter my 
position and remounting it.  
 “ الحادث راكبي من ثالثة ھناك ,” 
exclaimed the Iraq soldier said in a stern 
voice 
 “ إلثباتھ؟ ذاھبون نحن ھل ,”  the boy 
questioned in a curious voice. 

“ لھم یصطف ,” the man commanded 
authoritatively over the other.   

“ سیدي نعم ,” without missing a beat 
he answered the man. 

I understood what they said, and I 
knew if I did not think of something fast it 

would be the end. Dropping the sniper at 
the edge of the parapet I stood up with 
my hands in the air, the weight falling on 
my mangled leg.  
 “I surrender,” I screamed at the 
man with the stars in defeat, looking for 
the glare. 

About 100 yards out I saw the 
afternoon sun reflecting off the scope of 
an Iraqi sniper. There was a strong wind 
to the right so I dropped to the left. One 
shot cracked off in the distance and flew 
past my right side into the building 
obliterating the parapet. Grabbing the 
carbon fiber sniper, and mounting it on 
the wall aiming 1 mil dot up and 1 mil dot 
right and squeezing off the round, 
knowing this was my only chance. The 
shot cracking through the sky; Feeling like 
an eternity had gone by but knowing it 
was done in the blink of an eye. I only 
imagined how the bullet traveled right 
into his head and ended out his back. 
There was a spray of blood over top of 
the parapet that looked like he had just 
got a shower from his insides. My weapon 
grinded on the parapet as I turned to the 
Iraqi commander.  
 “ جمیعا اقتلھم ,” the commander 
screamed.  

The man pushing his AK to the 
head of the Pilot Robert Macinlee 
executed him at point-blank range. This 
heinous crime sent me into a rage. The 
commander had evoked the second man 
to kill one of the young men that came to 
rescue us. Turning my attention to the 
man and putting one in his T box. That 



 

  S  t  a  r  d  u  s  t                                    ~                        ‘22   E  d  i  t  i  o  n   

 
 
 

103 . P a g e  
 

shot annihilated his skull and brain, 
shoving broken pieces of his skull, and 
oozing his brain out of a fist sized hole in 
the back of his head. He was not getting 
up after that so it was the commander’s 
turn. Sliding the gun along the parapet to 
him. The badges on his chest would not 
protect him from me. Shooting his knee 
making him fall back hard smashing his 
back on the ground. The dust fumed up 
around him. I wanted to see him suffer 
like all the men he would torture and kill. 
Putting a second shot in his gut. He 
would die a slow, painful death. A third 
shot found its way to his other leg putting 
it right through his thigh. All the anger 
has been built up to kill this man for 
weeks after he released a video of him 
slowly killing my brothers. putting a final 
shot into the commander’s left shoulder. 
His blood would slowly drip out of his 
body until he was in hell. He would die, 
but I had my fun with him.  

Disengaging from the commander 
and back over to the other men. One of 
the door gunners of the helo had got a 
pistol and put two in the guy trying to 
execute him. He was rushed by another 
Iraqi soldier that had executed the other 
survivor, a nineteen year old fresh face 
recruited out of basic training; his body 
will never be brought back home. They 
were fighting over the gun and I could not 
make a shot to save the young man so he 
was on his own. There was a secondary 
security force for the commander on their 
way so I dropped the M2010 and grabbed 
the m249. Extending the bipod and setting 

up on the roof. The weapon was ready on 
my shoulder. One member of the task 
force rounded the corner pulling a thin 
plastic basket. Dropping the saw and 
grabbing the rifle. He was pulling 03 
seeing the glint of his bloody dog tags as 
he was pulled along. 03’s chest was 
moving paradoxically. If that did not kill 
him the bullets that tore his body apart 
will.  

How did he survive the crash?! 
How is he still alive?! I wondered. 

Did he get into the bird as it fell? I 
questioned. 

He stopped just as he pulled the 
body around the corner and picked him 
up and threw him into the middle of the 
street. It sounded like a firing squad in the 
distance. One shot hit his chest and his 
intestines shot out like a grenade went off 
in his stomach. A few shots hit his head 
and his brain dripped out of his nose and 
onto the ground. Then his body hit the 
ground. The fire that started inside me as 
I saw this made me beyond pissed; I 
promised none of the people that did this 
were going to be alive by dusk.  
 The feeling of cold steel on my 
head sparked a violent reaction whipping 
around and grabbing the gun turning it on 
the owner. Then, the boy surrendered, 
putting his hands up so he was not shot. 
Reading this kid like a book knowing he 
hasn't seen much combat, seeing a fresh 
looking flag on his uniform confirmed my 
suspicion.  
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¨Mount up on that parapet, we are 
killing everyone here,”  demanded the 
young boy. 

