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It is Dusty in the Pyramids  

by Mariona Bolao Man én  
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Never a Bad Day to Make a Friend  
by Mariona Bolao Manén 
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The Nile really is a River in Egypt  
by Mariona Bolao Manén 
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Face Slice  
by Erian-Beni Kabongo 
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Self Design  
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The Wonder Dog  
by Chané Higgo  
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POETRY 

 
  
“Momo: Observations of a Cat Owner"  

by Harrison Boynton 
 
This is the tale of Momo, 
The one who runs my home. 
Who happens to be, 
The mightest feline. 
 
Brother of Garnette, 
Both the same age. 
He was the runt, 
Yet takes up much space. 
 
He is white as snow, 
Yet darker than night. 
Black mountains up head, 
Surrounded fields of white. 
 
Fangs sharper than claws, 
Yet sweeter than pie. 
Gives many roars, 
Before feeding time. 
 
Shaking his coat, 
Fur does fly. 
Leading me to clean, 
All through the nite. 
 
Sleeps all day, 
Yet up all night. 
Begging for food, 
Before the break of day. 
 
Held like a baby, 
His favorite way. 
Any other, 
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He will turn away. 
 
Purrs mightier than, 
A fire engine at daybreak. 
For to many pets, 
The engine will go all day. 
 
A furry blanket, 
The warmth of rays. 
Results in a nap, 
That lasts all day. 
 
Opening of doors, 
The room he investigates. 
Making sure it is okay, 
Loving in his own way. 
 
From the smallest of kittens, 
To the mightiest feline. 
The one who runs my home, 
The tale of Momo. 
 
 
 
"We Made Love" 

by Kristina Chhetri 
 

We lived the moment  
under the sunlight 
with smell of leaves; 
The sky with clouds 
filled our words and we 
promised on galaxies, 
crossing all the limits 
holding eachother to  
touch the sense of  
burning love.  
The blowing air lined  
our heartbeats so  
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sharply that we felt the  
warmth so much harder 
than we ever had before. 
 
 
 
 "I Missed You"  

by Kristina Chhetri 
 
I stared at sky full 
of stars,  
heard sound of  
running clock,  
read all your favourite  
novel, 
played piano but 
still this night missed  
something that I felt 
incomplete,  
My heart ached for your  
presence, 
I waited for you,  
Not this night it was me 
who missed you.  
 
 
 
"She" 

by Kristina Chhetri 
 
She lived  
like a thorn,  
with smell of grief,  
and he fell in love 
with the way 
the tears collapsed on to 
her cheeks 
with valor in her eyes.  
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"His Untold Story" 
by Kristina Chhetri 

 
Even the breeze felt 
hardness of his eyes;  
Every tears he blew 
was nothing more than  
his guilt,  
In between laughter 
he explained every  
part of him 
that was dead,  
Until anyone could read 
what was alive in him. 
 
 
 
"I am From"  

by Faafetai Lemautu 
 
I am from a small village on the east side where everyone knows 
everyone’s business 
I am from a three bedroom house occupied by 10 
I am from meals consisting of rice and coconut milk on a decent day 
I am from strict rules and being in the house before the light posts 
come on 
I am from 6pm family prayers and 6am church preparations 
I am from bus rides to school and catching a ride from a passing car 
to get home. 
I am from “stop crying before I give you something to cry about” 
I am the girl who got out of the island but the island never left her. 
 
I am from two unprepared teenagers who wanted to just have fun 
one night 
I am from damaged goods patched together by broken promises 
I am from late night worship sessions when my heart gets heavy 
I am from exposed feelings that lead to should of, could of, would 
ofs 
I am from open heart surgeries from self caused heart breaks. 
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I am from library bookshelves and creating imaginary relationships 
with its characters 
I want a man that can penetrate my psyche, make love to my soul, 
and Quench my spirit 
I am from one sided friendships that I cling to because of developed 
abandonment issues 
I am from behind the camera capturing the memories instead of 
being in them 
I am from beauty in simplicity 
I am from unfinished lyrics and forgotten Melodie’s 
I am from desiring to possess the beauty that captured the eye of my 
desire 
 
I wonder how God works in mysterious ways 
I see how artificial the love is that people pass as true now a days 
I want genuine love but lack the desire to embrace it 
I am from 21 years of family expectations. 
 
 
 
"My Roomies" 

by Faafetai Lemautu 
 
Dear tenant, 
It’s constant arguments with my roomies 
They tend to have a mind of their own now a days you see 
Some days they leave the house and ide forget they even lived here 
Ide go about my day enjoying the peace and quiet when they’re not 
around and then boom they 
come busting through the front door 
Most days we get along 
Anxiety would willingly be my excuse not to go out and depression 
would keep me grounded 
Then there are other days where depression would keep me chained 
in our basement, and anxiety 
begins the interrogation 
And sometimes they’de treat me like a prisoner in my own home 
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I peep through the windows and try to understand why do they hate 
the world so much 
I struggle with anxiety 
But I’m afraid of how the world would treat me so I suffer with it 
quietly 
I try to numb the pain by sippin in variety 
I don’t know why anxiety seems to favor me. 
Yours truly the third roomie. 
 
 
 
"Tough Love"  

by Faafetai Lemautu 
 
My tolerance for pain is strained 
So please refrain from playing these games of pretend. 
I usually start my day with the echoing voice of my grandmother 
From sun up to sun down the constant barking of things to do for 
the day 
I was paralyzed by a pair of eyes 
For her glare was lethal. 
The all too familiar greeting my body receives 
Each time I breathe a little heavier, move a little slower, my replies 
are a little louder that she deems 
acceptable. 
My skin is a walking memory foam of my childhood. 
It’s “tough love” so we toughen up on the receiving end of 
The generational trauma. 
 
 
 
 
“Maybe it's Just for Me” 

by Natalia Ospino  
 
I'm drowning in fire 
But it isn't warm it doesn't burn 
But it's fire, I know it's fire 
I feel how the oxygen slips out of my lungs 
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And the anxiety kicks in 
Shaking hands and heavy head 
But it's just cold and dark 
There's a door some feet away 
But my cold burned feet won't let me walk 
I'll just light still in the freezing smoke 
Maybe it's just for me 
 
Some people just don't understand 
They make assumptions and try to guess 
they ask me why and lay by me 
and I try, Oh! believe me that I try 
But the smoke cuts my words 
the fire freezes my brain 
My shaky hands are now tied 
And my mouth can't force a word out 
a weak scream reaches the surface 
 
did nobody hear it? I give up 
Maybe it's just for me 
 
I want to run and let away 
All those pressures and concerns 
Feel the grass and paint my nails 
Maybe a cup of coffee 
Just a little sip to remember 
To remember old times. 
When my mom rocked me in the cradle 
And life was in slow motion 
When my heart wasn't frozen 
And he used to cuddle me 
But that's all over now 
Time is racing me and winning 
Maybe it's just for me 
 
But let me tell you something 
One day I'll swim out of the fire 
And feel the warm again 
I'm scared to go down 
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Dive deeper and burn faster 
Find rock bottom while I drown 
 
And then give birth to the new her 
Glowy skin and rosy cheeks 
the cold and smoke will disperse 
Stronger than ever my voice will be heard 
And with my new firm hands, I will escape 
 
Maybe it's just for me 
 
 
 
“Only on my Good Days” 

by Eva Agcaoili 
 
I’ve lived life alone. I’ve preferred to live life alone. On my best days, 
the clouds hang over my head. So much so that I’ve asked them to 
be my friends. They stick around even when I don’t want them to. 
They’re even so generous to give the gift of rain to celebrate my best 
accomplishments. Rain is the only type of love I know.  
 
I’ve learned to hate the sun. Its rays shine down so bright burning 
my eyes and enticing a headache. It penetrates my skin and burns. 
It brings out crowds of people that invade my introverted nature. 
The sun brings bright clouds that offer no shade, no protection, and 
no gifts. And most of all, I’m embarrassed to admit the sun stood me 
up.  
 
After weeks of grey, I begged the sun to come out. I would’ve happily 
settled for a headache with a side of vitamin D. But all the praying 
to no avail. The sun did not show up. It hid behind the clouds waiting 
for my worst day. The clouds however were happy to oblige. 
 
They watch as I accomplish my goals. Pouring down the minute I 
achieve them. The thunder as their applause and their lighting as 
the camera flashes. I stand in their glory, soaked, cold, and alone 
except for their presence. Reminding myself that this is love, but 
asking myself why the sun couldn’t do the same.  
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As my happiness subsides, so does the rain. The sun arrives ridding 
me of the gifts the clouds so generously gave. I’m left with a 
stubborn mood and a jarring headache as the sun glares into my 
eyes. The sun is so rare I’ve never thought to ask it to be my friend. 
I look at it from afar, too bright for me to see something better.  
 
