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Meditation 
By Robert Crotty 

 

 

 

“Poetry is the revelation of a feeling that the poet believes to be interior and personal which the 

reader recognizes as his own.”  ~Salvatore Quasimodo 

This quotation jumped out to me because it reminded me of music. Lyrics are simply 

poems that could be read, but instead are sung. When a poet writes a poem,  it may be 

specifically about something in his individual life, but it often has meaning for anyone who 

listens to it. Poetry is like the saying, “What’s mine is yours, and yours is mine.” Everyone 

shares the meanings.  

 

Dear Lord,  

Please let us write not only for ourselves, but for the world as well. Let us show others 

that they are never alone and that there are others going through the same general life 

experiences. Guide our hearts and minds today and always as we write. In your son’s name, we 

pray. 

Amen. 
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A Chronicle of Mass Separation 
By Shane O’Bryan 

 

A poor man couldn’t stop sneezing- 

Did anyone say God bless you? 

A homeless man suddenly stopped breathing- 

Did anyone come to the rescue? 

A poor boy fell and hit his head- 

Did anyone care he was crying? 

An old man lay alone in bed- 

Did anyone care he was dying? 

Every day soldiers die fighting- 

Is there such a thing as freedom? 

All their stories put down in writing- 

Did anyone care to read them? 

Every day is a tragedy- 

We’re all just garbage being tossed- 

It’s hard to imagine being free- 

In a world that’s far beyond lost. 
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Finding Peace 
Max Jones 

 

 

To you, my God, I do invoke in time 

To change my heart and put my soul to rest. 

Instill in me the rocky, rigid climb 

To peace and to love. This trek I request-- 

Make me stumble, falling down the stone, 

To bottom, back to where I was below. 

Make it steep, but do not make me climb alone. 

Let others make the journey swift, not slow. 

Let fall, from top, a rope to be my guide, 

To catch me when I fall again off slope, 

To help me reach the point where you reside, 

And find the place I dream and where I hope 

To go someday to finish my ascent, 

To find my peace, and end a life well spent. 
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Broken Vase 

By Zac Revers 

 

 

I’m terribly sorry I’ve broken the vase. 

Your anger shows in the frown on your face. 

I hope it didn’t cost much; I haven’t a dime. 

The death of the flowers came at such a bad time, 

The glass is sharp; you could easily get cut. 

I’m very sorry I broke it, but… 

 

Kinect is so fun--I was having a blast 

Until I heard the sound of shattering glass. 

I know cleaning up is gonna be a chore, 

But I’d love to see you beat my newest high score. 
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Collision 
By Shane O’Bryan 

 

 

Verse 1 

Amidst all the tragedy 

I’ve learned to deal with gravity, 

And when I make up my mind, I mind the situation. 

If freedom is giving in, I’ll give in to manipulation, 

But it’s not for me. 

 

I couldn’t see what I could see, 

So I made a deal with gravity. 

This led to a collision with my ego. 

If every truth is just a lie, then how much do we know? 

The worlds at my finger tips, all these possibilities, 

But when we try to get there, we’re met by hostilities. 

What were we thinkin’ when we created the creator? 

And if this is a resurrection, where the hell’s my savior? 

 

Chorus 

Hey kid, will you be just a part of the program? 

Don’t be yourself, just do what they want, and 

If you give in to the fear 
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Well, you won’t see yourself when you look in the mirror. 

 

Verse 2 

Well, some people, they just don’t agree-- 

Their eyes might be open, but they don’t see 

The world, for everything that is in it 

To them it’s just a parking lot unfinished. 

All of us people, we’ve got so much potential 

So pushing us down to the ground is essential 

To, everyone else’s survival. 

Just because someone leaves, it’s not another’s arrival. 

Take the real books and grind them up into pieces. 

We may think we’re learning, but our knowledge decreases. 

Take my grace and stick it into the flames 

Because wherever there’s pleasure there always comes pain. 

So break down my body, break down my free mind, 

Break down my soul; I might as well be blind 

What were you thinkin’ when you turned me into a traitor? 

I guess this is my crucifixion--that means I’m the savior. 

Chorus 2 

Hey kid, will you be just a part of the program? 

Don’t be yourself, just do what they want, and 

If you give in to the fear, 
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Well, you won’t see yourself when you look in the mirror. 

Hey kid, will you just do what they say? 

You may ask yourself, if there’s any other way 

But if you give in, to the fear 

No, you won’t see yourself when you look in the mirror 

 

Bridge 

Well, they think that a lie tastes fresh 

When the truth is a bit too raw. 

They may say that you are the best 

And that you will have it all. 

Don’t give in to the tongue ties that they’re tellin’-- 

They got some tricks up their sleeves. 

Wel,l I’m just trying to give you 

Something to believe 
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Colorful 
By Shane O’Bryan 

 

 

I hope to be alone 

and lost in isolation. 

Far from things I know 

and far from civilization. 

 

I hope to have no money, 

and then I won’t have to choose. 

I’ll take what the world gives me 

and lose what I must lose. 

 

I hope to escape this prison 

of technology and trends. 

Blessed with all his paper, 

the rich man always wins. 

 

I hope to be a human. 

I’ll be free from what others say 

and blessed with an open mind. 
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I’ll be colorful one day. 

 

 

Dear God, Dear Lord, Dear 

Mighty Man with Beard and 

Sword 
By Mitchell Esterle 

 

 

 

You freed your people with a crack of your whip, 

And you parted seas with your staff’s tip. 

You flooded lands with wrath, 

And you led the Samaritan down the path. 

You broke bread with those you love, 

And you died a death we all know of. 

With grace and love I write to you 

To thank for all the things you do. 
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Hello 
By Shane O’Bryan 

 

 

Pleased by rotten ambitions, 

We head on down the road. 

Diseased by our very own missions, 

We carry a heavy load. 

We were seized by an incurable greed 

For all the oils and stones, 

Relieved that maybe we can bleed 

To make these items our own. 
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Texas 
By Joseph Siebert 

 

Independent and outgoing 

Friendly to all their friends 

Remembered for the Alamo 

Known by all, big and bold 

                                                        Supersized everything for a reason, called the Longhorns 

                                                        Respected and feared at the same time for a good reason 

                                                        With respect comes loyalty which they have no shortage of 

Have their own power grid to fund the past war efforts. This ability has made them independent. 

Its capitol is the very happening city of Austin, Texas. It is a very diverse climate that allows for 

fun in the sun. All year long. It is one of the hottest states around. San Antonio was the first 

location to turn into a permanent settlement in the state. The confederacy is still alive and well  

    In the region although it is supposedly nonexistent. Cattle is the name of the game and they 

know how to do it. Cattle is an industry that is thriving and well in the bad economy. 

The Lone Star State symbol can be found on their flag. It borders Mexico on the Rio  

         Grande River, this river is a major drug trafficking and people smuggling location  

            were millions              of US dollars influx into the US in the form of drugs.  

                    It is                            Guadeloupe Peak is the highest location in the  

            Who they are                         region; it is high, bold, and free. 

It is in their blood 

They are called 

The Texans 
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MY DEAR 
By Michael Hook 

 

Soul searching for who I am 

And is that who I want to be? 

I always care and want them to see 

Just what they mean to me 

If I had only known I’d save a life, 

No doubt I’d do it again, 

Although it is quite odd to think 

Of what could have been. . . 

Looking at your lifeless body 

Wishing it was me? 

Feeling that I had failed 

You and your family? 

Now listen close, 

 My dear. 

You don’t owe  

No, not a thing  

I did it because I love you 

My dear 

I did it just because I love you 

My dear 
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I love you, my dear. 

Sick 
By Michael Hook 

 

 

I’m sick: heal me. 

I’m sick: take my hand. 

I’m sick: I’m sorry. 

I’m sick of losin’, 

And I’m sick of crawlin’, 

Scavenging for scraps of love 

To keep me awake 

Because the nighttime 

Brings the nightmares 

I can’t face, 

And the demons, they chase me. 

Yes, I know that I’m crazy, 

But I learn to cope. 

And when the fear 

Of abandonment consumes me, 

Will anyone promise 

To hold me 

When I’m sick? 
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Mysterious Depths 
By Thomas Pusty 

 

Awkward-fitting life vests loosely hugged their bodies, 

Holding them afloat with sporadic frog-kicking legs. 

The water--easily confused with a winter-tepid bath. 

Hearty laughter is heard from friends, 

drowning out the lapping of waves. 

I wonder how deep it is. 

The random question  

created two daredevils instantly. 

Slipping out of the vest’s snug protection, 

the two bodies gracefully slithered to the bottom. 

A delicious, warm moment 

save way to a sensational chill. 

They dared not open their eyes. 

Fishes’ quizzical stares emerged in their minds. 

