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Dellian: Imagination Avenue
by Sally P. Rozelle
Dellian was so quiet and peaceful at night. All the houses were dark, except for the
occasional reading lamp. Savanah looked at her wristwatch. 11:05pm. She took a left on
Imagination Avenue and then gasped. There was no one outside the gates keeping watch for all
the dragons and other monsters out there!
Savanah bolted across the street and burst into her house. The family’s Winder was in the
living room, floating near the floorboards looking for rats. Savanah’s mother, Ruby, was in the
kitchen, brewing a dragon stunning spell. “Mom!” cried Savanah, “There are no guards by the
gates!”
Ruby turned pale. “No guards!”
“What should we do? We don’t want any dragons coming into the—”
A loud growl cut Savanah off. Ruby dropped the spoon and ducked behind the boiling
cauldron with fear in her eyes. Savanah, seeing that her mother was useless, realized there was
no one else to help her.
Savanah ran into the living room, opened the window, and cast a cloud message to the
Dellian Dragon Patrol. No one answered. What now?
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Lights outside were turning on. Frightened witches and wizards dashed about. Some
cowered behind lamp posts, hiding in the shadows. Others cast blocking spells, trying to protect
the town from the family of dragons that had begun to wander into homes.
Savanah sprinted back into the kitchen to see a fluffy baby dragon in her path. What
should she do? If she hurt it, the mother dragon would come and finish her off. Savanah had an
idea. What if she changed her shape to look like a baby dragon? She tapped her watch.
Immediately, Savanah looked like a baby dragon. The true baby dragon moved aside to
let her pass. Ruby peeped out from behind the cauldron and let out a shriek. There were two baby
dragons in her kitchen! With a tap at her watch by her talon, Savanah was human again. Ruby
sighed in relief, and then realized that there was still another dragon behind her daughter. The
dragon turned and plodded into the living room. Ruby exhaled. She knew she had to be strong
for Savanah. “We need to fight the dragons! They’ll kill us all!”
Savanah wondered if her mom was exaggerating. The only dragon in the house was
playing with the Winder, and she had to admit, it was kind of cute. Savanah tried to remember
what she had read in the book Questions Your Parents Won’t Answer About Dragons. Were
dragons really vicious? They were only animals; like everything else, they had to protect their
families and friends. Why did the village start to fight them without knowing what the dragons
wanted?
Ruby picked up a flask full of dragon stunning potion and, despite her fear, ran outside.
Savanah, hesitant, followed. Magician Koop and Magician Kent were fighting the mother
dragon, who was standing in front of her babies. The Sorceress Flanie was battling two teenage
dragons, and the rest of the villagers were attacking the biggest, strongest dragon Savanah had
ever seen.
Well, maybe she could help stop this fight. Savanah tapped at her watch. Instantly, she
was a child dragon. She plodded up to another child dragon, who was watching the fight from
behind a dumpster.
Savanah asked in dragon tongue, “What are we doing here?”
The other responded: “Momma wanted to find a new nest for us. Remember?”
Savanah snorted an “oh, right” and ran towards Magician Koop. He yelled and pointed
his wand at her.
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Savanah tapped her watch with her talon and transformed back into herself. Magician
Koop’s spell hit her in the chest. It was a dragon stunning spell, so she was not harmed by it. But
if she had been a second slower in her transformation, she would have been stunned.
Magician Koop realized what he had almost done and yelled to the villagers, “Let her
pass!”
Savanah tapped her watch again. She moved toward the big dragon, and spoke in dragon
tongue. “I am not your kind. I am a magician. Changing forms is my magic. We did not know
you were only looking for a new nest. We are sorry. Can we make a treaty with you? Can
dragons and magicians be friends?”
Smoke sprouted from the dragon’s snout as he responded, “If my children are safe, yes.”
“Let me speak to my people.” Savanah changed back and walked over to the wizards and
witches. She gathered them all and told them about making a treaty with the dragons. “All they
want is a new place to live. We are hurting their children, and if we can all be friends, everyone
will be happy.”
They agreed.
“…and they lived happily ever after.” Ruby closed the book. Felipe, her dragon, was
sleeping at her feet. Fluffy, Savanah’s dragon, was snuggled up against the soft rug beside the
fire. On this cold Beepil’ evening, dragons were magician’s best friends. Especially fluffy ones.
Glossary:
Dellian--------a small village in the wizarding world
Winder--------ghost-like creatures, harmless, eat rats, live in old houses
Beepil’--------a Winter month

Fluffy, Savanah’s dragon

Felipe, Ruby’s dragon
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The Time Twister
by Logan Muhleisen
“Logan,” said Melanie.
“Yeah?” I said. I was playing outside with my cousin.
“Look what I found at school today!”
“It’s... a watch?”
“Not just any watch.”
“Uh-huh. Okay,” I said.
“I’m serious!” she said.
“Okay. I believe you.”
“No you don’t.”
“You’re right. I don’t,” I said.
“Ugh. If you don’t believe me, then I just have to show you.”
“Show me wh—” I never got to finish that sentence because I was suddenly thrown
straight in the air out of nowhere. Not gonna lie, I screamed like a girl. Then I floated back down
to earth as light as a feather.
