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Slow Down

KATHERINE MIAO; GRADE 8

Eyes closed. Fingers poised over the keys, ready to play the next Brahms intermezzo, trying to take
her time.
She was the fastest girl in her grade. Her fingers were always composing some rapid rhythm silently
during class. Her legs would itch constantly for a thirty-minute sprint or a long jog. “Stop running!’
her friends would call, “Wait for us!”
But she couldn’t. She couldn’t slow down.
There was a boy in the audience. He watched her silently, yet wistfully. He saw her trembling fingers,
her shaky breaths. Five years ago he had sat with her under the oak tree outside this very concert hall
and pulled her into his arms, whispering to her, “Slow down, Abby. Wait for me. I’ll be back.”
But she hadn’t waited. She had been too fast for him.
Now on the stage the girl took a deep breath. Calm down, she told herself, Relax. Her stomach felt
queasy, and her hands were glistening with sweat. Her heart was beating at a breakneck pace,
accelerating until she felt like she was going to explode under all the blinding lights and humming
wires.
She felt it, the nervous thumping, getting faster and faster and faster and faster until –
She opened her eyes and smiled. The audience was getting restless. The girl shifted the position of
the piano bench, then swept her eyes serenely over the people sitting in the darkness of the vast hall.
She saw him, and he saw her. Their eyes connected, but only for a second before her gaze returned
to the keys in front of her and her life, with nothing and no one but herself, trapped in a hypnotic
web of music.
Slow down. She repeated the words the boy had spoken to her years before.
And sinking her fingers down into the first haunting notes of the melody, she lost herself in the
swirling music.
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Starlight

KIMBERLY HUANG; GRADE 7

Today is Christmas.
I used to love Christmas, but that was a lifetime ago. I don't anymore.
I kneel beside the gravestone, my dark hair brushing the cold rock. The frosted grass makes my
jeans wet, but I don't really care. The inscription on the gravestone stands out, stark as the biting
cold. The air nips at my fingers as I reach out to touch the reminder.
Rose Arian. Below it lies the phrase, "Only in the darkness can you see the stars." True. I had used
to hate Mom, for never letting me do what my friends could. Buying expensive clothes. Eating at
fancier restaurants. Enjoying myself.
Now I realize what a star she truly was. Without her, the family would never have survived. Our dad
had been out of work. He had been so desperate that it pained me to see him. My family had been
grasping at straws. My dad used to be a star, but his light was steadily growing dimmer. On
Christmas Eve, two years ago, he became a falling star.
I had always been the black hole of the family, greedily sucking up everything around me. Mother
and Father had worked so hard to feed me, the gaping void. However, with Dad gone, I had to
become the second star. Both Mother and I worked so hard that we collapsed.
By this time, my fingers are turning blue. Goosebumps have formed on my pale flesh. I have to
consciously stop myself from rubbing my hands together, gripping the gravestone instead.
Eventually, my mother couldn't handle the pressure anymore. It left her drained and angry. The
worst thing? I still couldn't see her starlight. Her star had been fading too, but I hadn't paid
attention. One December night, I forgot to wash the clothes and blankets. Mom went to bed
without covers. The next morning, she joined Father in wherever stars go. Ironically, it was the
dawn of Christmas.
I had never been a strong star in the first place, and without a companion, I became an empty space
again. Everything crumbled. Without Mom, my siblings and I became orphans. Separated. Alone.
My hand is frosting over now; my vision is going blurry. I can't really tell. There's a little spurt of
warmth inside me that is rapidly growing into a fountain.
I hear myself whisper, "I've missed you, Mom," when I finally collapse.
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Rain

DIYA BHATTACHARYA; GRADE 7

Rainbows bring happiness
no one wants pain
but we can’t have a rainbow
without a little rain.
Every drop is important
that’s what they say
so why not save some
when it rains another day?
Everyone who associates the sun with happiness
has not experienced the joy of being in the rain
playing and dancing in it
can wash away fear and pain.
So judge it for yourself:
you know yourself the best,
finding out if you like sunshine or rain
isn't too much of a quest.
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KATHERINE MIAO; GRADE 8
Time Stops for No One
Tick.
The pendulum, swinging low—
Tock—
will soon cease to keep the tempo.
Tick.
Indeed it’s getting slow—
with each swing sighing its woe.
Tock.
What do you want from me?
Cruel you are, yes, Time, my foe.
Tick.
All I have is gone from me,
and there’s nothing more I owe.
For just one thing I plea:
keep my life and let it grow!
Tock.
Yet the pendulum, swinging slow
Sways more. . .
and more. . .
adagio.
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Evanesce

ANGELA GAO; GRADE 7

Ryzith. The sphere of space, a universe separate from the one Earth resides in. Ryzith does not
follow all the same laws that the human universe does. But as impossible as it may seem, humanoid
creatures do reside there, albeit alongside less familiar organisms.
Aryke was a reasonably sized star with a rather small entrance. An entrance, like doors and tunnels
(and, in certain cases of Earthen society, windows or perhaps even walls). In Ryzith, there was
nothing. Nothing, except for darkness and entrances to stars beyond.
This certain entrance was devoid of color. Invisible, as there was no light to reflect off of it and give
the entrance an appearance like that of glass. Earthlings would never find it unless they stumbled
upon it by accident. However, to those in Ryzith, entrances were all equally obvious, whether they
be bright green or dim gray.
Once through the entrance, you’d come upon Aryke. It was not a giant flaming ball of gas that
emitted light as stars are often thought to be. Aryke was relatively earth-like. It was flat, the way
Earth was thought to be before proved otherwise. It was also possible to walk on Aryke, which is
not something to try on the Sun. Aryke’s source of light was the entrance, which shone with an
astonishingly large amount of light, considering the darkness of Ryzith.
~
Aria Nightshade was an Astrziayth, a species that could, from a distance, be mistaken for human.
However, Astrziayths were taller, and possessed horns and a tail. Astrziayths were the main tribe in
the area, and Aryke was their home.
Among the Astrziayths was Galatisa. She was the last spirit caller—one capable of raising ghosts, but
not of Astrziayths, or any other species. She could alter the fate of stars, but in ways currently
unknown.
On a light-lit day, Aryke’s silver-gray sky was tinged with the usual faint streaks of yellow and
orange. But it also had an irregular streak of purple. This purple streak had been very faint a mere
week ago. However, over the periods of bright and dark, it had grown to occupy an eighth of the
sky. The vein of irregular color was often ogled at, as it bode for change.
The truth was hard, but undeniable. Aryke was dying, and the unascertained materials that had once
created it were now consuming the star. However, it was not unheard of as this event eventually
occurs to every star in Ryzith.
