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Rose of Blue 

Original college junior year poem 

 

long stemmed and thorn, a blue rose 

pale and mix of sky in comparison, 

rather lost in thought and heart. 

Nestled among alike…thy keen, 

…lost amongst the very same; 

all same, yet all different, their own— 

but none story like the one, slightly tilted 

slanted eastward, bound for more with 

upward gaze toward white and similar blue 

 

clouds, filled and sodden, slide by eyes which are not eyes 

covering a horizon, high over amateurs and copycats. 

Only shall one be like no other 

—blue rose, in hand, near cheek and in heart 

future foretold, whispered amongst 

ears that are no ears 

anew fresh and young, recently blossomed petal skyward 

 

discovered, picked at prime, and set on wooden plank 

for all to see. I gaze at it, in wonder 

knowing the blaze it could spark 

and the night it will warm; think of her I pick; 

my her, petite in innocence, a lovely her and blonde— 

—short thin and slightly manageable 

beauty nonetheless— 

saving it, the blue rose, from wooden plank 

remembering the moments snuggled 

flashes of tears upon sheet and shoulder 

while graved body in sorrow and pain— 

that which I wanted to take away, forever 

 

i recall flickers where the pain slipped away 

replaced by mouth in content, the smile that spread, 

such joy. a blue rose, long stemmed, 

This simple member of once grand foliage 

would bring forth such an occasion, 

new memories, new cherishing— 

—an end to melancholy, 

all though, only for the shortest of time; 

until the next blossom and unique blue wishes free and

 

 

 

Love Is 

 

Love is true and vile, 

wondrous and fickle, 

lifting and weighted, 

effortless and tasking, 

peace and chaos, 

righteous and ghastly, 

divine and murderous, 

holy and deprived, 

beginning and ending. 

Love is all there is. 

Love began, 

and love ends!
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That Moment 

Original college senior year prose 

 

 Sitting with a coffee in hand and doughnut sugar upon his cheek, James hears the news. Ain’t this 

a bitch! The father of the bride is calling the wedding off. James drove sixteen hours, in his raggedy car, so 

that he could support his boy and the girl’s father is canceling. Damn, this is messed up. 

 Tension now fills the room, but it was not so just a moment ago. Only a second ago people were 

communicating, laughing, and bonding. Only a moment ago James was checking out all the bridesmaids 

and their sisters, even their mothers. Just a minute before people drank hot liquid from hotel paper cups 

and talked of the couple’s future. People were smothered in joy and happiness, even though the hotel 

breakfast lobby is lit poorly. That is what weddings do: bring joy and content emotions even to the heaviest 

of hearts. Sometimes jealousy is evident, but only for those players of the world. Guests who never heard of 

one another were talking with each other as if they had been friends for ages. Women were making plans 

for the first baby shower and men were smiling as they remembered the bachelor party that occurred the 

night before. If details were to be given the LORD may strike down all those who attended. That was all a 

moment ago though. Everything can change in a moment. 

 James could not figure out what could have happened for such news. The bride’s father just walks 

into the lobby and shouts that the wedding was off, then turns and leaves, just as subtly as he enters. 

Images run through James mind about every incident he could recall from several weeks ago until this very 

instance, this very moment. Nothing! Absolutely nothing has happened, that he could recall, that could end 

the wedding ceremony the day of its horrendous, commitment ritual. There is no reason for such news that 

he can conclude. What did John do? What the hell happened? Wait! James catches the glance of the slender 

maid next to the pastry filled table. She looks familiar; her long, straight brown-blonde hair, that petite waist 

line, and that tight backside. James is drawn in now, by the hot body of the cream colored maid, and as he 

approaches her he notices something that sends shivers down his spine. He notices her shoes. Oh shit! The 

shoes are the same glittery pink sandals a stripper from the bachelor party wore last night. Sweet! 

 “Hey you,” pointing at the maid, James calls, “I want to talk with you.” 

 The maid steps back and shrugs her shoulders, “Me?” 

 “Yea you,” James grabs her left hand and turns it over, the same exact tattoo that the stripper had 

last night. “I’m right! You were at the bachelor party last night. You were the one that was all over John.” 

James pauses and strains his eyes, “Why the hell are you still here, and in a maid’s uniform nonetheless?” 

 “I’m a maid, duh,” she fires back, “not a stripper you asshole.” 

 “But, last night, I…I swear you were there.” 

 “Last night, I…I, never mind.” She snatches her hand from James’ grip and tries to walk away. 
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 “I don’t think so,” James grabs her by the shoulder and clutches her tight, “if you’re a maid then 

why the hell were you taking off your clothes at my guy’s bachelor party? Not that I’m complaining, it was 

fun, I’m just intrigued to know what you were thinking.” 

 The maid turns toward James smirking, she looks so devilish and sneaky, “I saw John when he 

arrived to the hotel four days ago, and I liked what I saw. He was so fucking hot.” The maid peeks around 

searching for prying ears, “When I found out that he was going to be at the bachelor party last night I 

decided to crash it.” 

 “So you stripped for us, just to be close to him?” 

 “I stripped for John, not you or any of the other cheap asses.” 

 “Wait,” James looks into the maid’s eyes and sees something that makes his spirit quiver violently, 

“what happened? What did you do to him?” The maid only grinned, sinisterly and then shrug her shoulders. 

Gripping her tighter, pretty sure he is causing her some uneasy tension, James roared, “Tell me.” He is 

trying so hard to express true concern. 

 Seductively into James’ ears she whispers, “You really want to know?” She twists her lips look up 

and her eyes flame as her brows arch evilly, “You would!” 

 “Didn’t you know that he is the groom?” 

 “I don’t care. I wanted him.” The maid releases herself from James’ grip and places her soft vanilla 

hand upon his cheek, “I always get what I want.” 

 James’ jaw drops as he watches the maid switch off towards the kitchen. That bitch, that sexy hot 

bitch. She just may have ruined a man’s life and she doesn’t care. 

 

 James, being the best guy and all, decides that he has to do something. He can not let that bitch 

of a maid ruin his friend’s life. He did drive sixteen hours after all. As he leaves the lobby area in search of 

the dressing room James snickers to himself, “Crazy shit. John is about to marry this Mary girl, vowing to 

only tap one piece of ass for eternity, and yet he still has more game than me.” Shaking his head, he 

stumbles up the stairs. 

 James is on the correct floor now: the twelfth floor of the hotel, which is rented to the groom and 

his groomsmen. The entire floor belongs to the men. And the entire floor roared last night. James continues 

to pursue the dressing room, room 1215, with only one thing on his mind: that maid and the strippers last 

night. It was a great bachelor party. Hell, it was the best fucking party ever. A man always knows when a 

party has gone well; he wakes up with a lady on each side. Last night James woke up with a lady at each 

side, and another two on the floor at the foot of his bed. Wow, I’m the man. I handled four babes last 

night. But I wish that maid was one of them. Oh yea, shaking his head and smirking, that would be nice. 

Hold it, I have to stop. James tries to straighten his thoughts. He has to be there for John now. It is true 

that James thought that John should not get married, no more bar hopping and club pimping, but James did 

back his friend, one hundred percent. John is very serious about Mary, James thought, well at least he was, 
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and friends have to be there for each other. What could James say? Are there any correct words to say? 

Should he just walk in and hold John? Wait, maybe John does not care. Maybe John wants the marriage to 

be called off. James could only wish and hope. He finally reaches the door. James raises his left hand to 

knock but something seems to force him to stop. His entire body freezes and not a single thought crashes 

around in his depraved mind. 

 Standing outside John’s changing room, twiddling his thumbs, James overhears John’s mother 

yelling. “What the hell did you do?” James does not hear John’s answer but he does hear his mother’s 

response, “You did what? You fucking dumb ass. Why? How could you? I thought that I…no, I know I 

raised you better than that.” James hears glass shattering against the door. Yea, I think that John’s mother 

has him in control now, James thinks to himself as John’s mother continues her rampage. “John! You 

fucking asshole! You are just like your father.” I’ll let her handle him. Maybe Mary needs to talk with 

someone. 

 He steps off the elevator on the ninth floor, the bride and bridesmaid floor, only to enter the ester 

gene capital of America. Females of all ages, from both sides of the family crowd the floor, all wanting in 

with the bride; all wanting to know what is happening. James forces himself through the mass of breast and 

emotions, a quick touch here and slight brush there, only to reach the brides’ door where her brother is 

pretending to be a bouncer. “Let aside kid. I need to talk with the bride.” The bouncer lifts his chin and 

shakes his head. James grabs his strangling arm and tightens, “Move, I want to talk with Mary.” Mary’s 

brother moves aside and allows James to enter. Why? James does not know; he did not say anything 

persuasive. Maybe the grip on his arm was enough. James does not know his own strength. The door opens 

and James enters. A trap. Mary’s brother knows the condition of the room and its contents. He allowed me 

in here so that I could be cried to death. That bastard. Mary is crying, no, she is weeping; alone on her 

knees with her face buried into her hands. The only evidence of sane life is her mother in the next room, on 

the phone ranting at family that could not make the special occasion. James decides that the best man is 

better off with the groom and tries to sneak out, but he is spotted. 

 “Wait,” sobbing and drenched in her own salty misery, Mary attempts to stop James’ exit. “Why are 

you here? Are you here to gloat about your buddies’ achievement?” 

 “No.” James tries not to laugh. Mary thinks she knows me so well. 

 “Then why are you here, huh?” 

 Stumbling over his words and grinding his right foot into the carpet, “I thought that maybe, you 

needed someone to talk to. I mean somebody to hear you moan and all.” 

 “You came here to console me. Ha. That is hilarious. It’s your fault that John did what he did. Your 

fault.” 

Mine, James thought to himself. This bitch is crazy. How is it my fault? “What the hell are you saying? I 

didn’t tell John to fuck that bitch. You can’t put this one on me.” 
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“John learned the game from you, James.” Mary stands accusing. She walks over to James and her eyes 

snarl. “He learned the game very well. You were a great teacher.” 

 “Game? Teacher? What are you saying?” 

 “He did what you would have done.” 

 “To hell he did. I would have never been at my own wedding. I’m not a one woman kind of guy.” 

 Mary jerks her head, “I guess that’s true. You’re a dog. But you did have a helping hand in this.” 

 “Helping hand? Whoa. I don’t think so. I don’t play that. I’m a real…” 

 Mary interrupts him, “You told him that it was a mistake to marry me. You reminded him that I 

would be the only partner he would have for the rest of his life. You’re an ass. The love of my soul slept 

with a whore because you couldn’t be a friend and let him be happy.” 

 James only looks at Mary as she continues her rant, “You wanted him to be so much like you. I’m 

sick to my stomach just looking at you.” Mary begins to weep again. Tears rushed from her eyes. Her pain 

is so vibrant and sharp. “My life is over because you couldn’t let go of your friend.” Mary falls to the floor 

like thunder. “You asshole!” she shouts. 

 James left the bride, with her misery, on the floor. He never saw such pain before, so much pain. 

He actually felt an intense swelling inside when Mary began to cry again and fell to the floor. It was like 

Mary had slapped him. What he is feeling he cannot explain, only thoughts race in his mind. Do all the 

women in my life feel, like that? Do they all cry when they talk or think about me? 

 They couldn’t, I’m James. I’m a real man. Shaking his head and throwing his arms up James gets 

on the elevator to go back down to the lobby. Whatever, maybe Mary’s sister needs some consoling. 

 

 

 

Rhyme of Love, Prayer of Thanks 

 

My heart knows the words my tongue doesn't say. 

I try to keep it secret but a smile gives me away. 

 

My soul does nothing but thank God each day, 

For the wondrous blessings he has sent my way. 

 

For this person He blessed me with this day 

Thank you God for love is all I say.
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Seer Afar 

Original college junior year poem 

 

Off in the distance, upon a cliff of dreams 

with my glory of feathers 

hidden, blended, and unseen, 

only in imagination known to be there 

I see all - the strange scene: 

future tyrants swarming melted time, 

a day with no sun, and 

beautiful in color yet disturbing sight. 

