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Dear Reader,

Or maybe you are an artist, writer, poet, or any iteration of what it means
to create.
Thank you for your beautiful minds and participation in this project. No
matter if you took the time to reflect on your own story, felt the need to
write, inspired others to share, showed bravery by submitting your work
to us, or you are reading these stories for the first time; thank you.
We hope that this project makes you feel empowered to use the
uniqueness and traits of who you are to positively impact the world
around you, no matter how small.
Feeling inspired? Use the rest of this book to include your own thoughts,
ideas, stories, or art.
If we are just getting started creating and sharing, who knows what we
can do?

Sincerely,
Your Friendly Librarians at the Everett Public Library
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The War within
by autumn miller

Preface
I used to be a witch, a long time ago…
I was born in a witching family, my mother was a green witch, and my
father was a sorcerer of the arts. My twin sister and I grew up in constant
wonder hoping someday, we could do the same. As we grew older, our
interests began to show, I became a Cosmic Witch, and she became a
Hedge Witch. We both went to college to get our degrees, and I met a man
that I loved more than the stars, I believe the proper term is stary- eyed. My
life was perfect. I finished college as an astrologer, and a year later I got
engaged. But from there things started going severely downhill. I ended up
with no fiancé and no life…

Chapter 1
When I wake up it’s still dark outside, I glance at the clock on my
dresser; 3:02. My groggy brain immediately turned to panic; I need to leave to
go to work in twenty- eight minutes. I quickly jump up and kiss my fiancé Kris
goodbye. By accident I wake him up.
“Leah”? he asks, his voice cutting through the darkness like a knife.
“Go back to sleep”, I tell him.
I watch him as his head drops and his body melts back into the
mattress, a deep sigh enunciating from his lips. Quiet as a mouse I tiptoe into
the bathroom of our two-bedroom one bathroom apartment. In twenty
minutes, I am closing our apartment door and walking down the musty
smelling hallway to the elevator. As I am walking out the double doors of my
run-down apartment complex, into the dark smelling air, I see a huge shadow
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move almost suddenly, but not wanting to get spooked I pass it off as a tree.
It was then I knew I should have looked closer at the shadow, the bulky,
hairy, shape of it. The smell of blood surrounded me… The next thing I knew
was I was in a hospital; Kris was asleep over me. I swept my gaze around me
at the too white room I was in, and the disgusting hospital beds. But my gaze
finally lands on my shoulder, I start counting, fifty-nine stitches. In the shape
of a bite. I swivel to turn and look at the beeping heart detector, my heart is
beating unnaturally fast. But what puzzles me the most is my temperature,
120 degrees, but I feel fine. I slowly reach up to my face to feel my forehead
to see if I have a temperature, but my face feels different, slenderer; wolflike. I
panicked. There was no window in the room, I needed to see the sky. I feel
my nostrils flare and my eyes get wide in terror. But before things get out of
hand, I take deep breaths. I can’t let myself get out of hand I could create
something catastrophic. Cosmic Witches are some of the most powerful kinds
of witches, the last time one of my kind got terrified a meteor came down and
killed half the Earth. We can control to our will anything in space. We can
create mass destruction when we are angry or scared. To be a Cosmic Witch
you must be calm about everything, you cannot get angry, or scared. We are
usually very brave, daredevilish, people who are very calm natured.

Kris wakes up. When I meet his dark blue eyes, I immediately break
the contact, and look away ashamed. He grabs my chin gently and looks
deep into my eyes as a tear falls from my cheek onto his arm. He takes his
thumb and swipes gently against my cheek as I gently press my cheek into
his sweet-smelling hand and kiss it sloppily. Slowly I rise from the bed, he
watches slowly. I get up and find my clothes, I change and then I drag Kris up
to leave. I hate hospitals. I have since I was a little kid, and my parents had to
rush me to the hospital from a sickness only a Cosmic can get, it can be
deadly, it’s called star sickness. Since then, my seeing has been poor, but I
came out fine. The humans at the hospital took the sickness as a rare and
deadly eye disease. But since I woke up, I have noticed something very
different, my sight is fine. Again, I reach up towards my face, this time to try
and locate the glasses that usually rest on the bridge of my nose. My hand
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falls with nothing in them. Kris notices the familiar astonishment in my eyes,
but what he doesn’t recognize is the newfound fear…

Chapter 2
I wake up, it is 2:32. I have woken up in a cold sweat trying not to
remember the horrible night. Slowly, I get out from under my floral bed
comforter, and make my way to the kitchen to get tea. This has happened
every night for the past year. I set my tea to boil and step onto my patio into
the cold night air. I take a deep breath and look up at the sliver that is the
moon. The air smells thick, almost unreal. As I am looking up at the moon the
urge to howl engulfs me. I can’t hold back, so I howl at the moon…

I am running so hard to catch up to my friend it hurts. For some
reason she is so much faster than me. As I am running, I am worrying about
tonight. Oh, great, now she is laughing at me, I growl underneath my breath
slowly, I need this run, this run is the only reason I am awake right now. I
haven’t gotten a good night’s sleep since Kris- no, I am not going to bring that
up. It hurts way too much for comfort. I put on a sudden burst of speed. My
long legs are a blur, my short hair a stream behind me. Kiara looks up
bewildered as I pass her, I am about to yell at her, SEE YA SUCKER, when I
find myself coming to an abrupt stop. Naturally Kiara stops to and asks me
what’s wrong. I tell her I forgot to feed Jasper, my black kitten, but that isn’t
the reason for my departure. The sun is going down, and tonight is a full
moon. I have tried every remedy for the bite, but nothing has worked. I tried
dark magic and even then, it didn’t work. I am cursed to life of pain. I try to
sleep during the day as much as I can, but I am still deprived of sleep.
Running is the only thing that makes me soothed.

I am walking up the musty smelling stairs to my apartment when the
hair on the back of my neck stands up. I sense an aura I haven’t sensed in
years, a green aura, with the sense of red. Leyla. I immediately whisper a low
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growl. I haven’t, seen her since collage, and how was she in my apartment? I
open the door slowly, and sure enough I see her sitting there, reading a book,
with my familiar on her lap. I first look at Jasper like what the hell do you think
you’re doing, Jasper immediately jumps down, alerting Leyla of my presence.
“Oh, there she is”! Leyla exclaims with fake excitement.
Lightly I growl, but Leyla hears me.
“That’s new is it not?” she asks me.
I ignore her question.
“Why are you here” I ask her with angry vehemence in my voice.
“Don’t you want to see your twin sister?”
“No, I don’t”.
I turn away, but I can feel her staring at me. Damn I should have seen this
encounter in the stars. I cannot let her stay; she must leave.
“You need to leave now” I tell her in a flat tone.
“I think not” she says with equal flatness.
“Why are you here,” I ask again this time with more frustration and
exasperation than anger.
“Why not?”
I can tell she is baiting me, so I chose my next words very carefully.
“I am leaving for a business trip in a few minutes, and I don’t want you here
when I leave”.
“Why I could take care of your kitten” she says with a big fat smile of
fakeness.
“My familiar”, I growl distressing familiar, “Is more than capable of taking care
of herself for the two days I will be gone”.
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“So be it. But the thing is, I came to apologize for not being at mom and dads’
funeral”.
I roll my eyes visibly, she isn’t sorry she wants something from me.
“What do you want”.
“I want to warn you there is a war coming”.
And with that she opened a rift and jumped through.

Now I have to go I run into my room to get my suitcase.
The howls of the inhumanly fill the night