In fact, many Astrziayths were discussing it at that very moment.
“We need to abandon Aryke,” someone stated firmly.
“The rest of the stars in our area have either already died, or their entrances had been destroyed by
Phiednryan raids,” another pointed out with a voice devoid of optimism.
“Regardless, it’s better to be out in Ryzith than to wait for fate on Aryke,” argued the one before,
“Ryzith has never held any dangers in our area. Even without Aryke, we are as good at fighting off
the Phiednryans as before.”
“You say that,” The second insisted, “When six of our stars have had their entrances destroyed in
raids already!”
Of course, this argument could be recited for the entire five days it lasted as more voices joined,
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each with a conflicting opinion. However, the important part (or at least the only one that Galatisa
paid attention to) was the fact that they were due to leave Aryke the next day and head off into
Ryzith.
Galatisa was conflicted. Aryke was the only world she knew, though seemingly no longer a pleasant
one. Galatisa had never seen any disasters, though she had heard about them from the older
Astrzaiyths—disintegration, explosion, bouts of sickness. Galatisa had no intention to stay to find
out what would happen this time. But she felt uncertainty as she glanced out towards Aryke’s
entrance. It was bright, for sure. That couldn’t be said for Ryzith.
And while Galatisa was facing the wild outcomes that shaped themselves in her mind, Aria
Nightshade’s opinion was nonexistent on this matter. She was one of the few warriors in the
Astrzaiyth tribe, and trained to the state where her emotions were practically null. She had no care
for the doings of those who called themselves ‘the wiser people.’ Aria had travelled quite a bit in the
times when the Phiednryans were had been at large. However, even Aria showed some response
when she found out Aryke was dying (though she had guessed before)—her normally erect and stiff
tail twitched. It was a twinge of sadness or surprise, or something in between.
And so Aria’s tail twitch showed she was not as certain as usual, regardless of how used to Ryzith
she was. Especially since this time, they would be heading out without a home to return to. Galatisa
was the only one to notice Aria’s tail twitch. It sent a trail of cold shivers through Galatisa’s
bloodstream, and her imagination became even darker than before.
Galatisa had an uneasy sleep that night.
The next brightness, Galatisa awoke early to survey Aryke again; to plant a lasting image in her mind
of the star before it fully died, though she had not a faintest idea when that would happen. And it
was just Galatisa’s fortune- or lack of it- that she saw what she saw. In a miscalculated step, Galatisa
spotted a faint shade of purple, pale in the dusty light. She edged closer, each footstep reverberating
unnaturally loud in the silence of dawn. There was Testrith, the head of the Astrzaiyth tribe for that
week. He laid on the ground, arms and legs widespread as if he had been frozen in the middle of a
convulsion.
Testrith’s eyes were white, and pupil-less. It ignited a fierce chill in Galatisa, one of foreboding.
Testrith’s horns were an abnormal, gray, as if the color had been leached from the rigid material.
And his tail seemed to be… crumbling. What in the past had been a bright array of feathers similar
to the tail of Earth’s Golden Pipet was now a scattering of coarse, deteriorating grains. But the sight
that Galatisa feared the most was Testrith’s legs. They were halfway covered with a dark purple
substance that glimmered coldly in the quickly spreading light. Wherever the substance touched,
Testrith’s legs became that same transparent, purple color.
It was the transparency that was the worse, for Galatisa could see things in Testrith’s legs. Small
shifting images of shadows that shaped themselves into eldritch forms. Blinking rapidly, Galatisa
backed away. Was it just her mind, or had Testrith’s hand twitched? (Of course, she was utterly
convinced that it had, whether it was true or a falsified conjuration of her mind.) Pushing away a cry
of fear, Galatisa fled. She ran straight into Aria Nightshade.
With a fearful light in her eyes, Galatisa showed Aria the location where Testrith was. Except… He
wasn’t there. Instead, there was a pile of the same purple substance, swimming with the same
creatures Galatisa had seen in Testrith’s legs. And the substance was rapidly spreading outwards.
Already, a few feet of the ground had been consumed, forming a void in the ground that Galatisa
did not want to test for sturdiness.
Aria’s expression was, not unexpectedly, unreadable. “So this is what created Aryke…” She said
softly.
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“Wh-what?” Galatisa asked, not even trying to hide the tremor in her voice.
“Remember? What created the star will eventually consume it. And everything on the star as well.”
Galatisa’s eyes were impossibly wide. “So… us?”
Aria nodded briefly. “The substance will try to stop us from leaving by taking every new leader we
appoint. And when we stop appointing a leader, it means we will not leave the star since laws state
any major decision requires a leader. And that means the substance knows it can-”
“Stop!” Galatisa wailed, hiding her face. “Don’t say any more.”
~~
“We should leave immediately,” Galatisa heard a voice from the side declare, saying so with a slight
tremor in the sound. “Forget all this nonsense. There’s no point in holding a meeting, unless you all
want to become like Testrith. We’re wasting time here.” Galatisa shivered, as the words gave her a
horrid reminder of the nearly unrecognizable body of Testrith lying on the purple stained ground.
Testrith wasn’t the only one to fall victim after that day, and optimism seemed ever harder to come
by under the dark violet roof that was the only place Galatisa knew. In the next week, the
discussions had become endlessly longer and more opinionated as even those not authorized joined
the bandying of words. Although Galatisa had no idea why anyone would want to stay and risk
turning into a liquid purple home for foreign creatures. However, the Astrzaiyths had first spent two
days electing a new leader, and another four deciding whether or not to leave and abandon the star
to its destiny. That time, they had decided not to leave the star, and three more Astrzaiyths had been
absorbed by the strange substance.
“We have to follow protocol,” a voice protested in outrage, “we must choose a leader first.”
“If we’re all dead, then what’s the point of following protocol?” Aria asked as Galatisa stared
hopefully into Aria’s eyes, and glancing away before she showed any sign of weakness to the
expectant crowd. Now that she thought about it again, Galatisa decided she should have bolted for
the entrance of Aryke the moment the sky had appeared even remotely purple and certainly before
Testrith was taken. As if it had sensed Galatisa thinking about it, the entrance pulsed briefly in the
dark sky, briefly illuminating a section of violet space. Galatisa watched it intently, her gaze
unwavering as the entrance seemed to grow ever smaller in the fading light. Galatisa feared that if
she closed her eyes, when she opened them again the entrance would’ve vanished completely,
leaving behind only another patch of unnatural color.