“W-w-wha?” was all I could manage.
Melanie laughed. “I pressed the button on top of the watch earlier and it shot blue
lightning or something at me, and now I can move stuff with my mind! How cool is that?”
“Um. Can you back it up just a tinch? You pressed the button, it shot blue lightning at
you, and now you have magic powers!?!?!? Gimme that thing!!” I lunged for the watch, missed,
and got a face full of dirt.

4

LOGAN MUHLEISEN

The Time Twister

“Here you go,” she said and dropped it on my head. For something so small, it sure hurt a
lot.
“Awesome! Alright, let's do this!” I said. I pressed the button. And waited. And waited.
“Come on! Why isn’t it working!?” I yelled.
“YEET!” Melanie screamed.
“What?” I asked.
“Your voice. When you yelled, it was, like, a hundred times louder than normal.”
“Huh. Weird. Wait. That’s my superpower? Why couldn’t it have been something cooler,
like, I don’t know, superspeed or something? Wait. Melanie, have you tried anything other than
moving stuff with your mind?” I asked.
“No, why?”
“Because if you have more than one power, maybe I do too.”
“Maybe,” she said, “Or maybe not.”
“Alright, let’s test this out. And go swimming!” We were in the pool at Melanie’s house,
and Melanie was on the diving board about to see if she could fly.
“Three, two, one, go!” I yelled.
She leapt off the diving board, and for a second I thought she was going to do it, but then
she fell and hit the water.
“Owww.” she groaned.
“Are you okay?” I asked, trying not to laugh.
“Just wait until you have to belly flop straight into the water. My face hurts now.” she
said.
I got on the diving board. “Three, two, one, go!” I leapt off, and started falling
immediately. I closed my eyes, bracing for impact, but it never came. I opened my eyes. I was
floating an inch above the water.
“WOO-HOO!! I can fly!” I then immediately smacked into the water. “Ow.” Instant
karma!
***
Through all of our tests, we found out that I could make portals, fly, and scream like a
banshee. We found out that Melanie could read minds, and breathe underwater. (There was much
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spluttering, choking, and coughing when I tried.) After we were done with all of the tests, we sat
out in front of the house.
“Melanie, you know we can’t tell anyone about our powers, right?”
“Yeah.”
All of a sudden a portal appeared in front of us.
“Logan, stop showing off.” Melanie said.
“I didn’t make that portal.” I said.
“Well then, who did?”
“I did.”
We both jumped a foot in the air.
“What the-” I said.
“YEET!” Melanie screamed for the second time that day. The guy was half robot or
something. He had a red eye that appeared to be focusing on us like a camera. He also had a
robot leg, and a robot arm.
“I am from the future. My name is Drasxinwalq, and I have a mission for you. A
vortex will appear above the city and wipe it off the map. Then it will grow, and grow, and
grow, until it is big enough to destroy the whole world. You must stop it.”
“Okay, that sounds bad. But how are we supposed to stop it?” I asked.
“That watch is also a time machine. You need to go into the vortex with the time
machine, and turn it back 24 hours EXACTLY. You cannot turn it back more or less than
24 hours. Then you must let go of the watch, and come back out without dying. I do not
know how you will do that. All I know is that there is no time inside a vortex. Therefore,
going back in time inside of one will confringinate the gaxinatum, which will velsinate the
rasxindominum.”
“Um. Can you give us the dummy version of that please? All I heard was conrackinate
the jazzy numb, which will vaccinate the rex indominus.” I asked.
He sighed, “Seriously?”
“Yep.”
“Basically, going back in time inside a vortex will destroy it because there is no time
in a vortex. Got it?”
“Yep.”
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***
The next day was nonstop panic for me. Since I was the only one who could fly, I had to
go into the vortex. Eventually, it was one minute until the vortex appeared. Thirty seconds left.
Fifteen to go. Ten seconds. Five. Four. Three. Two. One. BOOM!!
It was a funnel of swirling black clouds.
“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh [BLEEEEEEEEEP!]. I have to fly into that [BLEEP!]!?!?!?”
“Wait. Where’s that bleeping coming from?”
“Me.”
“Alright, let’s get this over with.” I said.
I flew into the vortex. It was pitch black. I turned the knob, and then started to fly out,
throwing the watch behind me as I did. All of a sudden I could see again. “Why am I in a gaming
chair?” I asked.
“Congratulations. You beat the game.”
“Game?”
“Apparently it was all a videogame,” Melanie said.
“What? Oh. I have a VR headset on top of my head.”
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Grandfather Clock Secret
by Alisa Shevtsova
The sunlight blinded me as I woke up. And then I remembered that it is my birthday! I
ran down the stairs and saw my aunt Olivia making me breakfast. I sat down and ate my
pancakes as fast as I could.
“Can you tell me now?” I said with excitement.
“Tell you What?” Aunt Olivia asked, pretending not to know what I am talking about.
“About my mom and dad,” I answered.
“Oh, that, I don’t think that you are ready to know.”
“But you promised that on my 11th birthday you will tell me what happened.”
“Okay,” Aunt Olivia gave in, “I will tell you but don’t freak out. So, it all started with the
grandfather clock.”
