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“you can, you should, and if you’re brave enough to start, you will.”  
― Stephen King, On Writing: A Memoir of the Craft



  

Space Honesty    
	 by Sofia Gallus 

 

I 
I am the universe.	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	  
I, me, a compilation of  matter and magic.	 	 	 	 	  
My eyes are black holes, absorbing the passing planets.	 	 	  
I see the spacecrafts, but they do not see me.	 	 	 	  
Meteors fall off  my eyelashes, rushing past the full moons	 	  
of  my cheeks 
and crashing on my starry lips below. 
II 
My lips are exploding stars, 	 	 	 	 	 	  
somehow both pale and full of  color	 	 	 	 	  
full of  starry life.	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	  
And between them lies a deep space	 	 	 	 	  
It’s the utter and complete darkness that fills up your lungs,	 	  
it makes you want to scream but when you open your mouth	 	  
all the wrong things come out.	 	 	 	 	 	  
It is the empty space that grabs you by the throat and swallows	   
you whole. 
I dare you to kiss me, to explore that empty space.	 	 	 	 	  
Go ahead, see where it gets you. 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III 
Perhaps it will take you on a journey through the stars, 
past the icy blackness and the stars and the milky way that wraps 
	 around my vocal chords, 
above the rings of  dust that make up my ribs, 
above the solar flares that erupt in my lungs. 
It will take you to a planet that has only a moon 
it’s surface is stripped bare by solarwinds 
all that remains is a lake that has been frozen over for years. 
This is my heart, and perhaps you will get there and perhaps you 
	 will think that it is beautiful. 
It is what it is, and what it is is bare, and bare honesty is not 
	 always beautiful. 
Thank you for trying. 
Thank you for trying to send your space shuttles and robotic rovers 
to explore my vast impossibilities. 
Thank you for trying to survive. 
But my beloved spaceman, you will not survive this journey. 
IV 
It is better to leave this land unexplored, 
to let it destroy itself  before it destroys you too. 
Its freezing atmosphere will try and bite you, 
the non existent sound waves will rip out your tongue, 
and the stars will explode in your eyes, rendering you blind. 
My love, if  you make it to my heart it will heal you, 
but soon enough it will cast you out and leave you speechless and blind. 
V 
This universe, my universe, will exist beyond you, 
past you, without you. 
A man once wondered how many universes are created and  
destroyed in a second. 
Your second will not destroy me, and it will not create me. 
When my moon told you that honesty is not always beautiful, did you 
	 believe her? 
Do you believe her now? 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Helena 
by Josh Villers 

   

 

	 Click. 
	 Clock. 
	 Click. 
	 Clock. 
	 A timid knock sounded from the double doors in Lemaire’s office. Staring at the 

clock but looking at nothing in particular, filaments of  thought glided in and out of  his 
mind. The knock came again, louder this time, and he looked up. “Come in,” he said, 
without thinking. The President’s Chief  of  Staff  stood in the doorway, holding a tablet 
clipboard in his hand. 
	 “The President has arrived, Sir Chancellor. He’ll see you in his office, now,” he 

said, looking up from his clipboard. 
	 “I’ll be there,” Lemaire replied. The man ogled at Lemaire’s blank, dull expression 

for a moment or two, but soon turned and left the room. 
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	 After a few seconds of  processing, Lemaire snapped out of  his trance and realized 
what he’d heard. 11:38 PM, the clock read. He rose from his chair and walked toward the 
balcony. Lemaire took a deep breath and rested his arms on the balustrade, squinting out 
toward the city lights. A rather bulky man, he wore a black olive, winter greatcoat that 
reached his shins, with a collar that held close-fitting to his neck. He wore a thick winter 
cap to protect his bald head from the cold that night. His breath came out at steady, 
rhythmic intervals. His face was rough and asymmetrical, his eyes tired, his expression 
jaded. 
	 Letting go of  the railing, he took out his silver pocket watch and checked the time. 

11:39 PM. He could have assumed the time to a dependable degree of  certainty, but de-
cided it best to check again anyway. He stepped back into his office and, seeing he had all 
of  his essentials, stepped into the corridor that connected his office with the rest of  the 
Presidential Palace.  