Perilous thoughts of being snagged or stuck soon followed. 

Their feet struck the mucky bottom, 

frozen by the sunless waters. 

Among the drastic temperature change and sickly thoughts, 

Peace encompassed them; 

a feeling of carelessness engulfed all emotion. 
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But, the time had come-- 

air was needed-- 

with a bend of the legs and a dolphin kick, 

the boys emerged from the deep. 

Exchanging glances, 

they realized they were both enlightened. 

Each smiling, telling others to try it as well. 

The others refused. 

Some were scared, 

some thought it was lame, 

some had no interest. 

But, the boys knew. 

They believed. 
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Ode to Tanner Hartman’s Apple 
By Thomas Hirn 

 

 

How simple are you? 

How broken and repaired… 

Can you tell me? 

By metal bullet so fierce, 

Your once-sweet flesh torn asunder… 

But by who? 

Your pale skin and empty core shine 

So gently in the air. . . 

Who would have the courage to harm you? 

A blessed treat from the canopy, 

A succulent orb that is so known. . . 

Who would have the audacity to break you? 

But I know the answer. 

You don’t need to say. 

Humans have broken you by metal, 

And by metal and clay you are remade. 
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Ode to Logan Reilly’s County 

Fair 
By Sam Lewis 

 

 

 

I lean on this rough brown fence, 

My energy poured out onto the splinters 

Which dig into my bare, sun-dried skin. 

My slender pony lies next to me 

With brown eyes as tired as mine 

And fatigued features that crave sleep. 

Wind brushes against my eyebrows. 

I think about my farm in Calloway County. 

While I don’t know if the maize stalks are ripe 

Or if the wind blows in the right direction, 

I do know that rest, like always, will come. 
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Ode to Logan Bishop’s Indian 

Man with Bird 
By Austin Krueger 

 

 

Pencil drawing of a majestic man, hat feathered. 

An old bird, skin is sagging by shade. 

Beautiful sprit, drawn between bird and man. 

An old man, formed into a majestic bird. 

 

Our lives, they continue onward. 

We human, never die hard. 

We move on with ease, death is quick. 

Dying is transformation, transformation is peace. 
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Ode to Alexander Walker’s 

Light  
By Doug Krauth 

 

Just a paper, 

A simple draft, 

But oh what captivating craft. 

Sinister dark 

Swims ‘cross the page 

Till shattered by a vibrant rage 

Of colored light 

Of reds and blues, 

Of all the rainbow’s multi-hues. 

Shot from a God’s 

All-knowing hand, 

The rainbowed light would soon expand. 

It covers half 

The shadowed draft 

And taints the shrouds 

Like colored clouds. 

All because God loathes the night, 

He raised his hand, 
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Then There Was Light.
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Ode to Wade Morgen’s The 

Louisville Planet   
By Baxter Moneypenny 

 

 

A dark, gloomy night sky engulfs 

The skyline of Louisville. 

Street lights, stadium lights, car lights: 

All giving the city life 

Except this city is no city; 

It’s a world, a planet, 

The city’s buildings coiling to form a circle. 

Louisvillians say: 

“This is our world. We revolve around the city. 

It’s what we know!” 

They do not live on Earth 

But in Louisville. 
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Ode to Chip Raque’s Who 

Started the Fire? 
By Mitchell Esterle 

 

 

 

Tiles of black and tiles of white 

Formed to make the god of the fire. 

His eyes the day, his eyes the night. 

The shine of mosaic brings him to life. 

The fire in his presence a mixture 

Of red, orange, yellow, and gray. 

His flute the beacon 

Of the night and the day. 

Bringer of fire and passion, 

Taking away the mortal’s strife, 

Playing the songs of his people, 

Kokopeli, god of the life. 
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Silence 
By Robert Crotty 

 

 

What happened to the silence we shared? 

What happened to the long-lasting kiss? 

I don’t think you ever really cared. 

How did we end up like this? 

What happened to the fire within you? 

Did someone else come and put it out? 

Oh baby, you said we’re through, 

And that’s something I cannot doubt. 

Everything seemed to be going good-- 

Holding hands and kissing under the stars. 

Everything seemed to be going as it should. 

Now we’re left with open wounds and scars. 

We would drive for hours on end, 

Just so that it would be you and me. 

I’m taking that it was all pretend 

‘Cause now it’s you and me, but no we. 

We didn’t worry about what was ahead. 

The thing was we really didn’t care, 

And I miss the phone calls we had as I lay in bed, 

And every night I was wishing you were there, 
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And there’s nothing I wouldn’t have given, 

Just to wake up next to you every day. 

We were young, blind, and heart-driven, 

But then you walked away. 

You said you would stay by my side. 

You swore you would never leave. 

You said it, it wasn’t just implied, 

And I fell for it being naive. 

You said there’s too much going on, 

And you said that you had to let go, 

And I’m lost now that you’re gone. 

Now these open wounds I’ll stitch and sew. 
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Move Absolute 
Thomas Hirn 

 

 

 

If a person is a person, 

He is free. 

If not, he’s just a tree. 

A tree is motionless, 

Stands in the right, 

Bathing in light— 

But a tree can’t love you. 

It stands good and pure. 

That much is sure— 

But it has no choice. 

It must stand in the light. 

It does not have to fight. 

But a person can love you. 

Because we’re not always right, 

We must choose to bathe in light. 

So I pray you understand: 

I will be wrong— I might improve, 

But to my last day, part of me will move. 
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Addict’s Quarrels 
By George Stone 

 

No words now when we meet--just thoughts of enraged pain. 

We walk away distraught like colliding strangers in the street, 

And our feelings retreat to their cold bunkers beneath, our hearts. 

It starts, and then repeats, until thoughts of relapse meet defeat, 

And now, your conscious is interfering like “better yourself.” 

Like “you better get help,” but once my medicine’s felt, 

We’re back together--don’t ever leave me. 

Don’t let those nay-sayers and deep thinkers 

Make you think that you won’t ever need me. 

Inhale me sweetly, taste me deeply, remember this feeling. 

Remember that I’m appealing, 

I’m your prescription, 

I’m your physician, 

I am your addiction. . .. 
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Wolves 
By Thomas Hirn  

 

 

Strength that is raw and a beauty that is cursed. 

So many resent what they don’t or cannot have. 

They fear the strength of others and their own lack of strength. 

They hunt what does the hunting, 

And they fear what does the fearing. 

But to what end? 

The grace of the wolves is forgotten, 

And the grace of the fools is nonexistent. 

The strength of wolves has been surpassed, 

But the strength of the woods and trees never falls. 
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Just Leave Me Alone 

By Trey Percell 

 

This is the poem that walks 

in the dark caves of mountains 

that hides you from the outside world 

because you feel pressure, 

because you feel swamped with obligations. 

 

And when happiness 

invades your world, 

this is the poem that sits 

quietly with you in the dark so 

you feel like a bat in a cave. 
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Meditation 
Nick Snider 

 

 

“There's no such thing as writer's block. That was invented by people in California who 

couldn't write.” - Terry Pratchett  

Often, we can become discouraged and use writer’s block as an excuse not to write. 

Pratchett is saying however, that this is not a legitimate excuse, because as writer’s we never run 

out of things to say or ideas to work on. We must learn to not let excuses and daily frustrations 

get in the way of our writing, but instead always do our best to express ourselves. 

 

Dear God, 

Help us to never let excuses keep us from being creative. 

Amen 
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Security Breach 
By Mitchell Forde 

 

 

Note: This is an excerpt from my novella. It is about an attempted terrorist attack on the 

Houston airport, told through the point of view of six different people. Vincent is the fourth of 

these. The reader would already be familiar with the Middle Eastern man, Tariq, and the man in 

the red ski pants and his girlfriend, Simon and Lauren, at this point in the story. 

Vincent 

Vincent Alan stepped out of the black SUV wearing a sleek new jacket, black slacks, and 

black dress shoes. Even though it was a cloudy morning in Houston, he kept his sunglasses on as 

he entered the airport. This would not have been a surprise to those who knew Vincent well, 

although few did. He almost always wore sunglasses because he was self-conscious about his 

lazy right eye which was always looking in a different direction from his left eye. Those who did 

not know Vincent probably thought he was trying to imitate the Men in Black.  

Vincent walked through the doors of the airport and turned right towards the kiosk for 

Delta Airlines. In line, he pulled his boarding pass and one other piece of paper out of his pocket. 

He studied each for about thirty seconds before stepping up to the counter. Vincent handed the 

man behind the desk both pieces of paper. “Have you heard anything about the weather in 

Tucson today? That’s where I’m headed.” 

