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Dear Reader,  

Thank you for downloading “Beyond the Title,” the 2016 edition of Varina High 
School’s literary magazine, The Varina High School Review. This year’s issue 
features our traditional mixture of genres, including student-composed essays, 
poems, and short stories, as well as art and photography created by the students 
of Varina High School. In addition, this year’s magazine comes in a new layout, 
with each author’s work matched up with art and photography and presented a 
two-page flipboard-style format.  

A special thanks goes out to Dawn Schwartz and Dan Stooks for help in 
assembling student artwork, Jonathan Gosney for e-publishing assistance, and 
Bev Lanier for her continuing guidance and support. We truly hope that you will 
enjoy this year’s magazine!  

Yours,  

The Varina High School Creative Writing Club:  
Hannah Redington  
Deja Taylor  
Justin Aheimer  
Keishawna Rowe  
Tanesha Walker  
Rees Johnson  
Michaelann Hackett  
Matt Cullen, faculty sponsor 

 

A Letter from the Writers 



 

Poems 



 

 

Waiting and waiting 
For one stupid mistake. 
If I speak my mind 
You will send them after me, without  
mercy. 
You love your Thought Police 
As if they were your own children. 
You control my thoughts and my  
actions, 
Finding pleasure in your oppressive  
regime, 
Casting your power over us from  
skies of gray, 
Watching our every move. 
You crave the sweetness of pain, 
The comfort of warm blood trickling  

down my face, 
And become furious when you 
Detect the slightest flicker of rebel - 
lion still left in me. 
A dark room, 
And a cage of hungry rats bring back  
the fear. 
Oh Big Brother, I cannot wait to  
watch you die, 
For how else can history survive? 
No cold taste of fear, 
If you weren’t here. 
Life would be a breeze. 
Big Brother, how I hate you so. 
I’ve never loved you, 
And I wish you would go.  

by Anthony Lewis 
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You watch from above me, 
Waiting and waiting 

For one stupid mistake. 
If I speak my mind 

You will send them after me, without mercy. 
You love your Thought Police 

As if they were your own children. 
You control my thoughts and my actions, 

Finding pleasure in your oppressive regime, 
Casting your power over us from skies of gray, 

Watching our every move. 
You crave the sweetness of pain, 

The comfort of warm blood trickling down my face, 
And become furious when you 

Detect the slightest flicker of rebellion still left in me. 
A dark room, 

And a cage of hungry rats bring back the fear. 
Oh Big Brother, I cannot wait to watch you die, 

For how else can history survive? 
No cold taste of fear, 
If you weren't here. 

Life would be a breeze. 
Big Brother, how I hate you so. 

I’ve never loved you, 
And I wish you would go.  

 
—Anthony Lewis 

 
Mike Carter 

Cameron Hopkins 



 

 

by Deja Taylor 

Negativity seeps into the soul. 
It takes away the joy that was once there, 
And it takes away the feeling of being whole. 
Finding joy in the midst of it is rare. 
It alters an individual’s personality— 
Negativity takes over the mind and body like a  
disease. 
It causes them to become detached from reality, 
As their soul calls out “please!” 

The long term effect is depression, 
Its source haters, the media, and sometimes our  
very selves. 
Sooner or later feeding this disease becomes an  
obsession, 
And believe it or not, it really does affect your  
health. 
In some cases negativity stems from the home; 
We begin to feel isolated, 
There’s no way to feel but alone, 
There is no love being demonstrated. 

And negativity ultimately creates a game. 
A game that deserves no fame: 
It’s called the crying game. 
It becomes normal to feel like you will never be  
the same. 
The tears will run down your face; 
You just wish that somewhere, somehow there was  
a saving grace. 

Negativity. 
One may ask, “why does it exist, and why does it  
have to affect me?” 
It’s more like captivity, 
Excluding everything and everyone, causing happi - 
ness to flee. 
Face your fears, 
Accept positivity as the new reality, 
Don’t waste all the years crying sad tears— 
And most importantly, don’t let the crying game  
claim your life, another fatality. 
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Crying Game 
 
Negativity seeps into the soul. 
It takes away the joy that was once there, 
And it takes away the feeling of being whole. 
Finding joy in the midst of it is rare. 
It alters an individual’s personality— 
Negativity takes over the mind and body like a disease. 
It causes them to become detached from reality, 
As their soul calls out “please!” 
 
The long term effect is depression, 
Its source haters, the media, and sometimes  
Our very selves. 
Sooner or later feeding this disease becomes an obsession, 
And believe it or not, it really does affect your health. 
In some cases negativity stems from the home; 
We begin to feel isolated, 
There’s no way to feel but alone, 
There is no love being demonstrated. 
 

 
 
And negativity ultimately creates a game. 
A game that deserves no fame: 
It’s called the crying game. 
It becomes normal to feel like you will never be the same. 
The tears will run down your face; 
You just wish that somewhere, somehow,  
There was a saving grace. 
 
Negativity. 
One may ask,  
“Why does it exist, and why does it have to affect me?” 
It’s more like captivity, 
Excluding everything and everyone,  
Causing happiness to flee. 
Face your fears, 
Accept positivity as the new reality, 
Don’t waste all the years crying sad tears— 
And most importantly,  
Don’t let the crying game claim your life,  
Another fatality. 
 

—Deja Taylor 

 

Megan Childress 

Makayla Bardford 



 

 
by Maria Rowe  

The humor in it all is that my  
addiction isn’t alcohol, or illegal  
drugs. It’s something much  
more corrupt. It’s your laugh.  
Your smile. The way you walk.  
The way your mouth moves  
when you talk. The joke in this  
scenario is me. My insecuri - 
ties. My mind. The way I write  
worthless poems about you  
only to set them aflame with  
my eyes. To watch them burn in  
my mind is a recurring dream  
that never ends.  

I once had a dream of light  
and darkness and you stood  
between them both with an  
outstretched hand. You were  
masked in clouds, your body  
shone within auras of light. Your  
dark eyes held the deafening  
stare of midnight skies with  
stars misaligned. My breath  
caught in my throat, I figured  
it couldn’t be real, yet it felt so  
vivid at the same time.  Light - 
ning struck the plane upon  

which we stood, crackling, illumi - 
nating the sky.  Thunder boomed  
overhead, shaking the world.   
An ear-splitting voice rang out  
like tsunami waves, pushing our  
bodies farther apart, the dark - 
ness and light speaking in unison  
through that shattering voice.  
“Chose your path young one.”  
I stood in the center of harsh  
gusts of wind that began to suf - 
focate me. My vision blurred as  
dust rose up from the ground.  
I decided to take a chance and  
travel towards the light. One  
step. Two. My eyes glued to you.  
Your body never moved –  were  
you real?  A hologram? A man - 
nequin? Your hand still out - 
stretched. Closer, you became  
more detailed. Stars in your eyes,  
your smile holding galaxies. Your  
body shining now with blinding  
bright. New voices chimed, an - 
gelic, speaking in unison:  “Is this  
the path you will finish walking?”  
My eyes stayed fixed on yours,  
falling into them. I did not have  

to utter a word, for they knew,  
I had chosen the path that led  
me closer to you. 
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A Dream of Light and Darkness 
 
The humor in it all is that my addiction isn't alcohol, or illegal drugs. It's something much more corrupt. It's your 
laugh. Your smile. The way you walk. The way your mouth moves when you talk. The joke in this scenario is me. 
My insecurities. My mind. The way I write worthless poems about you only to set them aflame with my eyes. To 
watch them burn in my mind is a recurring dream that never ends.  
 
