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Want to Know How I Really Feel?
Alexis Foyle

I feel like a piece of trash that people can throw 
away so easily.  I’m an empty water bottle 
rolling down the street waiting for my dream, 
but as I wait, I realize that my dream will never 
come true.  I never should have believed that 
dreams could become reality.  The world isn’t 
as amazing anymore.

Even if I feel this way, we need to fight for 
ourselves, the people we love and care about.  
Mostly, we need to fight for the world that 
is being destroyed right in front of us.  The 
world can be amazing if we make it that way.  
Pick up some trash, help someone homeless, 
volunteer for things.  The world needs you just 
as much as you need it.

You might think this is a joke but this is reality 
people.  Life isn’t great without any help from 
you.  Put your mind to things.  Don’t give 
up!  The more you help, the better things will 
become.  Don’t just sit by and watch the world 
become nothing but destruction and ruin.

Her face.  I barely remember.  I was only eleven 
months when it happened.  When she left.  Her 
brown hair and blue eyes were nonexistent.  
Her joyful smile and heartwarming laugh; 
unheard for ten years of my life.  I miss her 
every day; though I have not met her.  I believe 
she was taken from me.  I saw a man.  The 
man who took her away from my life.  But 
today I was dreaming of her.  I was dreaming of 
her holding me in her arms.

“Hush sweet Tychii,” she cooed to me as I 
attempted to grab her face. “No need for tears 
anymore. Mother’s here. Mother will protect 
you.” She smiled at me. Putting her nose 
against mine made me squeal and giggle.  “I 
won’t let anyone harm you. I promise.” 

The moment she pulled away from my face 
darkness engulfed the entire room.  The sound 
of her screams were drowned out by my cries 
of terror.  A shadow was seen on the wall.  A 
figure of a man holding a knife as my mother 

cowered in fear. 

Then I woke up.

I looked about the room panting hard and 
sweating.  I brought my knees up to my chest 
and placed my head on my knees as the train 
passed by.  The lights from the train were seen 
through my window and cast upon my wall 
and ceiling.  After it had passed I sniffled.  I 
didn’t bother turning on my light. For there 
was no reason to. 

I turned my head to the picture of my mother.  
Her pale skin and bright smile made me feel 
warm inside. I took the picture off of my desk 
and held it close.  “Mommy I miss you,” I 
whispered to nobody but myself. 

I knew she was up in the heavens.  Watching 
me.  Smiling at me and saying, “Tychii don’t 
cry anymore.  There are no need for tears.  
Mother is here now.  Mother will protect you.  I 
won’t let anyone harm you.  I promise.”

Ancestry without Time
Zoe Paige

Autumn Foster
Copic Markers

Miosotis Serrano
Pencil

Christopher Alano
Pen and Ink



5

TITle

4

A Beach Day
Jason Lepage

The cool wind through your hair, 
there’s sand all over your feet,  
sunshine kissing your skin, 

and water refreshing your face. 
 

     Your families all around you,  
filling you up with joy, 

until the waves of water, 
become pelted with drops of rain.  

 
     You pack up all your things, 

and go out on your way, 
the clouds fill sky with darkness, 

but later they will fade. 
 

     The sun comes out to play, 
the sky painted with rainbows, 

signaling the end, 
of a mid-summer rain. 

 
     The day at the beach was great, 

someday soon you’ll go again, 
and jump along the shoreline, 

on some hot summer day, 
A Beach Day.  

Just as I walked up to the top step, I stopped 
dead in my tracks.  “I’m not going in first,” I 
said in a desperate whisper.  My mom put her 
hand on my back.  But before she could open 
the door it flew open with a sort of grace that 
can’t be described.  A man in a suit appeared, 
smiled and said, “Welcome.”

We walked in and some strangers immediately 
put smiles on their faces and acted as if they 
knew us.  You could smell the sadness, taste 
the salty tears that littered their faces.

We heard a priest talking and waited in the 
hall with other people. I looked around.  There 
was classic 90s wallpaper hugging the walls 
that breathed silently.  There was wood 
everywhere, outlining the doors, covering the 
secrets under the floors.  I saw a staircase 
leading to darkness; it intrigued me.  Some 
people resembled wood themselves, staring into 
darkness.