I’ve spent so long in the greyness of the clouds that the sun only 
seemed too bright. There are fewer suns in the universe than there 
are clouds I’m sure, but suns can last a lifetime. Clouds, however, 
can dissipate after the rain. I preferred to live life alone. So tired of 
the clouds and cold from their rain. I can only hope one day I will 
seek the sun to be my friend rather than accepting the readily 
available clouds. 
 
The sun is there for my bad days and perhaps that says something 
about them. 
 
 
 
"Little Boxes of Love" 

by Temo Olvera 
 

My father sends me boxes from home. I pick them up from the mail 
room and let them sit on my desk until the weekend. Some boxes 
are heavy and bulky, others fit in the palm of my hand, and one sits 
in the living room because it didn’t fit through my bedroom door. 
It’s Christmas when I finally sit down to tear them open. Framed 
pictures of my father and his brothers in a field, bags of deep-fried 
turkey, and new winter clothes pile up on the floor.  

I pick up a small bulging box that looks like my father tried to 
shove one of his cows into the three-inch cube. When I pull the 
ribbon loose it explodes with my father’s thunderous laughter and 
an: “I love you son.” I toss the cardboard box into the bin and 
collect all the little boxes into my lap pulling one string after 
another letting waves of familiar voices wash over me. I roll 
around in my mess of little boxes and leave them on the ground 
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to step on.  

I slide one of the three heavy ones from beneath my desk and pull 
something in my back trying to lift it onto my bed. I use a butter 
knife from the caf kept in my bottom drawer to break the zip ties 
around the box stepping back after each in case it pops. It stands 
perfectly still and suddenly I cannot hear the trees rustling or my 
suitemates arguing. I slide the cardboard top off and peer inside.  

It is not what I want to see. Instead of giving into my grief, I put the 
top back on, rummage through my drawers for duct tape and seal it 
up. I pull the next heavy box from beneath my desk and cut the zip 
ties. I glare at it on the ground, willing its contents to be different 
than the last. I rip the top off and shake with disappointment. 
Covering it with duct tape, I stack it on the first box and pull the last 
heavy box from beneath my bed. I don’t open it. I just stare at it. I 
know what’s inside, but I can’t bear to look at it. My shoe crushes a 
little box on the ground, and I wish I would have saved one for this 
moment. I throw them all away.  

Taking my butterknife and sour mood into the living room I 
prepare myself for what might be in the big box. Tape flies off it, 
peeling away fuzzy layers of cardboard, and individually pulled 
staples litter the floor. Turning the box over, a jumble of black 
wooden table pieces fall to the floor alongside an IKEA pamphlet.  

It’s not even my box. 
 
 
 
"Us and a Dirt Road" 

by Temo Olvera 
 

We drive down a dirt road away from a small town in mid-Missouri. 
The air pinches the inside of my lungs and my cheek presses against 
the wool lining of my coat. She smokes a cigarette while rummaging 
through the glove box for the Taylor Swift CD I threw out a week 
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ago. I let her climb into the back seat covered in suitcases and bags 
before confessing. She sits cross-legged on a plastic tote huffing. I 
wink and she rolls her eyes. 
 
 
 
“The Wizard of Oz is Not Upstairs." 

by Temo Olvera 
 

Dorothy and Teddy reach the entrance where “The great and 
powerful wizard of OZ” glows bright green and hangs over the 
door with flashing lights. They Step in ready for a show, but 
they find a dark room. The wizard’s chair is empty, all of its 
mechanical parts pointing to a missing body. Dorothy flicks the 
lights on and follows Teddy to a pile of ripped clothes near a 
window. She looks out at the expanse of saturated green against 
a bright blue sky devoid of clouds or the sun, but still full of 
light.  

Oscar is running around naked wrapped in shreds of his air 
balloon. Dorothy and Teddy jump from the window. When their 
feet hit the ground Oscar’s head snaps over. His eyes are red with 
dark bags. His chin is covered in prickly stubble, and drool. He 
bundles up what he can of the balloon and runs from Dororthy and 
Teddy with the balloon trailing between his legs. Dorothy and 
Teddy chase him around the meadow.  
“I’m tired of pulling levers, pretending, I am good at ruling when no 
one else wanted to try. I don’t want to exist, and you cannot make 
me!” Oscar shrieks between breaths.  

Oscar trips on his air balloon and frantically rolls over. Dorothy 
and Teddy catch up and watch as the frail old man thrashes like 
a toddler being tucked into bed. “Let me go, woman! Let me go!”  

Dorothy and Teddy watch in silence. Oscar's movements become 
slower and slower until he is face down, hands wrapped close to his 
sides screaming into the dirt. Dorothy reaches down and grabs his 
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feet dragging Oscar to the castle. “No! No!” Oscar bites the ground 
with the few teeth left in his mouth. “Don’t make me!” He swallows 
mud made of tears and grass clippings. “I’ll kill youu!” Teddy licks 
his face.  

Dorothy sits him down in the wizard’s chair leaving the sweat-
soaked balloon around his body. She fastens a strap to a lever and 
brings it to his head. Oscar tries biting her, but his teeth are 
buried in the meadow. His gums squeeze around her arm, and 
she pushes his head back into the seat. He does not stop 
screaming when she stuffs a rope tied to a pulley into his mouth.  

She picks his hat from the pile of ripped clothes near the 
window and places it on his head. Teddy fetches a brush and 
Dorothy spreads hot tar onto Oscar’s temples. He thrashes 
and shakes, but he can do nothing more. She steps back.  

It’s spectacular. The best show the wizard has ever put on. 
 
 
 
"Pink, Yellow, and Blue"  

by Temo Olvera 
 
Hey professor, do you like balloons?  

Please say yes.  

So when I tie them to your coffee mug you’ll laugh, and giggle then 
call me your favorite student.  

So when you walk through the park with your family, you’ll see 
the pink, yellow, and blue orbs slithering up the wall and think 
of the devilish smile painted on my face all week.  

So when I tie them to my waist to keep me from drowning in 
assignments and essays you won’t pop them with your red pen.  

So when I tie them around my arthritis-pained wrists you’ll wish 
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you had the idea for your aching hands during college  

So when I tie them around my neck ready to float to the sky, 
you’ll have the muscle memory to untie them, and we can watch 
them float away together. 
 
 
 
"Mom. I am ok. Please listen to me when I say I am ok." 

by Temo Olvera 
 
In November I turn fifty, so I get a bigger percentage of my 
retirement.  

Son. I will give you all of that money.  

I’ll sell my house and sleep in a garage so you can get that 
apartment in New York you always wanted.  
I canceled that appointment for the doctors. They said they can 
get the kidney transplant, but I said no so I’ll have some money 
to send you every month.  
Don’t worry. I worked my entire life so you can live comfortable.  

I see your friends on the social media. I’m so glad yall have a 
cafeteria so you don’t have to eat the leather off your old work 
boots. Sometimes I add salt to mine even though it's bad for my 
heart.  
I’m thinking about getting a loan. We can take the whole family 
to Arizona for a week if I get approved. Won’t that be fun? We 
can catch up on all the time we missed. I’m also thinking of 
getting a goat. Remember when you were little and told me you 
wanted a goat? I can take care of it and you can visit whenever 
you want.  
The house has a tree growing under it. The man says it’s ruining 
the foundation and caused a leak. I told him how proud I was of 
you! Going to college, getting awards, and all that. You make me 
so proud mijo. Everything I do is for you. I love you. 
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"Biscuits and Gravy" 
by Temo Olvera 

 
Will you be at breakfast tomorrow?  

Will you be the moment I look forward to? The thing that 
holds me down? The place I must return to?  

If you are not at breakfast, I may take a long drive into the night 
and sleep past my alarm, past lunchtime, past sunset, passing up 
all the opportunities to be me.  

No, I’m not a morning person and eating before ten makes me 
feel sick. When my eyes open my body becomes heavy, my 
joints seize, and I can do nothing but lie in a puddle of my own 
thoughts.  
When you are at breakfast, I can stand myself up and cross the quad 
in solitude because I know my loneliness will only last until eggs are 
placed on the table.  

The sun does not need to rise when you are at breakfast. Your 
presence fills the room with more vitamin D than the grapefruits 
rotting in their baskets or the zesty orange flavor packets I never 
use.  