The halls were all but deserted. The lights were pale and dim. Had they always done 
this at this hour of  night? Lemaire saw a lamp at the far end of  a hallway flicker. Evident-
ly not. 
	 Lemaire found President August sitting in his office. His pale blue eyes were devoid 

of  expression, but his head did turn the tiniest bit, acknowledging Lemaire’s presence. 
The President wore a black suit with a navy blue tie, and shined black dress shoes. His 
gray hair was disorderly and unkempt, his eyes were sunken, his face worn and wrinkled. 
	 “Sir Chancellor,” he said. 
	 “Sir President,” Lemaire replied. 
	 “They refused to sign. Unless we drop all conditions.” 
	 Lemaire’s face went pale, and he felt a cold shiver run through his body. He 

waded, suffocated under the weight of  the words. His eyes drifted throughout the room. 
Everything in the office felt hollow. All of  the decorative flourishes, the displayed military 
awards, the portraits, the vistas; all of  it hollow. Searching for a mental anchor, all he 
could find any inkling of  feeling in was a portrait hung on the wall above the President’s 
desk: a portrait of  the Republic’s founder. It looked on the scene with scowling face and 
piercing eyes. “Chancellor?” the President said, noticing that Lemaire’s eyes had glazed 
over. 
	 “Unconditional surrender,” Lemaire began, clenching his fists, anger simmering 

inside him. “The idiots. Idiots. War-hungry zealots, the lot of  them!” he said, coming out 
of  his daze. “We’ll show them, we made plans for this! Mercy, that’s what we offered!” he 
said, now pacing back and forth in front of  the President’s desk. “The Council won’t stop 
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us now, the Coalition won’t stop us now, we will come at them with our entire forces, just 
as they’ve—” 
	 “Stop,” the President cut in, bringing Lemaire’s ranting and pacing to an abrupt 

halt. “We won’t be doing anything. The war will be over.” 
	 “What do you mean? You said ‘unconditional.’ Has something come up? Is the 

Council stepping in to end it?” 
	 “I’m…” The President hesitated. “I’m arranging a transitional committee.” 
	 “I don’t follow,” 
	 “The motion isn’t in stone yet, but we plan to surrender.” 
	 “What? Have you consulted—” 
	 “I’ll speak with the generals and the cabinet in the coming days, but I suspect 

they’ll be in agreement. I doubt Parliament will put up a fight, either.” 
	 “Well, sir, if  it’s my opinion you want, I’ll have you know that I strongly disagree. I 

think you’re making...making a huge mistake.” 
	 “I know your opinion, Chancellor. We’ve had this discussion dozens of  times in the 

past, and I’ve already come to my decision, I just wanted to let you know formally.” 
	 “That’s it? I don’t get a say?” 
	 “You’ve had your word, Chancellor. We’ve spoken of  this many times, and you 

know how much I value your opinion, but—” 
	 “Cut the fat, August. I’m not a goddamn idiot, so quit treating me like one. Where 

did this come from? What has gotten into you? All that we’ve done, all that we’ve accom-
plished, all for what?” 
	 “I know what we’ve done, but,” the President paused for a moment, “this horse 

race has me tired, Chancellor. It’s been a long, hard fight, but we need to realize when our 
time is up.” 
	 “You’re tired? You’re tired? You can’t—You can’t just…” 
	 “Chancellor, stop. This decision is made. All this is a courtesy.” 
	 “And what of  my post?” he asked, but soon corrected, “of  everyone’s posts?” 
	 “Well, like I said, nothing is in stone yet, but I imagine it’ll be dissolved along with 

mine once the annexation takes place. Don’t worry, though, I’ll make sure you’ll be grant-
ed amnesty for anything they could pin on you.” 
	 “The Centauri Empire couldn’t be counted on to keep their word on anything, let 

alone something as alluring as show trials for their spoils of  war! You saw what they did to 
the assassin! It was sick!” 
	 “I think that you may be overreacting a bit, that assassin was— 
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“When they catch a whiff  of  death, they’ll do anything!” 
	 “The Council will—” 
	 “The Council has done nothing this entire war!” Lemaire yelled. 
	 “I’ve promised you protection, what more do you want?” The President rose from 

his chair, taking a more authoritative tone. 
	 “You can’t end this here, I’ve worked my entire life in this position! You can’t do 

this!” Lemaire said, walking forward and coming within arms reach of  the President. 
	 “Back away, Chancellor,” the President said. Guards, hearing the scuffle, began 

entering the room. 
	 “You can’t be serious,” Lemaire said, noticing the guards spilling in. “This is 

ridiculous!” he yelled, voice breaking. 
	 “I think it would be best if  you left, Chancellor, we can speak of  this tomorrow,” 

the President said, though it was more of  a demand than a request. Lemaire, petrified, 
stared into the President’s eyes.  