There were also strange streaks in the sky, like someone had slashed it with a ragged paintbrush
dipped in pots of paint, spelling destruction. Galatisa watched mournfully, as if she were fading with
Aryke into an existence continuous with the darkness of Ryzith. She willed the entrance to brighten,
widening her eyes in an attempt to convince her mind that the fading glow brightened slightly, ever
so little that she could just barely see it there…
Galatisa’s mind insisted that the entrance did pulse briefly, although she knew it didn’t. But she
continued to attempt convincing herself that it had, so she could deny that Aryke was dying at least
for a single day.
“Stay alive, Aryke…!” She muttered desperately. Right then, in an unexpected burst, the sky
darkened dramatically. A haze of purple mist disoriented Galatisa’s view in a bought of
lightheadedness, and she stumbled with an uncanny feeling that she had done this. Eyes fearful,
Galatisa recalled her ability to adjust the fate of stars, and hoped fervently that she had not just made
a grave mistake. As if her thoughts had been spelled out loud, the sky fell into a blackness that no
light could penetrate. Galatisa looked towards the direction of the entrance, but saw nothing. Just
the same, stifling blackness.
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Shouts snapped Galatisa back to the current situation of unforeseen panic and disarray in what
ought to be an organized gathering. She shuddered in the darkness, almost expecting a frigid wind to
sweep through the purple glow reflected on her pale face. The lightless expanse gave Galatisa a
hollow feeling, as though her emotions were fleeing, just leaving behind a pair of eyes to watch the
death of Aryke.
Galatisa felt an onslaught of paranoia, fear of taking a step in the stifling darkness and feeling
wetness around her feet. The pounding in her chest muted even the excessively loud sounds of
desperate shouts. Unusual as it was, Galatisa now wished more than anything to have a source of
light, even if it was the haze of purple gloom that filled the musty air of Aryke. To see something,
even a glimmer of something most repulsive, would be preferable to blindness, a state where
Galatisa had no idea if there were a thousand eyes watching her, or if every speck of life was gone
from Aryke. It was fear, in a state where even when you strain your ears to hear the sounds that
would be deafening in other circumstances, you can’t hear anything over the relentless pounding of
a frantic heart.
Galatisa was rooted to the spot. As much as she tried to move, it seemed that only her mind was
working. Instead, she strained her eyes to detect even a minute pinprick of color other than black.
Galatisa felt a desperate urge to see something, to let out a frantic shout and hear a response.
Anything other than this strange state where time stood still.
It was as if the world had read her mind once more and decided to send a pounding of noise
through Galatisa’s ears. It started out barely audible, then increased in volume at a rapid pace until
she was convinced that the sound had become so loud that the sky would collapse. And strangely so,
the same reaction came to Galatisa’s eyes.
It was dim at first; the purple light could only be described as floating. She gazed in a surge of rapid
heartbeats, squinting to see the shapes finally illuminated, though ever so faintly. Brighter. She
needed more light to see. Luminous rays that could split the darkness, dispelling the shadows
marring Galatisa’s sight.
Once again, Galatisa wondered if this was caused by her, and feeling a massive burst of fear that she
had. Not for the first time, she wondered what the others were feeling.
~~~
The pounding sound heralded Galatisa’s will in an endless monotone of ferocious, endlessly echoing
noise. It looked like fire, the emerging light showering Galatisa’s eyes in a fissure of sparks and
color. And then was the moment when fear and dread were the overpowering impulses that
deadened any other action that would otherwise have been done.
It was rays of flowing flame, firing dark violet sparks into the sky. It was Astrziayths, lying immobile
on the dim ground, never to move again. In an instant. Galatisa wasn’t even given a chance to see, to
watch, to hear the last sounds. And for inexplicable reasons, she was still there. Standing. Watching.
Alive.
And now Galatisa watched, cursing her ability to breath, to see. The purple fire, lifting hollowed
souls away from the ground. The crushing grief that these deaths were all a result of her power and
her will. Lives lost for no reason, and at Galatisa’s own hand. Worse, she had no idea what was
happening. Standing there idly while others fell into the flames. And then, the end. The world
evanescing in the swirls of madness. The trees were the first to go. And the fire, lingering for a brief
moment before giving in to the urge of one last sear, and vanishing again into blackness.
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Secret Beyond the Walls

KAYLA XU; GRADE 7

I stand in front of my floor length mirror and stare at the slightly flushed face looking back. My
personal servants had done a good job with my makeup. My already sharp features are accented
even more so. Piercing silver eyes gaze at my brown hair, and them at my golden dress. With my
pinkie finger, I smooth out a small wrinkle near my hip. I nod, satisfied with my appearance. Today’s
a special day. Today, I’ll be able to walk outside those stone and metal walls that surround my home.
I’ll be able to see the people that live outside my life. My people. I’ll be able to see them for the first
time in a year.
The door behind me opens and a small, severing girl walks in with her head bowed.
“The Dominus of Aireo Terras is free for the audience you requested,” she says quietly. Ah, yes. I
had asked to speak with my father. I do hope he agrees to my favor. I would like to be able to see
my people in a more approachable fashion.
Today is my 18th birthday. I am officially of age to be married off to another country. Today is the
day I will be officially bestowed the title “Domina”. Today’s the last day I will ever be able to walk
the crowded streets of my hometown.
I plan to make it the best.
oo*oo
“Please?” I beg my father. “Can you replace a few guards with servants? I want to be more
approachable so I can meet some of my subjects.”
“Arabella,” my father sighs.
“Please? Just this once. It’s my last time out, anyway. I’m going to be coronated this evening, and
married off to Owen in less than twenty-four hours.”
Dominus Owen Kacei is the Dominus of Argoa, the leading boat manufacturing country in the
Americas. My father had recently created an alliance with him, and to seal the deal, he and I agreed
for me to marry Owen.
My father hesitated for a moment, before sighing in defeat.
“Okay,” he mumbles.
“But,” he yells over my squealing, “we are coming with you.”
“You and mother?” I ask in surprise. The last time they visited the city was ten years ago when I first
asked if I could go beyond the walls.
“Yes,” he says, before glancing at my mother. He has a habit of agreeing to things without waiting
for my mother’s word. It’s a surprise to me that they can rule a country together with their constant
bickering. They both stay for me, I guess.
“Great!” I say, before bowing slightly. “12:00?”
“Of course,” my mother agrees with a forced smile. I scurry out quickly in an attempt to dodge the
verbal match just waiting to happen.
oo*oo
The sun is blinding. But it’s worth it.
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Once again, for the eleventh and last time, the brightly colored, lively city is surrounding me. Cheers
and shouts follow me as I walk down the street. This time, only four guards stand around me. The
rest are servants.
My parents walk in front of me. Golden flakes shower over their heads, as well as mine. Cheering
adults celebrate their Dominus and Domina. Everything is perfect.
Suddenly, a young girl runs toward me.