“The one in my room?” I questioned her with interest.
“Yes,” she said. “So your mom and dad were special, they had magic abilities. They were
the protectors of the grandfather clock. The grandfather clock held a special power that could
save us or kill us.”
“From who?” I asked.
“From The Shadow.”
“Who is that?” I said, trying to hide away my fear.
“The Shadow is a dark power of magic who will do anything to get what he wants. And
what he wanted was for the grandfather clock to be his, so that he could rule the world. Your
parents did not like his idea. The Shadow tried to get your parents on his side. The dark side. But
your parents refused to go and work for him, so The Shadow had to think of a plan. At that time
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your parents had a baby and that was you. The Shadow thought that was the perfect time to
attack. So he did. Your parents tried to protect the grandfather clock but most importantly they
tried to protect you the most. They both knew they couldn’t beat The Shadow, so your mom and
dad knew what had to be done.”
“What?” I said, “What happened next?”
My aunt looked as if she was about to cry. “Then,” she said, “they opened the grandfather
clock and it sucked in The Shadow.”
“Yay,” I said. “So if they beat the shadow then where are they?”
“The problem is that... They got sucked into the grandfather clock with The Shadow but
were able to give you to me. And I had promised them since that day that I will protect you with
my life.”
I started crying. It was too much to handle.
“I knew this was too much for you,” my aunt said as she pulled me in for a hug.
“Is there a way we can free them?'' I said with hope.
“I don’t know for sure but it is too dangerous to start trying now. It does not matter how
much we want to, it is simply too dangerous for you, for me, for the world.”
“I understand,'' I said sadly.
“I knew you would,'' she said back. “Now, are you still hungry?”
“No,” I said back.
“Okay, then go upstairs and brush your teeth. I can’t have you looking like this for your
birthday,” she said.
I went up the stairs. As I entered my room I couldn’t help but walk up to the clock and
look at it. It was about to be 10:00 am.
“That is the time I was born,” I said out loud. And the grandfather clock made a sound
when it was finally 10:00 am. Then a photo fell out of the clock. When I picked it up it was a
picture of my mom, dad, and a baby in their hands that looked like me...
It was like the clock was inviting me in and getting me ready for the adventure that I was
going to have.
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Courage and a Clock
by Shireen Isakson
“Elliott?” Mom called from the other room. Sighing, I shut my book.
“Yes, Mom?”
I poked my head around the corner and Mom waved me in. Papers were scattered about
the table. I assumed they were from the same place. They looked like forms. Dad sat next to her.
He sighed and leaned back in his chair, as if he’d just finished hours of grueling work. Mom
capped the pen in her hand and threw it on the table, looking glad to be rid of it. Shaking out her
wrist, she reached for a hug. I took a step back, narrowing my eyes in suspicion.
“What’s this about?” I asked.
“Well…” Mom started. “Your father and I think… you should start at a real school.”
“What?” I asked, unsure I’d heard correctly.
“School.” Dad said. “Real, not homeschooling.”
I was going into sixth grade this year. That would mean that everyone would be new, not
just me, but I ignored that.
“No way! I’ve always been homeschooled! Why change?” I asked.
“Well, your mom found a job as a college professor, isn’t that great?” Dad answered.
“No! Why would that be great?” I asked.
“Because that’s what I’ve wanted to do, you know that!” Mom said, looking slightly hurt.
“I can’t always homeschool you, you know.”
“You could until I finished high school!”
“This’ll be good for you!” Dad said. “An adventure like those books you’re always
reading.”
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I spluttered. “I read about adventures, I imagine adventures. I don’t go on adventures!”
“Well, we already signed the papers. You should give it a chance, real school isn’t
terrible.” Dad said.
“I’m not going to get a choice in this, am I?” I asked, staring at their faces.
I sighed. “Fine. Can I go now?” Mom and Dad exchanged looks, surprised I gave in so
easily.
“Um, sure, sweetheart.” Mom said.
I walked out of the room, concentrating on putting one foot in front of the other. I pushed
my door open and quickly shut it behind me. I moved my book to my nightstand and removed
my glasses, suddenly too exhausted to stay awake. Then I pulled myself under the covers and fell
asleep.
The last week before school passed far too quickly. We ordered a backpack online, which
was yet to arrive. Mom restocked my school supplies, and Dad told me about the new school.
The last day of summer came and went. I pulled down the blinds and flicked off my light.
“G’nite Mom!”
“Goodnight, Elliott!” I heard Mom answer.
I climbed into bed and started to wonder what public school was like. Dad said that there
were 8 teachers, rather than just Mom. Also, something about a homeroom? And there would be
so many kids…
I stared into the pitch blackness of my room, melding with the dark behind my eyelids…
And then I was sitting at a desk, a hard, uncomfortable chair underneath me, a menacing
looking teacher tapping a chalkboard displaying Mom’s college level work. “Homework,
Elliott!” she said. Students staring. The bell ringing. The clock ticking, ticking, ticking.
Suddenly I was standing on a ginormous analog clock. The smooth surface was vibrating
with each movement of the hands. This clock moved counterclockwise- counting down to 12. I
got the feeling I wouldn’t like what happened when it reached twelve- but it was almost too late.