Pale as death once more, he turned and stomped out of  the room. Leaving the office 
and heading down the spiral staircase, his terror faded. Fear took its place, then anger, as 
the color returned to his face. A thought had burrowed its way into his head, and enter-
taining it seemed less and less abhorrent as the anger inside him bubbled and boiled. As 
he exited the palace, two Republican Guards took to his side and escorted him to his mo-
torcade. The streets were desolate and barren. Only the odd bark of  a dog or sound of  
glass breaking punctuated the silence. As Lemaire rode in the limousine, his eyes kept 
drifting toward the holsters on the guards’ belts. Forcing himself  to look out the window 
instead, the lonesome, xenon metropolis of  the capital could be seen spreading out for 
miles. The city lights drowned out the stars, painting the sky a uniform ebony. Transport 
shuttles and war cruisers came in and out of  warp space, departing and docking. The old 
Capitol Village, what had been the Capitol until a few hundred years ago, shrank away in 
the distance, the only spot free of  the trappings of  modern technology. The thought came 
again, his mind betraying him. It was out of  line for him to consider such a rudimentary, 
crass solution—he knew this—but time’s weight pulled him on, like a train diverted to a 
separate track, unable to return from whence it came. 
	 Click. 
	 Clock. 
	 Click. 
	 Clock. 
	 Lemaire never went into more than a light sleep that night. Every so often, while 

lying awake, he would blink, and the clock would skip forward an hour. An errant cough 
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or shuffling of  guards outside his bedroom would jolt him awake each time. He began to 
wonder if  the sounds were real at all, or if  they were the residue of  fleeting dreams, or 
just hallucinations. 
	 Click. 
	 Clock. 
	 Click. 
	 Clock. 
	 In the dead of  night, a sudden explosion rocked the Chancellor’s manor. A 

crescendo of  air raid sirens sparked to life. Lemaire, wide-eyed and startled, awoke in a 
cold sweat. Turning to look out the window, he saw the Capitol Pavilion set ablaze. War 
cruisers and capital ships dotted the skies like hornets swarming their prey, and Lemaire 
at once knew what had happened. The climax, the flashpoint had come. He ran toward 
his closet and slipped on his greatcoat. He headed toward the door, but paused before 
opening it. His guards. Looking through the keyhole, they were nowhere, ghosts in the 
wind, and the manor looked ransacked. He edged through the door, step by step, as he 
checked every point of  entry in his line of  sight. 

After making certain that the manor lobby was deserted, he scanned the room for a 
weapon to defend himself. The room had typically contained a number of  guns on dis-
play, but looters, soldiers, or both had already plundered the cases. Spotting a weapon, he 
dashed down the marble steps, pocked with scorch marks, and toward it. It was an old-
style arm, pre-contact—flintlock. Grabbing a piece of  the collapsed, marble rubble 
around him, he smashed the case open and took hold of  the pistol. Its design and func-
tion were almost foreign to him, but the universal language of  the grip and trigger spoke 
all it needed. It was a well-crafted gun, and felt comfortable in his hand. 

A descending ship sounded outside the main entrance of  the manor, kicking debris 
and dirt through the ajar entrance doors. Startled, but maintaining his grip on the pistol, 
Lemaire sprinted toward one of  the manor’s side corridors, perpendicular to the stairs. 
The main doors flew open with a loud bang. He poked his head around the corner, and 
spotted the cavalcade. A man—a human—in combat armor, flanked by several armed 
Centauri soldiers. The soldiers marched in lockstep, as their leader walked ahead of  them 
toward the stairs. 

Lemaire just barely made out the human’s face. An older man, gruff, with a thick 
white beard. A turncoat, a Judas had been among them. Lemaire neglected to notice the 
irony in this thought, his fledgling conspiracy plot pushed out of  his mind in favor of  
more pressing matters. 
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Turning back, he ran through the corridor and toward one of  the manor’s side exits, 
his footsteps camouflaged by the sounds of  war. Sprinting through the manor’s marble 
hallways, carrying the flintlock pistol in one hand, he reached the outside, where the 
mayhem in all its fullness was evident. The Capitol Pavilion was all but deserted. Looking 
down the hill on which the President’s and Chancellor’s residences sat, blockades, fleeing 
civilians, and Centauri tanks lined the streets. The pearly white city had flaming red battle 
scars scattered about it. The flames burned bright and oily, dirty columns of  smoke rose 
into the atmosphere, sounds of  artillery and gunfire all around. Lemaire clenched his free 
fist and swallowed as he tapped his fingers on the holster of  his flintlock. 