“Lynnette!” she yells desperately, calling me by my middle name, which is expected of subjects, who
are not allowed to know of my real name. She’s about to get to me when the guards block her off.
“My father!” she pleads. “He’s sick! Please, you have medicine! He’s on his death bed! Please help
him!” I stand there in shock.
What is she talking about?
I don’t get the chance to ask, as the guards finally manage to push the girl back into the crowd. She
yelps and falls to the ground. I spot a tear running down her cheek.
Everything goes back to the way it was before. The girl is treated like she doesn’t exist. The guards
continue to walk. My parents continue to walk. The servants continue to walk. I walk. But not
without weighing thoughts.
The girl. She looked scared. The closest I have ever come to the emotion fear was when I was sixyears-old and a spider had crawled up my dress. But this girl, she showed a different sort of fear.
Desperation, perhaps. She said she wanted medicine. He’s on his death bed?
Finally, curiosity overtook my good judgment.
“What was she talking about?” I whisper under my breath at a servant to my left. I believe his
name’s Day.
“Pardon, Domina?” he responds just as softly.
“The girl,” I repeat. “What was she talking about?”
“Her father must be ill.”
“Ill?”
“In weak health. Close to death.”
“Death?”
Day looks at me with a blank expression, like how all servants are supposed to.
I look away from his face and stare out at the crowd of people. Everyone looks happy. Nobody’s
crying. What was so different about that girl?
Then I spot him.
A man covered in wrinkles. His skin is practically translucent, and it hangs off his thin bones. There
is little flesh on his chest; I can count each and every one of his ribs. The man is standing behind a
group of laughing adults. He walks along with a young boy who looks just as unhealthy. They walk
at the speed of sloths.
I continue to watch as the two of them turn a corner into a short alleyway. I spot more people, but I
can’t see them clearly.
As fast and as smoothly as I can, I slip through the guards and run into the alley. I have to know
who that was.
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“Lynnette!” I faintly hear someone yell, but I ignore him and continue to walk through the alleyway.
I reach an opening with people. Lots of people.
And it sickens me.
Young and old, the people around me are covered in dirt and grime. Children glance solemnly at me
as they throw pebbles across the dirt. I spot so many people who look just like the man I saw earlier.
Adults and similar wrinkled men and women stare at me. Grim expressions of recognition follow
me as I walk. I feel too clean and out of place in my gold dress. Everything around me is gray, black,
and brown.
“Lynnette!” the same man yells once more. I turn and spot Day running to me.
“Lynnette,” he says after he reaches me. “You shouldn’t be here.”
“Who are they?” I asked, wide-eyed. Day doesn’t say anything, and looks down at the ground. “That
was an order,” I say firmly, gritting my teeth slightly.
“People,” he responds. “Now, please, Lynnette, come back to the city.”
I ignore him once more. Spinning around, I continue to walk. I hear him sigh in defeat and follow
me. I couldn’t care less if he left.
I’m hypnotized by the frightening sights I see. I don’t understand any of it. Is this part of the
country under my parents’ control?
“What happened to them?” I nod slightly at some wrinkled men.
“They are old,” Day replies. “Their bodies can no longer keep up with their age. They’re slowly
weakening. It happens to everyone.” He gestures to me. “Including you and me.”
I stare at him in shock.
“Really?” I ask.
Day nods.
I shake off the unsettling feeling and continue to walk past the dark and grimy huts. A few are made
of stone, but look ready to topple over at the snap of a finger. It looks nothing like the walls of my
home. It looks nothing like that walls of the manor.
Suddenly, I hear a scream.
Whipping my head around, I gasp. A young woman falls to the ground, withering once she collapses.
An older woman hurried forward and wrapped her arms around the girl, who was still screaming. A
man walks forward and lifts the girl up, and carries her into the nearest stone building.
In panic, I turn to Day.
“What was that?” I ask, my voice trembling.
“She’s sick,” Day says sorrowfully. “She has a certain disease that causes constant flashes of pain
that can last for hours. Rare, but horrid.”
“Isn’t there a cure?” I ask.
Day shook his head, “No.”
I open my mouth to say more, when I hear sobbing from my right. I turn my head to see a group of
people dressed in black, standing along the edge of a river. A human shaped lump is laid on a large
wooden plank. It had been placed in the water, somehow able to float. A man walks forward with a
lit torch and places it on to the plank next to the strange lump. Before the entire thing caught on fire,
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all of the men and women dressed in black push the platform farther downstream. A few minutes
later, the plank is ashes, floating on the water.
“What are they doing?” I ask Day. I can’t tear my eyes away from the ashes.
“They are mourning a deceased love one,” Day responds regretfully.
“Deceased?”
“He has passed away. He’s dead.”
I turn back to face Day, but I can’t get the picture of the body burning up on the river.
“I-I don’t understand,” I choke. “Why don’t I know about all this? Pain, death, old age… I-.” I look
around me, horrified by the sheer amount of suffering I’ve seen in only a few short minutes.
Everything isn’t as perfect as I thought.
To be continued…
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ZOYA HAJEE; GRADE 8

Free

“Oh, Erwan. You are absolutely unbelievable. Not even for the sake of the country? How many
times must I explain this to you? Do you really want your country to lose power? Is this what you
desire? There is a limit to selfishness, Kit Erwan!”
“Master, I understand, but-”
“You understand? Then, go! What are you wasting my precious time for?”
“But I-I...” Kit looked at the ground, clenching his teeth. He had to say something. Now. He had to
rebel. For generations, his ancestors had obeyed every single word that was spoken by this man and
every other hideous master that existed in this organization. They were blinded from the truth,
fulfilling their Master’s selfish needs, believing they were helping their country. All until the day
arrived where their son took their position, and they only stood there, helpless, watching their son
walk straight into a life of misery. No, now was the time to end this horrific madness that lurked
through his mind every single day. Kit gathered up his thoughts, his hatred, his courage, and, taking
a deep breath, he spoke.
“I think-” Kit froze. Tears welled up in his eyes as he stared into the bright green eyes of his master.
The eyes that were passed down from this man’s insidious father.
“Yes?” His master’s voice felt like a snake, slithering up Kit’s spine. Ready to sink his fangs into his
neck if Kit dared to disobey his orders.
“I-I will do as you say, Master,” Kit said quickly, darting his eyes away. His master flashed him a
deadly smile, nodding slowly. Kit turned to leave.
“Do not disappoint me, Erwan.” Kit took a shaky breath, then bowed his head and left.
*

*

*

“It’s been a long day at work, hon?” Mrs. Erwan said as Kit walked through the front door, arriving
later than usual She took his briefcase and set it down on the table in the dining room.
