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Short Story  

First Place  

Greyborn 

Brenin Reece 

 A large plane landed smoothly onto the Ironfield city run-

way, as the roar of the engines began to die. At that time Dr. 

Quentin Specter, CEO of Specter Robotics, came strolling down 

the strip accompanied by men in blue uniforms. He wore a trium-

phant grin, as the men wheeled large canisters to his laboratory. 

However, before he could reach the building, anxious and boister-

ous news reporters bombarded Quentin. Cameras flashed with an 

unyielding presence, assaulting Quentinõs retinas. Before even one 

clear word was uttered by the horde of reporters, he became deep-

ly annoyed. Quentin hated being caught off guard.  

The reporters continued to shout incoherently like animals for 

some time, hounding Quentin as if he were a slab of meat. òOne at 

a time!ó Quentin shouted back in disgust. It was then that the 

crowd became domesticated. òThe people are dying to know Doc-

tor, whatõs in the canisters, what exactly did you find?ó one reporter 

pried. 

òThey may be dyingó ñQuentin laughedñ òbut theyõre going to 

have to suffer for a bit longer. 

òDo you plan to continue creating instruments of war, in the name 

of peace?ó another reporter asked sarcastically. 

òI do not create instruments of war, I create instruments of free-

dom.ó snapped Quentin. 

òDo you have any comments on the militaristic use of your 

drones?ó shouted a man in the back. 
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òNo further questions! Now if you would be so kind as to leave the 

premisesé You are trespassing on private property.ó Dr. Quentin 

groaned. After a fuss, the reporters began to depart, but not before 

taking a few pictures of the doctorõs mysterious find. Finally arriv-

ing to the lab, the uniformed men set down the canisters, then left 

immediately after. Quentin greeted his colleagues, puzzled looks 

on their faces as they eyed the mysterious grey ore. òCome now 

Quentin, what is the meaning of all this?ó asked one man. 

òGentlemen, I believe that we may have discovered an element, 

previously foreign to this world.ó Quentin said, barely keeping in 

his excitement.  

òQuentin are you for certain, a newñ?ó 

òFor the love of God Marley, what did I just say?ó Quentin barked.  

òHow can you be entirely sure?ó asked another man. 

òAround five years ago, I observed a meteorite crash site in the 

Rykheim desert, and began to study the ore. It was then that I en-

countered this very mineral deposit and labeled it ôGrey-0.ó 

òWhat did you find in your research of the element?ó asked Mar-

ley. 

òIt is extremely durable, lighter than a pillow, denser than Lead, 

but most importantly it has displayed the ability of fast acting adap-

tation to its environment.ó Quentin whispered. 

òHow is such a thing even possible?ó questions Professor Marley. 

òIõm just as confused as you are my friend, my tests have been in-

conclusive.ó says Quentin. òI need more time with it before I can 

come up with any solid reasoning.ó 

The other Scientists agree to lend their minds to figuring out the 

elements secrets, and begin working from dusk till dawn. For the 

next couple of months, Quentin could rarely be seen save for in-

side his lab, seldom sleeping for days on end. Professor Marley 

stood by his side with unwavering strength, but worried that 

Quentin may have been overexerting himself. Heading home for 

the night, Professor Marley waved goodbye to Quentin, who was 

too preoccupied to notice. At home, Marleyõs wife Rhida was 
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cleaning the kitchen table as the Professor opened the door, 

òHoney Iõmñ ò 

òLate for dinneré again.ó She groaned. 

òI was held up at the office with Quentin, what do suggest I should 

have done, left him to rot? The man is obsessed, he hasnõt left his 

lab for weeks, he rarely sleeps or bathes for Godõs sake!ó Marley 

protested.   

òI need you to make time for me, for your daughter, for us!ó 

òIt was a sacrifice for me to even be here tonight! Heõs not well 

Rhida, Iõve never seen a man so determined, so hell bent on his 

goals; Iõll be damned if I leave him to his own devices!ó 

òYouõre already damned, you care more about some God forsaken 

moon rock more than your ownñó 

òDadéó Said a soft voice. òI didnõt know you were coming home, 

me and Mama made quiche, we saved you some in the oven.ó 

òThank you Junioréó Marley said hoarsely. 