An image strange 

from the father surreal, 

a movement begun 

continual. 

All things changing with eyes closed 

seen through mind alone, 

not vision for binoculars 

nor eye for the matter, 

saddened by nightmare and 

rise of darkness, 

the fall of one 

and rise of another. 

Submerged within my coat, my only defense: 

a small pocket knife 

that could end this travesty. 

Obvious now, I was unprepared for this, 

these emotions pure evidence 

that I was not yet ready for this sight.

 

 

 

Ambition Deferred 

Original college junior year poem 

 

images through a frame 

lively yet frozen 

 

altered by self value 

a sense of godliness 

 

excitement of great thought 

on the quiet mind 

 

a pen and pad, the rational 

turned down, by which 

 

a key is lying 

and locked is the door of achievement. 
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A Foolish Prince 

Edited draft from 8th grade prose 

 

 In a golden banquet hall, in a castle at the bottom of a cavern in a great ocean, there is 

conference-taking place. The conference is involving the survival of a species. The species existence was 

threatened by an inferior race that shared the planet. The son of the Emperor, Neptune, called the meeting. 

Neptune has decided to inform the nobles and peasants of a growing concern of his, while his father was 

occupied in a distant empire. 

 “My people, as the son of the Emperor Titan and as my duty as a ruling member of the Titanoid 

race, I have called this conference to action, to inform you about a problem.” by this point Neptune had the 

attention of the subjects. “The problem is concerning our existence. Our species is on the verge of 

extinction.” 

 The crowd began to snicker and yell at Neptune, “Liar, that is impossible,” “Go back to your room 

foolish child,” “How could that be when all our needs are met by the endless ocean.” 

 Neptune struck the podium with mighty force. As his fists made contact with the podium lightening 

turned the podium to ash, instantly. “That is exactly the problem. The ocean is sick. It has been poisoned.” 

The crowd let out a roar of laughter. Exactly how could the ocean be poisoned if they took care of it? “It 

was the land dwellers. They have plagued their homes with all sorts of sicknesses and now have brought a 

liquid death upon us all.” 

 Land dwellers? A myth? Were they real? They were just stories elders told the young ones to 

frighten them. Young ones were not the only ones afraid, all Titanoids were afraid. The legend has it that a 

land people would strike silently and kill their Emperor and then destroy them all. Neptune telling the people 

about the myth of land people was outrageous. This was all a lie and waste of time, at least the subjects 

thought. They had not liked what the foolish prince had to say, in fact one subject said out loud. On any 

other day it would have been treason, but this was totally different. The subjects had begun to throw 

objects and yell at the prince to leave. 

 Neptune did just that. He pleased the crowd by leaving. However, he had to say the last words, 

“You fools. You will surely die.”  

 

 Twelve days after the conference, Titan returned without many of the men he had left with. Five of 

the original fifteen guardsmen, and thirty-six of the original one hundred twenty- nine soldier, had returned. 

The subjects were very frightened, never had so many become missing, not even in battle. The subjects 

asked Titan over and over what happened. The only answer he gave was not easing, “I do not remember.” 
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How could you not remember how you lost so many men? Titan then turned to his side and lost 

consciousness. 

 

 Several hours later, Neptune and several nobles stood at the foot of the Emperor’s bed, while 

Neptune’s guardsmen stood at the door. Soon as Titan regain consciousness, Neptune questioned his 

father, “What happened father?” 

 “I am not completely sure. The expedition went great until we reached quadrant ice cape. In the 

ice cape region men began to die. For no reason they just start dying. They had not drowned for their gills 

were unclogged. It was scary and mysterious. We have never suffered such a decline in population since 

the beginning of our new era.” He sat trying to think, when suddenly he screamed the best he could, “there 

was something. There was a strange green liquid at the water’s surface.”  

Neptune knew exactly what it was. No one knew except him. He turned and walked out of Titan’s quarters, 

accompanied by his guardsmen. 

 

 In Neptune’s quarters, Neptune was having a very important conversation with his own personal 

general, McTivon. They speak on their actions, however, the general does not agree with the action 

Neptune speaks of, “My sire. That is totally out of the question. A full assault attack on a people who might 

not even exist is pure craziness. And if they are real, how do we know that they are not brutal monsters.” 

 “I have seen these land dwellers. They are fragile. They will die easily.” 

 “If so, we do not even have the man power to put together that kind of assault team.” 

 Outraged, easily once again, Neptune struck the general, “You bloody cowardly bastard of a liar. 

You assured me that you would support me if the land dwellers threatened our society. They have.” 

 Before the general could give a respond, a cadet barged in, “Excuse my rude interruption sir, but 

the miners have stumbled upon a mysterious monster.” 

 Neptune, the general, and the guardsmen followed the young cadet to sector two-fifteen, where 

the monster was discovered.  

 

 Within the hour, Neptune and the others arrived at the mining location to find a large, dormant, 

monster at the bottom of a shallow cavern. The sides of the monster were crushed, most likely to the 

pressure. Also the monster began to decay as creatures tried to eat through the shell of the sea creature. 

Not a person went near the creature, for any reason. They were afraid. However, Neptune knew better. He 

swam to the creature’s “dorsal fin” searching for something. He called back to McTivon when he found what 

he was looking for, “This is a land dweller’s weapon.” 

 The miners laughed at the prince. The boss called back, “Why would a land dweller, if they were 

real, have a creature at the bottom of the ocean. They want to swim.” Even a greater laughter erupted. This 
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was becoming very amusing to the miners. They began making jokes to mock the prince who was so 

foolish. Acting like land dwellers, as the legend says so. 

 Neptune was not pleased, “I will show you.” He pressed what he had been looking for. It was a 

button. When he pressed the button, a door opened up on the dorsal fin. He motioned to the frightened 

general to come along. They both swam inside the land dweller monster, while the on lookers watched in 

amazement and fear. 

 As Neptune, several guardsmen, and McTivon swim around inside the creature, Neptune found his 

proof of the land dwellers, clothing of alienated fabric with special ribbons upon it. He also found proof of 

the monster’s function -- a weapon. Since Neptune found his proof he had to gloat. Pointing at a targeting 

system, “See, my proof, it is a weapon.” 

 

 Neptune returned, home, to a dead Emperor. An Emperor, who had lived for centuries, now lay 

dead. The doctors blamed the strange liquid. This was a humongous blow to the Empire. With no emperor, 

what would happen if they were invaded. “This my people, this has come at a unfortunate hour. The 

general and I have found proof of the land dweller’s existence. They have a weapon that is dysfunctional in 

sector two-fifteen. These land dwellers have been invading our world for years, without us even knowing. 

My people, I am now in the position of ruling in command. I have made a suggestion, and the general is 

thinking it over.” After ten minutes or so, the general agrees. Neptune then turns to the on looking subjects; 

“We go to war on the invaders, these people of the land, these so called land dwellers, tomorrow.” 

 

 The next day, at precisely eight in the morning, a series of lightning bolts carved into a 

mountainside next to the land dweller’s world policy building, “You have destroyed our world too much and 

now it is payback time.” 

 Hours had went by and the land dwellers had no idea what was going on, they had their own 

explanations, but none could be proven. Then with no warning, a massive, destructive tidal wave took out 

several thousands of people in an hour, all across the shores of the world. After the wave had done its 

damage, a series of terrible storms struck the planet: earthquakes, typhoons, lightening, and other natural 

disasters ripped through the homes of the land dwellers, killing two-third of the world’s population. After 

three weeks of the storms, they stopped as mysteriously as they had started. 

 After the storms died another message was written in the untouched mountainside of the land 

dweller’s world policy building. It read, “We came to your world when you lived in caves and hunted large 

monsters. We gave you knowledge to start a new era and all you have done is use it for death. That has 

been okay, until now. You have used our knowledge and killed our immoral leader. This is your way to say 

thanks, destroying our homes. Well this is how we say you are welcome.” 
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 Within a deadly hour, thousands of soldiers walked out off the seas and struck with a firing blow. 

Land dwellers and their belongings burned in the mighty fire. The sea soldiers were not invading their 

home; they were defending their home from the deadly invasion of the land dwellers. 

 Amongst the ashes burned ethnic flags that represented the diverse cultures of the land dwellers. 

Among the flags that were the first to go, was the one belonging to the said strongest region of the 

primitive people, the American flag. 

 

 

 

Linguistic Cosmic 

Homage to Bungie Studio’s Halo Universe 

 

From cobalt skies to sapphire world 

they do descend and swarm. 

Compiled of grunts and growls, 

twist of words, stabbing pitches, 

piercing frequencies, daggered purrs, 

slurps, and rolling harshness, beauty 

resonating from within deep 

abyss of royalty eternal foreign and feared, 

long over the cosmos spread – fierce. 

Not tyrant's roar trembling imposed, 

voice of savior sung, ominous acceptance 

jargon of cleansing 

and chosen law, all under, none escaping, 

baffled and frozen – 

prey sopping in vernacular damp 

slippery and heatless stench, 

elite, prophets – a gospel chant. 

Intrude on dialect eons in perfecting 

furious fibrous uninviting 

imposing decree and exultant... 

  

  

 

...these sentient abhorred 

baffling and grotesque. 

They squeal with 

horrid harshness in foreign tongue 

slurps and gurgles, twists of word 

slime filled vocabulary, crackling throat 

bubbling deep in the depths of bile 

extracted from gases – foul and poisonous. 

Most sure, venom language to precision 

 – splendor harmonics to native rather, 

diverse and numerous, uncanny, 

unique and bonding, 

although come post aggression 

separate and bloodshed fed. 

Alas for the ghastly sung – 

song of warmth turn cold, iced 

more less, chilled, 

impure, hell bound, hideous. 

Yet, such sound must learn for victorious valor, 

lost of old, fugitive to nature and birth right, 

only mere haze, memory in mind 

 – and upon graceful tongue acrid dulcet.
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Wild Dash 

Draft excerpt from novel Battle Harmony: Southern Hospitality 

 

 The dull sky of dawn transformed into a gorgeous mosaic of cool reds, vibrant blues, intense 

oranges, and relaxed greens as Dynasty warrior weapons unleashed their horrific energy against primitive 

rounds of rebel forces. 

 The air was a mess of crisscrossing neuron beads, photonic phase beams, and armor piercing 

bullets. The magnificent array of vivid colors and dusky smoke streams complimented the sounds of false 

thunder echoing off in the distance and the crackling tings of sizzling wood and forest brush. 

 It was an orchestra of destruction and chaos accompanied by beautiful and dramatic colors that 

stretched and patched throughout the atmosphere. 

 James was about sixty meters from the southern wall, crouched and hidden behind a boulder with 

his rifle ready for an encounter. Gracie and Byron made up the center of their formation. Pulling up the rear 

of the team was Lil’ Ricky, who was a good football field’s length away from the lead Sentry, a decent ninety 

meters. 

 James never enjoyed his team being spread so thin over such a large area. Being stretched so thin 

required the use of the COM channel, which was not always possible. Occasionally, the electric-radiation 

interference caused by hurtling neuron beads made the use of their COM channel tough to get any 

information across. However, James could not afford to worry about his team behind him at the very 

moment. He needed to know if the enemy was advancing on his position, so he crept along the base of the 

boulder, tried to peer around it and take a quick glance— 

 James felt the heat of neuron beads whizzing by his head as he lurched back to his cover. His back 

slammed against the giant rock and he longed to be back on top of the ridge, where it was safer. Back 

where he had the advantage. 

 James liked having the advantage of an elevated position when he encountered Dynasty warriors. 

He could do a great deal more damage with elevation. 

 He could do nothing now though, not from behind a boulder. James’ mouth tightened into a frown 

and his hands folded upon them selves in frustration. He slapped a fresh clip into his battle rifle, rose to 

steady feet, jumped from behind the boulder, and darted towards the enemy with his rifle thundering a wall 

of protection and rage. He charged the enemy as a man gone crazed, and his team mimicked. 

