
 

 



The Paw Print  
2021 

 
“Read Between the Stripes” 

 
 

The Literary Magazine promotes the 

creation, discussion, and publication 

of original poetry and prose by the 

student community. 
 
 
 

Barnegat High School 

180 Bengal Boulevard 

Barnegat, New Jersey 

 
 
 

Volume XVI 



The Staff 
 

 
Editorial Team 

Shannon Harrington, ’22 

Alexis Jackson, ’21 

Paige Menegus, ’21 

Janet Rogers, ’22 

Scarlett Roberts, ’21  

 

Cover Artwork 
Scarlett Roberts, ’21 

 
Participating Members 

Madison Connors, ’24 

Skylar Dasti, ’23 

Nora Hansen, ’23 

 

 

Faculty Advisor 
Ms. Susan Beaudoin 

 

 

Special Thanks 
Ms. Sandi Altomare 

Mrs. Tracee DuBeck 

Mrs. Vivian Garaizar 

Mr. Patrick McGee 

Mr. Frank Pannullo 

Mrs. Janet Park 

Mrs. Keri Seidenfaden 

Mrs. Terry Zanzalari 



Letter from the Editor 
 

In our new age, social media has played a major role in society and our 

lifestyles as a whole. We are on our phones Tweeting, texting, Snapping, and 

posting from the second we wake to the minute we lay to rest at night. Not only 

have these habits affected our daily lives, but more so our language. Simplifying 

words to “cuz,” “ur,” “lmk,” “omg,” “ppl,” and “plz” has become such a habit for 

teenagers—and I am not innocent. Yet, there is still a select group of bright and 

educated individuals who strive for greatness, and this stems from their pursuit of 

language and literature. It is these people who voluntarily pick up a text, analyze it, 

and can find enjoyment in it. It is also these people who willingly submit and 

publish their personal stories and poems to the school literary magazine and do so 

successfully. We, as a society, cannot lose focus of the purpose of our language: 

Shakespeare wrote one too many tragedies to remind us not to forget the 

importance of sharing our stories.  

 Demonstrated in the following pages of the magazine, you will see how 

Barnegat High School students successfully display their knowledge, ideas, and 

creativity through their writing. I have a great deal of respect for any and every 

peer who submitted their work to the magazine. Writing is very personal and can be 

scary to publish to a school full of teenagers. I would like to thank our loving and 

devoted club advisor, Ms. Beaudoin, without whom none of this would be possible. 

Providing a creative outlet to students is something that is necessary, yet hard to 

come by. To the members of the Lit Mag and all other peers, I wish you all nothing 

but the best in your future endeavors. To you, the reader, I hope you take a minute 

to put down your phone and perhaps pick up a book, or just simply take in the 

beautiful world around you before it is too late.  

 

 
 

 Paige Menegus, ’21 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

POETRY 



WINNER —2021 BEST IN POETRY AWARD 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

See You In the Next World 
 

If I could rewrite anything, 

Among past mistakes and insecurities, 

I’d refuse myself the chance 

Because I don’t think I even deserve it. 

 

And there are way too many words, 

Latching onto the walls of my throat, 

Stuck there like dried ink, 

Lingering in neglect, an unused pen without a voice. 

 

I’m verbose and yet I can never seem to find the words 

To tell someone when they mean the world. 

I obfuscate my emotions into woes 

And by then the ones I love will have found every reason to go. 

 

I convinced myself that what we had would last forever. 

Within my mind I painted out our days together. 

It’s been hard to keep faith in this journey set ablaze 

When I keep having to let go of your hand for our future’s sake. 

 

And if I gave into the grief that’s haunting me, 

Would that end all the pain I feel and save what’s remaining? 

“Be patient and strong,” my heart echoes with each beat. 

Such jaded words I could never hope to achieve. 

 

Some people fall in love for life, 

Others never get it right, because 

You can’t keep lighting yourself on fire 

Just to keep somebody else warm. 

 

And to love and be in love are never quite the same. 

Love can be fickle, and it can be full of lies. 

In both people it manifests like sun and moon. 

By chance their feelings will learn to align. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HONORABLE MENTION 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This Poem Is About Nothing 
 

This poem is about nothing 

It doesn’t mean anything  

This poem says nothing about anything 

And it doesn’t even rhyme  

 

This poem is about nothing 

There is no symbolism 

Or any deep revelations 

And it doesn’t provoke any thought 

 

This poem is about nothing 

It doesn’t connect to broader themes 

Or channel any emotions 

And it doesn’t mean anything 

 

Wait 

If this is a poem about nothing, 

Wouldn’t it then technically be about something? 

Shoot. 

 

Shannon Harrington 
 

So why do I bother writing this? 

Maybe it's the cruel nature of my heart 

That doesn’t mind getting so dangerously close, 

That never hesitates or stops itself in doing so. 

 

But despite the will of this ill-fated heart, 

I’ll see to it that I take my first step alone. 

And with resolve woven in my goodbye, 

I wipe these silent tears from my eyes, wishing to be strong. 

 

Fate has allowed for this pen to finally be given a purpose. 

And with that arrives a new sense of freedom. 

When ink meets paper, it becomes apparent that this pain  

Will turn to warmth as I meet you in the next world. 

 

Adrianna Kappmeier 
 



HONORABLE MENTION 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 

Good vs. Bad 
 
We often let opposites be our guide 

And consider them in pairs of two 

What’s good is not bad, what’s light is not dark, 

And what’s false can never be true 

 

We cherish our heroes, and praise their success 

We punish the villains, yet nevertheless 

Who gets to define what’s wrong and what’s right? 

Are they really a hero for winning the fight? 

 

And so one comes to wonder why a victor is crowned 

Why we don’t even bother to find common ground 

And why do we so often lust after war 

Is it good against bad, or perhaps something more? 

 

Kira Smith 

Sunflowers 
 

The way she glistens in the sunlight 

 It makes her shine so beautiful and bright 

 She’s a flower unlike any other 

 But make no mistake, she is no ugly stepmother  

 When the wind blows she loves to dance 

 She’ll always give you her whole heart if you give her a chance 

 She’s different from all the rest 

 She gives her all and always tries her best 

 She may get knocked down by wind, rain, and snow 

 But when one falls, another starts to grow 

 She may be sunshine mixed with a little hurricane 

 But she’ll always be honest and true, it’s in her blood and veins 

 She is the most loyal flower of all 

 And will forever remain sturdy and tall 

 She’s very competitive and sometimes needs her own space 

 She’s very stubborn and has to grow at her own pace 

 When you need her help, she’ll soothe your pain 

When every other flower wilts, she’s the last to remain  
 

Abby Bopp 
 



 The Constants 
 

The number of constants in my life are very few 

But those few are always there to get me through 

One person who I’ve known since I was nine 

Her singing voice sends pure chills up your spine 

She pushes me to do things for myself that I would never think of 

And makes me believe in myself with just a little shove  

Another who I’ve known since I was five 

Brings out a side of me that makes me feel like I’m free and alive 

That’s a side of me that not many people get to view  

It’s something that she brings out in me which is something I never knew 

The next one is a bond that no one can bend 

We care so much about our people making us both the mom friend 

She’s my dance partner and makes me laugh like no one else can 

Girl Scouts is where our friendship really began 

Then there’s one who’s as smart as can be 

If we go into the woods she could point out any type of tree 

She may be a complete science nerd  

But she’ll let me rant for as long as I need to without saying a word 

It doesn’t matter how long your friendship has been 

What matters is the impact they have on you which is the real win 

My guy friends make fun of me so often I’ve lost count of how many there are 

But I know that if I ever needed any of them they would sprint no matter how far 

Regardless of who they are they are always there 

To show me how much they love and care 

To take a phone call when tears are streaming down my face 

Or to make me laugh no matter the time or place 

The constants are the people I know I can always count on 

To even call me out when I’m being a moron 

I may not get to keep them around for much longer 

But their impact on my life has made me even stronger 

I wish they all knew how much they mean to me 

They have all made me the person I want to be 

No matter how many I lose they’ll always have a special place in my heart 

They’ve been there for me from the very start 

They may not admit their love and gratitude one bit 

But I know they do no matter how hard they try and hide it 

I can never thank them enough for all that they have done 

But this is not the end because we’ve only just begun 

The number of constants in my life may be pretty small 

But it’ll always be the quality over the quantity that matters after all 

 

Abby Bopp 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

What Is Strength? 
 

Strength is the ability to pick yourself up after a bad day. 