I say eating breakfast starts my day, nourishes my body, puts my 
heart and soul in sync. I only say that because their eyebrows rise 
when I replace eating breakfast with being with you.  

They say they hate the caf food, but I love it. Not because it’s cooked 
in large pans and touched by countless hands. I love it because it’s 
served at the only time we get to sit still together.  

Please be at breakfast tomorrow. 
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"Biscuits and Gravy II" 
by Temo Olvera 

 
I have driven into the sunset and fallen asleep at the 

wheel. When I wake, my hair is jet black instead of blond. The 
green has faded from my eyes leaving them the color of trampled 
leaves.  

The hula lady dances as my rusted red pick-up comes to a 
stop in the parking lot behind Ferg. Instead of flip-flops, heavy 
leather boots strike the ground matching the pace of my racing 
heart.  

EEEP  

Monica taps her screen. I have not seen her in a week, but 
I am glad she is here when I have decided to return. We never 
speak. Just exchange smiles because we don’t know each other’s 
names. She calls me Caleb in her head.  

The mound of food jiggles; outperforming the hula 
lady. I can’t keep my hands still as I scan the room for them. My 
eyes land on a table. Our table.  

Instead of two souls waiting for the one they lost, the table 
is surrounded by dark clothes and ripped jeans. Their laughter 
swells and rises like smoke from a campfire. I am Moses and they 
are God’s people.  
I sit. Let my plate hit the table hard and break the stone tablets my 
doctor gave me. My tea boils when I grasp it. I don’t use a fork, just 
scoop up goopy eggs with my bare hands and raise them to my 
mouth. I cannot take my eyes off them. I am as sour as the fruit on 
my plate. 
 
 
 
"Untitled" 

by Temo Olvera 
 
He whispers in my ear not to tell 
Not to tell them, not to tell my friends, not to tell my parents, not to 
tell him 
That what he is doing is wrong 
Not to tell him the way I should be treated 



 99 

Not to tell him I don’t like the way he does it 
Not to tell him what I am worth 
Not to tell him to 
 
Stop. 
 
He says if I keep telling him to stop he won’t be able to tell when I 
mean it. But I mean it. 
Every time I mean it. 
 
 
 
"Why Don’t You Smile Anymore?" 

by Temo Olvera 
 

I watch an old video of myself at a party while I brush my teeth.  

Look at his big goofy smile. God, I hate it. I want to grab it by the 
corner of his mouth and pull it off his face.  
He laughs as I say this to him. He steps out of my screen and 
his smile grows bigger. I don’t know how it fits between his 
cheeks.  
I let the ends of my mouth touch the floor as we stare at each other. 
He reaches down and picks them up, holds them high above his 
head.  
“See it’s not that hard. Now just keep them there.”  

I raise my hands, take the ends from him, and drop them.  

He steps closer and I lose sight of his nose behind his smile.  

“Oh don’t be like that.”  

He reaches down again, and I step back.  

“stop.”  

“You don’t want to smile?”  

“no.”  

He squats down and places a hand on the corner of my mouth.  

“Are you sure? It will make you feel so much better!”  

I step back again, but his hand has curled into a fist 
around the corner of my mouth. He looks up at me 
and his smile stretches beyond his ears.  
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“I’ll help you smile.”  

“I don't want your help I don’t want to smile.” I grab my lips with 
both hands and yank them from him. He scrambles for one of the 
corners of my mouth. I scoop them up, hold them to my body and 
reach for the bathroom door. My hand closes around the knob.  
My chest falls into it,  

My face pushes against the cheap wood door  

He pulls my hair  

slams my face into the sink,  

And lifts my head to the mirror.  

His smile makes a background for my bloodied face and 
drooping mouth in the mirror. I try to reach down and grab the 
ends of my mouth, but his body is pressed against mine pushing 
my arms into the sharp countertop.  
He uses one hand to pull the ends of my mouth up onto the 
countertop, the other hand still holding the reins of my scalp  
“Smile for me baby.”  

I weep as he lifts the corners of my mouth and uses his saliva to 
stick them to the walls above my head.  
“Don’t you look so much better?” 
 
 
 
"Goodbye Friend." 

by Temo Olvera 
 
When he says it he puts a wall between us 
Reminds me that is all we are 
Friends 
When I say it, I wrap my arms around their ankles 
Hold onto whatever I can so he won’t leave me 
 
 
 
"Stop Looking at Me" 

by Temo Olvera 
 
I am not your father’s approval in an oversized sweatshirt. 
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Stop reaching for my cheekbones because they remind you of 
home. 
No. I won’t ‘kiss you in Spanish’ or embrace you like you do your 
culture. 
My dark hair isn’t permission for you to touch it. 
The cigarettes I smoke aren’t the same brand your mom uses. 
Whatever it is you keep searching for in my brown eyes I hope you 
find it somewhere else. 
There is nothing inside me for you to find. 
 
 
 
"If He Would Let me, I Would Hold onto Today Forever." 

by Temo Olvera  
 

Today kissed me good morning with the softest lips  

I could wrap my arms around Today 
and lay in bed for the entirety of him 
Today fills a hole that yesterday dug.  
I look Today up and down, and he is already  

seven hours old.  

Seven hours out the door  

Seven hours I was too tired to spend with him.  

Today pulls me out of bed and spins me around.  

I fall into his chest and he kisses my forehead urging me 
to get dressed while he makes breakfast.  

Today says not to waste him  

I scarf down my food because he pulls his hand 
away from mine with every bite, Today wants to 
be with yesterday.  
I pretend i don’t see how much he  

Wants him.  

Wants someone else's skin  

Wants to be anywhere but with me.  
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Today rubs his five o’clock shadow.  

I place my hand on his strong chin  

Today reminds me more of yesterday with each passing hour  

I miss the Today he was this morning when  

He looked my way  

He made me feel safe  

He pretended to love me.  

Today looks me up and down 
with his eyebrows at eleven and 
two. I meet his gaze  
Today slams the door and drives away  

I crawl into bed so tomorrow can kiss me good morning with the 
softest lips. 
 
 
 
“Set on Silent” 

by Drake Tipton  
In parking lots 
In the bed of every truck 
In every passing window. 
Glimpse’s of an apartment room 
In a building neither of us can afford 
With our banks overdue. 
Visions of our what ifs 
Whispers of something new 
All lost in the wind. 
Love gone way in subway tunnels 
Forgotten about with nightly newspapers 
Never truly taken in. 
Every whisper in a parking lot 
Every glimpse in a passing window 
With every vision in bed. 
I whisper I do’s 
Shake with the finding of love 
Because for once, finally, you do. 
Hands and legs entangle in secrets 
Giggles and hushes 
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All sent at a low tone. 
The vision of what ifs 
Never included this 
But they never expected it to be you. 
 
 
“The Reacher and the Settler” 

by Drake Tipton  
 
In the tight smiles and sad eyes 
The way your breath shifts with mine 
The way you know I am just another burden 
But you pull a strong face 
And tell me I’m more than that 
I tell you I know 
And that really it’s okay 
Because I know, 
What I am.  
Through tired eyes and strained smiles 
We laugh the same laughs  
We share the same look, 
Both looks knowing 
That you are above me 
For life has its levels 
And we’re on different ones, 
You tell me we’re not, 
That we are the same 
But you know 
Just as I do 
That we’re not a pair  
In hushed tones and the clearing of throats  
We both lay in bed 
Confused at this space between our curved bodies 
I’ve landed a woman too far, from where I’ll never be.  
The comfort of feeling belonged, far from this bed.  
You lay with a man, far below your feet  
But here you’re adored, held in a high regard.  
The night ends in eclipse, we squeeze our eyes shut.  
Gripping onto what we know, we both don’t deserve.  



 104 

FICTION 

 
 

"Those Who Call" 
by Harrison Boynton 

 
Clay Baker began to awaken and found himself on a stone 

path. Peering over the left and right edge, Clay could only see an 
oasis of darkness below him, yet it was still bright enough for him 
to see the path before him. Not given many options, he began to 
walk down the path with nothing in sight. Walking further and 
further into the nothingness, Clay paused for a moment. There in 
front of him was a counter with a wooden rolling pin in the 
distance. The closer he got to it, the more his head began to pulse 
and cause him immense pain. Upon reaching it, his mind flashed 
back to when he was a child. He remembers a time with his 
grandmother.  