An explosion sounded behind him and he panicked as he searched for a place to run. 
Evacuation routes. The old Capitol Village. Unguarded, surely—a fossil—and bound to 
have evacuation tunnels. At least, so long as the timeworn things withstood the bom-
bardment. He sprinted off  in its direction: toward the Presidential Palace, perpendicular 
to his residence. 

After a few seconds of  sprinting, Lemaire’s age caught up to him, and he slowed to a 
careful, even-paced run. His exhaustion drowned out the sounds and sights around him. 

The Capitol Village consisted of  a few small buildings surrounding a large, marble, 
central palace that formed a circle around the courtyard. Stepping foot in the Capitol Vil-
lage, Lemaire ran for the Palace’s main entrance down the center of  the courtyard. The 
place felt like the eye of  the storm, perfectly isolated from the chaos surrounding it. Fed-
eral government complexes closed to tourists almost a year ago, and so the cultural land-
mark stood in abandonment. 

Lemaire inched into the palace, his boots kicking up dust with each step. As he 
stepped inside, he pointed his gun every which way, but nothing stirred. Nothing but the 
stale air greeted him, with abject indifference to the history transpiring on the other side 
of  its walls. Lemaire soon realized, however, that for all his running, he knew nothing of  
these tunnels save for their existence. The president’s office had to have emergency routes, 
didn’t it? With nothing else to go on, Lemaire walked up the center stairway, holding his 
flintlock with both hands, and taking care to avoid making any sudden noises. As he 
reached the top, the palace branched off  in opposite directions in its half-circle around 
the courtyard. He turned right, toward the eastern wing of  the complex. The walls of  the 
palace had, presumably, been stripped clean prior to its closing as a tourist attraction. It 
was nothing but a hollowed out husk, now. Door markers, paintings, lights—all stripped 
clean. But Lemaire figured he could deduce the president’s office by placement, the de-
signs surrounding, and the interior. 

THE STRAND	 	 "9



He began opening doors, checking inside. He would know the office when he saw it. 
When royalty ruled, long before he or any of  his known family was alive, the prime minis-
ter would represent the king in one of  these rooms. They’d have spared no expense. The 
frame of  each door was rough and unpolished, and all required a firm shove to be 
opened, kicking up dust as they went. But as Lemaire cleared room after room, he heard 
a faint clunk. A misplaced step. A lost soldier? A conscientious objector? More pressing, 
Lemaire supposed, on which side? He brought the flintlock up and held it at shoulder lev-
el. He heard no more footsteps, and for a second suspected that maybe a book had fallen 
over. Stripped clean, he reminded himself, nothing to fall over. It’d come from the end of  
the hall, the final door. Lemaire took quick, shallow breaths as he advanced. Could he 
shoot what was on the other side? Would he need to? He hesitated to put his finger on the 
trigger. Even steps. Slow steps. The corridor stretched out in front of  him. The intruder 
knew Lemaire was there. The silence was too deafening, too even and careful, for it to be 
anything else. One step, he placed his hand on the doorknob and turned. Flinging the 
door open, he stepped into the room and pointed the gun toward the silhouette in front 
of  him. 

The silhouette drew a sharp breath, and threw its arms in the air. Lemaire put the gun 
to the silhouette, pressing the barrel against its forehead. Lemaire blinked twice, before his 
mind’s eye pieced together the image. 

“Lemaire, oh thank goodness it’s you!” August said. “Get that gun off  me,” he contin-
ued, “I was damn near close to finding the evac tunnels when I heard you coming down 
the corridor. Scared me half  to death, let me sa—” August had begun to turn around, but 
Lemaire pressed the gun against his head once more. Lemaire felt a strange, burning-cool 
warmth throughout his body, as though his blood had been turned to whiskey. His throat 
had gone dry, and his arms and legs had been turned to lead. 