Strength is the boy who confesses his feelings to the girl he likes. 

Strength is the man works forty hours a week to provide for his family. 

Strength is little kid who gets up after scraping his knee on the playground. 

Strength is the man that wakes up every day with optimism. 

Strength is the woman who is willing to take risks and enjoy the ride life has to offer. 

Strength is the young boy who keeps his eye on the prize no matter what. 

Strength is the athlete who comes back from a devastating injury. 

Strength is the mother who sends her kid to college after raising him for eighteen years. 

Strength is intangible,  

but every human possesses it in their own way  

and can do anything that they set their minds to. 

 

Anonymous 
 

The Fisherman 
 

Where am I? 

I can’t find my Fisherman 

In the depths of my mind, 

I wander until I’m lost. 

 

Empty space fills my head 

Where thoughts used to be, 

He took them with him. 

His ashes fill his lunchbox. 

 

The days roll by 

Like the turn of a page 

In a blank book 

Where pictures used to be. 

 

Where are you? 

It’s Spring, dear Fisherman. 

The first you’ll never see 

Locked in that dark box. 

 

Anonymous 
 

 

 

Time Goes By 
 

Time sure goes by, does it not? 

Two years since COVID hit, 

And life feels like it used to. 

September felt long, 

October felt long, 

November felt long, 

And yet here we are in June, 

And all we can think about is how fast it all went by. 

The days feel long, for the moment, 

But once they’re gone, they’re gone for good. 

Make the time last, for what time you have left. 

Enjoy life, and maybe, the time won’t go by so quickly . . . 

 

Jared Andolina 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Journey 
 

When you first step through the doors and walk across the halls 

Ahead of you are four unwritten years. 

You know there will be times when you rise and fall. 

And as you write them, be prepared for the laughs and tears. 

Regardless of the results, you know you’ll try your best 

From here on out, fate takes a hold of the rest. 

Welcome to the journey. 

 

You begin to make friends, the ones you hold close. 

These relationships are what matter the most. 

Through every struggle, victory, and lesson, you start to mature, 

And realize that this is what high school is for. 

When you learn more about yourself, and who you really are, 

You get wiser beyond your imagination. 

Regardless of any score or grade, this will take you far. 

You get a different kind of education. 

 

The clock is ticking and you’re ready to leave 

You begin to remember the day that was the start. 

Some may think it is the right time to grieve 

Because now it is finally time to part. 

You’ve done all you could, made the most of all your laughter. 

Now you are ready to embark on your next chapter. 

Welcome to the journey. 

 

Anonymous  
 

Time Fades 

 
Time fades 

Minute hand stuck on the last possible second 

Infuriating those ready to go  

Taunting those not yet willing to leave  

As the journey comes to an end the destination remains 

Home, money, life, love 

Everything we now need to rethink  

We’ve waited a long time for this moment,  

How do we feel?  

What do we think? 

Who do we see?  

As time fades,  

What will we be?  

 

Katie Demray 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Eye of the Tiger 

 

To be a Bengal or not to be a Bengal? That is the question. 

 

To be a Bengal means to have the heart of a lion, the loyalty of a dog, and the spirit of a 

tiger, yet float like a butterfly and sting like a bee.  

To be a Bengal means to have Bengal pride inside and outside of the classroom. 

To put the best foot forward in class, whether it is CP, Honors, or AP.  

To put in the necessary work that is required to succeed.  

To earn what you work for, and to not just go through the motions.  

To adjust when adversity hits and times get trying.  

 

To be a Bengal means to be a part of a culture that bleeds no other colors besides black and 

orange.  

To hear the emphatic roars, chants, and stomps of “Let’s go Bengals!” at every football 

game as if that Friday Night was the last.  

To let each opposing team know that they dared to enter The Big House.  

To learn from loss and to bask in victory.  

To know that every goal scored, home run, shot made, podium finish, PR and record 

broken, that the town is being represented.  

To understand the value of wearing that jersey with the seven letter name of Barnegat 

across your chest.  

To carry the memories that come with being a part of a team, even when the cleats are 

hung up, the stick is put down, and the playing days are done. 

 

To be a Bengal means to participate in tradition.  

To roar with excitement every Rumble, and for Black and Orange to let the other hear all 

about who is the superior team.  

To dance the nights of Homecoming and Prom away.  

To laugh as the seniors turn from boys to men in Mr. Bengal.  

To enjoy moments like these because one day they will become a memory.  

 

To be a Bengal means to have grown into a much different person than who you found 

yourself as. 

To have entered as a cub and left as a tiger.  

To have cultivated relationships that will last forever.  

To walk up on that stage knowing that you achieved something special.  

To not be sad that one day it will all be over, but to smile because it will have happened.  

To take all these moments and lessons with you wherever life may take you.  

To know that once you are a Bengal, you are always a Bengal, and to never forget where 

you came from.  

So would you want to be a Bengal or not? I’d be a fool if I opted for the latter. 

 

G. Willikers 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Loyalty Over Love 
 

I’d rather have loyalty than love 

’Cause love really doesn’t mean jack 

See love is just a feeling 

You can love somebody and still stab them in the back 

It doesn’t take much to love 

You can love somebody just by being attached 

See loyalty is an action—you can love or hate me and still have my back 

 

Jake Harashinksi 
 

 

 
 
 

Can You Keep a Secret, Blue Eyes? 
 

can you keep a secret, Blue Eyes? 

I’ve tasted the sweet wine of this fickle existence and yet I am 

Leery of the unknown, weary of the snake in the grass 

Only sheltered by your embrace.  

 

can you keep a secret, Blue Eyes? 

Vividly I remember when the clouds 

Enveloped the sun, leaving me 

Yearning for warmth in the endless night.  

Out there all alone, feeling oh so small and 

Unlucky, unsatisfied with the hand I had been dealt. 

 

can you keep a secret, Blue Eyes? 

But here you are, my ethereal light in my eternal night that 

Leads me to believe that this world is for me after all.  

Under the constellations with you by my side, Blue Eyes 

Everything is as it should be.  

 

can you keep a secret, Blue Eyes? 

Every passing moment with you is like honey, and 

Your eyes like the deepest rolling sea. 

Each day I thank the universe for you, and  

So Blue Eyes, can you keep a secret?  

 

I love you.  

 

Anonymous 

Here’s To Summer 
 

Here’s to summer 

Eight months without it is a bummer  

The love of my life 

I could marry it and be it’s wife 

Sunkissed skin 

The time of year that makes me grin 

Wind in my hair  

The cold air in winter isn’t fair  

Sand in between my toes  

I love summer and it shows  

The beach is the best place on earth  

I love summer so much it hurts  

I wish it were here all year round  

Waves crashing is the best sound  

Endless nights with my friends  

Really hoping the feeling never ends  

Here’s to summer 

 

Alexis Jackson 
 

 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Changes 
 

The sky started to look more blue after I met you.  

But then you decided to act differently because you said you grew.  

Saying goodbye to you was one of the hardest decisions I’ve ever had to make.  

Especially since you will never actually go away except for on your break. 

You came into my life unexpectedly. Completely out of the blue.  

But even though we were strangers I meant something to you. 

At first you would go out of your way to see me.  

Run ten thousand miles or even fly all day like a bee. 

It wasn’t until you were sick and I couldn’t see you for two weeks  

that you decided to ghost me except for sending streaks. 

When I finally saw you again you seemed to act too cool.  

Yet I was still trying to make it work acting like a fool. 

Obviously something changed and it definitely wasn’t me.  

I guess it was your mindset because you just wanted to be free. 

Some days you were excited and wanted me to come through.  

Other days you couldn’t be bothered and there was nothing I could do. 

Eventually I grew the strength to tell you how I felt.  

It only resulted in you becoming defensive and making me want to melt.  

Even though you stopped putting in the effort I still wanted to win you over.  

For some odd reason I thought winning you would be like finding a four-leaf clover. 

Now I barely ever see you and we both have grown apart.  

I know if I got the opportunity though I would want to get closer than six feet apart. 

Saying goodbye never seemed final until what happened January first.  

But when I remember what we had it still makes me want to burst.  

I know we will find our way back because we always do,  

but until then I look up at the sky and can’t help how it reminds me of you. 

 

Gabby Kovaly 
 

 

7 Days, 7 Lines 
 

Sunday: Rest day, best day. Mounds of homework.  

Monday: Physics test, did my best.  

Tuesday: Taco Tuesday. This family dinner was a winner.  