We touched our fingertips to out foreheads, 
then chest, then each shoulder, completing the 
sign of the cross.  We waited for the priest 
to finish saying his words that no one 
seemed to be listening to.  I looked down 
at my white jacket and whispered to 
my Mom, “I don’t think I should be 
wearing this.” I felt visible even to 
the dead. “It’s okay, honey,” she 
replied in a monotone voice.

As the priest finished 
speaking my mom said 
we should go sign the 
entry book.  I wrote my 
name after hers as neatly 
as I could with my shaking 
hand. My mom wrote our last 
name, all fancy to match the 
wallpaper.  The priest passed us 
and walked into a room.  We went 
into where he just walked out of. 

I saw him then. So many pictures of all 
his family and friends with him. They looked 
perfect.  Now they all looked so sad. The 
flowers everywhere, so many colors. All fresh 
and bloomed for this cold March evening.  But 
somehow they didn’t make the room happier; it 

Reality
Karisa Allen

made the room and all the people in it sadder.

We waited a minute then kneeled.  I didn’t 
know him. We were here for my brother’s 
girlfriend’s uncle, Floyd. My mom touched his 
hand, we got up, and I followed quietly behind. 

As my mom talked to his family and friends 
from all the perfect pictures, I stood there and 
stared at him. His tan suit matched his skin. 
Several items lay beside him in his last bed.  I 
was curious what shoes he was wearing but 
his feet were covered.

It looked as if he would just wake up. 
Breathing. Blinking. Moving, asking questions 
I couldn’t answer.

It was lung cancer that took the happiness 
away from the faces in those pictures.  I 

shivered and felt something.  I 
wanted to run from that 

place, screaming. The 
feeling traveled all 

over my body till 
it devoured my 

insides.
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As the sunshine filled day turned into the 
darkest of nights, a middle aged woman was 
walking down the seemingly endless street, 
carrying a shopping bag filled to the brim with 
foods of many kinds especially sweets. The night 
had been very chilly since it was winter and it 
has become colder as the days passed by. The 
woman was about to cross the street in order 
to reach her home when a loud noise erupted 
behind her. When she turned around quickly to 
figure out what the noise was that startled her 
so tremendously, she was met with the silent 
and cold wind blowing into her face. She was 
confused on how the noise came to be when 
there was nobody on the street except her?

Chalking it up to be nothing, the woman decided 
to head back home before she froze to death. 
While walking back she had noticed that the 
wind had gotten colder than a few seconds ago. 
She was about to reach her destination when 
she heard a faint voice calling to her, “Janice, 
there’s something behind you…” until it was 
interrupted by a loud and sudden roar followed 
by the terrified scream of a woman. Without 
thinking, the woman attempted to scurry to her 
home. “Wha…what was that?!” She stuttered 
with terror as she entered her old and decaying 
house.

The woman almost jumped out of her 
skin when she heard that horrendous 
roar and blood draining scream that 
seemed so familiar to her. “Janice… 
I know you’re in there, come outside 
and play with meee,” said the silent 
but quite demanding voice on the other 
side of the door. She was horrified on 
how this monstrosity knew who she 
was?  Not just ten minutes ago she 
was carrying her bought goods from 
her local grocery store for the storm 
that was coming. Before she could 
comprehend, a set of very sharp claws 
drenched in blood pierced through the 

front door.

The disfigured claw-like extremities had almost 
killed her when she was trying to make a dash 
away. As she ran, the front door had been 
ripped off its hinges and was thrown to the side. 
“Janice…There’s no reason to hide from me 
is there?” The voice said to her with a hint of 
sarcasm in it. She attempted to run away and 
hide until the claws that were freezing to the 
touch grabbed her viciously making her squeal 
in surprise and terror. She was gasping for air 
and looking at the monster that was comprised 
of the freezing cold air and snow mixed together.

