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Fall Fiction Contest Winner 
 

Night Tremor  
By Victoria Krajci  
 
 I toss a little pebble into the blue calm 
waters. Falling down slowly, it collides with the 
water. It sends ripples out into the stream. I sigh 
to myself. The beauty of nature has long been 
forgotten. Creatures from another world have 
inhabited earth now. I have only this moment in 
peace. The last moment of real life. Everything 
will be destroyed by tomorrow. They will take 
this from me.  
 I hear rustling in the bushes behind me. I 
breathe in sharply. Oh no. Theyõve found me.  
 I quickly hurry away from the stream. Running 
to a nearby boulder, I crouch in fear behind it. I 
wanted to save this earth. It has been destroyed 
by creatures from hell. Crushing everything in 
its way, the footsteps approach me. I hold my 
breath. I fear they will find me.  
 One. Two. Three. I count of the numbers 
in my head.  
 The steps stop. I fear if I look I will see 
them. They will find me. I will be dead. Thereõs 
a shadow on the ground. It appears to be human. 
But I donõt trust my eyes. The figure mumbles 
something to itself. I donõt understand what it 
speaks. I hear it coughing. It must be human, 
right? For these other beings breathe no air, and 
cannot cough.  
 I slowly look over the edge of the rock. I 
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see a little girl, with torn clothes. Withered from 
the dust and soot in the world. She coughs again, 
harder this time. She is human, I can see that 
now. I count my blessings and stand up. She 
sees me instantly, fear in her eyes.  
 òLittle one, are you alright?ó I ask her. 
 She doesnõt respond, for panic has con-
sumed her. I approach her slightly, moving a few 
feet closer. She cocks her head to one side. Stud-
ying my features, trying to see if I  am what I  
appear to be.  
 òI am human, little girl,ó I confirm. She 
steps backwards. òDonõt be frightened.ó I ease 
myself closer. Her eyes are red and bloodshot. I 
fear she will pass out soon. I reach towards her, 
wanting to help her. She withdraws from my 
grasp. I put my hands up in defense.  
 òWho are you?ó I ask.  
 òAre you human?ó She asks, not answer-
ing my question. 
 I nod my head. She purses her lips, not 
believing me.  
 òWhere did you come from? Are you 
lost?ó I question her. 
 She wraps her arms around herself. I can 
tell she is cold and afraid. I take a step back, giv-
ing her space. 
 òI must leave now. They will be looking 
for me.ó She states and then hesitantly turns 
around. 
 I want to yell after her. But I know that 
she is right. They are using the human children 
as slaves. Children are the only ones who canõt 
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retaliate against them. The adults rioted early. 
They didnõt stand a chance. All adults were mur-
dered, women and men the same. Tears run 
down my cheeks, remembering the pain they 
suffered. They were not just murdered, but 
slaughtered like animals. These creatures have 
no emotions, no sense of remorse. It kills me in-
side to see what I have seen.  
 The death. The screams. 
 The blood.  
 I donõt dare stay put longer. I run to-
wards my hideout, my secret cave, hidden deep 
in the forest. I pass the 17th red oak, and push 
aside the bushes I have placed to conceal my 
òhome.ó 
 I enter the dark, damp cave. I take 3 steps 
forward and feel around for the candle and light-
er on the wooden bench. When I locate it, I light 
the candle easily. The space is illuminated by  
the small flame. The emptiness of the dark cave 
is shown. There is no one here but me. This 
space is all I have left that is my own. 
 I pull out a picture from my back pocket. 
Crumpled edges surround the beautiful face. 
DeAndre. The dark skin color stands out against 
his bright blue eyes. The man who held the key 
to my heart. He was taken from me. Ripped 
right from my grasp. I stare at his angelic face 
and let the tears fall down my face. Loneliness 
surrounds me. I donõt attempt to control the sobs 
that ripple through my body. I lay on the hay 
pile I gathered into a òbedó. The candle flickers 
out. Blackness is all I can see. I close my tired 
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eyes. Darkness swallows me whole. 
 I hear something moving outside. I wake 
up fully alert. It is dark in here, but I can see a 
small amount of light coming from the exit of 
my òhomeó. I hear more movement. I get up 
slowly, cautiously. I approach the entrance. I 
slowly poke my head out and scan the area. 
Trees, dirt, stones. Nothing out of the ordinary. 
I step outside and look closer. 
 I hear a noise. My head snaps in its direc-
tion. I see the demon creature. Dark black skin. 
A row of bright orange horns surround its face.  
Small red eyes stare at me intently. My first in-
stinct is to run, flee. But I see no point. I stay 
and face the alien. This being is small, but looks 
menacing. It snares at me, showing me its razor 
sharp teeth. 
 It points at me with its sharp claw like 
fingers.  Now, I do run. Flee from being near it. 
I hear it following me, quickly approaching. I 
sprint faster. It canõt catch me. I must live on. It 
wonõt end like this. I promised DeAndre I 
wouldnõt let them take me.   
 It grabs me by my shirt forcefully. I cry 
out in pain and fear. I strike it with full force. I 
scamper away and quickly grab a large branch 
that lay the ground. This is my weapon? Iõm 
dead. The creature moves closer and glares at 
me. My heart is beating immensely. I wonõt give 
up. I swing the branch at it, trying my best to 
scare it.  
 òGo away demon!ó I yell at it. 
 The creature is not afraid of me at all. It 
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moves closer. I jab it with my òweaponó. It grabs 
the branch and breaks it in half with ease. My 
breath gets caught in my throat. This is the end. 
The demon closes the space between us. I stand 
my ground. I must be strong. For DeAndre. 
 The alien puts me in a choke hold. I gasp 
for air. I struggle to get his claws off of me. 
They dig into my skin. Blood flows from the 
wounds.  
 òHelp!ó I scream, though I know it will 
do no help. 
 I am among the last free humans. I 
squirm in its grasp as tears roll down my face. 
 The end is near.  
 The creature shows me the ferocious 
teeth. Sharp as knives. I scream again. It gnaws 
on my neck. I groan in pain. Blood pours down 
my skin. Agony takes over me. The demon 
throws me to the ground with a thump.  
 I crawl away, slowly. The blood spews 
out of my wounds. The demon laughs; a hoarse 
evil chuckle. I lean against a tree, I shall die here. 
I cry in pain, sadness, defeat. My vision is blurry 
and I cannot see anything anymore. The pain is 
unbearable. I scream out into the blackness. I 
need death to take me now. I canõt bear this ago-
ny. I feel like a black hole is sucking me in. I let 
it take me. The feelings of pain subside. I am 
numb and I see no way out. I wait for death to 
take me.  
 Carry me home to DeAndre.  