Ten seconds… I looked around for anything to anchor myself to… 7 seconds… I tried to break
the glass I was standing on… 3 seconds… I bent my knees, trying to hold a steady position as an
alarm started ringing, the clock grew brighter and brighter… blindingly bright… the alarm was
beeping… overwhelming light… and I was swallowed up in the glare…
I sat bolt upright in my bed. Realizing where I was, I lay back on my pillow.
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“There’s no time for that! Get up, you’re almost late! How he slept through that alarm…”
Mom was shaking me.
“Do not do that!” I said. “Blinding me with bright light. The blinds are closed to keep the
light out!” I realized the beeping in my dream had been from the alarm, but that didn’t freak me
out any less, the warning flashing through my head…
“Sunlight’s the natural way to wake up! Now get out of bed and get ready!”
Mom stormed around the room, picking up school supplies and shoving them into what I
realized was the blue backpack we’d ordered. I looked at the clock on my phone, watching the
seconds count down my last hour of being a homeschooled kid. I thought the police should come
give it a ticket for speeding.
Abruptly, the time registered with me, and I leapt out bed. Last hour of being a
homeschooled kid? Oh no. I ran to my dresser, taking out clothes and changing. I sped out of my
room and grabbed the food Dad was holding out for me.
Mom slung her purse over her shoulder, and we raced out.
I drummed my fingers as we rode in the car. To soon, we were outside school. I
unbuckled, grabbed my backpack, and said bye to my mom, who looked teary eyed. Walking to
the front, I took a deep breath. Pushing open the door, I stepped into the fray.
I made my way to homeroom. Inside, a kind-looking teacher greeted me. I smiled and
walked in. I sat next to a girl and boy, twins, it seemed.
“Hi, I’m Kayla!” the girl said, offering her hand.
I shook it, the boy next to her saying, “Luke!”
“Nice to meet you,” I said nervously.
“Did you know flamingos are pink because their diet consists of shrimp?” Luke asked.
“Luke! What’d we say about flamingo facts? No one cares they pee on themselves to
keep cool. That’s disgusting. Ignore him.” Kayla said to me.
I smiled a little. I looked at the teacher explaining our classroom, and two new friends
beside me. Maybe school isn’t so bad, I thought.
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Obsessive Clock Disorder
by Sofia Mendoza
Beep Beep Beep!
I shot out of bed and turned off my phone alarm. I quickly glanced at the time: 5:50 am,
perfect. I entered the bathroom, brushed my teeth and...
Beep Beep!
5:53 am.
I continued to get ready for the day and after each task I did, beeping. Each alarm set at
specific intervals to assure that I was optimizing my schedule to the best of my ability; none of
that 5-minute interval time nonsense. At 6:42 am, I walked out the door and off to school. I
prefer to walk to school because traffic can cause unpredictable arrival times. If I rode my bike, I
could get a flat tire or lose control and ride into a ditch. Walking gifted me with the most
predictable, point A to point B, travel capabilities.
You may think I'm being obsessive but think about it, if I wasn’t following my schedule
to a T, I'd fall behind. If I fall behind, I'll face consequences and who knows what spiraling pit of
despair those consequences would throw me into: unthinkable problems and a life dysfunctional
beyond belief! I pity those who are unable to be as systematic as me; those who live their lives
lost and undisciplined, unable to realize the peril they’re in!
Once I arrived at school, I was no longer able to rely on alarms due to... the bell. Ugh.
The bell was always late unlike my alarms. Sadly, it has to suffice since my alarms were unable
to dismiss me from class.
After school, the beeping on my phone resumed, reminding me of the ever-looming
presence of the schedule. Right as I was about to leave, I felt a hand on my shoulder.
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“Hey” said a girl’s voice.
I turned around to face her, “Oh hello, need something?”
“I was wondering if you want to hang out tomorrow” asked the girl, “since it’s the
weekend and all.”
“I'll need to check my schedule” I replied “I’ll text you if I’m open.”
I look down at my watch, watching the valuable time needed to get home tick away.
“I have to go,” I announced as I quickly turned around again and hurried home to ensure I
wasn’t late, leaving behind a disappointed girl.
***
The moment I opened the door to my house the beeping started once again. I knew that I
must start on work. After each completed assignment, beeping. The worked submitted, beeping.
Packed my bag for Monday, beep. After I finished, I had 1 hour and 13 minutes before dinner to
relax. Of course, I instead used that time to ensure all of my alarms were correct and selected a
free time from my schedule to hang out with my friend. I texted them that I was free at 12:27 pm
to 2:19 pm.
The next day, I headed off to the movies to meet my friend. I arrived right on time as my
alarm indicated and shortly after, my friend showed up. We went inside, got popcorn, and
watched the movie. When it ended, we went outside.
“So, what did you think?” asked the girl.
“It was nice.” I replied.
“I enjoyed it too. Want to do something else?”
“No, sorry, I need to get home. Can't be late!”
I headed home, once again leaving behind my disappointed friend. As I strolled home, I
decided to check my phone to make sure I had my alarms were set. As I reached into my pocket,
nothing. My other pocket, nothing. I froze in place. I had left my phone at the theater. I looked at
my watch and saw that if I went back, I'd be late getting home.
