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Inspiration. It is a word that has been defined as the process of  
being mentally stimulated to do or feel something, especially to 
do something creative. It is also known as imagination, original-
ity, and genius. All of  these words have been embodied in the 
writing, photography, and art of  students of  all grades. We have 
the honor of  taking this inspiration and placing it in a magazine 
where it can be read and re-read countless times by countless 
people. 

We hope that you can take a moment and peek into the thoughts 
and genius of  TKA’s young artists via their masterpieces. Their 
talents can only go onward and upward.
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To a Grapevine
Tim Varghese

 You hang from the white trellis work outside my house with clusters of  green globes 
ripening in the sun. Bees hum as they forage for food, glancing past your leaves. In the morn-
ing, birds chirp all around you with happy song. In the night, your leaves flutter gently in the 
wind.
 Do you dream about the sun and the stars above you, I wonder? What do you ponder 
during the day? When do you labor on your fruit? You seem steeped in leisure and peace, yet 
the ripening grapes on your leaves are small but sweet to taste.
 I sit in my wicker chair working feverishly on my homework. Calculus limits encircle 
me; equations of  motion elude me. The French and Indian Wars preoccupy me. The Spanish 
Preterit puzzles me. Assignments, tests, applications, standardized tests and other beasts de-
vour me. College cares assail me. Résumé building encumbers me.
 Where has my time gone? Where has leisure been lost? What fruit am I producing? 
What noble thoughts can flow from my busy, humdrum life?  What poems, flights of  fancy,  
mathematical dreams? In its place are schedules, homework, volunteer work, and a nagging 
fear of  the future.
 O that I could enjoy the beauty around while still producing sweet fruit. O that I could 
work like you while breathing the summer air and have the wind touch my shoulder. Alas, but 
such an idea seems mere fantasy.
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I’m weird. I’m different. I’m unique. But often I’m not always accepted. I have a desire to be interesting and 
accepted. I often wish I could be the type of  “interesting” or “unique” the world wants. But conforming to 
the world’s idea of  interesting is still conforming. I often don’t like the things that make me different. I am 
often hated for them. But I have to remind myself, I’m only hated because I’m letting people hate me. If  I 
would just embrace my differences, it doesn’t matter what other people think or do. People can hate me all 
they want, and it won’t make a difference. What makes someone authentically interesting is embracing and 
using what makes you different.  Often, the things that people label “strange” and “weird” are what make 
you unique. Now there are people that seem so different, so cool, so “unique, special, and interesting” that 
everyone loves and adores them. You know those people. They can be the popular crowd, or your best 
friend. But let me tell you something, most times these people aren’t real. They’re still conforming. These 
people are conforming to the world’s standard of  different. Which isn’t really that different.  So stop caring 
about what people think of  you or whether you are the world’s requirement of  interesting or cool. If  you 
want to be interesting, if  you really want to be unique: Be yourself. Be your own flavor. Be one of  a kind. 
Because the true authenticity of  someone being themselves is actually what makes them the most interesting.

How to be Interesting Grace O’Malley

Photography by David Shih
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The Strength of the UniverseRishabh Vashishta

Photography by Abby Campbell  
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The Highland Clearance is considered to this day a tragic event in Scot-
tish history that occurred during the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, 
forever diminishing ancient Scottish culture. The clearances were part of  
an order for tribal Scottish people living in the highlands to leave their 
homes and settle in places such as the United States and Australia so 
that the land could be used for raising sheep by Scottish aristocrats and 
the British. Today, the exiles of  the Highland Clearances are considered 
heroes for they bravely left and settled where they did. This matter is 
constantly overlooked in history.

 When I looked at the grass of  the mountains, felt 
the damp mud on my hands, and smelled the sweet dew, I 
never thought that I would have to leave my home. My home 
was halcyon bliss. When I look back today, I see the memo-
ries of  those mountains. For one, the mist that formed in the 
morning. I remember breathing it in and out. I remember the 
coarse and cool wind of  the day. I remember when it started 
to pour; I was barefoot, playing outside. I ran back home 
and saw my mother. She told me not to go back out, for it 
was raining too hard to play. She had stew ready for me and 
I slurped it happily. I wish that everything could have stayed 
that way. I wish it could have rained forever. 
 I would hear my parents murmur things in the night, 
things that I would not understand at the time, but would 
ultimately change my life. They spoke of  the aristocrats and 
the British. They spoke of  the ones who lived in the city. 
Whenever I asked them about the city, they would just say, 
“The city is the devil, I tell you. Never speak of  the city. The 
people who live there, they are not nice. Stay away from the 
city. Stay away…”
 I tried to heed my parents’ warning, but I did not 
know that the city would eventually suck me in.
 I got my first contact from the city when my friend 
Art came to talk to me. He came to my house, and my par-
ents were there, too. 
 “How are you, Art? We haven’t seen you in a while! 
How is the chieftain doing? Your parents?” said my Mum.
 “The chieftain is doing well. But my parents say that 
we will be leaving next week.”
 My parents looked at each other nervously.
 “They say that we will have to go on a big carriage 
that goes on the sea, and it will take us to a huge land,” said 
Art.
 “Will I be going, too, Mum?” I said. Mum ignored 
my question.
 “Why don’t you two impish devils go play?” Mum 
said.
 I went out to play, but I could not stop thinking 
about the big carriage that floated on the sea. I had only seen 
a carriage once, so I wondered what it would look like. How 
would the horses gallop on water? Would the trot-trot-trot 
sound the same as it did on land? I looked at the sea and 

imagined myself  on this carriage. I imagined myself  happy on 
the carriage of  the sea. 
 The next day, I went to Art’s home, but he was not 
there. The chieftain of  his clan saw me, and asked, “Lad, 
what are you doing? Who are you looking for?” 
 “I am here to see if  Art will come and play.”
 “What clan do you belong to, boy?”
 “Aeilein clan. I am the son of  Angus.”
 “Angus… He is still here?” 
 “Of  course, chieftain. Where would my father be 
going?”
 “Will you take me there, lad?”
 “Of  course! He talks about you all the time…”
 I took the chieftain to my house. My father was 
surprised to see him. The chieftain and my father spoke in 
quiet hushes. My father told me to go out and play. But this 
time, I did not go out to play. I sneaked to the back door and  
listened to what they were saying. I remember the conversa-
tion clearly to this day.
 “It hasn’t rained for weeks, the crops are getting dry; 
they say we have no excuse to stay here,” said the chieftain.
 “How can they drive us off  of  our own land? Who 
do they think gives them their potatoes?”
 “Angus! Listen! They don’t care for our potatoes; 
it hasn’t rained for months! There are no potatoes for us to 
grow! There are no more potatoes left for us to give. The 
colonies of  America give them all the vegetables they need! 
They want to herd sheep here!”
 “Chieftain, they can’t put me onto that ship and they 
can’t take me away from here. My ancestors have lived here 
for generations. How could I ever leave my home, chieftain!”
 “Everyone except for a few families has already left 
from my clan, Angus. Your clan is slowly clearing out as well. 
I think it is time to face the reality, that there is no way we can 
stay here! Things are already bad enough. There is a cholera 
outbreak, a potato famine, people are dying. This is the time 
to leave Scotland!”
 “Chieftain, I can’t believe you would say something 
like this. We are Scottish! This is our home! We were born 
here, and I will die here, if  circumstances come to it!”
 “There is no other option, Angus. Think!” 
 “War! We can wage war, who will stop us, then? If  
all the clans come together, we can fight them!”
 “Angus! Listen to me, Angus! Do you want to get 
shot by a gun? I know you have heard of  a gun. What are we 
going to attack with? Our petty sticks and stones! Why are 
you not cognizant of  what is happening? Or do you want 
your wife to get shot by a gun? Do you want Lennox to 
get shot? Lennox is just a boy, Angus! Leave tomorrow, 
Angus! You should have been gone weeks ago! Go when-
ever the Brits come next! They will take you away! Go!” 
 My father began to cry. I had never seen him cry. 
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It wasn’t like him. I stopped listening and left the door. 
That day, when I was done with my meal, I didn’t want 
to go to sleep. But my mum forcefully got me into bed, 
telling me that I had a “big day” the next day. She began 
to sing to me:

May you have the strength of  the universe
And the strength of  the sun
And the strength of  the black bull
Which jumps the highest

