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Short Story ðFirst Place  

An Abandoned Child 

Jeff Wager 

 

            Tuffy was just eleven years old. I watched him cry. His mama had 

just explained to him what a divorce was.  

 òBut why Mama?ó 

 She hugged him as tears fell down her face. 

 òYouõll understand when you get older, okay Tuffy?ó 

 She combed her fingers through his hair. 

 òDonõt ever forget that I love you,ó she managed to say. The pain 

in her twenty-seven year old heart was more than she could bear. Her baby 

boy was crying, and she didnõt know what to do.  

 This made no sense to Tuffy. His world was falling apart. His ma-

ma cried when she told him she wouldnõt be able to take care of him any-

more. She took him to a strangerõs house. 

 òThis is your real daddy, òshe said. òHe will take good care of you, 

and I will come see you whenever I can.ó  

Tuffy held onto the car door-handle as she backed out of the driveway. He 

was crying, òDonõt leave Mama. Donõt leave me, please!ó 

 She would not look at him. She could not look at him. She was 

crying too.  

 Tuffy believed he was an abandoned child. The words in his heart 

were loud and clear, òNobody loves me.ó Who was going to care? 

Forced to live with a daddy he did not know, Tuffy decided he would refer 

to this man by first 

She would not look at him. She could not look at him. She was crying too.  

 Tuffy believed he was an abandoned child. The words in his heart 

were loud and clear, òNobody loves me.ó Who was going to care? 
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           Forced to live with a daddy he did not know, Tuffy decided he 

would refer to this man by first 

She would not look at him. She could not look at him. She was crying too.  

 Tuffy believed he was an abandoned child. The words in his heart 

were loud and clear, òNobody loves me.ó Who was going to care? 

Forced to live with a daddy he did not know, Tuffy decided he would refer 

to this man by first name only. Time revealed two things about Mr. first 

name, Thomas. One, he worked all the time, and two, he had a mean tem-

per when he was at home. Tuffy spent his time avoiding that temper.  

 Days turned into weeks. Weeks turned into months. This passage 

of time only made him miss his mama more. She was the only one in the 

whole world, who might still love him, but she hadnõt come to see him in 

nearly a year. He was even more convinced now; the words in his heart 

were telling the truth. He was all alone.  

 Even with a new family around, he was alone. They tried to cheer 

him; but Tuffy believed that, if he allowed himself to love anyone like he 

loved his mama, he would be a traitor to her. That was something he 

would never be. Life was hurting his heart, and when his new family acted 

as if life was a good thing, it didnõt make sense. Life didnõt seem so good to 

him. He became rebellious.  

 He started doing things that didnõt make sense. He became a òDó 

student instead of an òAó student. He punched the school principal. He 

set the school on fire. Right after he turned twelve, he burglarized his 

neighborõs house, and the judge sent him to a boysõ home.  

 Tuffy had much to do in the boysõ home: fishing, swimming, horse

-back riding and, of course, he went to school. He also had to go to church 

every Wednesday and twice on Sunday.  

 I remember when he got baptized. His pain made me cry so deep-

ly. He was an abandoned child. He wanted someone to love him. He cried 

to God; but God seemed so far away while the words in this heart were 

loud and clear, òNobody loves me.ó  

No letters, no visits, and no phone-calls for nearly a year - not from any-

one; and now, suddenly, out of the clear blue, he received a phone call. 

Oh, he was so excited! òMy Mama is calling me!ó He ran to the phone as 

fast as he could run. òHi Mama!ó he said, as he picked up the phone; but 

the voice that answered back wasnõt hi mama at all. Nothing in the whole 

world could have prepared Tuffy for the question his òreal daddyó was  
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fixing to ask, òSon, how would you feel if you didnõt have a mother?ó I 

cannot describe the look of absolute loss that came across Tuffyõs face. I 

cannot describe the feeling of absolute horror that terrorized his soul. He 

was never going to see his mama again.  

