
“Mother, Father, goodbye.  I’m sorry”, he whispered. His 

phone snapped closed, and he set it down below the railing. Car 

horns sounded below, and a plane passed above. A solitary breeze 

blew through his hair, gone as quickly as it had come, no lasting 

impact. The lights of the city below beckoned to him, like the 

light at the end of a tunnel. One last thought to all before, a step, 

and no more. Another breeze passes.

Goodbye



Time getting close to zero, struggle to stay calm and ready to get 

it over with, clean. “You’re next” Moments pass, one by one 

people getting cut, disappearing from the arena. I walk up, gun 

points at me, my downfall is close, heart is racing, lights on, 

facing towards me and the enemy, the other troupers are about to 

take action “Alright, get ready, three, two, one Action!”

Countdown



He always tried to fit in.

But he didn’t know how.

He would never make anyone happy.

No one thought about him.

He didn’t think about anyone.

He tried to find help.

Nobody cared enough.

He averted his gaze.

They’re too confusing.

He couldn’t do anything.

He felt useless.

He couldn’t handle it.

The public ridicule.

He was always too late.

He didn’t know the trends.

A cat.

A dog.

A gorilla.

A frog.

His memes would never be dank enough.

Fitting In



She never thought that the day would come when she was the 

bearer of bad news. His face dropped the moment the conversation 

started. She handed him the gifts that had comforted her on her 

worst days; sweaters, photos and sweetly written letters. Her words 

were like a sledgehammer, causing him to crumble with every 

syllable said. A slight tear rolled down his face. “We can’t be 

together anymore,” she said coldly.

Closure



Bear

He has been drifting for what seemed like an eternity. No food, 

and just the bitter taste of the ocean. The familiar glow of the 

northern lights welcomes him, streaming over the horizon like jets of 

pure color had been fired out of a canon. As he takes a whiff of the 

salty air, he spots the first sign of land he has seen in weeks, just 

as the last remains of the ice crumble beneath his paws.



The trees were shrouded in the faint light emanating from the full 

moon, but I was thankful that the impenetrable fog let even those few 

rays into the dark forest. As I neared the clearing I could feel that 

my time was coming; nothing would ever be the same. Unbearable pain 

plagued my body, as my bones shifted; I knew it had begun. The howl 

that ripped through the silence was accepting what had come.

The Change



He’s been running away from this obscurity persistently and it just won’t 

go away. He tries hiding, but it always ends up right behind him. In 

the break of day he goes for his run and looks over his shoulder, heart 

rate increasing, and hands starting to shake.  He must stay east so the 

beast won’t follow him. His vile dark twin is now trailing him. Once the 

sun has downright fallen, the shadow isn’t there to scare.

Dusk



I felt the blistering heat on my legs. The magma coursed dangerously 

below. In the midst of this vast lake, I stood, undaunted by the nature of 

my quest. A gargantuan beast lumbered through the magma towards me. 

I had no choice but to flee. I leapt from rock to rock swiftly, hardly 

outpacing the beast. The rocks came to an end, and the creature lifted me 

in its arms. “Enough horsing around Harry, we’ve places to be.”

Playtime’s Over



The Wrong Body

He kept his gaze low to avoid his parents’ judging glares. Reaching 

into his closet he pushed aside the strategically placed mess. A half 

smile appearing, the corner of a box was revealed. Hands trembling, he 

lifted the lid. Out flowed a satin dress bought secretly from a store. The 

dress smothered his small frame, he shook his head. Fingers gripped cold 

hard metal, smile fading. A red stained wall. Mournful parents.



Good Night

I heard footsteps resounding through my house. I knew that, if they 

found me, the result would not be pleasant. I hid myself, praying they 

wouldn’t find me. Under my bed, I watched as the door creaked eerily 

open, revealing a large, muscular man. The man started searching my 

room, tearing things apart, presumably looking for me. He looked 

under the bed, eyes tired, and said, “Go to bed, Jillian.”



Lefty

Bob Holmes was building a project in carpentry class. 

Grabbing his piece of fir, he set it up on the table saw.                                                              

Bob wasn’t fascinated by his teachers instructions, so he 

started cutting his wood. He took a bunch of shortcuts. He got 

all his wood cut, but that’s not the only thing… This was the 

day when Bob knew he had to learn to write with his left hand.