Wednesday: Hump day was a rough day.  

Thursday: Hurt knee at practice, not a good feeling for me.  

Friday: Lacrosse game, the loss was a shame!  

Saturday: Fun night done right.  

 

Paige Menegus 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Me 
 

I am so awesome 

Very cool and super swag 

Paige Ann Menegus 

 

Paige Menegus 

The Fallen Opportunities 
 

I grow and grow, though I feel smaller; 

Enclosed in my feelings and trapped by my conscience. 

But on the outside I appear bigger 

To all I am reaching ahead without cautions, 

Though the opportunities slip and slide farther than ever before. 

Paths not exploited because I cannot reach. 

Too small to grasp, in a world so big. 

People around me, growing and achieving,  

Going their own ways, 

Not waiting for me to keep up. 

They say age is just a number; 

But a number means so much, 

When it determines your life and what comes at you. 

A number where you must figure out your career. 

A number where stress piles up like leaves. 

A number where a score on a paper determines your path. 

The path in which you must make use of to be successful. 

Friends follow each path to reach their goal 

And yet this path I see continues to get farther 

No matter the number, 

And no matter how much I may seem to grow. 

 

Karsyn Oliver 
 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

  

PROSE 



 

WINNER —2021 BEST IN PROSE AWARD 
 

Questioning Faith 
 

I’m better than this. Over and over I tell myself, hoping to someday become a better 

person. Deep down I know this is a lie but even still, I say it. I say it because I hope. I say it 

so one day it may manifest, although the odds of that coming to pass are forever against 

me. Why do we dream? Why do we put our happiness into the hands of some intangible 

thing only to be crushed when that dream is shattered. Even now as I dream and I hope, I 

have come to terms with the inevitable. There is no redemption waiting for me. There is no 

promised land.  

 I awake to a strong hand yanking my shoulder.  

“What, what is it?” I push myself up and lean my head against the headboard. My 

wife, Serene, gets out of the bed and walks across the room to the window curtains. She 

yanks them open, revealing the silhouette of the early morning.  

“What is this?” she asks, pointing to the window.  

“The dark?”  

“Exactly, so why am I being woken up to the sound of your phone ringing?” 

“Because I got a phone call?” I give her an uneasy smile to try and break the tension 

but she remains silent. “Listen Cee, I don't know what you want me to say. There could 

have just been something at—” 

“Don’t you say work, don’t say it, John, because it’s a lie and you know it, we both 

know it.” She runs her fingers through her hair and begins to pace. I open my mouth to 

respond but come up empty. I sit there gaping.  

“Do I really look that simple-minded to you?” she continues. “I am not living under a 

rock, I— I notice things. You’re coming in later and later every night, the phone is ringing 

at all hours of the day and when I go to answer it there is no one on the other side!”  

“Look, that could easily be prank calls from the plethora of delinquents we have in 

this neighborhood. There is nothing, Cee, trust me. I would never—” 

My cell phone begins to ring. The silence between us stretches as the ringtone blares 

through the air. Serene walks to it first, her eyes tearing. “Answer it.” 

“Serene I—” I swear under my breath as the phone cuts me off.  

She puts the phone in my hand.  

“Answer it, John, now.” The phone rings one more time. “And put it on speaker.”  

I answer the phone and put it on speaker. My heart rate accelerates as we wait for 

something to happen. Ten seconds pass and I begin to relax, this would just prove—  

“Hello, this is Margaret Landwood on a recorded line. How are you doing today? I 

am calling about late fees on your car insurance—” I hang up the phone and look at Serene. 

She is quiet. I get up from the bed and walk towards her, arms outstretched. She welcomes 

me and begins to cry. I guide her back to the bed and hold her as she cries into my shoulder, 

apologizing. I smooth her hair down and kiss her forehead, promising her that it is okay. 

This persists for about ten minutes until I am finally able to get her into bed.  



 

Once I do, I go into the adjacent bathroom and look in the mirror. I make sure to run 

the water before I pull my phone out of my pocket. Searching through my contacts, I click 

‘Dave’ and wait for an answer. The clock reads 4:28am, three hours before I have to leave 

for work. Receiving no response, I decide to try again only to hear an automated voice.  

Please leave a message after the tone. Beep.  

 “Yeah, Veronica, it’s me, John. Call me back when you get this. We need to talk.” I 

hang up the phone and turn off the water. With my hand still resting on the sink, I notice 

my wedding band. I don’t necessarily believe in a higher power but I sure was grateful for 

Margaret Landwood on the recorded line.  

 

Janet Rogers 

 
 

HONORABLE MENTION 
 

Paintings and Perspectives 
 

 Yes, I understand that you may think New York City is some scary place with weird 

people and expensive housing. But, can you even say that if you don’t even live here? 

Honestly just give NYC a chance, people! You should at least take it from my perspective.  

I’ve lived here with my mother for sixteen years in some tall apartment building 

that my rich grandparents sold out for us. We didn’t exactly need them to but I now think 

that was the best decision made in my entire life.  

Hey! Maisie, come in here!”  

“Morning, Momma.” I asked her why she needed me. 

She was holding up this fashion catalogue acting like it’s the first time I’d seen it, 

but she’d been going on and on about it since yesterday evening. 

“I’m gonna be heading to all these stores on 17th street, alright?” 

“Yes, of course, go on and splurge!” I said, shooing her away. 

“I’m guessing you’ll be going soon as well? Let me see, you’re either gonna go to your 

little hideout or Lenny’s Pizza Palace?” She put her finger on her chin giving a sarcastic 

thinking look.  

“I wanna go somewhere new again; do you think crêpes are good?” 

“Hmm, I’ve never tried but it seems like they are!” She took a ten-dollar bill out of 

her jean pocket and slid it over. 

“Buy me one too! I’ll be off.” She picked up her black leather purse and the woman 

disappeared.  

We’ve never needed the use of a car here; we mostly walked or took a bus if we 

weren’t feeling the energy. But I prefer walking because I can’t look that far up out of a bus 

window to see all these breathtaking buildings. Every time I go on a bus, I never see anyone 

else admiring the views. They’re either asleep, doing some business work, or staring at 



 

other people with such judging eyes. So if they’re not a tourist, you’d probably tell the 

difference easily.  

My mom always tells me to never use the subway because some man dressed as 

Justin Bieber tried feeding her some mysterious soup in a can. I would still go down there 

regarding what her experience was, except I don’t because I don’t expect to see anything 

much down there. Up on the surface is where the real deal is. This breakfast joint I’m about 

to go to will be yet another new hangout to be crossed off my list.  

Yes, I always carry a list with me about store names, restaurant names, or any 

building name I see. It’s all written on there so I can eventually go there. I’ve already 

figured out the best rest spots or places to see the entire city; no words could ever describe 

how it looks or makes me feel. I bet if anyone ever went to my hideout, their entire point of 

view would change immediately at the sight of it all. It’s just, I can’t seem to find anyone 

interesting enough to show it to. But, that doesn’t mean today won’t be a different story! 

“Ok, I have my phone, my house keys, my wallet, my bag, and my list. Ready to go.” 

    Once again I walk out of the tall building and inhale the soothing morning air of 

NYC. It has its significant scent that consists of bagels, coffee, a bit of gas, and hints of 

sweetness. Never fails to make me satisfied. Does anyone in the entirety of this large city 

understand this, too? Wish I could have some plane fly across with huge lettering on a wide 

banner saying “WHO ELSE HERE ENJOYS ALL THE SIGHTS OF NYC? JUST CALL 

MAISIE KLEIN” and then my number as well. Out of those millions of people, would one 

even call me back?  

I was walking down the street after street. I knew my exact destination; no need for 

a map! 

“There it is.”  

The name of it was “Breakfast at the Jenkins.” Seemed like a cute little restaurant; 

it had a dark brown exterior with dark red accents the same color as the letters on top. It 

had two seating areas outside with brown benches and tables with huge red umbrellas that 

could probably whack someone in the head if they weren’t paying attention. Overall, a 

welcoming and warm presence, but let’s see about the food. I guess I was standing outside 

for too long because some tourist bumped into me.  

“Oh God, I’m so sorry for standing in your way!”  

“It’s fine. I was only looking up at these nice buildings!” I smiled at her response but 

she ran off to her husband before I could say something back.  

“Miss, were you looking to come inside?” An elderly man with a dark red apron on 

came up to me. 

“Yes!” 

“Let’s head inside so nobody else bumps into you.” He gave a heavy, humble laugh.  