“I’m sure it’ll be beautiful, as always,” said the man behind the desk as he scribbled 

something on the back of the piece of paper Vincent had handed him. He looked up at Vincent 

and smiled, “Thank you for doing business with Delta today, sir.” 
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From there, Vincent walked to a chair outside of Burger King and sat down to have his 

shoes shined. Once again, he pulled his boarding pass and the other paper out of his pocket and 

studied what had been written on the back of the paper. He put it back in his pocket as an old 

man walked over to polish his shoes. The old man said hello, and Vincent nodded toward him in 

response. Then the man went to work on shining Vincent’s dress shoes. Vincent pulled out his 

cell phone and sent a text to a number entered in his phone under the contact BK1.  

The text read: “Getting shoes shined. If you can see me reply with an exclamation point. 

If not, reply with a question mark.” 

Vincent looked up from his phone to study the people walking in front of him. He pulled 

a newspaper out of his suitcase and pretended to read it until his phone vibrated about a minute 

later.  

BK1 had texted back: “! I am on break in fifteen.” 

“Meet me at the corner booth,” Vincent replied. 

Vincent handed the man who had finished shining his shoes a crisp twenty dollar bill. He 

walked over to the nearby Burger King and bought a bottle of water. He sat down at a booth and 

pretended to continue reading his newspaper. A few minutes later, a man wearing a blue Burger 

king polo shirt and a Burger King visor sat down across from him. He sat a to-go bag of food on 

the table, pulled out a fry, and ate it. “Dig in.” 

Vincent made no move for the bag of food. Instead, he continued to look down at the 

newspaper while he spoke. “I’m not hungry. I think I’ll take this with me on the flight.” 

“Bad idea, you have to get rid of this before security.” 

Vincent looked up at the man across from him. “Where should I go after security, then?” 
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“I hear the Cinnabon has some good breakfast specials right now. You should check that 

out.” 

Vincent stared for a moment longer before grabbing the bag and setting it on the booth 

next to him. He peered inside and nodded subtly. Then he glanced at all the nearby people and 

pulled the piece of paper and a pen out of his pocket with one hand, while scratching his head 

with the other. He set the pen and paper on the table. “By the way, thank you so much for letting 

me stay with that friend of yours while I was in town. Can you write his name down for me? And 

maybe a phone number, too. I never got a chance to properly thank him.” 

The Burger King employee scratched his head. Good, Vincent thought, he understood. 

He wrote a phone number on Vincent’s slip of paper and next to it wrote: “Jason.” He stood up 

from his seat. “I better get back to work now. Good luck.” 

Vincent nodded towards him and remained sitting at the booth. He knew what he had to 

do now and he surveyed his surroundings. He tried to think about the best way to proceed. 

Thinking about it made him a little nervous, although he did not show it. He still appeared to be 

reading the newspaper, but he closed his eyes behind the sunglasses and took a few deep breaths, 

imagining himself rich and happy on the beach of a secluded island.  

Vincent’s fantasy was interrupted by the sound of approaching footsteps. He opened his 

eyes and saw a young man of Middle Eastern descent walk up to his booth. Vincent glanced up 

from his newspaper skeptically. 

The Middle Eastern guy nodded at Vincent. “Can you make sure no one touches these?” 

he asked, setting down an overstuffed black suitcase and a small backpack. 

“Sure,” Vincent muttered gruffly. 
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He could not believe his luck. He couldn’t have asked for a better decoy, and this one had 

walked right up to him and handed him his luggage! Vincent was sure this was divine 

intervention, or fate, or an omen, or something else good. He wanted to laugh out loud, but he 

just continued to stare coolly at the newspaper without reading the words. He waited until the 

Middle Eastern guy was asked for his order, then unzipped the suitcase. He grabbed the first 

article of clothing he saw a red hoodie, and laid it down on the booth next to him, dumping the 

contents of the carry-out bag onto it. Without hesitating, he brushed off a few French fries and 

wrapped the hoodie back up. He had the suitcase zipped back up with the hoodie inside before 

the Middle Eastern guy was done paying. 

Vincent quickly scanned the people around them and saw nothing out of the ordinary in 

their expressions. He realized that he had been holding his breath for the whole ordeal and now 

let it out slowly as he went back to staring at the newspaper. 

The Middle Eastern guy returned and thanked Vincent. Vincent nodded at him and 

watched him walk away. He didn’t check his luggage or appear suspicious in any way. Vincent 

pulled out his phone and his precious piece of paper. He dialed the number that the Burger King 

employee had written and sent a text: “This is VA1. I have deployed the decoy. Carrier is a 

young Middle Eastern man currently approaching security. I will update you on my location 

once I get through security.” After sending this, Vincent got up from his booth and walked 

briskly in the direction of the security lines. 

Again, fate appeared to be on Vincent’s side. He got to the security line about the same 

time as the Middle Eastern guy, worried he would not have time to carry out his mission before 

the man was searched, but as he was leaving security, he heard an unusually loud beep from the 

other line. He looked over and saw that the Middle Eastern guy had set off the human scanner at 
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the same instant that the luggage scanner had beeped. Now, the Middle Eastern guy was being 

escorted to the extra security chamber. 

Vincent kept walking like he hadn’t even heard the alarm. He sat down at a table in front 

of the gate, directly across the airport from the Cinnabon.  

Again, he texted Jason: “Sitting across from you now. If you can see me reply with an 

exclamation point. If not reply with a question mark.” 

The response came quickly. “I don’t see you because I am in the bathroom right now. 

The item you are looking for will be hidden in the fourth stall from the right. See attached 

picture. Good luck.” 

Vincent’s phone vibrated once again and a picture of a bathroom stall flashed onto the 

screen. Near the left edge of the stall was an opening where a block should have been on the 

wall. In its place there was a hole with a bundle of wires inside of it. Vincent glanced back at the 

Middle Eastern guy. He was walking out of extra security. He would have to move quickly. 

Inside the bathroom, Vincent was confronted with the first obstacle to his mission so far: 

the fourth stall from the right was occupied. He stood outside the stall door, impatiently tapping 

his foot. After about a minute he knocked.  

“Look, buddy, there’s an open stall next door.” 

“I need this one. Now.” 

Apparently the occupant of the stall sensed the urgency in Vincent’s voice, for Vincent 

heard the toilet flush a few seconds later. The door opened and Vincent walked into the stall and 

sat on the toilet, listening to the receding footsteps of the man who had sat in his way. As he 

stood up and pulled a crowbar out of his suitcase, he heard a commotion brewing outside the 

restroom. Vincent’s palms began to sweat. It sounded as if the Middle Eastern guy had been 
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caught and a crowd was forming, all according to plan, except for the fact that he was supposed 

to be out there when it happened. He removed the covering from the hole by now, and he stuffed 

the bundle of wires into a draw-string bag, which he put on his back. Then, he carefully fitted the 

covering back over the hole, flushed the toilet for the sound effect, and walked out of the stall 

and out of the restroom.  

He did not notice the man watching him from underneath the stall next door. 

When Vincent exited from the bathroom, he saw a massive crowd gathered around the 

Middle Eastern guy and four TSA officers. Once again, the Middle Eastern guy had unwittingly 

aided Vincent by resisting the officers. Vincent walked quickly over to the crowd, bumping into 

several people on the way. He didn’t have time to look inconspicuous any more. He arrived at 

the edge of the throng and searched for a bag he could snatch away quickly without its owner 

noticing. Finally, he saw one, a large, black bag sitting on the ground next to a guy wearing a 

hideous pair of red ski pants and preoccupied trying to stand on his tip-toes to see the action.  

Vincent grabbed the bag and pushed himself further into the dense crowd, trusting 

everyone was too focused on the confrontation between the Middle Eastern guy and the security 

officers to pay attention to what he was doing. Vincent let the draw string bag slip to the ground, 

and as he bent over to pick it up, he unzipped the stolen suitcase. He slipped the bundle of wires 

into the suitcase, then grabbed the first thing he found out of the suitcase and put it into his draw-

string bag, which he then put back over his shoulders. His timing was impeccable; as he was 

zipping the suitcase back up, he heard the crowd around him let out a collective 

“OOOOOOOOHHHHHH!”  

The man standing in front of him yelled, “That’s right! Mess with America and you get 

tazed!” and with that the crowd began to slowly disperse. 
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Vincent looked back to the find the man in the red ski pants; he wasn’t exactly hard to 

locate. Vincent dropped the suitcase that now contained the bundle of wires a few feet away 

from him as he walked away. 

Vincent did not stop walking or turn around to see what had become of the suitcase. His 

part of the mission was over, and he almost smiled with the knowledge that he had been 

successful. He arrived at gate C10 just as his 9:15 A.M. flight bound for Tucson was boarding. 

He boarded the plane and sat down in his first class window seat. Today had gone better than I 

could have planned, Vincent thought as the plane fired up its engine. He fell into a deep, 

contented sleep with his sunglasses still on.  

