
 
 
 
 
 
its pace and his face was stuck in a boyish grin as she halted her trot a 
few feet in front of him. Perecles nudged him to be sure his friend 
acknowledged his good work, but stalked off upon realizing Anatsu 
was off in his own world. 
 “Is there something on my face?” Anaya peered quizzically in 
his direction as her narrow lips turned upward. She knew she had him 
and he knew it, but that didn’t mean the poor boy could do anything 
about it. “Good morning Anatsu. What brings you into the forest so 
early? I’m still on rounds for a few more hours and you’re not 
scheduled until much later.” She chuckled as Anatsu’s cheeks 
reddened. She had definitely caught him off guard and decided to 
pursue the sport. Anaya placed one hand gently on his right arm and 
looked him in the eye with a question on her tongue. Mischief loomed 
behind that expression and somehow he knew it. “Have you a fever, 
dear friend? You’re looking a bit flushed.” Anatsu squirmed under her 
torment so the gracious young maiden relented and delved into the 
truth of the matter. Her eyes transfixed on him with the utmost 
attention. 
 “I’m…I’m fine…” was all he managed to stammer before she 
placed two fingers on his lips silencing the poor elf. Anatsu 
understood the gesture and silently thanked Anaya for not making the 
situation worse. For a moment, he looked indignant as if ready to 
protest, but the feelings faded. 
 “Friend, what troubles you? I sense anger, fear and hurt 
within your aura.” She smiled, easily pacifying his restless spirit. She 
made him want to spew all his worries out at once, but he promised 
her he’d practice some self-restraint after the last time he’d 
bombarded her with information. Somewhere high above, a bird sang 
cheerful melodies that seemed to float down on a gentle wind 
permeating the air around them. Anatsu shifted his travel pack 
preparing himself to speak. 
 “The High Council denounced my findings once more today. 
This is the fifth time they’ve refused to hear me out. In fact, this time 
they went so far as to banish me from their halls without so much as a 
word from my lips. I had to talk to their scribe who wrote little more 
than a few minor words and a bunch of scribbles and doodles. This 
problem is serious and they’re passing it off as if Darkness is no more 
than a myth and a good nursery rhyme. You must have encountered 
the plague in your rounds. It’s spreading, I know. Past the burning 
grove now, am I correct? We have to…” 
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Anaya raised a hand against the potential onslaught. “Slow 
down Anatsu, you’re speaking far too quickly for my ears at this early 
an hour. You are correct. The shadow that swallowed this land so 
many years ago is once more emerging, but it’s not yet beyond the 
burning grove. There’s still time to save it.” Anaya lied, he knew it, but 
he also knew she was trying to protect him. Anatsu hated when she 
treated him as a son. She was no older than he, but still he was the 
baby. Anaya had other motives as well, however. 
 The elven maiden was well beyond her years in knowledge of 
the world and still maintained the beauty of a goddess. What she 
lacked that made her undesirable to the others was a gentler 
complexion. She was trim and muscular and treated most more 
harshly than would be considered normal from a woman in their 
village. She was only this nice to Anatsu because he’d actually taken 
the time to get to knew her. Their friendship was strong. Although she 
could have been softer, Anaya loved what she did. In fact, she 
outranked Anatsu by several levels; the subject of many conversations 
tugging on his jealously. To them, this work was more than just a 
duty. It was an honor to protect the elven homeland and garnered 
instant respect and envy from the other villagers. 
 After mulling over what Anaya had said, Anatsu felt prepared 
to speak once more. “Forgive me, its just so frustrating to deal with a 
council that refuses to accept any notion of danger. What good are 
their sentries if the old codgers refuse to heed a single word of 
warning we deliver?” He could see the warning in her eye, but knew 
she wouldn’t turn him in. “You’d think they would have seen the 
imminent catastrophe in those celebrated visions they flaunt around. 
It is how they came into power if I remember correctly.” 
 Anaya’s expression hardened to the stony face of an 
immovable mountain. “Be wary about when and where you say things 
such as that. Remember, we elves have very sensitive hearing not to 
mention the forest hears everything. Even the most private hideaways 
are not altogether safe from a prying ear. Those sorts of words are 
viewed as surreptitious and could easily cost you your life if repeated 