Marley was woken up the next morning by the ringing of his cell-

phone, upon checking his phone he saw that he had 7 missed calls 

from Quentin, and a text that read, òGet here immediately, you 

can eat breakfast later!ó 

òñ God damn it Quentin.ó Said Marley, palming his face. 

Marley drove to the university and sprinted to Professor Quentinõs 

lab. Out of breath, Marley opens the door to see the professor 

working on what could only be described as, òAn androidé?ó 

coughed Marley. 

Doctor Quentin looked back with a curious face, òDid you run all 

the way here?ó 

òYou told me to get here immediately, You left me seven 

voicemails!ó Shouted Marley. 

òThat I do recall, you sleep very late may I sayñ ò 

òItõs 6:00 A.m. Quentin, what was so urgent?ó Coughed Marley. 

òThe Grey-0ñó 
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òYes, yes, I know, What about it?ó 

òIt seems to be some form of programmable matter.ó Said 

Quentin plainly. 

Marleyõs eyes widened as he shut the door; He was speechless. 

Quentin walked over and took Marley by the shoulder, òI wouldnõt 

have broken your sleep, and pulled you away from your wife un-

less I had a damn good reason.ó 

òRhida thought you were insaneéó 

òNone of that matters now, does it? We cracked this, together, and 

I couldnõt have done it otherwise.ó 

òWhat exactly are we going to do with it?ó 

òI want to create a being in our image, something that can go far-

ther than we ever could, see things we could never see.ó 

   òWhat should we call it?ó 

òHow about, ôGreyborn.ó 
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Photography ñFirst Place  

Victoria Jackson 
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Short Story  

Second Place  

Life After Death 

Jonathon Krebbs 

 

 Michael walked out of the door dumbfounded by what he 

had just been told. Two weeks prior he went in for his annual doc-

torõs appointment. He had made it a habit to get checked every 5 

years, and since last month he had turned 40, it was time. He was 

never sick, so this was meant as routine precaution. After what he 

had just been told all precautions had failed.  

 He stumbled to the steps and collapsed. Dr. Andrews was 

out and the fill in doctor, Dr. Ami, who he had seen was kind but 

cold as he explained how Michael has stage 4 cancer and was ex-

pected to only live 6 months. Once the doctor had left the office 

Michael felt unable to take anymore and had to get out of there. 

Now he found himself sitting on some steps thinking of his father 

who had suffered through cancer and died a horrible death. 

Strapped to a hospital bed with tubes coming out of everywhere. 

Michael did not want to follow in his footsteps.  

 It took a moment for Michael to realize the noise he was 

hearing was his cell phone. He looked at the call id and saw it was 

someone from the doctorõs office. Michael couldnõt deal with that 

right now and let it go to voicemail. No sooner had the phone 

stopped ringing than it started again. This time the ID said òOfficeó 

and Michael answered it more out of reflex than rally wanting to 

answer.  

 Michael sighed then pushed accept òHello.ó 
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òMr. Thomas where the hell are you? Its 1:30 and the power went 

out on line one again. You need to be here fixing your mess.ó said 

the voice. 

 Michael instantly recognized the voice. Earl Wexler. Mr. 

Wexler was Michaelõs boss and one of the biggest pricks in a com-

pany full of pricks. Michael had worked for the same company for 

22 years. He had started fresh out of high school and worked his 

way up to Production Manager. Michael had never really wanted to 

work there, feeling like his hard work was never appreciated, and 

however he was good at what he did. The money was the only rea-

son he worked there.  

 Michael could barely talk but managed to say òMr. Wexler 

Iõm dealing with a serious problem right now.ó 

 òSo what are you saying Mr. Thomas? That this company 

losing money because of you isnõt important?ó Mr. Wexler said 

with pure contempt. 

 As the question Mr. Wexler asked was broken down in 

Michaelõs mind it was applied literally. Michael answered literally 

òMr. Wexler the company has time to fix its problems, I donõt. So 

if the problem is so important to you why donõt you get off your fat 

ass and fix it. You want to run things why donõt you run your unap-

preciated ass out on that line and run things!ó Michael was so mad 

that he was dying and this guy thought he had problems. òAs a mat-

ter of fact Earl I quit. Donõt call me you ungrateful prick.ó And Mi-

chael hung up.  