“Daddy!” his five-year-old son cried. Kenny raced down the stairs and flung his arms around his
father. Kit smiled weakly.
“Hey, Kenny. How was school today?” he asked his son as he walked over to the dinner table,
where Mrs. Erwan placed a full plate of steaming chicken noodles and broccoli.
“Oh, daddy, you won’t believe what happened today! Our teacher gave us so many projects to do,
but me and Katie finished all of it, so we got to build card houses together! Aren’t you proud of me?
Daddy?”
“Huh? Oh yes, Kenny. That’s wonderful.” Kit sighed heavily, sitting down, and he picked up his
fork.
“Oh, Kit! Look here!” Mrs. Erwan exclaimed. Kit turned towards her wife, who was reading the
newspaper. “Look, Kit. The local bank was robbed! And they’re still trying to catch the robber. They
don’t even know who robbed the bank!” she exclaimed, her eyes widening. Kit gulped uneasily at
these words, feeling heavy guilt wash over him. He closed his eyes, breathing deeply.
“R-robbed?” Kit opened his eyes and slowly reached for the newspaper, glancing down. And there it
was. The huge headlines, outlined in bold black ink. His horrific crime. Suddenly, he felt dizzy. He
heard a soft ringing in his ears.
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“Wh-what’s that noise? Honey, do you hear that?” Kit glanced around wildly, standing up.
“There’s no noise, Kit,” Mrs. Erwan said slowly. “Kit, are you doing all right?”
Kit walked briskly around the room, looking in corners and under furniture, trying to search for the
sound. The ringing morphed into a soft, murmuring sound, gradually getting louder until it was
whispers. Whispers all around him. Getting stronger, louder, burying him with incomprehensible
words. Kit moaned, tightly covering his ears, but failed to block out the aggravating, anxious
whispers. Suddenly, he felt a hand on his shoulder and he spun around violently.
“Kit, it’s just me,” Mrs. Erwan said, worried. “What happened?”
“I-I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s going on.” Kit glanced anxiously around him.
“Kit, I-”
“I’m not very hungry anyways. I think I’ll just go to sleep now.” Kit hurriedly walked up the stairs to
their bedroom.
“You go do that, honey,” Mrs. Erwan whispered, looking back after him.
* *

*

Kit paced around the room, cursing himself for what he had done. But it hadn’t been his fault! Kit
angrily pounded his fist on the wall. It was that man. That ugly, heartless man and his ancestry, his
progeny. Cold memories flashed through his mind.
Kit silently hid behind a huge flower vase, hoping nobody in the room could see him. Peeking his head out, he saw a
tall, thin old man slowly walk up to the fancy chair in the middle of the room. The man sat down, and Kit’s father,
seated on the ground a couple of feet in front of the chair, immediately bowed his head. He held this position for a few
seconds, until the old man spoke.
“Thank you, Kurtis Erwan, for meeting with me here today.” Kurtis looked up and nodded, but remained seated on
the ground. “Get him a chair,” the old man called. A few seconds later,
Kurtis was given a chair and was facing the old man. “As you know,” the old man began, “Your father, Kain, was a
great worker- or apprentice, I should say. And you have lived up to my expectations as well. Now, my son is finally
twenty-five years old, meaning in a few years, he will be taking my position. And now you tell me, what does this
mean?”
Kit’s father cleared his throat and spoke for the first time. Kit noticed his voice was much less confident than the old
man. “Er, Kit and I will be working for your son when he takes your place.”
“Yes, but you have forgotten the specifics.” The old man raised his eyebrows. “Right now, your boy, Kit, is five. When
my son takes my place, Kit will be ten years old. You will only be working for my son for five more years after that,
and then the grand ceremony will arrive when Kit turns 15. Is that all understood?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Very well.” The old man glanced around the room, and then he stared straight at the vase Kit was hiding behind.
Kit’s breath quickened, afraid that the old man would see him. Instead, the old man chuckled. “Oh little Kit. Come
out from behind that vase.”
Slowly, Kit stood up and walked towards him. Kit glanced at his father, and Kurtis motioned for his son to bow down.
Kit furrowed his eyebrows, wondering why this was necessary, but followed his father’s instructions. “Kit, I have a
feeling,” the old man began. “I have a feeling you will be even better than your father, and his father and so on. You
are so very different.” And he smiled, his bright green eyes boring straight into mine.
* *

*

“Hi, dad. The big game is today. Us against the Tigers!”
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“Of course, Kenny! 2:00, right?” Kenny, now ten years old and dressed in his baseball uniform,
nodded. “Great, I’ll go get ready. Mom’s coming too,” Kit said, ruffling his son’s hair.
“Awesome!” Kenny shouted in excitement. “I’ll go practice!” Kenny raced outside to practice his
swings. In an hour, they were all driving to the field where the Little League Championship would
be held.
“Dad, did you bring the camera?” Kenny asked. “I want you to take a video of me when it’s my turn
to bat. My coach always said that you should take a video of yourself to see if you made any
mistakes. Then in the next game, I could fix any errors I made.”
“Well, your coach is absolutely right,” Mrs. Erwan said, turning on the radio.
“Yup, I agree. Don’t worry Kenny, I’ll videotape every single time you bat. I’m sure you’ll do great.
You’ve practiced so much-” Suddenly, Kit was interrupted by a gasp from Mrs. Erwan.
“K-Kit,” she said, her eyes wide with fear. “Remember Katie, she used to go to Kenny’s school?
Listen to this.” She cranked up the volume of the radio.
“Katie Davis, a local girl, was recently kidnapped when she was alone home on President’s Day. Her
parents had left for work, and that evening, two hours before her parents returned, the kidnapping
occurred. The kidnapper is unknown, but there are a few suspects...”
“K-Katie?” Kit’s voice trembled. “Th-That’s Kenny’s- I-I...” They reached a stoplight, just turning
red. Kit, in a daze, drove through.
“KIT!” Mrs. Erwan screamed as a truck swerved in from the right. Kit veered around the truck and
drove forward at full speed. Kenny screamed as they barely missed the collision. Kit jerked the car to
a stop. The whispers. They were back. Kit started panting, burying his head in his arms to block out
the sound. The whispers got louder, turning into voices. The local bank was robbed recently. The thief has
not yet been caught– Katie Davis has been kidnapped. Kidnapper has not been caught. The police has found three
suspects– Kit Erwan, I have a feeling you will be even better than your father, and his father and so on. You are so
very different. Kit screamed angrily. They were getting louder. Louder than before. The noise was
gaining strength. It wasn’t stopping. Kit got out of the car, ignoring calls from his wife and son.
Voices, one on top of another. They would never stop. Crimes, one on top of another. They had to
stop.