“You did this,” he choked out. “This is because of  you.” 
“Lemaire, please, just—get that gun off  me. Let’s find a way out of  here.” August 

looked somehow even more tired than he had the day before. His suit and vest were tat-
tered and beaten, and his dress shoes were coated with dirty snow and mud. 

“You did this,” Lemaire repeated. 
“You don’t believe that,” August began, “I’m not sure if  you’re trying to convince me 

or yourself, but—” 
“I do! I do believe it! Don’t tell me what I don’t believe!” He pressed the gun down 

once more, pushing August further into the dome-shaped room. “You’re a coward! A 
snot-nosed, sniveling coward, that’s what you are! You never deserved that office!” 

THE STRAND	 	 "10



“Now, Lemaire…” 
“Don’t try and smooth talk me! This is it, this is the end! This is what your indecision 

has wrought!” Lemaire yelled. 
“It was your decisions that brought us down, not my indecision! You played right into 

their hands! Your damaged pride couldn’t last a day before you sent that assassin! It was 
dirty, sick! There was an unspoken line I thought we’d agreed not to cross. What did you 
think to gain by murdering a foreign dignitary? I had my suspicions that you’d done it, 
but when I learned, I…” 

“I wanted to afford you plausible deniability, August! And it did us well, didn’t it? The 
trial went off, and I slipped through the cracks. If  you’d known, I can only imagine where 
we’d have ended up. We’d probably both be slipping ourselves cyanide pills in the prisons 
right now, for fear of  what the Empire would do to us!” Lemaire said through gritted 
teeth, pushing August further into the domed room. 

“All this, over pride—” 
“It wasn’t about pride! It was about this Republic! It was bigger than me!” 
“You keep telling yourself  that, but the more you say it, the more you sound like you 

know you’re telling a lie.” The men were in the center of  the room now. Light shafts 
streamed in through the room’s tall windows, illuminating the dust suspended in the air. 
The men, in this moment, seemed as frozen in time as the dust that surrounded them. 
The setting sun gave spotlight to their stage play. “Back in university, you once told me 
that you wanted a legacy. When I asked you what that meant, it was like I’d turned your 
tongue to sand.” August spoke confidently, as though in front of  a crowd and not at the 
end of  a barrel. “Eventually, you gave me some vague spiel about ‘good intentions’ and 
‘being like our forefathers.’ Well, is this it? You spoke about legacy so much, is this where 
you carve it into stone? This won’t be a bullet point, Lemaire, this will be everything. Trai-
tor. Brutus. Death of  the Republic.” 

“You’re no Caesar,” Lemaire said. 
August’s face went white. He took a deep breath. Lemaire saw him mutter something 

under his breath, but failed to catch it over the ringing in his ears. 
A loud crash sounded in the distance, within the building. Lemaire’s hand was freed 

from its lead weights and fell back down to his side. August stood, statue-like, until the 
sound of  steps—multiple pairs—could be heard entering the manor. Lemaire and August 
looked at each other, nodded, and stood at each side of  the office’s entryway. 
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A single Centauri officer entered and, once the two men had gained a good look at the 
soldier, they attacked. August threw a punch. Lemaire struck the man over the head with 
the butt of  his pistol. The officer fell to the ground, unconscious. 

Lemaire and August took their posts back at the door, now hearing multiple pairs of  
footsteps coming down their corridor. August grabbed the glowing pulse rifle carried by 
the soldier and held it near the door. But before the steps could cross the threshold into 
the office, a scuffle could be heard on the other side of  the door. A new set of  steps, some 
yelling, and a few firings of  a blaster, then silence, as though nothing had ever happened. 
A group of  men burst into the office. Humans, Lemaire realized at once, lowering his 
guard. 

The few men that entered, realizing that they had come upon the Chancellor and 
President, immediately called back to the rest of  the group. Five or so other men entered. 
One walked foremost in the group, and had what looked to be an old general’s uniform. 
Or at least, something made to look like one. 

“Lieutenant James A. Winter, First Local Militia Defense, sir!” he saluted the President 
and Chancellor. 