 Michael was shaking with fury as he stood and walked to his 

car. Once he was in the car, he started it and turned the AC to 

high. He sat there thinking he should have quit years ago. He 

should have went to college and done something meaningful. How 

much of his life had he wasted? He could not help thinking òItõs 

amazing how I donõt feel any different but I am sitting here dying.ó 

 His phone began to ring again and he snatched it up think-

ing it was the office again. When he looked to see who it was he 

saw a picture of a beautiful woman. The call was from the only 

woman he had ever really loved Tonya. In a time of chaos the 

thought of her soothed Michael. Michael pressed accept like it was 
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a life line and to Michael it was. He closed his eyes and said òHey 

Babyó 

 Tonya was laughing and Michael could hear someone 

else. Michael said òBaby are you thereó 

 In return Michael heard a manõs voice say òOh God To-

nya I want you so bad.ó 

 Tonya could be heard saying òDave we have to hurry. Mi-

chael will get off at 4 and he may come by here. You canõt be 

here!ó 

 The man says òWhen are you gonna leave him for me?ó 

 Michael could not stand it any longer and hung up. It took 

him a moment for the full impact of what he had just heard to 

soak in. It would seem his whole life was a lie. He redialed Tonya.  

 When she answered òHey Babyó it took him a moment to 

believe he had heard what he had heard. 

 Michael said òWhat are you doing?ó 

 Tonya replied òSitting at home doing nothing. Whatõs 

up?ó 

Michael says òTonya did you ever really love me? Or was it always 

a game? Tonya found some way of acting shocked when she said 

òWhat are you talking about Baby?ó 

Iõm talking about that man right beside you. Dave is his name. 

Donõt play dumb. You choose to stay with him! òMichael says 

then hangs up before she can lie some more. The phone starts to 

ring again. Michael thinks it is Tonya but sees itõs the doctorõs of-

fice again. He canõt take anymore so he cuts the power off. 

 Michael pulls into a park, then gets out of the car so he 

could sit on a bench to think. He is mad, angry and scared. He 

thinks back on his life and feels he has wasted it on a job he never 

liked, a woman who never loved him and always simply settling 

for the easiest path. Michael never talked to God but he was out 

of options.  

 God Iõve wasted my whole life and now Iõm dying. If I had 
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the chance I would make my life worth it but since I canõt could 

you at least cut me some slack on some of the things I have done? 

Michael sat there like he expected an answer. When he didnõt get 

one he said òI figured you wouldnõt but I had to try.ó 

 Michael got up drove home and went straight to sleep. 

 8:00 A.M. the next morning Michaelõs home phone would 

not stop ringing so he got up. He went to brush his teeth then 

made breakfast. He walked toward his room to get dressed when 

he noticed there were 14 messages and decided he might as well 

face them.  

òMessage one 1:37 P.M. Mr. Thomas this is Dr. Ami please con-

tact me.ó 

òMessage two 1:43 P.M. Mr. Thomas Iõve tried to reach your cell 

but youõre not answering please contact me.ó 

òMessage three 1:47 P.M. Michael this is Earl, can you please ar-

range to have your office clear out.ó 

Message four 1:55 P.M. Mr. Thomas please contact the office 

ASAP this is Dr. Ami.ó 

Message five 1:57 P.M. Michael Baby what are you talking aboutó 

òMessage six 1:59 P.M. Baby please donõt do thisó 

òMessage seven 2:00 P.M. You need to call be babyó 

òMessage eight 2:02 P.M. Mr. Thomas Please contact me. This is 

an emergency.ó 

òMessage nine 2:07 P.M. So your just gonna walk away fine.ó 

òMessage ten 4:59 P.M. Mr. Thomas we are leaving for the day 

but please contact me through the office number no matter what 

time it is.ó 

òMessage eleven 8:57 P.M. Michael Iõm sorry Baby but you were 

never here for me. I love you pleaseó 

òMessage twelve 6:45 A.M. Mr. Thomas this is Earl. Iõve arranged 

to have your personal things boxed up. You can pick them up.ó 

òMessage thirteen 7:15 A.M. Michael Iõm done. I love you but I 
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canõt do this bye.ó 