 As he charged the Dynasty warriors he realized the ground was at a slight slant, with him at the 

elevated end. He had a slight elevation advantage of fifteen degrees. 

 After covering twenty meters James jumped behind a boulder, reaching for a fresh clip. As he did 

so, James noticed that his team fell into tighter formation, which was good. 
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 Hearing the bellows of conquest from Dynasty Sentries forty meters away was not good. 

 He thought it was strange that the Sentries roared in triumph when his team was well hidden, out 

of the path of enemy fire, unwounded. It made no sense. He wanted to know what the Sentries knew, what 

their plan was. He crept along the base of his new boulder, snuck a glance around the edge and focused on 

several Scouts moving along the Dynasty perimeter. 

 Suddenly he noticed a sickly Scout pull a large metallic case from the shadows of a dark doorway. 

It was a fusion-grenade container. I put my entire team in danger, James thought, put them in range of 

fusion-grenades. 

 James backed against his stone-shield, set his pack on his lap, unzipped it, and then pulled two 

smoke grenades and one fragmentation grenade from it. “Get ready to move fast,” he called out to his 

team. “We’re going in the cover of debris and confusion.” He needed not wait for confirmation of orders. 

 James dashed out from the boulder, neuron beads sizzling by his ears, and tossed a smoke 

grenade about fifteen meters out. One, two, three, four, James counted to him self. Before he reached five 

the grenade detonated and the smoke cloud blurred his vision. He could not see the enemy and he hoped 

that meant that they could not see him either. He stopped running, dove for the ground, and hurled the 

fragmentation grenade over twenty meters away. While on the ground he tossed the second smoke 

grenade ten meters out. Both grenades exploded, but James could not tell if they had done their job. 

 James clinched his entire body to the ground and squinted at the colony, hoping to see something 

pass through the thick blankets of smoke that rose into the bright sky. As he gazed he heard something 

metallic land near him. It was a fusion-grenade. 

 He shouted back to his team, “FG! Find cover!” He panned the area trying to find a safe place to 

bunker down. 

 James ducked and rolled behind the cover of a small boulder to his left. Behind him the ground 

exploded skyward as the grenade detonated. Electrons unleashed their fury, scattering everywhere, 

darkening and scorching the ground. Some of the electrons connected with James’ left leg, cracking his 

femur. 

 He had not felt the electrons piercing his flesh, but he did feel tiny tingling sensations slam against 

the bones within his leg, as the electrons found their mark. 

 James decided to take a chance on the COM channel, “Zyr, this is Blue Team Leader. We need 

support on the southern front.” 

 James heard nothing but static. He looked up to see another metallic orb rolling near his position. 

He used his bag to cover his body the best he could, as a second fusion-grenade detonated, sending 

thousands of hostile electrons into the atmosphere. 

 He uncovered his body and searched for wounds. The sack’s lead lining had protected him this 

time. He could vaguely remember the wounds he had received at Outpost 7. The howls of tyrannical 

Sentries and screeches of panicking Goons were muffled today. 
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  James tried to access a frequency on the COM channel again, “Zyr, do you copy?” He paused and 

listened to the unresponsive static. He glanced back at his team, who were also taking cover from 

detonating fusion-grenades. He shouted into the COM transmitter, “Zyr, if you want us to get into the damn 

compound we are going to need some artillery support from Calvary Team. These Dynasty bastards are 

bombarding my position with fusion-grenades. The lead lining in our bags will not last much longer.” 

 James paused, heard nothing, frustrated he began to shout again, “Zyr, at least tell me that you 

copy this—” 

 Zyr snapped back, cutting James off, “Read you loud and clear Blue Team. Support is on its way.” 

There was a moment of complete silence over the COM channel, but then Zyr’s voice echoed through, 

“They’re attempting to lock the colony down. If we don’t get in there now we won’t get in. Keep pushing 

damnit! Get in there NOW!!!” 

 James shook as Zyr’s growl penetrated his ears. It did not help that a fourth fusion-grenade 

detonated on the other side of the boulder throwing pebbles and dirt over three meters in the air. 

 James looked back at his team, accounted for all of them, and shouted, “You heard the crazy kook. 

Lets get our backsides moving.” 

 He slapped a fresh clip into his battle rifle, stood, and dashed out at the enemy, gun blazing glory 

and vengeance. It was his second time in the last thirty minutes that he acted out a suicide-charge, with his 

entire team following suit. 

 

* * * 

 

 Lil’ Ricky dove behind a boulder when he heard James shouting about grenades in the area. It was 

complete chaos. Lil’ Ricky could not see the enemy or any grenades. He only hoped that meant that the 

enemy could not see him. 

 Lil’ Ricky sat up against a rock and tried to control his breathing, one-one thousand, two-one 

thousand, when the COM channel opened. It scared him half to death. He thought a fusion-grenade had 

detonated next to him. He gasped as he heard James calling for reinforcements. “Hopefully Zyr would send 

the entire Calvary Team,” he mumbled to him self. 

 A grin spread across Lil’ Ricky’s face. Maybe the Calvary Team is already on the battlefield, he 

thought, ripping apart Dynasty warriors. The entire team could be right around the ridge, fully equipped and 

each member hungry for several Dynasty kills. 

 Lil’ Ricky remembered when he met some of the Calvary Team. He encountered three guys and a 

lady during a training exercise on the shore of the Amazon River. Vinny, Dirk, Orton, and Kala were all 

rugged and suicidal. 

 Lil’ Ricky could visualize them charging the compound, with him providing cover fire. He could see 

both Vinny and Orton, huge buffed examples of well toned killing machines, charging and yelling the whole 
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way. With tanned skin, dark eyes, and their entire body covered in tattoos and battle wounds, they almost 

looked as alien as the Dynasty. They could easily sprout fear into the hearts of even the bravest of enemies. 

 Dirk was noticeably smaller and thinner than the other two men, Lil’ Ricky remembered. But what 

he lacked in physical strength, he made up for in sheer madness. Lil’ Ricky imagined Dirk advancing at the 

enemy full force, like he had rumored to have done before. It was a wide-told tale that he had suicide-

charged an entire legion of Dynasty warriors, alone, with only three full clips for his battle rifle and his sack 

of seven fragmentation grenades. Lil’ Ricky thought the entire story was farce. 

 Kala, with her battle rifle bellowing a song of valor, would be a sight of flawed beauty. She had the 

slick body of a Greek Olympian, but that of a male Olympian. Her muscles were over chiseled and her chin 

even sprouted some hair. She smelled of old laundry and Dynasty blood, but still, she was beautiful. What 

could you ask of a woman who had been through hell and back? Take a shower weekly? 

 The Calvary Team was excellent and Lil’ Ricky wanted the entire bunch of highly trained decoys, 

cannon fader, and assassins at his side, pushing into the colony. 

 An explosion broke Lil’ Ricky from his daydream. In a panic, Lil’ Ricky began to slap at his torso, 

checking for wounds. He could vaguely hear Zyr’s voice over the COM channel when he heard James 

shouting. He peeked around the boulder and saw James charging the southern wall, his rifle blazing. He 

then saw the rest of Blue Team follow. He sighed and pulled up the rear. 

 Just as Lil’ Ricky left his spot behind the boulder, a fusion-grenade detonated and sent shrilled 

pricks throughout his entire body. He felt his left lung quiver, his heart skip several beats, and his right lung 

collapse on itself. He hurt like hell. 

 He dove behind a tree and pulled his lead-lined bag over his chest. He struggled to breathe 

efficiently, but he was alive. Well, for now at least. 

 Maybe I wasn’t seen diving over here, Lil’ Ricky thought, maybe they think I died in that explosion. 

Lil’ Ricky sat trying to collect himself when he heard field-specialist Gracie screeching. She must have been 

hit too, he thought. 

 He thought about his team charging towards the enemy and he could not bear to think about them 

dying while he sat whimpering in pain behind some tree. He was still alive, which meant he could still be 

some use. 

 He pulled open his bag and retrieved a hand-held grenade launcher and two boxes of ammunition. 

Lil’ Ricky swung around from the cover of the tree bark and spread his body across the dirt. Overhead, a 

fusion ball roared pass. The Dynasty warriors were using their fusion-magna cannons. They are becoming 

desperate, Lil’ Ricky thought. 

 He took the grenade launcher and set it up near the base of the tree. He peered through the 

scope, magnified it to maximum, and attempted to find an alluring target. 
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 He panned the southern wall and saw a group of Scouts huddled around a Sentry. Must be the 

field commander, he thought. He tried to focus, and just when he about had it, a dark shadow whipped 

pass the scope lens. 

 Lil’ Ricky looked up from the scope and saw that it was Gracie moving across the battlefield. The 

entire team was on the move again. They had only taken cover to evade the fusion ball. They were 

charging the enemy again, head on. Good. 

 Lil’ Ricky noticed that the team was not weaving in and out, dodging enemy fire, they simply 

charged head on, straight at the Dynasty warriors. 

 He would be able to target those Dynasty bastards with ease. He did not have to worry about 

‘friendly-fire’. He lay back on the ground, found the field commander, focused, and loaded a shell in the 

barrel. 

 He squeezed the trigger and a double-round grenade-burst erupted from the grenade launcher’s 

barrel. He shifted the launcher to the left slightly, quickly found a new target, refocused, and let loose 

another double-round grenade-burst. He repeated the action two more times, and slumped back against the 

bark of the tree. His ammunition was spent. 

 Lil’ Ricky did all a grenade-sniper could do: continue firing until your ammunition was gone. He 

looked up and, through his sweat, saw rebels rushing in, off in the distance. Their shoulder patches had the 

insignia of the Calvary Team stitched upon them. Lil’ Ricky sighed, thought of Kala, slightly grinned, and 

closed his eyes. 

 His chest just hurt so much. 

 

* * * 

 

 Gracie tripped and tumbled over herself as she saw an Enforcer level its fusion-magna cannon. 

 That was a dangerous action, Gracie thought, if the Enforcer receives enough damage, it will take 

out the entire guardian force on the southern front. 

 Gracie allowed the fusion ball to pass by, unchallenged. She jumped back to her feet, adjusted her 

bearings, and charged the enemy. Her pistol unleashed several rounds of steel-tipped armor piercing rounds 

at the Enforcer-combatant. 

 The Enforcer weaved and crouched, avoiding any lethal contact. Gracie continued her assault on 

the Enforcer-combatant, as several neuron beads tore into her skin, detonated, and ripped throughout the 

back of her right shoulder. No matter though, it was not her firing arm. She shrugged off the pain and 

continued her advance. 

 She tried to take aim on the Enforcer, but the pain caused her eyes to water, blurring her vision. 

She did not want to cry, but her body was reacting to the pressure of her crippled arm whipping about 

uncontrolled in the air. 
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 Gracie slid to halt, kicking up a lot of dirt, and crouched into a sniper position, held her pistol 

steady, and fired eight rounds. None met their mark, because of a sudden flash of brown and reddish-

orange near the Enforcer. 

 Two fragmentation grenades detonated in the heart of the Dynasty perimeter. Then, two more 

explosions closely followed by another double set of detonations. She watched as the Enforcer dove for 

cover. What the hell, she thought. The creature moved with a speed she had never witnessed before, as 

fragmentation grenades detonated in the area it was just in. The Enforcer evaded a potential Dynasty 

catastrophe. It expressed a moment of intelligence. It was another uncharacteristic action. 

 Gracie saw James running full speed into the heart of the Dynasty perimeter as the last two 

grenades detonated. She noticed that James dropped something behind him as he dove at the entrance to 

the compound. 

 Then he disappeared behind a thick umber-scarlet cloud of smoke as a fragmentation grenade 

exploded in the entrance, killing the four Scouts who had decided to pursue their advancing enemy. 