* *

*

“The ceremony has begun. Kit Erwan, now fifteen years old, will be working for the secret agency protecting his
country. Kit Erwan, please step up to the podium.” Kit was excited, but nervous. His father had never told him what
he was supposed to do while working for this man.
He only said, “They will give you instructions when it is time.” As Kit stepped onto the podium, ready to become the
next apprentice, he looked to his father, hoping to see a proud smile and tears of happiness streaming down his face.
Instead, Kit saw a grim expression, his father’s eyes welling up with tears. Angry tears. Kit felt a lump in his throat.
But there was nothing he could do now. He would be the next apprentice. And so would Kit’s son, his grandson, and
so on. It would never end. He would be helping the country, or so they say, and they would build up, gain strength,
their voices eventually heard and louder than ever. Louder and louder. It would never end.
* *

*

“Kenny! Kenny! Where are you? Ken-”
“Dad, what’s wrong?” Kenny asked, taking off his headphones.
“I need to talk to you,” Kit said urgently. “Come here.” Kenny followed his dad to the dining room.
“Kenny,” Kit’s voiced trembled. “Sometimes in your life-”
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“Oh, come on dad! I don’t need any lectures, okay? I’m fifteen years old, I know how to deal with
my life.” Kenny started to stand up, but Kit grabbed his arm.
“Kenny, this is no lecture. I’m serious. Please, just listen to me.” Kenny looked at his father, and
seeing the concern in his eyes, he sat down.
“Okay dad.”
Kit gave his son a delicate smile. “Now, I just got a c-call from work, so I need to leave soon. I’ll
make this very quick.” Kit looked into his son’s eyes and took a shaky breath. “Kenny, something
very important is going to happen soon. And I- I might not be here for it. I want you to be very
careful. Before someone tries to take advantage of you, I want you to see his intentions. I want you
to only do good for this country. Your voice must be heard. You will be someone great someday, I
know it. You must not be selfish. You must overpower the evil, be stronger, louder than them.
Continue to gain strength. You understand me, Kenny?”
“O-Okay, dad.” Kenny nodded, deeply worried about his father. He knew Kit was hiding
something; the way he was glancing around, his eyes darting around anxiously. Finally, Kit stood up,
biting his lip. He looked at his son, and for the first time, Kenny noticed the creases in his father’s
forehead. The dark circles under his eyes. He was tired, weak, but“Kenny, please, always know that- that your father loves you.” Kit smiled, placing a hand on his
son’s shoulder, and walked to the front door with his briefcase.
“Bye, dad,” Kenny said with a small smile, closing the door after him.
“Goodbye, son,” Kit whispered into the darkness.
*

*

*

An hour later, Kenny got up from his laptop, ready to go to sleep. “Mom?” he called, walking
towards her bedroom. “Mom, I wanted to ask you something. Dad was acting a little weird earlier,
and-”
Kenny screamed.
There, lying on the ground, was his mother’s lifeless body, a pool of bright red blood around her.
“MOM!” Kenny screamed, shaking her. Tears poured down his face as he screamed her name over
and over. “MOM!” he sobbed. “Wake up, mom,” Kenny said, his voice trembling. “Wake up.
You’re not dead. Just wake up. Please, mom, wake up!” Kenny grabbed her shoulders, violently
shaking her. “Mom,” he whispered. “Mom, I love you. Don’t die. Please. I love you.”
Kenny looked out the window, into the nighttime sky, sobbing heavily, wishing for everything to
end. And his father was out there too, perched in the shadows on the branch of a tree, the knife still
in his hand. The voices surrounded him once again. They were louder, gaining intensity, building up
strength, erupting into flames in his heart. He sobbed silently with his son, the guilt burning his eyes.
Murder of Lisa Erwan, the mother of Kenny Erwan and wife of Kit Erwan– Kenny the new apprentice is now
taking the place of his father, Kit Erwan. The voices were back. Getting louder and louder. He couldn’t
stand it. No, not anymore.
“I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Kenny.” Then Kit Erwan, sitting on the branch of the tree, took the knife and
stabbed himself. And finally, it stopped getting louder. Kit Erwan was free.
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Wings

SREETAMA CHOWDHRY; GRADE 7

The world can be amazing,
Beyond belief sometimes:
Sparkling, sunny, colorful, bright,
With little stories of growth and triumph
Like the very first crack in a gossamer cocoon,
revealing the beautiful butterfly resting inside,
Eager to unfurl fairy-like wings
and take to the skies,
Or a fledgling, wobbling, unsteady,
Facing the unknown, who leapsNervous at first, increasingly confident
as strong wings keep him aloft,
Seemingly of their own accord.
No matter whether seeing
The world's little wonders
For the first or the fiftieth time,
You cannot help but smile.
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Lamentation

CHRISTY YU; GRADE 8

He’s dying.
He had figured this was the end of him, blood dripping out of the wound that ripped open his side.
He could make out the blurry shapes of people around him, falling, the bullets ripping through them
like butter. Red splashed the ground, iron wafted in the air. Bullets ripped and tore, like savage
beasts of the nether. He couldn't breathe, his chest feeling like it’s been hammered one too many
times. Maybe it’s the end. He takes in another shuddering breath as his comrades retreat, leaving the
dead and injured behind. There was a temporary lull, before he heard a jarring boom as a mushroom
of light lit the sky at least two dozen feet away from him, causing screams and howls of pain to
echo. He ignores it.
A Civil war, he found, was not civil at all. Especially when at the end, this war is the same as brother
against brother.
But he could still smell, still see all those red ribbons of blood. Blood is life, a red and crimson thing
that brings breath, lights veins on fire, and feeds the heart, a passion so great it ignites a fire of
crescendo and song. But in this terrible, pick pocketed place filled with stolen lives and flightless
dreams, it’s death. It’s the show of lives, so many lives lost. And as he stares outwards, he feels his
age—a thirty year old war general, a general that threw away too much for too little.
He is tired. So tired.
The once pristine red coat he wore was soaked to the bone with the liquid that smelled of copper. It
didn’t affect the color of his coat much, but the smell constantly reminds him of what he has done,
the lives he has ended. He gets up, the wound on his side throbbing. He gasps as spots dance in his
eyes, delirious from pain.
Murderer murderer betrayer you backstabber you“I thought I could trust you!”
He discards the blue cloak, showing just whose side he’s on as he stares impassively at the defeated dead body, his eyes
a harsh gold as he leads the army of red to victory.
He no longer had the energy to think, just to stare sluggishly at the sky. It’s so blue, he thinks, and
he unconsciously holds the silver cross pendant closer to his chest.