Vincent didn’t stir the first time the burly man in the brown suit tapped his shoulder, so 

the man shook him until he awoke. 

“What’s going on?” Vincent asked groggily, as he rubbed his eyes. “We in Tucson yet?”  

The burly man did not answer his question. Instead, he hauled Vincent out of his seat and 

pulled his arms behind his back. He pulled out a shiny pair of handcuffs. 

“You’re under arrest for attempted terrorism. You have the right to remain silent. 

Anything you say can and will be used against you in the court of law.” 

Perhaps it was Vincent’s expertise in hiding his emotions, or the daze of recently waking 

up, but he showed no alarm at the air marshal’s words.  

“You have no authority to arrest me. Besides, I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
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Escape 
By Patrick George 

 

 

I had to get out of there. Prison was the worst thing that had ever happened to me. I had 

been wrongly convicted and framed for a murder I didn’t commit, and I was rotting in jail for it. 

Every morning, I woke up with my eyes closed and hoped it was all a dream, only to have that 

thought shattered when I heard the squeaking and moaning of my cellmate’s mattress under his 

massive weight. Another silent night on that uncomfortable, springy mattress would have driven 

me insane. With just five years left on my sentence, I gave in to the temptation that I had been 

contemplating for years. 

 His name was Billy, and he was the kind of guy you would always want to have on your 

side if anything were to happen. Day one, when I first walked into my cell, I made befriending 

this brute my goal. We grew to be close friends through the ten years I had known him. Well, as 

close as cellmates can be. He had been there for thirty years already when I showed up. During 

that time, he developed some friendships with the guards who let him have the only cell with a 

window to himself. At first when I showed up, he didn’t seem too happy about sharing his cell 

with me. But, he soon got over it, and we eventually grew on each other. 

As I woke up, the sun shined through the bars of the cell that I’ve called home for ten 

years, casting a depressing shadow on the floor for my eyes to see. The lower bunk creaked as I 

slowly spun myself around and put my bare feet on the cold stone floor. 

 “Billy, you up?” I said in a dreary voice.  

There was no response, so, I stood up and walked over to the window, scanning the 

“Yard,” as most inmates called it. The yard was the open space in between the walls of the prison 
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to the fenced in area surrounding it. There was little or no grass there, and two guard towers were 

positioned strategically on consecutive points in the octagon-shaped fence. Every morning, when 

I woke up, I would look out the small window and try to find common places when the two 

guards in the two towers were looking away. I would look for little things--whether one guard 

would be bending over to pick up a water bottle, or take a bite of a sandwich--anything that 

could be significant enough to make a break for it. 

 I heard a groan from behind me, and a moment later Billy said, staring at the ceiling, 

“You got anything yet?” 

  “Yesterday morning did you see the right tower guard go to the bathroom at all?”  

“Yeah, once. While he was gone, the left guard focused on the right side to cover for him, 

though.”  

“Hold on,” I said, as I watched the right guard climb down the tower ladder and walk 

briskly to the nearby bathroom building about 200 feet away. “What time is it, quick!” I ordered 

Billy.  

He looked down at his rather expensive looking watch and said, “About eight-thirty.”  

“Tomorrow, if he goes to the bathroom at the same time, we may have found our way 

out. We’ll have to find a way to go through the door leading out into the left side, while the 

guard in the left tower is covering for the other guy in the bathroom.”  

“So, you’re saying we’re gonna escape in broad daylight. Are you crazy?” Billy said. 

 “Maybe, but it’s the only option we have. What’s behind that door leading out to the left 

side of the yard?” I asked, knowing his experience in the building. 

 “The guard’s break room, but how are we getting in there?” 
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 “I think I have an idea.” I said. “You have connections to the guards, right?” Before he 

could get a word out, I said, coaxing an answer out of him, “And, they might owe you a favor 

right?” 

 He seemed to be in deep thought, until his eyes widened, and he replied, “Yeah! I 

covered for the guard next to the door of the break room when he cheated during a poker game. I 

backed him up, and he said, “Thanks, I owe you one.”” 

 “Perfect. Now, the question is if he’ll let us in.”  

“Uh, what are we gonna do once we get in there?” he said. 

 Hesitating, almost nervous at his response, I replied, “We get the right timing, when the 

guard goes off to the bathroom. Then, we crack the door silently and sprint to the fence, but we 

are going to need something to get through the fence.” 

 “Wire cutters?” Billy commented. 

 “There’s probably none of those out in the open, but there might be in the break room. 

That, we will have to figure out once we get there. If not, we’ll have to climb the fence”  

“It’s a 20 foot fence--that’s suicide, if the guard sees us. We’ve gotta have something to 

blend in with, if the guard get’s back faster than we thought.” 

 “Good idea.” I said “Try to find something sand colored or anything that could help us 

blend in at a glance, just in case the worst happens.” 

He nodded slightly, climbed down from his bed, and followed me out the door. I tried not 

to act suspicious or like I was up so something, but it was hard, when I was looking behind doors 

and asking other inmates for anything big and sand-colored. I went cell-to-cell asking each 

prisoner. When I got about twenty ‘No’s, I began to get discouraged, but the gnawing desire to 

escape kept me going.  
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The plaza was the place in the center of the prison where most inmates gathered during 

the day either to play soccer, like most did, or listen to a game on the only radio. Sometimes, 

when I was in my room, screams of joy or disappointment would fill my cell from the sports fans 

in the plaza. Weekly tournaments were even scheduled and run by the convicts. Inmates would 

create a team and compete with each other to win. Even though the winning prize was to get first 

in line for lunch for the week, for prisoners, it was heaven. 

I was standing on the second floor balcony, looking down on the plaza and scanning the 

ground for a sign of hope, when my eye caught the laundry man mindlessly pushing his cart of 

inmates’ clothes. I immediately turned around and raced down the stairs, almost falling over my 

own feet. When I finally reached him, I didn’t say anything, but plunged my head into the basket 

of clothes. Articles of clothing were flying out of the basket, when my head resurfaced. With a 

sandy-brown colored six foot by six foot rug in my right hand, I took off back to my cell not 

paying attention to the angry screams from the laundry man behind me.  

Once I reached my cell, I lifted up my mattress and carefully placed the folded up rug on 

top of the makeshift knife through the hole in the middle of my mattress. Then, I excitedly put 

my mattress back and turned around to see John smirking at me and casually leaning on the bars 

of my cell. 

John was the inmate, who always was snooping around looking to insert himself into any 

situation. Lucky for me, his cell was on the complete opposite side of the prison; so, he usually 

left me alone. But this time, he knew I was up to something. So, I tried to act like nothing was 

happening. 

“Need something?” I said to him, trying to avoid eye contact. 
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“Whatever it is you’re doing, I want in.” he said glaring at me, clearly noticing the 

nervousness on my face. 

There was no use of fighting it. “Fine, but you can’t tell anyone.”  

Just as I said that, Billy walked up right beside him and said, “What’s going on here?”  

“John saw the rug I found. So, I had to tell him.” Billy’s eyes widened a little, and I knew 

he was holding back the temptation of attacking him. So, I quickly said, “Alright, me and Billy 

here were gonna play a little trick on that guard out there.”I said, pointing to the guard in the left 

tower. “We’re gonna wrap a pillow in the rug and lower it out of the window of that cell, so, the 

guard thinks it is a person climbing down and escaping.” 

John looked slightly disappointed because he turned and walked out with an eyebrow 

raised at me like I was really weird.  

Billy was relieved, “Nice, but that was too close.” 

“I know. But at least he won’t bother us anymore. You get anything?” 

“No, everyone I went to just told me to go away. I just hoped you brought something 

back. I did talk to the guard next to the break room, though, and he’ll let us in. No questions 

asked.” 

“Good, we leave tomorrow morning.” 

“That’s kinda soon don’t you think.” He said, as if the fact we were escaping had just hit 

him. 

“Everything is in place. We have our time, rug, and our way into the break room. All we 

need now is some wire cutters. Did the guard say anything about those?” 

“Didn’t ask him. Thought it’d be too suspicious.” 
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“Alright, looks like we’re gonna have to find some in there. And make sure you bring 

your watch.” I said, as I lay down and tried to get comfortable. 

“Got it.” He said simultaneously, as he climbed the ladder and got situated for the night 

above me.  

The next morning, I awoke at eight o’clock to an annoying high pitched sound that was 

an alarm coming from Billy’s watch. I rolled over and opened my eyes to see him scouting the 

two guards. There was a countenance of nervousness on his face that could not be missed.  
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A Necessary Fate 
Thomas Pusty 

 
 
*Note to reader. Written in the style of Cormac McCarthy.  

The moon is a cruel mistress.  