 “I am not a babe anymore, Mum. Stop singing 
these foolish rhymes to me!” 
 Mum just started to laugh and cry at the same 
time, and she hugged me tight. To this day, I wish I had 
not told her to stop singing. In fact, I wish that she would 
have sung to me for all eternity.
 The next day, my Mum dressed me up in my best 
clothes. They sent me with the chieftain. “Goodbye, Len-
nox. Be brave, my universe,” said my Mum as she handed 
me my favorite toy.
 “Lennox, be good. The chieftain is taking you 
for a walk. I will see you soon. I know I will.”
 The chieftain nodded at my father, who nodded 
back. 
 The chieftain and I set out for a walk. The walk 
was long and we crossed many rivers. I skipped stones in 
the river, but the chieftain told me that we had to move 
quickly. That is when I saw where our walk was leading 
us: the city. I did not say anything, because I did not want 
to miss the opportunity I was getting. Then the chief-
tain took me to a big place. I thought at first that it was 
the sea, but with giants. I soon realized that these were 
no giants; they were the carriages of  the sea. I felt very 
excited, but I didn’t see any horses. I thought that they 
must not be ready yet. The chieftain took me inside the 
carriage of  the sea. It was big with many men. I loved it 
and made myself  comfortable. After I was bored playing 
with my toy about two hours later, I set out to look for 
the chieftain to ask him if  I could see the horses. I could 
not find him and began to cry. For the first time in my 
life, I felt lost. A woman saw me crying and said, “Hush, 
child. Do not cry. Look, do you see the sea?”
 “Yes.”
 “It is beautiful, isn’t it?”
 “Yes, I think. Where are we going?”
 “I don’t know, lad. Forward, I suppose. Leav-
ing. Be brave. Show them that we are brave. Stop crying! 
Show them that we don’t cry.”
 “We don’t cry,” I repeated.
 When the chieftain reached the United States, I 
was sixteen. He came to me for a brief  visit. I asked him 

how my parents were and when they would be reaching 
the colonies. He told me that my parents had sent only 
me to the ship. He said that they tried to stop the British 
officers who tried to take the others in the clan away, but 
they were shot. Everyone else in the clan was captured.
 My parents had tried to stop them, I thought in 
my head. To this day, I think of  my parent’s bravery and 
their song.

May you have the strength of  the universe
And the strength of  the sun
And the strength of  the black bull
Which jumps the highest*

*An excerpt of  the translation of  the Scottish song, Ta-
ladh Dhòmhnaill Ghuirm
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Untitled Aaina Aroda

The cold air bites my skin
The truth and reality setting in

Nothing once as before
The past is nothing but a closed door

My voice comes out, unclear and hoarse
My whole life has taken a very different course

And though it may seem that what is to come is unclear
Everything that happens has a purpose, my dear

Sometimes the moon is covered by clouds
And sometimes our future is covered by “nows”
And sometimes our dreams can feel so far away

But we just have to take it day by day

Photography by Emma Cummings
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The trio of  friends, Jay, Ro, and I, met up on the 
beach. We sat on the sand, looking out into the 
waves. “Tell me a story,” I said softly as the waves 

cascaded over nearby rocks.
 “What?” asked Ro. “Sorry, I couldn’t hear you.”
 “Tell me a story,” I repeated a little louder. Ro 
pursed her lips.
 “What kind of  story?” she asked.
 “A story from your life,” Jay said. “We’ll each tell 
one.”
 “Why do I always go first?” Ro grumbled. She 
thought for a moment, and then she smiled. “Alright, I’ve 
got one. I’m going to tell you guys about the time I put 
pencil shavings in hot chocolate.”
 “What!” Jay and I exclaimed. Ro nodded.
 “It’s true,” she said.
 “But…but…” Jay sputtered, “How do you do 
that?”

 Ro grinned. “Very easily. I was really stupid as a 
child. Listen closely.”
 “Yes, Mademoiselle Bylasie,” I said, mimicking 
obedience. Ro gave me a look, which I grinned at, and 
began her story.
 “It was about six years ago on a cold day, and my 
cousin Theo asked me to make him hot chocolate. For 
some reason, he entrusted me of  all people with the hon-
ors of  making delectable hot chocolate. I was very tired, 
seeing that I had just stayed up almost all night planning 
something for the next day.”
 “Oh dear,” I muttered.
 “I agreed to make the hot cocoa. I mean, how 
hard is it to make hot chocolate?”
 “Very hard for you, obviously,” observed Jay.
 “I decided to experiment and put the chocolate 
in after the liquid, so that’s what I did. I made my first 
cup in an individual batch with some marshmallows and 

Oh, the Things We Did Katherine Wong-Lam

Photography by Kelsey Hagan
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milk, and since it was just a test, I gave it to Theo to sam-
ple. He said, ‘Thanks Ro! I’m so lucky, being the beverage 
maker’s favorite cousin!’ And he winked at me. He was 
about to bring the cup to his lips when he pulled it away 
and exclaimed: ‘Ro! What is this in my hot chocolate?! 
Are these PENCIL SHAVINGS?!? What kind of  poi-
son is this?! Are you trying to kill me?’ He threw the cup 
down onto the floor, and it shattered.”
 “That must have been messy,” I murmured.
 “Theo was fuming and laughing at the same 
time. He asked me how could I have been so stupid?”
 “You’re right,” I said, “you were a very stupid 
child.”
 Ro grinned. “It turned out that one of  my other 
cousins had been sharpening a pencil previously and had 
put the shavings in a container similar to the chocolate 
one right next to it. I must have been really oblivious and 
tired, because I just dumped the entire container of  pen-
cil shavings into the cup of  hot chocolate!” Ro laughed. 
“The hot chocolate was literally a gray color with lead bits 
floating in it. The marshmallows were almost black and 
the cream wasn’t even visible.” Ro paused. “I was a very 
stupid child.”
 I was tempted to say, “You still are,” but I figured 
Ro wouldn’t appreciate that, so I kept my mouth shut. 
 Jay was laughing his head off. He wiped tears 
from his eyes. “Ro, you stupid, stupid child!” Ro grinned. 
 She turned to me. “So, Bri, what do you have 
planned for us? Any good stories? You’re a writer; you 
must have some good yarns to spin.”
 I thought for a moment. It was horrible; in my 
free time, I would think, Oh, this would make such a 
good story to tell, but when the time came for me to tell 
a story, my mind went blank. “Aha!” I finally exclaimed. 
Jay and Ro glanced at me. 
 “Got one, Bri?” Jay asked me. I nodded trium-
phantly.
 “Yes.” I paused dramatically. 
 “That’s fine,” Jay said good-naturedly. “Hurry up 
and tell your story.”
 I nodded and took a deep breath. “I’m going to 
tell you about the time I watched my neighbor’s daughter 
roll down the stairs.”
 “Oh, you told us this one,” Ro interrupted. 
 “Well, I’m going to tell it again,” I snapped. “Lis-
ten closely.” Ro rolled her eyes, but she listened intently.
 “When I was younger, about nine or ten, my 
mom went out to get some groceries from the store.  
We needed eggs or something like that. I stayed at my 
neighbors’ house, the Yokemuras, who were also our 
close friends.”
  “The Yokemuras had a little two-year-old 
daughter, Olivia, at the time. Mrs. Yokemura wanted me 

to watch her for a few minutes while she got something 
from the kitchen.”
 “Oh great,” Ro said. I continued with my story.
 “There was a gate guarding the staircase so that 
Olivia couldn’t go down the stairs and potentially hurt 
herself. But it was a slightly different gate than the usual 
since they were buying a new one. The old gate had bro-
ken down with time.”
 “Olivia had a habit of  taking hold of  the gate in 
her hands and shaking it back and forth. With the other 
gate, it would normally hold firm to her furious shaking, 
but this one turned loose.”
 “After a few vigorous shakes, the gate gave way. I 
was standing a few paces away from Olivia.”
 “Olivia tumbled down the staircase, rolling down 
and rapidly picking up speed. I still remember her face 
each time it showed up. She was rolling, you know. Her 
face was red and she was crying. She finally stopped with 
a thud at the bottom of  the staircase.” I paused. “It was 
hilarious. I burst out laughing afterwards.”
 “Bri!” Ro scolded. Ro had many younger siblings 
and was often responsible for them.
 “I was so interested in how Olivia was falling 
that I never moved to help her!” I protested. “It wasn’t 
until she reached the end of  the staircase that I realized 
what had happened! But Mrs. Yokemura heard her baby 
crying, and she ran over. She leapt over the fallen gate to 
her poor child. She scooped up Olivia and brought her 
into the living room. She went on to scold me for not 
acting sooner, but I kept protesting that the image of  
Olivia’s red little face and helpless arms flailing while she 
rolled was so interesting and comical that I couldn’t have 
done anything! Mrs. Yokemura finally gave in and smiled 
along with me. She sent me away when my mom came.” I 
stopped. “Thank you.”
 Jay and Ro clapped enthusiastically. “I can’t be-
lieve you just let her fall like that!” Jay exclaimed.
 “I’m sorry,” I retorted. “But if  you were there, 
you would have laughed your head off  like that, too!”
 “I guess,” Ro said. “But still!”
 “Okay, okay,” I grumbled, “I was pretty bad in 
that situation, but it was interesting!”
 “I can see that,” Jay said. I sniffed. Obviously, 
they did not think that my story was on the same level as 
Ro’s. 
 Ro turned to me. “So Bri, does that satisfy your 
storytelling needs?”
 I nodded cheerfully. “Yeah! I now know that we 
were all very stupid children!”
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The cotton candy and the pony 
The girl sitting alone with the red balloon 
It all seems a little funny 
Under the tent in the late afternoon 
Everyone's getting ready 
For the night under the moon 