It was 1:13am. Lee was taking a gulp of water when a sharp sound came 

to his ears. An intense cold and a slight tremor ran through his body. 

Suddenly a needle pricked Lee's right arm. Slowly he turned his left arm 

and gave a blow. The moonlight was reflecting on the window. Paralyzed 

with bloody hands, looking at the dead body he said, "I promised never to 

kill anyone that has my blood but that mosquito deserved it".

Murderer



“The well has witchcraft!” The lunatic said to the cop “All the things I threw in 

disappeared.”

“How many guys you killed?” the cop stared at him and asked.

“Let me see, four?”

“Every time I fed them to the well, they were all devoured overnight. And…” He paused 

and kept going “Never be found.”

“But we still got you.”

“Yeah” The man sighed “I threw my rebarbative mother into the well but this time she 

wasn’t gone.”

The Well



Gasping for breath under the boiling sun, he hiked up the old hill, 

for the last time. This was goodbye. He sat tired against the tall lone 

oak, opposite his oldest friend. No words for hours. The sun swung low, 

the sky faded orange. Tears running to his chin, he smiled, “I…” He 

took a shaky breath. “It’s… Time to let go.” He vanished silently, the 

long shadow of the lone oak matched only by that of the simple cross.

Lone Oak



Every glimpse of every sense. Dizziness rushing through his head. Faded, 

last feeling was the liquid running down his chest. Coat drenched, upset. 

“Was all of this worth it?” he said .Wondering when the 

time will end. Looking through the barrel of the life ending weapon. 

*Bang!* 

“The End”. The boy finished the video game.

To Be Continued



Running through the glimmering light shining down on the midnight 

road, she knew it was getting closer. Pacing faster, faster with sweat 

streaming down her face, she was running out of time. Escaping 

down her driveway and up to her door step she eagerly opened the 

door and dashed inside. She looked down at her watch, 11:13 it read. 

Her mom, intolerantly waiting at the top of the stairs. 

Deadline



An Unfamiliar World

Children play cautiously in the newly created pool, in their sun-tattered clothes. They 

are filled with an unfamiliar sense of excitement. Joyously laughing, they splash each 

other, forgetting their surroundings; is this what a normal childhood feels like? Another 

explosion vibrates through their feet, sending waves across the water. 

The sky is dark once again. 

Here come the planes. 

They pray for their survival.  



The Thanksgiving Turkey

Its thanksgiving, the turkey is ready for the oven, the table is set and fireplace lit. I put the 

turkey in the oven and head upstairs to bring our sleeping baby to bed before dinner. I’ve had 

some drinks and trip at the top and watch in horror as she rolls down the stairs. 

I sigh with relief as I see it wasn't our baby that I had dropped, 

but the turkey I had just put in the oven 5 minutes before.



Time

Time

Over and over again, I have the same routine. Every day is the exact same. 

I trudge around in never ending circles, my footsteps automatic, in time with 

something within me. I see something in the distance, a blur of shadows. As I 

approach it, it becomes clear, I see the number 3 spelt out before me. I do not know 

my purpose; yet something keeps telling me to walk in circles as I approach more 

numbers: 4, 5, 6.



Molly

The past 37 days I wake feeling identical to the day before, taciturn, fatigued, distant from a 

clear mind. she has made me an insomniac.

She consumes me.

The last time I was with her is crystal clear; an overwhelming feeling of 

satisfaction flooded my body, something I haven’t felt since then.

Their medicine isn’t working,

I break.

The nurses don’t realize what I have taken.

I feel alive again.

The drug warms my body.



Trapped

Dressed in fall colors I lay on upon the frosty ground; looking at the sky. I see 

someone walking towards me they were carrying a black sack, 

next thing I know I’m in a strange place. Forcing all their weight against me. 

I decided to look around, studying my surrounding. 

Across from me, there is another. 

It looks like they have been here longer than me. 

That’s when I knew I was never getting out of the scrap book.



Conflict In The Playground

I heard it first. Shouts of name calling and accusations, classic signs of a fight 

between children. Upon instinct, I rushed across the room to assess the scene. Others 

did the same, and soon the pair had attracted a massive crowd. Lives were at stake 

and I couldn’t bear to watch anymore. 

With one swift movement, I brought an end to the chaos. 

I reached for my remote and turned off the Presidential Debate.