òMessage fourteen 8:17 A.M. Mr. Thomas, this is Dr. Ami. I did 

not want to do this through a message, but I cannot reach you. I 

must apologize. I was simply filling in during your appointment 

yesterday. Iõm not personally familiar with you. As I went through 

the file I was given, I addressed you as Mr. Thomas and you 

acknowledged that was your name. It was not until I stepped out 

that I was informed your name is Michael Thomas and the file I 

had was for Richard Thomas. When I returned to the office you 

were gone. I have tried repeatedly to reach you. Once again I am 

truly sorry for this mistake. I hope this has not caused too much 

stress.ó 

 Michael sat on the sofa and stared at the answering ma-

chine for twenty minutes. Then somewhere from deep in his 

chest he started laughing. In less than 24 hrs. he had accepted 

death, lost his life time job and learned the love of his life was not 

real. Now all he could think was the constant thought that his life 

has been wasted and if he had the chance he would make it count. 

Michael picked up the phone and dialed.  

A woman answered the phone and said òthank you for calling La-

mar State University Port Arthur, how can I help you?ó 

Michael said òmy life ended yesterday. I need a new life. One that 

matters.ó 
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Cover Art ñSecond Place  

Gary Vaught 
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Short Story  

Third Place  

At the End of the Driveway 

Amanda Wallage 

 

 The winding dirt road was all he ever knew. The wind whis-

tled past his house, which was miles from the nearest town, and 

kicked dust onto the battered rocking chair on his front porch. 

Waking up every day was the same routine: eat, go for a walk, read 

a book, go to bed. Nothing ever changed. His wavy chestnut hair 

occasionally showed signs of graying, but that could be from his 

lack of excitement and activity. It wasnõt always this way, although 

he did not remember the last real conversation he had had. He 

started a tradition on his birthday of placing a single balloon on the 

old wooden mailbox at the end of the driveway. òHappy Birthday 

to me,ó the card read, and for how many years in a row? He could-

nõt remember. 

 Walking down the driveway, he noticed his balloon was not 

the only thing his mailbox held. In fact, the mailbox had never 

looked so full. There was an envelope addressed to him with a let-

ter inside. It began with the introduction, òI live a few miles away, 

and I see your balloon every year.ó His heart swelled with joy. The 

letter continued, òIf I may, I would enjoy your company on a walk 

tomorrow.ó The young man did not know true happiness, but the 

next day he felt it. He woke up with a smile on his face, and it nev-

er left after that day. 
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 His clockwork routine slowly exchanged going for a walk to 

riding bikes, reading a book to dancing and laughing together, and 

even getting the mail became a hand-in-hand adventure. His mem-

ories werenõt so lonely anymore, and his home enjoyed the compa-

ny. When a year passed since the coupleõs first encounter, the man 

rose out of bed and walked down the winding dirt road that was 

once all he knew. He paused to reflect on the change in the year 

from solitude to companionship. Then, with a smile on his face, he 

placed two balloons on the old wooden mailbox at the end of the 

driveway. 
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General Art ñSecond Place  

Clifton T. Holliday 



 

17 

Short Story  

Honorable Mention  

Our Last Time in Nevada 

Daryl A. Pollard 

 We all thought it was a joke, we never thought we would 

leave this place we called home. I remember my mom laughing as 

loud as a hyena when she looked at our faces covered in dirt and 

tears when she told us we were moving to Texas. We never be-

lieved her because we believed we were already home. Summers 

seemed to be as dry as the Sahara desert and as hot as an oven, but 

as hot as it was we all seemed to be like cold blooded animals and 

happened to survive just fine. It was literally the desert, but we did-

nõt see the same thing as every else. 