Each footprint left a hollowed crater never to be disturbed on the windless planet. It was 

day. Warm and lively unlike the long cool nights. The man was exploring. His spacesuit an 

awkward size and shape around his skinny body. A patch of a flag was faded and tearing off of 

his protective gear. The stars and stripes hung lifeless trailing behind him with each leaping 

stride. His rover followed him with watchful animatronic eyes. A soft whining could be heard 

over the spacesuits ruffling from the eight electric wheels. The man stopped to look at the 

machine. It had grabbed a piece a sheet metal with its examining claw. S.S. Beginnings was 

barely visible.  

Yeah, that’s all we will be able to remember it by now.  

They continued heading towards the space station. The lingering building was enormous 

and was coated with solar panels to capture the sun’s energy. Some were cracked. Others 

completely shattered. Picking up a rock, the man tossed it in his hands. It floated up and fell back 

into his palm like it was in slow motion. He hurled it towards the wrecked building still in the 

distance. It bounced and broke into smaller pieces before finally coming to a halt 50 feet away.  

Entering the building they headed down a long hallway. Junk and other trash littered the 

floor. The place offered once refuge from a failing earth. Now it was in the same condition as its 

counterpart.  

The atrium was still intact and was supporting a vital ecosystem for the man. Long ago 

the creators set up the facility and enclosed oxygen in the dome. By planting trees and using 
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translucent solar panels, the scientists developed an earth outside of earth. It was the only room 

not damaged from meteors or the fighting, and it was the only room the man needed.  

After securing the rover in its charging bay, the man entered a chamber lock. An orange 

light flashed weakly in the compartment indicating oxygen. It was safe to take off his suit. A 

door opened to reveal the lush human nature. Through the middle of the atrium snaked a fresh 

water pond. Lying down next to his garden he closed his eyes for an evening nap. 

Seriously. 

What? 

I tell you to go get more food and you end up falling asleep. 

Sorry I went outside today.  

You did what! 

I had to get out of here. 

We agreed to ask each other before we do. 

I will next time. I didn’t want to bother you. 

 

The woman stood over him and shook her head. He got up and headed into the small 

garden—picking greens, potatoes, and other vegetables for dinner and placing them in a small 

container. When everything he needed was picked, he set the carrier down and picked up seeds. 

Refilling each empty hole with a new seed ensured sustained food. After each seed was buried, 

he gently picked up a hose and sprinkled water over the newly placed growth. Satisfied, he 

picked up his food and headed for the chambers. 
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He arrived in his room to the smell of cooked rice. The white-washed walls displayed no 

decoration. His wife was adding some salt over the entree.  

You see the solar panels are damaged and cracked? 

No. I haven’t been outside in weeks. 

I wish there was some way I could fix them. 

Why dont you just worry about me. The world isnt going anywhere. 

 

She was right and the man walked into their bedroom to wash up. He turned on the faucet 

and the water gurgled and sputtered but eventually flowed out. The space station was injected 

with oxygen and gravity was present but not as strong as earth’s. He needed a shave. Supplies 

were beginning to run short so his wife would just have to deal with his stubble. His eyes were a 

sharp coal black and he was gracefully tall. They were both young.  

 

The command center contained radio communications that relayed back to earth. The 

windows were shattered and oxygen was cut off to the room. The man entered through another 

pair of gas chambers. He was wearing his bulky suit. The first priority was to check for contact. 

A machine caked in grime sat motionless near a broken window. He slowly walked towards it 

preventing any chance of becoming airborne. Turning on the machine was easy enough and it 

hummed nosily to life. It displayed dim information on its screen. The man interpreted it without 

a second glance and proceeded to turn it off. No news from earth. He looked up out of the 

missing windows at the enormous earth in front of him. It was elliptical as before but brilliant 

greens and blues were replaced with fiery reds and oranges and disgusting brownish oceans. He 

sighed. 
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The woman was reading a book when he returned and looked up for only a few seconds 

at the man. He continued walking without anything to tell her. When he was out of the room, she 

closed the book and held her face in her hands.  

 

He took out a tablet and turned on the device. Opening up his journal, he began his daily 

log. The woman entered the bedroom and lay down next to him. She quietly read over his 

shoulder and became bored. It was getting late so she removed the covers and turned off the 

light. She entered the bed and stole one last look at her husband, still huddled over his tablet’s 

white shadowy screen.  

 

The man stayed up later than usual trying to devise a plan for when they ran out of 

supplies. Oxygen was not a problem because the atrium supplied the whole space station. 

Purified by sunlight, the water was in constant supply too. Necessities like soap, sugar, salt, etc. 

were running low and he would have to contact earth. The space station was supposed to be self-

sufficient. And it was. Until the fighting and civil unrest started. It didn’t matter whether people 

were on earth or thousands of miles away. Tribulations existed where humans did.  

His wife was still asleep so he slipped out of the room and headed back for the comm 

room. The spacesuit was right where he had left. He struggled into it. It was dark and the lights 

were dimmed in an effort to save and store extra electricity for the day. He lumbered back into 

the chamber and the orange light stopped spinning and the door into the comm room opened. 

Turning on the machine again, he hit a combination of buttons. He heard radio static on the other 

end and held down a button while speaking his message.  
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Space Station Beginnings signaling Redemption, you there?  

No response except radio chatter. He sat down in a cushioned chair. The crackling sound 

of the radio put him to sleep. 

Hello? This is Redemption. SS Beginnings, do you read? 

Startled awake, the man clumsily fumbled with the transmitter. 

Yes. Uh, this is SS Beginnings. 

Good to hear from you guys, we were getting worried. 

We’re fine up here, just running low on supplies. 

Copy that. We have a scheduled launch for tomorrow at 0600. 

Okay, thanks. 

Oh and Beginnings… we are sending up people. 

You’re doing what? We are fine I said! 

We want to assess the situation up there after the fighting. How many are still alive? 

Only a few deaths, everyone is doing just fine. 

Okay, then it will be a quick trip. 

I will have one of our workers file a damage report—no need for excess people in the 

station. 

You work on that. Redemption out. 

 

The man hurried to turn off the machine and rushed towards the chambers. He stripped 

out of his suit quickly. He had to tell his wife immediately. She was cooking breakfast when he 

stumbled in. 

They’re coming. 
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Who? When? 

Redemption. I contacted them that we were running low on supplies and they said they 

were sending people too. 

Did you tell them we were the only ones who survived? 

No. 

What did you tell them? 

That only a few died. 

 

She turned away shaking her head thinking. 

 

How many are they sending? 

They didn’t say. I would prepare for the worst though. They are crazy. 

Yeah I know. 

 

She lifted up her shirt sleeve to reveal the ‘Redemption’ brand across her arm. 

 

We will be fine. They cant send more than three people in a pod with supplies.  

How do you know they’re not sending more than one pod? 

Like I said, prepare for the worst. 

 

After they finished breakfast, the couple examined the station for anything they could 

use. They entered the basement area where all the station’s machinery was stored and in use. The 

mechanics room stood before them and they entered. Tools were scattered across tables and 
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maps of the station littered the walls hung by magnets. A plasma rifle rack hung on the wall, but 

only held one gun. The man reached for it and the wife looked nervous. 

 

You arent planning on... killing anybody, are you? 

They have the same intention as us. 

I thought we were above that though. 

Do you want to live or not? 

 

She stopped arguing and lowered her head. He was right but she didnt want to admit it. 

The man continued searching and found several plasma canisters littered on the ground. Each 

canister still had contents, which the gun was able to use. The gun itself was a higher end MAK-

52 with lethal capabilities. He knew how to use it.  

Not many useful items were still in the space station. The atrium was the only crucial part 

of the structure. While sitting on its lush grass, they worked out a plan for when the Redemption 

team visited them. He explained how he would hide in the space station until the visitors entered 

the building. She was to take the rover and hide beyond a small hill nicknamed Victory. They 

picked food from the greens and trees growing around them and he helped her carry the 

ingredients and edibles back into their room. She started cooking hearty meals for lunch and 

dinner because they would have to go the next day invisible and without food before Redemption 

arrived. 
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The next day arrived and they silently slipped out of bed. No exchange was needed 

because they knew what they had to do. The wife walked towards the man with a worried look in 

her eyes. He held her in a short embrace and kissed her forehead. Turning away, he was able to 

hide his fear as well. He picked up his rifle and headed towards the outside access room. She was 

already in her bulky spacesuit ready to head on the barren planet. She unplugged the rover and 

gave it directions.  

We are to hide outside till the Redemption team lands. You need to meet them at the pods 

and lead them into the space station. He will handle the rest. 

The rover gave two quick high pitched beeps and a green stripe of LED lights trailed 

down the sides of the vehicle. He understood. The wife was lighter then the man and had to wear 

weighted moon boots. Each step was a graceful glide and when her feet made contact with the 

surface, a fine gray powder misted about them. She reached her desired camping spot in a few 

minutes and began preparation. Constructing a wired frame for a cube, she covered it with a 

cloth that was designed to blend in with the cratered surface. She sat inside and waited. 