To be conTinued…
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Untitled Poems
by Alice Gilbertson
*******
Catching snowflakes on our tongues,
Hidden beneath a blanket of snow,
Rain washes my winter wonderland away.
You’re hurting but know I see you.
Sand under my feet,
A blue sky,
Light pouring onto me, no clouds to protect me.
I go beneath the water,
Swimming away for my problems.
My mind blanks, I’m at peace here. But I emerged once more.
*******
Petrichor
The cold an damp ground beneath my feet,
I sit on the banks edge,
Watching the small fish swim against stream,
I take in a deep breath,
I stand up once more in touch with the ground,
I jump hitting the water with a splash.
*******
Night grows quickly
Evening is gone.
Wandering around outside.
Yard covered in glittering snow
Earth is silent
A cool blanket covers it.
Running and dodging the snowballs you threw,
Stopping to lay on the ground and watch the stars.
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The Paper Fox
By Freya Miller
Paper foxes littered the ground around Felix’s feet. He sat on his bed
swinging his legs, looking at the scattered paper on the floor. Some were red, some
were grey, some were plaid. Felix grabbed the half-empty origami paper package
and grabbed a bright yellow paper and began folding another little paper fox. He
folded the paper over and over again, making sure everything lined up perfectly.
Eventually, he was finished with it. He set it down on the bed beside him and started
to reach for another paper when he saw something yellow move from the corner of
his eye.
He turned around to see what had moved, but everything was in its place. He
reached for another paper, keeping his eye on the yellow paper fox when he felt
something touch his hand. He whirled around to see a little plaid fox laying lightly on
his hand. It looked just as inanimate as before, but Felix knew that something wasn’t
right. He took the fox off of his hand and laid it on the bed beside him as gently as
possible and grabbed a piece of paper to fold.
He saw a bright yellow blob move toward his lap from the corner of his eye,
but he thought that if he just didn’t acknowledge it, it would leave him alone. He
was mistaken. The yellow paper fox crawled into his lap. The plaid fox he had put
beside him followed suit. They just sat in his lap watching him fold the little origami
paper. He kept folding. He could see the large mass of paper foxes start moving
toward his bed. It looked as if the whole floor was squirming, but he didn’t pay it any
mind. He kept folding.
Felix assumed he was going crazy, paper foxes don’t move. Soon the mass
was crawling onto his bed and surrounding him. They can’t hurt me, He thought,
They’re just paper. But he was mistaken. The huge mass of paper foxes started to
surround him on the bed, crawling up his clothes and cutting his skin. He felt the
prick of paper cuts all along his arms and legs. The paper foxes got to his head and
started viciously scratching him, cutting his lips and eyelids.
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Felix never made a sound as he was being smothered. He’s had episodes like this
before. He assumed he was in no real danger and if he just did nothing, nothing
would happen.
The baby blue walls started to melt away, the shelves packed with children’s
toys turned to goo, revealing cold stone walls and bars. He was no longer in his
childhood bedroom, he was in a cold prison cell. He kept folding the origami paper
calmly, he learned long ago that screaming did nothing. Paper foxes littered the
ground around Felix's feet.
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Damion’s Soliloquy
by Ebin Banman
My life is one of dreams that others couldn’t compose under the deepest
slumber on the most whimsical night. It is one of fame and glory, a life of which
others couldn’t live under one thousand fortnights and over one hundred lifetimes.
My eyes have seen phantasmal atrocities amongst those undeserving, and
extravagant marvels that’s beauty would exasperate your entire perspective of
what it is to live. The gods doff giveth the cosmos such life to explore that others
cannot but see a glimpse of, and I must see it all. I’m all that there is to be, a master,
a scholar, a noble, a hero. I have seen more than any and all could dream, and yet it
all means not but who shall study me. All I have seen, all my knowledge is but a
speck, a blip, a single piece of parchment in the endless library this world has to
offer. The vast cosmos hold knowledge beyond all reason, more than any mortal
will ever know.
My wish was to see and learn all there is to know, to answer all questions, to
seek the truth, and life took my dream and shattered in into shards of shards in
front of my very eyes. The more secrets I learned the more I learned I knew
nothing. As my life marched onwards and deaths cold unfeeling grip tightens
around me, I have come to a revelation. A revelation that will solve everything. A
revelation that makes my other findings look foolish in comparison. Such a simple
revelation that any man can come to, but non chose to explore, or are too afraid of
the results that might follow. Time is the enemy. Time fights against all living
creatures, and is the very thing killing off all every organism that lives. Time will be
the inevitable murderer of the universe and kill off every creature known.
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Looking through this new lens, this new door I have opened up, it all makes
sense. Not just peering through the keyhole, pondering this new idea of Time
being the absolute enemy, but opening the doorway, and conceding to this fact.
Most men would know how Time is the absolute killer, however most lack the will to
truly unveil the possibilities that lie within this simple idea.
But I am not most men, I am Damion, hero of hero’s, the all-knowing
scholar, and I have the will to defeat this beast seeking destroy everything I have
made. I will defeat this enemy just as I have defeated all others. I will not lose all I
have built, and I will learn every secret this universe wishes to hide from me.
Every day that goes by my body wishes is another step closer to defeat,
and I shan’t lose, I refuse to let Time win. Time will suffer defeat after so many
years on a never-ending conquest of murder against all living creatures. And once
time has been defeated, there will be nothing in stopping me from my quest of
knowledge, there will be nothing that can keep me from exploring every crevice this
universe has to offer.
I will find a way to defeat Time, and after that, I will finally be… Immortal.
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CHAPTER ONE:
By Deja Rivera

“I SEE YOU”
HI! My name is Jules’s bloodstone! I’m the twin sister of
Axel Bloodstone, yes, he’s single ladies (I really don’t know why I said that
ha-ha). let’s continue with the story, you guys probably don’t know what I look
like so I’m going to try my best to describe myself! I’m 5’6 with short pink hair.
ha-ha I dyed it ofc. My natural hair color is black just like my brother’s. I
decided to dye my hair, so I don’t look like my brother, but we still have the
same face if we like it or not ha-ha... he looks Scarier than me! OK OK I’m
getting off track so, where were we? Oh yeah, I’m describing myself! I have a
birthmark under my right eye just like my mother, that’s how people can tell
us apart just by a little birthmark and plus I’m a girl ha-ha... anyways I must
get ready for school so let’s get to that!

*MONDAY 6:30 AM*

When I opened my eyes, I could see my cat lying on my belly. I
couldn’t move, I felt like I was paralyzed in my legs. I pushed Spooky (my cat)
off my belly as I got up to use the bathroom, that's when I saw a very ugly tall
guy. He looked at me with a scary glare and jumped on my bed which made
me scream at the top of my lungs. My mom runs in with a bat and hits him
five times.
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He grabs my mom's bat and breaks it as he looks at both of us.
“WHAT ARE YOU GUYS DOING?!!! IT'S ME AXEL!” he yelled while feeling
his back out of pain.
I couldn’t hold in my laugh anymore, so I decided to let out a big
chuckle while looking at my brother whining about his back. After all that it
was time for school, me and Axel rushed to get ready as the bus arrived in
front of our house.
“COME ON KIDS THE BUS IS HERE!!” Our mom yelled while adding
the last touches on our lunch.
I wasn't ready for a whole new school; I have recently moved from
Australia where my dad lived. Axel looked at me and smiled while picking me
up so we could get on the bus, “Wait, don’t forget our lunch dummy!” I yelled
as I reached for the lunch from my mom “here you go Jules.” My mom said
while handing me our lunch.
Then there was this short guy named Ian smith, he was so cute but
like why is a middle schooler on the bus ha-ha. “Hey um middle schooler i
think you're on the wrong bus.'' I laughed while looking at him getting all mad.
Ian walked a little bit closer to me just to kick me in the knee like ouch!
“I’M NOT A MIDDLE SCHOOLER! I'M ONLY LIKE 5’4'' he yelled while
crossing his arms at me.
I just stood there looking like I was the dumbest person on the bus but
then there was a very tall guy standing right behind me. “Hey, move it
shortie!” he said while looking down at me with a big smirk on his face.
“hey, I’m not that short you know!” I yelled while rolling my eyes as I
sat down by a quiet cute girl. wow she’s so cute!! I think I’m fangirling over
her, look at her cute face... her orange hair with her freckles!! ahh she’s so
dreamy.
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“hey hey stop drooling! get out of my seat shortie” he said while
looking down at me with a scary grin.
I wasn’t even scared of him, like who does he think he is? he’s bossing
me around like I’m some lost puppy? “um it doesn’t have your name on so go
away and I’m not drooling! My name is Jules!” I said, trying not to get mad at
him. I think his name is jerk face or something ha-ha, he looks nice but who
knows.
“Ha-ha I don’t care, but the name is Jasper springs.” he said with a big
smile as he slowly blushes a little bit.
HE BLUSHED?!!! I’m going crazy!!! This is a new school, so I have got
myself together!! Meanwhile, after jasper finally decided to sit his ass down!
The bus started to drive to our school which is Hella big!! Wow, that’s crazy...
a lot of people... scary. The bus driver was sweet, he told us to have a good
day and be safe! as he should. Jasper Springs pushed me out of the way
when I was getting up, I turned around so fast and punched him in the arm as
he groaned while rubbing his arm in pain.
“ouch that hurt your dork!” he yelled, following me off the bus and it
turns out we both have the same first period!! Like what?? I hate him so
much, like why is he in my class??:(
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Untitled
by Dereck Cearfoss
“Who said anything about having to summon me?” Asked a fuzzy radio voice
from behind me. I turned around frightened by this at first, only to realize this was
Alastor, the radio demon, standing in the opened closet door.
“How’d you know that’s what we were going to do?”
“I have ears everywhere my dear child.” he nodded towards the radio on my
dresser. “
“But anyway, why the grim reaper made me the one able to make the
exceptions to his curse i have no idea.”
“So are you not going to?”
“I will, at a price.”
“Here we go, what is it?”
“A potion of truth, and an ethereal shotgun.”
“What do I say?” I whispered to Sarah.
“Let me speak” then in a normal voice, “Sir, we will see what we can do with
that, but In this kingdom it is illegal to be a magic user and have ethereal weaponry.”
“That is fair enough. But you have dealings with a grim reaper. Do you not? It
would be within your system of laws for an ethereal creature to have such a
weapon.”