A night at the circus the sky has turned dim 
A fire's ablaze with the laughter of  kids 
Here one day but gone the next 
The magic never ended 

The crowd had gathered 
To watch the show 
Eating their cotton candy 
With flips and tricks 
And the ringleaders picks 
With dogs standing on two feet 
And pictures with the pony 
The crowd stands with joy 
A round of  applause 
To rise in standing ovation 
The clown and the acrobat 
Take their bows 
Smiles are passed around 
The circus brings joy 
To all who attend 
On this summer night on June 
Even to the lonely girl 
with a smile on her face 
Still holding the red balloon

The Circus
poetry and photography by Grace Schonfeld
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Left: Laura Kim

Bottom Left: 
Takeru Wen-Matsui

Bottom Right: 
“Yo Veo Amor”
Abby Campbell
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 Bowling along in a Fiat on an unusually smooth 
road from Bangalore to Hoskote, we flew past smaller 
towns like K.R. Puram. My brother and I were grum-
bling. Why did we have to visit the mission field of  an 
ethnic Indian church instead of  watching India play crick-
et or going to Garuda mall? Despite my apprehensions, 
the trip opened my eyes to the mission work carried out 
by the indigenous Indian church and to the story behind 
a calling.
 Hoskote is a few hours from Bangalore, India’s 
Silicon Valley. We set out on a Saturday afternoon in June. 
Our driver Sadhu, a Tamil Catholic, drove swiftly, and we 
made good time. When we reached Hoskote, we were 
greeted by the mission director and his wife, who we 
knew as James Koshy Achan (pastor) and Mini Kocham-
ma.
 The story really begins with A.C. Zechariah, a 
teacher in Kerala, who attended a Bible Institute in
Karnataka in the middle of  India. For many years an 
Englishwoman, Miss Bagshaw, had run an orphanage in 
Hoskote called “House of  Praise.” After visiting Bag-
shaw, Zechariah felt Hoskote was the place God had 
selected for him. Returning home to Kerala, he shared 
his vision with a postmaster, M.T. Joseph, who agreed 
to resign his job and move north with Zechariah. In the 
providence of  God, a group of  Indian Christians had 
been meeting outdoors at Bangalore’s famous Cubbon 
Park to pray for missions. The Cubbon Park Fellowship 
decided to support Zechariah and Joseph.
 Hoskote was a poor village; children and adults 
were doomed to a life of  bonded labor, and few could 
read or write. A pressing need was for a good hospital: 
only the rich could afford the nearest Hospital in Kolar, 
25 miles away. Joseph knew a smattering of  homeopathy, 
and so they started a clinic. Years later, the first mission-
ary doctor arrived at Hoskote. It is now a thriving hospi-
tal for the poor.
 We first visited the current church which is used 
for worship. Its doors are left open during the day for 
villagers who wish to pray, especially patients who visit 
the hospital. Next door was the original and smaller 
mission church. There was a sudden burst of  rain and 
we had to tarry till the rain subsided. I enjoyed sitting in 
God’s house for a few minutes with Achan, Kochamma 
and their 8-year old daughter Muthu. There are only a 
few benches in the main sanctuary; most people sit on 
the carpet during a
church service.
 While we sat in church, a young bearded man 

entered. Binoy Achan introduced himself  to us. He was 
born in Bahrain. After a few years of  college, during 
a call for missions he felt a “force pushing him.” In 
Hoskote, he spends most of  his time training young 
evangelists to preach in local villages.
 After the rain, we walked next door to the old 
age home; people who are stranded on the street, or simi-
larly abandoned, are taken in and cared for. One moment 
left an indelible memory. Achen’s wife hugged a woman 
who was lying in bed, unable to move. There was a bond 
between the church and the older people; older inmates 
(and even a few lepers) were treated as individuals -- 
without a trace of  superiority. 
 Finally, we visited the child development center. 
The director, Mr. Johnson, described how village children 
are often caught in a cycle of  poverty: their parents make 
them work as laborers by the age of  14. But abandon-
ing their education makes it likely that they will stay in 
low-paying jobs all their lives. The child development 
center provides an alternative: it gives poor children food 
and an education, tells them about Jesus, and encourages 
them to pursue higher learning. To quote Mr. Johnson: 
“There is a chance that these boys and girls can come out 
of  this place as engineers, doctors, lawyers, and evange-
lists instead of  boys becoming laborers, and girls having 
children too early”. The wonderful irony was that Mr. 
Johnson himself  had been such a child in Hoskote years 
earlier!
 Mr. Johnson also recounted how he had met a 
friend from our local San Francisco Church, and shown 
him needs in other villages. This inspired our San Fran-
cisco Mar Thoma church to start an organization called 
“Light the Candle.” The children sang their VBS songs 
for us with Kannada words and actions. I can remember 
their faces and their smiles. Who knows what great lead-
ers wait in the wings among those children?
 We ended with a sumptuous tea the pastor’s wife 
had had made for us. The pastor’s mother, who was living 
with them, joined us, as did his niece who teaches at the 
Nursing School. Muthu, the pastor’s daughter, flounced 
out for a song practice for the upcoming anniversary cel-
ebrations. The meal was interspersed with phone calls for 
Achan. As we sat eating Obbattu (a Karnataka dish that 
is
like a sweet tortilla), I reflected on the sweetness of  the 
mission of  Jesus Christ and the hope it brings:
hard and wearying work certainly, but alive and well in 
the Indian church even without help from the
West.

A Missions Vignette
Tim Varghese
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Photography by Ashlyn Murphy

Photography by Marzia Sutera
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Road to the Sky: photography by Milan Loiacono
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 “I’m getting tired of  this life,” Marianna com-
plained to her father one day. The sun shone bright and 
fierce overhead. Her father paused in his work of  digging 
up potatoes to look at his sixteen year old daughter. 
 “Marianna, this life is peaceful and happy. I can 
protect you from anything. We have enough to eat and we 
can sleep soundly each night. What more do you want?” 
he asked. 
 “I want adventure,” she announced, sounding 
like a five year old child. “It’s boring here, living like this 
with all the rules you have. There’s no one around for 
miles!” 
  “Well, you’ve had plenty of  adventures here. 
Why not try to see if  you can find more?” her father 
suggested. 

 “Ok,” Marianna said doubtfully. 
 “But only after we finish this patch of  the field 
first,” her father added before she could go running off. 
She sighed, but she did what she was told. By midday, 
they had finally finished gardening. She rushed into their 
house and changed into a clean set of  light cream trou-
sers and a blue tunic. 
 “Ok, I’m going!” she called as she rushed out the 
door. Her father appeared in the doorway. 
 “Marianna Montaigne, don’t forget that I always 
love you,” he said to her. She looked back at him. 
 “Father, you’ve said this a million times. I know 
you love me. And I love you too. I’ll be back soon!” she 
called running to the edges of  the farm they lived on. She 
stopped and looked down the hill that she had climbed, 