 The rover was the closest thing to a pet the woman would ever own and she adored the 

little machine. It was high end equipment and was able to fully think on its own. It parked itself 

in the semi-cube and kept a radio frequency playing over its speaker to pick up Redemptions 

communication.  

Meanwhile the man was searching for a place he could surprise his visitors. He pressed a 

round button on a white panel and it pushed into the wall and up revealing internal wiring and 

ventilation. He closed the panel and kept searching. For a while he contemplated reasoning with 

the Redemption staff and explaining what actually occurred when they land but he couldnt get 

the nerve to face these men.  
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The Redemption pods landed in the launch pad around midday. The launch pad consisted 

of four cylindrical structures that supported each pod for takeoff and landing. When the pod 

entered these pads a roof would latch close over the top and begin purifying the air so space suits 

werent necessary. Two pods arrived. Each contained four men. The Redemption staff was taking 

all precautions and exited the pods one by one. They wore black spacesuits that had the 

‘Redemption’ red arrow flying up the sides of the suits. The visors were a brilliant white that hid 

the face and created an eerie atmosphere about them. If the space suits werent intimidating 

enough, they all carried a weapon of some kind. These guys were trained professionals.  

The man had the element of surprise in the fight. As the Redemption soldiers signaled 

their way through the tunnels into the space station, he was already scouting them on cameras for 

weak spots and strategy.  They reached the stations main chamber and accurately entered an 

eight digit code into the security checkpoint despite the bloated glove on their hands. They 

werent wasting any time and the man knew it.  

The woman was listening intently over the rover’s radio. She was leaning over the biotic 

creature now, her hands pressed up against her space helmet.  

Redemption this is KS-1 and KS-2, do you copy? 

We copy that. KS-1 and KS-2 relay information the line is secure. 

We have landed and are proceeding into the space station. 

Copy that. Proceed with caution. 

Affirmative. KS out. 

 

Okay KS-2, this is KS-1; you ready to breach? 

Roger, on your mark. 
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She could hear the button tones of the security door through the radios static and an 

access-granted ding. A plasma rifle rang out over the radio and was ear-piercing. She raised her 

hands to muffle the noise. It lasted for a couple of minutes. Finally the rifle bursts slowed down 

and came to a stop.  

 

KS-1. 

… 

KS-1, do you read? 

… 

Crap. KS-2, come in, copy? 

… This is KS-2. 

Whats happening up there? 

We were ambushed. Only me and another guy are left. 

Go back to the pod for evac now! 

Roger. 

 

Two more plasma shots were heard over the radio and made the woman flinch. She 

listened closely for any sounds over the radio’s static. The rover’s eyes looked the woman up and 

down to try to examine her emotions. She became nervous and squirmed in her suit. The static 

turned into muffling and then the man’s voice was audible over the radio.  

It’s safe. sweetie. Theyre gone. 

She let out a long sigh of relief and began packing up for the trip home.  
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The man dropped the microphone from inside the dead soldier’s helmet and continued 

towards the pods. He kept his gun level and ready for any surprises. He peeked around the corner 

into the pod-landing zone. It was empty except for the two pods. Their door hatches were 

unsealed and he swung them open to reveal the insides. Empty. Except for the controls there was 

nothing. No supplies. The man cussed under his breath. Turning around he slammed the pod’s 

door and slid to the ground, his back against the cold metal. 

 

The woman checked the battery charge on the rover and sent him on explore mode for a 

few hours. She made her way back into the space station. Arriving at the pod pad she saw her 

husband leaning against one of the pods.  

Are you hurt? 

No. They didnt bring supplies though. 

I knew they would send people, but no supplies? They’re insane. 

I’m going to have to fly down there. We cant live without them! 

No no no. You know what they’ll do to you once they realized what we did. 

We?  I’m not holding you responsible for my actions. 

We’re in this together. You know that. 

Do I? 

 

She looked away. Her face was full of regret and disdain. She tried to regain her 

composure. 
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Well, you arent going to leave me up here alone. I’m coming with. 

Okay, but I’m warning you, we wont be welcomed kindly. 

Yes, I realize that. 

 

 

They packed supplies needed for their journey and slung a bag over each shoulder. When 

they reached the pods, the man turned around and looked at the space station. He let the image 

sink in. He understood they may never return.  

Everything was finally set for launch and the man typed in an access code into the pod’s 

control panel. It had a list of destinations on it and he clicked the one displaying ‘Redemption.’ 

The door was closed and a countdown appeared on the screen. The machine was going through 

system checks and was rapidly spitting out numbers and algorithms on the screen. The time 

finally hit zero and the canister started to shake vigorously. There were no windows so the 

couple could only assume what was happening. They were both nervous. 

 

Hours passed by long and anguished. But they finally arrived at their destination. The 

man looked at his wife and tried to read her emotions. They needed supplies, this was a 

necessary trip. These thoughts rolled around in his head before he had the nerve to open the 

hatch on the pod. His wife eased his nerve. 

Its okay. Open the door. 

 

The hatch opened to an eerily red glow. It leaked into the small pod. The man grabbed 

the plasma rifle, turned off the safety lock, and sprinted into the pod bay. A door at the other end 
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of the room opened revealing a similarly dressed man who he encountered earlier. Still in stride, 

the man aimed the gun and fired a single bolt to the upper chest. The body cringed and dropped 

to the floor. His wife was making her way out of the pod when a siren erupted. The whining 

noise made them both cover their ears and he almost let go of the rifle. He turned to make sure 

she was alright before he continued on his way. She followed close behind. The rooms were 

matte black and a white stripe followed around waist high along the walls. Every few meters a 

Redemption logo was etched into the wall with a dirty yellow paint. He didnt know where he 

was, but he know where he wanted to go. The building was surprisingly empty, and sliding doors 

opened without presenting obstacles. Behind every door he expected to see an armed guard 

waiting to end his life.  

He became short of breath and the space suit helmet was hindering his oxygen flow. He 

decided to release the helmet latches and attempt to use earth’s oxygen. At first the air burned his 

chest and he keeled over dry heaving. The air was bitter and thick. He waited until he was able to 

fully inhale and exhale before even trying to run. His wife appeared next to him looking shocked. 

He took off his helmet. Her voice was muffled. 

Whyd you do that? 

We gotta play by their rules now. 

Should I keep mine on? 

Your choice, but we need to act fast. They know we are here. 

 

She decided against taking off her helmet. Following closely behind her husband, they 

reached a locked door. He tried to open it by typing in the access code from the space station. It 

wouldnt budge.  
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Somebody’s coming, hide! 

The woman was astonished he could hear anything. All she heard was her heavy nervous 

breathing. She didnt question him however. The door opened and two Redemption soldiers 

strolled out with darting eyes. The man was flat against the wall which the soldiers came from 

and he lined up a shot which went through one head into the other. They both fell to the ground 

at about the same time. Immediately a liquid ruby spilled out of them forming a puddle around 

the lifeless bodies.  

The woman was hysterical. But the man didnt even take a look back to make sure they 

were dead.  He had a mission. He turned around and told his wife to pick up a gun and follow 

quickly. They reached a door that was stained a dusted red along the seals. The big “R” on the 

door was fading away. The couple pushed forward and the door automatically opened for them. 

They were outside. The ground was dry and cracked. Instead of a lush green grass, the ground 

was littered in a light red dust that they had seen moments before on the door. 

What the …. 

This is a wasteland. 

Maybe this is just a testing facility of some sort. 

No, we did this to ourselves.  

Dont talk like that. We were in the space station, they had their chance.  

Its all Redemption’s fault. They didn’t protect anything. 

Well you were right, you knew they wouldnt. 

But still, this is horrible. How can they live with themselves? 

Lets just go find the General and then we can head back up. 

Okay. 
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They followed along the semi-path into a tower that was at least 10 stories high. At the 

top the General was reclined in a desk chair with his feet on a table. His voice was hardened and 

showed no fear.  

Come in, please. 

What did you do to earth? 

Well, lets just say I made a few bad investments. 

What do you mean? 

The arsenal of missiles we acquired after World War III was too powerful for any one 

nation to control. I created Redemption to destroy these warheads and bring peace back to our 

people. Unfortunately greed is more appealing to peace in this world and we made a fortune off 

of secretly selling warheads to militias and resistance forces. We were lucky enough to predict 

the outcome and create a super army and fortress capable of surviving. As soon as one missile 

was airborne, every damn group felt defenseless and had to use theirs too. It was a disaster. 

Within days the countries we once knew were blown to bits and all civilization was set back 

thousands of years. That is why we built the space station. To protect our era of technology and 

advancement. Apparently even that was too much to handle.  