 Tuffy had to go home for the funeral. Thomas had one of his 

truck-driver buddies, who happened to be in the area, to stop by and to 

give Tuffy a ride home. Tuffyõs mama was dead, and he had to ride home 

with a stranger. He stared out the widow, at nothing. There was a pool of 

tears in his heart, and he was drowning without answers, òWhy did my ma-

ma divorce my daddy; why did she make me go live with Thomas; and 

why did she shoot herself in the heart?ó He cried.  

 After the funeral, Tuffy was just an empty shell. It was as if some-

one had taken his little soul and wrung it out like a wash-cloth. He did 

learn to live his life with those unanswered questions, but I assure you, not 

even forty more years has erased the echoes of his recall.  

 Sometimes, late at night, he hears the echo of a child holding onto 

a car door-handle, òDonõt leave Mama.ó He hears the echo of a phone-

call. òSon, how would you feel if you didnõt have a mother?ó He hears the 

echo of a hollow world as he stares out the window, at nothing; and then, 

he hears a gunshot. That echo of finality still fills my heart with tears. I just 

close my eyes in that moment, òItõs me Mama,ó I whisper, òI love you,ó 

and I cry.  
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Photography ñFirst Place  

Juan Galvan 
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Short Story ðSecond Place  

The House in the Mountain 

Rocio Cabrera 

 

             As Raquel and her family were walking up the steep, muddy road 

way, up the mountain, it was hard not to slip and fall. The road was narrow 

and slippery as snail slime, it had just rained and droplets still fell sporadi-

cally from the trees. They managed to walk about two hours and had seen 

nothing but mud and more road. The trees on each side of the road grew 

thicker and larger as they went up the mountain. The family took a slight 

break, glancing at the rain water streaming down the mountain onto rocks 

and hitting the zig zagged roadway. 

 òBacaww!ó said a rooster nearby, it sounded quite young and excit-

ed. Raquel quickly got up, ran, and her family followed. They reached a 

gigantic chicken house and far back they saw a house. It was old, small, 

and was formed like a block of cement with windows and a wooden door. 

Raquel was quickly passed up by her younger brother. His name was Greg, 

he was short and had long hair that runs down his glasses onto his jaw line. 

He got to the house and knocked on the door, but there was no answer. 

Raquel finally got there, and she went through the back.  

òDAAADD!ó Raquel yelled with fear. Her dad grabbed her and his son 

and turned them away. It had looked not only like a crime scene but more 

like if  someone enjoyed opening a person up and left some remains. The 

body was not there, just the intestines and the liver with a puddle of blood. 

Who was killed? Why? And how? Raquel unhooked herself from her dad 

and kept walking, she was walking in a fast pace. As she walked she saw 

blood stains and some skin residue on the floor. She saw it with fear and 

her heart started beating rapidly.  

The father followed right behind and they followed the road, but 

the trail of blood stopped at a tall tree right next to the road. The father 

started looking at the tall, rough barked tree; as he was looking up  
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something fell off. In a ghostly fear he kept staring at the trunk of the tree, 

he managed to grow courage and look down. He saw his son dig on the 

grown as he was trying to look for it. Greg whispered in a feared voice, 

òfound it,ó a thumb. The father smacked the thumb off his sonõs hand, 

grabbed him and told his kids to go back to the house.  

They ran as fast as they could, passing up all the blood stains and 

pieces of flesh. They arrived at the house and went inside. As they went 

in, it was dusty, old, and the furniture was covered in white sheets. Raquel 

took the centered couch sheet off and a brown leather couch was under-

neath. òWait... This couch, dad? I remember this couchó mentioned 

Greg. The father looked at him with sadness in his eyes and walked for-

ward to him. He hugged him and his sister.  

         òI know you do...ó said the father. In that moment they heard a big 

bang on the kitchen window, it sounded extremely loud like if a boulder 

came down and hit the window. The father looked at his children and 

said, òHurry hide and if anything happens, run down the mountain, run 

down to the stream we saw earlier and dig, dig with all your heart, near the 

big rock.ó The kids hid behind the couch near the back door as the father 

stood at the front door. The banging started to get louder and louder, and 

then turned into kicking and slamming. The kids slightly opened the back 

door as the front door slammed open. All they could see was a black 

shadow in the orange sunset as sunlight from the back was coming in the 

house. òGO!ó yelled the father, and the kids ran. They got to the stream 

and near the rock, they dug with all their heart.  