 Gracie knew what James had dropped as he dove to the ground and she wanted to ensure that her 

team leader was still alive. Having a grenade detonate so close behind you was not a very bright idea, no 

matter how effective the possible outcome. Gracie pulled three fragmentation grenades from her bag and 

tossed them all in the direction of the entrance. She took out several more Scouts who decided to check on 

James’ position inside their compound. 

 Gracie forced a fresh clip into her pistol and charged the Enforcer, barrel red hot and searing. She 

was determined to stop the use of the fusion-magna cannon, at any cost. 

 When Gracie came up on the Enforcer, it lay on the ground quivering and twitching. Its cannon 

was cooling, which was good, but the creature seemed frightened and, well for lack of a better word, 

childish. 

 Even though it had tried to evade the explosions, it still got caught in the blast. Its leg was 

blistering and oozing a slimy grey-blue liquid. The creature was trying to get up when Gracie pointed her 

pistol at its head. For a moment, she felt pity for the beast. Only for a moment, though. 

 Memories of her father pleading for mercy at the hands of a Viper-Scout and Enforcer flooded her 

mind, as she squeezed the trigger. Gracie could vaguely recall standing by her window, at age seven, as she 

watched her father’s brutal killing. She remembered quivering as she watched the Scout tare at her father’s 

chest, while an Enforcer’s foot hovered over his head, ready to be driven into his skull. She missed her 

father so much, and she vowed to have him live on as long as her heart had a beat. 

 The grey-blue liquid sprayed all over the ground and Gracie’s rebel uniform. The Enforcer’s head 

was only a memory now, just like her father’s cry. 

 

* * * 
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 Byron passionately gazed at Gracie who stood over the dead Enforcer, panting. “What a woman!” 

he exclaimed. Byron returned his attention towards the cowering Scouts and Sentry on the endmost edge of 

the southern wall. Cocking his shotgun, Byron advanced on the wall. Three shots, five kills. It was Byron’s 

last shells, but he still had four Scouts and a badass elite Sentry to deal with. 

 Byron dove at the dirt as the area before him flashed into a misty mud-brown cloud. “Damn, a 

fusion-grenade.” Byron’s entire body tensed with pain from the electrons ripping apart his insides. With his 

eyes squinted, and clutching his body tight towards the ground as two more explosions detonated, Byron 

could see that the Scouts were dead. Only the Sentry left. Apparently the fusion-grenades were detonated 

too close. Good, he thought. Byron cracked his knuckles, stood aligning his backbone, and charged the 

dazed Warrior. 

 He fell upon the Sentry with two god-like punches before the creature realized it was being struck 

with a melee attack. The Sentry stumbled back, blood escaping from its facial wounds due to the force of 

Byron’s punches. Before it could stabilize its balance, Byron unleashed three more mighty punches. The 

Sentry fell into the wall with a thunderous thud, its backbone shattering. It let out an incredible painful 

growl as its eyes closed. Byron fell upon the downed beast and released a dozen lightning fast punches to 

the face and chest. 

 He stood up from the dead Sentry, fist covered in its neon blue blood. Looking down the wall he 

watched Gracie enter the compound. He took a glance behind him and saw that the Calvary Team was still 

advancing towards the wall. A small group of them were attending to Lil’ Ricky who was slouched against 

the trunk of a tree. Byron assured himself that the Calvary Team would be able to take care of the kid and 

hold off Dynasty reinforcements while Gracie, James, and he got further inside the compound. 

 As he jogged towards the entrance of the compound he said a prayer for the kid, “God don’t let 

that boy die on the battlefield. He deserves to feel the pleasures of a free Earth. At least let him survive 

until after the victory celebration. Amen.” 

 

* * * 

 

 Sprinting full force now on the deteriorating Dynasty perimeter, James sprayed the wall with 

gunfire. Anything that moved would be pummeled with bullets. 

 In James’ peripheral, an explosion of faint ginger and coffee caught him. Then, a second flash 

caught his eye. James skid to a halt and dove. As he hit the ground, multiple explosions rippled along the 

southern wall. About two dozen Scouts and five Sentries were engulfed in the blasts and debris field, their 

bodies ripped to shreds. 

 James turned over on his back and looked behind him. About fifteen meters back, he saw Lil’ Ricky 

slumped next to an old oak with a grenade launcher smoking nearby. Then, he saw them; the advancing 
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Calvary Team. There were a few bodies that littered the ground, but it seemed that half the team was 

rushing to provide relief support. 

 James turned back towards the Dynasty warriors, now only a dozen or so left, mainly Scouts 

trembling as their weapons discharged their ferocious energies. James’ head tilted and his eyes widened. 

 It finally made sense. The only reason he and his team were alive was because the Dynasty 

warriors had seen the advancing Calvary Team. That team was more of an immediate threat than James’.  

 The sudden use of fusion-grenades made even more sense. The grenades would take care of the 

lesser threat, James and his team, while the neuron beads and photonic phase beams tore down the 

Calvary Team over one-hundred fifty meters away. The Dynasty weapons had great traveling distances. 

 Some of the Calvary Team died so that James and his team could get inside the military-mining 

sea-colony. Maybe his friends were some of the burned bodies that accompanied the scattered dead. He did 

not want their lives to be wasted. James hopped to his feet, squeezed the trigger of his rifle, and ripped 

apart four yellow-green Scouts as the gun emptied its last clip. He darted towards the darkened entrance to 

the compound. Two Scouts turned towards him and opened fire with their neuron pistols. When their 

neuron beads missed the intended mark, James’ torso and skull, the Scouts decided to make their efforts a 

hand-to-hand combat victory. They started towards James. 

 With the doorway only three meters away James leaped into the air, dropping a fragmentation 

grenade behind him, with the pin pulled, and dove into the threshold. He landed on the cold metallic surface 

of the compound floor with a hard thud. He scrambled to his knees and hands and crawled to the side of 

the entranceway. Behind him the grenade detonated and sent dirt and Dynasty blood everywhere. 

 James was in. What to do now? 

 

 

 

Forgotten 

 

Search the shadows of your mind 

Wonder through the pictures of yester-year 

Gaze in the void of time, 

Seek aged cloth that cannot be found 

The ancient chants that were sung by the fire 

The epoch rituals no longer practiced, 

The stories are secret now 

The traditions are hidden 
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The After 

Original college junior year poem

 

ocean of deep blue and green, 

twinkle like stars of the thick velvet deep 

sparkling like thousands of diamonds 

a trance of gorgeous serenity— 

crystal waters, soothing and refreshing 

stretched out for an eternity, 

with no end in sight or mind. 

—infinite time spans here 

where mansions and castles, 

are home to all 

and warriors welcome at the gate 

smiles across their face 

swords at side. 

 

 

tranquility, peace, and joy blanket the whole 

while a symphony of grace and abundant thanks 

echo 

—thunders across the horizon of eternal bliss— 

while King and Son 

watch over, cheer eyed and all. 

to fathom the infinite 

is too much for one to bare— 

straining for understanding 

a fool’s game to play, 

when thought of the after beginning 

only enjoy for time unending.

 

 

 

Like Papenburg 

Original college senior year poem 

 

History happened here. 

Dirt. 

Steel fence, some twenty feet high 

enclosing a perimeter, 

barbed wire at the top 

protecting, 

guard tower made of wood 

three towers, maybe four, 

a dozen or so wooden shacks 

filled with bunks, about two dozen each 

maybe less, 

filthy windows with bars on them, 

deep within the woods 

lost to the world, forgotten 

— a strange sort of camp 

not one of play in summer — 

a brick building in center 

no windows 

only one door, one entrance 

but not same exit, 

a lone chimney stack 

always puffing its excess 

calling out 

to individuals in a trance, 

collected before it 

in flocks, organized 

single filed three rows, 

over time 

persons dwindle and frail away, 

fade into the thick of time 

lost to 

the current of existence 

disappear into the ground, 

their bodies engulfed within tiny hills. 

mounds of dirt. 

History, indeed, happened here
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Leaving Home: Dark Secrets of the American Government 

Edited from high school senior year prose 

 

 For decades the American government told the American people that there was no area 51. In 

recent years we have found that to be a lie. For a year an American president told us he did not have any 

relationship with Monica Lowinski. We, the people, have found that he lied to us. There are many who don’t 

know about the Japanese Relocation camps during WWII. The government would say it was for their 

protection, but the Japanese would have a different story. They called it a Japanese concentration camp. 

 The only reason I know is because I read it in a history book. People who did not experience the 

camp or did not read my history book would not have known about the camp. This is surely something the 

government does not want the people of America to know. If so, if anyone knew about the camp, then we 

would not be the “best” country in the world. We would be a hypocritical country. With all the lies and 

stories that have been made up over the centuries, who are we supposed to believe? 

 Believe the government or the citizens? Knowing about all the times the government and the 

people involved in the government have lied to us, I think I would believe a citizen any day. 

 

* * * 

 

 It was a cool February morning when it happened. I was only six years old. The time was 7am 

when the American soldiers knocked on the door. It was time to leave. It was time for my family to go to 

the “protection camp.”  

 

 Let me tell you first of all, exactly how rough it has been. For the past year, since World War II 

began, Japanese-Americans have been discriminated against just because Japan was involved in the war. 

We have been discriminated against because of bigotry. The racist Americans had started to spread lies 

about how the Japanese living in the United States were giving away American Government secrets. In their 

eyes, we are no longer (if we had ever been) Japanese-American. We are just “Japs.” Matters got worse 

after the bombing of Pearl Harbor. 

 There had already been no trust for Japanese-Americans, but now they wanted us dead. After the 

bombing it seemed everybody acted like the bigots, no longer thinking of as Japanese-Americans. We are 

just the enemy, the damn “Japs.” 
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 This morning was only further horror that my family had to endure since the war began. To top it 

off, my father asked for it. He wanted us to get transported, unlike the other Japanese families who 

attempted to fight the forced relocation. He had actually signed us up for the damn imprisonment. 

 He had a good reason, he promised us as soldiers began picking up our duffle bags. He had signed 

us up is because our store was burned down in September. At least, that is what he claimed. 

 

 September 14, 1941 seven Navy officers, an old man, and a teenager walked into the store. This 

group of monsters walked into our family store asking for six packs of cigarettes. When my grandfather, 

Ching Chau, turned around to get the cigarettes the old man pulled a revolver from his pocket and shot 

him. Three times in the main of his torso, three bullets went wild hitting the shelves, and two found my 

grandfather’s skull. After he had finished shooting he laughed. I know this all truly happened because I 

witnessed it all firsthand. I saw every bullet enter my compassionate grandfather. 

 When I saw my grandfather go down, I began to cry. I just couldn’t hold it back. I couldn’t 

understand why these white guys would do something so sinful and evil and vicious. It was the worse thing 

that has ever happened to our family. 

 Of course there was a trial. We lost. Our family losing the case had shocked me even more. It was 

as if the judge agreed with what those white cowards did to my grandfather. The navy officers had lied, 

testifying that it was a part of a mission. They assured the judge that the government had discovered that 

there was a traitor in this “great” country known as the United States of America. There was some spy 

perpetrating as a citizen, someone who was giving out covert plans to the Japanese. They swore to the 

judge that Ching was the one. Apparently my grandfather was this spy giving government secrets to the 

enemy-Japanese. Since they were Navy officers and we were “Japs”, the judge believed them. When the 

judge informed us that the state records would declare that my grandfather was a traitor and deserved to 

die I started crying. 

 I wanted to kill that old fart. But I didn’t want to make matters worse for my family. That was not 

the end though. Surprisingly there was more. The judge did ask why they believed an old man, spy or not, 

deserved to be shot so many times. The officers replied, “We wouldn’t have shot him, if he hadn’t pulled the 

shotgun out and threatened us. We would have taken him to jail, that’s all.” 

 Truthfully, there was a shotgun in the store. It was a toy gun. It only shot pellets. The judge 

accepted the response. As the judge began to pass sentence the old man who had pulled the trigger, burst 

with violent and malice-filled shouts, “Anyways that Jap needed to die. He was nothin’ but a filthy bastard!” 