I was shocked by his quick thinking. It is true that we could ask her to give
Alastor the ethereal shotgun. But of course, what would we do about the truth
potion? It isn’t necessarily illegal in this kingdom to make one, but a lot of the
ingredients normally needed to make it are illegal to use.
“O.K, you're right. So we get you those things, and we can leave the isles?”
“Is it a deal then?”
Alastor held out his hand. Then I quickly shook it. a black thing wrapped both
our hands. And then just as it had formed, it was gone. This means I am bound to
the deal.
“Now, If you’ll excuse me, I have places to be and deals to make.”
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I am the Headpin
by Maripaz Gutierrez
I am praised, I am hated, I stand upright. I get knocked down, get put up. I get
missed, they cry. I intimidate, I am scary to them, I am hopeful. I am targeted. I see it
coming, I see the lack of strength, the wrong posture, the gutter saves me at times. I
have leftover oil on me, I don't complain because the touch of it enlightens them. I
cause joy or frustration. I am the reason for victory and the reason for improvement.
My value rises as it gets serious, otherwise, I am used to practicing for perfection.
They feel empathy towards me, they know it’s not theirs nor my fault I’m not down,
next time will do it.

Untitled
by Eric Andryc
For the past 30 years as a bartender, every day, there were the same 3 men
who show up every Saturday evening. Listening to the conversations of all the
regulars is part of the fun here, but something about these men interest me the
most. They always discuss something so mundane yet intellectual that it leaves me
dumbfounded. Last week the Swedish one asked about how a thermal container
knows whether to keep its contents cold or hot, as its keeps soup warm but cold
water cold. One time the shorter one asked whether the sun or moon were more
useful. "The sun is brighter, of course. But the moon provides light when it is dark,
while the sun provides light when it is already daytime." Soon I should start filling
out a journal of all the quirky remarks these fellas have given over the years. I think
many people would find a collection of these quite amusing.
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The Dragon Daughter
Book 1 of: The Mythologies
By: Luna Blackburn
Prologue
King Hurricane had never worried about his kingdom after his death; in fact,
he’d never worried at all! He had the most territory and the biggest military in Arrial,
so why were the whispers of fear brushing his mind? Unfortunately, (yet so ironic
after the past sentences) King Hurricane III, the renowned leader of the Storm Ley,
was dying from an extremely common, deadly (especially for dragons of his age)
disease. The renowned king was currently bed-ridden with his darling wife, Queen
Monsoon, faithfully at his bedside wearing her, as Hurricane put it, “suicide robes.”
Royal Tradition stated that upon a king’s death, and if his mate was still alive, king
and mate were to be buried together. It was a stupid tradition, queens dying with
their king/husband. King Hurricane had tried to terminate this ABSURD tradition, but
the Stormcloud Council had, infuriatingly calm, replied, “Your Highness, any custom,
tradition, or law created by the 1st of the Storm Ley is, and forever be, irreversible
by law and custom. Sorry.” Goat farts, that’s what that darned council was made of,
GOAT FARTS!!!
“M ’lord,” Queen Monsoon suddenly said, breaking Hurricane’s flight of
thought. “Who is going to take your throne after your…demise?” She kindly
refrained from saying “death,” which was presently looming over King Hurricane at
this particular moment.
Bringing his thoughts back to his Queen’s question, he replied, instead, “Do
you think I should be buried with emeralds or topazes?”
“Hurricane, this is not the time for one of your-”
“Although I really crave topazes, the emerald always seemed to give a nice
sheen.”
“Sweetie-”
“-but you have to give a claw to the topaz for-”
“HURRICANE!!!”
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“Yes?”
“You’re avoiding my question.”
Uh oh, King Hurricane thought. We’ve just entered the furious volcano zone!
Instead of voicing his fear, Hurricane nonchalantly asked, “Um, what was your
question?”
“I was asking if you knew who would take your throne after you.” Queen
Monsoon grimly replied.
Yep, definitely furious volcano. “I don’t know,” Hurricane, honestly replied.
His 3 sons: Bolt, Tornado, and Lightning, were, how do you say it, an interesting
bunch… Bolt was brash, impulsive, and easily angered, but his combat skills were
renowned throughout Arrial. Tornado, on the other side of the diamond, was
incredibly smart, handsome, vain, and by that goat-farting council he knew it!
Lightning, was, admittedly, the smartest of the trio. His IQ was in the top 3 of Arrial!
None of them could rule though. Bolt would rain his fury on the Ley, while at the
same time he would make his Ley follow him in fear of his terrible wrath. Tornado
would be a strong leader, but because of the evil that had poisoned him all those
years ago, he would never be a true leader. Lightning? Lightning would have his
snout in a scroll and be completely oblivious to his Ley.
“What about Shocker?” Queen Monsoon suddenly inquired. “I know that it is
unconventional, but she has a good snout on her claws. She has also been
eavesdropping on nearly every occurrence in the throne room, while taking notes on
everything you did or said. So she’s very prepared.”
Hurricane actually wanted Shocker to inherit the throne, but… “...You know
that the goat-fart-tin-ng Coo-unci-l…ap-p-rove…” King Hurricane was trying to say
but something started to slow in his chest. His heart.
“HURRICANE!!!”
Healers poured into the room at Monsoon’s cry; but they were blurring
together, and- wait, why was the room starting to move? All of a sudden he realized,
terribly, that he was dying, faster now, and he hadn’t chosen his heir! “My… -oice,
ack!- is… not… prophecy.”
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The healers and Queen Monsoon fell silent, but they were still moving their
mouths. The room stopped spinning, but he could not see. King Hurricane the III, the
Greatest Leader of the Storm Ley, adored by his dragons, had died. But his message,
the last one he ever gave, was thriving, and that message was key to everything.

~<*>~

As his Father and Mother’s ashes were swept away with the mountain wind,
Prince Tornado II was plotting how he would kill his brothers. Head Council Dragon
Thunder Hawk was giving a terribly long, extremely monotone speech on, “how
great was the King,” and, “what a terrible loss it was to lose him.”
Thunder Chicken (Thunder’s nickname for this particular Council Dragon)
didn’t even mention the queen! Thunder Chicken should be struck by the heavenly
lightning as well!!! Why wasn’t he talking about HIS accomplishments? HIS victories?
HIS ownership to the throne?
Prince Tornado was thinking until Thunder
Hawk suddenly got interesting. “...and because the late King Hurricane III didn’t
choose an heir, the Council has decided to decide the next Kin-”
“That’s a pile of eagle turd!” someone in the surprisingly vast crowd cried
out. Horns turned to the voice in curiosity, but Tornado knew who had called out
without moving his head.
“You pig-snouted, stone-brained, goat-farting council
dorks get to decide who’s king?!?” Prince Bolt I shouted at the TOP of his lungs. “If
your dorky, dumb, boring council wants to slooooooowllly ‘talk it out,’ be my
guest!!! But I’m going to decide my own fate of the throne on the battlefield!!! Right
here. Right NOW!!!!”
Perhaps, Tornado thought. Perhaps I won't have to hire that assassin after
all…
To be Continued...
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Bowling
by Zareenah Umboh

As an underclassmen I would’ve never thought about joining the bowling team
But with the company of friends
Senior year became my bowling year.
As the bowling ball releases from my fingers, turning and rolling,
A sudden burst of excitement
When 10 pins all fall down.
But it’s not always like that
The pure disappointment plunges when the ball swerves and takes an unexpected turn
Into the gutter.
But the gutter ball is not my only ball, and the
Support from bowling mates makeup
For the tragic loss.
By the end, we’re down 109.
109 points could’ve been scored to defeat the opponents.
But instead they are here in this poem.