          They found a blue box with a lock but the lock was rusty and it 

broke off. Raquel grabbed it and slightly ran her hand on top of the box 

and opened it. There were keys with a note. It read, òI taught you to walk 

for two hours, I taught you to never give up, and now I hope you taught 

your kids well, go down the stream do not be afraid and at the end, to 

your right, you will see a path way to the nearest town, I love you son.ó  
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Cover Art ñSecond Place  

Mario Garcia 
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Short Story ðThird Place  

Lost After Thanksgiving 

Arthur Davis 

 

         After the fear of death, Thanksgiving leftovers offer a joyous remind-

er of what life has to offer. One of the best perks of working for the gov-

ernment would have to be the four day weekends that we received for holi-

days. Thanksgiving Day, November 25, 2010, was on a Thursday. This 

meant I had to plan an adventure to fill Thursday through Sunday, yet be 

home in time for work at 3:45 Monday morning. Being in California, I 

refused to waste my life away sitting at home. This weekend, my wife, 

Johnna, and I, were going camping in Big Sur National Park. I didnõt know 

that this would be the first time to feel like I was staring death in the face. 

 Thanksgiving Day and Friday morning were fairly normal. On 

Thursday, I slept in late while Johnna was getting ready for the dayõs festivi-

ties and feast. When I finally woke up, we made a list of what we needed 

to pack for the following day, and what our prospective itinerary would 

look like. Once the ham was placed in the oven, we visited a few of my 

coworkers to wish them well. We returned home in the evening, and be-

gan to eat at 5:00 PM. After dinner, all fat and sassy, we began to pack for 

the trip. We filled the car with our tent, sleeping bags, food, water, cloth-

ing, and a multitude of other items. We wasted away the rest of the day 

dozing off in our food comas and went to sleep early. On Friday, we 

planned to leave fairly early, about 7:00 in the morning, for the seventy-

mile drive to Big Sur.  

 Friday afternoon, we reached our destination, and quickly learned 

our plans had changed The camp was at the top of a mountain in the San-

ta Lucia Mountains. Once we turned off Highway One and began to as-

cend, the scenery was beautiful. The enormous mountains, lush valleys, 

and the fact that there wasnõt a soul in sight was tranquil. Almost at our 

destination, I spotted a tree that sat on another mountain peak and ad-

mired the beauty. It was isolated, and it looked incredibly old. This tree 

would later prove to be incredibly eerie and extremely dangerous. Finally,  



 

11 

we reached the campsite, paid the park ranger, prepared for a quick hike, 

and began to unpack our tent while there was still daylight. We quickly 

learned that the tent poles were safely resting at the bottom of our closet. 

As most young married couples do, we started to blame each other. After 

a myriad of awful accusations said to each other, we threw our supplies 

back into the vehicle. What once was a nice, neat package in the trunk be-

came a disheveled mess. Without the adequate supplies for a camping 

trip, we descended the mountains and headed home. The lone tree makes 

its way back to my range of sight. òJohnna,ó I say. òIf we arenõt going camp-

ing, then Iõm going to take a quick hike up that tree. Thereõs no point in 

wasting all this time and not enjoying nature.ó  She grumbled, òHurry up. 

Iõm going to sit in the car, read, and make some sandwiches.ó Those sand-

wiches would have been my first meal since Thanksgiving. Regrettably, I 

was in for an adventure on an exceptionally empty stomach.  

 The next twenty hours were bursting with horrible moments, cold 

weather, wet clothes, remorse, and a great deal of fear. The weather was 

beautiful, about seventy degrees. I was wearing a short sleeved shirt that 

read Smartass University, an Under Armor undershirt, and blue jeans. In 

my pockets, I had my identification cards and a knife. I decided my cell 

phone was unnecessary in the wilderness of Big Sur. Note: A cellphone is 

never an unnecessary item. I exited the car and began climbing up three 

consecutively higher hills to reach my destination. A bit out of breath and 

feeling accomplished, I made it to my destination. This seemingly ancient 

tree wasnõt what I expected. There were three rock circles, a bit unearthed, 

that surrounded the tree in the fashion of a shooting target. Scattered 

around the base of the tree were bird skeletons bleached from the sun. 