 Those words have stuck with me ever since. Now, even with that hateful remark, the judge set all 

of those bastards free. He set those animals, which killed my grandfather, free. The judge said it was 

because it was a mission to seize Ching, a traitor to America. And it was an accident, a damned accident 

that my grandfather was shot eight times. When my family left the courtroom the officers threatened us. 

That’s when my father decided to sign us up to leave San Francisco. 
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 It was 6:55 in the morning and I was reading the funnies, while my brother Tou was listening to 

the radio with my dad. My older brother was in the bathroom washing up, while my mother was in the 

kitchen finishing packing our lunches before starting to prepare breakfast. My two sisters were still sleeping, 

because they had stayed up all night preparing for today. In fact, the whole family stayed up late last night 

for the preparations. All the men in the family put out all the heavy furniture on the lawn, while the ladies 

knitted sweaters and blankets for the cold nights. We had a feeling that we would need them. We decided 

the night before that we would have a nutritious and small breakfast of cereal bacon and eggs. We would 

have no toast or biscuits. We would have no fruit or veggies. We will just have cereal bacon and eggs. 

 At seven someone was knocking at our door. My father got up slowly and walked to the door. He 

did not ask who was there. He instead looked through the peephole. He jumped back and shouted towards 

the kitchen, “Xong, they are here.” He pointed to me and motioned his finger to the back of the house. “Go 

to your room and hurry!” He turned back to the door. As I got to my feet he reminded me to wake my 

sisters. After he knew I was out of the room he opened the door. Standing on the porch were two soldiers, 

one young and the other old. 

 The younger soldier had dark brown hair and blue eyes, which my father thought was strange. The 

young man also had muscle on muscle. You could tell he wanted to make this obvious, because he wore a 

small T-shirt when he needed an extra large. The badge on his shirt said it all. He was only a cadet. 

 The old soldier had a war scar on his lower right cheek. I think a bullet flew to close to him. He 

had very few wrinkles for an old guy. Most of his wrinkles were under his eyes. He also had the smell of 

scotch, vodka, and brandy on his breath and clothing. My father found this unappealing. 

 After observing the two soldiers, my father finally spoke, “Yes? How may I help you?” 

 In the backroom I was pushing and shaking my sisters to get up, “Come on you guys, get up!” My 

sisters stirred but only slightly. “Wake up! They’re here. And it doesn’t look good being this early and all.” 

 At the door my father was still talking to the soldiers, not inviting them in. “You want us to leave 

now? But we haven’t even eaten yet. All the family hasn’t even got up. As you see, we aren’t ready.” 

 The younger one responded, “It doesn’t matter. You leave now or you could answer to those 

punks that are around here. You don’t want to make them angry do you? If you don’t leave today they will 

think that you aren’t scared of them and they will kill you.” 

 My father was mentally leveled by the harsh honesty of the cadet. “I don’t want them to think 

that.” He glanced at my mother, “give us an hour. Please?” 

 “You have three minutes. Or we will come in and get you. Understand?” 

 The second soldier had to add to the conversation, “Remember, you wanted to be relocated Jap!” 

 Even though he was angry due to the bigoted remark, my father forced a smile on his face. I could 

feel it in my soul, my father wanted to slap that sticky old man. But as long as I have known my father he 
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has always been good at hiding his true feelings. That’s why he is such a great man. Hiding his feelings 

makes him great because we know that he will be “okay in the eyes of the white man.” 

 He will be okay because he does not give them lip or any reason for them to arrest or kill him. In 

fact, since the war began there has been many times when my father was ready to roll some white peoples’ 

heads. But he remained calm and submissive. After my father smiled, he told them that he would be out in 

ten minutes and no less nor more. The soldiers thought that was reasonable enough and they turned away, 

facing the street. My father said good-bye, closed the door, and the two soldiers left. He shouted to the 

whole family, “Hurry up you guys, get ready. We have ten minutes.” 

 After five minutes, bunched together and petrified, we walked outside where the two officers 

waited. “What took you so long?” the younger soldier questioned. 

 “My daughters had to wash their bodies,” my father replied 

 “Whatever. Let’s go.” 

 “Wait a minute, we haven’t eaten.” 

 “Too bad,” scorned the elder soldier. My father was fed up. He stepped towards the old fart balling 

his fist. The cadet stepped in before anyone started to fight, “wait right there you Jap! I hope you don’t 

think you’re going to hit him, do you?” My father shook his head no. “Good then. The soldiers are cookin’ a 

good breakfast for the less fortunate.” 

 “So what?” my father grimaced. 

 The cadet stared at my father, “You can eat at the camp. Let’s go!” 

 As we started to walk with the soldiers my mother remembered the furniture on the lawn. “What 

about our belongings?” 

 My mother did not know that much English but one with a trained ear could not hear the 

difference. She was born and raised in Japan. My father was born in Japan also, but moved to America 

when he was two years old. Since then he has lived in America and never went back to Japan. Since they 

have been married, my mother has not visited. 

 The cadet falsely assured my mother, “There’ll be a truck to get your belongings.” 

 We walked the five blocks down the street to the bus, with all the white folks discriminating against 

us and calling us names. They spat at us calling us ass wipes, dirty Japs, squinty eyes, and etc. I have sort 

of blanked the last of the four blocks of that long walk. I looked back and gave the horrible neighborhood 

one last look. I smiled and stepped onto the bus. I sat in the first seat on the left. I was the last Japanese 

person to get on the bus. The bus shifted in gear and started moving forwards. When it passed my house 

that I had lived in for six years I thought of the good times and the bad. Knowing I was leaving the pain of 

discrimination and persecution behind I smiled. 

 It was the last time I had ever seen that house. 

      …TO BE CONTINUED 
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Kenneth L.B. 

Original 9th grade poem 

 

A young man, by the name of Kenneth L.B., 

laid upon a beautiful, white beach 

gazing upon a misty section in the dark sky, 

that could only be described as a vision 

or a premonition from God, 

with much fear in his heart. 

 

Through the swirling haze, a rope swings 

shadows filled with leaves that sway, 

branches sag from an unknown weight, 

and words bringing images to mind and eye 

tore at the young man’s heart 

and ripped like wild, wind through his soul; 

words with so much meaning. 

 

Images sear the mist, 

the collapse of a man evident in these words, 

“I have searched too long for my soul mate, 

I have grown old and lonely and now have nothing to live for, 

so this is my farewell 

-Kenneth L.B.”

 

 

 

Transcendental Heroes

 

journey throughout realm eternal, 

never ceasing a grand fate 

lone Creation design life potential. 

warriors emerge from cosmic black, 

perfect feature flawless souls 

battle primed conflict foreshadowed. 

flesh woven Almighty sigh 

compassion given mercy undeserving. 

jealous twinkle spark new age, 

rebellious taunt ruin creeps 

betrayal mortal distorted infinite. 

divine flame kiss holy blade 

death of death to Celestial amiss 

combat immortal douse fiery spirit.
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Gaze At Me 

Edited college junior year prose 

 

 Look at me, isolated and afraid trembling, trapped in my own ignominy. I look around very 

hesitantly at the abyss that engulfs me, hardly able to witness anything of importance or interest. I am lost 

amongst silhouette frames of unknown beasts that once had some form of comfort. They had once some 

form of true freedom. 

            Like any other mortal here I do have a story to tell. And just like every other being here my story is 

no saga of great deeds or legend of vile. It is a tale of simple fate realized. My chronicle is the same as the 

shadowed brute in the corner cowering, no different from the murky image of the beast attempting to stand 

defiantly proud, and so similar to the small form that searches for a familiar presence they are doomed to 

never see again. 

            We all share the same path of moments: conception, celebrations, sorrows, broken promises, 

events of grandeur, and trials of austerity. We all shared every type, even right up until that instant destiny 

became realized. We now are all locked down, imprisoned in this vastness of poised substance. 

            It seems you are intrigued. Why? Never mind, that does not matter. I promise to you that my story 

is no different than yours… 

            The night wind had a disturbing chill about it, and the ground was harsh from the winter’s frost. I 

tried to stay warm, snuggled in my blanket, waiting for the call. Staring at passing shadows of nocturnal 

creatures, I sat patiently, waiting for that damn fateful call from Hector that would give me direction. 

            In the leather passenger seat of a 75’ deep blue Mustang Convertible, with the top up of course, I 

sat rubbing my hands together viciously for warmth. I attempted to stay awake. I truly did. I did not want 

to be found the next morning frozen to the bucket seat. That would be embarrassing. 

            After ages of fighting the winter’s cruel joke, I shook with the buzzing of my cell phone. Startled, I 

stumbled through my bag to reach it, “Yea, que pasa?” 

            “Estas preparado, mi amigo?” a whisper responded over the line. I assured the voice that I was. 

Then, at long last, my directions began to be conveyed. At first they came too quickly and I was lost. After 

they were all given I requested that the most important urgencies were repeated. They were. 

            “Estoy preparado conmigo,” I shouted through the receiver excited, not realizing it. The light on the 

phone dimmer, then, flickered out and I heard the whispers no more. I hung up too. Putting the phone back 

in the bag, I straightened myself out, opened the glove compartment, grabbed its contents, and left the car. 

            It was a long walk to the docks and the pistol was cold within my grips. Once near the shore, 

hidden in the brush behind a fence, I could see the packages being handed off between a cloaked figure 
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and mi primo, Pedro. The deal seemed to be going smoothly. Pedro counted his new wealth and smiled 

childishly. I chuckled as I heard him humming “O’ Happy Day”. 

            Pedro has always been a tough S.O.B. with a hostile attitude. However, he always seemed at peace 

when singing gospel music. He attended the local Baptist church on occasion, just to perform with the choir. 

He was the only Latino in the whole group of dark skinned vocalists. And he definitely stood out when it 

came to the quality of his singing voice; he had none. But I never hated on him for it. God is an 

environmental necessity where we had grown up. “Whatever way one could find Him, is all that matters,” 

my father would always say. 

            I looked back to the cloaked figure that was also looking over his contents, but did not seem to be 

as pleased as mi primo. There were some murmurs and some agitation from both parties. From my 

peripherals I noticed two more cloaked figures stepping from a vehicle parked nearby. From behind Pedro, 

sus hermanos jumped from their black Cadillac, pistols gripped. 

            I heard a scream and then thunder. 

            The false thunder that only a pistol could produce resonated throughout the docks, and Pedro fell 

to the ground. Sus hermanos also fell. Returning the favor though, they unleashed the wrath of their pistols. 

The cloaked figure dropped, along with his goons. I stood there frightened, witnessing it all. 

            As the last of the bodies slumped I jumped the fence in a single bound, and ran to mi primo. As I 

approached I could hear the blood fleeing his body. I smelt the fire from his pistol. He looked up at me 

squinting. I wanted to tell him that everything would be okay. 

            In mi familia, I was always the quiet one, the shy kid. Pedro was the boisterous troublemaker. My 

mother would warn me constantly, “Stay away from your no-good cousin. He is nada por mal!” 

            I looked down at him, the family’s black sheep, shy and unable to speak. He tried to murmur 

something, through his pale and hopeless grin, but I heard only gasps. His head hit the dirt and his eyes 

closed, never to open again. 

            A grunt and scraping sound pierced my eardrum. I was snatched from the moment, brought back 

to the realization that mi primo was dead. I heard something scuffling near me. The cloaked figure was not 

dead. The murderer that took the package from mi primo was defiantly breathing. He was trying to stand 

but his wounds were too great. As he was burdened from the weight of his own stocky build I stood slowly, 

not knowing what to do. I heard the screeches of tires in the background. There was thundering lights that 

accompanied; red and blue. 