Come Home Zoe Chen

Photography by Havilah Brown
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and she breathed in the fresh air. 
 “I’m going to go down there,” she decided to 
herself. 
 But you know that Father has rules, a voice 
inside her said. He won’t be happy if  he finds out that 
you’ve been to the place he’s forbidden you to go. 
 “But I want to go,” she argued softly. “I’ve seen 
the hills around the farm, and I’ve explored them thor-
oughly. I want to go beyond our home.”
 It’s been forbidden for a reason, the voice said. 
Besides, you won’t know when you would be able to 
come back. What if  you got lost and can’t find your way 
back?
 “I’ll be fine. I have a great sense of  direction, re-
member?” Marianna said before beginning to walk down 
the hill. The place beyond her home was a huge forest, 
which from above, seemed to stretch for miles. As she 
walked into the trees, she felt a chill run down her spine. 
 “It’s fine, I’ll be fine,” she murmured to herself. 
Still she could not help but look around anxiously. Soon 
she had wandered into the depths of  the forest. 
 “Where in the world am I?” she asked herself  
desperately. All the trees looked the same. Marianna 
wished she had drawn a trail to mark her way back home. 
She sighed. 
 “Fine, I’ll admit it. I’m totally lost,” she muttered, 
circling around. 
 “Little girl, what are you doing in my forest?” a 
soft cold voice asked. Marianna spun around. A man was 
leaning against a tree, dressed in black trousers and cloak, 
and a brilliant scarlet red tunic. 
 “Who are you? Do you own this forest?” Mari-
anna asked. 
 “Yes, this is my territory little girl. So tell me, 
what are you doing here? Surely you are not one of  my 
servants. They would be wise not to wander this far from 
my home,” the man said as his black eyes bored into 
her own. Marianna felt uncomfortable that he had not 
answered her first question. 
 “No, I don’t even know who you are,” she said 
slowly. He smiled slowly. It was not a friendly smile. 
 “Really? Well, it’s time we got acquainted. Fol-
low me,” he said and walked further into the trees. She 
followed cautiously, looking suspiciously at him. He did 
not seem familiar, but he did resemble someone, some-
one she had seen before. Marianna followed at his heels, 
keeping her distance until he called her over. 
 “Walk with me,” he said. “There’s nothing to be 
afraid of.” She matched his pace wearily. 
 “Marianna, is that right?” he asked. She started. 
 “How do you know my name?” she asked, puz-
zled. 

 “Your father and I were good friends,” he said 
as they continued to walk. Soon, they reached the end of  
the forest. 
 “You were?” she asked, surprised. Her father had 
never told her about anyone that looked like this man. 
 “Yes, we were best friends. You know that war 
that happened recently? He was the commander general, 
you know that? I was one of  his most trusted lieutenant 
generals.”
 “You were?” Marianna was surprised. She had 
no idea her father had such friends still around. Most had 
been killed during the war that had devastated the land. 
 Why doesn’t this man live near Father? And why 
hasn’t he talked about him, and why hasn’t this man paid 
us any visits? 
 “Well, here’s my house,” the man said. Marian-
na gaped. It was a gigantic mansion, ten times bigger 
than her father’s simple house. It was painted all bright 
a cheerful yellow and blue. As they walked through the 
gate, Marianna could feel something wrong. It was silent 
here, no sound of  anything. They entered the house. The 
man showed her around the house, all the bright rooms, 
and sometimes they passed a servant in the hallway. The 
servants bowed to the man, whom they addressed as 
Master, and they cast her a pitying look. Some looked 
frightened. 
 The Master continued to go through the man-
sion, and since it was so big, it was long after sunset that 
he finally finished showing her around his home. 
 “Thank you for showing me around,” Marianna 
said. “But I think it’s time that I would be getting home 
now. But the Master was not listening, he had gone to 
shut the door of  the office they were in. As he shut the 
door, he smiled coldly. 
 “Oh no, my dear. You’re not leaving here. You’re 
all mine now,” he said, his eyes looking at her hungrily.
 She backed up. “What in the world are you 
talking about?” 
 “You aren’t leaving,” he said. “You have to do 
something for me first. Something that will make your 
father proud.” 
 “And that would be…” she asked hesitantly. 
 “Retrieve this from this person,” he said, thrust-
ing her two drawings. She stared at the sketches in her 
hand. There was a strange object, round and shiny look-
ing. The other was a young man of  about twenty, dressed 
in patched clothes. 
 “And what do I do after I do this task? Can I go 
home then?” Marianna asked, slipping the sketches into 
her pocket. 
 “You’ll do a few more for me, then you can 
leave,” the Master said, pleased. “But don’t try to leave. If  



20

you do, you’ll suffer worse consequences than doing mere 
tasks. And you will address me as Master,” he said before 
whisking away, leaving her alone in the office. 
 What have I gotten myself  into? What if  I can’t 
get the object? Should I try to run away? No…I don’t 
want to suffer worse consequences. She walked out of  
the room, slightly frightened. She decided that it would 
not do her any good to simply think about it. She had to 
know what going on. 
 “You’re the new girl aren’t you?” a voice whis-
pered. She spun around to see a slight boy of  about 
thirteen peeking around a corner. 
 “Yes, I suppose. Who are you?” she asked curi-
ously. 
“Name’s Sam. How did you end up in the Master’s 
house?” he asked, coming up to her. 
 “What? I…kind of  ran away from my father 
to go explore. I broke his rules and went beyond our 
farm,” Marianna said. 
 “Well, you’re a fortunate one,” Sam said. “I was 
exploring the Master’s gardens, and then I ate something 
that made me see hallucinations. The Master came to 
me and he said he could help me get better. But he also 
told me that he was the only right master for me, and no 
one else.” 
 “Wow…that’s some entrance. By the way, do 
you happen to know if  anyone’s escaped from here?” 
she asked. Sam’s eyes widened and flicked about. 
 “Don’t ever say that,” he whispered urgently. 
“The Master hears everything. He won’t allow you to es-
cape. After he brings you here, you’re here for life until 
you die. He’s got you shackled to him.” 
 Marianna slowly thought this over. “Ok, I’ll 
just complete this task of  his. Then I can leave,” she 
muttered. “Bye Sam. I’ll see you around.” She walked 
around and around the mansion until she saw a familiar 
face. She examined the person slowly. It was the young 
man, the one with the task she had been assigned with! 
What luck! She could get this over with and leave. 
 “Hey you!” she called out. The man whipped 
around fearfully. “I just want to talk! I need an object 
that looks like this. I think you have it. Can I please take 
it?” she asked, pulling out the sketch. The man’s eyes 
widened to the size of  eggs. 
 “I don’t have it,” he stammered. “Leave me 
alone!” 
“I know you do,” she persisted. “Please. I need it to 
leave this place!” he hesitated, but then he changed his 
mind, spun around and fled. Marianna chased after him. 
Eventually, she caught up with him and was forced to 
knock him out. When he was out cold, she searched him 
and found the object that matched the sketch. 
 “Interesting,” she murmured as she watched the 

strange arrows move in a circular motion. She tucked it 
away in her pocket. She felt triumphant. She managed 
to complete a task and with great speed with a matter 
of  fact. “Here, I got it for you,” she said, thrusting the 
circular device at the Master. His eyes glinted. 
 “Very good. Now here’s another,” he said, 
handing her another 2 pieces of  paper. She started to 
protest, but then decided against it. Days passed, and 
she completed task after task. Each required her to use 
force, which was something that she did not always en-
joy using, but the people were relatively unharmed, and 
she waited patiently to be dismissed, but she also felt the 
throb of  pleasure when she succeeded and the compli-
ments that followed. 
 “Kill this person,” he said one day. She stum-
bled back in shock.
 “What? You can’t be serious!” she exclaimed. 
“I’m serious. I have no further use for him. Get rid of  
him,” he said, looking at the papers on his desk. Marian-
na felt sick. The person on the sketch was Sam. 
 “Sam! Sam!” Marianna hissed as her friend 
passed by. He came over curiously, not suspecting a 
thing. 
 “What is it?” Marianna gulped. She didn’t want 
to do it. She can’t. Do not murder. That was one of  
father’s rules. Never, ever kill a person. He was waiting 
for her to answer. Her throat was dry. 
 “I-,” Suddenly Sam was pitching forward, his 
face in pain. The Master calmly withdrew his sword, 
red with Sam’s blood. Marianna stood in shock as Sam 
convulsed, and lay still. 
 “How could you do that?!” she yelled. “He was 
only a boy of  thirteen!” The master calmly wiped the 
blood of  his sword. 
 “Because, I don’t need him anymore. There 
isn’t a reason he should exist any longer,” he answered 
smoothly. Marianna stood, shocked. 
 “Who are you?” she whispered. “How could 
you do something so cruel?!”
 “I haven’t told you my name haven’t I?” he said. 
“My name is Lucifer Sa Detavinl. I was your father’s 
lieutenant general. I was going to become great! Greater 
than he would ever be! And he dismissed me! Me! From 
the army! And they still won the war, blast them,” Luci-
fer said, his eyes blazing with fury. “Your father kicked 
me out and I’ll never forgive him for that. So I started to 
take all his children. Children are so easily tempted these 
days; it just doesn’t seem to take much effort to reel in 
one after another.” 
 Marianna backed away, her face blank with hor-
ror. 
She remembered now. Her father had told her about an 
evil man, whom he had loved very dearly, but was forced 
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to banish. That was it, nothing about the circumstances, 
nor the man. She realized now that Lucifer resembled 
many of  the generals she had seen visit her father, but 
he had an evil air around him, filled with the greed for 
power. She turned and ran. 
 “You can’t run away!” he called after her, 
chasing her. “Your father won’t forgive you for running 
away! You abandoned him!” Marianna started to slow 
down. Lucifer was right. 
 What if  father doesn’t accept me when I come 
back? Where else can I go? Here? But…it’s horrible 
here! I don’t want to stay here! Even though…well, I 
felt good here. No…I’ll try father again. I’ll beg him to 
come back to him. Even if…he doesn’t love me…it’s 
better than here! She quickened her pace and soon, she 
had left Lucifer far behind. At the border, his voice fad-
ed away. It seemed that he couldn’t cross into her home. 
Marianna ran all the way home, and made straight for 
the house. She burst through the door to see her father 
eating. He glanced up, unsurprised. As she gasped for 

air, he stood up and embraced her. Marianna felt a wave 
of  emotion come over her. 
 “Father, I’m sorry,” she whispered, tears leaking 
down her cheeks. “I’m so sorry father.”
 “Marianna. Remember what I said. ‘I will always 
love you.’ You are welcome here, always, no matter how 
many times you’ve run away. Come, let’s eat. I knew you 
would come back. And I’ve been waiting for you to come 
home.”