Panic set in. How could I forget my phone? MY ALARMS?! I started to hyperventilate.
If I went home now, I could see if I could fit returning to the movie theater tomorrow into my
schedule. Someone was bound to find my phone, right?! No, I needed my alarms back now. I
had to go back.
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I started sprinting. Each step that hit the ground grew into ticking of a clock. Tick tick
tick. I felt as though I had just knocked down a delicately structured and organized beehive as
negative thoughts surrounded me like a swarm angry swarm of bees.
Tick.
Tick.
Tick.
Crash.
Suddenly, I tripped and tumbled onto the ground. I breathed heavily as I sat up. Out of
nowhere, a Frisbee landed in front of me. I looked at where it had come from; a park. Inside the
park, there were people leisurely enjoying their day as they walked around, had picnics, read
books, or played games. No one in a rush. It seemed as though they had all the time in the world.
I saw two kids watching me, the owners of the Frisbee. I got up as tossed it to them. They
excitedly ran off to play some more.
My panic reappeared as I remembered that I still didn’t have my alarms and that I wasn’t
going to make it home in time if I head back. But, did I really want alarms? I mean sure it's good
to have a schedule so that you stay productive but...... was this too much? Too much to let my
life go from one alarm to another? To never have the control in my own hands? To never
improvise or take risks? Was I really even living at this point or had I just been a slave to time?
I pushed aside all thoughts of alarms, clocks, and time as I stepped into the parks. I was
no longer going to let my fears control me. I sat down on a bench and looked up at the peaceful
blue sky. Soft, fluffy clouds spread across the blue and the sun felt welcoming and peaceful. I
had forgotten that the face of the sun felt much warmer than the face of a clock.
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Midnight
by Alatheia Anderson
I lay in bed, my hair as black as my sister’s had been, and strained in the silence to hear
the sound of a murderer’s approach. My eyelids drooped. Moonlight fell on the clock on the
wall.
“Koo-koo!” the clock called. My heart leaped in my chest. I sat bolt-upright in bed.
“Koo-koo!” it called again. My cheeks burned. The clock called ten more times. Midnight. My
stomach tingled. He’ll be here soon. I clutched the Pendant of Sleep to my breast and fingered
the Cuff of Protection.
Across the room, my sister’s breaths rose and fell in rhythm. A brown curl brushed her
eyelid. My chest tightened.
“I’m sorry, Melanie.” My voice trembled. “How could I have let this happen?”
A window slid open downstairs, slicing through the silence. My shoulders stiffened. A
floorboard creaked on the landing. Sweat ran down my back. Footsteps padded up the stairs.
I drew a deep breath and let it out. My shoulders relaxed. He has to think I’m asleep. The
footsteps reached the door. I breathed again and squeezed my eyes shut. He can’t see them. It
would ruin everything. The doorknob twisted. A third breath. My racing heart slowed.
The murderer slipped into the room. His shadow fell over me. I peeked through my
eyelashes at him. The tips of his sheathed knives glittered against his chest, like his dagger sharp
teeth. Black stripes sliced across his orange arm. He lifted a curved dagger, its hilt shaped like a
snake’s head. Clear liquid oozed from its tip. A drop landed on my blanket and sizzled.
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He chuckled. “Goodnight.” I swung my legs towards him and kicked off the blanket. His
knife sliced through it. The cut sizzled and blackened. I leaped to my feet, grabbed the blanket,
and threw it over his head.
I jumped to the floor and dove for my flashlight concealed under the bed. I grasped it. He
threw off the blanket and roared. His knife sliced down my arm. Pain seared through it. I
screamed.
I swung the flashlight at his head. He dodged and snatched the flashlight away. He kicked
me in the chest. I collapsed backwards.
I lay on the floor, temples pounding. I gasped for air. The tiger towered over me. His eyes
blazed. He scowled. He crouched to lift my chin with his claws. I squeezed my eyes shut. “So,”
he growled, “you’re not her.” His gaze shifted to my sister. A grin snaked its way across his face.
He slipped to her bed and raised the knife. I gritted my teeth. I lifted my heel and smashed it
down on his tail. He roared and turned on me. He leaped, knife bared. I grabbed my necklace and
raised my hand. Tingling surged up my arm, through my chest, and to my palm. Violet light
burst from it.
His mouth fell open. Eyes rolled back. He slumped to the floor. His snores broke through
the drum of my heart in my ears. I pulled myself to my feet. The veins in my fingers pounded.
Draconis can’t know what happened here. I clutched his knife and pressed it against his
neck. I clenched my fist. My stomach churned. I sighed, set down the knife, and trudged to
Melanie’s bed.
I closed my eyes and withdrew my power. Blue shimmers rippled across her, leaving her
hair black in its wake. I brushed my brown locks behind my ear. I cradled the pendant in my
hand and set my hand on her forehead. The tingling crept through my fingers back into the
pendant.
Her eyes blinked open. She sat up and yawned. The glow from her eyes pushed back the
shadows. Her gaze locked with mine. The room faded and recent memories replayed in my head:
Pedro warning me that the assassin would come to kill at midnight, and his warning
being cut off by static. Me, packing the backpacks with rationed supplies and blankets and
putting Melanie to sleep. Then waiting in hopes that Pedro would come, clasping on the cuff and
necklace for protection, and finally facing the consequences.