His grandmother, every Friday afternoon, would make 
cookies. With her soft loving voice, she would ask Clay to get a cup 
of flour from the flour decorated tin and bring it over to the counter. 
With a large smile, Clay would say, "Here, grandma." His 
grandmother would take the flour from him and say, "Thank you, 
Clay. You are such a big help." She would then place it in a large 
ceramic bowl and mix eggs, milk, sugar, and a small amount of 
vanilla together to make a dough. His grandma would then place a 
little bit of flour on the counter and she would roll out the dough 
with a lightly floured wooden rolling pin. She would then pull an 
old wooden chair up to the painted countertop and let Clay cut out 
little shapes with metal cookie cutters. The preheated oven heat 
breeze would brush his face as grandma pushed her large round 
glasses closer to her face to place the cookies in the oven.  

The fresh smell of warm baking cookies seemed to vanish 
as Clay was returned to reality, where nothing but a path lay before 
him. Tears began to form around his eyes as he had forgotten how 
much he missed making cookies with his grandmother. Wiping the 
tears from his face with the backs of his hands, he gathered the 
strength to continue his journey along the path, placing one foot 
slowly in front of the other. The countertop was as small as a bug 
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now in the distance, but he began to see another sight in the 
distance. It was a lone photobook placed on a wooden desk. Clay’s 
head began to hurt again as he drew closer to the item. Upon 
reaching it, immense pain would fill his skull. Looking at the cover 
of the picture book, Clay remembered a time when he was twenty-
one. It was the day his wife and he finished their wedding gallery 
book. Sitting on the brown leather couch next to one another, 
flipping through each page. Looking at the picture of his wife's blue 
eyes meeting his brown eyes, their lips meet each other. As his wife 
walked down the aisle in her bright white gown, holding his black 
tux jacket, a blinding camera flashes every few seconds. 
Reminiscing about cutting the double-layered cake to reveal the 
white inside it, which was jokingly shoved into each other's faces. 
Upon flipping through more pages, his wife’s blue eyes met his 
brown as she whispered, "I love you, Clay." Clay smiled and replied, 
"I love you too, Vera."  

This simple line brought Clay back towards the path as he 
yelled, "No, please take me back." It echoed through the nothingness 
surrounding him as the strength left him through a mountain of 
tears. Clay could not stand to continue along the path. He sat for a 
moment next to the book and waited. He waited until the time felt 
right to move again. No concept of time, just nothingness 
surrounding him. The cold stone path served as a cruel guide. After 
what felt like an eternity, Clay continued his journey along the stone 
path. Off in the distance again was the picture book that he held so 
close to him and began to see a new sight. From a distance, it was 
large, round, and wooden. His head again began to hurt the closer 
he got. Upon reaching the table in excruciating pain, it was a 
brochure on his dining room table. Upon looking at it, it read 
"Westport Estates Senior Living." His mind began to wander 
towards the past. He recalls placing the pamplite on the table and 
talking to his wife about his mother when he was forty five. "We 
cannot take care of her with her Alzheimer's," he said. "But that is 
your own mother, Clay, we cannot," Vera replied. Without much 
hesitation, he picked up his landline phone to call the number. Ring, 
ring, ring echoed through his right ear. A young female voice 
answered on the other side. The two began to talk as Vera stated, 
"Unbelievable" and stormed off into the other room. Clay got a 
room and paid for his mother to be placed in a nursing home since 
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he could no longer take care of her during his work shifts. He felt a 
burden lift from his shoulders as he walked through the electric 
sliding doors . His mother would not speak a word to him, let alone 
look him in the eyes. Clay recalled that every time he attempted to 
visit his mother, she would sit up in her hospital bed and stare out 
the small window looking at the grass, never saying a word. He 
made the choice to give up these visits shortly after she stopped 
acknowledging him.  

The sound of opening electric sliding doors would be the 
last thing he would remember until waking back up on the path. The 
only thought that crossed his mind would be, "I am sorry mom, I 
should have been a better son." His sorrow echoed throughout the 
void as his tears turned the stone path to a dark gray. Still stuck on 
the seamlessly neverending path, Clay gathered himself and 
prepared to continue. Sluggishly moving forward, the table 
disappeared from the horizon as a new sight approached ahead. 
Getting closer yet again, his head began to hurt, hurting more and 
more the closer he got to it. He found a hospital bed with white 
sheets. Staring at the bed, Clay felt so much pulsing in his head that 
he collapsed on the path.  

Time passed and Clay heard the words from the soft gentle 
lips of Vera “I miss you Clay, let us be together forever.'' He began 
to slowly open his eyes. It was blurry as his eyes adjusted to the 
bright room. Clay did not find Vera in front of him but found that 
he was lying in a bed with tubes in his arms, a heart-rate monitor 
attached to his finger, and finally, his now fully grown son was 
standing at the left side of the bed. He heard a voice say, "I am so 
glad you are awake; it has been days!" The heart rate machine pacing 
rapidly, Clay muttered, "They are calling to me, they want me there 
with them." The voice of his grandmother whispered in his right ear 
“come home Clay”. A voice said back, "Who are you talking about, 
dad? I am the only person here." Clay took his heavy arm and raised 
it towards his son's face, shaking his arm back and forth. With his 
thin fingers touching his son’s dark bushy beard said “I have not 
always done the best things in the world my son, but watching you 
grow into such a great man brings tears to my eyes”. His son replied 
“dad I love you”. Clay replied, "I love you so very much, but my time 
is short, Vera is calling to me and she needs me there." His arm 
dropped back into the bed and the heart rate machine slowed down 
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with silence filling the room. 
 
 

 
"The Boy from the Bar W Diamond Ranch” 

by Garrett Goliher 
 

Faded old blue wranglers are held up by his legs. A vibrant 
plaid shirt enclosed in a wool laced jean jacket covers his back from 
the breathtaking Montana sun and that is rising up from the east 
along with cold air. A dusty chocolate colored cowboy hat on top 
of his head that covers his long, luscious brown hair, and a pair of 
scuffed up cowboy boots upon his feet. The twenty-one year old 
Rowdy Williams peers off into the distance, placing his gaze upon 
the hills and valleys just outside of the Crow nation. The hills seem 
to resemble the run of bad luck Rowdy has had to endure recently, 
due to the fact that many times they appear to have come out of 
nowhere without cause or rhyme and they continue for as long as 
the eyes can see. Nonetheless, Rowdy has learned that through the 
good days and even the bad there is still work to be done.  

Clink! Clank! Clink! Clank! Is all that he hears as his spurs 
placed on the heel of his boots ricochet off of the rock covered soil 
as he walks over to his tack room. As he approaches the cracked and 
broken door of the tack room he can’t help but feel that this door 
resembles his heart on days like this, barely held together with just 
a few nails stuck in the perfect position to keep from falling totally 
apart. Rowdy grabs ahold of the door handle and opens it with the 
carefullest of ease, so as not to finish what time and weather have 
already started. He gets just a big enough crack in the door for him 
to slither his body through and steps inside. Immediately, Rowdy 
reaches for the light switch which illuminates the tiny twenty by 
twenty building filled with hopes and dreams, but also stuffed with 
its fair share of wounds of the past that have not yet healed. He 
walks over to the first saddle rack that is inside and places his hands 
upon a saddle that reads, “World Champion Bullrider 1999” and 
carries it outside.  

He goes outside to the round coral where a spirited, 
young, jet black colt named “Waco '' is penned up. The horse blows 
up into the air, spiraling and twisitng, throttling the post with his 
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hind hooves, pawing at the gate, doing his best to escape the hell 
he seems to be entrapped in. Rowdy knows this feeling all too well. 
With a sigh Rowdy collects the rope that is laying by the round pen 
and steps in with the colt. Rowdy begins to twirl the lasso, 
“One!Two!Three!”. The lariat leaves Rowdy’s hand and abruptly 
slides over Wacos head. Now the fight begins, it is a tug of war 
between the beast and the man. Each taking and then giving in to 
the other all until Waco finally wears down and lets Rowdy 
approach him. Rowdy takes the horse over to the edge of the pen, 
grabs a leather headstall and tie-down, and gently places it over 
the horse's nose and then in its mouth. Rowdy then proceeded to 
saddle the horse by placing a blanket on his broad, sturdy back 
followed by the saddle.  

Rowdy places his left worn out boot in the sturup and 
swings himself onto the back of this raging hurricane. Boom! 
Bang! Rowdy and Waco bounce from fence to fence of the solid 
oak coral like a ball inside an empty pinball machine. After what 
felt like an eternity riding lightning, Rowdy finally was able to 
tame the wild spirit that he sat upon just enough for him to calm 
down and realize the training of his past. Clip-Clop! Clip-Clop! 
The sound of Waco’s feet as he trotted over to the gate, as the 
impeccable pair came to the gate Rowdy leanes off to the side of 
the valiant steed and cracked the latch opening the gate to the 
eight thousand acre ranch that is the Bar W Diamond Ranch.  