After hearing Miss Doyle’s sermon during chapel, I was inspired 
to write a story of  some kind, illustrating my journey with God. 
I was in the 3rd group of  people she mentioned. Those who have 
been born in a family of  Christians, and have wandered away from 
God. I have wandered and lost sight of  God. When I heard the 
sermon, it touched me when she said, “Come home.” And I real-
ized that I needed to find my way back to God. I thank all those 
who have supported me at King’s and for those who have helped me 
return home. 
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“Catch that fairy!” he cried.
But I waited a second too long,

And all I felt were the glowing molecules of  glitter.
 

“Listen to the wind!” he suggested.
But I listened instead for

The compliments of  her airy voice.
 

“Look, the stars glow bright tonight!” he wondered.
 But I only watched for satellites

And never glimpsed the beauty of  the heavens.
 

“Feel this water!” he yelled.
But looking upon the water,

I became distracted by my reflection.
 

“Smile at him!” he whispered.
But my eyes left his gaze,

And I walked on without turning back.
 

“Breathe the ocean air,” he murmured.
But my steps took me to the city,

And I lost my way back to the ocean’s salty breath.
 

“Watch the sunset!” he pushed.
“No,” I said. “The light will blind me.”

And I turned my head to the clouds of  the east.
 

But my hand reached longingly at the shimmers of  the air;
But my ears did not find hope in her words;

But my night was only filled with superficial beauty;
But my reflection only mirrored the mask on my face;

But my heart craved for more of  that sugar brown;
But my lungs grew heavy under the dense air of  society;

But my eyes desired to see the golden clouds of  the west;
 

Just saying no,
Not acting quickly enough,

Missing opportunities,
And living a life walking away from fairies and sunsets,

Only lead to regret.
 

“Hold my hand,” he softly muttered.
 My hand touched His fingertips,

And my soul was full of  hope.
 

“Shine My Light,” he spoke. “Okay,” I said.
Because I learned that listening to Him

Leads a heart away from the regret that piles up like forgotten stars.

Regret
Esther Kuiper
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October 21st, 1943
 So far, all I still see are the woods stretching on 
and on. This is so tiring and boring. And I think Jack is 
feeling that way too.
 I’m still scared out of  my mind. I feel like my legs 
are the pudding they serve back at our camp, and I am 
longing for a warm breakfast and for some rest. Jack relays 
jokes from his joke book every second of  our hike. Jokes 
aren’t that bad, but after you hear them for over five days 
straight, they can be extremely annoying. Also, we’ve had to 
escape out of  4 fires that Jack had set while attempting to 
cook lunch. I hope the Dictator and the rest of  them don’t 
mind the scorched grass and the burned forest area with 
trees blocking the road about 15 miles back. Jack’s terrible 
at making meals. He does destroy things in mass quantities. 
There’s no doubt why the Dictator chose him. He could 
burn down the fort with his eyes closed, if  it’s made of  
wood. If  the fort’s made of  stone, he would probably dig 
out the pack of  dynamite he keeps in his pockets. And the 
matches. He doesn’t smoke, though. 
 I zone out, thinking on Jack Jackson’s days and his 
greatest and disastrous moments as I walk up through the 
forest, keeping my eye on the stream that we follow…

April 15th, 1942
 I almost got burned to death today. We were sup-
posed to build a new battalion of  wooden splints for the 
injured. When we were supposed to rub sandpaper against 
the metal to make it more rough and then to rub it on 
the wood to take out any splinters, Jack grabbed the flint 
instead. The crafts building completely burned up.

July 24th, 1942
 I learned today to never, ever trust Jack with a 
barrel of  gunpowder. Our sleeping quarters blew up. We 
had to sleep outside. Looking at the stars weren’t that bad. 
But we could have spent a warmer night.

December 24th, 1942
 Merry Christmas, and Ho! Ho! Ho! Yeah, I wish. 
Jack went to the gunsmith’s to fix some old guns. He tried 
out the artillery cannon with explosive cannonballs while 
he was waiting. The kitchen was decimated, and the cooks 
were all dead. Instead of  singing carols and having snacks, 
we buried the chefs while mourning over our treats and 
had a funeral.

February 17th, 1943

 After another day of  walking, my legs feel like 
they’re ready to crash. I know we have to get there by the 
31st of  October. Winter will be coming soon. We haven’t 
met any Axis resistance in the woods yet. I know that the 
guards will probably find us soon. Spreading out our gear, 
we do what feels natural to us, a routine of  isolation that’s 
been occurring for quite a while. I miss the feeling of  secu-
rity.

October 24th, 1943
 I’ve never thought that wolves could be so vicious. 
We had no dinner, and we had to run in the night.
 “Jack, get a bigger fire going,” I say to Jack, who 
currently is kindling the fire, a fire that won’t make us din-
ner.
 “Aye, Aye, Captain,” Jack says as he turns around 
and puts the bacon on a spit. However, the scent attracts 
other creatures too. We grab our bags and run north as the 
wolves circle our old fire, sniffing at the bacon. My stom-
ach growls in annoyance, annoyance with its treatment. 
Still, I run faster because I know that the wolves will soon 
follow us.

October 26th, 1943
 I feel so tired from yesterday’s dinner. With Jack 
being our destroyer, I always have to make up for the skills 
he doesn’t have. One of  them happens to be cooking. So 
I sent Jack to forage for food. Worst mistake ever. He just 
brought back a jar of  honey. He wasn’t stung, strangely. 
Probably used smoke to sedate the bees.
 When I wake up, I head over to the stream to 
wash my face. My eyes feel crusty after such a night. It took 
over an hour to build the fire because I sent Jack to go 
forage. We had some bacon with wheat cakes. I didn’t get 
to sleep until 10 at night. Jack held his flint and steel pack 
as if  it was his life. 
 By the time I get back from a waterhole, he’s still 
asleep. I bring out the bucket of  water I was carrying on 
the way back and splash it all over him.
 Jack rises out of  his sleep, kind of  ticked off. 
“What the heck, Trent? I thought you were making break-
fast.”
 “You’re the leader. Go lead.”
 He grumbles and heads over to make the fire. 
There’s nothing else he enjoys. He’s a natural pyromaniac. I 
slice the loaf  of  bread into four slices and we prepare some 
bacon to go on top of  it. Waiting for Jack to finish cooking 
the bacon, I hit a rock with a sturdy stick, in attempts to 

The Call of Duty: Preliminary Meetings
Joseph Yoon
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distract myself. I used to be the star of  the team, playing 
shortstop. After our breakfast, I throw the water from my 
second bucket of  water to kill the fire. We can’t be caught 
by the Axis powers. We head into the woods and follow 
the stream up, with the sound of  birds in the air, with the 
sound of  falling leaves cracking under my army boots, and 
with the sound of  Jack making annoying jokes. He’s been 
doing that for all this time. I feel like my head is going to 
burst. I cock my head towards the caves in the midst of  the 
colored trees. A growl comes through the woods. I have a 
bad feeling about that area. There’s something there, and I 
know it. 