 We lived on five acres that was as solid as rocks, but rocks 

can always be crushed in some way shape or form. We never saw 

just five acres of dirt, we saw a playground that was perfect for kids 

like us. And like bob the builder my dad went to work and created 

the best thing since sliced bread, he created a dirt bike track.  All 

our neighbors thought òwell they must be insane to waste land like 

tható, but my dad didnõt see it as just land he saw it as an oppor-

tunity to get his kids excited as a soaking wet dog after getting a 

bath. And that is exactly what we were except instead of soaking 

wet, we were covered in dirt. Riding dirt bikes was a way of life for 

my dad and he wanted his kids to enjoy it as much as he did. We 

rode around that track in circles, we felt like we were moving as fast 

as NASCAR drivers, and we never seemed to take a step on the 

ground like it was lava and our two wheels were protecting us al-

most as if they were part of us like they were basically our feet.  

 When the winter came it was cold, but not like any cold. It 
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was dry and stepping outside was like someone sucked all the air 

out of the room and replaced it with fire when you took a deep 

breath because sometimes it was so cold. It felt like our nostrils 

were burning, but we were used to it and we prepared ourselves 

every winter. The fire place brought everyone in our house to-

gether as if it were a holiday every night. The cold brought us all 

together and made us keep each other warm, no one would have 

ever thought that the desert gets cold. Sometimes the mountains 

seemed like a horror film when the night creeped in and let the 

cold climb down as if it was your worst nightmare was coming to 

life. It would get so cold that when you woke in a scare and 

jumped from your bed thinking a monster has just grabbed you, 

but it was just the cold grasping your body and making you shiver 

and shake. But like every nightmare, if you turn on the light it 

goes away, and that light was our fireplace. 

 Every day was the same to us, woke up scarfed down 

breakfast and ran off to take our bikes to the desert without my 

parents knowing so we could ride out to the dry lake bed like a 

pack of wild wolves. And then our pack was broken when the 

summer came around again my mom packed us up and moved 

us to Texas. It was real we were leaving. And like a sad puppy we 

all whimpered and cried when we left our brothers because they 

wanted to stay behind. I never wanted to leave any of my family 

behind and what hurt most of all was leaving the man who was 

like the glue that kept us together, my grandfather. He always gave 

us the wisest advice and told us right from wrong. I knew I was 

going to miss running to his house because it was right down the 

street, but now it going to be 1200 miles away and opening his 

front door and head straight for the candy and soda he always put 

out for us wasnõt going to be as easy. It still doesnõt get old, be-

cause I know whenever we visit, itõs like we never left because he 

still puts out the candy and soda.  

Our last time in Nevada was the greatest, most memorable time, 

from endless rides, softball games in the scorching heat and hud-

dling by the fire in the cold winter it made us realize how special 

we were to each other and how no matter what obstacle came our 

way we could defeat it together, as a family.  
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Short Story  

Honorable Mention  

In Defense of the Big Bad Wolf 

Joshua Francis 

 The early morning sun breaks just over Hubertõs window 

and bathes his cracked, sleepless eyes in the spirit of the morning. 

His humble shack, located in old Danverville, was his fortress and 

palace just on the outskirts of town. Danverville itself was an isolat-

ed herder village founded a few centuries ago by some upstart aris-

tocrat seeking to escape the hustle and bustle of city life. The Dan-

ver blood line, now sired by Jorge Francisco Danver, owned most 

of the livestock, governed the village, and even spoke for its God. 

The village was little more than a church, school, pub and a few 

pastures, surrounded by a hand full of cabins that little more than a 

thousand called home at a time. The dusty road holding these is-

lands of logs together went nowhere but to one side of the village 

and the other; the only way out a perilous swim through the sea of 

trees that had long since reclaimed a neglected forest path.  

 Hubert lifted his somewhat pale, unassuming body to tack-

le the day. He was an honest man by all accounts, an artisan who 

often did the trickier wood working for the people of his village. At 

dawn each morning heõd march, axe in hand, out into the thicket 

to replenish his supply of wood. The god rays that pierce the thick 

clouds of leaves and dance in the gentle breeze as the sun rises are 

well worth the price of admission each morning, and are the cause 

for the noticeable pep in his step. Though he normally walks this 

quiet path alone, to his dismay a couple of his neighbors were out 

for an early morning stroll.   