Before the woman could realize what was 
happening, she was stabbed through the heart 
with brute force. She yelled in pain similar to 
the earlier scream as the freakish creature 
crackled in its deep and intimidating voice. She 
was dying from the extreme loss of blood; she 
froze in surprise as she found the body severely 
frostbitten and covered in her own blood laying 
in her front lawn. Instantly, the freak of nature 
turned into the winter breeze in front of her 
eyes. As the life of the woman’s body had been 
drained, her soul and mind were disappearing 
into the cold air to be trapped in the winter wind 
forever with the monster.

The Winter Breeze
Simone LeBlanc
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If I had the choice to live anywhere, it would 
have to be in a large stone cave.  Where it is 
located does not matter, as long as it is large 
enough for me to live in. The higher up it is the 
better. I don’t know why, but it just seems right.  
Two years of residence would do just fine as it 
would give me a nice taste of life in a cave.
Honestly, there’s not much you can really DO in 
a cave but primarily just living life would be my 
game. All the necessities, so to speak, would be 
hunting, making the cave hospitable, relaxing, 
and just doing some deep thinking. I would 
think of those two years as a soul-searching 
time, a reprieve from the hustle and bustle of 
everyday life. My only companion would be my 
thoughts, and that would suit me right down 
to the ground. Taking time, discovering who I 
am while simultaneously discovering the area 
I’ve inhabited. It would honestly be paradise for 
me and probably many other people because 
sometimes life goes too quickly. This outdoor 
solitude would be the perfect time, allowing me 
to take life at a pace I can agree with.  As an 
added bonus, I can discover those things that I 
can do without and rid myself of the mindless 
reliance we seem to have on those things.

If I Could Live Anywhere…
Gorge Torres

What Is Music
Alex Whitney

What is music? 

Music is self expression.

The voice for the voiceless.

It brings people together,

And tells a story. 

It says all the things you wanted to say 

but didn’t.

It makes you see in other points of view.

It can make you happy,

it can make you sad.

It picks you up when you’re down.

It helps you get through the worst of times,

but most of all,

It’s your voice!

And no one can take that away from you!

It’s not about the money or the fame, 

it’s about being heard 

when people don’t listen!

Music is what you make of it,

so make the most of it.

That’s what music is

and that’s what it will always be

So make the most of it. 

And make a sound.

Christopher Alano
Linoleum Block Print

I sat in the auditorium waiting for my sister’s name to be called.

“Sandra Summers,” the principal called as a girl stood up.  That was her.  My big sister. I watched as 
she walked up the steps and towards Mr. McGowan.  She took the diploma in one hand and shook 
his hand with the other.

The moment she walked away something was terribly wrong.  She clutched her chest and fell to her 
knees as everyone screamed in worry and fear.  And then, she collapsed. Unmoving.

That was the last time I saw my sister alive. Now she lay in a casket. Our mother was in tears. I 
watched as family and friends walked to her limp body one by one. They said their goodbyes and 
placed a rose petal on her body.

I loved her. Sandra. She was the most friendly and sweetest person I knew, and she was my older 
sister. When mom worked late, Sandra did her best to help me survive. When I was hurt physically 
or emotionally, she kissed the sadness and pain away. To watch your own mother cry her eyes out 
for her dead eighteen-year-old daughter hurt.

Graduation
Zoe Paige

Morgan Ahearn
Pencil on Paper
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Gänsehaut Hollow
Julia Mongeon