The complete silence from the world that sat below us, the tree and me, 

and this macabre setting, I examined the setting in awe. Being a bit super-

stitious and an avid believer in ghosts, I made sure not to be disrespectful 

and refrained from disturbing anything.  

        After fifteen minutes of enjoying the scenery and silence, I started 

making my way down the hill. The incline of the land was steeper than I 

remembered. It was so steep that I had to start running to stay upright. I 

had to run until I came upon a valley with a stream cutting through it. At 

this moment, I realized I was lost. Instead of running into the road Johnna 

was parked on, I met a waterway Iõd never seen before. I panicked. I make 

my way out of the valleyõs thicket, and climbed the side of a hill. I could 

see the small speck of passing headlights in the 5:00 dusk. I was screaming 

in that raspy voice one has when his adrenaline starts pumping, and his 

heartbeat is in his ears. It was no use. I was too far from civilization to be 

heard. I began to sweat. Incorrectly, I attributed this to wearing too many  
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shirts. I discard the Under Armor shirt. I slowly climbed down to the val-

ley, calmed down, and started working on the plan to follow the stream to 

the Pacific Ocean. Very quickly, it became so dark I couldnõt see my hand 

five inches in front of my face. I begin to walk with one foot on dry land, 

and the other in the stream. The splash of the water was a peaceful re-

minder that I was working toward salvation. I came upon a waterfall. To 

evaluate the situation, I found a heavy stick, planted my feet on the edge of 

the fall, and listened for the stick to was. I began to hear leaves rustle on 

the dry land near me. I didnõt want to find out what was creeping beside 

me, so I decided to jump. I kept my knees bent, my arms above my head, 

and my back arched. I didnõt want the impact of the landing to break too 

many bones. I slammed into the ground, fell to my right shoulder, and 

ended up soaking wet. I was more than surprised that nothing seemed bro-

ken, but I was less than enthusiastic of the dropping temperature. I began 

to shiver and decided that the best alternative would be to sleep. First, I 

tried to rest on the bare ground. This idea was less than beneficial. Fun 

fact: We can lose up to fifty percent of our body heat by sleeping on the 

ground. I found a tree branch and placed it in the middle of a thorn bush. 

Resting on the stick, I drifted away. Wearing a solitary short sleeved shirt, I 

had my arms and head pulled into the clothing. I would later learn the 

temperature of that night was thirty-eight degrees. I woke up at the break 

of dawn. With adequate light, I was able to pick up the pace of my expedi-

tion. Stumbling on a bit of luck, I found that the stream ran perpendicular 

to Highway One. I made it to the street, quickly explained my situation to 

a group of campers, and asked for a bit of water. These complete strangers 

were generous enough to offer me a cup and a gallon of water. I drank two 

glasses and set off down the highway. Not knowing the location of Johnna, 

I walked nine and a half miles back to the nearest gas station. I tried to call 

my wife, but there was no answer. My next thought was that, if required, I 

would walk the rest of the way home. After a bit more walking, I met a 

man who seemed to live out of his truck. With the very little bit I assumed 

he had, he offered me a sweater and a warm meal. Twenty minutes later, 

and a mile down the road, Search and Rescue would pick me up and bring 

me exactly where my adventure began.  

       Although I didnõt know if I would ever make it out of the mountain 

range, I stepped out of the truck with a ridiculous grin on my face. This 

involuntary action, in a sense, aggravated my blubbering spouse. We make 

our way home. I then ate two large plates of leftovers and slept for sixteen 

hours. It is said that facing death changes oneõs perspective on life. I have 

to agree that it does, but with one caveat. Over time, the feeling of appreci-

ation and happiness is ruined by the merciless hands of time.  
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General Art ñSecond Place  

Clifton T. Holliday 