 "Quite the day our God has laid out for us, aye boy?" Fa-

ther Jorge Danver spoke with all the same confidence and zeal for 
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God as a squirrel would a tree. Despite his large bearded stature 

Hubert still often wondered how so much optimism and lust for 

life could fit in one man, it drove him mad. 

 "Aye father, there is much to praise him for." Hubert was 

often forced to choke out lines such as this, he wished for the faith 

of Jorge but such blissful safety was impossible for him. He knew 

first hand of the deep shadows that filled the world, he himself 

forced to contend with the chiefest among them, vampirism. The 

vampire was a thing to be despised, legend holds that merely a 

touch from the infected would spread the disease, and within the 

hour you too would be on the hunt.  Most of the rumors were 

false.  True, the beasts did hunger for blood but you wouldn't turn 

so quickly after being bitten - the hunger was not the disease itself, 

only a symptom. Often men would go many generations without 

incident only to one day have a son or daughter biting at their 

mother's neck rather than their nipple. Hubert had the thirst from 

birth, a gift from either his mother or father; which one didnõt mat-

ter.  He was raised here in Danverville and his parents went to 

great lengths to keep his affliction a secret as they were much too 

fond of their only child to see him cured, the only remedy being a 

stake and open flame.  His mother fell ill sometime in his 20s and 

passed after a yearlong bought with some flu, his father followed in 

the months not long after, possibly from heart break or more likely 

spite. He took on his father's job as woodworker and perhaps the 

crosses he supplies the church at a very generous price can explain 

Jorge's fondness of him.  Sarah, Father Jorge's daughter, merely 

nodded with a sheepish smile as they passed.   

 "Take care out in the wilderness my boy, all sorts of vile 

beasts lurk in the darkness." He waved off Hubert without breaking 

his determined stride or loosening his uncomfortably sincere 

smile.  

 "Aye, in the light as well." These words rested safely under 

his breath, like most, as he gleefully marched forth, having narrow-

ly escaped an impromptu sermon. 

 The quiet rustling of fallen leaves under step, the ambient 

chirping of birds off into the distance, the slight chill of the morn-

ing wind slowly weaving through the trees; Hubert was home.  He 
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marched forth heading to a small clearing he had been working on 

prior.  He wanted to cut a decent sized lot to build himself a work-

shop and raise a few crops and animals some ways out from the 

village.  Animals after all were his livelihood, serving as a close sec-

ond to the blood of man, they helped satiate his thirst.  As he 

walked on he noticed an odd form in the dim distance, the town 

drunk, no doubt having wandered into the woods after a night of 

debauchery, had made a bed of the dirt surrounding a tree.  'What 

a fool.' Thought the straight-laced Hubert until another thought 

crossed his mind. It sprung from seemingly nowhere, more a qui-

et whisper than a thought. 

 "He's alone."  

 A chill superseded the coming breeze as Hubert's eyes 

widened a little.  He hadn't even noticed until now but his path 

had altered a tad, he found himself heading slightly more in the 

direction of the pile of cakes and pies laying at the foot of the tree. 

Hubert the blood sucker had been alone with people before, but 

none so vulnerable, none who had no way of identifying him. To 

a lesser man this was a gift from the Gods. 

 "I mustn't." His voiced trembled, his words laced with fear 

and lust, he slowed his stride that now was pointing directly at the 

man.  Each step a great beat of a drum, each moment agonizing in 

its duality as he draws ever closer to the meal.  Hubert had never 

bitten a human, not wishing to chance being exposed or have 

someone suffer through the same fate as him, but here is this gift 

wrapped present with his name on it left abandoned in the woods!  

 "No one will know."  Voices now sing out in poor Hubert's 

head, a hateful chorus of, "Bite him," "He is yours," "He deserves 

it!" He now stands directly over him, his unimposing shadow not 

doing the danger he presents the man justice.  As he leans over 

the man the choir converges on one word: "Bite", hanging on the 

'I' so that the sound becomes little more than an unintelligible, 

high-pitched screech clawing at his ears.  There was only Hubert 

and this man's blood.  His veins flow with milk and honey, his 

skin the only barrier between the starving Hubert and the finest 

bread.  His mouth hung agape near the man's throat as his nails 

dug deep into the man's arms where he held him, causing crimson 
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streams of gold to pour from the points of puncture.  Saliva fell 

from Hubert's mouth as great waterfalls of desire crashing just be-

low the drunkard forming a vast lake where Hubert could see his 

reflection, had he wanted to look.  