Are you kidding me? Our fault? That space station was full of murders and incredibly 

dangerous human beings.  

Well we didnt want people who couldnt hold their own surviving. We sent the best of the 

best in their fields up there. 

Fields? You mean killing and raping? Pathetic. 

Killing. Yes. How many people have you killed in the past 72 hours Mr. Corey?  
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Cause of you. But I’m about to make that one more. 

 

He aimed at the General and fired three spots into his head. The Generals head went limp 

and fell into his chest. The man looked back to his wife and dropped the gun. She hugged him 

and he placed his head on her padded shoulder.  

 

I’m disappointed in you. 

 

The man turned around. The General was up and walking towards him.  

 

You really thought you could just shoot me? I’m a holograph. My location is undisclosed. 

I was beginning to like you too.  It’s a shame.  

 

A buzz is heard, but the man cant figure out where it came from. He looks frantically 

around and realizes the General has vanished too. The man turned to his wife. 

 

We need to get out of here. 

You’re not going anywhere. 

 

She raised the plasma rifle and fired a round into his chest. His limp body collapsed to the 

floor. She was already on her way downstairs when the body hit the floor. The General was 

waiting for her at the bottom.  
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Good. We had to tie up any loose ends. He was a danger to us all.  

And so are you. 

 

She had double-crossed the General. He stood there shocked, understanding the gravity 

of his mistake. She was already aiming the gun at his head when he fully accepted the idea of 

what was happening.  

The security guards room for Redemption contained two black dressed soldiers. They 

were both standing, helplessly watching the screens before them. They saw the muzzle flash of 

the gun and the General drop silently to the ground.  

 

 The woman knew she would now have control over Redemption, but her plan wasnt 

about greed. She was going to drag them down with all the people they let die. She picked up the 

General’s radio. 

 Comm 4, this is the General, get me on line with the arsenal. 

 Yes sir, I mean ma’am.  

 This is arsenal speaking. 

 Yes, I need you to ready the warheads. I have coordinates for each. 

 Okay send them through. 

 35 degrees 00' N and 105 degrees 00' E. 

 Wait... that’s here? 

 I know.   
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Battle Field 
By Zach Wilson 

 

 Nothing could be heard on the battlefield. The calm before the storm had taken reign over 

the earth. The men, sitting at their camps, sharpened their swords and said their goodbye’s to 

those they loved. Many would not be returning. This war was about to change the course of 

mankind forever. Two sides pitted against each other in a battle of survival. Some may have been 

brothers or friends, but when it came to battle, alliances were no more. Last one standing was the 

victor and would bask in the spoils of his enemy. One battle to be fought to settle it once and for 

all. 

 The night had settled and all preparations had been made. If they hadn’t been made, the 

time was lost now; for the next morning would be the beginning of the end for most involved. 

Those who did not meet their fate would be changed forever. The men of this battle shared what 

they knew could be their final nights with their wives. As any good solider knows, they would 

rather be brought back on their shield than back alive as a loser.  

 The rooster called to signal the morning. Men slowly got out of their tents and began to 

line up: 16 in all for both sides. This battle, although low in numbers, would not be a quick or 

painless one. The balance of life and death would always be on the mind of the warriors.  

 The two sides lined up across from each other in equal proportion. Many men had died 

on that sacred battlefield, and it would be the final resting place of many more to come. This 

would be a fair fight. The last moments before the climax of the fight were surprisingly peaceful. 

The sides, though it was a civil war between brothers, were in the same boat. They both knew 

what was at stake, and in that moment, they had some common ground to stand on. 

Breathe, I can do this. 
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 The battle began. One side started the making of a formation. This act was followed by 

the other side. Both sides were alternating as they moved: one side, the other, one side, the other. 

Both were trying to develop their armies into a winning formation. Dominance in the center of 

the battleground was the key. 

 The first blow was struck as one soldier was forced to strike down his friend in order to 

gain position. However, little did he know, a counter-attack was waiting in the distance, and he 

would also be over thrown. 

Control heartbeat, it’s getting too loud to concentrate. 

 After the first blood was spilt there was a new feeling to the battle; wild murders and 

counter-murders were committed in quick succession now. While the major battle for central 

dominance was going on, others were trying to flank from the sides. The battle remained evenly 

matched up until late afternoon. 

Victory is in sight, don’t mess it up now. 

 Then someone found the crucial opening. He was able to take out many forces without 

being taken out himself. He took out three times more than his own worth before he himself was 

taken down; the battle was surely his side’s. All the general had to do was find the winning 

move.  

 The general of the winning troops began to walk across the battlefield. His men had 

secured victory. He got to the other general. The other general was pale, hands running through 

his hair. The victor stared into the whites of the loser’s eyes and reached out his hand. 

 “Checkmate,” I told my brother. 

 Dumbfounded, he searched the board for any possible move he could do. There were 

none. I had beaten my brother in chess for the first time. He was the one who taught me, but the 
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student had now surpassed the master. The game was played for the high stakes. I got to sleep in 

the bed tonight, and he had to sleep on the couch with the grim defeat on his mind. 
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Meditation  
Nathan Doninger 

 

 Johnny Depp said, “With any part you play, there is a certain amount of yourself in it. 

There has to be, otherwise it's just not acting. It's lying.” 

 Johnny Depp is saying that acting is like a story that an actor writes. Unless you put some 

of your own work into it, it’s plagiarism. When an actor receives a character description, they 

notice that all the basic information is covered, but it’s up to the actor to color in the lines. After 

adding ticks, expressions, and personality to a character, every actor needs to throw in a little of 

themselves. It can be as subtle as how you use your hands or as prominent as a personality 

characteristic. Ironically, if you act when you’re acting, then you’re doing it wrong. You have to 

be. 

In the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.  

Dear God, 

Allow us to free ourselves. Give us the feelings that we need in order to open up to the 

world and know who we are. Only then can we play the part.  

Amen.   
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By 

Max Haddad 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

BASED ON THE VIDEO GAME 
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FADE IN 

INT. COLLEGE OF WINTERHOLD-THE ARCANAEUM (LIBRARY) 

 

ALYNDRA DAWNHORN, a high elf, is reading a book in the Arcanaeum 

with ONMUND(nord), J’ZARGO(kajheet), and BRELYNA MARYON(dark 

elf). Alyndra is reading about the Dragonborn. The book is black 

with the symbol for a dragon on it. They are all sitting at a 

table and many other books are piled onto the table. URAG-GRO 

SHUB, an orc, is sleeping at his desk. 

 

ONMUND 

Brelyna! Do you know how dangerous this is? 

Conjuring a Dremora Lord is dangerous 

enough! But an unbound one! It’s near 

suicide! 

 

J’ZARGO 

For once, J’zargo agrees. The Dremora are... 

unpredictable. 

 

BRELYNA 

I told you not if the concealment circle is 

right. If there is no error in it, then the 

Dremora cannot get out. Even if it is 

unbound! It won’t be able to hurt me! I can 

strike a deal with it! 

 

ONMUND 

This is ridiculous! Alyndra, talk some sense 

into her. 

 

ALYNDRA 

Hmm? 

 

ONMUND 

Tell Brelyna that nothing good can come from 

conjuring an unbound Dremora! Even with a 

concealment circle.  

 

ALYNDRA 

Are you still fighting over that? I thought 

you would have moved on by now.  

 

ONMUND 

Just tell her!  
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BRELYNA 

Give it a rest, Onmund. Even if she does 

agree with you, I’m still going to do it. I 

was just hoping that you all would be there 

with me. You know I’m the top conjurer in 

the class! I have done extensive research on 

this! I know what I am doing and I just want 

to know if you’re going to do this with me 

or not.  

 

There is a pause and no one speaks for a moment.  

 

J’ZARGO 

J’zargo thinks that it is not wise, but... 

J’zargo will be there... for his friend.  

 

ONMUND 

You’ll what? J’zargo! Do you realize how 

crazy this is? 

 

ALYNDRA 

I think Onmund might be right, Brelyna. It 

is dangerous.  

 

BRELYNA 

All magic is dangerous. There is always a 

risk. 

 

ONMUND 

Mad! You’ve gone mad! Well, I won’t have any 

part of this!  

 

Onmund picks up his books, gets up from the table, and leaves 

the Arcanaeum in a huff.  

 

BRELYNA 

Onmund!  

 

J’zargo gets up from his seat.  

 

J’ZARGO 

J’zargo will talk to him.   

 

He leaves.  
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BRELYNA 

Oh it doesn’t matter. I know it’s dangerous, 

but you’re the best destructionist here 

Alyndra and I could really use your help. 

Alyndra? Alyndra are you even listening to 

me? 

 

ALYNDRA 

Hmm? Oh, I’m sorry.  