October 30th, 1943
 Our time’s almost up. We should be there soon. 
These two weeks have felt like a lifetime. Though, there’s 
one thing to be glad about. We’re still alive. And we’re mov-
ing fast.
 I wake up today and prepare our meal of  honey 
cakes from the honey Jack salvaged from the bees. I still 
feel like the walking dead from yesterday’s meeting. The 
honey cakes don’t compensate for it. It’s been our only 
sweet meal during these weeks. Jack puts his fingers in the 
honey and licks them.
 “Hey, you shouldn’t do that. We’re getting closer 
to the army,” I remind Jack.
 “Aww, shucks. Come on. You’ve been looking de-
pressed for our entire journey. Look, I know we should’ve 
probably reached the fort by yesterday, but it’s still okay. 
No one’s hurt,” Jack responds with a grin on his face.
 “Yeah, for now. You’ll probably get us killed.”
 “Probably won’t. You know my skills of  con-
trolling fire.”
 “Except when the wind blows.”
 “Yeah, maybe then.”
 We extinguish our fire and continue on. Our next 
stop point is the True Cross, a landmark not far away from 
that base.
 I feel that cold feeling getting even more chilly 
as we walk. Well, that’s not the only problems. Jack’s been 
feasting on part of  the honey during our hikes. Always left 
a trail of  it on the ground. Maybe it’s just me.
 I look up, the sun on the horizon, the sky turning 
red.
 “We should go,” I say.
 “You’re right. Start packing.”
 I always get the manual labor of  cleaning up. Jack 
just puts out the fire and prepares our packs for today’s 
hike. Our last hike. It can’t go wrong. Luck’s been with us 
throughout our journey. Always.

October 30th, 730 P.M.

 Me and my rotten timing. Luck left us in the eve-
ning. I knew I should have stopped Jack from leaving a trail 
of  honey.
 We stoop near the tree that looks like a cross. I 
think that’s the True Cross. I look down at my map. The 
base is approximately 12 miles away down the river. “Jack, 
we should get there soon.”
 Jack says back, “It should be real soon, because 
I’m tired.”
 We continue walking as the True Cross seems to 
grow bigger and bigger. As the sun starts to sink beneath 
the trees, I turn to Jack. “We should stop here and get 
some rest for the night.” 
 “All right, but first let me get out the pan,” Jack 
replies as he digs out the last of  our bacon and cakes and 
puts the canteen of  honey in his pocket and the dynamite. 
Jack lights the fire, one that feels so warm and gives light 
and accomplishment to us.
 “Grab the bacon. I’ll go foraging,” I say as I head 
off  into the woods to look for berries. 
 Just as I’m starting to get comfortable, I hear a 
deep growl coming from the nearby bushes. It’s a sound 
that roots me to the spot and chills my bones and the fire. 
 “What was that?” I ask Jack.
 He takes a long time to answer, and his face looks 
panicked, much more panicked then I have ever seen him.
 “I know that sound,” he mutters constantly until 
he turns to me and says it. “I know that sound. You know 
the scars from my legs? The ones I showed you when you 
first got in?”
 Oh, yeah. Those scars looked real nasty. They had 
the markings of  something that ripped flesh out. Now that 
I think about it, those were the markings of  John after he 
got mauled. Only one animal could’ve made those.
 I stand and turn towards the sound. “Jack, it’s a 
bear. You know it. We’ll have to run. Now.”
 Dropping everything and running, running for our 
dear lives, we turn towards the north. We leave our packs, 
hoping that the food would distract the bear. No luck. 
It’s after the honey that lies in Jack’s pocket, following the 
scent until it can get to us.
 Crashing out from the underbrush, the bear turns 
towards us. It charges. Screaming like phantoms, we sprint 
much faster than we could in life. It’s the adrenaline in our 
bodies. It knows its end is coming.
 Heading into the darkness, I lose sight of  Jack and 
I crash into one of  the trees. Hopefully, it will follow Jack, 
though that won’t be good because he has the bomb to 
destroy the fort. If  the bear gets him, we will lose. I can’t 
let that happen. 
 “Jack! Jaaack! Where are you?” Running back into 
the woods, I search the area until I hear a sound carried 
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on the wind, not far from where I’m standing, panting while 
sweat is coming off  of  my skin in large amounts. 
 “Grrrrrrrrrrooooooooooooowwwllllllll!!!!”
 “Aaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhh!!!!!!!!!”
 Jack’s scream tears through the woods. I race towards 
his magnified voice, my breath panting like a dog’s and run 
into a clearing. As Jack races through the trees and into the 
clearing, I jump right behind him. He runs and dives into 
some bushes by the edge of  the clearing. As he dives, the 
canteen of  honey falls out. It starts to crack, and the honey 
starts to trickle through the glass. I reach for it and grasp it, 
my sweat mixed with the honey.
 However, the bear’s not far behind. It runs into the 
clearing and turns and growls at me. Its vocal blast pushes my 
hair back. I only have one thing left I can do, or I am dead, 
left to rest in peace.
 “Eat this!” I shout as I chuck the canteen at the bear’s 
snout. The fiber skinned canteen rips and the bear stands up 
and growls, lifting. I think I made it angry. As I see Jack jump 
out of  the bush and race away, I follow him. I keep running 
until I collide into Jack who is standing at the edge of  the riv-
er. Crashing into him, we both fall in. Jack hits his head on the 
rocky cliffs during the way down. I also slip into unconscious-
ness, forgetting where I am for that moment. Just before I do, 

I hear the bear’s roar, in the night sky, hunting us down. It will 
find us. I know it.

October 31st, 8:15 A.M.
 My day started at the bottom. Now I’m done for.
 Maybe.
 When I wake up, dawn is in the air. The sun has 
already risen. I get up at the edge of  a sandy beach, the water 
coming at my legs. I head downstream until I almost trip over 
Jack. He just lies there, looking helpless. I knock my fist at his 
head. “Jack! Hey, Jack, wake up!” He groans and rolls over, 
but I know he’ll wake soon. We have our pistols, our knives, 
and our dynamite in Jack’s pack. As I’m checking our supplies, 
Jack gets up and rubs his face. I dunk him in the water and he 
gets up, all alert.
 “Trent, what was that for?!” Jack says.
 “We’re almost there. Let’s get going,” I say pulling his 
pack over my shoulder.
 As I get him up, a growl shakes through the woods. 
Ripples appear on the surface of  the river. On the other side 
of  the river, the bear comes through, tearing the trees. I see 
its messed up snout, mixed with honey. It obviously wants 
revenge. I come at it, pointing our pistols, one in each hand. 
Jack tries to pull me back.

Photography by Lindsey Kaemingk
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 “No way, you’re going to die,” he says his voice 
trembling in fear.
 “I’m not backing down,” I tell Jack. “That thing 
will hunt us until we die. You go ahead. Destroy the fort.”
 “No way. I’m staying here,” Jack says as he pulls 
his rifle out of  his bag.
 Meanwhile, the bear’s rushing towards us. It’s 
crossed the river. Now it’s heading in my direction. Rearing 
back, it lunges for me and takes a swipe.
 I jump back sliding towards the woods on our side 
of  the river. Pointing my pistols at its face, I fire. 
 The bear raises its claws. My shot tears through its 
left claw. It starts to bleed, and the river starts to turn red. 
The bear’s eyes glow red, its face full of  anger. It swipes its 
working paw towards me. I dodge to the right as its claws 
tear through my left side, ripping my shirt. I have blood 
running down my side. I crumple, firing a shot as I fall. 
 This time my bullet hits its mark. The bear’s snout 
runs with more blood, dripping down on my face. It roars. 
I haven’t killed it. It stomps its right paw at the ground. I 
roll to my left, my face getting mud smeared over it, and 
my shirt getting ripped even more by the rocks on the 
ground.
 Jack fires his first shot. It hits the bear’s chest and 
the bear roars in pain. Good. It’s a sign of  weakness. Yell-
ing, I charge at it, pulling my knives out and run, planning 
to strike at its heart. The bear growls as I lunge towards it 
in the air, and it swipes its right paw directly towards my 
left. 
 I fly down twenty feet and crash. My knives fall 
into the river as the bears stands directly over me. Growl-
ing, it strikes down. I wait for the pain of  claws ripping 
through my flesh to come. It never does.
 Jack’s second shot his the right paw of  the bear, 
completely marring it. Blood spurts out, making my face 
look totally red. The bear falls towards the ground. I head 
into the river, pulling out my knife. As if  just polished, it 
shines in the sun. A pure fourteen inches of  steel. I turn 
towards the bear and throw it as I fall towards the ground, 
thanks to my limp. It hits the bear’s heart, and soon after, 
it falls backward and drops its claw. I stand as Jack comes 
over to me. Blood drips from my left as I limp, putting my 
left arm over Jack’s neck. As we walk down the river, the 
sounds of  guns rain through the air. Jack runs toward the 
sound, I limp-run towards it. As I head towards Jack, who’s 
resting at the edge of  the trees, I shout. “Jack!”
 “Quiet, Trent! Look,” says Jack.
 I come up next to him, as I look down towards 
the plain at the bottom of  the cliff. 
 Axis flags and Allied flags fly in the wind. We’re 
late. I realize that we’re looking down at the battle between 
two armies. We’ve been trying to get out of  this forest, and 

we almost forgot why we entered it in the first place. One 
of  the two armies is sacrificing themselves for us. For our 
accomplishment. For our and their victory. As Jack gets 
up, so do I. We race towards the fort, preparing for their 
destruction.