 The song was cut short by a great shout from the village 

that could be heard even where Hubert was. Apparently a particu-

larly curious villager made his way into the basement of the church 

and found multiple animal carcasses drained of their blood along 

with other livestock awaiting the same fate.  Father Jorge, being the 

only one allowed in the church basement, was in a tough spot, the 

villager wasted no time riling up the people.   

 There was a short 'investigation' and it was determined that 

Father Jorge was indeed a blood sucker and should be dealt with 

accordingly.  He was quartered in the middle of the city and all his 

things, including his livestock, were burned in a large pile. As he 

was torn limb from limb the only cry he made was a loud declara-

tion: "Kill the beast!", "Kill the beast!" he screamed over and over 

until his last breath. The people thought nothing associated with 

this great fraud deserved to exist, so his wife and children were 

thrown on the pile as well.  During the commotion Hubert paced 

home in a glossy eyed haze, by the time someone reached his 

home to tell the tale all that remained was his swinging corpse 

hung by the rafters, his death attributed in some abstract way to 

the Danvers deception.   

 In the months following Jorge's outing the villagers found it 

hard to feed the population having turned their main source of 

food into ashes, and there was a constant battle to decide who 

would fill the powerful void left by the father's death.  Many self-

sufficient hunters left the village with their families to start a new 

life, but most leading men stayed behind, driven by a thirst for 

power and status. Many starved but some weren't so lucky and fell 

victim to all manners of violence at the hands of their neighbors, 

their God was dead, and the desire to take his seat brought an evil 

out of once good men thought impossible by the perpetrators and 

the victims.  The village went on in chaos until the winter of that 

year when the supply drums ran dry and the last light in Danver-

ville went out.   
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Short Story  

Honorable Mention  

Three Birds of the Bush 

Joshua Francis 

 

 Three Birds of the Bush, a crow, a raven, and a bower, 

make ready for the journey to the center of their forest home. Dis-

contented with the Promised Land their forefathers fought for, 

they begin the arduous trek into the perilous darkness of the inner 

ring. Within the depths of the forest, where the trees grow taller 

and more numerous, lay the forestõs only source of water, a great 

lake that, once bathed in, could cleanse the Bush birds of the 

grime that weighs down their wings. Their ancestors had to dig un-

der the huge wall that encompasses the forest for generations in 

order to gain entry. Thus, later generationõs wings and eyes have 

weakened over time and their talons contain all their might. Once 

they made it under the wall they encountered a thick grime that 

covered the forest floor and the base of the trees. All subsequently 

born chicks came into contact with the grime, and with no water to 

wash it off, the Bush birds were robbed of their ability to transcend 

the lower branches and fly among the Gale Birds the moment they 

made it inside the forest. The Bush birds needed water to fly, but 

needed to fly to reach water. 

 The three, like many before them, sought to reach the oa-

sis, clean their wings, then make repeat trips ferrying water back 

and forth to cleanse their brothers and sisters. The Bush Birds all 

this time have been feeding on the seeds that fell from the fruits the 
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Gale Birds ate in the treeõs zenith; the only place they grow. The 

Gale birds often mocked the Bush for eating the seeds instead of 

planting them, but with no access to water they couldnõt grow their 

own trees, so the seeds were better as food. Hunger and the will to 

escape the perils of the bush drove them forward into the deep 

despite the dangers that await them. The crowõs father had once 

taken the journey and never returned, the raven was angered by 

the arrogance of the Gales above, and the bower wished to be 

among the first bush birds to fly unhindered. Each of the birds 

leave behind wives and children; few Bush Birds envied them for 

making the journey. Most other Birds of the Bush, blinded by the 

darkness, saw no need to risk their lives and livelihood seeking the 

lake. Many saw just being in the forest as better than being outside 

the wall and were content with the world they resided in; but not 

the three. 