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She closed her eyes. The glow vanished. I blinked away the light speckles. Dizziness
rocked me. I clutched the headboard till the dizziness wore off.
“So, now we have to leave,” she said, tying a piece of cloth over her eyes.
I bit my lip and nodded.
“Draconis will send his forces here if his assassin is not back soon. So, we head for the
Deep Haven.” She turned her head to the east. “We try to find it.”
My shoulders slumped. “We don’t even know where it is.”
“No. but we have a map. The cuckoo clock.”
I walked to the wall, reached for the clock, and brought it down. I fingered the handcarved trees at the top. My throat ached.
“You see the hooked pine tree at the top?” Melanie asked. “That’s a symbol for The
Scorpion. And that water droplet in the pool at the bottom is Stillico Island.”
My forehead scrunched. “So, that means the swirl on the cuckoo bird’s door is Scorpion’s
Fire?”
“Yes.” She grinned. “Because you’d have to be a koo-koo to go looking for a haven on
that island.”
“Do you really think we should follow the map on a cuckoo clock?”
“That clock meant a lot to Dad.” Her head drooped.
I plopped down on her bed and lay an arm over her shoulder.
“Once we find the Haven,” I whispered, “We’ll find out what happened to them.” I stood
and slung my backpack over my shoulders. “Get your pack on.”
I walked to the hall window and opened it.
“Wait,” she said. “Koo-koos use the door.”
“Well this koo-koo doesn’t want to be predictable.” I squared my shoulders. Or dead.
And we’ve got a long way to go.
THE
END
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An Unlikely Superhero
by Nanette Davis
I hadn’t planned to be anybody’s superhero, but the moment I spotted Barney something
changed in me.
The poor dog had been locked in a small cage at the local shelter. He had patiently
watched the sights and smelled the scents. Through the bars he had seen other fur babies released
to forever homes but he was not one of them.
What was I thinking? I had just been diagnosed with Stage 4 pancreatic cancer. My future
was uncertain, and I barely had enough money to feed myself, let alone a pet! I filled out
adoption paperwork anyway and lied to the manager about my financial status. I handed over a
check that would bounce before noon, then stumbled out of the shelter with Barney. We stood on
the corner, breathing.
Barney made several pee stops before we arrived at my apartment. I spread out an old
blanket in the room and encouraged my new friend to sit. I searched the kitchen for a clean bowl,
filled it with water, and set down a dish of Rice Chex.
“A growing boy has gotta eat.” I reached over to stroke his back.
It was a newbie dog owner no-no. Sweet Barney chomped down hard on my finger, and I
felt twinges in my toes. Blood dripped onto the kitchen tile.
“Damn you, dog!” I rinsed off my wound, and thoughts spun in my head of typhoid and
rabies. My oncologist warned me to be careful and avoid infections risks. I scoured my medicine
cabinet for an antiseptic.
I heard a whimper. There stood Barney, his ears flat against his skull, trembling, gazing
up at me with fearful eyes.
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“Why?” I asked. “I was just trying to be nice to you.” He tilted his head.
The weeks went by. Barney and I became closer. I enjoyed our walks, watching his little
nose twitching at every odor. He allowed me to cuddle him.
During my chemo treatments, I barely left the couch. As the cuckoo clock ticked away
the hours, Barney kept me warm through those chilly nights. In the mornings, he woke me by
licking my face. At breakfast time, he raced around the kitchen in anticipation until I set down
his bowl. Then he would thank me with a happy howl. On my better days, we played fetch. I
loved watching his champagne fur blowing in the wind.
After two months sharing my couch, I knew time was precious. Barney and I went for a
hike in the woods. As soon as I let him off of his lead, he ran around, spinning like a whirlwind.
Every cell of his body was relishing this long-awaited freedom. A warm sensation came over me
as I watched him. I felt happiness for the first time in ages. Was this fifteen-pound fur ball giving
me hope for the future? I choked back tears. My latest CT Scan results proved hope was futile.
We skipped down the trail towards a picturesque pond. Barney spotted the swans and he
went charging into the water. He doggy paddled in circles. The swans paid little attention to him,
but they honked at me because I was laughing so loudly. When Barney seemed tired, I whistled
for him to come ashore. He trotted towards me. His fur now soaked and matted, had caused his
legs to appear half their size. He rolled around in the grass.
That night as I snuggled under the covers, I took one last glance at my boy. His eyes were
twitching back and forth under his eyelids. I dreamt of swans and fresh air. We slept soundly.
As my cuckoo clock chimed each hour, my body was failing at an alarming rate. With
each tick and step, I was lurching toward my fate. I no longer felt hungry, so I gave my food to
Barney. My frequent and painful trips to the bathroom were taking a huge toll, and not just for
me. Some days I had to rely on doggie pads, since I had little energy to walk Barney.
One day I noticed my pup dragging his left rear foot. He was no longer holding his head
up. His eyes were distant. Knowing he was already twelve years old, I managed to scrape up
enough change for a taxi to get him to the vet.