            So very slowly my body was compelled by an unseen force. My body was soon next to the cloaked 

figure. Even at this distance the figure was still a silhouetted creature, no features. Anger and sadness 

mixed, unsuccessfully. Rage boiled within. The pistol raised, steadied itself on the monster’s head. It 

trembled before unleashing three bolts of thunder, which raced from its dark cavern and eternally leveled 

the cloaked figure. 
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            I leaned over to pick up the package that was pinned beneath it. The white bag had been 

damaged, and its contents began to swirl within the wind. I tried to save the last of the bag’s precious 

cargo, but it spilled, rushing into the world. I jumped back, coughing. It was not worth the effort, it could 

not be salvaged. 

            I returned to Pedro’s side, reaching for the wealthy cargo which was pinned beneath his lifeless 

form. It too was damaged. Dull green unsettling mixed with the vibrant scarlet that flowed. I picked it up 

anyhow. This would still be valuable to Hector. 

            Hector was the reason I was even a witness to the botched deal. He was the docile leader of the 

20th Street Sangre Angeles. He always demanded that an outside party be present at exchanges. “No one 

can be trusted. Only people who can be trusted are those who have no idea what is going on,” he would 

say. I guess it makes sense. It definitely did then. 

            With the green paper in-hand I had returned to my post by the fence. As I scaled the metal barrier, 

the rumbling red and blue closing in, another sound rang out. It was deafening. And there was a stab of 

intensity that ripped through my calf. 

            I turned, crashing back to the ground. Standing, my leg running wet with scarlet sap, I saw one of 

the goons attempting to balance him self. My pistol rose instinctually and set free its fury three times, 

maybe four. Something was very wrong though. As my pistol’s anger whirled outwards manifesting itself 

into a flash of vengeful thunder, so had the goon’s weapon. 

            I could not follow the glowing thunder as it left the goon who now slumped to the earth. I had felt 

sharpness inside though. Buried deep I felt something explode, and it made it hard to breathe. My vision 

blurred and the same wet scarlet sap that was on my leg now oozed from my chest. The world around me 

began to blacken, mist covered my face, and my legs crumpled beneath the weight of my body. I hit the 

dirt with a thump. My eyes closed and all sounds sounded miles away. 

            Moments later, or maybe decades, centuries…I don’t know how much time passed. I was hot. I was 

sweaty. I had no memories. I had no name. I was aware of all the nothingness that choked me and my 

soul, which stood next to me saddened. 

            The void crashed in on me as living shadows scurried about me in frantic hopelessness. I was 

hollow yet full. I was open and unprotected. Their speech seemed so unfamiliar and so distant, I became so 

very afraid. I could see nothing but the horizon of dimness that stretches out into eternity. My eyelids 

tightened, hoping to shut out the infinite, but I still saw. I still see. Then, an intense pain had ripped 

through my frigid body. It was like hundreds of tiny daggers traveling through every muscle, every vein, 

every memory I can not recall. My entirety tensed, ached, and then relaxed. Just as it had arrived, the pain 

quickly dissipated. The blackened forms grew more furious in their panic. The body-crossing-daggers 

returned and then left. Then they had come again, then once more, and twice more. The fifth time the pain 

separated from my body, I felt all my flesh and tissue throb, trying to snap itself from something. Maybe the 

darkness it felt. 
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            I had heard screeches of terror, grunted demands, howls of agony, and bellows of commands. So 

very strange, all the sounds were so very strange and distant. Suddenly, a familiar smell took hold of my 

senses…mama!? Wait! What is a mother? Who am I? The daggers returned and left a few more times. 

Again and again it tried to endow something that was already gone. The daggers attempted to rescue what 

was not present. It had no right to claim the power that seeped into something beyond. Then upon my 

cheeks, for whose else could they had been, I felt tears; my own tears, the tears of someone else. It was 

awkward not knowing who they belonged to. The tears longed to moisten the cold skin. They failed. 

            A hazing glow had become my world as I pondered so many things, questioned nothing, desired all 

things and possessing none. A ripping sound wrapped the glow around me and then there was no longer 

anymore pain, nor sound. No emotion, nor breath. I felt loosened from me. I was feathery light and whole 

heartedly unprepared. 

             …Now I am here, in this horrid nothingness of absolution. 

            See? I told you my story is no different than yours. Okay, so some details are original. But we’re all 

unique are we not? All our strife leads to this purgatory, this darkly bright limbo of the infinite. I am trapped 

in suspense until judgment, just as you are. Honestly I care not for the judgment. I am simply tired of the 

nothingness. I long for something, no matter if it be pain or joy. I only crave life…pray for it. My words fall 

on deaf ears, do they not? For if someone heard my pleas, would I not have an end to this desolate 

existence? 

 This current form is not existence, is it? It is death that I feel. That may be slightly more bearable 

than where I find my self, or where I find you. Oh, if I could only reminisce about how all were before now, 

my former moments of truly existing. But only up until fate was realized am I able to summon up in 

memory. We all have the same fate. Now, like the others, I long for resolution. I crave the end 

 

 

 

Mourning Hill

Original college junior year poem 

 

Through eyes hazed 

blues greens browns 

changed by crimson love 

smell of slaughter. 

Darkness of betrayal on the morning hill, 

broken body religious turned away. 

A sorrow woman bows – and so 

the saving wooden beams
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My Cisneros Vignettes 

Original high school senior year vignettes 

 

Unique – My Name 

 In English it has no meaning. In the dictionary it is defined as: a double star in Centaurus, the 

brightest star in the constellation, 4.4 light years from earth. It means coolness, it means patience. It is like 

the future. A space colony. Space travel and the entire universe at man’s fingertips. Hundreds of thousands, 

maybe millions, of people will own my name. Not now of course and not even in the near future. When I’m 

gone and forgotten along with my children, grandchildren, and many more of my decedents the name will 

grow. It will be popular. 

 It was not any great ancestor’s name but now it is mine. He would’ve been a gifted warrior, born 

like me in the Chinese year of the rat – which is supposed to be the sign of the sneak. 

 The great ancestor. I would’ve liked to have known him, a wild bear of a man, so wild he wouldn’t 

die. Until fate’s perfect assassin threw a cloak over his head and took his soul. Just like that, as if he were a 

mere man. That’s the way fate would’ve done it. 

 Not me. I have inherited no name. My name is my own, completely unique. No one in the world 

has it. I’m no Bob, James, nor Kenneth – Ken for short. At school, true, people say it as if the syllables 

pierced their unholy tongue. My name is unique and I love it. I am unique because of it. What do you think 

when you hear it? Centauri! Unique. 

 

A Car All My Own 

 Not a hooptie. Not the ancient in back. Not my parents’. A car of my own. With my stereo and my 

music, my exotic bright decorations. My ladies and my homies. My two dogs waiting beside the ride. Nobody 

to beg and plead with. Nobody’s garbage to pick up after. 

 Only a car fast as lightning, a kingdom for myself to go, powerful as bombs before the boom. 

 

A House All My Own 

 Not a flat. Not an apartment in Chicago. Not a roommate’s pad. Not my parents’. A house of my 

own. With my patio and my television, my outstanding art collection. My lyrics and my novels. My two dogs 

resting beside the bed. No one to shout a threat at. Nobody’s mistakes to take blame for. 

 Only a house sweet as spring, a world for myself to go, clear as sky before the storm. 
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No More 

Draft excerpt from novel Shirou: The Ogre of Gemosai 

 

 The morning is new as the cherry tree flowers blossom and the grass is quite green, more vibrant 

than ever before in the village of Odessi. The soothing fireball, high in the sky, shines upon a new world, a 

beacon light being the first indication of the birth season. Though the air is stale and there is no wind 

blowing through branches like fingers through hair, the morning is calm and soothing, yet so warm. 

 As the sun rises slowly the elder of the village notices something disturbing about the neighboring 

forest, the animals are silent and surreptitiously. No birds singing beautiful songs of life appreciation, no 

deer families searching for a cool stream, nor any youthful bunnies running around in play. There is nothing. 

The elder ponders for reasons for such an occurrence but no suggestions surprisingly come to mind. 

Thump, crash the sound of a falling tree. All of a sudden worries about the date strike the elder, he rushes 

to the village’s forest side gate. With sweat pouring down his face it is obvious he waits for something or 

someone. He waits for the reason for his new found dread. 

 Heavy feet leave their mark upon the soft forest floor and a blunt object swings to and fro aside a 

large silhouette. A massive, towering creature approaches the village. The elder tries to speak, but only 

mumbles and murmurs succeed through his lips. He must warn that it is the annual encounter with the 

village’s oppressor. He must tell his people that the evil that steals their young females every year is soon to 

be upon them. The beast that crashes through the forest is the Ogre of Gemosai. 

 The elder remembers that the ogre use to protect the village of Odessi. The ogre now only comes 

every year when the seasons change and the world is born anew. The change that occurred, it was so 

sudden. The ogre had once been kind, but it was when he was so young; it was when the villagers pitied 

him. The villagers showed kindness and compassion to the ogre only when they could not truly see him; 

only when he was covered in the sheep’s skin and dark cloak. No face could be seen through the thick dark 

that engulfed it inside the cloak. The only feature that was ever seen were the eyes, but only at night when 

the sky was black; the eyes glow a bright green, dull toned, but vibrant. 

 The ogre was found, abandoned by a Gemosaian bounty huntress, at the doorstep of the gathering 

hall. The ogre was quiet and pleasant. Well kept too, at least well enough for an ogre. The villagers knew 

change would come when a witch hunter entered the village, looking for monster trophies for his castle. No 

one protected the ogre when was attacked, not even the elder. The ogre fought back, utilizing only his 

youthful strength, his Herculean strength. The witch hunter was his first blood, his first taste of absolute 

victory. His conquests over the retreating Cyclops and baby dragon when protecting Odessi, was nothing in 

comparison to the new flavor, the pleasing taste of power. Now the ogre is the oppressor, no longer the 

vanquisher. 
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 Rushing back into the village square stumbling and frightened, the elder shouts, “he’s coming…the 

ogre is coming.” With the elder getting the villagers riled and hastened, the villagers begin to round up the 

females into a rickety wagon. Females from the age of fourteen to thirty-five all packed into an old rickety 

wagon drawn by a gimpy busted horse. “Take the females to Fangora.” the elder orders as he turns around, 

hand twitching by his bow staff secure within his sheath. “That ogre is quite close.” 

 Three young warriors rush inside their homes returning to the village square moments later in full 

battle armor and with their specialized weapons in hand prepared for an upcoming battle. “What?” the elder 

cries out, “You all must be fools. You are not able to take that beast down. You are too young and your 

training is futile. I will defend our village with my lasts breath.” 

 With slick black hair flowing over his eyes the elder’s son, Myayasha, insists on speaking, “Father, 

no disrespect intended, but you are too old to protect us. You stay aside, let us handle this.” He pulls forth 

his mighty bow and places a poisoned tip arrow on the bow-slit, tip facing the end of the dirt path; where 

the ogre will soon stand. Hands so steady and firm, breathing regular, and sweat non-apparent, Myayasha 

stands already victorious; his colleagues, Jakura the swordsmen and Rashimi the Slasher, also stand ready 

for battle at his side. 

 As the females are still being loaded into the wagon, the ogre gets closer and the elder thinks to 

himself, what fools they are. These boys believing themselves to be so brave yet they’re so foolish, ready to 

give their lives. The three young men stiffen their fighting stances prepared for the ogre’s strike. As the 

elder gazes on at the young men he is pulled away by a shop keeper and placed behind a barrel of Glimmy 

Fish, down on knee and elbow, with only the fishes’ stench for company. The smell of these fish could wake 

the dead, a smell that brought tears to the elder’s eyes. 

 Now with the wagon finally full, the driver snaps the whips and the depleted horse mopes its way 

along the dirt path towards Fangora, leaving behind a mist of dust covering a frightening scene as the rest 

of the villagers go inside their homes locking doors and windows crawling into corners awaiting for the 

arrival of the terror that is the Ogre of Gemosai 

 People tremble and quiver as they feel the presence of the ogre looming. Louder and louder the 

thumping of the ogre’s feet upon the forest floor resonates; soon he will reach the gate of Odessi. The ogre 

slowly waddles up to the entrance with a spiked club in his right hand gently slapping his left palm, ready 

for confrontation. His feet slowly lift from the ground leaving death in its wake; death to insects, plants, and 

to all who oppose his presence. 