I once had a dream of light and darkness and you stood between them both with an outstretched hand. You were 
masked in clouds, your body shone within auras of light. Your dark eyes held the deafening stare of midnight skies 
with stars misaligned. My breath caught in my throat, I figured it couldn’t be real, yet it felt so vivid at the same 
time.  Lightning struck the plane upon which we stood, crackling, illuminating the sky.  Thunder boomed overhead, 
shaking the world.  An ear-splitting voice rang out like tsunami waves, pushing our bodies farther apart, the 
darkness and light speaking in unison through that shattering voice. “Chose your path young one.” I stood in the 
center of harsh gusts of wind that began to suffocate me. My vision blurred as dust rose up from the ground. I 
decided to take a chance and travel towards the light. One step. Two. My eyes glued to you. Your body never 
moved –  were you real?  A hologram? A mannequin? Your hand still outstretched. Closer, you became more 
detailed. Stars in your eyes, your smile holding galaxies. Your body shining now with blinding bright. New voices 
chimed, angelic, speaking in unison:  “Is this the path you will finish walking?” My eyes stayed fixed on yours, 
falling into them. I did not have to utter a word, for they knew, I had chosen the path that led me closer to you. 

 

                —Maria Rowe 
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by Tanesha Walker 

Black Rose, all alone, 
All alone in the back of the store, 

Wanted by no one. 
Who wants something that means 

Death, loneliness, an abyss of emp - 
tiness? 

Empty is the right word - 
The black rose is empty of every - 

thing 

( Love, Attention, and Light ) 
Always in the shadows, 

Overshadowed by pure innocent  
whites, 

Unattainable blues, 
Joyus, care-free yellows, 

Seductive reds and enchanting  
purples, 

All lovely and lusted after. 
The black rose remains, 

Though in plain sight, 
Invisible to the rest. 
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Black Rose, all alone, 
All alone in the back of the store, 
Wanted by no one. 
Who wants something that means 
Death, loneliness, an abyss of emptiness? 
Empty is the right word - 
The black rose is empty of everything 
(Love, Attention, and Light) 
Always in the shadows, 
Overshadowed by pure innocent whites, 
Unattainable blues, 
Joyus, care-free yellows, 
Seductive reds and enchanting purples, 
All lovely and lusted after. 
The black rose remains, 
Though in plain sight, 
Invisible to the rest. 
 

              —Tanesha Walker 

Mike Carter 

Korey Fox Mike Carter 



 

 

by Tanesha Walker 

You can feel it, 
The tremble in your hands, 
The tingle in your legs, 
The excitement 
For nothing, 
Because you know that 
Nothing will happen, 
And if does  
The taste of spark soon dis - 
appears 
And you’re left floating, 
Floating in nothing, 
Questioning your existence, 
Pondering yourself, 
Missing the feeling... 

Then one day the feeling is  
back.  
Heart warming, breath catch - 
ing, 
Pupils dilating. 
ThatÆs what love is. 
But what of after? 

The passion lost,  
The sense of newness gone... 
Will what was shallow love  
deepen? 
Will we grow to become true  
companions? 
If not, then this will die, 
Joining the grave with others, 
Growing into another’s  
Goodbye,  
You. 
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Spark 
 

You can feel it, 
The tremble in your hands, 
The tingle in your legs, 
The excitement 
For nothing, 
Because you know that 
Nothing will happen, 
And if does  
The taste of spark  
Soon disappears, 
And you’re left floating, 
Floating in nothing, 
Questioning your existence, 
Pondering yourself, 
Missing the feeling... 

 
 

 

Then one day the feeling is back.  
Heart warming,  
Breath catching, 
Pupils dilating. 
That’s what love is. 
But what of after? 
The passion lost,  
The sense of newness gone... 
Will what was shallow love deepen? 
Will we grow to become true companions? 
If not, then this will die, 
Joining the grave with others, 
Growing into another’s  
Goodbye,  
You. 

              —Tanesha Walker 

 

 

 

Cameron Hopkins 

Korey Fox 



 

Essays 



in doing what headphowere 
meant to do, namely hold the 
music in, and block the world 
out. 
  A little after 3:15pm we 
arrived at the Arthur Ashe 
Center and Coach Scott said to 
us “Everybody be careful… this 
track is known for ruining 
careers.” I thought very little of 
it and kept it moving, but what 
I didn’t realize was that 
ignoring my coaches words of 
advice was going to come back 
to haunt me in the near future.  
My first race of the day was 
the 55 meter dash. I was 
ready. I remember praying, 
asking God to “protect my 
body from all hurt, harm or 
danger” and to “guide my foot 
steps as I step on the track.” 
The race was terrible; I got 
beat by so many people and I 
just didn’t feel right, and after 
the run I noticed a morbid 
pain in my hip that seemed to 
come out of nowhere.  

“Coach, something is wrong 
with my body and I can’t quite 
figure it out.”  
Coach Scott gave me the 
decision to “fight through it 
and fight for it,  

or give it all up.” That was an easy choice:  I wasn’t one to give up so I stepped on the track, getting ready for the 
4x200.   The room was bright, as if we were outside on a summer’s day, and quiet.  Almost too quiet, so quiet 
that I’m sure I would have been able to hear a pen drop on the other side of the arena. The setter yelled “set” and 
the gun went off.  I took off as fast as I could, hoping the people behind me couldn’t catch me… but the next few 
moments were to change my life. I was in lane four, sprinting around the curve like a mad demon, trying to get to 
the cones first—when all of a sudden I felt a rip. The next thing I know I’m on the track, face down, grabbing at my 
hip yelling, “I can’t feel my leg!  I can’t feel my leg!”  
  After that all I can remember is the sensation of being carried to my mother’s car, and the feeling of the 
freezing rain spattering my bare shoulders. I remember the coldness of the metal when I was on the x-ray table, and 
the doctor asking me can I feel this, can I feel that… then Dr. Wright came in and told me about my injuries. 
“You’ve fractured both of your hips and your pelvis.  There isn’t much left for you to do,” he told me. “Your body 
will not be able to do sports anymore.”    I attempted to sit up, then said to Dr. Wright, “Doctors may say one 
thing, but God has the final say. Maybe I’ll have to learn how to walk again, lift my leg again and even run again—but 
I will run again.”   It is now two years later to the day.  Looking back, I can still remember the words the doctor 
told me. “Your body will not be able to do sports anymore… it may be time to hang it up.” Every hardship I ever 
had to go through, every tear I had to go through was worth it, because the good news is the bad news wasn’t true.  
Five weeks after my injury I was on a track running again. Ten months later I made the varsity track team. Seventeen 
months later I broke a school record at the biggest track meet in the nation. And then, 22 months later, I 
committed to attend a Division One college to run track and field. The words Dr. Wright said to me got me, they 
touched me, but guess what? The good news is the bad news wasn’t true! 

  
 

 
 

 

 
 

  

The Good News is the 
Bad News Wasn’t True 

 
Jourdan Davis Dewitt 

      “You’ve fractured both of your hips and your pelvis.  There isn’t 
much left for you to do,” Dr. Wright told me. “Your body will not be 
able to do sports anymore.”   
      It was January 15th, 2014, and the day appeared just like any other 
winter morning:  cold, misty, unsure whether it was going to rain or 
snow. I did my daily morning routine, woke up, checked my phone, 
got into the shower, got dressed, ate breakfast, left for school. What I 
didn’t know was that this day was about to change the rest my life 
forever.  
      I was excited for the track meet coming up later that day just like I 
was for any other, but I had a strange feeling about this one. Maybe I 
was thinking too much, maybe I was just nervous; I wasn’t sure. As 
the day progressed, I simply could not get my mind off of that 
afternoon’s meet. As time passed by, as each class ended, I was getting 
more and more exited for the meet, still not understanding what was so 
different about this time. When the time came for the team to get on 
the bus I remember telling Jon, “I have this weird feeling about this 
meet and the rain isn’t making it any better.” Jon told me “C’mon J — 
stop tripping everything will be alright bro.”  I sat in the back of the 
bus with my headphones in doing what headphones were meant to do, 
namely hold the music in, and block the world out. 
      A little after 3:15pm we arrived at the Arthur Ashe Center and 
Coach Scott said to us “Everybody be careful… this track is known for 
ruining careers.” I thought very little of it and kept it moving, but what 
I didn’t realize was that ignoring my coach’s words of advice was 
going to come back to haunt me in the near future.  
      My first race of the day was the 55 meter dash. I was ready. I 
remember praying, asking God to “protect my body from all hurt, harm 
or danger” and to “guide my foot steps as I step on the track.” The race 
was terrible; I got beat by so many people and I just didn’t feel right, 
and after the run I noticed a morbid pain in my hip that seemed to 
come out of nowhere. “Coach, something is wrong with my body and I 
can’t quite figure it out.” Coach Scott gave me the decision to “fight 
through it and fight for it, or give it all up.” That was an easy choice:  I 