She said, “Your dog was infected by a parasite, most likely acquired from pond water.
The infection may have reached his brain. I’m afraid there’s no cure. Take him home, and watch
for signs of deterioration.”
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I heard every word, but my heart refused to believe. Barney had survived those lonely
years in a shelter. Was this his reward? A fatal parasite from his first ever romp in the woods?
That evening I made six trips to the bathroom, and I couldn’t stand straight due to the
pain. My chemo treatments were not working. It was only a matter of time. Barney gazed up at
me. He nuzzled into my side. I stroked my finger through his fur. “It’s okay, boy. We’ve got
each other.”
As I dozed off, I thought I heard music. I wasn’t sure where it was coming from, but the
beautiful sound lulled me into a deep slumber. I felt my hand on Barney’s soft fur. Then I heard
a whisper:
“I was waiting for you my whole life. Whenever anyone looked at me, it was always no,
not him. I lay in that cage for so long, dreaming of the moment when a loving human would
appreciate my champagne fur, hold me and make me feel wanted. We had fun paddling around
the cool pond water. Those swans were beautiful. I love you Devin, but I am feeling so sleepy. It
hurts to stay awake.”
Was this all just a fuzzy dream? The clock stopped ticking. I felt Barney’s paw receding.
Then I saw a light off in the distance. Barney and I were running free in a beautiful field.
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Facing the Bully
by Ginger Herring
She was six and in the first grade when she met Bobby Brown. Bobby was taller and
wider than most other boys in the first grade. He had a head full of straw-like hair that grew
every which way but right. He always wore a plaid shirt, blue jeans, and dirty brown high-top
farmer boots. Freckles dotted his nose. His eyes were dark and mean. His lips curled into a sneer
that was pure evil. He thrived on being the class bully.
Bobby loved to pick on her because her name was Ginger. He chased her almost every
day after school yelling, “Run, run, run as fast as you can. I’ll still catch you, you Gingerbread
man.” He always caught Ginger and pushed her to the ground.
Ginger would watch the clock on the wall wishing the time would stand still so she
wouldn’t have to leave the safety of her classroom. But, the clock always kept ticking, class was
always dismissed at 3:00, and Ginger was always chased and pushed by Bobby.
Ginger’s dad didn’t like it when she came home sobbing uncontrollably with tears
streaking down dirt-stained cheeks. Ginger didn’t like it either, but what could she do? Dad said
he would show her how to defend herself. He would teach Ginger how to box, but only if she
never started a fight and only if she used that knowledge to protect herself.
Dad said, “Put up your dukes.” Ginger raised her hands to protect her face. “No, no. Like
this,” he said as he showed her how to hold her left hand up to protect her head, and to hold her
right hand down to protect her belly. He said, “Now hit my hand.” Ginger punched his hand with
what she thought was authority. “No, no. That’s too soft,” Dad said. He showed her how to jab
with her left hand, 1, 2, 3 quick, and to follow with a right-hand uppercut. Ginger practiced with
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her dad for weeks, until the day came when she felt she could stop Bobby Brown from
terrorizing her.
It was a cool autumn day. The sun sparkled off the metal frames of the school’s swing
set. The leaves looked like red, yellow and gold crystals shimmering on the tree branches. The
3:00 o’clock bell rang and class was dismissed. Everyone stampeded out of the school anxious to
ride their bikes or jump into a pile of leaves. Ginger cautiously left her safe haven and quickly
started for home, when out jumped Bobby from the tall, thick bushes that lined the school yard.
“Aha! There you are,” Bobby said with that twisted wrinkle in his lip. “I’m hungry for
Gingerbread. If you don’t want to be eaten, you’d better start runnin’.”
Ginger spun around, came face to face with Bobby and bravely said, “No! I don’t feel
like running today and you better stop chasing me or else.”
“Or else what? You’re a girl. Think you can stop me? Ha. What can a girl do?” sneered
Bobby.
“Go away or I’ll show you!” Ginger yelled.
Bobby charged at Ginger. She moved to the left as Bobby grabbed for her sweater. He
spun around empty handed. Ginger already put up her dukes by the time Bobby faced her again.
He put up his dukes and the historic school fight began.
Ginger jabbed with her left, 1, 2, 3 quick, and backed away. Nobody ever jabbed Bobby
Brown before, much less a girl. He came at her again, a little more cautiously. She jabbed and
jabbed and jabbed with her left and then the punch! Her right caught Bobby in his stomach.
When he doubled over, Ginger gave him an uppercut, lifting him off his feet and sending him
backward across the sidewalk. Before she knew it, Ginger was on top of Bobby punching and
punching and screaming, “Say Uncle!”
He finally gave up and said, “Uncle.” Ginger stood up and noticed half the school had
circled around them cheering. “Way to go, Ginger.” “Alright.” “You showed him.” Bobby stood
up, hung his head in shame and slowly shuffled away.
Ginger was so filled with delight that it didn’t matter that her dress rose and showed her
underpants during the fight. It didn’t matter that she scraped her knee and bruised her knuckles.
It didn’t matter that she was scared out of her wits. What mattered was that she showed
everyone that she was brave enough to stand up to a bully.