   The inside of this place felt like some New Jersey diner and I enjoyed that. There were a 

few people inside but I’ll observe them more once I sit down. I ordered two crêpes, one for 

here and one to go, and chocolate milk.  

I looked around and saw exactly four people, one being the older man. There were 

also two older women most likely reuniting and sharing each other’s company for a day, 



 

and a boy. That boy . . . he was painting but nothing much. Was he struggling? He stuck a 

paintbrush through his hair and it sat atop his ear. Then he took a bite of his strawberry-

frosted donut. I was so tempted to walk over there and start a conversation; something in 

me wanted to help him. I figured I would try to, but I wanted to finish this crêpe first, too 

delicious not to devour in ten seconds. 

That crêpe held me back a few minutes to get down past my throat and now I felt 

bloated. My mom was going to enjoy hers. 

Now I wasn’t one hundred percent sure this boy would even acknowledge me and I 

should just mind my business, right? Nope, I’m going over there. He looked up at me, 

noticing I was coming over. His face looked really pretty at first glance. The boy had 

chocolate brown eyes, the same as my chocolate milk, and brown, wispy hair to match.  

“Hi, I’m Maisie. I see you’re attempting to paint something?” He looked at his nearly 

blank canvas and back over to me. 

“You’d be correct there. I’m Jace.” He flashed me a nice smile but immediately went 

to a focused face when he averted back to his painting. 

“If you’re having a hard time with that now, can’t you do it later when you have 

more inspiration?” 

“I’d love to, but this inspiration hasn’t come to me yet, so I’ll probably be sitting here 

all day.” 

“Nonsense! I bet you’ll get a random strike of it. Do you do this for fun?” 

“Mostly yes, but this specific piece is for a school project worth a huge percentage of 

my grade.” 

“Oh, I see now. I could for sure try and help you out!” I gave him a sincere smile. 

“Are you an artist, too?” 

“No,” I laughed, “not at all but . . .” I turned my head around to the window. “. . .I 

have a way to possibly give you your idea.” 

He turned his entire body towards me. “Really? You just met me and you’re helping 

me? You must be an angel.”  

Whoa, he called me an angel. Did he just say that? 

“Aw no, I have no person to do this with and I believe it’ll benefit you! Wanna hear 

the plan?” 

“Throw it at me, Maisie.” 

“When’s this assignment due?” 

“Next week, on Monday.” 

“Perfect, I’ll take an entire week to show you every inch of NYC that I know and also 

have not yet discovered. You bring your canvas and supplies and I’ve got my list right here 

of places.” 

I pulled out my list and he tried reading what I had on it. 

“Wow little lady, you sure know a little too much.” 

“That’s never a problem here. Here, I’ll give you my number.” 

From my bag, I took out a mini notepad and my blue pen, writing my number as 

neatly as possible then ripping it off cautiously and handing it to him. 



 

“Thank you very much.” He put the number into his phone contacts but stuffed the 

paper in his sweatshirt pocket after.  

“You stay right here and I’ll text you when I come back to take you to the first 

destination!” 

“Got it, see ya then!” He held up a finger gun and winked.  

“Thank you for the crêpes, sir!” 

This was a huge breakthrough. I walked down the streets back to my apartment 

with a new feeling. I had no idea I’d find a person who would be so willing to let a stranger 

show them around. But now, there was the possibility of someone new who could see what I 

see from this city and even better, put it into a beautiful painting 

 

Anonymous 
 

 

A Weird Experience 
   

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to actually live out those fictional 

movies you have watched when you were a kid? Perhaps it involved a world where you 

never grow old or a wardrobe that takes you to another land you could never even dream of. 

Fiona had dreamed every day of a world like these ones. Where she could run away and 

never look back, but of course that was not an option, or so she thought. It’s not like Fiona’s 

home life was bad or anything. She loved her family to the bottom of her heart, but 

sometimes, that is not enough.  

 “Fiona! Time for breakfast!” her mother called from the kitchen.  

 “Coming, Mom!” she hollered back after taking her eyes away from her drawing for 

the first time in six hours.  

 Fiona had loved to sketch ever since she had gotten a paint set when she was eight 

years old. Now that she was at the ripe age of sixteen, she had realized her true talent was 

sketching, but she would add some watercolors here and there when she felt it was needed. 

In her drawings were her fantasies. Fairies, centaurs, mermaids, elves, you name it, and it 

was there. From these drawings, Fiona would imagine her life living there. Whether it 

would be her walking through a dark forest with a trail of pixie dust to guide her safely 

back or having a ride on a griffin high above the clear blue sea. It did not always have to be 

magical though.  

 “Fiona, come on your food is getting cold!” her mom yelled for her with an undertone 

of annoyance.  

 Every morning was the same for the Huxleys. Food would be ready on the table, but 

Fiona would not get downstairs until her plate was halfway to the rubbish bin. At night 

Fiona always started a new drawing to add to her collection. Each of these drawings had 

been put together to create a whole world Fiona liked to call, Valertin. Nothing made her 

happier than adding a drawing to her collection she had spent hours of her night on. She 

did not care if she had bags under her eyes in the morning or could not stay up in the 



 

middle of class. What mattered to her is that she finished another masterpiece to add to her 

collection.  

 “Fiona, come on already!” her mother yelled for the third time.  

 “Alright, I’m coming!” Fiona yelled back, annoyed. She stepped up from her desk, but 

what she did not notice was her cardigan was stuck around her paintbrushes. Once she got 

out of her seat she heard the sound of liquid hitting paper, making her eyes pop out of their 

sockets. Turning around at the pace of a slug, afraid of what she might see, she opened her 

eyes taking in the sight of the paint can flipped over and soaking into the entire paper. 

“Oh no, no, no, no,” Fiona whispered angrily to herself. Hoping and praying this was 

just some sick dream because to her, this was the end of the world. Now she regretted using 

green paint to make the grass pop more.  

“Fiona!” her mother screamed. “Fiona!” 

“I’m coming!” Fiona yelled.  

 She could already feel the tears burning in the back of her eyes waiting to topple 

over as waves crash into a shoreline, but she would not let this get any worse. She grabbed 

the napkins from her short trip to the pantry after a late-night snack yesterday, but all 

they did was smear the drawing even more. This is it, Fiona thought, this is her downfall. 

Obviously, she did not know how to stick to the right priorities, but before the tears were 

able to fall she saw something move in the back of her drawing. Maybe it was just a trick of 

the light or her imagination getting the best out of her out of a bad, no, terrible situation. 

What she had not picked up on yet was the fact that all the noise in her house had stopped 

as well as the car horns outside.  

 The next few seconds went by in a blur. One second, she was looking at a disaster of 

her own creation and the next she was staring at a pile of grass. When Fiona took the 

opportunity to look up she saw what she never expected her own eyes to take in for real. 

There in front of her face were fairies flying in and out of little holes in the trees. They 

almost looked like sparkles if you blinked too quickly. She took in the way the trees were 

dancing and swaying with the tune of the wind with their green leaves and colorful bark.  

 “Hello, Fiona,” she heard a voice say from behind her, but before she had the 

opportunity to turn around she was back in her chair looking at her mess of a drawing 

again.  

 Fiona had definitely lost her appetite now.  

 

Ashley Berger 
 
 

Floor 10 and Other Uninteresting Facts 
 

I never really enjoyed life overall. But then again, who does?  

I was born, I lived, then I died. End of story. I didn’t become famous, I didn’t do 

anything extraordinary, I didn’t change the world. I was just another cog in the machine 

that we call society. Though maybe if I had done or even tried to do one of those things I 

would’ve enjoyed life. Probably not though. 



 

It’s not like I wanted to be some boring shell of a human. It just kind of worked out 

that way. At some point in my life I did attempt to write a book, but then I ended up 

thinking to myself, “How does a book even get popular? What dictates which books are 

classics and which will get thrown into the two dollar section at Barnes and Noble?” Then, I 

gave up. I figured I should maybe start smaller and went for a short story, but they were all 

garbage. Another time, my friends and I tried to make a short film. It was terribly boring. 

Our parents told us they liked it, but we knew they were lying. We made another short film 

after that; it was even worse. Filmmaking was certainly not my strong suit.  

The thing is, anytime I tried doing something with my life I remembered that, in 

reality, nothing I could ever do would make any type of impression on the universe. I was a 

grain of sand, living on a floating rock that rotated around a giant ball of fire, in the middle 

of infinite nothingness. I suppose you could say I had more of a pessimistic view on 

everything.  