The pair begin to walk towards the pasture that they called 
“Bull Bugle Ridge.” As they pass the main ranch house Rowdy’s 
mother, “Lucy” walks onto the front porch with a piping hot cup of 
coffee, painted in her wrinkles and sun spots from years of hard 
work on the ranch that was known for its superior bucking bull 
breeding as well as the men that inhabited it. “ How’s my baby boy 
this morning?” she asked, “Well besides having to try and tame this 
fire breathing dragon, I’d say it’s been pretty good momma,” he 
replied. “That's good baby, did you have another restless night?” his 
lovely mother asked. “Yeah I did, I still can’t bring myself to accept 
it,” the boy stated. “I know baby me either, but I think that Rylee 
has some news for you and I think that you better call him at some 
point today,” Lucy exclaimed. “Okay momma, I will. I’m going to 
check the three year olds out on Bull Bugle Ridge, then I’ll be back 
here after a bit. I love you momma,” Rowdy stated. “Okay baby, I 
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love you too! And happy birthday my little sunshine! Don’t forget 
we are having cake tonight for your birthday so don’t be out all 
day,” she informed him. “I’ll see you here in a while!” he shouted 
as he rode away towards the pasture.  

As Rowdy began making his way down the sandy dirt road 
that led to pasture he pulled out his phone and called Rylee. “Hey 
man what’s up?” Rowdy asked. “Oh you know the same ol’shit 
different day. You know what today is, don’t you?” Rylee asked. 
“Yes, you dumbass, I know what day it is. It’s November 1st and it’s 
our eighteenth birthday.” Rowdy replied hazzingly, “You wanna 
know what we can get now? Yeah you do, our Professional Bullrider 
Rider’s permits! We finally get to fulfill our dreams, my man!” 
Rylee exclaimed. “You're right my dude! I can’t wait! We can take 
care of that tonight, I’ll talk to you later brotha,” Rowdy said. “All 
right buddy, I’ll catch you on the flip side,” Rylee told him.  

Rowdy took his phone and placed it back into the pocket of 
his worn out jeans. As Rowdy was making his way back to the pasture 
he began reminiscing about his and Rylee’s friendship. They had 
been best friends for as long as he could remember, both chasing 
after shiny gold buckles and the title of World Champion. They 
originally met because of their fathers’ friendship. They had been 
there for each other through thick and thin, all the way from 
winning gold buckles and thousands of dollars to heartbreak, and 
everything in between. Over the years they had become more like 
brothers than friends, the boys had done everything together and 
their future would be no different. 

Before he knew it he looked up and he was at the gate that 
led to the Bull Bugle Pasture. Rowdy had a love-hate relationship 
with this pasture. Out of all of the pastures that his family staked 
their claim on, this five hundred acre pasture was his favorite. The 
bright green ponderosa pines scattered throughout it, the bright 
green grass, and the rolling hills made for a perfect scene that many 
only wish to see in their dreams. However, he hated this pasture as 
well. The reason was right in front of him. A white cross that 
encased in a metal fence. As the grave approached the boy stepped 
off of the horse, and tied the reins to one of the metal poles on the 
fence. Rowdy took a deep breath and opened the gate, he walked in 
front of the cross and fell abruptly to his knees. With a tear in his 
eye, he said “Well dad, it’s time for me to make my mark, and 
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become the world champion you have trained me to be.” 
 
 

 
“A Reason to Kill”  

Chapters Eight and Nine 
by Kristin Boynton  

 
Chapter Eight: Bri  

  I read the sentence over and over but I still couldn’t say it 
out loud. I couldn’t swallow because my mouth was so dry. My 
hands started shaking and I felt a tear run down my cheek.  “What 
does it say?” Kenley asked. Everyone was staring at me and I tried to 
speak but no words came out.  

“Can you give it to me?” He asked quietly and with my 
shaking hands I gave him the small piece of paper. I saw his eyes 
rush across the small note and then he was still.  

“Jesus Christ, is someone going to say what it is or not?” 
Corbin yelled angrily.  

“It-it says that we have to decide.” Kenley’s voice was 
trembling and his eyes never left the small piece of paper. 

“Decide what?” Sierra asked, scared. Kenley took a deep 
breath and steadied his voice. “We have to decide who 
dies…”  
“What…what the hell do you mean who dies?” Alex asked, 

trembling. Kenley continued his voice shaking. He took a deep 
breath, “Only four of us can leave…we have to decide who stays 
and....” The whole room went silent and I felt a ringing in my ears.  

“No…no, no, no, no! I won't do it, I can't do that! How can 
we possibly decide who lives and who dies?” Sierra choked with the 
tears still rushing down her face  

“It’s honestly really simple…it has to be Alex.” Corbin 
seethed and pointed at her. I saw her face go white and I felt sick.  

“Just wait a minute!”  Sierra screamed. “We need to think 
about this for a second, there has to be another way out, we shouldn’t 
even think about doing that!” She was grasping at straws trying to 
make sense of this pointless situation and I knew that this wasn’t 
going to end well.   
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 “You are the freaking last person we should ask to choose 
who dies or not, Corbin.” I spoke up and pointed my finger at him. 
“You practically murdered someone!” 

“Do you think you have any room to talk? Didn’t you back 
over your sister with a fucking car? You and I are practically the 
same!” He shouted back at me. His face was red with anger and his 
hands were balled into fists. I looked back at him with shock and 
screamed, “I’m nothing like you! What I did was an accident! What 
you did probably killed two people!” 

“You don’t know that! So just shut the hell up!” He yelled 
and slammed his fist into the wall.  

 “Jesus Christ! None of us have any room to talk!” Kenley 
shouted. He looked terrified and was shaking like a tree about to fall 
over in the wind. “All of us  have done fucked up things! But no one 
in here needs to die because of it! We just need to wait this out a little 
longer and someone will come for us and-” 

“No one is coming!” Corbin cut him off and screamed. 
“We’ve been down here for God knows how long and no one is going 
to find wherever the hell we are!” 

“Shut up! Just shut up!” I screamed and covered my ears. 
We have to get out of here. What if I never see my parents again? 
What if I die down here? I don’t want to die! 

“Someone has to come for us, they-they just have to! Or 
maybe, maybe there is another way out; we just have to find it!” Alex 
said frantically, her eyes darting around the small room that trapped 
her with no escape. Everyone was shouting over each other and I 
just wanted to drown out the noise and wake up from this awful 
dream.  

The siren blasted over the speaker again blaring loudly and 
scaring all of us. It stopped and was replaced by that awful menacing 
voice of the person who trapped us down here. “You must 
decide…only four of you can live and one must die. Choose or you 
will all die.” The sound cut out and the terrifying eerie silence 
followed. It was broken by Sierra sobbing and repeating under her 
breath, “I don’t want to die, I don’t want to die, I don’t want to die.” 

There was no way out. There was no trap door or secret 
passageway. Only a ladder covered in nails that led up to the ceiling 
that was taunting us with how it was the only possible way of escape 
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but not at the risk of being impaled. We were all trapped in this little 
concrete room with barely any water left and nothing we could do. 

 “We…we have to choose. We have to otherwise…” Kenley 
choked out. I felt like I was going to be sick. “How do we choose?” I 
asked, dreading the answer.  

“I-I don’t know. I don’t know what to do. I-I just want to go 
home.” He cried and put his face in his hands. I felt the tears flowing 
down my face and felt like I wanted to scream. Why…Why did this 
happen to me? I know what I did was awful and I have to live with it 
for the rest of my life. So why, Jesus Christ why?  

Alex was pacing around the room, her eyes darting back 
and forth looking for some kind of exit. “There-there has to be 
another way! He can’t just kill all of us! There is only one of him and 
five of us! We just-we just have to wait till he comes down here and 
then we can use the hatchet and-” 

“And what!” Sierra screamed, startling me. “We don’t know 
if it is just him up there and even if it was, are you really okay with 
killing someone that easily?” Her brown eyes were boring into 
Alex’s. “That-that isn’t what I meant.” She said and threw her arms 
down. “Of course I don’t want to kill anyone but there isn’t any other 
choice! I don’t want to die down here!” 

“And you think that we do? Killing someone isn’t that easy 
Alex!” Corbin shouted at her and she flinched. This enraged me that 
he thought he had any room to talk about the capabilities of killing 
someone.  