21

The Same Routine
By Mia Granados
(This is a chapter of a full story called The Broken and the Taken)

When I finally got back home it was dark outside. I had to work today
because one of my co-workers had called out. My legs were heavy beneath
me, but the thought of competing in the games and ultimately changing all
that kept me going. The letter said to report to the west dock in two months to
pick us up and bring us to the island, but that the testing would begin the day
after we arrive. Needless to say, I was nervous.This was my only chance.
“Amelia, are you home?” My mother called out. She peered from her
room, her brown eyes filled with worry. “Amelia, you’re home! Your papa and
I have been wondering where you’ve been.”
“No Mama, it’s Jade. Amelia won’t be coming home, recuerda?” I told
her as she embraced me in a hug. Lately, my mother’s been hallucinating
more and more ever since I had to cut down on her pills because they got too
expensive. Some mornings, she’d wake up screaming and crying about a
war. Others, she’ll be perfectly fine.
“Non-sense, you’re way too big to be Jade. Jade’s only 12. Stop trying
to trick me, Amelia Estrada. ¿Ahora dónde has estado?” She scolded me.
Now, she put her hands on my shoulders and stared at me dead in the eye. I
looked at her; her black hair with gray streaks, her flower print shirt, her
ragged jeans, and her bare feet on the carpet. In just a couple months we
could be living the sweet life and she wouldn’t have her hallucinations
anymore. She’d be the mom I remembered when I was little.
“I’ve been working Mama, I think it’s time for you to go to bed,” I said
while pushing her to her room. As I did, I noticed the kitchen.
“Mama, what happened to the kitchen?! It’s a mess,” I asked her.
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“There were little evil people in there, don’t worry I took care of it,” She
replied.
I sighed and laid her to rest. I went back to the kitchen. All the cabinets
and drawers were open wide. Leftover spaghetti that I was saving for
tomorrow was spilled all over the floor and there were cut marks on the
counters. What few dishes we had laid spewed and cracked. I sighed again
and started cleaning up. I hear a soft meow from outside. I got up and opened
the door to which there sat a stray, black cat. The cat’s name was Clyde, at
least that was what I had named him. I had grown quite fond of him and he
seemed to like me too. The cat strutted in like he owned the place, making
himself comfortable on the carpet.
“I’ve got to win Clyde, no matter the risk,” I said to him, “I just have to.”

To be continued
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Untitled
by Boberette Ratintine
Flickering candlelight filled the Versailles ballroom. Francine Rousseau stood
to the side within an alcove, her face cast in shadow. Absent-mindedly she tugged at
a lock of hair, fashionably styled into a high tower of gray and blonde. The tap-taptap of shoes on the floor echoed through the chamber as couple after couple danced
through the center of the room, mirroring each other's movements but never touching,
shielded by chairs in which ladies and lords lounged. Francine, however, was not
joining in the dancing, and was currently trying to remain unnoticed in the shadows
in the hopes that no man would take a fancy to her.
How pungent and sour, these men, so rich and vile. They thirsted after her like
flies to a pig carcass, and she shunned them. She despised them. Never had she
fancied a man, nor had any desire other than to retire to a cottage in the countryside
with a handful of servants, and die with the knowledge that no widower of hers would
go after some younger woman when she was in the ground.
Francine darted from the shadows, lilac dress bobbing behind her, and
snatched a thick slice of cake from a servant’s silver platter before darting back to her
corner. Seizing it firmly, she thrust it into her mouth and began to daintily nibble on
the thing. Her stomach tumbled, and nausea hit her in waves. Petite shoes tip-tapping
behind her, she darted towards a decorative lemon plant and doubled over. Feeling
the taste of upchuck in her mouth and the gentle splatter of vomit into the lemon
plant, she grimaced and stood back up. To her disbelief, a strapping young man with
bark colored hair was watching her. She flushed with embarrassment while thinking
about how she would face this embarrassment.
A glance at the floor. She stared at it for a few seconds, the lacquered floor
swimming before her like a rippling pool. Then she ran away. From the room she
fled, pushing past disgusted nobility as she ran. Oh, how embarrassing!
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Summer of 1975
by Alice Gilbertson