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Ginger never needed to physically fight anyone again. But since the infamous Bobby
Brown battle, she grew up knowing she would have the courage to stand up for herself and
others who were being mistreated. She grew up knowing that she might be afraid to speak in
front of an audience, or might be afraid to interview for her dream job, or might be afraid to
stand at the start line of her first marathon thinking she didn’t belong. But she also grew up
knowing that she would have the courage to move forward in spite of her fears.
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One Small Act
by Lynn Taylor
“Do you have your homework?”
“Yep!”
“Lunch money?”
“Mom, how many times are you going to ask me?”
It’s Kaya’s third week back to school after winter break, and she’s already annoyed with
me. Let them handle it, my husband says. Builds responsibility. But he leaves for work before
Kaya and Blake are even up. I went through the same routine with Blake an hour ago. Soccer
jersey, field trip permission slip. Homework, again.
Kaya crams her homework into her backpack, then slings it over her shoulder. I wait with
her on the front porch until the school bus pulls up, then pretend to straighten the wicker
furniture till she’s safely on the bus, and it lumbers down the street toward the school.
I breathe in the possibilities of a day alone, imagining myself on a tropical beach, my
body soothed by the sun like the strokes of an expert masseuse. More likely, I will try to eke out
a few paragraphs of my novel. The truth is, I’ve barely written a word in months.
I open the document and reread the first chapter, the words less familiar to me each time I
do.
I used to get through writing blocks by wasting time online, reading about “The
Bachelor,” what novels made the New York Times bestseller list, which movies had the highest
percentages on Rotten Tomatoes. Now all I see are the weather disturbances of a warming
planet, children at the border, racial injustice, possible pandemics. It’s hard to focus on a novel
when there are so many real things to think about.
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2
I glance at my phone. I’ve wasted an hour. Today’s my day to volunteer at the food
pantry so I close my laptop and head downtown.
Marian is there when I arrive, her gray hair wound in a pink scrunchie. She empties boxes
of canned soups and vegetables and places them in neat rows on the shelf. We’re the only food
pantry for twenty miles, and we’ve been even busier lately due to cuts in the SNAP program.
“Just us today,” she says. “Jo’s daughter went into labor. They’re headed to the hospital.”
“No problem,” I say and look at the clock, a simple black schoolhouse model that’s been
there for decades. Forty-five minutes until we open but we’ve done this by ourselves plenty of
times before.
Marian points to a large box filled with cereal and pasta. “We’ve got time to make up
some bags. That’ll help move things along. How’re the kids?” She stands still, waiting for my
reply.
Marian is always in constant motion but she gives her full attention when she’s talking to
someone. There’s no doubt she’s really listening.
“Good. Back in school.” I start filling the paper bags with canned beans and jars of
tomato sauce with meat or plain for vegetarians, then add boxes of spaghetti, cereal, and day-old
bread donated by the bakery on Main Street.
We fill two dozen bags, then stack the empty boxes by the back door.
Marian pours two cups of iced tea from a thermos and hands me one. “And how’re you?”
“Busy with the kids. And the novel.” I slip that in like it’s actually true.
“How’s the book coming along?” She sips her tea, not taking her eyes off me.
3
I start to say fine, but can’t get the word out. “It’s not,” I tell her, surprising myself. What
I don’t say is my mind is so full of the world that it’s impossible.
The room is quiet except for the steady ticking of the old clock.
It’s almost ten but Marian doesn’t look at the clock. She looks at me, like we’ve got all
day, like there won’t soon be parents lined up needing to feed their children and seniors on such
limited budgets they have to choose between groceries or medication. She puts on the full-length
apron she wears to protect her clothes. “Why?”
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She won’t let up until I tell her. “There’s too much to worry about. My kids, other
people’s kids, the country, the planet. There’s no room in my head for anything else.”
It’s five to ten. I put my apron on too. The pantry will soon be filled with women holding
babies; men who look embarrassed, like they came to the wrong place; elderly couples needing
help carrying their bags to their cars.
“Takes courage to live in in these times but like they tell you on the airplane: put your
own oxygen mask on first. You’ve got to take care of yourself before you can be of help to
anyone else.”
It’s ten o’clock. I give Marian a hug and rush to unlock the door, wiping away tears. A
line forms outside. I tell everyone to come in and have a seat in the lobby, where Marian has laid
out paper cups of iced tea and her homemade chocolate chip cookies. I talk to each family to
assess their specific needs, hoping we can fulfill them, no matter how temporarily. Marian takes
care of the paperwork. I give each family a bag of food that will hopefully last a week. It’s not
much, but it’s something.
The next morning, I clean up the breakfast dishes and wait for Kaya to finish getting
ready for school.
“Almost done,” she says.
I stand by the sink drinking my coffee.
“Aren’t you gonna ask if I have my homework?”
“Nope. You’ve got this.”
“Where’d my mom go?”
I wrap my arms around her and she lets me. I hold the door open and follow her out to the
front porch.
After the school bus drives away, I sit down on the wicker chair. The first light of
morning filters through the trees. I open my laptop and click on the document that contains my
novel. As I read, I remember why I started this particular story in the first place. I start to type
and I keep going.
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