“Are you kidding me Corbin! It seemed pretty freaking 
easy for you!” Alex screamed back at him. “Shut up! Shut the hell 
up! You don’t know anything about what happened to them and 
neither do I, but I know for sure that you had to have known about 
all those girls in your basement, you couldn’t have been that fucking 
naive Alex.” He growled at her and her face went pale.  

“You-you’re wr-wrong.” She stuttered and backed away 
from him. He sneered back at her. “Oh really I’m wrong? Judging 
from that reaction I bet I’m right!” Corbin seethed and walked 
slowly towards her. Kenley stood up and moved in between the two 
of them. “Hey Corbin just leave her alone okay? She didn’t know 
anything she said that she didn’t.” Corbin moved past him and kept 
talking.    
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“You aren’t exactly the best person either Alex, you lied to 
me about whoever the hell that was in your house and you could be 
lying about this.” 

I was tired of this trouble in paradise bullshit. “Dear God 
Corbin, will you just get over yourself! It doesn’t matter who it was; 
that is the least of our freaking concerns right now! Maybe instead 
of playing the fucking blame game you could try and help find a 
way out of here!” 

“There. Is. No. Way. Out!” He enunciated. “You heard that 
bastard. The only way any of us can leave is if we kill someone in 
this room and that’s what we have to do!” 

Sierra had started crying again and it was really starting to 
piss me off. “Will you please just be quiet! Just stop crying! Crying 
isn’t going to fix this!” I screamed at her and she choked and tried to 
stifle her tears.  

“Dude Bri, just leave her alone. This is a stressful situation 
and you are just escalating things by yelling at her.” Kenley said and 
walked towards me. “We just need to calm down and think about 
this-” 

“Kenley I swear to god if you tell me to calm down again I 
am going to bash your head in with the freaking hatchet and that 
will solve our problem real fucking quick!” Corbin shouted and 
glanced down at my feet where the hatchet was. I felt a wave of fear 
crash over me.   

 I kept my eyes on the hatchet just in case he was planning 
on grabbing it  and he kept getting closer and closer to Alex as she 
was backing away. 

“Alex, considering who your Dad is, it has to be you. We are 
all in this mess because you’re a murderer just like your Dad.” 
Corbin seethed. The anger in his eyes, boring into her. 

“No that’s not true it isn’t-” 
“Alex please don’t lie to me and don’t lie to yourself. You 

are a monster, it's in your freaking DNA. You knew about them. I bet 
you even helped him.” She was backed up against the wall now and 
he was inches away from her. 

“Why are you doing this to me Corbin please stop it, this 
isn’t like you I know you aren’t like this.” 

“No Alex you don’t know me and I obviously don’t know 
you either. You lied to me about your Dad, you lied to me about 
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whoever the hell was in your house and you lied to me about your 
freaking name. How could I possibly know or trust anything about 
you?” 

Tears were rushing down her face and she started quietly 
sobbing. Maybe he is taking this too far. I thought to myself and 
debated whether or not I wanted to stop him.  

“Please just stop it…I’m begging you Corbin or-” 
“Or what? Are you going to kill me Alex? Chop me up just 

like those girls in your basement? That must have been some fun 
bonding time with daddy. Luring them into your home and helping 
him kill each and every one of them.” He said coldly and I heard 
Sierra gasp. 

“Corbin-” Kenley started. 
“No! I want to hear what she has to say!” He snapped his 

head back to look at him and Kenley froze. 
He looked back at Alex with the darkest eyes I had ever 

seen. “Say it. What are you going to do to me Alex? Are you going to 
walk over there, take that hatchet and bash my brains in? Come on, 
you know you want to. You’ve probably already done it before so 
what the hell is stopping you now?” He screamed in her face, making 
her flinch. 

“Stop it! Please just stop it! I knew okay! I knew about 
them!” She screamed back at him. The room went completely silent 
and nothing could be heard except for Alex’s terrified breathing. A 
small smile crept across his face. “What did you just say?”  

She realized what she had said and a look of terror washed 
over her face. “I-I don't know…I-I just wanted you to stop.” She cried 
and tried to turn away from him. He grabbed her arm tightly and 
forced her to face him.  

“How long did you know that they were down there?” He 
asked menacingly. Alex’s brown eyes were filled with tears and she 
looked terrified, “I…I didn’t know…I…maybe I knew. I don’t know!” 
Alex sobbed and tried to pull her arm away. “How long?” He 
screamed in her face, spit flying onto her and gripped her wrist 
harder. “I don’t know! I was just a little kid! I didn’t know what I was 
supposed to do! He told me everything was going to be fine! I didn’t 
know that she was-that they were…” She started sobbing again and 
he let go of her arm.  
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I stood there in shock and couldn’t believe what I had just 
heard. She knew the whole time that her father was killing those girls 
but did nothing to help them. She knew about Amanda. 

I made my way towards her pushing Corbin aside and 
stood in front of her staring her down. “You fucking bitch!” I 
screamed. “You knew about Amanda! And you just lied to me not 
even five minutes ago trying to freaking defend yourself! Did you 
kill her? You bitch did you kill Amanda?”  

“I wasn’t lying about that! I swear! I didn’t know her, I 
didn't!” She screamed back at me. I smacked her hard in the face 
where she was already bruised from earlier and she cried out. “Don’t 
lie to me! You’re a murderer! You don’t deserve to live!” I raised my 
hand to hit her again but Kenley grabbed it, stopping me.  

“Well…looks like that settles it.” Kenley said quietly. “Alex 
I’m so sorry.” 

“What-what do you mean?” She asked with a terrified look 
in her eyes. He took a deep breath and took a step towards her as she 
took a step back. “It’s you Alex, you have to die.”   
 

Chapter Nine: Alex  

I backed up away from them all. “There has to be another 
way! Please don't do this! I pleaded. Kenley moved towards me. “I’m 
sorry…but we can’t all die down here.  

“No no no.” I searched around the room and saw that the 
hatchet was against the wall behind him. I slipped past him while he 
yelled, “Stop her!” I dove for the hatchet. Corbin ran towards me but 
he wasn’t able to grab it in time. I grabbed its wooden handle and 
jumped back up quickly, swinging it at anyone who tried to get close 
to me. I clutched it tightly and looked around terrified. Everyone 
else was watching me waiting for me to make the first move.  

“Just listen to me for a second!” I urged. “We can still get 
out of here! There’s no way he’ll actually kill us! He already had 
plenty of chances to do it so why now!” I looked at Sierra hoping she 
would say something in my defense but she avoided my eyes. “You 
don’t know that.” Kenley said slowly moving towards me. I tightened 
my grip on the hatchet. “This is the only way out for the rest of us, 
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we can’t just stay here and hope he doesn’t kill us. One of us dying 
has to be better than all of us.”  

“At what cost!” I shouted at him. “If you guys are okay with 
just murdering someone then you all are the monsters that he made 
us out to be! Please just think we can get out of here no one has to 
die!” My eyes were frantically darting around the room as they 
closed in on me. I don’t even know if I can hit one of them with this. 
I thought. 

Corbin was closing in on me to my left and I turned to him 
holding firmly onto the hatchet with tears in my eyes. “Corbin 
please! My mom doesn’t have anyone else but me you know that! 
She’s been through so much don’t do this! If I meant anything to 
you please don’t do this!”  

His eyes were cold and dark, nothing like the happy eyes I 
had known for the past year. “It’s too late Alex.” He lunged at me and 
I closed my eyes and swung. I felt the cold steel of the hatchet 
connect with his body and I heard him howl in pain. I opened my 
eyes and saw the hatchet was in his bicep and once I pulled it free, 
blood gushed from the wound. I swung again but he jumped back 
holding onto his injured arm. He glared at me with fury in his eyes, 
“You stupid bitch.” He tackled me to the ground and the hatchet 
went flying from my hand. I landed on my back and felt his hands 
close around my throat. I gasped for air and tried to pull his hands 
away but he was too strong and stared down at me with almost no 
life in his eyes.  

“You know you’re right Alex…we are all monsters, we just 
had to come down here to realize it.” He tightened his grip and I 
scratched at his hands desperately but they wouldn’t budge. His 
knees were on my chest making it even harder to breathe. I kicked 
my legs frantically and tried to scream but no sound came out. I saw 
spots in front of my eyes. Someone please help me. Please. I don't 
want to die. I don't want to die. I don't want to die. I thought.  