10 

 
Î 

Artwork by Alyson Huber  
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Fall Fiction Contest Honorable Mention 
 

Twisted Memories 
Chelsea Richey 
 

 The date was November 1. I walked 
down the street in the darkness. The cold wind 
brushed over my pale face. The misty air made 
me shiver as I strolled to the North Bridge. I 
stood against the rails and stared into the rush-
ing waters. My thoughts were flowing like a riv-
er. I pulled my hoodie down to cover my icy 
cold arms. I reached into my pocket and felt the 
cold, metal òLó shaped object inside. I shuddered 
at the feeling of the smooth metallic coating of 
the object as it was exposed to the icy air. With 
my other hand I reached up and wiped the salif-

erous tears from my eyes. I removed the re-
volver from my pocket and hurled it into the 
foamy waters below. I watched the waves carry 
the gun downstream. 
 I fell to my knees, tears still rolling down 

my hot cheeks. I NEVER  meant to kill anyone. 

I WAS NEVER A CRAZY GIRL.  I had 
spilt the BLOOD of one two men now. They 

were not innocent. But would it be considered 

self-defense? NO.  Would they lock me up for 

life if they knew what I had done? YES. If any-
one knew the deepest secrets that Terry knew 
will never escape from my mouth. If anyone 
knew the amount of information that I had only 
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told Terry I keep bottled up inside my mind and 
my heart. Nobody could understand why I am 

the way that I am. THIS IS EXACTLY 
WHY I TRUST NO ONE.  
 The only person I have ever fully trusted 
is was Terry. Terry and I have been were friends 
since our moms met at the hospital, Terry was 
born three days after me. But none of that mat-

tered now. Terry was slaughtered three 

months ago. She was gutted, ripped apart and 
thrown into the very river I stand in front of 
now. Terry got too close. Trusted too easily. 
 It isnõt like I was clueless about Terryõs 

KILLERS. I have known since the day she dis-
appeared. Their names were Darrell Gray and 

Lucas Shadie. Two SICK, TWISTED  indi-
viduals who lured Terry Andersen in with their 
lies. Two scumbags men who claimed to be her 
òFRIENDSó.  