 His blue skin – not the blue of a calm sky or of the turbulent sea, but a deep serene blue, 

frightening and weary at long gaze – is blotched with lizard scales and covered with sheep skin. The natural 

covering of another creature now only filthy shredded garments for the ogre. The only sense of a warrior, 

that any spectator can see, is the dull, leather armor that scarcely covers his chest and protruding 

abdomen; he continues his dominant entrance still slapping his left hand, ever so gently. 
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 Left and right his eyes wander across the village scene. Step after step, the ogre enters the village, 

confidently making his way towards the village square; the center of all transactions. A ghastly grin creeps 

upon the ogre’s face as he peers horizontally into the crevice of slightly drawn curtains of villager homes; he 

sees fear drenched eyes, tears soaking cheeks as families worry about the possible devastating catastrophe 

that await their people. Feeding off the evident fear the ogre grows more confident with each terrorizing 

step deeper into the village square. He turns the corner that will put him on the main path of the village; 

the path that will take him to the awaiting young men pretending to be warriors. He sees them, all weapons 

in hand; so much imprudent valor. 

 The ogre stands at one end of the village, the warriors on the opposing end. Each of the warriors’ 

gaze so deep and powerful, the villagers seem to sink into them as if bemused by quicksand. So silent and 

gentle the world but the scene is so tense it breaks the norm; condensed tension in the midst of feathery 

tranquility. The ogre’s body odor lingers down the path pass the water well, over the Glimmy Fish barrels, 

throughout the village homes, and directly into the noses of the three young men. The stench, the 

horrendous smell; the fragrance of decomposing death seems rejuvenating in comparison. The ogre’s 

vapors sneak inside the warriors, the nostrils and mouth its entry; creeping around the body, causing such 

pain, the agony. 

 The warriors sweat profusely but not from the heat or weariness, the odor is the catalyst. Tears 

stream down their cheeks soaking and nourishing the world beneath their feet; a world that now twists and 

spins in the warriors’ dazed mind. Tears not formed from fear or pain but sheer strength of the stench. 

 The warriors seem to regain themselves; their focus returning slowly. Their eyes begin to dry and 

mind gets back on track; they are overcoming the vapors. The ogre notices that his first attack, though 

subtle and naturally evoked, is failing. It no longer holds the warriors, no longer are they lost in the 

darkness of smell. The ogre smiles and drool forms in the corner of his crusty lips. It is time. This is the 

moment to utilize his second attack: his booming tyrannical song. It is time to speak. 

 “What is this?” the ogre asks with his left hand stroking his scaly chin. “Why do you three stand 

there with weapons? You know the routine, turn over three of your beauties.” The young men, playing 

warrior, stand firm not shaken. The ogre tilts his head slightly, “Did you not hear me?” Still the young men 

stood. Furious now, the ogre demands, “I said turn over the women.” Still the young men playing warriors 

stood defiant and focused. The ogre stomps his right massive leg into the world, leaving behind an indent of 

grand sight. “Give me the women, now!” he roars. 

 “Never,” Myayasha responds, “never again will we turn over the females of this village as if they 

were property. Today is a new day ogre, today you will fall.” Myayasha faces the tip directly at the left eye 

of the ogre, who stands over one hundred feet away, but now Myayasha shakes; no longer quite so 

confident. 
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 With a chilling laugh the ogre takes another step forward towards the village square, “Very funny 

boys. Well if this is what you want. Then your maker you soon will meet.” The ogre tightly grips his spiked 

club and charges. 

 Thundering towards the warriors with saliva streaming behind, the ogre attacks; the three warriors 

separate, each going in three different directions, hoping for some sort of advantage against the tyrant 

beast that soon will come upon them like a storm. The arrow is fired. Myayasha let loose the poisoned tip 

directly towards the ogre eye. With a quick swift of his arm, the arrow changes direction, leaving Myayasha 

stunned. Plummeting towards the world the ogre’s spiked club comes for Myayasha’s body in retaliation. 

Myayasha narrowly escapes the first advance. As the ogre begins to remove the spike from the pierced 

ground, Rashimi sends forward one of his spinning saw blades; the ogre’s spine being the target. But once 

again, the target is not touched, not even flirted with; the ogre moves again hastily, dodging the attack. 

How could such a huge creature move with such speed and ease? Leaping backwards toward Rashimi, the 

ogre spins and lay rest his spiked club within the young man’s shocked face. 

 Myayasha is frozen in disbelief. So is his fellow warrior Jakura. Both are unable to move a muscle 

as they see their comrade lay in his own life fuel; thick, claret, and seeping from a broken vessel. Jakura’s 

lips quiver in anger and frustration, the ogre only watches in sweet accomplishment as he removes the life-

taker from Rashimi’s once energetic body. Jakura can not hold it in any longer. He focuses all his energy 

into his grip on his sword, and attacks. His feet barely connect with the world; it is so surreal what 

Myayasha sees: Jakura is advancing so quickly he almost seems to be gliding. His mouth opens and a growl 

of hatred comes forth, “For Rashimi…” 

 Those are the last words that would break Jakura’s silent lips. In sheer horror of disbelief the ogre 

once again dodges a warrior’s attack and in retaliation holds back nothing, not even remorse as he takes a 

member from a loving home and family. Jakura took to the sky just before the ogre’s body and came down 

with all his might, the dull sided blade skyward. The ogre only slid to his left, a few feet, leaving behind a 

slight fog of his body odor; enough to distract Jakura’s focus, even for the immortal moment. And that was 

it. Jakura is dead now and only one warrior remains on the battle field. Myayasha stands alone now, stands 

alone in the thick blanket of fear and evil. 

 Myayasha’s chin trembles and his heart quakes, he barely breathes as the ogre creeps closer. Each 

step near the enemy, the ogre grows more confident. All the sweet fear, the sweet and nourishing smells of 

warriors falling in battle; the ogre feeds from it all. Intense thoughts flood Myayasha’s mind and a storm of 

anger, revenge, and pure hatred takes hold. His body stirs with these emotions and he barely can keep 

control of his racing ideas. He should strike, he should run, he should pretend to surrender and then 

surprise the ogre with the tip of another poisoned arrow: the entire village burn with the same thoughts. 

 The ogre breaks Myayasha’s thoughts, “Would you like to give up or join your fallen comrades?” 

Myayasha does not respond. Neither option seems to be appealing. Myayasha only continues to think about 
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his opportunities, his choices. He continues racing through ideas, but is interrupted by a massive fist burying 

itself into his face. 

 Crushing through the air and into the side of a dwelling’s wall, closely followed by the ogre’s spiked 

club, Myayasha falls. The battle is over. The ogre recovers his weapon, his only companion, from the 

crushed wall, where nightmarish remnants of Myayasha have remained. The ogre collects three teen 

females, links them together with rope by the wrists, places a leash around their necks and returns to the 

darkened forest. The same very silent forest from which he had come seems so dreary. 

 The ogre of Gemosai once again leaves his legacy behind in Odessi, until his return the following 

renewal season. Only this time, death lingers throughout the land, not lost of loved ones. The ogre leaves 

with horrendous threats trailing, “When I return, the new toll will be I take as many females as I please.” 

 

 

 

Loving Her 

 

At the sound of your laughter 

my humble heart smiles, 

as my spirit is inspired 

by the strength you possess. 

 

Your body ignites passion 

leaving me entranced with every step, 

it is for you that I desire 

now and time ahead. 

 

With you my life feels more complete, 

for you enrich every day I take breath. 

 

This adventure I gladly take. 

To where it goes I do not know nor care, 

for all that matters is that this journey we share. 

 

It is simplicity itself that I feel what I do. 

So for no other reason than for you being you, 

I say without hesitation 

I am in love with you 
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Port Bliss 

 

journey of life I take to the winds 

carry me away in search of vague. 

be still my heart distracting woes 

push onward to delightful being. 

 

trickery and vile I am victim to 

dropping anchor in untamed fib. 

so many years, so many names, 

none were true, none were you 

 

deceived by mine heart longing 

only moments clasped treasure surreal. 

Authenticity awaits beyond grasp 

until Port Bliss I reach.

 

 

 

Mission Orders 

Edited from 8th grade prose 

Draft excerpt from novel Battle Harmony: Northern Comfort 

 

 Miles from a Dynasty village, on the coast of Olde Cali in a remote area of rock and sand, a rebel base 

receives a faint frequency from an old Federation deep space satellite. The rebel base was once an imperative 

base of operations for the United Nations Defense Corps (UNDC) during the Great War. Utilizing United Nations 

funding and United Nations Space Fleet (UNSF) technology, the base and its combatants held its own, for two 

decades of battles, before succumbing to the overwhelming force of the Dynasty. Without the determination of 

the base’s combatants, not only would have the Dynasty’s forces taken the western territories sooner, but the 

Dynasty casualties would have also been greatly reduced. 

 Now, hidden away from Dynasty eyes, the rebel base is protected within the side of a mountain-bluff, 

overseeing crushing crystal waves. It’s a wonder that the ancient base’s equipment still operates at a functional 

level, after being abandoned for over five decades, collecting dust and rust, when the Dynasty seized control of 

the western territories of an earthling sector, known to the natives as the Northern Americas. 

 The frequency contains an urgent transmission from the rebel force leaders, the High Commissioners. 

One of their representatives begins, “Commander Zyr, we have an urgent mission for you and your squad.” 

 The High Commissioners had become the vital militant leaders, under the influence and power of the 

Federation Defense Council (FDC), near the end of the Great War; taking the status of military generals and 

United Nations Representatives. The FDC commanded both the UNSF and UNDC officers, and led all militant 

campaigns there after. 

 The High Commissioner continued, “Our resources inform us that there is an energy-mining colony off 

the coast of Olde Cali: the thirteenth sea-colony that the Dynasty established during the ocean-battles of the 
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Atlantiquis-Wars.” Commander Zyr listens with open ears, and recalls his history courses at the academy. He 

remembers learning about the Atlantiquis-Wars and how the Dynasty crushed the earth’s mightiest Navy fleets, 

in the attempt to take all coastal countries. 

 “The thirteenth Dynasty aqua-colony, Aquarius, seems to be a vital material resource collector for the 

Dynasty’s sea forces. We believe that if we can take control of the colony, it may be the turning point for our 

efforts to seize back our home.” A moment of static breaks the transmission, as Commander Zyr rubs his chin, 

waiting. The static comes to an end and the faint voice is heard again. Zyr gulps as the High Commissioner 

continues his message, “Further details and instructions will be transferred to your land cruiser’s personal 

desktop.” 

 With a change in his tone, almost passive and filled with gratitude, the High Commissioner concludes, 

“Commander Zyr, you are the High Commissioners last hope. You have the skill and valor for this mission. May 

you be blessed.” With those last four words, the transmission ends as the frequency is lost. 

 Commander Toban Albert Zyr is an old, highly decorated naval officer of the UNSF, or at least he would 

be. Official rankings had ended with the final battle of the Great War; afterwards the only fighters were rebels, 

whom really didn’t need officers, just leaders. Zyr had joined the Military Academy, with hopes of entering the 

UNSF, at the age of fifteen. That was ten years before the Great War ended. After graduating with scholar 

honors, at the age of twenty, Zyr joined the UNSF as a pilot basic. He flew the DRV87 squadron transport in 

twelve vital rescue-team operations and the HA45-battle jet in thirty-five crucial missions during his three years 

as an UNSF pilot. After receiving great praises from the newly formed Federation Defense Council (FDC), Zyr 

was promoted to Lieutenant, and was assigned the task of leading an entire platoon in its missions against the 

Dynasty, at the naïve and tender age of only twenty-four. Less than a year later, after fourteen successful 

missions and only five failures, the Great War officially ended when, against FDC commands of continuing the 

fight, the United Nations declared defeat and surrendered. 