October 31st, 8:30 A.M.
 Now it’s time for stage 2 of  our mission. Breaking 
in. I hope I don’t die. I’m sick of  crawling.
 After army crawling through the forest, which 
is quite painful thanks to the limp I have in my left leg, 
we take our positions against two trees. Our views are 
hidden from the two guards, who are currently guarding 
the metal door of  the fort. The sounds of  the battle ring 
away through the trees. The guards seem unaffected by the 
sounds.
 “Jack, now what are we going to do?” I ask as I’m 
looking at the massive machine guns in the guards’ hands. 
They still somehow seem less painful than that bear’s claw I 
encountered unfortunately minutes ago. 
 “I’ve got it. Trent, stay here. Guard our packs. Try 
not to trip on the bomb.” Jack responds as he slips out two 
pistols from behind his pack. 
 “I’m not even going to leave a bomb where I can 
limp and fall on, idiot,” I say.
 “Yeah, whatever.” 
 Crawling into the trees, hidden by their shadows, 
Jack slowly prepares his pistols, until he comes close as he 
can towards the backs of  the guards. Taking careful aim, 
he fires both at once. No one hears it, the shots muffled by 
the sounds of  the battle. The two guards fall to the ground. 
“Yes!” Jack hisses.
 I step out of  the trees. Walking across the plain, 
I reach the guards. I dig through the packs of  the guards, 
searching for ammunition and for knives to replace the 
ones that we lost when we battled the bear. Their heads 
are bleeding. Jack’s shots dug straight through the middle 
of  their heads. “Nice shot,” I say as I dig a crude shaped 
crowbar out of  the burly one’s pack. “Jack, you ready to 
storm this base?”
 “Totally. Go for it!” Jack responds with his cheer-
ful voice while also wearing that malevolent look he has 
when he’s about to enter a battle.
 I turn around, and try to make a hole in the metal 
door. It’s not my fault that I “accidentally” miss weight 
training for any reason. After 5 minutes, I make a hole 
about the size of  The Dictator’s body. Jack goes in first, 
head first until he falls onto the metal surface inside.
 “Ouch! Stupid steel floor.” Jack rubs his head as 
he gets up cursing. I climb in next, careful enough to land 
on my feet. I take a look around. There are two hallways, 
one leading forward in front of  us, and another going left 
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to right. We’re standing in the intersection. I know we’ll get 
caught if  we stay like this. Dragging Jack towards the hall-
way in front of  us, I try to ignore his complaints. “Ouch! 
Come on, Trent! Don’t do this to me!” Jack’s annoyed. I 
can tell that, but if  he doesn’t start moving, we’re going to 
get caught. 
 “Jack, keep your head straight!” I hiss. “One 
wrong move, and we’re going to die.” I’ve dragged him 
almost to the intersection in the hallway. I press my back 
to the wall, and look around. An Axis guard stares straight 
into my face, and we both fall backward in surprise. 
 “Zum Teufel!” the German guard, I think Ger-
man, says it in surprise, like he’s not expecting intruders. 
He’s about the same age as me and the same body struc-
ture.
 I’m first to get out of  the shock, and I lunge at 
him. If  he screams, I’ll have plenty of  guards on me. 
 “Jack, give me that gag!” I shout as I throw a fist at 
the guy’s arm. The guard counters it and gives me a jab in 
the chest. I hit the wall, and I throw back a kick. “Jack, give 
it fast!” I say as our chances of  being discovered are higher.
 Jack’s digging through the pack of  the scrawnier 
guard. “I’m trying to find it! Trent, you just worry about 
your problems!”
 I turn as I duck a jab towards my face. This guard’s 
getting tired. His punches are coming slower, and he’s mov-
ing more sluggish. However, I’m wrong. The guard pulls 
out his knife and hurls it at Jack, who has his back turned. I 
can’t let Jack die. I throw my knife at the knife that’s swirl-
ing towards Jack. My knife collides with the guard’s knife 
and both of  our knives strike the ground at Jack’s right 
and left. I sigh from relief, but my breath is hurled back in 
as I’m punched in the side of  the face. I crumple onto the 
floor with a sharp pain on the side of  my right leg. The 
guard comes toward me, when a knife is hurled and barely 
misses the guard’s face. The guard hesitates and steps back 
as I jump up and throw a right swing. My fist connects with 
the guard’s left temple, and he crumples to the floor uncon-
scious. 
 I turn toward Jack, my face a bloody mess. “I 
guess we didn’t need a gag,” I say. Jack’s just dumbfounded. 
In his hands, he holds a coil of  rope, a gag, and two knives 
in their sheaths. “Well,” I say, “what do we do with this 
guy?” 
 Jack puts the gag and the knives back in his pack. 
He turns to me and asks, “You know where the nearest cell 
is?” 
 
October 31st, 9:40 A.M.
 We can’t see many cells in this fort. I can’t keep 
dragging this guard with Jack.
 “Jack, just leave him in a corner!” I say. This is 

just turning stupid. We should just get to the power supply 
room, activate the bomb, and get the heck out of  the fort.
 “Come on, Trent. What if  he wakes up?” Jack’s so 
persistent. He just keeps going. I need to prove him wrong.
 “Jack, you know my punches are strong enough to 
knock down any guards.” I say.
 Jack scoffs in return. “Yeah, strong enough to pull 
down guards’ pants.”
 I drop the guard and walk toward him. “You want 
your pants pulled down?”
 “Nah. Never mind. I’ll drag him until we find a 
cell,” Jack says as we head toward the power supply room.”
 Sighing, I just give in. We head down the corridor, 
one hall after another, finding no power room. We see a 
squad of  troops running down a hallway parallel to the one 
that Jack and I are walking on. We duck behind the wall, 
as they run through, and out a side door to the fort. I just 
wish that I knew where the power room was.

10:00 A.M.
 “Found an empty one! Trent, dump him in here.” 
Jack opens the cell. I follow him in, and I dump the guy in 
the back of  the cell. 
 I turn to Jack. “The next guard we find, we are not 
dragging him around. You got me?”
 As we walk away, we hear crackling sounds.
 “Jack, do you hear that?,” I ask. We turn and see 
the guard that we left in the cage sitting up, his transmitter 
in his scrawny fist, possibly trying to contact his fellow 
soldiers.
 Talking in a language that we don’t understand, the 
guy shouts into his transmitter. “Jack, shoot him!” I say. 
 Jack spins his pistol commander-style and nails the 
guy in the shoulder area. “Now how’s that for aim?” Jack 
answers with a smirk on his face.
 I reply hastily, “Our time’s running out. Let’s go 
this way, Jack, or else we should name you the most dis-
tracted of  all.” 
 “Sure, and I can dub thee a cranky old crawfish. 
Now let’s get out of  here!” 
 “Then, let’s go down the maintenance hallway,” I 
say. “And from here, you are invisible. Nothing. You under-
stand?”
 “Hmph.” Jack grunts. Not exactly the most under-
standing reply. Whatever. I need to drag him towards the 
power supply room. 