 
 

wasn’t one to give up so I stepped on the track, getting ready for the 
4x200. 
      The room was bright, as if we were outside on a summer’s day, 
and quiet.  Almost too quiet, so quiet that I’m sure I would have been 
able to hear a pen drop on the other side of the arena. The setter yelled 
“set” and the gun went off.  I took off as fast as I could, hoping the 
people behind me couldn’t catch me… but the next few moments were 
to change my life. I was in lane four, sprinting around the curve like a 
mad demon, trying to get to the cones first—when all of a sudden I felt 
a rip. The next thing I know I’m on the track, face down, grabbing at 
my hip yelling, “I can’t feel my leg!  I can’t feel my leg!”  
      After that all I can remember is the sensation of being carried to 
my mother’s car, and the feeling of the freezing rain spattering my 
bare shoulders. I remember the coldness of the metal when I was on 
the x-ray table, and the doctor asking me can I feel this, can I feel 
that… then Dr. Wright came in and told me about my injuries. 
“You’ve fractured both of your hips and your pelvis.  There isn’t much 
left for you to do,” he told me. “Your body will not be able to do 
sports anymore.”   
      I attempted to sit up, then said to Dr. Wright, “Doctors may say 
one thing, but God has the final say. Maybe I’ll have to learn how to 
walk again, lift my leg again and even run again—but I will run 
again.”  
      It is now two years later to the day.  Looking back, I can still 
remember the words the doctor told me. “Your body will not be able to 
do sports anymore… it may be time to hang it up.” Every hardship I 
ever had to go through, every tear I had to go through was worth it, 
because the good news is the bad news wasn’t true.  Five weeks after 
my injury I was on a track running again. Ten months later I made the 
varsity track team. Seventeen months later I broke a school record at 
the biggest track meet in the nation. And then, 22 months later, I 
committed to attend a Division One college to run track and field. The 
words Dr. Wright said to me got me, they touched me, but guess what? 
The good news is the bad news wasn’t true! 

 
 

Cameron Hopkins 

Quion Gallon 
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by Aa’lise Wilson 

  I find it funny how we’re supposed to be “the future” of the world and of America, yet some people  
don’t treat others as they should.  Race shouldn’t matter.  Gender shouldn’t matter. Body type shouldn’t mat - 
ter. Sexuality and orientation should not matter.  Yet humans treat other humans as if they have no worth.   
We hear all this talk of equality, but is anyone really trying?  It’s not just older people who are “set in their  
ways”– it’s their children whom they raised to be like them.  People who grew up in racist, homophobic  
households are going to teach their children the same.  It’s terrifying, but hatred is bred and taught.  
  To this day, men and women still are not equal. Women don’t get the same amount of respect that  
men do, and they don’t get paid as much as men do for the same exact job.  A woman who has gone to  
school for years and has gained more experience than a man will often make the same amount as that man, if  
not less.  Additionally, women are expected to pay more for the same exact products that men buy, a phe - 
nomenon referred to as “the pink tax.” Some might say this is “the price of beauty.”  For common products,  
such as razors or deodorant, the more “feminine” product could cost up to a dollar more than the more  
“masculine” ones.  So, wait, women are paid less money than a man, but are expected to pay more money for  
their products?  Does this make sense?   
  In this society it’s considered “wrong” for a man or boy to act or have feminine behaviors. “Don’t play  
with those dolls, they’re for girls.” “Boys can’t wear that, it’s for girls.” Language like this can be extremely  
alienating to young boys who may simply be trying to express themselves.  Not only that, but, why is it so  
wrong to be feminine?  “You throw like a girl.” “Don’t be such a little girl.” These thought patterns are condi - 
tioned into the young children of our society.  Boys are taught to be aggressive, whereas girls are taught to be  
careful.  Shouldn’t we raise both boys and girls in the same way?   
  Equality is hard to accomplish, because it takes work, yet I believe we – everyone –should struggle for  
it.  Even now, in 2016, the races aren’t equal.  Why do people still allow themselves to be blinded by the color  
of people’s skin?  “Comb your hair.”  “You’re pretty, for a dark girl.”  Words like this have always been and  
always will be hurtful.  In the modeling industry, darker models have to bring their own make-up whereas the  
lighter models already have the makeup there for them.  When a new TV show comes out, there are usually  
no more than three minority characters.  This isn’t right or “diverse”, because young children need proper  
representation.  Kids (and, admittedly, I) will grow up and have grown up thinking that they can’t do some - 
thing that their favorite TV show character can do because they don’t look similar to them.  I, personally, am  
tired of white people being the model for everything.  It should not be a “revolutionary” idea that white is  
not the default.  
  Unfortunately, it gets worse, because hundreds of unarmed black men and women were shot by  
the police just last year.  In response to this, the Black Lives Matter movement was started.  Unsurprisingly,  
it caused an uproar.  How can the idea that “Black Lives Matter” cause controversy?  The fact that it does  
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shows us that something is wrong with America.  The response to Black Lives Matter was the “All Lives Matter.”    
As if “everyone but black people’s lives don’t matter” was being said.  Black people just want to be treated like  
we’re human, like we matter – because we are, and because we do!  The homicide rate for people of color is at  
an all-time high.  Mothers should never have to fear losing their sons. This needs to stop! 
  Although it shouldn’t, body type still matters, and people who are seen to be “outside” of the standard  
the “goal” body type are treated differently.  Body shaming – when people make shaming, judging, or potentially  
humiliating comments about another person’s body – happens frequently, and it is not okay. “Girl, you need a  
sandwich.”  “He’s always eating. No wonder he’s so big.”  These things, whether yelled or whispered, are still hurt.   
Even more, children’s toys these days are made to look unrealistically small-waisted or “buff.”  Masculine toys  
or action figures now have very defined muscles or exaggerated body features.  Feminine toys or action figures  
tend to have unusually small waists & busty appearances.  What are people supposed to think?  Furthermore,  
what are children supposed to think?  It has been drilled into our heads since we could function that if we’re not  
skinny, then we don’t matter. Because of this, kids think that they have to conform to various unrealistic body  
types in order to fit in.  Until recently, I was one of those kids!  All through middle school I always sucked in my  
stomach because I didn’t want to be seen as unfit or gross.  Ultimately, however, body type is often genetic, and  
we shouldn’t judge people based on something that not everyone has control over.  Skinny doesn’t equal good,  
and fat doesn’t equal unhealthy.  
  It’s the year 2016, so one’s homophobic anymore, right?  Wrong.  Homophobia is still a problem – not  
just in America, but all over the world.  Queer people have been cast out, beaten, murdered, and bullied every  
single day.  But this can be stopped. How, you ask?  Plain and simple:  don’t be a jerk to people!  If it has nothing  
to do with you, then why does it matter to you?  It’s as simple as that. Transgender people – especially transgen - 
der people of color – get crap for being themselves.  In some instances they are physically abused for something  
as simple as using the bathroom.  This is outrageous!  Transgender men and women aren’t trying to peep on you  
– they’re just trying to pee.  Remember that just because a boy or girl is gay, it doesn’t mean that they automati - 
cally find you attractive.  In the end, transgender, bisexual, and pansexual individuals are just people.  We are not  
the way we are by choice.  We just got lucky! 
  Race shouldn’t matter.  Gender shouldn’t matter.  Body type shouldn’t matter.  Sexuality and orientation  
should not matter.  Humans should treat other humans as if they have value, as if they have worth.  We should  
all strive for equality.  By me writing this, and you reading this, you are that much more awake to these problems.   
Stay awake. “Stay woke.” 
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by Aa’lise Wilson 

De’Jah Cheek 

Derek Savannah 



  

The Middle  
                                      by Matt Eaton 
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Christmas Morton 

It was late at night, and I tried to drown out the noise in my pillow as my parents 
argued for the second time that week.  My mother screamed for me to come 
downstairs so I came limping down the staircase, and before I even had the time to 
wipe the sleep from my eyes, my parents announced to me that they were getting 
divorced.  After taking in the news I simply sat there, silent, as opposite doors of the 
house slammed shut and quiet finally fell upon the house. In stunned disbelief, unable to 
utter a response, I imagined my world was falling apart. I am the only child of two 
middle class parents, one of which is now remarried.  Three times a week until the day 
I turn eighteen, and possibly after, I pack my essentials into my car. Twenty minutes 
and twelve miles down the road, at the opposite end of town, lies my other home.  
For the past four years I have had two sets of rules, two sets of parents, and pretty 
much two of everything.  