Growing up I always read these stories of people with normal, boring lives who one 

day had a life-changing adventure that shifted their entire way of living. Talk about false 

hope. If my life were a book, no one would ever read it. It would be three-hundred pages of 

“meh.”  

At some point I accepted that I would have an uneventful existence. That made 

things worse. Turns out when you’re knowingly boring, people don’t exactly want to be 

around you, or hire you, or date you, or even talk to you.  

Now, you may not know this, but when you get to the afterlife they hand you this big 

book with your name on the cover. Within the book it says what everyone in your life 

thought of you. It looks sort of like a dictionary, except instead of definitions it says really 

upsetting things like, “Darlene Wood: Utterly useless.” and “Charles Wood: Just a plain 

disappointment.” Those are my parents, by the way. I flipped through that book for a really 

long time, trying to conclude what type of impression I left on those around me. Apparently, 

when you have no motivation and not a single care in the world, the things you end up 

saying out loud are more than memorable. I guess you don’t really realize how depressing 

or rude or gross the things that come out of your mouth are until you think about it. Most of 

the acquaintances that I saw in the book had things like, “Can’t she just leave?” or, “God, 

what a jerk.” Maybe I should’ve been more conscious about the things I’d said. I definitely 

cried while reading it. Despite the fact that I’m pretty sure they give it to you so that you 

can feel good about yourself, it didn’t work.  

Now, I was never very religious. In fact, most of the time I told people I was an 

atheist, just to avoid a long conversation. But I just sort of always figured the afterlife 

would be something like the Catholic idea of heaven and hell. I was wrong (and so was 

pretty much every person on earth). The afterlife, as far as I understand, is like one giant 

apartment complex. Strange, I know. Of course, people are split up by how objectively ‘good’ 

or ‘bad’ they were in life, but that’s a given. The lower the level you were on, the better 

person you were. Floor 1 was full of all the most amazing people in history, as you can 

imagine. Floor 20 was full of all the worst people in history. Everyone else was somewhere 

in between. You could also go on any floor that was above yours. So people on floor 1 could 



 

visit any floor, but people on floor 20 could only be on that floor. I resided on floor 10, just in 

the middle. I wasn’t a bad person, but I guess I wasn’t necessarily a good one either. At first 

I didn’t quite understand why I wasn’t on a lower floor. But after some time it started to 

make sense: I hadn’t done anything. Essentially all I did when I was alive was breathe. But 

I also didn’t do anything bad. I didn’t accomplish anything bad. I didn’t change anything for 

the worse. It felt like the middle floor was a good fit. And in case you were wondering, no, 

there aren’t any cool historical figures or celebrities on my floor. I guess none of them were 

exactly middle of the road. In fact, not many people in general are. Compared to all the 

other floors, there are a lot less people on mine. But I don’t care, that just means I get to 

have a bigger room.  

Honestly, there’s not much more to tell. I do the same thing here as I did in life, 

absolutely nothing. But I guess if I had to give a bit of advice to anyone currently living, it 

would be to actually, really, live. Try to do something. Anything. Make friends, have fun 

experiences, get involved, care for others, fall in love, get heartbroken, seriously just try 

and live. And preferably, do things that would land you on a lower floor, but that's 

presumably, up to you. Of course you could always ignore me and go my way, and in that 

case, I’ll see you on floor 10.   

      

Anonymous 

 

 

Can You Really Remember That Or Did I Just Tell It To You? 
 

His fingers shake slightly, as he holds the yellow-tinged Polaroid in his left hand. My eyes 

follow his actions while he moves his right arm so he can gently trace the features of the old 

photograph. The wrinkles on the sides of his eyes crinkle slightly as the corners of his lips 

point upwards. He smiles a genuine smile, an expression that I hadn’t seen on his face in 

over thirteen months.  

 The sound of him clearing his throat steals my attention from the small picture and 

I look into his eyes, giving him a happy look. He grins back and gestures for me to move the 

plastic chair I am perched on, closer to the side of his bed. I stand up and slide the chair 

lightly across the linoleum, being careful not to scratch the legs upon the floor. When I sit 

back down in the chair, he tilts the Polaroid towards me and opens his mouth to start 

speaking.  

 “Your grandmother and I,” my grandfather tilts his head up. “We had just gotten 

engaged. She had decided that within the first fifteen minutes of me popping the question 

that everyone needed to know we were engaged.” Grandpa shakes his head and chuckles, 

looking towards the ceiling. “She had me break every traffic law at the time and race to 

your Great Grandma Ruth’s house, so that she could immediately let her know. Ruth 

shooed us into the backyard and made us pose for that photo, so she could capture the look 

of true love on our faces.” He sighs and closes his eyes. “From that moment on–” 



 

 “You and Grandma lived happily ever after.” I chuckle and toss him a tiny smirk. It 

had been over a year since I had gotten him to talk like this.  

He looks at me and narrows his eyes, following my features with an intense gaze. 

His eyes snap back to mine, intensity disappearing, and a small grin graces his face.  

“Thank you, Piper,” he takes a shaky breath, “I really appreciate this.” His hand 

reaches out and falls gently over mine, which wraps around the railing of his bed frame.  

 “I know that I haven’t been myself, and I am sorry.” I watch as he blinks tears away 

and wraps his fingers slightly around my hand. “You and your brother were going through 

a hard time and I wasn’t here. I just wallowed in my own grief instead of realizing that you 

needed me. I am so sorry, Peanut.” I stand from the chair and wrap my arms around his 

shoulders, hugging him tightly.  

 “It’s okay,” I say, still wrapped around his shoulders. “Everyone knows how hard 

losing Gran was for you.” I step back and smile at him. “I love you, Pops.” 

 “I love you, too, Peanut.” His loving gaze pulls my heartstrings in a way that only a 

grandpa’s could. “Now tell me about how you broke into your father’s office to steal this 

photo. We both know that this was in the photo album in his desk drawer,” he smirks, and I 

can tell how proud he is of himself.  

 I give him a fake side eye, and chuckle, “Now, Pops, can you really remember that, 

or did I just tell you that?” My right eyebrow raises and I pull a goofy, little smirk.  

 He chuckles, and I just watch in awe. Overwhelmingly grateful for the fact that I am 

getting my Pops back.  

 

Katie Demray 

 

 

After the Fall (from The Bern Chronicles) 
 

I am a Swiss citizen named Alex and I’m here to explain to you the story of “The 

Bern Chronicles.” This is our tale. It was a normal day for all of us down in Swiss Bunker 

79 but that was about to change. It was September 2120 and everyone, including myself 

were going about and doing their normal duties to help sustain the bunker. Having turned 

seventeen, the council considered me an able-bodied worker and sent me out into the united 

bunker system to perform my first ever adult task. I was going to head to the storage room 

and unpack the last of the food supplies which were finally running out after a hundred 

years of use. 

When I arrived, my eyes caught sight of a girl about the same age as me. I walked 

over to her and found out that she too had been on her first adult task after turning 

seventeen. We talked for a little bit and exchanged names. Her name was Mary and she 

was from the 76th Swiss Bunker. I began to take a liking to her and thought “huh, I'm 

finally having feelings for someone.” We continued chatting until she asked me a question.  

“Did you know it has almost been 110 years since the event our elders call the 

Gorefield Incident?”  



 

“Yes, I am aware of it,” I replied swiftly. Mary then inquired about my thoughts of 

an important issue the bunkers have had. “What do you think we’re going to do about the 

dwindling food supplies?”  

I quickly responded with “I hope something will be done but I don't know what.” We 

unfortunately had to go our separate ways but little did we know our questions were about 

to be answered and we were about to be together again. 

Unbeknownst to us, up in the Provisional Swiss Government Bunkers, officials were 

putting together a plan. They would send all of the young and able-bodied citizens up to the 

surface in order to scout nearby lands and see if they are safe to settle. Each person would 

get a gun for self-protection as we all received training at sixteen and some people would 

receive gunpowder or explosives. We would work in partners but would also have groups of 

four to speed up anything that had to be done. All groups would make up one giant surface 

squad. 

These instructions were announced over the loudspeakers in every bunker and all 

able-bodied people ages seventeen to twenty were ordered to report to the communal court 

bunker for orders and to receive their respective equipment. Our group of four consisted of 

an eighteen-year-old boy named Nathan, an eighteen-year-old girl named Sophie, Mary, 

and last of all me, Alex. Everyone was ecstatic as we would be the first Swiss crew to 

explore the surface in nearly 110 years. 