Death Wish

As he sneaks up on the back of the beast staying as composed as he can, as this 

could be his very last time. Slipping his hand into the rope looking at his friend 

nodding at him to tighten the rope as tight as he likes it, knowing that it is too late 

to back out. Sitting up sticking his chest out tucking his chin in putting his left 

hand up to fix his hat nodding at the man to open

the gate making that 8 second ride.



His New Accomplice

Terror grips her as she pulls the trigger. A stressed cry. A rush of 

adrenaline. This is her first time joining her husband on a chase, normally 

discouraging him to take lives of the innocent.  But this time she wants to 

make him proud. “He won’t believe I took the shot,” she thinks to herself 

as she approaches the still body.

Later, they return to camp yelling

“Who wants dinner? We’re having fresh deer!”



Holding On

He was hesitant to go but all his friends made him go first. 

Gradually traversing across the rope, he couldn’t make it past the middle. 

The rope’s angle was too steep for his heavy weight. 

He was stuck and nobody could help him.

Everyone was shouting what to do. 

He looked down and said his apologies to his team. 

He stepped in the water and walked back to the bank of the creek.



The Storm

It falls from above, small drops descending. Panic seeps in, as the pouring 

refuses to cease, gravity pulling down without fault. You fear what will 

happen if the drops refuse to slow, but it is uncontrollable. At the end no 

sunshine breaks, no clouds move, your life’s hourglass has stopped. 

Death approached with each piece of sand that fell; 

an instant changed into a moment, a moment changed into the past.



One Shot

He is running through the field as he is running, feels like he is flying; 

half ways where he intends to shoot, all of a sudden a sharp pain on his left 

heel and tumbles. He feels the cold ground, blinking to get a clear vision, 

he hears rude laughter and yelling figuring out the situation. 

Gets up, stands there, and takes a deep breath, runs, and goal! 

Crowd is screaming, provincial champs. 

Shaking hands with scout.



Autumn

From the deteriorating skeleton that was my home, I fell. 

As I plummeted towards the sea

of warm hues beneath me, a sudden harsh force 

pushed me back and forth across the sky. 

I descended further into the void until, at last, 

my thin, perishing body touched the cold, damp

ground, thick with the decaying bodies of my kind, 

where I laid, awaiting my fate.



Pollution

Food awaits me at the bottom of the icy slope. My day draws to an end, 

the hunger inside me burns. I slide down the final hill, following the path 

of my friends ahead, weaving between snow-covered rocks. 

I hit the water, beak first, flippers at the ready. I glimpse movement; 

instincts, drawing me towards the silver sparkle in the distance.  

A can buoyantly bobbing in the ice cold water; another day without food.



Dinner For Two

He looks up noticing this new world, 

seeing only an opening above his head. 

As he looks around his vision grows warped and blurred, 

bubbles dance around his head like jellyfish. 

He soon feels a rope like net enclose around him; uneasy, 

he is slowly lifted out of the water and suddenly finds it hard to breathe. 

“How’s your food?” the waiter asks.



The Kill

As he stands over the chilled carcass, sliding his knife across the muscular 

leg of his victim, he anticipates what’s about to happen. 

As he slices his prey’s leg completely off, blood splatters all over his face, 

making it easy for him to taste his food. 

He likes when people watch, so he could see their horrified faces 

as he tears the limbs of off the body. 

He got these kinds constantly while working at a butchery.



Touch

Everlasting desire for a father’s caring touch. He used to squeeze her 

tightly, hugging her small frame like the world was in his hands. 

Now, her Mother works the night shifts.

She lays like a stone in her bright pink bedroom. Brawny, calloused 

hands float down her shaking body. 

Their dark, haunting secret remains hidden from her family.  

Horror- not a father; a monster, or rather her step-father.

An unwanted touch. 



Stride

Faster than Usain Bolt. Stomach aching with every stride, bloated from 

hunger yet filled with joy. My friend out touched by a mile, I am the first 

to relieve the sandpaper that is my tongue. I am urged to race back; but 

my family will suffer if I spill a single drop from this bucket. 

The big race is near, I cannot go, can I? 

My family needs me more than I need this. Nobody will ever know, 

I am faster than Usain bolt.



Adrenaline

“Look dad I can fly!” 

exclaimed Timothy jumping from the grand neighborhood oak tree.

“Dad watch! I’m riding with no hands,” 

Timothy proclaimed boasting his newfound skill.

“Check out this insane jump I hit dad.”

“Watch how high I can get daa…”