11:30 A.M.
 This place is humongous, lined with endless steel 
metallic hallways with lines of  metal doors and lights on 
top of  all the doorways. I walk past an endless amount of  
doorways on my right, as Jack searches the doorways on his 
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left. Time seems to have a hold on itself  with an iron fist. 
 “Trent, I think we passed the power room in this 
airship-carrier sized base. There’s no way that we haven’t 
missed a hallway!” I ignore him, but I get the feeling that 
there are truths in what Jack says. Well I don’t need to ig-
nore him for long. Turning our next corner, we come across 
a hallway with 4 open conference rooms on either side of  
us, one room containing a squadron of  Italian soldiers who 
must have been playing cards or sleeping, when the captain 
of  the squadron catches Jack’s shadow. They shoot blindly 
onto the little sliver of  the wall that we were standing next 
to. I dive to the right, Jack follows my lead, and the squad-
ron of  eight soldiers comes out of  the conference room 
and intervenes right to the left of  Jack. They turn to us, and 
the ones who have guns aim them at our chests.
 “Run, Jack!” I shout as I run away from the guards, 
who are catching up to us at an alarmingly rapid rate. We’re 
racing through the military base, its gleaming metallic walls 
seeming to have an intimidating kind of  massiveness, from 
eight ferocious-looking Italian soldiers. Using what little 
Italian I have learned while I was in the army, I try to trans-
late what they’re saying.
 “Run faster, fools!”
 “They’re going to get away!”
 “You two run slower than my armpit.”
 Wait, I think I translated that last one incorrectly. 
Whatever, I don’t have time right now.
 “What about you, Trent? Don’t leave me with all 
these,” Jack shouts to me, motioning to the giant lump in 
the sack on his back.
 I think of  a plan, yet it has immense risk for me, 
and it may be tremendously stupid. “I know that we don’t 
have much time, but I’ll try to stall them!”
 Jack directs his head at me with a strange look. 
“What do you mean?”
 It’s coming closer, the end of  the hallway coming 
near, and spreading into two hallways going left, right, and 
a stairwell leading up to the second floor in which we never 
had the good luck to come across before. 
 “Jack, go up! Get to the power room!” I shout. “I’ll 
turn left!”
 “Wait, Trent,” Jack starts to say. “You mean I 
should…”
 I don’t have time for him to finish. “Split!”
 Jack gets the clue and sprints up, using a grenade 
to blow up the bottom four steps, leaving a crater so that 
the Italians can’t go after him. With the stairway destroyed, 
the squadron turns to the one moving target after firing a 
couple shots at Jack. I turn right and left, sometimes losing 
the squad, sometimes turning up behind them, and punch-
ing the guy in the back in the head, all the while dodging the 
bullets coming for me. I think I’ve managed to lose them 
when I reach a four-way intersection and stop to catch my 

breath. There is a balcony in view from the floor above, and 
I can only hope that Jack appears up there. As I turn to the 
left, three soldiers appear in that hallway. Seconds after, two 
soldiers appear in the hallway behind me, and three to my 
right. I try moving towards the only empty hallway, when 
another unit of  guards appear, with the German dude that 
Jack and I thought we killed a couple hours ago at the head. 
I close my eyes and wait for the sounds of  the guns, a bullet 
striking my heart when I hear a familiar voice coming above 
me. 
 “Catch!” and the butt of  an automatic M-16 hits 
my left shoulder.
 “Ouch!” I look up. I see Jack at the top as he 
waves, his body leaning over the fence around the balcony. 
Then, I remember where I am right now. I duck. Bullets 
fly all over my face, striking down soldiers all around me. 
I get back up, and shout to Jack, “Go to the power room 
already!” 
 But what I don’t expect is this seemingly-stupid 
response: “I already found it!”
 I’m frustrated. I think that Jack just jeopardized 
our mission and has left me to die. “Well, why didn’t you 
explode the engine tank?” I shout with a hint of  fury in my 
voice. 
 “I need another person to help ignite the bombs. I 
can’t do it all by myself.” I look towards the hallway where 
the German dude’s squad came from. I see a ladder there, 
and I think I can read in my haltingly poor Italian, Roof  
Access.
 I shout to Jack, “Come to the roof! It should be 
ahead of  you!” 
 Jack signals to me, OK, and turns in front of  him 
and sprints down, out of  my view. Well, I can’t be late. I 
sprint down the hallway in front of  me, pushing aside the 
bloody, tattered German, and head for the ladder. I hear 
a command behind me, it’s not Italian. With that word, 
gunshots rain around me, one actually striking the same leg 
that was tattered by the bear this morning. I start to limp, 
towards the ladder when I’m about 8 yards from it. I grip 
the cold metal bars when I reach it, and haul myself  up, in-
creasing pain snaking into my left leg with every step I take. 
The guards behind me reach the ladder, and start climbing 
up. I start to feel that adrenaline within me pumping, and 
climb up, taking 3 rungs per every second. 
 I reach the roof, and close the trapdoor and latch 
it. That should keep them from coming up quickly. I col-
lapse, barely conscious, with the sun burning my neck, as I 
hear the sounds of  the battle from afar. 
 “Trent, hey, I’m coming!” I hear the words before I 
even feel his footsteps. He comes to my feet, and I struggle 
to get myself  to sit up, feeling exhaustion starting to take 
over. “Dude, I need you to help me prepare this, and then 
I can go towards the engine room, but you have to stay 
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awake, you hear me?” Jack drags me behind a giant steam 
exhaust, and I lean against it. But I can’t take this all in at 
once.
 “I think I’m gonna hurl, get out of  my face,” I 
mumble even as I’m consciously assisting Jack with his 
explosions. The torment reaches through me as we prepare 
the bomb for implosion. Just as we finish, the latch rips 
open, and the German dude steps out. He searches for us. 
his steely gray eyes scanning the rooftop, and adrenaline 
shoots through me once again.
 “Jack, go back down,” I whisper to him. Jack gets 
my point, and snakes around the wide poles, and gives me 
a final wave as he goes down the ladder. But I don’t have 
time to wave back. I push back the nausea as I stand up, 
slowly inching myself  towards the edge of  the roof. I can 
see the 8th regiment behind me.
 The German guy comes toward me, with three 
other troops, all of  them wounded, behind him. He raises 
his pistol at me and mutters a few words. I answer back 
with a cry of  defiance.  With it, I fire shots from my auto-
matic M-16, shooting at all the soldiers and actually killing 
the three troops that were standing behind the German. I 
take aim at the German, then feel horrified as I hear a click 
of  an empty cartridge. The German smiles and comes right 
up to me.
 “I hope you are ready to die, American,” The 
German says to me in a heavy Austrian accent. “May your 
country be cursed, and may you feel much pain in death.” 
Feeling scared, I know that our only chance for survival is 
for Jack to get the bombs set up in time. I do what I’m best 
at, delaying death. 
 “Wait, why are you speaking to me in English?” I 
ask, trying to stall time and also ask out of  genuine curiosi-
ty.
 “I speak in this language at the end of  their lives 
to Americans for them to understand how quickly their 
death is approaching.” He speaks haltingly, probably not 
having mastered the language yet. “Also to any enemy. I 
have learned French, Russian, and Dutch in addition to En-
glish.”
 “Well, I don’t do that to Germans, I try not to kill 
them except when necessary,” I start trying to lengthen the 
conversation.
 “Still, this is necessary, American. Be prepared to 
die. Goodbye,” he says, yet with it does not come deafening 
gunfire, but a soft click that had doomed me before, and 
now has saved me. His face shows clear fear after hearing 
that click, and with that sound, I react to it with a fierce 
impulse. 
 “Aaaahhhh!!!” With a war cry, I lunge forward, and 
clip him in the jaw with my right fist. He swipes at me also, 
raking my cheeks with his fingernails, which I now notice 
are sharpened into knifelike ends. I feel something warm 

running down my face, and I decide to return the favor. 
Jumping backwards over a pole, I sidestep his kick, and 
return it by swinging my elbow into his nose. I can feel the 
blood vessels inside burst, and my hand is soon stained red, 
just like his fingernails. He kicks me in my right hip, and I 
have to jump back awkwardly to avoid getting pummeled in 
the chest. 
 As he throws a punch towards my face, I sidestep 
to the right, and grab his arm, swinging him towards the 
edge of  the roof. I headlock him, both of  us standing with 
our side facing the 8th regiment, who seems to have been 
victorious, realizing that I cannot hear anymore gunfire or 
screaming anymore. I see the black figures turning towards 
another person coming from the base out of  my peripheral 
vision. I know what has happened. We have reigned victo-
rious. The German is looking terrified, seeing our forces 
on the grassy field rejoice and celebrate. I turn to face him 
right in his eyes, fixing him with a steely gaze.
 He stammers and tries to shout at me. “You are all 
going to die.”
 I feel a jolt underneath my feet and reply, before it 
is too late. “Not before you do.”
 His eyes go wide, probably understanding the 
meaning of  all the shaking. Seconds later, the base erupts, 
starting from the middle, and slowly pressing outwards; 
coming towards us. I swing around so that the German is 
closer to the eruption. The impact of  the explosive velocity 
hits us, and we go flying off  of  the roof. The German 
flies toward the forest much quicker and soars above me, 
while I go much slower. I can barely see the figures on 
the ground looking up at me as I soar through the air, but 
then I flip my body over and I face the sky. I feel so much 
at peace in the air, feeling light as a bag of  flour. I pass a 
family of  ducks, migrating towards the south as I fly. I feel 
jealous of  them, ducks who will never have to fear of  war 
or terrible death or pain, such harsh pain as I will probably 
feel when my death arrives. As I start to descend over the 
forest, shooting down like a rocket, I see the tops of  the 
trees surrounding me as I fall. I hear a creek, splashing near 
me. I can sense things: it’s as if  I’m starting to go insane. 
Before I make contact with the ground, I close my eyes 
tightly, brace myself  for the impact, and wait.

(to be continued)