The body was never actually recovered. 
But I never needed proof. She was gone. I 
WISH HER LIFE WAS NEVER TAKEN I 
miss her so much. 

And now her death has turned me into a 
cold-blooded murderer monster. Now those two 
freaks can never harm a hair on her anyoneõs 
body. I silenced them both two nights ago. On 
All Hallows Eve. Amongst innocent trick or 
treaters, goblins and ghouls, I ended the lives of 
two heartless imbeciles. 

I dressed up. My òRed Riding Hoodó cos-
tume was so stereotypical. I could have worn a 
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mask. I could have concealed my identity. I 
wanted them to know exactly who I was and 
why I was there.  I knew they would be around. 
I overheard them talking to some classmates ear-
lier about a party at the house by the bridge. 
They would have to cross the bridge to get there. 
So I waited out in the icy cold air. My exposed 
thighs were forming goose bumps as I tried to 
use my cape as a blanket. óHappy Halloween!ó 
screamed the little children who passed by. I 
smiled sweetly, but felt horrible knowing what I 
was about to do. But it needed to be done. 

I saw Darrell and Lucas pull up in Lucasõs 
Ford truck. They slowly crossed over the bridge. 
Their eyes scanned me as they passed by. Dar-
rellõs window slowly rolled down. òHey baby,ó 
he cooed in my direction. òPIGS,ó I whispered 
under my breath. I walked slowly towards their 
car as they parked in the crowded driveway. 
òWell hey baby girl, where you headed?ó asked 
Lucas.  

òOh, just over to see you two fine gentle-
men,ó I said. òYou see, I know something.ó  

òOh yeah? Haha, whaddya know sweet-
heart?ó asked Darrell.  

òOH, well, I know about Terry. I know 
what you did to her,ó I hissed. They looked con-
fused now.  

òYou must have the wrong guysé,ó said 
Darrel.  

òYeah,ó added Lucas òI donõt know any 
Terry.ó 

òSHUT UP!,ó I screamed as I raised the 
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gun and cocked it back. I loved the looks of 
TERROR on their faces. òDonõt try anything 
stupid or Iõll shoot,ó I said. They raised their 
hands in the air. I noticed Darrel trying to 
mouth something to Lucas. òDONõT TALK TO 
HIM!ó I shouted. Lucas reached into his pocket 
and pulled out a knife. òI WARNED YOU!ó I 
screamed. BANG. BANG BANG. BANG. I 
shot four rounds straight into his chest. Darrell 
was crying now. òHeh,ó I laughed. òYour turn,ó 
I smiled at Darrell. BANG. BANG. BANG. I 
fired three more bullets into Darrell; I watched 
as the metal pierced his flesh and ripped him 
open. They both lay dead on the ground in front 
of Lucasõs truck. Someone arriving saw me with 
the gun and saw the dead bodies. òOH MY 
GOD, IõLL CALL THE COPS!ó they screamed. 
I pocketed the gun and ran. I ran as fast as I 
could all the way home. 

And thatõs how I ended up at another 
bridge. Dumping this gun into the flowing wa-
ter. I sat down against the railings, shivering and 
crying. What had I done?  

I started the short walk home. When I 
arrived at my house, there was a cop car in the 
driveway. Uh oh. I snuck around the back of the 
house and went through the sliding glass door. 
Sure enough, there he was. Standing there with 
all of his authority. I stared at the gleaming met-
al badge pinned to his chest. òMaõam, youõre 
gonna have to come with me,ó said the Officer. 
So I did the only thing I could do. I fainted. 

I woke up in an empty room. The walls 
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were stained white. The bed was white. There 
was a card on the wall. It said get well soon. I 
opened it and started to read:  

This is for your own good. I donõt know 
what was going through your mind when 
you shot those two boys. You havenõt 
been the same since Terry moved away. 
We should have made you complete your 
therapy at this institution before we let 
you come home but we thought you were 
better. We thought you were cured. Ob-
viously you arenõt ready to deal with the 
real world yet. We still love you, but we 
want our little girl back.  
Mom & Dad 

  
Tears were flowing down my cheeks. 