in the right audience.” For a second, the color drained from Anatsu’s 
face, but Anaya reassured him. “Do not fear, friend, I would never 
turn you in and Balthazar won’t be running his rotation for another 
hour. Besides, between you and me, I think the council could use a 
little mental stimulation myself.” She smiled warmly at her friend 
causing the color to slowly return. Outside sound returned from  
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beyond their bubble of conversation. Life was a cheerful relief from 
the hopeless abyss he’d fallen into a moment before. Hope was a 
miraculous thing indeed. 
 “War is just on the horizon and yet I feel I can do nothing. No 
doubt the humans won’t react till the disease has terrorized their 
lands as well.” The two elves paused for a moment on their 
meandering stroll at one of their favorite springs. This was where the 
two of them could be alone and talk. Beyond the flow of water, time 
seemed to be static, a serene paradise all to themselves. Water gushed 
from deep within a large bald-faced rock. The sun’s bright strokes 
created sparkling crystals as water plunged for the great pool below. 
Anatsu peered into the shrouded abyss glimpsing a world they once 
knew. Each drop within the cascade held a memory of times long past. 
“Hey Anaya, remember when we first met back in the ranger 
academy? I’d gotten hopelessly lost on our first real expedition and 
you grudgingly accepted the search and rescue mission. I had walked 
for hours searching for some sign of a trail until I came here. When 
you found me, your glare brought me out of my trance. My entire life 
was laid before me and for the time, I was happy.” What he didn’t tell 
her was that she had been the center of all those visions. He’d fallen in 
love with someone he never really knew. Before that, they were mere 
competitors in a bid for position within the scouts. 
 Anaya smiled and grasped his hand in her own. “Those really 
were wonderful times, friend.” The two elves stared into the mist and 
shared a moment Anatsu would never forget. Behind them, Perecles 
plodded back into view and flopped beside them. For once in his life, 
Anatsu felt he was at complete inner peace. He couldn’t be happier. 
 “War comes and goes, Anatsu. Our friendship shall not be the 
same. Just as this water will ever continue to flow, so shall we be 
friends.” Something about the relation to water frightened him deep 
within, but at the moment an expression of hurt came about him. 
Something about the word friend had wounded him deeper than any 
such word should for reasons he was unable to decipher. Anatsu’s 
hand trembled lightly within Anaya’s gentle grasp as he searched the 
azure flow for traces of the solace he’d enjoyed moments ago. Playful 
gusts of wind danced across his lips, but the space felt empty. Anatsu 
watched as the wind played across the water creating the appearance 
of aged wrinkles. A part of him hoped that time was far off for himself. 
That brought on another flow of memories causing him to stare 
wistfully off into space. Anaya looked over at him questioningly, but  
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remained silent. Anatsu pondered how long they had actually known 
each other and how long he’d had to dwell with those feelings inside.  
 Perecles interrupted the elf’s musings by nudging him gently 
and letting loose a low growl. Anatsu reminded himself that he would 
owe the tiger a favor later. “Just one more moment friend, then we’ll 
chance the council once more. Soon enough, we won’t have time to 
revel in the beauty of the earth nor dwell in our memories. Let’s enjoy 
this for as long as we can.” He turned to Anaya who seemed to be deep 
in thought herself. “Perhaps this time you can accompany us. They  
shut out one elf and his tiger, but two of us may at least warrant us an 
audience.” 
 Anaya shook her head. “We need proof to garner the support 
necessary for them to listen. That requires more time and definitely 
more concerned citizens. They can ignore us, but not the entire 
village. Until then, all we can do is prove that we’re willing to fight for 
these lands. My rounds are over, however, so I’ll return with you as 
long as you’re buying my breakfast.” Anatsu smiled and nodded in 
obvious agreement. He would have given anything to spend more 
time with her so an entire meal as his treat would be a welcome 
diversion from his seemingly impossible task. They rose together and 
left their refuge; they left their memories in exchange for a brutal fight 
for the future. Together, Anatsu felt they could overcome any great 
evil the world had to offer.  
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William Comstock 
 