“Who are you?” August asked. 
“We weren’t about to let those Centauris take our land without a fight, sir. We took up 

arms, and we’ve organized a small militia. We were headed to a checkpoint, sir, and no-
ticed the Centauris entering.” Looking behind them, Lemaire saw four or so bodies lying 
on the ground, lifeless. Lemaire also noticed a man skulking at the back of  the group, sto-
ic, but failed to make out the face. “We’d be honored to escort you both to the checkpoint. 
It’s close, just up th—” 

“Lemaire will be staying,” August said, and Lemaire went wide-eyed. 
“You can’t be serious!” Lemaire yelled. 
“He was about to make an attempt on my life. But do not open fire on him, and do 

not tell your superiors.” August’s words were stripped of  emotion. “For all you know, I 
was the only one here.” The lieutenant nodded, albeit with perhaps, Lemaire saw, a bit of  
hesitation. “Do not follow us, Lemaire,” August said. 

The group turned to leave, and left Lemaire stood in the center of  the office. Lemaire, 
red-faced and furious, pulled his flintlock up and fired at August. 

Click. 
Click, click. 
Click. 
Empty. 
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Lemaire scarcely felt the soldiers’ burning shots of  plasma before collapsing to the 
ground. August, the lieutenant, and the soldiers closest Lemaire were frozen still. 
Lemaire’s eyes were still open, but the man was rapidly losing consciousness. His eyes 
drifted once more to the man near the back of  the group. Old, gruff, and...Lemaire only 
caught a glimpse of  his glowing rifle core before it fired. And fired. And fired. 

The group collapsed, and the old man stepped over the bodies to examine them. Au-
gust was dead, or at best unconscious, Lemaire could see. The rest had wounds so mortal 
that they were almost certainly dead, or would be within minutes. Burn marks, holes, 
gashes. Lemaire struggled against the enclosing blackness as the old man gazed upon his 
handiwork. 

The old man looked Lemaire in the eye. 
“Nearly did my job for me there,” the old man said, raising his rifle back to standing 

position. “I suppose you got what you wanted, though. He’s dead now, and you’re not. 
Continuity of  government says that you are now the president, so maybe it’s actually me 
who did the job for you, for what good it’ll do.” He laughed. Lemaire’s face was draining 
of  color, and he was in too much circulatory shock to respond. 

“Hey, le roi est mort, vive le roi!” he said with a laugh. 
Looking over the bodies one more time, he turned and walked out, shutting the door 

behind him, and left the dead and dying to rot. 
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Look at Me 
by Rosie Pyper 
 

I am the storm 

brewing over the seas. 

Look at me. 

I am mighty. 

I am strong. 

It won’t be long 

before I grab this world 

by the collar  

and holler to the sky, 

Look at me! 

Under my skin is 

the white hot heat, 

determination leaked 

from every pore, every facet. 

I cannot let them define me 

or undermine me. 

I am the hurricane, 

not to be underestimated. 

Wait with bated breath 

and watch the decimated path 

I leave in my wake. 

Because those ruins are 

Where I truly rise. 

I am bigger than my stature 

greater than my size. 
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that it was me. 

Look at me, 

and see my marks 

on the world. 

Both the ones I’ve made 

and the ones yet to come, 

and they will come. 

You can count on it. 

I’ll be great. 

You can bet on it. 

I am the storm. 

I am mighty 

and I am strong. 

And here, at the top of  my world 

is where I belong. 

THE STRAND	 	 "15

I have the universe in my heart, 

with an unknown wisdom to impart, 

knowledge even I have not 

yet realized. 

An idealized potential 

rest in my bones, 

something I alone 

can release. 

I am worth more 

than the expectations 

heaped upon me. 

I exceed them in 

leaps and bounds 

It was bound to happen eventually. 

Let it be, 

but don’t forget



Prologue 
by Kaya Halverson 

 

 In that moment, fear was the worst thing imaginable. 
Frozen, hand poised to open the door that led to the stage hidden by a red curtain, she 

stood. Taking in quick, sharp breaths. Pure terror was gripping her heart, stopping her 
mid-action.  

“Evelyn!” The show’s director, Mrs. Kaughts, rushed past, perspiration showing on 
her own forehead. Her jowls quivered as she barked Evelyn’s name again, “Evelyn! 
Places. My heavens girl, what are you doing? You open the show! You’re on the other side 
of  the curtain!” 

Nodding, she dropped her hand. Brushing away a loose piece of  blonde hair, Evelyn 
breathed deep. Down the darkened hallway another, more melodic voice called her name 
as Mrs. Kaughts disappeared into the auditorium entrance. 