Four years have passed since that night of very little sleep – that night when I felt 
like I was up all night writing a story due the next day, but living it instead of scripting 
it.  Many things have changed, some for the better and some not.  At first, I found 
myself placed in a messenger role, asked to recall every harsh detail one human being 
said about another. I felt a strong displeasure at being stuck in this situation, but school 
provided a window through which I could escape this role, and I took full advantage of 
it.  As soon as I returned home, however, I was filled in on the day’s events, especially 
if there was a court date involved.  Watching a parent go from rage to tears, and then 
on into silence, was not the greatest atmosphere in which to complete homework 
assignments.  Still, my grades did not lapse.   

After all of this, I will not say that I wish history had charted a different course.  
Despite all the conflict and court battles, despite having to play lawyer until the day I 
turn eighteen, I see time and time again that in the end my parents’ happiness has 
grown, and I have grown as well. I have learned the importance of responsibility and 
self-reliance, because people will not always have time for you.  I have also learned the 
value of self-disclosure, how important it is to open up to another and confide one’s 
beliefs and fears.  I’ve realized that my life is still full of potential, and that it always had 
been so.  After all, I still have two loving, supportive parents, plus a new genealogical 
addition in the form of a step family.  So I continue on with my somewhat nomadic 
lifestyle, hoping one day to attend college, further my education, and continue to learn 
from not only my mistakes, but from my parents’ mistakes as well.  I’ll show them that 
some of their conflict was not in vain, and that I have a plan for a better life. 
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by Sabrina Cutright 

  The dog lay beside his doghouse, looking miserable.  He was a German shepherd, his drooping brown ears  
ringed with black fur, his eyes cast down in depression.  At one time he was bigger than the average brute, closing in on  
one hundred and ten pounds; his fur was groomed to a shine, his teeth sharpened to fine points. He was no show dog:  
he was the very definition of canine, born to guard and to protect.  He could run with a pack of wolves, keep up with  
the fastest Great Dane.  He could leap higher than any of his breed, pushing himself past six feet, seven feet, all the way  
to eight feet.  His blood was pure, and he had a heart for anyone in distress:  a true man’s best friend.  
  Now his fur hung off his frame, damp and dull, shine long forgotten. His teeth were worn down, his bones  
growing weak from lack of care, from cruelty.  In a different life he was in the best shape of his life, tearing through  
all that humans had to teach him.  Instead he lay there, beaten and forgotten. He had no determination, nothing to  
give him the slightest hope that he would ever escape this chain and this hunger. He slumped, chewing at his food tin,  
knowing it would be empty for a long time yet.  As he lay down to lick his pads, raw from trying to escape, to pull him - 
self to freedom, he smelled something.  
  The fur on his back stood on end, and his ears dropped down even lower. Around the corner came someone  
he would love to never see again:  his new owner. There was a twisted look on his face and the Shepherd backed away  
slightly, knowing what was coming.  The man struck out, swinging his leg towards the dog’s haunches, his heavy boot  
thudding into the dog’s side; the animal cowered back, bunching himself up against the side of the doghouse, baring his  
teeth.  Then inside him, something sparked.  He remembered the beast he used to be, taking down anyone in sight that  
posed a threat to himself or his former owner.  He had witnessed that former owner fall at the hands of the man kick - 
ing him now, and at that moment he thought:  I will not wither and die here.  I have been given this chance – a chance  
to seize the moment once more.  
  The Shepherd dropped his head, bowing to his new owner.  He played obedience, hoping to show this cruel hu - 
man that he was giving in.  At this, the man gave a wild chuckle.  “I knew you would break sooner or later, you old rat.   
Now, let’s go get in the truck.  It’s time to go for a long ride, my dirty little friend.”  With that, the man bent down and  
grabbed the Shepherd by the scruff and let loose his chain.  A this the dog bucked up, his teeth, now growing dull, still  
able to do their job.  He snapped at the man’s hand, then barreled into the sides of his legs.  The cruel man fell, as if in  
slow motion, landing flat on his back. The Shepherd stalked forward, his eyes glued to the man.  
  Once chuckling, the man now had a horrified look on his face, as the Shepherd let out a vicious bark, teeth  
snapping, saliva dripping, looking like the powerful beast that he once was. The man let out a terrified screech and  
scrambled to his feet, stumbling and half falling as he took off in a mad dash for his truck. Bunching his muscles the  
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by Sabrina Cutright 

Shepherd felt glee shoot through him as he surged forward, freed from the incredible pressure on his throat, no longer  
condemned by a chain to a slow and painful death.  He felt like he was flying, the wind snatching at his fur, making him  
come alive.  
  The Shepherd, at one time, would not have hurt this man. He would have turned back and ran the other way,  
not because he was afraid, but because he would do no harm to humans.  This was before the loud bang, of course, the  
blinding flash of light, the noise so loud it left his ears ringing for minutes afterward.  Before the warm splatter across  
his fur, the dull thump against the ground.  After these sensations he had stood, shoulders shaking, his vision and hearing  
slowly returning to normal.  What he’d seen had sent his head tipping, confusion clouding his brain.  He had walked to  
his owner, nosing his shoulder as he had done many mornings to wake him up, but his owner did not rise.  There was a  
thick scent of blood and something sharp, like acid, in his nostrils.  This scent clung to the air and to his owner.  Then the  
man, dark brown hair hanging in his face, and a sudden blinding pain that made his world go dark.  
  The man had murdered his owner, and now he would pay.  Barking like a banshee he jerked forward, snapping at  
his heels just for fun. He knew the man’s ultimate goal:  the truck, which was just a few feet away.  The man pumped his  
arms, going for a last sprint.  The Shepherd hung back for a moment, letting the man get the door open, but just as he  
tried wildly to shut it the Shepherd leaped, his thin body snaking through the tight gap.  
  The man started screaming and the Shepherd let out a flurry of barking, seeking to teach the man a lesson he  
would never forget.  Dogs are not toys; they are alive, and can be your best friend or your worst enemy.  This man  
chose the wrong house, the wrong owner, the wrong Shepherd to challenge.  The Shepherd snapped at the man’s arms,  
stomach, and legs.  He let the man feel his teeth and see his own blood, but did not seriously wound him: this was a  
lesson, not a murder.  Finally, the man threw his arms over his head and cowered, just as the Shepherd had done earlier.   
This was it.  The Shepherd stared at him until the man looked up, fear in his eyes, and then the Shepherd turned tail,  
leaping from the truck, running fast. 
  The Shepherd knew that the man was wrong and should be punished for the cruelty dealt to him and his owner,  
but that punishment was not up to him.  He had spent many long days with his owner, and had enjoyed every one of  
them, but now it was time to move on.  He had done a good deed in letting the man go; by not seriously harming him,  
he had shown a mercy that this man never had.  Now, looking out at the thick forest and rolling hills behind the barn,  
he remembered how many nights he wished he could run with the wolves, as his ancestors had once done, becoming  
stronger in a family less brutal than this human one had been.  The Shepherd broke into a run, racing over the wooded  
hills towards the sinking sun.  He had survived another day, and each day would be better now that he had his freedom.  
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Into Darkness 
                                                      by Michael Johnson  