¨Yes sir,” The boy stated without 
missing a beat.  
 ¨How much gear do you have?¨ 
he asked curiously. 

¨Medical bag, grenades, Molotov 
cocktail, and ammo.¨  The boy answered. 
 ¨ Ready up they are going to 
attack soon¨ saying in a low, monotone 
voice.  

The boy nodded in acceptance 
and prepared for the siege. Two groups of 
highly trained fighters rounded the corner 
at the same time and we opened up. 
Letting controlled bursts of rounds find 
their homes in the heads of the fighters. 
The street was a river of blood, guts, and 
sludgy brains. The fighters slowly 
advanced on our position, having one 
group of men cover while the other got 
closer to the building. Throwing a 
grenade over the side of the parapet to 
buy us more time, I was hit and the bullet 
traveled through my arm completely. The 
explosion of the grenade had blown out 
the front side of the building. Chunks of 
the stone filled the streets and were 
embedded into an enemy's body. 
Grabbing the boy's medical bag and 
patching myself up the best I could, the 
boy looked over at me with his eyes filled 
with fear as our weapons were slowly 
emptied. A story below our position on 
the east side of the roof there was a 
second building. We would be on lower 

elevation but there would be no one over 
there.   
 ¨Jump to the other building, I will 
cover you,¨ demanded the boy.  
 ¨ Yes sir,¨ the boy agreed.  

There were a handful of fighters 
still alive as we started to move over to 
the other side of the building. One peeked 
his head over the stairwell and we both 
opened up his head popping like a melon 
and blood poured down. The m249 
clicked from the last round being fired, 
dropping the extra weight. Meeting the 
edge of the building and unholstering my 
pistol to cover the boy as he jumped 
over.  

¨You're more injured, I’m going to 
help you over,¨ the boy said as he reached 
his hand out.   

Grabbing his dry cracked hand 
and standing on my mangled legs he 
threw me across the roof. Landing hard 
the bone wrenching pain shot through my 
lower extremities. Pushing through the 
pain and turning around to cover the boy. 
As he was backing up to jump he was 
grabbed and stabbed in the kidney by one 
of the fighters. Without thinking he 
grabbed one of the grenades on his chest 
and pulled the pin throwing it on the roof. 
The rooftop erupting in screams as the 
boy pulled the pin on a second grenade he 
was pushed towards the edge of the roof 
by a soldier grabbing his arm as he fell, 
taking him down. The grenades echoed as 
they went off peeking over the edge of the 
building to see if either of them survived 
the fall. They were both dead, the young 
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boy landing first. Both the men’s upper 
halves were devastated. Looking like the 
boy tried to land on his legs because his 
knees were broken up through his pants. 
There was no more talking on the 
rooftop. Being Unsure if all the fighters 
were dead only able to hear screaming. 
Taking this opportunity and crawling 
down the steps leading up to the roof and 
passing out on the landing.  

The sound of men walking awoke 
me grabbing my pistol and watching the 
stairs leading up to this level. There was 
no door, only a doorway so I waited. 
Something hit and bounced off the 
doorway landing in the middle of the 
room. There was a super bright light and 
the sound echoing through the room 
making me go deaf and lose my vision. 
Without having any time to react it felt 
like two people grabbed me and a third 
took my gun. Trying to fight my way out 
but being unable to because of my 
injuries. Opening my eyes everything was 
dark and blurry. Hearing one of the men 
whispers, ¨Bravo Seven to command.¨  

¨Go ahead, Bravo Seven¨ the radio 
crackled. 

¨We are jackpot, in critical 
condition ETA fifteen mike,¨ the man 
standing over me said.  

¨Understood, bravo seven landing 
zone one comprised move to secondary.¨ 
The man turned his attention to me 
asking, ¨Can you walk sir? ¨ The men 
helping me to my feet as he asked.  
 ¨Yes.¨ trying to say something else 
but nothing came out 

Walking down the steps to the 
ground floor an armored personnel carrier 
halted to a stop in the front of the 
building. The men that came to rescue me 
surrounded and shielded my body as we 
entered the APC: Tapping the side two 
times to signal the driver to go.  

¨I passed out after that, buddy,  
and woke up in a hospital with a lot of 
doctors surrounding me. I wasn't able to 
move or talk because they were operating 
on me.¨ 

¨Did you tell the people that saved 
you thank you?¨ My grandson asked. 

¨I never met them or saw them 
again. But I wish I did.¨  
A car rumbled up the driveway and crept 
to a stop. Standing up and walking my 
grandson to the door. Slowly opening it 
and walking him out. 
 ¨I will see you later buddy¨ saying 
as I waved him goodbye.   
 ¨ Are You going to tell me another 
war story next time¨ asking curiously? 
 ¨Yes buddy but that’s a story for 
next time¨ smiling as he walked away.  