 The crow, like his father, had some of the best eyesight in 

the bush, and so took point. They flew among the lower branches 

taking breaks here and there to rest their belabored wings, mindful 

not to fall to the pitch-black darkness below. On the forest floor 

gusts of wind from the Gale bird's wings send a chilling sickness 

through birds unfortunate enough to be found there. Birds lose 

their sense of autonomy in the cold, turning into mindless canni-

bals hunting down other Bush Birds to devour. The crow read 

about the dangers of the inner ring, and advised the others to also 

be mindful of the snakes that lurk the lower branches of the forest 

searching for frozen or sleeping birds to consume.  

 While resting the crow marveled at how large the shadows 

of the Gale Birds seemed on the forest floor. Away from where he 

lay, the bower saw in the corner of his eye a shining apple that was 

growing unusually low, and not wanting to share it, tiptoed closer 

to the rare prize. In an instant he disappeared within feline jaws, 

only his feathers left to slowly drift to the cold forest floor. Had he 

told his friends of what heõd seen the crow could have warned him 

of the enormous cats that perch the lower branches, hanging fruit 

shaped jewels beneath them as bait for hungry birds. Knowing 

there was nothing they could do for him the birds fled ever deeper 

into the inner ring.  
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 In their frantic flight the crow had to slow down somewhat 

as the raven struggled to keep up, his wings significantly weaker 

than the crowõs. The raven envied the crow, but took solace in 

knowing his talons were larger and sharper than the quicker bird. 

The birds neared the midpoint of the inner circle but before they 

had a moment of rest a great gust over took them and the forest 

shook in its wake. An eagle stood in their way. Its open wings 

seemed to stretch to the ends of the earth, its feet large enough to 

carry both birds in one, its beak sharp enough to slice them in two. 

The raptor dashed forward and the panicked birds split. It trained 

its eyes on the raven and attempted to trap it against a tree with its 

large wings, the raven cried out to the crow to get the eagles atten-

tion so it could escape, but the cowardly crow had already left him 

behind. In desperation the raven slashed at the attacking eagleõs 

eyes, and in the scuffle, fell from the branch he was cornered on. 

The raven dropped all the way down to the forest floor where he 

was overtaken by the cold. 

 Exhausted and alone the crow sullied forth until he neared 

upon the bones of his father not far from the pool. He mourned 

for a time and examined the necklace that adorned his neck. The 

glass trinket at the end was for carrying water, and was just large 

enough for a bird to still be able to fly after filling it. Filled with 

resolve, the crow made it to the pool in no time, where he bathed 

among the other beautiful birds and foliage that surrounded the 

oasis. He didn't take time to suck in the sights though, as after he 

filled his necklace and washed his wings he immediately took 

flight. Soaring through the trees he once walked under foot of the 

crow gleefully dashed toward home, taking note of how the 

branches thinned toward the upper height of the trees, and how 

the warm air at the top was easier to breathe.  

 The crow was so excited to be free of his prison he forgot 

the limitations of his wings and grew very tired. He perched upon 

a middling branch, mindful to avoid the grime, and rested a mi-

nute not far from the outer ring. He heard a rustling underfoot 

and opened his eyes to see a snake making its way to his branch to 

ambush him. The swift crow, mocking the snake, flew in circles 

around the tree then landed on a lower branch and danced with 

his wings open. He felt cold claws dig into his back as he was 
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slammed down onto his branch. Behind him the chilling labored 

breath of the raven beat upon his neck. Maddened by the cold 

below, the ravenõs mind was consumed with thoughts of revenge 

from the moment he was abandoned. The crow let loose a final 

cry as the raven ripped his throat open, he went on to devour his 

excellent eyes, and tear apart his clean, powerful wings. He contin-

ued enjoying his meal paying no mind to the approaching snakes 

from the bush, the near frozen raven had no means of escape any-

way. The snakes cleaned up the raven and the mess he made leav-

ing nothing but bones and the crowõs necklace for their children to 

find should they one day choose to make the journey. 
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