  
 
 
 
 
  “This isn’t real, this isn’t real,” I stammer. “Leave me alone! Go away!” I bellow. It gets closer, and closer, until its right there, right in front 
of my face. “Oh My God!”    
  My name is David. I’m 23 years old and I live in a rundown apartment on the outskirts of Richmond, Virginia. This day that started out as 
any other day:  I woke up, showered, and got ready for the day ahead of me.  But today, I was going to propose to my girlfriend. I had a beautiful 
ring for her, and I had selected the perfect location. The plan was for me to hang out with her all day, and as the night came upon us, I would 
propose.  
  The day went as it was planned.  We visited the fair, went to the park, saw a movie, and even had our caricatures made by a street artist 
downtown.  Then night fell.  We were at the spot and I checked my pocket for the ring, which was still there.  I stopped her, pretending to drop 
something.  As I bent down, I pulled out the ring and looked back up to her.  I uttered those famous words:  “Will you marry me?”  With that, a 
look came across her face.  Not the “oh my God, he just proposed!” face of happiness – more like the “OMG, he just proposed” face of disgust.  
Needless to say, verbal response was just as unpleasant:  she told me that she was just using me to make another guy jealous, and proceeded to 
break up with me.  
  I walked back to my apartment, my head hung in defeat.  I walked in, locking the door behind me.  Bolt, latch, and any other lock you can 
think of is on that door – I don’t take any chances in this neighborhood.  I sat on my couch, holding my head in defeat. “Who needs her?” I shout.  
“I wouldn’t have been happy living with a girl like that.  And you know what?  I wish you would die tonight!” At this point I just stopped, a bit 
appalled with myself, and went to the kitchen to grab a beer, deciding that I’m going to spend this night not as a hopeless and depressed soul, but 
as a Living-Room King.  
  For an hour or so, I just sat on my couch with food, beer, and video games.  As I’m having my me party, I hear a thud. Not really caring 
about much at this point, I pass it off as someone upstairs dropping something. A few minutes go by.  Then Thud! – it sounds louder, as if it’s in 
my apartment.  A break-in?  I’m prepared for this sort of thing.  I grab my gun from the top of the refrigerator and walk into the hallway.  I turn 
the lights on.  Nobody there.  I look in the bedroom, under the bed, in the bed, in the closet, in the bathroom, but there is nobody there.  Then I 
notice that my calabash has fallen off the small table by the door, smashed to pieces.  “Dang, oh well, I’ll get another one.”  I go back to the couch, 
ready to resume my chill out. 
  As soon as I sit on the couch I feel a breeze, and not the sort of breeze one would like. This breeze was cold and unforgiving, passing over 
me with a sensation like one-thousand tiny spider legs running up and down my back.  I turn around; the main thing I notice is that there aren’t 
any windows open.  The AC isn’t blowing either.  I put down my beer bottle – no more for tonight.  I continue to play my video game.  After a 
little while, the lights start to flicker. That’s not unusual, as they occasionally flicker for a few seconds then return to normal.  But this wasn’t 
normal:  the lights flickered for a minute then went off completely, along with the power.  Crap.  I open the blinds to get some light from the 
moon.  It was just enough to find a pack of matches. 
  I pick up the matches and light one, then walk through the kitchen to the hall closet. As soon as I open the door, the match goes out.  The 
weird thing, though, is that I don’t smell the smoke from it going out.  And all of a sudden, the world seems completely, unnaturally quiet.  I feel 
that can’t move at all, as if something is holding me.  Then I hear a voice, barely above a whisper: “It…...…ends…….tonight.”  Then the match 
lights back up, and feel that I can move again.  I turn and lean against the wall, unable to process what just happened.   

After a few moments I feel a tap on my left shoulder. Now my stomach starts to churn, because I’m backed against a wall, and there is no 
one beside me.  I turn my head and see nothing but the wall behind me. 
  I start breathing deeply, “Oh god, oh god…”  Lighting another match, I walk quickly back into the living room.  There, standing in front of 
the sliding door to the balcony, is a figure.  This figure has no definite shape, but instead is a blur, like a dull fire.  It is barely noticeable, yet at the  
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same time painfully obvious.  I blink, and it disappears. My match burns out, and as I try to light another one my hands tremble.  I’m suddenly very 
cold, and I’m having a hard time breathing.  I walk towards the door – no, I push towards the door.  I look through the glass, but I can no longer 
see anything outside my apartment.  The moon has disappeared, as well as the rest of the world, and everything is darkness. 

This ain’t no alcohol talking.  I hear a rustling in the kitchen. How cliché, thinks part of my brain.  After a few seconds a black cat – or what I 
think is a cat – walks over to me from the kitchen.  The thing is, I don’t own a cat, and I can’t see how this animal could have gotten into my 
locked-up apartment.  It meows, and I start to scoot away slowly.  It meows again, a little darker.  I keep scooting.  Then it growls, like some 
demon-possessed creature, or a demon itself.  I back away quickly, and as I do this it transforms from its cat form towards something that even 
nightmares fear, shifting from black to a very ghostly shade of sapphire.  It grows from the size of a cat to twice the size of an average man.  Its 
paws curve into claw-like hooks, and its face sags, becoming undefined, though I see some sort of glint coming from where its mouth should be.  
Once again I feel that unnerving quiet, and I’m paralyzed.  “ Show….time….David.”  

I’m released and it starts to move towards me.  Its movement is unholy.  It doesn’t walk, but it doesn’t float either – instead, it just sort of 
slides through space.  I run down the hallway, fueled by fear.  I sit down in the corner, my breathing very rapid.  I hear it talking to me.  It sounds 
like it’s screaming at me, but it’s still that same quiet whisper.  “Run…David…Run.”  It appears around the corner at the other end of the hallway, 
and I scramble to my feet. “What do you want with me?” I manage to say. The unnerving quiet returns.  “Careful…what…you…wish… 
for…David.”  Even though its features are inscrutable and its emotions even more so, I can feel it smiling evilly at me.   

As I examine for a way out, I notice a glint from where its hand should be.  “Unholy…blade…of…Darkness.”  I don’t know what this blade is 
or what sort of damage it can inflict, but upon it hearing that my skin starts to crawl, as if the very name makes my body want to run in fright.  The 
beast is getting closer, and the thought of what it will do to me if it gets close enough is unnerving.  I run into the bedroom, hearing the whistle of 
a blade as it swung through the air.  I cower on the side opposite the room.  It comes in, and makes it way over too me.  “This isn’t real, this isn’t 
real,” I stammer.  “Leave me alone!  Go away!” I bellow.  It gets closer, and closer, until its right there, right in front of my face.  “Oh My God!”  
With panicked speed, I jump on and over the bed and run out the bedroom door.  

I think to myself, the phone!  I pick it up and hold it to my ear.  A dial tone!  I dial a number and it starts to ring.  Come on, come on, come 
on!  I hear the line pick up the other end. “Hi, Hello, listen, you’ve got to help me!  There is a thing, uh, a – a ghost monster, in my Apartment!  
Hello?”  Then I hear it.  More specifically, I hear the unhearable.  

“Goodbye…David…No…Help…David.”  
My heart slows to a beat a minute as I hold the phone.  Ba-dum.  Ba-dum.  Ba-dum. What do I do, what do I do?  Escape – the front door!  I 

pull out my box of matches and light one, stumbling towards the door.  With one hand I unlock all the locks, and with the other I hold the match. 
“Come on, come on…” I look down the hallway, expecting to see it making its way towards me, but the hallway is empty.  My heart is beating 
faster.  I get the last lock off and open the door. 