 After the complete takeover by the Dynasty, United Nations representatives were assassinated live on 

global broadcast. Afterwards, Dynasty martial law was in effect and severe punishment was due to any peoples 

harboring FDC chairmen. UNSF and UNDC officers were not mentioned; most likely because the Dynasty leaders 

saw them as puppets for the FDC and not a threat. The Dynasty was wrong. 

  Toban Albert Zyr was an officer. Toban Zyr was a huge threat. Zyr, along with his platoon, under 

orders of the hidden FDC chairmen, attacked one of the Dynasty warships left in hovering-orbit over what was 

once New York. The assault lasted three hours and Zyr only lost six of his men; the Dynasty on the other hand, 

lost an entire warship, and a Grand Unit worth of Dynasty warriors, numbering almost seventeen thousand dead. 

His success was almost too surreal to be believed. However, that was only the beginning of many countless, 

rebel successes for Zyr. 

 Many rebels say that if the rankings were still in play, Zyr would be Commander. Some joke and say he 

could be an Admiral, but everyone knows Zyr wouldn’t allow that; Zyr was a combatant-leader, not a combatant-

advisor. Zyr actually became one of the only UNSF officers to lead any rebel missions successfully. He may be 

the single cause for many turning points in crucial battles since the Great War ended; Zyr would never admit it 
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out loud, but in the back of his mind he believes this; and if that is true, then he knows that the mission that the 

High Commissioners have ordered him to lead, is very important. 

 Commander Zyr knows very well that important missions now-a-days means a suicidal mission. Zyr 

turns of the communication port and walks out of the COM room, knowing it may be the last time he would ever 

use the machine. 

 Leaving the COM room, Zyr proceeds to stroll towards the mess hall, the one area of the rebel base he 

is sure of running into his boys. After a few moments Zyr notices, not knowing exactly why, that he slowly walks 

through the narrow rock-encaged hall that will wind around the west wall of the armory and exit into the large 

mess hall. He actually feels like he is floating through the hall; a vapor in the vastness of a room or a memory 

lost in the void of a troubled, yet playful mind. Sweat moistens his once dried and wrinkled cheeks; pleasant 

liquid, only to be stopped by his rough, choking beard. As the mess hall comes into view, Zyr’s feet become 

heavy and burdened. As his feet seemingly drag behind his determined-forward torso and head, Zyr’s chest 

begins to pound and his head becomes light very quickly. He continues his pace. 

 One step, two. Seven step, nine. Zyr continues and the pounding continues. Seventy-four steps, eighty-

three. His heart begins to slow its beats and his chest begins to stop drumming the pain-melody; now his chest 

feels squeezed, tightened. He struggles not to show it, the mind numbing pain, but it only seems to worsen. In 

fact, every step closer to the mess hall seems to boost the pain. Yet, he continues. Then, just at the threshold of 

the mess hall opening, the constricting tightness vanishes and his chest rises; apparently making a loud sound, 

since all the rebels stop there laughter and turn attention to his direction. 

 Putting aside thoughts of the pain, placing his hands into fist mode, and setting them to his side, Zyr 

speaks, “Okay boys, listen up.” Zyr pans the room for wandering eyes and groans contently as he finds none; he 

still has power, he still has influence. “I got some news from the High Commissioners.” The rebel boys’ gazes 

transformed from wonderment to serious, from content to tired-fury, from young to old. 

 “I have been informed that there may be a way to turn our luck around in our efforts to take back 

earth.” Now, with complete attention Zyr’s posture straightens more, “The High Commissioners believe that if 

the aqua-colony, Aquarius, is taken and controlled by the rebel forces, it may be a huge enough upset to the 

Dynasty that we might be able to seize back our home.” 

 Zyr watches as smirks of anticipation spread across the rebel faces. He knows his team has been antsy 

for another mission, so he continues already knowing how they will respond, “Boys, the High Commissioners 

want US to take that colony.” A thunderous and triumphant cheer shake the rock walls, throughout the mess 

hall, as the rebels take in what their commanding elder had just said. The fight is theirs and theirs alone. 

Ultimate victory then, will be theirs and theirs alone. 

 Zyr gazes at the inspiring youths as his words soak into them and feed their hunger for galactic 

revenge. He remembers his first mission with this un-ruling bunch. He had led many rebel squads during his 

long thirty-five year rule as a Rebel Forces Commander, but this bunch was just about his favorite. They were, 

better yet, are, his favorite because of that first mission; the one he dreams about every night, the first mission 

that he ever enjoyed leading, and the only mission, in his mind, that is worth the entire Dynasty-Earth conflict. 
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 It occurred seven years ago when he first took command of this unit, the Rebel Spec Ops Squad 3rd 

division, known to all rebel forces as team Nightmare. Zyr was assigned to lead the squad of thirteen young men 

into the Egyptian territory to bring down a Dynasty Palace Fortress, by any means necessary. The Dynasty 

Palace Fortresses were sites set up to house Dynasty military officials and colony headmasters; the ruling parties 

of the conquering fleets of the Dynasty Empire. The sites were as vital to Dynasty operations just as the 

government capitals were once imperative to human operations. 

 The detail about the Egyptian Dynasty Palace Fortress stated that there was a Guardian Force unit 

protecting the main gate, and two other Guardian Force units patrolling the perimeter. Each unit consisted of 

five gunner vehicles operated by Centurions, a small ground-assault team of eight Goons, two Kobra-Scouts, and 

an Enforcer; all under the leadership of a FCO (Field Commanding Operative) Centurion. Each Dynasty warrior 

was armed with either a laser pistol or neuron rifle. Zyr and the rebels were only armed with five LRAA sniper 

rifles, nine HMA-75 pistols, and a light reconnaissance antiaircraft vehicle (LRAV). The task seemed hopeless, yet 

the young rebels were ready for combat. 

 After setting up a perimeter the rebels snuck their way into the fortress, under the dismay of continued 

bombings by their backup-distraction Calvary. Once inside the fortress all hell broke loose, and it was team 

Nightmare raising it. Zyr had never seen any humans fight so bravely. It was truly heartwarming as rebel 

combatants laid waste to Dynasty warriors. After the initial Dynasty bloodshed, the rebel forces seized control of 

the fortress and setup a command post; which still is operated under rebel command. 

 Commander Zyr turns forty degrees and begins to walk away from the mess hall, as he orders the 

rebels to meet him in the garage. As his rebel team passes him in a flurry of excitement and anticipation, Zyr 

notices that field COM specialist Joey Garr is dragging his left leg along the dirt path. “What’s wrong with your 

left leg Garr?” 

 Garr’s response is quick, “Nothing sir.” 

 “You sure about that,” Zyr grabs Garr’s shoulder and turns him around to face him. “I don’t want to get 

out into the field and have you not being able to keep up if we’re attacked. I want a healthy and reliable COM 

specialist if I need to call for evac or air support.” 

 Zyr looks into Garr’s youthful eyes and believes for a moment that there is a tear in the corner. Now 

with a more concerned father tone Zyr tries to comfort the boy, “We don’t have room for two handicap members 

on the team; that position is already filled by Zap.” 

 Zap is the team’s field medic and the group’s source of entertainment. He seems to never fail to make 

the guys laugh when situations are grim. Hearing Zyr’s comment, Zap decides to defend himself; as only Zap 

would with his Texan accent, “Hey now there elder, I’m not da’ one wit’ a hearing aid. I mean, ya’ need that 

contraption just to hear grenades droppin’ in on yo’ location.” 

 The rebels roar with laughter, as Zyr retaliates with a light blow to Zap’s gut. As Zap tries to regain his 

breathe, Zyr turns back to Garr, “Let Zap take a look at that leg of yours, that’s an order.” Garr responds with a 

nod. Looking back into Garr’s eyes Zyr whispers, “We'll talk later, while in route to the target.” 

 “Yes sir.” 
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Items of Unfortunate Journey 

Edited college junior year poem 

 

 The map is useless ancient and cursed. 

 And the compass needle had pointed north, toward the edge of the world. 

 Peering through prescription glasses the kindly Ralph knows not what fate lay before him. Tied in a 

knot and wrapped around a giant of a tree, he lowers the rope to save the poor kitty from falling into the abyss. 

 Eagen engulfed his self in the winter coat and braced against the fury of the snowstorm. Clutching his 

bible he entered the mouth of the cave of despair. 

 James heard an unholy sound coming from the shadows around the bend. The flashlight trembled in 

his sweating palms as the battery twinkle its last bit of life. 

 The bug spray was useless against the creature, but Lila had to try something. Lit and glowing a 

woman’s final chance of life, the lighter slipped from her grip and disappeared in the thick of dark. 

 A wetsuit lay upon the shore ripped to shreds, but by what no one knew. Clara’s picture of her dog 

floated on the red stream as she took her last breath. 

 Dirk wiped the blood away and returned his hunting knife to its sheath. Shoving an energy bar into his 

mouth he began to choke. 

 Crushed and useless, Redd left behind the thermos in a bush. Nearby was a pile of dog tags, thousands 

of them, evidence of many failed expeditions. 

 

 

 

Heed to Warning 

Edited college junior year prose 

 

 Trembling, Byron dropped the compass recalling his dream; his nightmare. 

 The compass had belonged to his grandfather. It was the one his grandfather granted him in the dying 

room. And that compass had tried to warn Byron in a dream. 

 It attempted, under higher influence, to stop the expedition when the expedition had only been an 

idea. The needle, guided by a guardian, had pointed north to the edge of the world. It had pointed to the 

conclusion of all existence. It had pointed to the exact spot on which Byron now stood. 

 It had pointed to the newly formed opening in the eastside of Mount Diablo. His nightmare had been a 

vision of this moment. Mindlessly crumpling the wretched map Byron gazed, frozen in astonishment and dread. 

Amidst thousands of bloodied dog tags he saw the last sight he would ever be blessed to see. 
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 A mass of dark crawled across the countryside, racing towards him. Millions of creatures had burst from 

the mountain and were now stampeding to oblivion. Behind them was an unknown abyss of howling torment. It 

was a sound that bit at his soul like the fury of a snowstorm. 

 The creatures were a ferocious army with insatiable appetite. Powerful and unstoppable, it was an 

advancing force of genocide destroying all in its path and leaving a wake of despair. Byron had seen it first. 

 Byron gawked at the beginning of the end. 

 

 

 

Harbor Ardor

I stand at the docks staring out. 

I stare past the crashing plum waves 

and long for the distant horizon. 

I remember… 

not the Cuban cigar tobacco warehouses, 

nor do I recall the frigates and warships 

that buoyed on the bouncing waters. 

I care not… 

for the history of this bustling seaport: 

a once great benefit to a young America 

on the frontier of expansion. 

I ignore the world around me and dream. 

I hear the excited shoppers behind me. 

I sense the awe of those peering 

at the beautiful sculpture garden, 

surrounded by new budding lilac trees and mums flowers. 

I feel the heat of a setting sun as a celebration booms. 

I am not here for any of that. 

 

I was here for her. 

 

This Key West historic site is the beginning: 

the start of a new era, a new page in my life. 

I turn the page hesitantly as I try to hold onto the past. 

I turn the page in anticipation for the thrill of the unknown. 

I turn the page to see a blank sheet… 

It’s white as snow, unblemished. 

I am to write this new chapter. 

I defy Destiny, I trample the sisters Fate, I pass Karma. 

I jump into the cool waters and swim to my future. 

I leave behind the Harbor. 

 

I leave her. No, she leaves me. 

 

I would lie if I were to say I take none of it with me. 

I would deceive if I say I will not miss. 

The Harbor no longer wants me to stay. 

She no longer desires. 

 

I swim with zeal as I see a new purpose. 

The ocean cries for me, for I have no tears. 

Maybe the future will call me back, 

have me return to this wonderful place, 

back to her. 

But these thoughts I place in the depths of my mind. 

 

I cannot write this chapter lingering to the old. 

I swim on, I swim on, I swim on… 

I allow God to lead and carry

 