“Eve, what’s wrong? Don’t you enter on the other side?” A slender girl with doe-like 
green eyes that were hidden behind round frames came to her, touching her shoulder. 
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Swallowing with difficulty, Evelyn mustered a, “Yeah I just have to get over there. I’m 
fine J, just nerves.” 

“Are you sure? You look a bit pale-” 
“January, I’m fine. Get your mic-tape or whatever you need and head back to the 

sound board, they need you there.” 
“Actually we just had to postpone curtain by ten minutes, the whole soundboard is go-

ing crazy, something’s wrong with the main stage light. No point performing if  they can’t 
see you guys.” January gave a nervous laugh. The hushed corridors swallowed the sound, 
anticipation electrifying the air. Taking a breath, January continued, “Seriously, we both 
know you’ve come a long way from your third grade freakout, but it’s still okay to be ner-
vous. It’s your first big role!” 

“The third grade freakout where I pissed my pants on stage because of  one line? One. 
Line. Why did I ever think I could do this? Oh god-” 

“You can do this because you are fantastic actress and singer. One line doesn’t deter-
mine the rest of  your life.” 
	 “I’m not so sure about that.” Evelyn’s cheeks grew hot with the creeping sense of  

failure. 
“Eve, I may be biased as your best friend, but I am telling you as honestly as possible, 

you’ll do absolutely fan-” 
“Forget it. I’ll be okay.” She swiped under her eyes where tears of  embarrassment had 

dropped without her consent. Taking a shuddering breath, Evelyn looked the other girl in 
the eye. “So why aren’t the boards working? Take my mind off  of  the fact that I am defi-
nitely about to hurl.” She said, trying to show her smile, though all Evelyn managed was a 
pained grimace. 

A minute of  quiet passed between the two young women as they looked at each other, 
their bright green eyes identical in brilliance. Their hair: light and dark, their stature: tall 
and short, was all different. But their eyes had always been the same. As they met now, 
they met in understanding. January gently took the other girl’s hand. 

“I don’t know Evelyn. You aren’t the only one who’s wrecked with anxiety.” Checking 
her wristwatch, January gave a shout, “You have to go! I’ll rush you to the other side, they 
should get the board running in a couple minutes,” January pushed up her glasses, a ner-
vous tick of  hers. Going to respond, Evelyn was stopped short by a sudden disruption. 

An unnatural scream ripped apart the tranquil scene. 
Their eyes grew wide in unison, and the world fell into restlessness. 
“Was that in the school?” January whispered after a moment of  uneasy silence. 
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“I think it was at the other end of  the stage, by the other side doors,” Evelyn mur-
mured, eyes vast and searching. January pulled away from Evelyn, taking a step towards 
where the scream had come from. 

“January!” Evelyn hissed. Ignoring her, January continued down the way leading to 
the other hallway by the stage. “This is no time to be a hero!” Evelyn said. 

January waved her off  and turned the corner, her jaw set. Glancing around, anxious 
of  non-existent monsters that might pop out from the corners, Evelyn hurried after her 
best friend. She ran through the shadows, down the hallway and around the corner, 
where she caught up with January. “J, seriously you need to get in your spot, the show 
should have started fifteen minutes ago!” January paid no attention, stepping lightly in her 
heels and pushing up her glasses. As they neared the end of  the hallway they heard voices. 
January stopped for a moment, visibly sweating. She squared her shoulders and rounded 
the corner head-first. Evelyn grabbed her best friend’s hand in instinct as they both now 
stopped dead in the doorway.  

Evelyn stifled a yell as she saw dark liquid splattering the walls, debris littering the cor-
ridor, and two male figures standing in a shimmering doorway. 

And in that moment, stage fright, or any other kind of  fear, was not the worst thing 
imaginable-death was. 

••• 

“Everestar this  was not the point of  coming here!” A dark-haired boy shouted vehe-
mently at a black-clad, fair-skinned figure in front of  him. On the other side of  the school 
auditorium, in another long, dark hallway, chaos reigned. 

“Everestar, by the gods, would you listen for one second!” The darker-haired boy 
yelled, leaping away from a splash of  deep red liquid. The pale figure stood confidently in 
front of  him, weapons gripped in his hands. He fended off  a monstrous beast that seemed 
to be breaking out of  the wall. The figure turned towards the dark-haired boy for a half  a 
second, a wicked grin playing on his mouth. 