At this moment I realize that I was never meant to escape this nightmare.  To this evil beast it was just a game, a way to make it fun.  Because 
when I opened that door, my heart skipped about three beats.  Nothing was there!  Not the hallway.  Not my neighbor’s door.  Not a light.  
Instead, the creature stood there.  Stood there saying we are done here, and now you die, David.  I opened my mouth to scream, but it was futile 
– its unholy blade stabbed into my neck.  Yet I wasn’t dead, not yet.  The blade felt like it was growing, releasing its darkness inside my body.  As I 
fell to my knees I could feel the blade’s impurity filling my body, shutting off each organ inside of me.  Just as the darkness was about to consume 
me completely, this taciturn monster leaned in close, whispering in my ear with that deadly silence:  “Goodnight…David…Sweet…Dreams!”  
Then it jumped onto my chest, curled itself into a ball, and watched me die. 
 

 
 



 

 

by Tanesha Walker  

ROD_G, Dragon 

She eyed the ring on her hand, spinning the shiny metal. She exhaled, glancing up at the clock. Where was he? He was supposed to be here an hour ago. Was he hurt?  
Did his deal go bad? Hopping up she began to pace nervously. She couldn’t stay here—she had to see if he was alright. She flung on her clothes, making a mess as she  
went.  Then, just as she reached for the door, it burst open. Her husband was being held up by his friends, bleeding profusely.  

“Get the bandages!” one of them snapped at her. She fell into the chaos of helping.  

Later, sitting beside the bed, she hesitantly took his hand in hers. It tightened around her hand before releasing, the wedding band slipping from it. She fingered the inner  
saying, the one that mirrored hers. “Ride or Die.” 

She didn’t like his choice of occupation—or, really, lack of it—but she’d never leave him. They loved each other too much. 

Teen Idle, Marina and the Diamonds 

Youth—that was what she had wasted. Her teenage years were wasted on being a good choir girl. She missed the chance to be the prom queen. She never got the  
chance to tell pretty lies while ignoring the ugly truth.  

She wanted her virginity back so that she could bet it away. She wanted to feel reckless, doing something while knowing that it would be a big mistake, so that she could  
feel like infinity for a moment. She wanted to be that shallow girl that everyone chased after, instead of a shunned girl who burned her bible before graduation. Then she  
could come alive.  

She wished she was a narcissist. She wished had really kissed Tommy under the bleachers. She wished she wasn’t on her own. Oh god, she’s going to die alone… 

Nicki Minaj, Right Thru Me 

Groaning, she slammed the door shut childishly. How dare he, how dare he just… she couldn’t even find the words. He refused to fight her, calmly defusing the situation  
by stating the actual reason of why she was mad. She just wanted to be mad!  Why couldn’t he just cooperate, why did he have to know her and be so… him?  

They’d been together for so long, and he shielded her from the harsh world. Comforted her when she felt her self-confidence deplete, in every situation giving her good  
advice that she’d hate at the time but which always proved to be correct. 

She’d started to cry.  There was a hesitant knock at the door; smiling to herself, she realized that he had her down to a science. She tried to fight back her tears as she  
opened the door, then he engulfed her in his arms. Stepping in he closed the door, and they sank to the floor. 

“Fey,” he hummed into her hair, rubbing her back soothingly.  

“You’re right, I’m sorry.” She huffed out.  

“You don’t need to apologize, I understand.” He hushed.  

“How?” 
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“I just know you, I can see through you.” He beamed down at her. 

Anger resurfaced as she pulled from his arms, “Stop, stop knowing me, stop!” She gasped as she stumbled back, her shoulder colliding painfully with the bed frame.  
Tears began to roll down her face again and she refused to meet his gaze.  

She looked up, shocked, as his gentle hand settled on her shoulder. Damn him. 

Melanie Martinez, Soap. 

“I left the faucet running.” She exclaimed to the already-stunned man, running away full steam. She had said it and she’d ruined it. Stumbling into the kitchen door, she  
grabbed the bar of soap, scrubbing her tongue vigorously. Expelling the contents in her stomach she fell back onto the hardwood floor. 

“I’m sorry,” she sobbed to no one. She had said the ‘l’ word. She… she was just so “in the moment,” and he was letting her in… she’d thought that he was special— 
or at least, he thought the same she did. Yet because of her hastiness she’s ruined her only friendship.  

AOA, Miniskirt 

She huffed, annoyed, as he still ignored her.  Every other male had been oogling her, so why wouldn’t he? She was sexy enough. She didn’t need to show skin in her  
high heels and stockings. He was supposed to keep his eyes on her. She was even wearing the mini skirt, and that wasn’t working. 

She was a confident girl—why didn’t he know that? He only ignored her. All this to get his attention, so he’d better pay attention before she moves on to another  
one of her many admirers. Trying again she strutted past him, putting more swing into her step.   

She sighed, sitting down at her office chair. She didn’t know what to do… he was cold. She didn’t get it. Grabbing a mirror she tousled her hair, unsure. 

Billy Joel, We Didn’t Start the Fire 

Frustrated, he stared at his history test. He didn’t know this junk! He scribbled down something about The Catcher in the Rye and England having a new queen,  
whatever the heck that meant.  

Communism was another thing he jotted down, before drawing a line to Joseph Stalin’s head. 

Disneyland. Shoot… he’d lost his place. Scraching angrily, he called out “Children of Thalidomide!” then glared back at his classmates’ curious looks.   

Beligians invaded the Congo, or rather left, he wrote next. JFK assassinated. 

Watergate, punk rock. Russian in Afghanistan. 

China under marshal law. 

Rock and Cola wars.  
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“I can’t take it anymore!” he yelled. “We Didn’t Start the Fire!” Holding up the rock symbol, he strode out of the room, leaving them all perplexed, changint “It was  
always burning since the world’s been turning…” 

The teacher rubbed his temple and marked the boy’s test with a zero. 

Gumi, Crystalline 

Dazed, she reached towards the sky, and for a moment the dank alley was a paradise. She had followed him here, leaving behind her last life, becoming everything  
he wanted. Why should this have such a bad effects? It was so euphoric, and the itching, the scratching, the destruction of insanity be damned.  

She had been fixated on all of the things they were together, but that’s better off lost forever. She had nothing left. Only the needle in her arm and five dollars to  
her name. Swinging her arm she hit an empty bottle. 

He’d left her after the rush and intensity of them had worn off. Did he even care that he’d destroyed her life? 

Studio Killer, Jenny 

Kara inhaled the shirt that was wrapped around her pillow. It smelled like Jenny, her crush. She’d been in love with her for so long. She had resorted to creepy  
methods to keep herself sated, stealing makeup, pieces of hair, shirts… insignificant things, but they meant the world to her.  

She wanted to ruin their friendship so that they could be together, but Jenny was her only friend. She wanted to go on aromantic journey—she’d follow Jenny any - 
where—leaving behind every boyfriend Jenny ever had, going away so that she’d be focused solely on Kara.  

But Jenny was her only friend. If she left, she’d have no one.  

Marina and the Diamonds, Power and Control 

The trick of love is to give a little and get a lot, to achieve power and control over someone. Men and women both treat love as a game, a constant push and pull.   
Both use their art-like appearances and deceptive tongues to attract their prey before draining them, then moving on to the next best thing.  

Melanie Martinez, Pity Party 

She was laid out on the living room floor, gripping the knife stained with cake. The room was a mess, stuffed animals now no more than stuffing and patches of cot - 
ton, every glass item broken, and the cake… well, nothing remained of the cake except crumbs and icing.  

No one had come, even thoughshe’d invited everyone she knew. She laughed manically, gripping the knife more tightly. It was their loss, she thought, stabbing the  
knife into the floor as she got up. Then, dragging her feet along the floor, she stopped.  

She clicked the sound system off.  Yes, it was her party and she’d cry if she wanted to—but she wouldn’t. She was done. 

AOA, Short Hair 

Everything is going to be alright, she chanted to herself. Every bit of her outfit seemed wrong. Make-up, or no? Miniskirt, or no? This or that? She was confused. She  
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needed to be a new person. She ran a hand through her hair. It was too long. Impulsively she grabbed for the scissors and began snipping away chunks of her locks. Some fell  
into the sink, some floated to the floor. 

Dropping the sheers she shook her fingers through her hair, getting out any loose strands. She smiled. Now everything was great!  She could move on with her day, and her  
life.  