As the over 1000 of us climbed out of the bunker hatches and into the cool crisp 

Alpine air we were immediately aware that the surface was livable again. This filled us 

with joy as the food problem would be solved and we could finally see the sun again! The 

provisional government then ordered us to split up into twelve squads of 100 and scout in 

several different directions. Our group was led by a highly trained twenty-five-year-old 

named Mason. 

Our squad started out traveling due east. This took us through extensive mountain 

ranges and beautiful forests. All the time I was getting to know my partners more and more 

and growing bonds with them. We took a seat on a broken-down vehicle and started 

chatting. We continued until we noticed that Nathan was being strangely silent. After 

noticing this Sophie promptly asked “Nathan, what's the matter?”  

Nathan quietly explained to us what he was looking at. “I thought I saw movement 

in the trees,” he mumbled. “I've also noticed the tree having something carved into it, but 

it’s too far away for me to tell.”  

“Well then,” I said, “let’s go see what the tree says.” The four of us crept up on the 

sign and read its contents. 

The sign was crudely carved in a quick fashion similar to that of a help me note by 

someone about to die. It spelled out an ominous message. “You are now entering Misty Hills 

Forest. DO NOT ENTER these woods. For unfathomable things live here!” We read the 

message before laughing out loud.  

“Some lone survivor must’ve carved this as a prank to others so they stay away and 

even if there was something out here, we would beat the hell out of it,” I remarked.  



 

“Oh, look at you being my big, brave boy,” teased Mary. Mary and I had been flirting 

and growing closer to each other over the last two weeks of travel. The two older lovers in 

our group of four sighed and we got back on our way. Not a thought was had regarding the 

sign and we simply returned back to our squad. 

Confident in his use of a compass, General Mason told us to continue east into the 

supposed “Misty Hills Forest” and so we did. Our feet crunched over dried leaves and many 

pine cones as the squad trudged through the forest’s understory. However, something felt 

off. Finally, it clicked. There were no natural sounds here whatsoever. We voiced our 

concerns to General Mason but he just ignored them. After several more hours of walking, 

we encountered a vertical rock formation splitting our paths in half. Each side was occupied 

by an unusually dense forest. 

General Mason insisted that he and sixty-six others would go to the area below the 

bluff while we and twenty-nine others would travel above and to the left of the rock wall. 

Our section of the squad entered the abnormal forest very apprehensively. After an hour of 

searching we had still not found a way back around the rock formation. However, Nathan 

soon found something else. 

He called our unit over to where he was kneeling. On the edge of a clearing that 

hosted strange red grass sat what remained of a human corpse. It looked freshly slain and 

wore a grey military helmet with a red-and-white flag on it. However, it barely resembled a 

human due to its horrid and dismembered limbs. The skin was covered in long claw marks 

that looked similar to human nails, the eyes were ripped out of the skull, and the limbs 

looked like they’d been through a blender.  

“What the hell?” murmured Sophie. Everyone in our squad stared in horror for 

several minutes. 

When we finally snapped out of it, our squad quickly realized we had been too 

focused on the body to hear a group of people approaching from the treeline on the other 

side of the clearing. They seemed to be searching for someone and when the group of people 

emerged, all of the pieces fell into place in our minds. They were Austrians looking for the 

person that had died! However, this meant that our unit was in a very bad place. 

When the Austrians saw our group standing near the body, they logically thought 

we had killed their man and decided to open fire on our squad. One of our comrades 

immediately went down hard onto the soil. He had been shot in the head and was sprouting 

red from his skull. No saving him. We hid behind rocks in the field and fired at each other 

until multiple people on each of our sides were dead. The gunfire only stopped when both 

sides recognized the screams of several people who had run back into the woods fleeing the 

gunfire. 

We all turned toward the treeline, waiting, watching. Suddenly, someone broke 

through the treeline. Their face was full of terror, and half of their arm was missing. 

Crimson red blood ran down his body. Then, as fast as lightning what looked like a black 

stick reached from the forest behind the man and pulled him back in. Isolated people near 

the forest in both of our units began to scream before being quickly dragged into the 

underbrush. 



 

The Austrians and our unit quickly established a non-verbal truce, as we now 

realized what had truly killed the man we had found. Our combined remaining forces 

totaled forty-five people and all of them fired on the forest. Horrible shrieks emerged from 

behind the treeline and the “things” that made them rushed forward out of the trees and 

came directly at us. 

The creatures were humanoid in shape but looked as if they were stretched out like 

playdough. Their eyes were as dark as the void itself. They had huge naily claws on their 

long spindly front limbs and they had seven sets of teeth positioned in rings on the sides of 

their circle shaped mouths. Their skin was so dark that it consumed light instead of 

reflecting it. 

The bullets tore through the flesh of the horrid creatures but it didn't seem to faze 

them at all. The first creature rolled through our combined ranks very quickly, killing ten 

people before it was taken out by an Austrian with a flamethrower. That guy managed to 

kill four of those things and single-handedly hold those creatures at bay until the 

flamethrower ran out of fuel. The creature’s arms then proceeded to expand and wrap 

around the man, pulling him into its blender-like maw which tore him into pieces as he 

screamed. His sacrifice managed to buy us enough time to think about our situation. Our 

ranks were being ripped through and we needed a plan as soon as possible. 

“Over here!” yelled Sophie. Our group of three ran over to our fourth member while 

the rest of the squad continued the fight. She quickly detailed a plan she had come up with.  

“The creatures seem to be killed by fire, so I’ve gathered all of the explosives and 

gunpowder our squad has in a bag. Our combined numbers are falling fast, so we must flee 

and meet up with General Mason’s squad. We can use their explosives combined with ours 

to burn down this forest and the only place these demons can live!” Mary, Nathan, and I 

couldn’t agree more with her plan. 

While Sophie informed the remaining members of the plan, we set up a climbing 

rope on the bluff that an Austrian had previously used. We would take the explosives bag 

and climb over the bluff along with the remaining members in order to meet up with 

Mason’s group. As you may expect, this did not go to plan. Sophie used a makeshift 

flamethrower made out of a deodorant can and a lighter to temporarily keep the monsters 

away. As we got the rope into place and climbed to the top of the bluff, the remaining 

members gathered around the bottom and followed us. There were twenty of us left. Then, 

in a final effort to keep the monsters away Sophie threw the makeshift flamethrower into 

the grass and made a great leap onto the rope. We quickly pulled her up while other 

members cut the rope but just as we were about to get her onto the top of the bluff, the 

unthinkable happened. 

The small fire started by her makeshift flamethrower had gone out and one of the 

monsters had approached where the rope had been. We were many feet up and figured that 

the creature couldn’t reach us. Boy, were we wrong. In the blink of an eye, the 

amalgamation had deformed its own arm with a horrible popping sound and stretched it 

out like playdough, reaching our position. It grabbed onto and wrapped around both of 



 

Sophie’s legs extremely tightly. All nineteen of us pulled and pulled, trying to get Sophie 

onto the bluff, but the power of the monstrosity knew no bounds. 

Suddenly we could hear extremely loud cracking and popping sounds and Sophie 

screamed out of pure pain. The monster was crushing her legs. They were popping and 

crunching like a bag of ice. Her screams got louder as our grip on her weakened and the 

amount of crimson liquid on her legs increased. The sheer amount of blood that Sophie had 

lost was getting to her and she was losing consciousness. Nathan, Sophie’s lover, kept 

trying to tell her it would be fine, but Sophie knew otherwise. Before she completely lost 

consciousness, she managed to get out an “I love you, Nathan.” No longer being able to grip 

our hands, Sophie was pulled off the bluff and down to the monster. 

Now that I think back, maybe it was better that she had lost consciousness. At least 

she wouldn't feel the pain of thousands of teeth tearing through her flesh. 

Nathan, Mary, and I cried repetitively mourning our lost comrade. Mary and I 

mourned a dear friend while Nathan had it worse. He mourned a lover. Despite the 

unending tears, we soon found a way down the other side of the bluff. Unfortunately, we 

were in for another horrible surprise. 

Our unit was soon hit with the scent of mass death and quickly caught sight of the 

smell’s origin. General Mason along with his entire unit of sixty-six men were dead. Their 

corpses lay there on the ground disfigured by the monsters while their guts and entrails 

hung out of their bodies. This meant that the only remnants of our Swiss expedition team 

were Mary and I, along with eight others. Our tears stopped when we saw this, as it meant 

that the creatures were on this side of the bluff as well and we had to focus. 