I saw Sierra crying in the corner and Bri staring at me doing 
nothing as I barely clung onto life . I felt myself blacking out and 
closed my eyes.  

I heard a loud thunk and Corbin’s grip on my neck 
loosened and I gasped for air. I turned over and crawled away from 
him and saw Kenley standing over Corbin with the hatchet. Corbin 
was still bleeding from the gash in his arm and he wasn’t moving. I 
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realized he was just unconscious and felt a mix of anger and relief at 
the same time. I tried to speak but no sound came out and held my 
hands to my throat as if trying to coax the sound out of it.  

“Oh my God! Why did you do that?” Bri screamed at 
Kenley. Kenley looked at her in disbelief. She was breathing heavily 
and shaking. “It was almost fucking over! He could have finished it 
and we could have all gone home!” He threw down the hatchet and 
screamed back, “You were okay with just letting her die? All of us 
have done horrible things but no one here deserves to die for it! 

“Last I checked you were all for it a second ago but you 
were too much of a pussy to go through with it. Now he is going to 
kill all of us!” She screamed. She saw the bottle of Captain Morgan 
next to Sierra and I knew what she was about to do. She grabbed the 
neck of the bottle and ran towards him wielding it like a weapon. 
She tried to smash the bottle over his head but he smacked it out of 
her hands and it crashed to the floor next to me, the glass splintering 
into little shards and the alcohol splashing onto both of us. 

“What the hell is wrong with you? Are you going to kill me 
now?” He shouted and pushed her back. Her blue eyes darted down 
to the neck of the glass bottle that was still intact with a sharp end 
and she grabbed it and said in a quiet voice, “I’ll do whatever I need 
to to get the hell out of here.” She jabbed at him with the bottleneck 
and he jumped back away from her while she kept swiping at him.  

“Stop it.” I croaked, my throat was still hoarse and I could 
barely speak without feeling the pain in my neck. She was chasing 
him around the room with the bottle swinging at him each chance 
she got.  

“Just die already!” She screamed and lunged at him. Sierra 
rushed in between them. “Just stop it! Please just stop-” Bri sliced 
into her stomach and Kenley gasped. Sierra looked down and saw 
the blood started to spread across her purple sweatshirt. She 
crumpled down to the ground and held her stomach.  

“Oh shit, no no no.” Bri said and dropped to the ground 
next to her, the bottleneck falling out of her hand. I crawled over to 
Sierra and tried to say something but my voice was still too hoarse. 
I looked down at her stomach and with my hands put as much 
pressure on it as I could and she screamed in pain while I tried to 
say, “I’m sorry” over and over again. “Please help me. I don’t want to 
die.” She whispered with tears in her eyes. I felt my own eyes filling 
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with tears as my vision began to blur staring down at my bloody 
hands.  

“Hey! Stay awake! Don’t close your eyes! Stay with us Sierra 
please!” Kenley urged while clutching her hand tightly. She slowly 
turned her head wincing to look at Bri who was staring down at her 
hands crying silently. “Why?” Sierra asked in a small voice that could 
barely be heard. “This didn’t have to happen…Why did you-” She 
winced and turned her head back to look up at the ceiling.  

“Hey! hey hey come on please! Just stay awake! Please 
please don’t die! Please don’t die! Come on Sierra please! Don’t close 
your eyes, stay with us please, please!” Kenley pleaded. Her eyes 
slowly closed and her breathing stopped while her blood continued 
to cover my hands as it seeped out of her stomach. 

“No no no no no!” I whispered hoarsely and shook her 
shoulders. Her red curls had fallen into her eyes and she looked so 
still. I knew that she was dead. That we were the monsters that he 
thought we were now. We were just as bad as he was. 

I whipped around to look at Bri who was staring down at 
her hands silently.“Are you happy Bri! Now we can fucking go 
home! But you are going to spend the rest of your life in jail! Do you 
hear me? You are going to fry! You killed her! She did nothing and 
you freaking killed her!” 

She mumbled something under her breath that I couldn’t 
hear. “What did you just say?” I asked, glaring down at her. Her head 
snapped up to look at me with fury in her eyes. “I didn’t mean to! I 
didn’t want this! She wasn’t supposed to die! You were! You killed 
Amanda, it’s what you deserved! If Kenley hadn’t gotten in the 
freaking way you would be dead and she wouldn’t!” Her eyes 
glanced over at Sierra and she put her hand over her mouth and 
vomited the very few contents of her stomach onto the floor.  

I backed away from her and heard Corbin groaning behind 
me. “What…” He said and tried to get up but winced and held his 
hand to his head. He looked over at me and saw my bloodied hands 
and Sierra laying lifeless next to me.  

“Jesus Christ Alex…what the hell did you do?” He asked, 
horrified. I looked down at her cold lifeless body and the bright 
crimson blood that was slowly puddling around her. “It…it wasn’t 
me…it was her.” I looked over at Bri who was sitting not far from me 
dry heaving.  
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“Oh my God.” Kenley said, looking at Sierra. “What are we 
going to do?” He asked aloud. I wish I knew. I thought. There was no 
going back now. Sierra was dead and all we could do was wait for the 
help that may or may not come or for the monster who put us in 
here to actually let us out. 
 
 
 

“Sheltered” 
An Excerpt from Chapter 25 

Kristin Boynton  
 
  “Damn I forgot to get my brush out of my bag.” Chara 
groaned while looking into the mirror in front of the sinks. “Can you 
get it for me Holly?” 

“Yeah I’ll get it, don't worry.” I laughed and walked over to 
the bench where her bag was. I knelt down and grabbed onto the 
zipper opening it up.  

“Wait, don't!” 
I froze. Everything seemed to go in slow motion after that. 

Inside of her bag was a disassembled rifle and a handgun. The light 
coming from the flashlight glinted off the dark metal and the small 
bullets that littered the bag along with a couple of t-shirts.  

I heard her running footsteps behind me but I didn’t move. 
She snatched the bag away from me quickly and threw it against the 
wall. I heard the sound of the gun clang against the metal lockers.   

No…No no no no no no.  
“What…what the hell was that Chara?” I choked. 
She stood there staring back at me. She didn’t move. Her 

wide eyes darted around the room at everyone watching her. She 
didn’t respond. 

“What’s going on?” Kaitlyn asked using a towel to dry off 
her hair. 

Fuck…fuck no way. There’s no way. 
“It’s nothing!” Chara said in a quick shrill voice. She tried to 

smile but it came out as more of a grimace. “Don’t worry about it! 
It’s nothing. It’s nothing.” 

“Chara why do you-” I started. 
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“It’s nothing!” She repeated. Her grimace had finally 
figured out how to become a smile but it was terrifying and eerie. 

“Chara…why-why do you have that in your bag?” I was 
choking on my words. This couldn’t be real. She couldn’t possibly 
be…no it’s not possible. 

“What’s in her bag?” Rachel asked, staring at where it had 
been tossed against the wall. Everyone was looking at Chara trying 
to understand what was happening while everything I thought I 
knew was disintegrating before my eyes.  

“It’s a-” 
“It. Is. Nothing.” She cut me off. There was this desperation 

in her eyes towards me. That combined with the smile made her 
face even more terrifying.  

“Holly…can I please talk to you. Just the two of us?” She 
reached out her hand to me but I quickly smacked it away.  

“Holly what the hell is going on?” Jackie asked.  
“She…she has guns in-in her bag.” I stuttered, backing away 

from her quickly, almost tripping over someone’s bag behind me. 
“What…” Kaitlyn started. Her face went pale. “Like the one 

from the library right?”  
I didn’t say anything. 
“Holly…like the one from the library right?” She repeated. 
The words wouldn’t come. I kept trying to say something 

but the mix of fear and hatred towards the girl standing in front of 
me made it impossible.  

Rachel’s eyes were still on the bag. She looked to Chara and 
then back to the bag. She darted towards it and grabbed the bag 
handles swinging it away when Chara tried to grab at it.  

“Stop! Give it back!” Chara shouted, reaching for her bag in 
Rachel’s hands.  

Rachel pulled back the flap that was still unzipped and 
gasped. She recoiled in terror and dropped it at her feet. Chara 
picked it up quickly and backpedaled away from her slamming her 
back against the lockers.  

“Jesus…fuck.” Rachel had her hands over her mouth in 
horror.  

Chara started to breathe heavily. She clutched the bag to 
her chest as if her life depended on it and her eyes darted around at 
all of us waiting for our next move.  
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“Just…let me explain. I-I found them in the theater! I found 
them and I-” 

Jaylynn walked quickly towards her with her hands balled 
into fists. She raised one of them up and her fist connected into 
Chara’s nose with a crunching sound. Chara cried out and dropped 
the bag where it landed on her feet.  