Mary…
It’s been so long. So many brutal years, so much time he’s spent in the battlefield, fighting his own
people. Brothers aren’t meant to kill each other, and yet, here he was, eradicating what used to be his
own. He’s tired.
“Long live Crimsionia!”
The war cry rang in his head as he cheered weakly along, wondering if Reed would ever forgive him for doing this.
It’s so red. Red, a color of passion and love, of a fierce protectiveness and everything his nation
represented, everything he fought for. But red was the also the color of anger, the color of blood,
the color of fierce, red hot hate that now lay thick in the air and coated the ground like a sickening
sea as family were torn apart and friends were lost. Red is a color, an abstract concept, always in
existence. Is red good or bad? Is Crimsionia good or bad? It would be so much easier if the world
was monochrome, greys and blacks and muted whites, so it’s easier to discern between good and
bad, light and dark.
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Black, white, and red. What a strange mixture to have.
Letters. Letters like dove wings are so pure but innocent he wants to rip those wings and see something other than that
encompassing, pure, blinding white. He ignores those letters and tries to tell him it’s for the better as he burns them,
because it’s the fire or the blackness in his soul that would destroy this hope that flutters in his chest like a fragile
rustle of wings. He was bitter, bitter and hateful and he watches with sick satisfaction as letters and bodies of blue were
burned to ashes and blown to the wind along with sparks and flecks of fire that funnel like crying fireflies.
That hope, that fluttering of wings was destroyed and crushed as he stared at the spy, the spy that knew were his family
now lay.
Black tinged his vision as he turned, the wound sapping up his strength as he observed the dead and
mortally wounded. Blue coats were strewn among the red, and he sluggishly propped himself up
from his spot. Gritting his teeth, he stared into the carnage.
Keep them safe. It’s the fire or it’s him, but that hope and that love will be twisted and torn and broken, shattered as
it tries to reform. He couldn’t bear seeing that innocence die.
He’ll save them all.
“Big brother, big brother-”
“Hey, Reed. What is it?”
Would he be ashamed?
“One day, I’m gonna be like you! Just like a captain in the Army! I’ll make you proud!”
He wants to live to see his brother, his friends, his lover live before he dies, anything that was once a
part of his past life, the past that he can not reach. He wants to pass the rift he’s caused with his own
hands as he pushed them all away and reach, reach and smile and laugh again. He’s a selfish monster,
a monster that tries to act like a barrier and a guardian, like a wolf trying to protect t he sheep.
Hide, he wants to scream at them. Fear me, hate me, curse me. But stay alive, stay alive and hopeful
and don’t become the monster I’ve become.
He misses his family that he’s left behind to fight for a fruitless cause.
“One day, I’ll be just like you!”
He hates himself so freaking much.
He got another letter today from the messenger hawk. The black, childish scrawl of letters met his inquiring eyes as he
read the four words printed on the page before him. He turned and threw the letter into the fire after reading it, his eyes
pained but his expression neutral. Satisfaction welled in him only for a second as he watches the stars shine overhead.
“Why did you leave?”
So many letters burned. Doesn’t Reed get the hint? Leave him alone. War is a tricky business-- who knows if the
letters would get intercepted? He wrote back, telling Reed to get lost.
“I miss you.”
And he misses him. Why did he burn those letters?
Stop it. I don’t miss you.
“Come back.”
People are depending on me, I need to“Please-”
He’s doing the right thing… right?
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save save save skalv kall kill kill the traitors“You’re killing yourself, you know-”
He repeats that he“-I beg you, please come home.”
I don’t know where home is anymore.
-doesn’t“Mary’s sick. She’s sad, and she wants you back. The rebels came again, you know-”
-need“I’m sick. Please, I need you back. It’s so lonely. It’s been at least five years, and I don’t even know if I know you
anymore. Mary’s in the hospital, she’s been d-diagnosed w-with a tumor…. She’s calling for you, you k-know? Don’t
be a heartless person, come back... Please. I can’t take it anymore. Come back, because I’m dying to-”
-them. He doesn't need them at all, and every time, he throws those letters away as he turns, ashamed and disgusted in
himself. He doesn’t look back, because this is his destiny.
He’s ashamed of himself. There’s so many unspoken things between him and his past, so many
things that he longed to say.
What if?
“Please? I, I don’t know you anymore. Please. I know you’re still alive, the newspapers are always there, I know you
get my letters, so answer! Answer, you-!”
There’s too many unspoken words, like ‘I love you’ and ‘I believe in you,’ that he could have said,
but didn’t. He hates himself. So much.
...When was the last time they had said anything like ‘I love you’?
“...I hate you.”
He doesn’t look back, and ignores how the words rip into his heart like unmerciful vultures. The first words in the last
letter, those letters he doesn’t dare to touch, fall into his hands.
The last letter, the only three words that begin with ‘I’ and end with ‘You’ is separated by a ‘Hate’. He could only
laugh, shaking his head. Monster, a monster, he’s turned into a monster.
A monster, a monster, that’s only getting stronger.
What if he stayed?
But he doesn’t look back, look and grab the chick who that is now an independent hawk and was is flying away,
away from the nest.
He couldn’t.
And now, he stares at the sky, the smell of gunpowder clogging up his senses as he regrets. He
misses them all. Is five years worth the loss of family? He closes his eyes and feels the hot burn of
tears as he lets them fall. It’s not like he has time left anyways. He’s living on borrowed time. The
bullet hit an artery, and it only sealed temporarily. He’s already lost too much blood. It would take
takes a miracle to survive now. He collapses, folding in on himself, a fallen angel, blood dribbling
out of his side like angry tears.
“Hey, old man.”
It was a weak whisper, a quiet cough, but it was there . Teslar turned turns, rasping as he attempts to
move, his ribs sending jarring pain through his body as he stumbles.
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He’s staring at a boy. The individual looks only around twenty, with a blue coat that is stained a
sickly blackish purple. Teslar turns, no longer interested, keen on dying in peace instead of
fraternizing with the enemy. The young adult huffs, and the dying captain grits his teeth. Everything,
he found, about this strange youth that dragged himself over is absolutely irritating and rubbing him
the wrong way.
Please leave.
“Funny to meet a captain on this field,” the blue-coat ventures cautiously. Teslar turned his
shoulder, but the man was relentless. Sitting beside the downed captain, the man smiled. It was a
benevolent smile, and Teslar grits his teeth to keep from snapping out. He tensed as he saw the
stranger draw something from under his blue cloak.
Blue, Teslar thought with annoyance. Ambre’s soldiers always wear blue.
“Here.”
There was a pause, before Teslar stares at the man. A few tense seconds after, he hesitantly lifts his
hand, hissing through his clenched teeth as he feels a muscle slowly rip. Bringing the flask to his
nose, he sniffs cautiously.