“Sorry James! I have no seconds to spare, we’ll have to skip the foreplay, darling!” His 
svelte hands wielded needle thin knives the length of  a man’s forearm, swinging them ex-
pertly he hacked at the tentacles that emerged from a crack in the white wall. Muffled, 
inhuman screams emitted from the beast, the majority of  it still hidden away in whatever 
lay on the other side of  the tear in the seemingly uninteresting wall. Moving with such 
grace and speed, the fair-skinned boy looked as if  he were dancing with the tentacles that 
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threatened to rip him apart. Shadows that seeped from the crack enveloped them both. A 
grotesque liquid erupted from the severed appendages as the boy mercilessly lacerated the 
brute, decorating the floor in it’s insides of  mud-brown sludge. The mix of  limbs-both 
man and creature alike-wrenched apart the wall, flinging debris behind them towards the 
dark-haired boy. Dodging a bit of  soaring plaster, the unarmed boy scrambled to the side, 
panting hard. The lights flickered, sending the scene into occasional darkness. 

“Ever! I mean it, we are going to be in trouble soon, if  not because of   the school full 
of  people, then by the Director himself ! Either way we’ll probably die! Do you want to 
die? Stop being such a stubborn child-” cut off  by a sudden screech, his eyes darted up to 
see the crevasse in the wall close with a squeal. The last feelers of  the beast squirmed on 
the once-pristine tile floor. With the final wisps of  shadow curling around his lean body, 
Everestar stood triumphant. He clutched his blades loftily at his sides, keeping his back 
straight and his legs parted, with a bowed head he glanced back at James. His blazing 
blue eyes full of  mischief. A stance of  a warrior, he held himself  high. Basking in the glory 
of  victory. 

“To answer your question,” said Everestar, turning completely while displaying a 
gashed face, “I definitely want to die. Unfortunately I’m too good of  a warrior to lose! Oh 
bother, what is a madman to do?” Winking, he sheathed his weapons, walking towards 
James. 

“By the gods Ever, we came here for a routine checkup! You can’t just go about rip-
ping open dormant portals to the Imaginox because you’re bored,” giving a sigh of  de-
feat, James stepped away from his friend, gazing over the mess that had been made. His 
feet started pacing, his breath quickening with them. 

“Actually, I totally can do that. You just don’t think I should because it endangers us 
and humanity, etc, etc. It doesn’t matter anyway! I killed the Akkar and nobody’s the wis-
er!” Everestar said. Giggling, he ran a scarred hand through a shock of  bright white hair. 

“Human beings are not deaf  you damn idiot! What are we supposed to do with this 
wreck? You don’t ever think of  the consequences-” James paused his speech and feet, 
perking up the left side of  his head. Ignoring him, Everestar strolled around, assessing the 
damage. Idly picking up a dusty bit of  wall, he started to speak. 

“Shut up for a moment. Do you hear that?” James whispered in a curt tone, keeping 
his head tilted, he leaned forward. 

“No, you always had the better ears!” Everestar laughed back. His smirk dropped as 
he met the urgent gaze of  his friend. “James, what is it?” 
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“Footsteps, hurried footsteps. Running footsteps. They’ll be here within a minute, 
maybe two-we have to leave. Now.” Setting his jaw, James yanked a narrow tool from his 
belt and kneeled down. Lightly touching the tip of  the wooden pen-like object to the tile, 
he proceeded to mutter incoherently, the words he uttered were not of  the english lan-
guage. Spiraling out from the tip of  the pen-like device emerged gossamer, glowing fis-
sures. In hues of  blue and green and brown they carved through the tile, creating an intri-
cate circular pattern that encompassed about three feet. Giving a finishing sweep of  his 
pen, James stood, admiring his handiwork.  

“Alright, it’s going to be tight, and I had to use summoning ink on it to clean up this 
mess, but it was the best I could do in a minute.” 

“Yes, yes it’s wonderful, now let's get going! Even I can hear the footsteps now, and 
that’s not a good sign.” Stepping forward, Everestar watched as a shimmering oval 
seemed to melt upwards from the base that was the still luminous circle. 

“Alright, 1, 2-” James trailed off, turning to the end of  the hallway, following the cause 
of  a noise. And, not having time to comprehend the sight of  two feminine figures hand in 
hand in the doorway, he shouted “-3!” Grabbing Everestar by the shoulder, and springing 
through the glittering outline. 
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