 

 

like you 
 
 
I push my pen on the paper, 
letters leak from ballpoint, 
words solidify, build to form mountains, 
only to crack 
and crumble into 
a landslide of absolute 
meaninglessness. 
 
 
I want to write like you.  
 
I want to string the coined words onto lines of prose. 
 
I want to create  
beads of thought  
that perspire through thick pages. 
 
I want to 
pluck 
a single strand of long black hair 
and Twist 
and Twirl 
it into words so beautiful that the world  
Stops. 
 
Beauty itself must live in those slender fingers. 
You let it out to dance across the page marking only 
the steps it takes in its delicate wanderings. 
 
I want to know the words. 
The words that make 
devils repent, 
angels sin, 
and people 
Listen. 
The same words that stay with me, 
bouncing around in my skull, 
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screaming for freedom. 
Without ever leaving me, 
they leave me wanting more. 
 
I know I'll never write like you.  
I just know that soon,  
all too soon,  
I won't have your words. 
So, 
like you, 
I'll write. 
You write into the dark. 
and I'll write to follow you. 
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Untitled 
 
 
 Tall buildings and fancy boutiques line the street, the noise of 
busy Westchester, New York echo in my ears.  I’m so out of place here 
but as an auto mechanic I make a lot more money here than I would 
in the country. 
 So here I am, Will Bronson, twenty-one, unmarried, 
unaccomplished to the point where I can’t beat the Elite four in the 
video game Pokemon.  What do I have to show for my life?  Nothing 
really.  The only thing in life I can really say I can do is skin dive—the 
way the ocean rushes past my ears and drowns out the outside world, 
the way my past, no matter what it may be, is swept away by the 
current, washed away by the waves.  All that's left in the end is me and 
the ocean. If only I could live like that forever instead of in this bleak 
city. 
 I enter the parking garage and notice three figures a short 
distance from my parking space. Assuming they are simply clocking in 
for work, I continue to stroll to my car. Then it happens—three loud 
gunshots resonate throughout the parking structure.  I turn just in 
time to see the smallest figure slump to the ground.  The other two 
figures turn and start toward the black sports car next to mine.  One 
of them glances at me, our gazes meet briefly.  An Asian girl; about 
5’6”, light brown shoulder length hair, and soft features that belie the 
act she has just committed.  A momentary suggestion of remorse in 
her eyes is quickly masked by indifference.  She nods at me and drives 
away without looking back. 
 The shock of the moment quickly leaves my body and I run to 
the figure on the ground. He is gasping for air. 
 “Hey, I’ll get you help okay.  Just try to hold on.” 
 “No, there’s no time, take this.  The people that shot me will 
go to my apartment looking for this.” 
 He handed me a small locked box. It was made of some type 
of metal, but it weighed next to nothing in my hand. It looked hard to 
break open. 
 “It’s locked. Someone else has the key; they’re looking for the 
box at my apartment. Then they’ll look for the key holder and 
probably kill him too.” 
 “We have to tell somebody.” 
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 “No, we can’t.  The Yakuza has eyes and ears everywhere.  If 
you report it, they’ll know you have the box and they’ll come after you 
too.  They can’t get this box back.” 

They’ll kill me too? The thought swells even as the shock of 
the incident succumbs to waves of disbelief. Whatever is in this box is 
worth killing for.  The Yakuza?  What are they doing in New York?  

 The man’s frantic gasps for air stop. I close my eyes knowing 
there is nothing else I can do. Staring at the box in the palm of my 
hand, I wonder about the key holder and hope he has not been 
discovered. I get in my car and drive out, stopping briefly at a pay 
phone to report the death anonymously. 
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Escape 
 

 
 Boulders towered over Damien.  The smallest of them 
reached almost a foot above his head.  He was tall, nearly 6’4”, but he 
was dwarfed by these rocks.  The sun pounded down on his scalp, as 
he scrambled breathlessly for the refuge of the colossal mountains.  
Pausing for a moment just over the top of a stone twice his height, he 
heard the distant baying of hounds.  His trackers were hampered by 
their horses, useless on this rocky, broken terrain, and it was the only 
reason they had not caught him yet. 
 His main worry was that the dogs could follow his scent, and 
they were the reason he kept moving, when otherwise he would have 
found a hiding spot.  He stopped, exhausted, for a moment beneath a 
low-growing shrub, which nevertheless reached above his head.  The 
piney scent enveloped him, disguising his own.  Peering out from 
beneath the bush, he heard a snap of branches behind him and spun, 
a dagger in hand. 
 Sitting cross-legged on a stone the size of a pebble compared 
to these mammoths, was a girl.  She was dressed in white and pale, 
with silvery blond hair and huge, dark, silver-blue eyes.  She said 
nothing, merely watched him with large, knowing eyes, disconcerting 
from one so young.  He stared back, uncertain.  Where had she come 
from, and who was she?  The thoughts flitted vaguely across his mind 
as he looked at her.  Sweat dripped into his eyes. He blinked and 
shook his head to clear his mind, and when he looked again she was 
gone.  Behind her seat was a gap between two stones he had not 
noticed before.  He heard the barking of the hounds behind him, 
closer now, and took a tentative step forward.  Peering into the hole 
he saw a glimmer of greenish light, like the sun filtering through 
leaves. 
 Hesitantly, he stepped through the arch created by the two 
stones.  He heard a clear, bell-like tone as he passed into the green 
tinged light, and his ears popped.    The sound hung in the air, a 
single, shimmering, trembling note, modulating in different tones, but 
continuing ceaselessly.  He turned slowly, searching for its source.  
There, through a gap in the trees, something was flying.  It glided 
through the air with graceful swoops and dives, soaring, he realized, 
below  him. The gap  he  had  stepped  through  was  gone,  instead  he  
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stood at the edge of a tall precipice, looking down at the land he had 
struggled so long to cross.  Miles in the distance he saw the small 
specks that were his pursuers.  He stared dazedly at the beautiful 
creature, the source of the shivering note that still hung in the air, 
matching the creature’s movements, the tone swooping and rising as 
it did.  His exhausted body gave out, and he collapsed beneath the tree 
where he had been standing.   
 He’d like to see the dogs follow that trail he thought as he 
slipped into unconsciousness.   
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