Jaylynn quickly knelt down and grabbed the bag while 
Chara was holding her nose in pain and tossed it inside one of the 
open lockers latching it close with someone’s master lock.  

“I think you broke my nose!” Chara cried, holding onto it. 
I could see the blood starting to seep through her hands and her eyes 
were filled with tears from the pain.  

“Shut the fuck up.” Jaylynn growled. “Was it you? Did you 
really kill everyone?” 

“I told you! I just found them! I-” 
“I don’t believe you!” Jaylynn shouted and slammed her fist 

against the locker next to Chara’s head. She yelped in surprise and 
jerked away from her but Jaylynn kept her where she was, pressed 
up against the lockers in fear.  

“Why did you do it?” Rachel asked her angrily. “What did 
we do to deserve this?” 

“I feel like I’m going to be sick…” Carolyn whispered and 
put her hands over her face in horror.  

“This is all a big misunderstanding I promise you guys! Just 
please let me explain-” Chara started. 

“What the hell is there to explain! You have guns in your 
fucking bag Chara. How could you possibly expect us to believe that 
you just found these but never told anyone!” Jaylynn screamed at 
her and Chara flinched.  

“Please Holly, you have to believe me! I didn’t do this!” 
Chara shouted at me past Jaylynn with desperate eyes.  

I sucked in a shallow breath, “Did…did you kill Michelle?” 
Chara went completely still. She pulled her hands away 

from her face and let the blood flow freely down to her lips. “Holly-
” 

“Did you shoot Michelle?” I repeated. “I told you how much 
I cared about her…tell me-tell me you didn’t do this.”  

“Holly. I swear I didn’t I didn’t do this I promise I wouldn’t-
” 
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“Stop lying to me!” I screamed. “Just stop Chara!” 
She went completely quiet and the desperation left her 

eyes. It was replaced with something else, a mix of guilt and anger. 
“Yeah. I did. I killed her. I killed everyone.” 
My ears started to ring and I felt the chips that I had eaten 

earlier start to rise up from my stomach. I inhaled sharply and took 
a step backward away from her.  

Even Jaylynn seemed shocked at her blatant confession.  
“Did you kill Andrea too?” She asked her in a quiet voice. 
Chara’s eyes snapped over to her. There was that 

desperation in her eyes again that made her seem like a caged 
animal searching for some way to escape from their captor and they 
would claw their way out if they had to.  

“It was an accident! Andrea got in the way and she was 
going to tell everyone. She saw me while I was trying to get into the 
weight room. I chased her into the gym and begged her to be quiet 
but she kept telling me that she couldn’t just sit there and watch me 
kill everyone. I only tried to kill the ones that had hurt me and her. 
Do you know that she would cut herself? Not on her wrists obviously 
because you can’t show that to anyone ever. They’ll just think you’re 
depressed and sad all the time and never want to be anywhere near 
you. She would cut the inside of her thighs over and over again. So 
many scars and yet she would act so fine on the outside. Because 
that is what we have to do. We all have to be fucking fine! We can’t 
be sad or angry or depressed, only happy.”  

“She just wouldn’t listen and she tried to take the gun away 
from me. And I…” She choked back tears. “I pulled the trigger, I 
didn’t mean to but she just wouldn’t let go. She kept pulling on it 
trying to get it away from me. She just wouldn’t stop.”  

She stood there with the blood from her nose still flowing 
down her face and dripping onto the floor processing her words and 
I could see the twisted gears in her mind turning trying to find a way 
out of this but there wasn’t one. Not one that could end well for her. 

Jesus the body that was covered up in the gym. It was 
Andrea.  

“But-but I’m not like that anymore!” She continued in her 
strained voice. “I know that I did a horrible thing but everything has 
been great over the past couple of days. I had a better experience 
being trapped down here with all of you guys rather than these three 
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years of high school.” She had a desperate smile on her face and her 
eyes were wide with terror.  

“You’re…you’re sick. You are fucked up in the head.” 
Jaylynn said, backing away from her.  

“But why can’t we just go back to the way things were 
twenty minutes ago? Where we were all laughing with each other 
and having a great time. Let’s just go back to that and forget that you 
found anything.” 

“We can’t just forget that you killed more than half of our 
classmates!” I screamed at her. “You killed Michelle! I had to watch 
her die in front of me!” 

Her eyes lowered at me. “Michelle…do you know what kind 
of person Michelle was? 

“Of course I fucking know you psycho! She was my best 
friend and she deserved better than to be shot in the head by some 
crazy bitch!” 

She ignored my words and kept talking. “Michelle was the 
type of person who only cared about herself and her reputation. She 
was the type of girl who would throw anyone under the bus if she 
had to. Michelle was a horrible person. Not just to me but a lot of 
people and you were too busy seeing her through rose tinted glasses 
to fucking see that. She bullied me in my old middle school because 
people thought that we were a couple and she couldn’t stand that.”  

“That can’t be true. It can’t-” I started. 
“Why can’t it be true!” She screamed at me with rage in her 

eyes. “Because you loved her? She knew. She always fucking knew. 
And the nice thing about being invisible is that no one notices when 
I’m there. They just keep talking and I get to hear all kinds of fun 
things. Do you want to know what she said about you?” 

“No. I knew what Michelle thought of me I don’t need-” 
“God Holly she’s such a little lesbo.” She said impersonating 

Michelle while twirling one of her fingers around a lock of her hair. 
“She’s like this lost puppy always following me around looking at 
me like I’m completely naked. It’s disgusting!” 

“You’re lying…That-it it isn't true-”  
“You know she tried to kill herself right?” Chara continued 

with her sick show. “Her daddy came after her trying to convert her 
I guess and she sliced open her wrist with a razor blade. And this 
bitch called me and I had to come save her from her psycho dad.” 
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“Just stop it. Stop it!” I screamed at Chara angrily, covering 
my ears and turning away from her. But I could still hear her awful 
voice.  

“How could I possibly stop being her friend? She’d 
probably kill herself if I did and how could I possibly live with that?” 

She paused, ending her sick charade of Michelle. “That is 
what she thought of you. She couldn’t stand you. She did the same 
thing to me in middle school and made everyone hate me. So how 
does it feel Holly? How does it fucking feel?” 

I felt sick to my stomach. Was everything really true? Did 
she hate me the whole time? I dropped down to my knees and 
screamed. I felt so much pain and rage inside of me that it felt like I 
was going to explode. My mind was like an angry hornet’s nest with 
racing ferocious thoughts bouncing around my head trying to get 
out. 

She waited until I finished screaming and continued. “That 
had to be my favorite part. Staring through the scope at the both of 
you laughing and smiling at each other. Then BANG!” Chara 
clapped her hands together loudly. “That horrified look on your 
face. God I almost laughed out loud seeing that skank die right there. 
She was here and then she wasn’t one less bitch in this world in my 
opinion-” 

I launched myself at her with a scream and tackled her to 
the ground. I grabbed her long hair by the roots and started 
slamming her head against the concrete. She clawed at my face and 
scratched my left cheek. It stung.  

She shoved me off of her and slapped me hard across the 
face. She reached for my hair and pulled on it hard. “You pulled my 
fucking hair you bitch! See how you like it!”  

I cried out and lifted my foot up and kicked her in the 
stomach sending her back against the bench doubling over. 

“Guys stop it!” Rachel shouted and grabbed at my right 
arm. I wrenched it away from her and kicked Chara in the stomach 
with as much force as I could while she was down on the ground.  

“Not so tough without a fucking gun in your hand are you 
you bitch!” I screamed. I kept kicking over and over again while she 
was choking and wheezing. “Just. Fucking. Die!” I screamed, kicking 
her with each word I spoke.  
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Kaitlyn got behind me and wrapped her arms under my 
armpits and pulled me back against her. “Damn it let me go!” I 
screamed at her. “She killed your friends! All of our friends! She 
killed Heath, Michelle, Lauren, Andrea, Karson, Tyler and so many 
others!” 

She was still down on the ground wheezing while I was 
struggling to kick her again while Kaitlyn was holding me back.  

“This bitch doesn’t deserve to live!” I screamed in rage.  
“Holly stop it please! We can’t just kill her!” Jaylynn yelled 

at me. “How does that make us any better than her? Killing her won’t 
bring everyone back!” 

“Yeah you’re right. But it’s gonna make me feel a hell of a 
lot better.” I shouted back. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 