We found several contact radios on the ground and put them in our bag in case they 

could be useful. Despite the fact that she was dead, we insisted on following Sophie’s plan. 

We went around and collected all of the explosives and explosive materials from the dead 

members of General Mason’s crew. We started to head back west toward the exit of Misty 

Hills Forest but were ambushed and surrounded by the monsters while traversing a dry, 

grassy field. 

We opened fire on the monsters with everything we had but they weren’t fazed by it 

at all. The distorted arms of abominations grabbed person after person, tearing them apart 

limb by limb with sickening cracking and popping noises. Crimson blood was everywhere 

and the screams were horrendous. Oh God, the screams, I can still remember them. The 

merciless beasts tore people apart while still alive. After only ten minutes of fighting, there 

were only six of us left. 

Nathan, Mary, and I along with three Austrians hid behind a large rock. It would 

only be a matter of time until the creatures would find and kill us. We would be 

dismembered one limb at a time, devoured one by one, and killed mercilessly. We had left 

the bag of explosives on a large rock in the clearing center and had nothing to set it off 

remotely, as the activation key was with Sophie when she died. Nathan, after losing the 

love of his life and being cornered by monsters, came up with a potentially deadly plan in 

which he did not care about the consequences. 

He then proceeded to quickly relay his plan to us.  



 

“You said the bag of explosives can’t be set off remotely so how about I run over and 

put this timed lighter on top of them? I must’ve found it on a dead crewmember then forgot. 

I’ll be right back!”  

I replied with an exasperated “I guess we have nothing to lose. Go ahead and do it.” I 

handed Nathan a contact radio and bid him good luck. 

We waited there, behind that rock for five minutes. They were the longest five 

minutes of my life. Sitting there, holding Mary in my arms and softly sobbing while waiting 

for the worst. To my surprise, Nathan chimed in on the radio. He had made it! 

I quickly asked the obvious question of “are you on your way back?” We heard a 

chuckle from the other end of the radio. Then Nathan spoke up in a matter-of-fact tone of 

voice.  

“I’m not going to be returning, Alex. Didn’t you know that no timed lighters were 

allowed on this expedition?” I tricked you, as I knew it was the only way you’d let me do 

this. I’ve lost my only love, and the best I can do is to fulfill her wishes. I’m going to light all 

these creatures and their damn forest up in flames!”  

There was nothing I could do to stop him, so I simply asked, “what about us?” He 

immediately replied. “I’m going to use a flashlight to distract the creatures and bring them 

my way. You all should go escape west toward safety. When you get past the treeline, I will 

set it off.” It sounded fair enough, so I replied with a grateful but saddened “ok.” 

The flashlight was waved and the creatures ran in Nathan’s direction and reached 

toward his location with their distorted and horrific arms. I still had my radio on as we ran, 

so I could still hear Nathan. His last words will stick with me until my death. 

There was a crackle on the radio and then Nathan’s voice came through. “If I have to 

go down I’m taking you bastards with me! Nobody ever dared to mess with my love and you 

killed her! You demons are about to get what you deserve!” We kept running as Nathan’s 

voice on the radio paused for several seconds before finally coming back for the last time. 

“As for you Sophie, my true love, I’ll see you on the other side . . . ” This was the last thing 

said by Nathan before a massive explosion rocked the Misty Hills Forest, lighting the entire 

area ablaze. 

We were outside the blast radius when the explosion occurred and were able to 

outrun the extremely hot fire that followed. It took us an hour of running to exit the Misty 

Hills Forest. One day after exiting that cursed forest, we were picked up by a rescue party 

sent out for us after smoke was seen in the area. 

We told our story, which was immediately accepted as the truth because the remains 

of another group had told stories of similar creatures in the mountains of central Italy. The 

surviving Austrians established connections with our Swiss provisional government and 

created a parliamentary republic between us. Nathan, Mary, and I are the reason why the 

Alpine Union is a thing. 

But that wasn’t the point of this story. It was to detail our dreaded journey into the 

Misty Hills Forest. I was told by the government that I could tell the public this story any 

time I wanted to, and I thought today was the day to finally publish it. 



 

It has been four years since that doomed expedition and Mary and I are engaged. 

We’ve just had two beautiful children and I just needed to get this experience off my chest. 

It feels like a weight has been lifted and that I can finally enjoy my life with Mary. I hope 

you take this experience and hold it as close to your heart as I did. Farewell people of the 

Alpine Union. This has been Alex and I have finally finished detailing to you The Bern 

Chronicles. 

 

A copy of the newly published Bern Chronicles was bought by an undercover ICP agent in 

the Alpine Union and brought back to the foundation. We have looked at accounts from 

around the world of dimension 22B and confirmed that there are several other regions that 

contain, or contained, these creatures. These forbidden locations include Central Tibet, The 

mountains of North-Central Italy, the Ural mountains in Russia, and the remnants of the 

Rocky Mountains in the Western US. This story is kept by the foundation as an example 

account of some of the more dangerous mutations present in 22B. –The ICP Foundation 

(Interdimensional Catalog of the Paranormal) 

 

David Helfrich 

 

 

Crimson 
 

Atticus, The Original Earth 

 

Princess Cassandra lay on her untouched bed, staring up at the window above the 

canopy that allowed her to gaze upon stars beyond her world. They seemed so close, but 

Cassie knew how far something so close could truly be. 

“The stars are accustomed to change,” she murmured softly although no one in 

this corridor of the castle could hear her. 

Her fingers fidgeted on the stomach of her gown, as she hummed her mother’s 

lullaby softly, trying to fight the dark pit inside of her, jumping at every sound, although 

a High Princess of the Elements like herself would never account to such an accusation. 

To put it simply and clichély as possible, she was to be married to Magnus, the 

brother of her true love Owen at sundown tomorrow. 

Owen. 

She touched her stomach lightly, feeling the bump that started to form. 

Cassandra was worried about the future of her kingdom upon the reign of Magnus 

when they wed; however, she knew she had something much bigger to dwell on. Two 

somethings actually. Two beautiful somethings, whom Cassandra knew would be more 

omnipotent than any witches or warlocks Atticus had ever known. She could feel it in 

her veins, the power that they let flow through her was like nothing she had ever 

experienced before. It was sweet and bitter, merciful and merciless all in one. It made 

her smile knowing that she was the mother who carried them. It also made Cassie 



 

frown. 

She felt guilty, enjoying it. Bathing in the power that she knows would start out 

innocent and later turn into something uncontrollable. The Oracle proposed that her 

babies would be in danger even before they breathed their first breaths. Cassie only ever 

wanted to be a mother, to have her own family. She wanted them for as long as possible, 

these two perfect girls. She knew that wouldn’t be very long though. Cassandra knew 

that the moment they could open their eyes would be the last moment they would ever 

know true peace. She wanted no one to ever get their hands on them. That was for 

certain. No one would even know of them. Not even their father, Owen, or her dear 

sister, Princess Viera. They were destined to become weapons in a war they never started 

and nothing more. 

“And so I shall be a star,” she murmured, still laying on her bed. 

So although Cassandra was under oath to serve her kingdom, element, and 

people above all, she gracefully got up, pushing her thoughts deep down within her, 

fighting every instinct that screamed for her to stop, and tip-toed to her window. 

Standing upon the ledge she let the cool breeze of midnight air ruffle through her 

golden hair one last time, and jumped. She left no note behind, no goodbyes, and 

certainly no proof of the two daughters she carried within her. The only sign of Cassie 

ever being there was the locket she left in the spot where she once laid under the canopy 

of her bed. 

 
Mare 

 

 

Not Alone 
 

“Isn’t it funny, Luna? How everything turns out even worse than the start?” Elliot 

asked, moving the glass with some whiskey on it. He had been drinking once again, a great 

way to take the pain away. 

“They hate me. I know that, but what am I doing wrong?” 

 He heard his cat respond with a meow, walking towards him to sit on his lap, 

purring happily to make him feel better. It did help a little. The man caressed his cat’s fur 

while drinking his pain and sorrow away; it was a cold and silent night, not new to him at 

this point. 

“Life stinks.” 

The night passed by, and Elliot wasn’t able to get a little glimpse of sleep from it. He 

needed to go to work anyway; he needed the money after his parents threw him out of the 

house a few years ago. They didn’t understand, well, they didn’t understand him. He stood 

up from the sofa, carefully putting his cat in a soft spot to not wake her up. He moved 

slowly to the bathroom to prepare himself for another day, as always. He could even hear 

his phone buzzing in the distance, something he didn’t pay attention to. 