 

BRELYNA 

What are you reading about anyways? You’ve 

been buried in that book for days now. 

 

ALYNDRA 

It’s a little bit silly actually. It’s a 

book on the Dragons and the Dragon Born. You 

know, the Dragon slayers of old?  

 

BRELYNA 

(Laughing)  

Really? That’s what has had your attention 

the past week? 

 

ALYNDRA 

It tells you of spells Brelyna! Old spells! 

Older than our magic! There are words in 

here that are the purest essence of a 

substance. If you say a word in this 

language, and if you say it right, then it’s 

like magic, but different! One of these 

words turns your breath to fire! 

 

Brelyna bursts out laughing. 

 

BRELYNA 

We can already do that though! That’s why we 

are here at the College! Why learn how to do 

it a different way? 

 

Alyndra is getting a little bit frustrated. She stands up. 

 

ALYNDRA 

That’s just it! I can’t learn it! I have 

learned every spell they’ve taught us here 

and more and I can’t learn these simple 

words!  
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Brelyna stops laughing.  

 

BRELYNA 

You can’t learn how to use these words?  

 

ALYNDRA 

No! And it is driving me mad!  

 

BRELYNA 

Well does the book tell you how you’re 

supposed to say it?  

 

Alyndra shakes her head. 

 

ALYNDRA 

No. No. It doesn’t.  

 

Alyndra opens the book and points to a page.  

 

ALYNDRA 

The book is written in two languages. The 

everyday Nordic tongue and then this dragon 

language. There’s no guide to pronunciation, 

nor a translation of the words. It’s just 

weird runes that I’ve never seen before.  

 

BRELYNA 

What about the translation spell?  

 

ALYNDRA 

I tried that already. It didn’t work.  

 

BRELYNA 

Is there anything that is useful in this 

book?  

 

 

 

ALYNDRA 

Well...there is one spell, but it’s 

pointless to even try really.  

 

Brelyna looks puzzled.  

 

BRELYNA 

A pointless spell? 
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ALYNDRA 

The spell is called “Dragon Hunter.” It’s 

supposed to help you find a dragon, but, 

well, the dragons are all dead. They all 

died years ago. Besides, you need something 

for the spell.  

 

BRELYNA 

And that would be what? 

 

ALYNDRA 

You need a sigil stone.  

 

BRELYNA 

A sigil stone? Are you sure?  

 

ALYNDRA 

Yes. Where in the world could we get a sigil 

stone? 

 

Brelyna pauses for a moment. Then she claps her hands together 

and smiles. 

 

BRELYNA 

Not in this world! In Oblivion! 
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1. EXT. STREET CORNER. AFTERNOON.  

A ONE-WAY SIGN shows prominently. It’s coated with rust; it’s 

bent and looks like it hasn’t been maintained for years.   

CUT TO: 

A METAL FENCE is withheld by a rusted CHAIN. The lock of the 

chain is swinging slowly, rocking back and forth.  

2. EXT. ROOF TOP OF BUILDING. SAME AFTERNOON.  

We are overlooking entire blocks of the city. No cars move 

about; cars are broken down and dented in the road, and smoke 

rises from buildings. 

SMOG fills the sky.   

 

BEGIN TITLES 

 

3. EXT. VEHICLE PORT OF ARMY BASE. AFTERNOON. 

The BASE is desolate, empty, and most of all eerie. Loose papers 

and crumbled trash move slowly across the base.  

Finally, a LONE ARMY SOLDIER walks along the trucks and Humvees, 

rifle in hand and tan pack on his back.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER 

He is rugged and war-torn, but at the same time he is calm and 

peaceful. The man is used to all of this. He is a WARRIOR. 

The soldier continues to walk along the cars, not turning his 

head to look from side to side, but rather making small glances 

with his eyes back and forth. He is CAUTIOUS.  

Suddenly, a METAL BANG is heard. The soldier spins his body to 

the right, his M16 FULLY- AUTO RIFLE leading the way as he walks 

towards the source of the sound. 

He turns the corner, but finds nothing. The thing that made the 

sound is gone. . .or never existed. 

4. EXT. STREET. LATER THAT DAY.  
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The Soldier is still garbed in his same camouflage: Woodland, 

with a tan backpack and black army boots. The M16 is still 

wielded. He walks forward with it hanging down in front of him. 

Surrounding the street is a thick pocket of dead trees. It goes 

straight ahead; no turns.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER (V.O.) 

Everyone is watching.  

The LONE ARMY SOLDIER’S EYES move left to right, glancing 

worriedly at the dense wood.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER (V.O.) 

Life isn’t all what it’s cracked 

up to be when you’re the only one 

here. 

Pictures of NEWSPAPER ARTICLES headed by “It’s the END” flash 

across the screen. A NEWS REPORTER speaks on a TV. Images of 

LIFELESS BODIES fill the streets.   

The soldier continues to walk forward, but now his M16 is raised 

and he’s staring down the scope.  

A rustling in the woods beside him is heard, but nothing is 

seen. The soldier turns quickly to his left and fires.  

The sound now comes from his right. He turns and fires again, 

but nothing is there.  

The soldier stops firing and looks back and forth sporadically, 

searching to see who made the noise.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER (V.O.) 

But I’m not the last. I can’t be.  

5. INT. TENT. NIGHTIME.  

The Soldier is lying down on a rugged sleeping bag. He is 

staring straight up towards the top of the tent.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER (V.O.) 

I hear things. I never see 

anything, but I hear it. 

Multiple SHADOWS of people show up outside the tent.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER (V.O.) 
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I see shadows; they aren’t hard to 

find. I can never catch them, 

though.  

The shadows continue to move outside the tent, and a crowd of 

voices can be heard.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER (V.O.) 

But they’re just darkness in a pit 

of darkness.  

6. INT. WAREHOUSE. DAY LATER.  

The Soldier walks through the warehouse with his gun at his 

side.  

LONE ARMY SOLDIER (V.O.) 

Sound was taken for granted. 

Everything was taken for granted.  

7. EXT. BATTLEFIELD. YEARS EARLIER.  

A FLASHBACK to before the END. The Soldier is lying with his 

back against a cement barrier, gun at his hip. 

RANDOM SOLDIER (O.S.) 

Keep them back! 

TRACERS whiz by him. Loud, monstrous gunshot sounds fill the 

battlefield.  

AN INFANTRY MAN runs up near the lone army soldier and gets hit 

by multiple gunshot wounds in the gut. He falls back out of 

view.  

We can hear him screaming to the Soldier for help.  

INFANTRY MAN 

Help me. . .Please!  

The Lone Soldier fires at random over the barrier and then darts 

out towards the wounded soldier. Tracers continue to pass by 

him.  

A grenade lands in the grass near the wounded soldier.  

We see a FLASH, hear a loud bang and a scream. 

BLACK 
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There are men crying because of pain, but a high-pitched ringing 

noise from the grenade drowns them out.  

The Lone Soldier’s face flashes across the screen screaming.   

8. INT. WAREHOUSE. YEARS LATER-BACK TO PRESENT DAY. 

The LONE ARMY SOLDIER looks around the warehouse.  

A CAR engine roars.  

A TELEPHONE rings.  

The Soldier is turning around in circles, confused. He knows 

that it’s in his mind, but it’s so real. 

GUNSHOTS are heard accompanied by the sounds of WINDOWS 

shattering.  

The Soldier ducks and then looks at the windows.  

NOTHING. 

More car engines roar.  

More telephones.  

A GROUP OF PEOPLE are talking on the other side of the wall, 

outside the warehouse.   

He leans his ear up against the wall and listens to the noise. 

They are laughing.  

He slumps down to the ground, resting his back against the wall. 

A sound of someone banging on the door in front of him is heard. 

It’s now QUIET.  

He looks at the door. Then, the door flies open.  

BLACK 

SUPERIMPOSE: “Inspired by the Shortest Horror Story ever told.” 

SUPERIMPOSE: “The last man on Earth sat alone in his room. There 

was a knock at the door.”   

THE END 
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Meditation 
By Michael Walker 

In the movie Stand by Me, directed by Rob Reiner, one character, Gordie, asks his friend 

Chris if he is weird-- to which Chris responds, “Yeah, but so what? Everybody is weird.” 

This quote is true to everyone. Chris is right in saying that everyone is weird. Whether 

people know it or not, they each have something different or unique about them that will be 

weird to some people. We just need to realize we are all “weird,” but that’s what makes us who 

were are as a person.  

Dear God,  

Thank you for the life you have given us. Thank you so much for all of the unique 

qualities you have instilled in each one of us that make us so different and individual. Please 

allow us to recognize that we are all made differently and will therefore see other people a little 

weirder than we are, but that it is perfectly fine because we are supposed to be different, in a 

good way.  

Amen. 

 