“Eric, did you get all your bags!?” Jayden yelled from the front door.
Carla sat in the passenger seat of Jayden's car, impatiently waiting for her
friends. The three of them had planned to go on a camping trip up at Mirror
Lake, but all the cabins had been rented out. So they got stuck at a cheaper
place called Post Lake in Winthrup. It was an old run down camping site that
not many people went to, but it was the only other place that was available
that they could afford. Jayden and Eric finally got in the car with Carla.
“What took you baboons so long?” asked Carla.
“Well, Eric over there forgot where he’d put his bag,” answered
Jayden.
“How?” questioned Carla. Eric just shrugged his shoulders. Jayden
pulled out of the driveway and headed towards Winthrup which took them
about an hour. As they rolled into town, Eric looked out the window.
“It doesn't seem like there are many people here Jayden. It’s usually
packed around here, where do you think everyone is?” inquired Eric.
“Why does it matter to you? I think I like it better when there aren't as
many people here.” proclaimed Jayden, “plus we won't be bothered by
anyone.”
They finally got to the entrance of the camp site. They stopped at the
ranger station to show them their reservation for the cabin. A younger looking
man came out of the small building.
“Hi there campers! I’m Andrew, and I run this here camp site!,” he said
enthusiastically.
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“Uh...hi, we have a reservation here,” stammered Eric as he showed
Andrew the papers with the information on it. Andrew smiled and showed
them where their cabin was on a map and handed them the keys. Eric and
Jayden jumped back into the car. They drove down the small overgrown road
to the cabin. The car jolted to a stop, waking Carla.
“Oh good, we’re here,” yawned Carla. The three of them hopped out of
the car, grabbed their bags, and headed into the cabin. The smell of moss
and decaying wood hit them right when they opened the door.
“God, it reeks in here,” Carla complained.
“Well, suck it up Buttercup because we’re spending the next two nights
here!” said Jayden. They all chose their rooms and started to unpack.
“Hey, you guys wanna go on a hike?” requested Carla.
“I dont know……. there's all kinds of animals out there, and bugs, also” Eric trailed on.
“Oh my God, shut up! We’re totally going on a hike, and Eric will gladly
come with us. Right Eric?” asked Jayden. Eric sighed, and nodded his head
yes. He grabbed a small backpack with water, first aid kit, and snacks. They
followed a narrow trail behind the cabin that led them to a small lake. They
stopped to admire its beauty and headed on their way. After about half an
hour they ended up where they had started.
“So what’s for dinner Eric? You gonna make us a feast fit for a king?”
joked Jayden.
“Haha, you’re so funny. But no, I'm making a salad and turkey
sandwiches,” answered Eric. They all sat down and started to eat.
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“That was really good, thanks,” Carla said kindly. Jayden nodded in
agreement, stood up, and walked outside.
“Where’s he going?” questioned Eric.
“I don't know,” replied Carla. The two of them stood up and went
outside to see what Jayden was doing. When they got outside he had started
a small fire.
“Oh cool!” said Eric joyfully, “did you bring marshmallows?” he asked.
“Did you bring marshmallows?” Jayden mimicked, “yes, I brought
marshmallows, why wouldn’t I?” Jayden said while holding up a bag of them.
Eric frowned and snached the bag out of his hands.
“Heyyyyyy,” whined Jayden.
“Can you guys stop acting like five year olds for 10 seconds?” Carla
angrily sputtered. Jayden started to count to ten, but stopped when he saw
how angry Carla was. They found some sticks and roasted the
marshmallows.
“Dudes, we should go to that lake and swim!” suggested Jayden, “it’s
starting to get dark out and it would be really cool!”
Eric looked kind of worried, but knew Jayden would make him go even
if he said he didn't want to. Carla said sure and so did Eric, so they all went
and got ready to go to the lake. When they got there, there was barely any
light, but it didn’t stop Carla from jumping in right away off a small dock.
“I don’t know about this Jayden,” Eric said uneasily looking into the
dark water.
“You’ll be fine,” Jayden said with a smirk. He picked up Eric, threw him
into the water, and jumped in right after.
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“We should play Marco Polo,” said Eric.
“Oh my God! Your first good idea!” Jayden said sarcastically. Carla
started off as the caller, but something felt off after a while. Carla thought she
heard another person in the distance saying Polo and then laugh afterwards.
“Did you guys hear that?” she asked slightly frightened.
“Ya,” agreed Eric.
“What are you guys talking about?” Jayden laughed nervously.
“We should go back you guys,” Eric said.
“Fine,” grumbled Jayden. They grabbed their towels and started to
head back to the trail. Carla took one last glimpse of the eerie lake and
noticed a shadowy figure on the opposite end. She pointed it out to Jayden
and Eric who had no clue who it was or what it was. Eric started to walk
faster, the other two following him in his frantic pace. When they got there,
the cabin door swung back and forth in the cool wind.
“I don't like this you guys,” whispered Eric.
“Me either,” Jayden and Carla said in unison. The three of them
jumped as the door slammed shut. Jayden nervously and quietly walked up to
the door, and ever so slightly opened it when….. *SWOOSH!* an owl blew
past him.
“God that scared me,” Jayden gasped.
“I think we should leave,” said Carla. They all agreed and grabbed their
stuff and headed to the car.
“Dammit!” shouted Jayden.
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“What’s wrong?” asked Eric.
“My keys were in my pocket when we went down to the lake and now
they’re not there,” he answered angrily.
“Lets just go up to the rangers station and see if that guy will give us a
ride into town so we’re not alone out here,” Carla replied. They agreed on it,
grabbed their flashlights, and walked up the road. When they came closer to
the station, there was a rotting smell coming from within it. Eric gagged at the
smell as it got stronger. Carla opened the door and shined her flashlight into
the room to discover a decomposing corpse laying on the floor. She covered
her mouth in horror. Jayden pushed her to the side to see what was wrong.
He grabbed Carla’s arm to move her away from the horrific scene.
“W-w-what is it you guys?” stuttered Eric.
“It’s nothing, just don't go in there, I’m gonna go look for his keys to
see if we can get his truck running.” Jayden said calmly. He came back out of
the station. Carla asked if he’d found anything, but he shook his head no.
“How long do you think he’s been there?” questioned Carla.
“A long time. We just saw that same guy this morning, but bodies don't
decompose that fast,” answered Jayden, “but whatever you heard and
whatever we saw down at the lake has to be doing this.” As they got to the
road, they heard something behind them. This startled them, so they started
to run. Eric started to slow down and so did Carla. They stopped to catch their
breaths, but as they did a car rolled up behind them. A man in his late 40’s
rolled down his window to see what they were doing.
“You kids lost or something?” he asked.
“No sir,” Carla said in a calm voice.
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“You need a ride into town? There’s enough room in the back of the
car,” said the man. The three of them glanced at one another. They knew it
couldn’t have been the thing that had killed the ranger, they’d just ran away
from it.
“Sure,” replied Eric. They jumped into the back of the car, buckled up,
and the man started to drive.
“Names Charlie, what about you kiddos?”
“My names Jayden, that’s Eric, and Carla.”
“Well nice to meet you guys,” said Charlie, “if I may ask, what are you
all doin’ out in the woods this late at night?”
“Oh we had hear-” Jayden stopped quickly as he spotted a knife laying
in the passenger's seat next to the man. Not even a small knife at that!
Jayden pointed at Eric and said, “Um, my friend here started to get a
fever so we thought we’d just head home tonight but my car broke down.”
“But that isn-” Jayden kicked Eric so he’d stop talking and moved his
head pointing towards the knife.
“Hah, yeah I get sick really easily and forgot my meds at home,” said
Eric. Charlie chuckled and said he’d been there before. They nervously
laughed with him, but as they got close to town he turned down a dirt road.
“Um...town is that way sir…” said Carla. Charlie didn’t say a word.
They got panicked as he came to a stop in front of an old broken down shed.
He locked the doors of the car and grabbed the knife. He got out of the car,
locked his door, exited and headed into the shed.
“What the hell are we going to do!?” Carla said frantically.
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“Do you guys have anything sharp or metal in your pockets?” asked
Eric.
“Yeah,” said Carla, handing him her house key.
“Here,” Eric handed the key to Jayden, “if you start hitting the key into
the corner of this window and work your way to the center it should eventually
shatter.” Jayden started to do this and about a quarter of the way to the
center it finally shattered. They carefully crawled out of the car window, and
just as Eric started to exit, the shed door swung open.
“Where the hell are you little brats going!” yelled Charlie. They tried
helping Eric out. He sliced his leg open on the glass, but didnt say anything,
not wanting to send Jayden and Carla into anymore panic. Charlie began to
run towards them. Jayden and Carla started sprinting.
“Hah, I think we’’ll be able to lose him if we turn right up there you
guys,” Jayden said enthusiastically. Carla agreed, “What do you think Eric?”
There was no response. They stopped and turned around and did not see
Eric right there, but saw him in Charlie's grasp. Charlie smiled, revealing
sharp fang-like teeth, brought up the knife, and stabbed Eric in the chest.
Charlie dragged Eric into the shed and slammed the door. Tears came to
Carla's eyes. She wanted to run back, get Eric, and take him back with them,
and just to have everything be alright, but Jayden grabbed her as she started
to run towards the shed.
“We can’t just leave him!” screamed Carla.
“If we go back, that's gonna be us,” Jayden said sternly. Carla shook
her head not wanting to listen to him. As she wiped away the tears, she came
to reason, and followed Jayden. When they hit town they went straight to the
police station. They opened the station door quickly and ran to the front desk.
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Trying to catch his breath, Jayden just barely sputtered out, “Are you a
police officer?” The man nodded his head yes, “Our friend, he was killed, and
we need help!”
The man rolled his eyes and said, “Haven't heard this one before.”
Jayden and Carla looked confused.
“We’re not lying sir! Our friend was just killed,” Carla stuttered.
The officer sighed, “How about you two kids,” he hissed, “wait over
there.” He pointed to four ratty chairs. Carla looked at Jayden hoping he’d
have an answer, but he did not. They solemnly walked over to the chairs and
sat down.
“Do you think he’s ok?” Carla asked worrisomely. Jayden just stared at
the floor. His face was expressionless.
“We can just hope that he's still alive and near that shed whenever
they send someone down there.” Jayden knew deep down that he would be
there, but that they'd find him lifeless, just laying on the cold, dirt ground.
Carla woke up to someone shaking her arm. She thought it was her
mom waking her for breakfast. She quickly realized she was not in her warm,
cozy bed, and that she wasn’t at home. But she was at the police station, still
sitting in the ratty, old chair. Jayden stood above her, still shaking her arm.
“Hey, get up, we gotta go. They want us to come with them to show
them where it happened,” he spoke softly. All the memories of what had
occurred the night before flooded into her head all at once.
“Oh, alright,” she answered. She stood up from the chair and followed
Jayden to the police car. As they grew closer to the dirt road, Jayden got an
uneasy feeling, and he saw that Carla felt the same way.
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“So this is where it happened, huh?” questioned the officer. Carla and
Jayden looked up to see an empty lot.
“No, no, this isn't right!” Jayden said angrily, “There was a shed here,
and t-t-that “Thing” took Eric in there after it killed him.”
“Uh-huh,” the officer sarcastically agreed.
“I’m not lying!” Jayden shouted. He looked over at Carla who stood
next to the car. She shook her head no, implying that he wouldn’t be able to
persuade the officer. Jayden lowered his head in defeat.
“Alright, both of you get back in the car. I’ll take you back to the station
so you can call your parents or whatever.” Carla listened to the officer and got
back into the car. Jayden started to walk towards the vehicle when he saw
something just barely sticking out of the ground. He knelt down and picked up
a small ID card that read, “Eric D. Lewis…..”

Epilogue:
45 years later:

“Alright sweetie, make sure you've got your siblings’ bags for our
weekend at Post Lake!” a man in his early forties said enthusiastically. The
teen-aged girl rolled her eyes at her father and nodded her head yes.
“Then lets goooo,” he said happily. An older man stood at the corner of
the street and overheard what he’d said. He glanced over at the young girl.
She looked similar to Eric, he thought, and knew she’d have a similar fate to
him.
But, as the car rolled away, and the old man walked off, a dark figure
stepped out from the shadow of the house. It smiled a sharp, toothy grin as
the car turned the corner
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Bōchord Library
by C. G. R. Richarde
Deep in Washington State in a small town in Poulsbo, WA, there is an old
library on the outside of the town named Bōchord (meaning book hord in old
english). The name always seemed to give the library an old dark fairytale feel from
Norway. And the librarians seemed to have a mystical almost fantastical feel to
them, like they weren't quite human. The windows, well the ones on the domed
roofs and much larger ones, were like glass windows in Cathedrals of mythical hero,
monsters, deities from different cultures and creatures might not be real, making it
look like an oasis with vine flowers growing on the outside of the library thick and
green and in bloom. Bringing a certain allure to it, as if a spell was casted on them.
The sun began to rise in the town of Bremerton, WA. The golden light
seeping through the snow white blinds of a well kept cottage themed room, with a
queen's bed in the center. And within the bundle of weighted blankets, hand-made
quilts and woolen blankets, was a girl around the age of 13 or 14 with a petite form,
like a fairy or pixie. Her hair was golden brown like freshly baked bread, with a
texture as soft as silk with thick puffy coils that were like cotton candy made of raw
sugar. Her facial features were soft and full like an African goddess, and skin as dark
as pure cocoa. The golden light would creep further to her bed causing her to bury
herself further into blankets, only to be awoken by the bell ring of her circular alarm.
Her elegant fingers would tap it off, and her upturned ruby brown eyes
would flutter open. She’d rub and stretch the sleep away as she grogley moved the
sheets away and went to the bathroom to clean herself up. Afterwards she’d change
into a pair of faded jean shorts, black ballerina flats, and a graphic tee with Oswald
Rabbit on it. The girl stared into her full length mirror with a sullen look on her face,
and then at the large duffel bag and backpack on the ground next to it. The girl
sighed heavily and hoisted them both up with a loud grunt, and walked out of her
room and down the stair were a very large suitcase sat at the door. She placed the
duffel bag and the backpack next to it. And headed into the kitchen, where the smell
of eggs, toast, sausage, and coffee were. She sat quietly between Aleck and Dawn.
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aleck being her older brother and Dawn being the younger, leaving the girl square in
the middle and invisible somewhat.
“Adreanna Maël,” her step-mother scolded, “please don’t slouch at the table
when you’re eating.”
Adreanna Maël sat up, holding in a sigh and eating her breakfast silently. She
would glance up simultaneously to see a cocky grin on her older brother’s face. She
could have scolded him or even glared at him, but she didn’t have the energy for
that and so quickly ate her breakfast as her family talked about what they were
going to do this summer. Mostly going to the beach, attending BBQs and parties,
hang-out with friends, and anything else that wouldn’t involve her. Why else else
would they be sending her off to Poulsbo to spend the entire summer with her
aunts, grandmothers, great aunt, and great grandmother. And it’s not like she has a
say in any of this, so she got-up and placed her plate into the sink, dashing up to the
door of her room, locking it tightly. She did this so that her step-mother couldn’t do
anything to it while she was gone, and Adreanna Maël would reinforce the windows
to make sure her step-mother wouldn’t get Dawn to open the door for her. Since
the room and everything in it were the last physical memories of her late mother
Angélique Shary and she wanted them to not touch or change it. And she was
desperate to keep them all.
“I can’t wait to hang out with Angie and Tod!” Dawn exclaims, practically
jumping up and down in her seat.
“Yeah, some here!” Aleck responded by looking Adreanna Maël in the eyes.
She would bite the inside of her cheek walking past her family, holding back
her tongue so she wouldn’t say something she would regret. So, she would just put
her luggage into the family van, her imagination going to all the activities they
would, no, will be doing with her. The only good thing about this is that she’ll be
able to read in peace and be left alone with mythical creatures and flawed heroes
fighting against tragic villains. Or endologing one’s self with the origin of different
sciences and civilizations. She would just be drenched in knowledge. So, she would
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go into the van, sitting at the back passenger-side window and took out a book titled
“A Beautiful Poison” and continue reading from where she left off.
“Ugh!” her step-mother groaned, “can you just put down the books for once
in your life?”
“Hm.” was all Adreanna Maël responded, flipping to the next page of her
book.
Her step-mother would scoff, “No wonder you have no friends.”
‘And no wonder you have no brain cells.’ Adreanna Maël thought, turning to
the next page.
“I mean at least Aleck goes to parties and talks to people,” she jested,
drinking slightly above the speed limit, “and Dawn actually likes benign around
people, but then there’s you, who just sits and reads and does homework and then
goes back to reading, not socializing with anyone your age. Then again, who would
want to be friends with a person who likes odd topics like poisons and stuff like that,
and who enjoys willingly reading science novels written by old people and articles
written down by people who have no life outside of work. And who actually likes
learning about plants and fungu-”
“The same reason I’ll survive the wilderness and the apocalypse, while you,
Dawn, and Aleck will be wondering how to get clean water and safe foods to eat.”
Adreanna Maël responded coldly, reading the paragraph about the body just found
in a well kept room.
“Excuse me!” her step-mother shrieked, sounding like a yelping dog.
“In fact Emily,” Adreanna Maël began still reading her book, “I’ve learned
from reading to splint a broken leg, clean a wound, hunt and kill and skin a deer, and
eat fungus that won’t kill me if I eat it. What have you learned from the celebrity
magazines you read? How is that any different from what I read? I don’t judge you
for that, and yet you think you have the right to judge me because of my interest?
Or because I like to be in a quiet place to read and be left with my thoughts instead
of interacting with people.”
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Emily her teeth and seethed, “This attitude is why no one likes you and why
you have no friends.”
“Good!” Adreanna Maël shot back, “I’d rather be antisocial, introverted, and
alone, than be surrounded by people like you and Aleck who belittled and
demeaned me for my hobbies and interest.”
A tense silence filled the car ride. Adreanna Maël sighed silently, internalizing
the mistrust between the trio that had been boiling over the past few chapters and
pages, with a killer still on the loose. The words dancing like twisted ballerinas in her
mind, the thoughts of how this poison was made, caused possabilities upon
possabilities to occur in her mind. Since it was being used during the influenza
outbreak. Maybe it was a“We’re here.” Emily grumbled, killing the van’s engine.
Adreanna Maël placed a bookmark in her book and closed it. Then
proceeded to get out of the van and ran up to the house, it was an old victorian style
home, made of black sea stones instead of bricks. There was a lush colorful garden
that surrounded the home, with a large adult golden pink weeping willow or was it a
wisteria tree Adreanna Maël could barely tell sometimes. And the bottom outside
parts of the house were covered in moss and vines. Adreanna Maël ran up the steps
and knocked on the sweet cherry wood doors and excitedly waited for someone to
open the door.
“I’m coming.” a sweet voice said on the other side.
The door hatch unlocked, and woman that was the spitting image of her
mother, same hair, that was color of baked bread, same ruby brown eyes except
one eyes was ocean blue, same skin, same frame, same everything. Except for the
white that went down both braids evenly and a scar ran down her right cheek and
she wore an elegant Edwardian style dress.
“Grand-meré!” Adreanna Maël exclaimed, wrapping her arms around her
grandmother’s waist.
“Mon chéri!” she responded, hugging back tightly.
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Her grand-meré looked up and stared directly at Emily, a hard look in her
eyes. This caused Emily to flinch a little and tightened her grip on the steering wheel.
It was like the look in her eyes said she knew Emily’s dirtiest deed and cruelest sins.
“Les garḉons,” grand-meré shouted back into the house, “veuillez récupérer
les affaires d’Adreanna Maël dans le véhicule d’Emily!”
Out came four of Adreanna Maël’s cousins, to go get her stuff out of Emily’s
van. Which in turn made Emily shot looks at them, and then back at Adreanna
Maël’s grand-meré pat her on the back, signifying to her to go inside. And when she
did Emily got out of her van and walked over to grand-meré and all Adreanna Maël
heard from Emily was “Listen Céline” as Adreanna Maël went to see her Family, her
true Family where she was valued and not demeaned for what she liked and for
what she enjoyed. Their smiles welcoming. Their hugs not forced. Their love
genuine. Their warmth true. And the protection they gave was priceless.
“Bōchord Library?” Adreanna Maël responded curiously.
“It’s been around for awhile,” Jean explained, “it’s old and full of history and
has the right vibe for the type of person you are. And the librarians would enjoy
seeing a new face this summer.”
“Is there anything else interesting about the library,” she asked, opening the
book “The Secrets of Metals” having finished “A Beautiful Poison”.
Jean grinned cheekily, “Just wait till tomorrow morning, trust me you’ll like
it.”
Adreanna Maël let out an annoyed sigh, “Fine then, keep your secrets.”
Jean laughed light-heartedly and patted her on the head, “Go to bed, Luné.”
She sighed as Jean clicked the light off, and she wrapped herself in layers of
blankets. Finally able to relax and sleep. Colorless dreams filling her mind and sweet
scents cinnamon and butter. There were hints of red and… Red? Red? Red? Red
hardly appears in her dreams. Especially such a rich vibrant red, that seemed to
spread like veins in a body. And it breathed hot air like steam from a geyser. A low
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guttural growl filled the corners of her mind and shook her very core. A cluster of
whispers fighting against yelling voices fighting for dominance followed it. They
were powerful and overbearing and overwhelming filling the spaces of her mind,
until only a few words could be heard.
“Dark… Moon… Dark… Moon… ” the voices said, a mixture of Emily and
Aleck’s voices just lower, “Dark moon… come… Come to us… come home to us… ”
It sent a chill down her spine as the words repeated over and over again,
getting louder and louder, like a demanding tyrant. The voices becoming deafening
louder, that it hurt her eardrums, as if they were about to pop or bleed. As if a
swarm of hornets the millions were surrounding her, overwhelming her, drawing
her in the sounds like an endless ocean. And then there was silence, there wasn’t
even the sound of the blood rushing in her ears or loud ringing that would come
from the sounds that were just there a moment ago. But the deafening silence was
so abrute, as if those sound were never there to begin with. Not even the sound of
her breathing was audible or the beating of her heart was unheard. It was just
silence. Cold pure silence.
“Luné… ” a soft calm voice came what was almost like a quiet whisper,
“come to me… ” it said, the voice was like a man and woman, young and old, calm
and excited, sweet and strict at the same time. “Come to me..” it repeated, “for you
are not safe here… ” it added, “they want something from you… ” it warned,
“something your mother gave you… and something your father is protecting… ”
The words were like wind, surrounding her and repeating over and over
again. As it became more and more faint, as the sounds of her alarms became
louder and louder, as the sun’s light beated against her closed eyes. The details of
the odd dream became less and less prominent in her mind, but the feelings would
remain. Adreanna Maël awoken, confused and with a throbbing headache that felt
more like a migraine. She sat up with a groan, while massaging her temples, the
reminaits of the dream now gone completing and the only thing left were the
feelings remaining. And no matter how hard she tried she couldn’t remember it
completely, only the feelings they left. She sighed, tapped her alarm off and got out
of bed. Then headed to the bathroom and took a hot shower.
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It felt so soothing like a warm hug, until it became cold and she was forced to
get out and dry off. But when she looked in the mirror, she was shocked by her
reflection. Everything seemed normal, except her hair was light golden brown and
her eyes seemed more red. Adreanna Maël shook her head slightly, rubbing her
eyes and opening them to see her reflection again. It was normal. Confusion etched
onto her features, causing her to run her fingers through her puffy coils, before
drying off and putting on some blue jean shorts, hiking boots with thick hiking socks,
and the same Oswald the Rabbit t-shirt she wore yesterday. Her mind still reeling at
the sight of her own reflection as she went down the stairs of her Family’s home.
Even the smell of breakfast didn’t snap her out of ehr stupor. And so her body sat
down with a soft thud. She didn’t know what they were talking about, but she did
understand one thing, and that was her grand-meré saying “wicked woman” over
and over again. Which she could deduct that they were talking about her stepmother Emily. And even though she would enjoy venting to them about Emily and
Aleck. But she wasn’t in the mood to do so.
Maybe going to the library Jean told her about would get her mind off the
startling image of her reflection and the gnawing feelings from the forgotten dreams
of last night. So, she grabbed one of her grand-meré old leather messenger bags and
slung it over her shoulders, having it lay across her chest. Seeing this, Jean got up
from his seat and walked out of the house with her. They walked in silence, passing
houses and shops with very few people in them. The sun’s golden light flooded the
streets and caused the glass to glare a little bit. And the streets were quiet with only
a few cars outside, and the concrete sidewalk became gravel with a path leading to a
building that looked like a magnificent medieval gothic castle with the buildings that
were like strongholds and a large archway with the words “Bōchord Library” being
carved into the black stone. Adreanna Maël was in awe of the building and walking
in she looked around, standing there were strong old Black cottonwood trees that
toward like ancient guardians. The foliage was impressive with greenery that were
thought extinct or dangerous from different parts of the word, some Adreanna Maël
recognized while others looked unreal. But it was well kept and well manicured,
except for the buildings themselves, with vines blooming different flowers and fruit
and vegetables.
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“Welcome to Bōchord Library.” Jean said, smirking at her, and then opening
the double metal doors. And Adreanna Maël felt she was going to faint from
excitement.
This place was perfect. Absolutely perfect for her. And felt like she could live
there.