 

It didn’t take long for him to get prepared. He was ready, waiting for the coffee on 

the coffeemaker. Once the beep sound went off, he took the travel coffee cup, pouring some 

of the hot liquid in it, adding a little bit of sugar and whiskey to the process. He needed to 

stay awake after all, but at least a little drunk to pass the day and not have a mental 

breakdown in the process. Once he got everything, he put some food in his cat’s bowl, saying 

bye to the furball that lived with him and leaving the house, closing the door behind him. 

He walked through the halls going straight into the elevator and choosing the reception 

button. He waited until the elevator opened its doors once more, walking out of it and out of 

the building itself. He could hear the birds singing and kids screaming at the distant park 

that was not so far from there. He sighed, walking towards his car and entering it. He 

turned on the engine and took a sip of his coffee, waiting for the vehicle to be warm enough. 

“This is so tiring,” he said to himself, getting lost in his thoughts until the ring of his 

phone started. He doubted a little, ending picking it up. 

“Hello?” 

“Finally, you have the decency to answer the phone. It’s been like three days since 

you texted,” a male voice said through the phone. It sounded furious but concerned at the 

same time. 

“I'm sorry, Sam. It was a long week and I didn’t feel like going out,” Elliot answered, 

finally getting out of the parking lot and driving to his workplace. He put the phone on 

speaker so he could drive without the need to hold the phone. 

“You sound terrible. Alright, I will come over to the library.” The sound of keys being 

picked up could be heard in the distance, along with a loud bark. 

“And you are not telling me no. So, chocolate-covered donuts or vanilla-glazed ones?” 

A growl escaped Elliot’s lips, continuing on his driving and trying to focus more on the road 

in front of him. 

“Both then. See you in a couple of minutes, sunshine boy.” And Sam hung up the 

call, leaving an embarrassed and annoyed Elliot on the way. 

“I hate him; I truly do hate him.” 

 That was a whole lie. Elliot loved that man so much; it was his first-ever friend since 

he moved to the city. They did have a lot of stories together. 

“I’ll punch him in the face when I see him,” Elliot said with a half-smile, something 

that hadn’t appeared in weeks until now. 

The ride was silent, and it didn’t take that long to get into the library parking lot. 

Elliot turned off the engine, taking his things and going out. A cold breeze passed his face, 

each day getting colder and colder. He walked to the door, greeting Mrs. Hudson on his 

way. 

“Good morning,” Elliot said with a smile, going straight to his usual spot. 

“Oh, good morning dear, how are you today?” the older woman said, pushing a little 

cart with a few books on it. 

“The same as usual, boring and quite lonely.” He looked down, deciding to help the 

woman with the cart. “But you know, I like it that way.”  



 

“No, you don’t. You can fool the rest but not me,” she said, walking with him and 

putting some more books in the cart, sorting others, and organizing. “Stop lying to yourself; 

it only makes the problem worse than it already is. Take the words of this wise old woman.”  

“I know, I know, it’s just so difficult. It’s been like this for years, and I don’t think 

that talking about it with the family will help. They don’t even want to see me anymore.” 

He helped her with the books and organizing, changing some to their correct spot while 

talking. “Maybe it is for the best that I cut ties with them.” 

“I have been trying to convince you to do that since you started working here; you 

have a head as strong as a rock.” The woman laughed, hearing the door being open.  

“Oh, welcome to the . . . Oh, it’s only you, Sam.”  

“I missed you, too, Mrs. Hudson,” Sam said with a grin on his face, holding a big box 

of donuts. “To compensate for the fact that you hate me, I bought some donuts.” 

“That’s not true. With the donuts it’s enough, thank you.” She took the box and went 

to the breakroom. 

“So, ready for our quick talk while enjoying some good donuts from the bakery?” 

Sam moved closer, still having that smug look on his face. “And, as I said before, you cannot 

say no to me.” 

“Why not?” 

Elliot looked at him annoyed, walking with the cart and continuing with organizing 

the place as usual. 

“Because I’m cute, and you can never say no to my perfectly-made puppy face.” 

 And that is what he did, a great puppy face that could convince anyone, even with a 

photo of it. 

“Alright, let’s talk,” Elliot said, hiding a little blush while looking in the direction of 

the break room. “Just, stop doing that, it’s annoying.” 

 Sam smiled, both walking to the break room to have their conversation, along with 

Mrs. Hudson too. It would probably take a while, but at least Elliot didn’t feel that pain in 

his heart, as usual. He had company, after all, something that he was more than grateful 

for. Maybe he didn’t need his biological family, he already had one there and that was 

enough for him. 

 

Anonymous 

 

 

The Start of the End 
 

“Together,” my sister, Aurora, and I said in unison as we sauntered into our new 

school hesitantly. 

Every little kid when they are young dream of being some sort of magical creature in 

this fantasy world filled with wonder. Except this was not such a dream anymore, rather, 

our reality. Aurora and I were attending our first year at Delacour Court School of Magic. 



 

In the middle of summer, we got letters inviting us to the school and our parents refused to 

let us miss the opportunity, so we gave in not wanting to protest. 

“Welcome to Delacour Court School of Magic. You must be Lucille and Aurora 

Rosewood, pleasure to meet you!” exclaimed a lady I assumed was Flora Delacour, the 

founder of the school. 

“Pleasure to meet you, too, Madame Delacour,” I said as I shook her hand and my 

sister did the same.  

“Now if you two would not mind following me this way, I will introduce you to Onyx, 

one of the students also attending here and she will give you a tour around the school,” she 

said in a mellow tone.  

We both reluctantly followed her, looking around the school in awe until we 

suddenly stopped. I refocused my attention to a young girl with long blonde hair who looked 

around our age. I came to the conclusion that this must be Onyx. 

“Aurora and Lucille, this is Onyx. Onyx, this is Aurora and Lucille,” Madame 

Delacour stated, introducing us to each other.  

I shook her hand, flashing her a smile as she did the same in return. 

“Well go on now, you are going to want to have as much time as you can,” Madame 

Delacour announced.  

 My sister and I followed Onyx around the school as she showed us where we ate our 

meals, the classes, bathrooms and then finally our dorms where we would be staying. Since 

Aurora and I are towards the end of the alphabet, we did not have to share a dorm with 

anyone. I must admit I was kind of glad though, having it just be me and my sister. 

 “Hopefully you guys love the school. I have a feeling we are going to be the bestest of 

friends this year. If you need anything, I am three doors down to the left,” Onyx said with a 

smile on her face.  

 I began to unpack and do a bit of decorating to make the dorm feel more like home. I 

also wrote a letter to my mum and dad telling them we got here safely and that I missed 

them already. Roughly around an hour passed by and yelling began to get closer and closer 

to our dorm. I decided to get up and go check it out. I walked out and instantly met eyes 

with Onyx. 

 “Hey, what is going on? Why is there yelling? Is everyone alright?” I bombarded her 

with questions as I started to feel anxious of whatever would come out of her mouth next.  

 “They are here. The Askbanians have returned and will not stop until they have 

every single one of us,” Onyx shakily said before I rushed into the dorm to tell Aurora. 

 I didn’t even have time to come to the realization of what was actually happening 

right now. A million more questions flooded my mind. Who were the Askbanians? Why did 

they want to take us? What happened in the past? My sister was as clueless as I was so 

even if I wanted to know the answers I could not. There was no time. Great first day, I 

thought to myself. 

“Aurora, I have no time to explain everything considering I do not even know what is 

fully going on myself. Bad people are here, the Askbanians. They are going to try to take all 



 

of us and before you ask I do not know why.” Onyx had kept her explanation to a minimum, 

I explained to Aurora as my voice was trembling in fear.  

 “We have to go now, Lucille, let’s get out of here before it is too late,” Aurora said, 

trying to keep calm even though I knew deep down that she was the total opposite of cool.  

 We ran through the corridors turning left and right until we reached a wall. We 

stopped in our tracks, realizing we were cornered. There was no escape, the only way out 

was into the war of two sides fighting for freedom and for power. We had no other option 

but to do what seemed like the worst scenario, we had to fight. We looked at each other, 

exchanging the same look of agitation and panic.  

“Together,” we both said, trudging into the battle not knowing if we would make it 

out.  

 

Cassadi VanHorn 
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