“Don’t worry. It’s just wine. What’s yer name?”
Teslar prickles. He glares, and shakes his head. “Why would I tell a obviously loosing foot soldier-”
“Ambradien. Use the term correctly, you old ponce.”
“-my name? That’s just…”
“Idiotic? Stupid? Dumb? Being shot by a caliber bullet was, too, but it’s apparently the rage these
days.”
Telsar ignores him and takes a sip from the flask. The rich red liquid slides down his parched throat,
and he sighed in contentment as he stares out, unseeing into the world. His companion just smirks,
looking superior.
“If I tell you my name, would you tell me yours?”
“No.”
Ignoring the tired captain, the foot soldier smirked. “Well, They call me Bob.”
Teslar gives the obviously not-Bob a flat look, unimpressed. Nobody’s called Bob these days, and
Teslar could agree to that.
“And,” he replied drolly, keeping his faces schooled, ‘My name is John. I’ll let sarcasm take the coAhgk-”
He starts coughing, spasmodically twitching as his chest gave two heaving coughs, letting blood fly
as he gasps for breath. His reluctant companion steadies him, and Teslar was too preoccupied with
the fact the wound’s unsealed to snap not to touch him.
Finally, his hacking coughs dwindle down to shuddering gasps.
They sit in silence, the flask being passed between the two.
Teslar winced as he looked at his wound. The coughing fit has only done worse to the wound,
ripping at the scabbing. It was a physical fight to stay awake now, he found.
“Hey, stay awake.”
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His companion shook him gently, and Teslar glared at the impudent foot soldier until the
Ambradien finally let go, holding his hands up in a sense of surrender. “Fine. But talk, since it’ll keep
you awake.”
Teslar leaned back, and wondered why he’s chatting with a madman in an abandoned battle field,
before shaking his head.
Indulging naive idiots. Something about this makes Teslar’s heart warm, although he couldn’t really
figure out why.
“You know, I used to have a brother.”
Bob looks up, surprised. Teslar shrugs, a difficult notion to do as he winces, his voice soft and sad.
“He was the best I knew, only second of my fiancee.” He leans back, a sudden tiredness enveloping
his senses as he stares out. The alcohol was taking effect as he slurs.
“You ever had that feeling you’re doing something wrong, but you keep doing it? I felt like that. I
felt like that all the time.”
“I see. For an old man, you certainly could be loose on the tongue when it comes to mistakes.” Bob
smiles cheekily. His eyes twinkled, and for a second, he looked much younger than he really seems.
“But hey. I’m the newbie. The first to get killed, I guess.”
Teslar looks up, his eyes half lidded.
“But it’s different. I, I hate myself, you know?” He takes a swig from the flask, his smile sad. The
two stare up, before Bob finally spoke.
“You know, I liked the sky. When I was younger, a friend would always drag me to look at the sky.
But I didn’t appreciate it until recently, ya know? It’s more of an old man’s thing.” He smiled sadly,
bitterly. “Sometimes, the sky’s what you have to reach for, more than the earth.”
He points at his blue uniform. “That’s what Ambre’s all about. If we win this Civil war, we’ll be free.
New, and we could actually control some events in our lives instead…. It’s not just land we’re
fighting for, here. If we don’t separate from Crimsionia, the invading countries would take care of it
for us. That’s why we’re the blue side. We’re wind-- and at the end, we’re doing the better for the
world.”
Teslar turned, looking sadly at the young man. He clicks his tongue, and passes the flask back.
“Yes, but think about it. While the sky is a good place to look, think about earth and fire. Fire’s what
keeps us warm, you know? It’s the hearth, it’s the chaos. It looks like it could be controlled, but….
And earth.” A cough. Slowing breathing, a wince of pain. “T-The Sky’s a good place to fly, but
where would you land if there’s no earth? This civil war is ridiculous. It’s killing us all.”
He coughs, blood flying from his mouth, his wound opening up as red life spilled onto the ground.
His breathing gets softer.
“...What is a world without a place to call home?”
Fire and sky, mix together. Form a nation of olden feathers.
Bob just chuckled bitterly, quietly. “Yeah. But sky’s important too. It’s light. It’s indefinite, and it’s
changing so much slower than earth. It… It’s always with you, a thing that wouldn’t go away easily,
no matter what.”
He looks at the man that calls himself John, noticing the limp posture and glazed eyes, the uneven
breathing, the sad aura that every man that knows the inevitable emits. He clasps his hand with the
man’s his voice suddenly urgent as John’s head lolled to the side.
“..Hey, man. Stay with me.”
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No answer. The man by the name of Bob deflates, a sad look in his eyes as he realized the
undeniable truth.
“...John?”
Silence.
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.
A silver cross flashes in the sun as the bitter redcoat’s face curves in a sad, quietly accepting smile.
There was a pause as his breath evens out, his eyes still trained on the blue clear sky.
Bob stares into the sky as well, and he quietly winds his hands with the man beside him, the man
with the red jacket with the eyes of burnt gold. He carefully closes the unseeing eyes, the glazed eyes
of a dead, broken man.
“It’s a place where hopes and dreams fly, fly and goes free. It’s unlimited, a possibility, a chance...”
A probability that we’ll meet again,
Fire and sky mixing as we wonder of hopes and dreams within.
A quiet sigh of awed recognition of one once met,
The burning fire of things left unsaid.
I wonder, with fire and sky,
As much as a caged bird wonders what it is to fly.
He takes a hand and softly closes around the silver cross as his vision blurs, darkening as death’s
hand comes to lead him away. He shivers as he feels blood erupt from his lips, his lungs rattling in
his chest as his left lung tries to recuperate. Not that it’ll work. The bullet grazed his lung and
definitely hit something it shouldn’t hit. He’s dying.
He wonders if he’ll see Mary again.
“...It was nice to know you too, big brother.”
He hugs the man that calls himself John, tears streaming down his face as his hand closes around the
last, unsent letter in his pocket, the childish scrawl smeared by blood and sweat.
“I never said I’m proud of you, I love you, did I?”
He plays with the wrinkled, aged paper, a paper he vows he’ll deliver by hand. He tries to ignore the
last message he’s ever sent, the words ‘I hate you.’ engraved on the surface.
He wanted to give this letter to Teslar first. But life works in twisted ways, and he ignores how the
words were smeared as he puts it on the still man’s chest, the words still clear after all those years-I’m proud. I love you, as a brother and a father figure. I’m happy you’re in my life.
The letter crumples as he pitches forward and lies still, accepting the dead contact of a man he’s
been missing for the last six years. He closes his eyes.
Reed smiles sadly and breathes his last.
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