Adreanna Maël had gone to one of the far corners of Bōchord Library with
several books surrounding her that ranged from alchemy, chemistry, mathematics,
minerals/gemstones, metals, bugs, arachnides, liquids, ect. She was nose deep into a
book about microscopic organisms and was looking at a book about mythical
creatures and the lore behind them. She concentrated on the pages, absorbing
every word, as time flew by into the PM of the day. And during that time she got
more books about different topics and from different genres to the point she had a
wall of books from different time periods. But it was when the old clocks were at
6:00 sharp that she was carrying a stack of books on astronomy and aeronautics,
when she noticed something that wasn’t there before or it was there and she was
not paying attention to it. So, she placed her stack of books on a nearby table and
went to it. The strange thing about it was that the 6th shelf on the 6th row of books,
and was the 6th book, but it was also the book that caught her eye, well it was the
title “Inventio Fortunata” or “The Discovery of the Fortunate Island”.
‘Odd,’ Adreanna Maël thought, staring at it, ‘this shouldn’t be here… at all. It
can’t be real? Can it? No… there’s no way it can be real.’
She placed her hand on it in disbelief, and pulled it out. Or she tried to, it
seemed to be stuck in place. So she moved her hand a little higher and pulled it from
the top hearing a slight click from the bookshelf. The sound of clock gears turning
caused this part of the bookshelf to move back and reveal a stairway that looked like
it was carved from a volcano and was illuminated by blue torches. A sound that was
like a low whistle came from the corridor and something else… like a call of some
sort that only she could hear or was it more of a feeling that was deep down within
her core, like she was meant to go down there.
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“Luné…” it sang, “Luné… Luné… Luné… Luné…”
It was like whatever this force was, it had taken her by the hand as if she was
in a trance of some sorts. And before she knew it she was in a mysterious room, and
standing before her was the most beautiful leather bound book Adreanna Maël had
ever seen. It was bound from buffalo leather, with carvings of what looked like art
nouveau with tanzanite, red beryl, black opal, alexandrite, and paintie ingraved into
the leather to make the shapes of atoms, protons, and DNA strands with gold
making the linings. The metal clasps were made from polished osmium, making it
shine it’s natural blue-is gray. And the center part of the cover had “Dux” etched in
calligraphy. But the book also looked heavy, around 32 ounces heavy, but Adreanna
Maël picked it up with a huff and walked back-up the stairs and to the table where
her stack of astronomy and aeronautics books were. Then placed it on top of the
stack with a loud thud. Causing the secret opening to close behind her snapping her
out of her trance. She blinked a few times. Then stared at the “Dux” book for 30
minutes, utterly confused as to how she got it. Then remembered the “Invento
Fortunana” book, only to see it wasn’t there but replaced with a generic book of
poetry.
“Just to be sure.” she thought walking up to the book and taking it out with
ease. The book was not “Invento Fortuna” but a generic book of poetry named
“Leaves of Grass”.
Adreanna Maël stared at it for a few seconds, her brows furrowed together
and eyes searching the pages for anything, even looking at the spot where the book
belonged. She felt in that space trying to feel for something… anything. But there
was nothing. So, confused, she put the book back and hoisted the ones she had
picked out, walking back to her spot still trying to understand what just happened to
her. Because what she even experience was even real.
“Was it?” she thought, sitting down slowly “Right?”
She glanced at the “Dux”, running her hand over it, feeling every detail of it.
Definitely real. She then slid it on her lap, then opened it up to the table of context,
she saw six parts and twelve chapters in each part, each chapter was in Latin. So, she
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turned to a random page and began to read, completely ignoring her other books
entirely. Pages upon pages of descriptions of weapons, monsters, countries,
languages, and anything else known to mankind. And flipping back and forth
between the pages from beginning to end, trying to understand the swirling writing
and the classic typed out text, sometimes in coded language or in coded text or big
areas of blank text or with no text at all. Trying to understand the hand drawn
images, diagrams, graphs, ect. She’d grabbed other books to try and understand
what was going on in the “Dux”, even asking for paper and pens to take notes, and
had gotten it from one of the librarians, basically creating a circle of opened books
with the “Dux” in front of her and several pieces of lined and printer paper with
other bits of stationary strewn about and books about specific topics opened. She
would run about the library with a list trying to find books and print out articles that
might help in her understanding the “Dux”.
She spent all her energy pouring over pages, the pages slowly becoming
blurry as her vision weakened as her eyelids became more heavy. Her body began to
sway, as she tried to force herself to stay awake. But despite the countless trips to
get water and to go to the bathroom to splash water on her face and still her body
demanded sleep. Slowly her body swayed from side to side, finally crashing onto the
ground with everything going dark.