Spica, You Don’t Love Me 

She glared at her once-lover, now sitting across from her, ignorant of her intentions. It had become so painfully obvious after last night. The late nights, the distance between  
them, the… well, everything about him lately. She refused to stand for it anymore.  

She crossed her ankles, folding her hands to rest her head on them. He wasn’t eating—he was shoveling his meal down with no regard for her, further cementing her point.  
She let her gaze sweep over the living room; this would be the last time she ever saw it.  

He suddenly coughed, putting a hand to his mouth. The coughing evolved into hacking; he was now hammering his chest. She fiddled with the tablecloth, seemingly indifferent.  
He started to bang on the table, only whistle-like wheezes coming from his mouth. She yawned. Stepping out of the room, she picked up her packed suitcase. 

“So long honey.” Walking out of the door, pausing only to smirk at the thud that echoed through the home.  

Marina and the Diamonds, Primadonna 

She sat perfectly posed and annoyed. Why didn’t they understand that she needed more—always more? She had people at the tips of her fingers. The wedding band, the  
house, the children she didn’t even know; yet she wanted more. She wanted to be adored by the world. She wanted to be known. She wasn’t all that difficult—it was other  
people that didn’t want to cooperate. She was to be treated like a queen. Others might state that she wasn’t deserving of any of it, but she was the witch that everyone needs  
in their lives and that’s how she’s always skated by, the mischievous woman, the lover, the one.  

Panic! At the Disco, Girls/Girls/Boys 

He stood outside her house in the rain, glaring at the window. She was up there, laughing and play-fighting with her girlfriend. Love wasn’t a choice, but deceiving someone just  
so that your family wouldn’t be suspicious was. She had used him, casting him aside as soon as it was safe to escape into the arms of her waiting woman.  

He was done with her.  He needed someone who appreciated him for himself.  
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by Hannah Reddington 

Why is that it was always raining when something was sure to happen?  The boy pondered while standing on a dampening rooftop.  Some - 
thing wasn’t right, he knew this, because he heard the most haunting sound imaginable.  Once soothing, now simply disturbing, the sound of  
eardrum-rupturing bell tolls.  There must be a funeral, or wedding, but he guessed it was the former. 
He had to drown out that noise.  So, he began humming. 
It was still sad somehow, the wordless tune becoming heartbreaking to him.  Especially when he thought of the meaning of the imagined song.   
Except, he didn’t know.  Not knowing was his greatest fear.  To one day say those words, and mean them whole-heartedly.  That alone made  
his chest swell with emotion.  The imaginings of someone who heard bell tolls, consistently ringing in the air as if counting off the minutes or  
seconds or hours.  Counting down for what? He wanted to ask. 
“I’ve lingered in a doorway.” He whispered to himself, the pouring rain drowning out his voice.  “Of alarm clocks screaming my name.  Let me  
stay where the wind will whisper to me.” He wanted to scold himself for such useless personifying.  Yet it was true, he knew this much.  He  
wanted to hear not the tolling, but the wind howling and winding through the city.  “Where the raindrops, as they’re falling, tell a story.” But  
the bells drown out such wondrous tales. 
It was such useless dreaming, to want something that was impossible. 
Yet, he had seen what for all his life he knew and trusted to be simple horror stories.  Why couldn’t his imagining be real? “In a field of paper  
flowers, and candy clouds of lullaby,” He dreamt out loud.  The thought didn’t even make sense, but it comforted him. 
“I’ve lied inside myself for hours,” He remembered.  How he wished he could be alone again,  with only his own musings.  How he wanted  
to hear only the echo of his own voice.  Sad thoughts intruded upon his daydreams. “I know well what lies beyond my sleeping refuge, the  
nightmare I built my own world to escape.” 
For once he wished he wasn’t so introverted.  He wished to be among the average. 
To be among the ignorant. 
“Swallowed up in the sound of my screaming, I wish I could hide myself for hours.  I cannot cease for fear of silent nights, no refuge in a  
sleeping state.  The goddess of imaginary light.  I feel as though I hold the world on my shoulders, as Atlas, yet I’m not so vain.” He rambled  
on to himself.  He sighs and catches the scent of parchment, freshly printed, “Paper flowers.  Monsters.” 
He closed his eyes and reveled in the cold rain drops and pretended to be among the street goers.  “Rampant chaos, your realty.” His realty,  
he should say.   
With a sigh, he exited the roof, returning to the warmth of indoors.  With each sigh and breath he took some pain replaced his hopelessness.  
He made it back to the rooms of his closest allies.  One in particular, the room of the man who was his closest friend and his worst enemy  
all in one, then sat down in front of the screen. 
In the rooms in this boy’s home, it’s cold.  There are metal stairs leading to other floors and then to other rooms.  There are glass table- 
tops and leather couches and computers covering one wall.  Really, it isn’t a warm and cozy place to sit and chat.  No place for warm and  
cozy feelings.  Yet, with all of the cold and hard surfaces he felt like he was on fire.  Time passed, and he was burning from the inside out.  His  
head pounded for no particular reason and his eyes couldn’t stare at the screen in front of him any longer.  He refused to make it seem that  
he was weak and rub his eyes or his head.  The pain wasn’t real anyway.  It was something else.  It was definitely not guilt.  It wasn’t fear.  It  
wasn’t hurt.  It wasn’t feeling. 
Beside him now, his friend gazed unmoving and unaffected by the bright white screen blaring into his retinas.  They were probably creat - 
ing imprints on his vision, sure to follow his gaze no matter where he decided to look.  Behind him, there was no one.  His father and the  
others, there only briefly, stood and walked out.  He was alone with his enemy.  A faint smell of sweet cheesecake whispered at his nostrils.   
He wasn’t one to like sweets or eat them.  But that smell seemed comfortingly familiar.  He sighed, and the smell became even clearer.  He  
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Why is that it was always raining when something was sure to happen?  The boy pondered while standing on a dampening rooftop.  Something wasn’t right, 
he knew this, because he heard the most haunting sound imaginable.  Once soothing, now simply disturbing, the sound of eardrum-rupturing bell tolls.  There 
must be a funeral, or wedding, but he guessed it was the former. 

He had to drown out that noise.  So, he began humming. 
It was still sad somehow, the wordless tune becoming heartbreaking to him.  Especially when he thought of the meaning of the imagined song.  Except, he 

didn’t know.  Not knowing was his greatest fear.  To one day say those words, and mean them whole-heartedly.  That alone made his chest swell with emotion.  
The imaginings of someone who heard bell tolls, consistently ringing in the air as if counting off the minutes or seconds or hours.  Counting down for what? He 
wanted to ask. 

“I’ve lingered in a doorway.” He whispered to himself, the pouring rain drowning out his voice.  “Of alarm clocks screaming my name.  Let me stay where the 
wind will whisper to me.” He wanted to scold himself for such useless personifying.  Yet it was true, he knew this much.  He wanted to hear not the tolling, but the 
wind howling and winding through the city.  “Where the raindrops, as they’re falling, tell a story.” But the bells drown out such wondrous tales. 

It was such useless dreaming, to want something that was impossible. 
Yet, he had seen what for all his life he knew and trusted to be simple horror stories.  Why couldn’t his imagining be real? “In a field of paper flowers, and 

candy clouds of lullaby,” He dreamt out loud.  The thought didn’t even make sense, but it comforted him. 
“I’ve lied inside myself for hours,” He remembered.  How he wished he could be alone again,  with only his own musings.  How he wanted to hear only the 

echo of his own voice.  Sad thoughts intruded upon his daydreams. “I know well what lies beyond my sleeping refuge, the nightmare I built my own world to 
escape.” 

For once he wished he wasn’t so introverted.  He wished to be among the average. 
To be among the ignorant. 
“Swallowed up in the sound of my screaming, I wish I could hide myself for hours.  I cannot cease for fear of silent nights, no refuge in a sleeping state.  The 

goddess of imaginary light.  I feel as though I hold the world on my shoulders, as Atlas, yet I’m not so vain.” He rambled on to himself.  He sighs and catches the 
scent of parchment, freshly printed, “Paper flowers.  Monsters.” 