How could I not remember any of this? Was my 
mind really this messed up? I didnõt even re-
member being in this placeéthis scary, lonely 
place. Terryéthatõs rightéI remember the mov-
ing vans in front of her houseéHow did I imag-
ine something so extraordinary? Something so 
unreal. I couldnõt live with myself. I looked out 
the window. I was four floors up. The sun was 
hidden by gray billowy clouds. I wiped the tears 
from my eyes. I AM A MURDERER. I opened 
up the window and stepped out onto the ledge. 
In that last moment, nothing mattered because I 
was going to make everything right. I closed my 
eyes and leapt.                
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Ray-Ray 
by Kali Short 
 

The opportunities in life we miss, 
Like that one simplistic kiss, 
Take the rest of our lives and days, 
For the disappointment to fade away,  
We come so close but yet so far, 
Counting on that shooting star,  
Will we think back and reminisce? 
About just that one missed kiss,  
Opportunity comes and goes, 
And the wishing, wanting, waiting always shows. 
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Photo by Tami Pragle 
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Photo by Autumn Bendzus 
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Mother Teresa 
by Alicia Kuhlmann 
 
Uprooting the evil from the good, 
Alone and hard at work I stood. 
A distasteful duty of constant bend, 
I steadily repeat this weeding trend. 
Evicting the vermin from tortured vines, 
As the worrying parentsõ will declines. 
Until one mother, brave and true, 
Attempts the act which none would do. 
Back and forth she retrieves her young, 
Uncaring of the deadly outcome. 
Her love for those to live and grow, 
The purpose only God can know. 
Just think are you brave and true, 
Enough to save those depending on you? 
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I Promise You 
by Stephanie Knudsen 
 
I promise you. 
The day you leave, 
My pain will smile for you. 
I promise you. 
When youõre gone, 
Iõll be waiting for you. 
I promise you. 
The time youõre away, 
Iõll stay strong for you. 
I promise you. 
The things you have to do, 
Iõll never ask, for you. 
I promise you. 
When you call, 
Iõll be here for you. 
I promise you. 
When you come back, 
Iõll smile with tears, for you. 
And I promise you, 
I am dreading the next time, 
You have to leave again, 
But always know Iõm here for you. 
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Flirting  
by Rhiannon Bortle 
 
  The more I think about it, the more anx-
ious I get. Itõs like a jolt of electricity flowing 
through my bones; I canõt get enough of it. The 
adrenaline rushes through my body, sending 
shivers up my spine and making my hair stand 
on end. It feels like Iõm standing on a jagged cliff 
over a one hundred foot drop. Beneath me are 
clear, blue waves crashing upon themselves with 
immense force. Seaweed washes up and clings to 
the sharp rocks, as if holding on for dear life, not 
letting go, like me. Like the first time I ever 
climbed a tree, it seemed so high up. The bark 
got caught to my clothes, and the green and red 
leaves rustled around me as if cheering me on. 
The feeling I felt was fear, at first. But the mo-
ment I made that crucial decision to jump, fear 
went away and the feeling of happiness took its 
place. Itõs that moment in between fear and hap-
piness. When someone isnõt sure whether the 
decision theyõre about to make is right or wrong, 
they feel that they could stumble and fall forever 
at any moment . The moment of not knowing, 
the moment of insecurity and my rising heart 
beat are what keep me coming back. Those feel-
ings keep me from hiding like a child and going 
forever without knowing what the outcome will 
be. Curiosity plays a role, too. Itõs nearly impos-
sible to wonder about something, and then go 
through life and not know the truth. Something 
can be polished and proper on the outside, but 
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underneath it could be broken or like a puzzle; a 
puzzle that is just waiting to be put together. 
This feeling makes my heart pound, makes me 
feel like Iõm flying upside down, and not tied to 
anything. Other people experience this feeling 
too, if they are daring enough. They have to be 
willing to take a back seat to everything else and 
just let that feeling take over.  I have yet to de-
cide if it is right or if it is wrong, but then again 
it doesnõt matter. No matter what it is, right or 
wrong, it will still give me that same feeling. 
The constant butterflies when I speak, the play-
ful conversation and catching glances are all a 
part of the game. There are only two players in 
this game, and thereõs no real winner. I could be 
setting myself up for disaster, but thatõs what itõs 
all about, jumping first, and then learning how 
to fall.  
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