Cold. It was cold, freezing to be more specific, with the feeling of puffy
snowflakes falling on Adreanna Maël’s face. She stirred slightly, turning onto her
back and falling further into the snow, causing her to open her eyes wide. The sight
of a cloudy sky, falling snow, and barron trees that created a forest around her and
several inches of snow everywhere. Adreanna Maël sat up quickly dusting snow off
of her body, while looking at her surroundings in disbelief and panic as her body
reacted harshly to the lower temperatures. So, as she stoodup, she crossed her arms
tightly, tucking her hands under her armpits, clenching her arms tightly. She tried to
steady her breathing as she trudged through the 3 to 5 inches of snow.
And it seemed the winds became stronger with every step she took. Like the
forces of nature were fighting against her. With each step felt like she was sinking
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further in into the earth. And every inch of her body was freezing and shaking
causing the steps to feel like she made no progress. It was only made worse when
her legs or the laces of her hiking boots would snag on something covered by the
thick snow, almost falling over. The melted snow would seep into her socks, causing
cold pools to form in the soles of her boots, her toes feeling like they were frozen
into ice cubes. Her fingers and knuckles turned crimson from the air, as her lips
slowly froze together, and she was too afraid to blink thinking they'd freeze close.
The thin fabric of ehr clothing becomin drenched in the snow, making her nerves
scream from the pain. Every joint in her body ached from pain, as she made long
strides that had to be taken to try, fruitlessly, to cover more ground, despite not
knowing where she was going or where she was. All she knew was that she needed
to get out of here.
But her body was slowly giving out with each tremble of her bones and each
compression of her muscles. Her breathing becoming more jagged as her lungs
burned from the crisp air. She needed to catch her breath, and rest for a few
minutes to regain herself. But it felt like Death was watching her, waiting for her to
rest. She shook her head slightly, trying to push those thoughts to the back of her
mind, and as she spotted a rock has trugged over to it and leaned against it feeling
the cold jagged rock against her skin. She then blew hot air into her hands as her
eyes searched the terrain. Twisted trees, standing tall like primordial stretching
towards the sky, sharp barron bushes jutted out from besides the roots of the trees
as jagged rocks rose from the earth with gray fungi from them. There were no
animals anywhere, making the forest deathly quiet, to the point it was maddening.
“Luné Noir?” a voice said, cutting the silence like a knife, “Luné Noir?”
This voice, it was low like a growl and slow like a choked breath. It sent a chill
down her spine, as she slowly looked from behind the rock she was leaning on…
teriffyde. Her eyes scanned the terrain as shook violently from the fear and from the
cold. But there was nothing there.
“Luné Noir?” the voice repeated, this time much closer.
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Adreanna Maël wiped her head around. The sound of snow crunching under
the weight of something larger than a grizzly. It breathes low and deep.
“Luné Noir?” it said again sounding much much closer this time.
She pressed her back into the rock, adrenaline shooting through her veins
and spiking her nerves.
“Luné Noir?” it said this time closer, like she could feel it’s hot breath on the
nape of her neck.
This made her run, run like she was escaping a horrid beast. The sound of
deafening strides compacting snow as it chased her. She ran, forgetting the cold
around her and the pain in her joints. She ran, despite the wind picking up pushing
her back. She ran, despite the cold on her boots freezing her toes. She ran, despite
her clothing being soaked by the freezing water from the snow. She ran, despite not
knowing where to go or where she was. She ran, even though she terrified. Each
step would send a jolt of pain through her entire body, as her body twisting and
turning and failing to dodge and avoid twigs and rocks. She just focussed on running,
not noticing the raised roots jutting from the earth as her right foot caught it,
causing her to tumble down a ravine filled with needles, thorns, and small jagged
rocks.
Her skin got caught and torn off as her clothes got caught and holey and
prickled, as her blood trickled out staining her skin and staining the snow. She was
trapped as she tried to struggle her way out of getting more tangled up. She was
trapped. Adreanna Maël tried her best to keep the pointed objects from her eyes as
the flesh on her got cut up. As the creature stood over her as her eyes squinted to
the point they looked closed. This creature was twisted with hollowed out eyes,
moose antlers on top of a wolf's head, beat torso, and buffalo button and tail. The
beast had no fur on it, instead replaced by what looked like rotting wood that
contorted and twisted unnaturally. It’s breath hot to the point it seared her skin, and
smelled of rotting flesh as sticky burned her skin. The heat that ratified off the
creature had melted the snow around it, as it burned her body.
“What the hell are you?” she whispered in a shaky tone.
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The creature would just tap her nose with it’s own, only to jump back. It’s
hollowed eyes illuminated with fire that shone like opals. It reacht up, yowling in
pain as it clasped it’s head in agony, like it was fighting with something making it
thrash around causing debri to fly around and making Adreanna Maël curled into a
tight ball as thorned branches, sharp needles, and jagged rocks struck against her
body. Only moving when she almost got crushed, slowly crawling away ignoring the
pain from the snow and the pointy pebbles digging into her skin. She was, however,
able to get a good distance away from the creature, before collapsing and passing
out cold. Her body numb from the cold, was this… how death felt? Had finally gotten
her.

The only thing Adreanna Maël could remember was the cold, the beast, and
then passing out. Anything after that was a blur or shrouded in darkness. So, when
she opened her eyes slowly to see a blurry ceiling and not the gray clouds of the
outside, she was very confused. She blinked a few times to get a clearer picture of
her surroundings, she also sat up slowly in pain. And looking around she saw what
looked like an infermieri that was medieval mixed with steampunk, and a large
window that was sectioned off to let light in. The infirmary was also circular with
twelve beds, including the one she was in. She then looked at herself, gone were her
jean shorts and Oswald t-shirt replaced by baggy oversized hospital tops and
bottoms the color of black coffee. She looked at her arms, hands, torso, and legs to
see them bandaged up snuggly. She felt her neck and face to feel there were bandaided and banged too. Looking around again she saw no one else inside, she slowly
began to get up and out of the bed, slowly shuffling to the door. And placing both
hands on the knob to get a grip on it and twisted it slowly hearing a click and
swinging it open.
“Oh my!!” a woman said, stepping out of the way of the door, “You’re
awake!”
The woman looked Adreanna Maël up and down, “You shouldn’t be awake
this soon.”
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“What?” was all Adreanna Maël could say.
“Alden made sure you wouldn’t awaken till much much later,” she rambled,
“he didn’t want any of the stitches to open-up for you to pass out since you’re
human, and so very very frail. And because you’re human, you almost died out in
the forest. And students were wondering who Alden was carrying back from there.
It’s so curious really how you were able to survive negative temperatures and
survive that horrid Beast that wanders out there. Honestly you should have died out
ther-”
“Um, excuse me,” Adreanna Maël interrupted, “but where am I?”
“Oh, where are my manners!” she exclaims, “not making you comfortable in
an unfamiliar place!”
“Uh-huh”
“This is Alcadia Academy for the Unnatural and Mysterious!”
“Okay… and the creature?”
“This school is only for on-humans, like fayes and jins and what nots. So it’s
very odd for a human to be here. Yes very strange… and oh since you’re awake,
Alden will most definitely want to see you. So best hurry you over there, since your
clothes are off getting cleaned and fixed up!”
The woman then grabbed ahold of Adreanna Maël’s hand, pulling her away
from the infirmary, despite the shooting pain through-out her body. And it was hard
to keep up with the woman, since she was a ball of energy and Adreanna Maël’s legs
still hurt from her ordeal in the forest.
“But what about-”
“And you needn’t worry about that ghastly creature that attacked you. Alden
and some staff chased it away!”
“But what was-”
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“And it did try to follow after them. Which is odd since it never showed any
interest in anyone, even the students! Not even any of the female students! Isn’t
that odd!?”
“Yeah… but-”
“And the strangest thing happened yesterday. The strangest thing! One of
the unfinished volumes of a teacher’s work was taken from its place! Can you
believe that! Of course you can’t! You’re only but a human!”
“I… see… ”
The woman then patted Adreanna Maël on the top of her head, “Of course
you would! You’re human! Not stupid!”
Adreanna Maël awkwardly laughed, scrunching her nose and straining her
back and neck. The woman didn;t notice and kept walking, passing by classrooms
filled with students and teachers walking in the halls. They gave odd glances towards
her and the woman, but mostly Adreanna Maël and she could have sworn she heard
someone mention her eyes causing her to adjust her hair so that her eyes are
covered, cause at least her hair was a normal color, even though she loved her eyes.
They were, after all, her mother’s eyes. But she wanted to keep that gift from these
strangers.
“Here we are!” the woman exclaimed, closing the polished door knob and
swinging it open to reveal a well kept organized office lit by victorian torches, and a
large desk at the center with a man sitting at it.
And this man, he was, well he had an aura rating off of him like something
very old and very ancient, he had strong physical and facial features that exemplified
that arau. And what he wore was a well tailored suit more extravagant than
anything she’d ever seen. His eyes were scanning papers that flipped with his nimble
fingers, a sneer of discontent on his features.
“What have I told you about barging into my office without knocking
Marmalade?” he said curtly.
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“Um, well… ” she hesitated.
He sighed, “Just leave and leave me with the girl.”
“Yes Master Alden… ” she responded in a low voice, turning around with her
head down and closing the door behind her.
“Now sit.” he said, no ordered her to do.
Adreanna Maël nodded slowly, sitting in the large set that made her sink into
it, making her smaller than she actually was. He then glanced at her with pure
golden colored eyes, causing her to flinch. He cocked an eyebrow upward at the
sight of her, a little bit of amusement in his eyes. But Adreanna Maël pushed the
thought of a man like ALden showing any sort of amusement towards her.
“Let’s forget about he pleasnantries between each other Adreanna Maël
daughter of Angélique Sheri and granddaughter of Céline,” he stated coldly, catching
her off guard, “Now I’m sorry for giving you such a horrid headache with that dream.
But I had to contact you without alerting your grandmother, it truly was the only
way. And I’m truly sorry for that beast contacting you through your dreams-”
“What’s the difference?” she interrupted, crossing her arms.
“Excuse me?” he responded monatonly, leaning back in his office chair, his
fingertips touching.
“What’s the difference between you invading my dream? And that creature
invading my dreams?” she asked curtly.
Alden kept his features neutral when responding with, “The difference
between me and it, is that I’m not trying to turn you into one of those things and
have you lose your humanity.”
Adreanna Maël raised a brow, still not convinced by Alden’s response.
He sighed, “Listen Adreanna Maël, I’ll make you a deal. During the summer
me and the teacher who wrote the “Dux” will mentor and tutor you getting the
answers you want. But in return, you’ll have to enroll at Alcadia as a full time
student.”
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Alden then leaned forward outstretching his right hand for Adreanna Maël to
snake. But she just stared at it for a moment.
“And trust me,” Alden added, “you’ll learn more here than at your other
school. And you’ll also learn what happened to your mother.”
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