He closed his eyes and reveled in the cold rain drops and pretended to be among the street goers.  “Rampant chaos, your realty.” His realty, he should say.   
With a sigh, he exited the roof, returning to the warmth of indoors.  With each sigh and breath he took some pain replaced his hopelessness.  
He made it back to the rooms of his closest allies.  One in particular, the room of the man who was his closest friend and his worst enemy all in one, then sat 

down in front of the screen. 
In the rooms in this boy’s home, it’s cold.  There are metal stairs leading to other floors and then to other rooms.  There are glass table-tops and leather 

couches and computers covering one wall.  Really, it isn’t a warm and cozy place to sit and chat.  No place for warm and cozy feelings.  Yet, with all of the cold and 
hard surfaces he felt like he was on fire.  Time passed, and he was burning from the inside out.  His head pounded for no particular reason and his eyes couldn’t 
stare at the screen in front of him any longer.  He refused to make it seem that he was weak and rub his eyes or his head.  The pain wasn’t real anyway.  It was  
definitely not guilt.  It wasn’t fear.  It wasn’t hurt.  It wasn’t feeling. 
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pin this on me?” He’d lost control of his words and he cursed himself for it. 
“Because my word isn’t enough to satisfy the law and without questions and close observation I cannot prove or disprove my theory,” the  
man answered dully, as if the boy shouldn’t have expected anything else.  He felt hinges release.  Floodgates opened and waves of emotion  
overpowered his being.  He scuffed and stood, ran his fingers through his hair and sneered. 
“You keep me locked up in your broken mind,” He spat at the metal floor.  “I keep searching, never able to find a light behind your dead  
eyes… not anything at all.” His breath was coming shallow, and his heart pounded.  The man turned to him. 
“You keeping living in your own lie, ever deceitful and ever unfaithful.” For once there was a small hint of an emotion in the apathetic detec - 
tive’s voice.  The teenager couldn’t identify it, and that drove him crazy. 
“Right, keep me guessing, keep me terrified,” His voice shook.  “Take everything from my world.” 
The two were silent and the heat that was eating the boy up seemed to intensify.  He shook and he felt parched.  He thirsted for something,  
but not a drink. The man’s face wasn’t apathetic, a sliver of emotion seeping through his mask of indifference. 
He stood and the only sound came from the chime of his chair.  The older man breathed, “Keep me dumb, keep me paralyzed, it’s so frustrat - 
ing.  You’re a case I can’t crack so easily.” His obsidian eyes narrowed.  The boy felt the pain in his head worsen. 
“I try so hard to prove to you that I’m innocent.  It’s like a never-ending battle with you.  Why try swimming when I’m drowning in fable.” He  
growled and again ran his hand through brown locks.  The man took a step forward.  This wasn’t what the youth expected.  His answers were  
cryptic, but the boy felt as though they were painfully obvious.   
“You’re not that saint that you externalize.” He continued quietly, now only inches from the boy.  He felt no anger; he felt sadness, like he re - 
ally was feeling guilt. But what did he feel guilty for? He heard a voice echo through his head like a spirit too weak to truly be heard.   
All I really want is something to say. 
He refused to show his sadness. “It’s all so playful when you demonize.  To spit out the hateful, your words are weapons of the terrified.   
You’re nothing in my world.” He felt cool hands gently touch his cheeks, and his forced and false smile dropped.  His voice couldn’t find  
sound to protest. His throat was dry.   
“All I really want… is something beautiful say,” he choked.  He was humiliated.  He wasn’t himself.  Yet, he was. 
“You just keep living in your own lie.” The man uttered. 
“Something to say…” The world melted into absent noise.  The cold was nonexistent. The man’s hands seemed to cool him off, soothing the  
burns.  He felt burning liquid in his eyes but the control he longed for allowed him to keep the tears from falling.  “To never fade away, I want  
to live forever.” His voice was a whisper.  The man smiled, but not mockingly, a small and warm smile. 
“I’m afraid that’s impossible.” 
And it faded, the heat, the pain.  All he saw was what he couldn’t control, what for once he couldn’t control.  He accepted the calming relief  
of letting go. 
His friend was a dear friend, no enemy in disguise. 
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Beside him now, his friend gazed unmoving and unaffected by the bright white screen blaring into his retinas.  They were probably creating imprints on his 
vision, sure to follow his gaze no matter where he decided to look.  Behind him, there was no one.  His father and the others, there only briefly, stood and walked 
out.  He was alone with his enemy.  A faint smell of sweet cheesecake whispered at his nostrils.  He wasn’t one to like sweets or eat them.  But that smell seemed 
comfortingly familiar.  He sighed, and the smell became even clearer.  He couldn’t bear the agonizing twist of his stomach.  Words would spill, though, instead of 
any bodily fluid. 

“Hey,” He spoke finally, and surprisingly he didn’t blurt out everything.  The boy, desperate to maintain control, was still in control.  The man looked up, one 
eyebrow disappearing into his fringe of hair.  “Why do you keep asking me these questions? Why are you so determined to pin this on me?” He’d lost control of 
his words and he cursed himself for it. 

“Because my word isn’t enough to satisfy the law and without questions and close observation I cannot prove or disprove my theory,” the man answered 
dully, as if the boy shouldn’t have expected anything else.  He felt hinges release.  Floodgates opened and waves of emotion overpowered his being.  He scuffed 
and stood, ran his fingers through his hair and sneered. 

“You keep me locked up in your broken mind,” He spat at the metal floor.  “I keep searching, never able to find a light behind your dead eyes… not anything at 
all.” His breath was coming shallow, and his heart pounded.  The man turned to him. 

“You keeping living in your own lie, ever deceitful and ever unfaithful.” For once there was a small hint of an emotion in the apathetic detective’s voice.  The 
teenager couldn’t identify it, and that drove him crazy. 

“Right, keep me guessing, keep me terrified,” His voice shook.  “Take everything from my world.” 
The two were silent and the heat that was eating the boy up seemed to intensify.  He shook and he felt parched.  He thirsted for something, but not a drink. 

The man’s face wasn’t apathetic, a sliver of emotion seeping through his mask of indifference. 
He stood and the only sound came from the chime of his chair.  The older man breathed, “Keep me dumb, keep me paralyzed, it’s so frustrating.  You’re a 

case I can’t crack so easily.” His obsidian eyes narrowed.  The boy felt the pain in his head worsen. 
“I try so hard to prove to you that I’m innocent.  It’s like a never-ending battle with you.  Why try swimming when I’m drowning in fable.” He growled and 

again ran his hand through brown locks.  The man took a step forward.  This wasn’t what the youth expected.  His answers were cryptic, but the boy felt as though 
they were painfully obvious.   

“You’re not that saint that you externalize.” He continued quietly, now only inches from the boy.  He felt no anger; he felt sadness, like he really was feeling 
guilt. But what did he feel guilty for? He heard a voice echo through his head like a spirit too weak to truly be heard.   

All I really want is something to say. 
He refused to show his sadness. “It’s all so playful when you demonize.  To spit out the hateful, your words are weapons of the terrified.  You’re nothing in my 

world.” He felt cool hands gently touch his cheeks, and his forced and false smile dropped.  His voice couldn’t find sound to protest. His throat was dry.   
“All I really want… is something beautiful say,” he choked.  He was humiliated.  He wasn’t himself.  Yet, he was. 
“You just keep living in your own lie.” The man uttered. 
“Something to say…” The world melted into absent noise.  The cold was nonexistent. The man’s hands seemed to cool him off, soothing the burns.  He felt 

burning liquid in his eyes but the control he longed for allowed him to keep the tears from falling.  “To never fade away, I want to live forever.” His voice was a 
whisper.  The man smiled, but not mockingly, a small and warm smile. 

“I’m afraid that’s impossible.” 
And it faded, the heat, the pain.  All he saw was what he couldn’t control, what for once he couldn’t control.  He accepted the calming relief of letting go. 
His friend was a dear friend, no enemy in disguise. 
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