anbrechen.
The fog crept slowly over the pool, its arms reaching 
out, stretching and expanding to eventually cover 
the adjoining fields of tree stumps, still wet with late 
night dew. The air was cold and heavy, weighted 
down by the whisperings of fretful  townsfolk. 
The stories had begun to spread, spanning far 
across the earthy soil, dark and dank and solid. 
The mist, the rumor, had crept underneath door 
frames, slipped through the cracks in the panes 
of farmhouse windows, settling and coating 
everything with a thin film of fear and paranoia.
There was a small cottage on the edge of the 
expansive forest, neat and clean and a pale shade 
of blue, surrounded by the fog. The fog slipped 
under the floorboards, twisted its way into the 
house and spilled out the opened windows, back to 
where it had originated. The scene was inviting and 
threatening all the same, for there were flowers in 
the window boxes and a sly orange tabby stalked 
along the front porch. This house was inhabited 
by the kindest and quietest woman in the whole 
town.
She had remained blissfully unaware of the 
rumors, waking in the early morning light, ignorant 
of the pervasive fog. She stretched, rolled her neck 
from side to side, and slipped on a crisply ironed 
dress from off of the wire hanger. She laced up 
her oxfords and slicked her hair back into a neat 
updo. It was the early 1950s and Clara Cox was 
the bloodthirsty monster of Gänsehaut Hollow.
eins.
A cabin, nestled far in the forest, 
surrounded and shaded by tall trees, 
was home for William Oak Cliff. He 
lived, secluded from the town, among 
the trees which he adored and ardently 
admired.
He was alone, there in the forest, 

Mary Leufstedt
Acrylic on Paper

listening intently to the swaying of the trees, of 
their branches, of the rustling of the wind through 
their many leaves. He knew the forest, and the 
forest knew him. If Cliff shut his eyes and spun 
around for thirty seconds, walked heel to toe in a 
straight line for fifty paces, he could tell you where 
he would end up in his forest, accuracy down to 
less than six inches.
Some nights, he would close his eyes, his hand 
resting on the handle of an axe and breathe in 
the woods, breathe in all of the clean air, far from 
interference from other people, far from anything 
that could discover the truth.
William Oak Cliff enjoyed felling trees. He loved 
the smell of the bark, of the sap, of the feeling of 
sawdust slipping through his fingers. He loved the 
coolness of the air around him in the early morning 
fog, hearing the nearly imperceptible crunching of 
grass beneath his feet when he stepped on it, for the 
air at night was cold, dipping down below freezing. 
He loved being so far in the woods that even if he 
screamed loud and long, until his throat was red 
and raw, no one would be able to hear him. As 
early as the sun rose, Cliff was awake, gathering 
up his tools and setting out to find another tree.
The only company that William Oak Cliff ever 
entertained was a stray dog. The dog belonged to 
no one but the forest, and so did Cliff. The secluded 
man took pity on the dog, leaving out scraps of 
food, bowls of water, and occasionally leaving his 
front door open, allowing the stray to enter at its 
own convenience. He called this dog Hund.

Everyone in the Hollow knew that the stray dog 
belonged to mysterious and reclusive William Oak 
Cliff. The dog was dirty and scrappy, but did not 
want for love. When he was not pawing around 
Cliff's cabin, he trotted along the long dirt road to 
the town. From there, he used his nose to sniff out 
the only other bipedal animal that he trusted, and 
her name was Miss Clara Cox.
Miss Cox was one of the two librarians that worked 
at Gänsehaut Hollow Public Library. Clara Cox 
was what everyone expected in a librarian. Quiet  
and sweet and unassuming. She lent books out 
with ease, she laughed at all of the funny jokes 
that The Mill workers told, and she lived all alone 
with only her tabby cat. As soon as the clock 
struck five, she was out the door of the library and 
wandering down the long dirt road to her cottage. 
Clara Cox did not venture out of her house when 

the sun went down, for the moon always made her 
stomach ache.
zwei.
Most of the residents of Gänsehaut Hollow worked 
at The Mill. They set their alarms for five  in the 
morning, awoke to feed the chickens, pulled on 
their heavy denim work jackets, grabbed their 
previously made lunches wrapped in brown 
wax paper fastened with a bit of twine, kissed 
their husbands and wives on their cheeks, and 
shouldered their way to The Mill.
Maxwell Galiko did not want to work at The Mill.
He dreamt of faraway New York City, the bustle 
of hundreds of people, crowded and hungry for 
success, dressed in tailored suits and fedoras 
resting fashionably on their heads. Maxwell Galiko 
imagined that when he moved to New York City, 
he would be a lover of jazz records and star in a 
play on Broadway.
He was a short but athletic man, with tightly 
cropped blonde hair and piercing gray green 
eyes framed by dark black glasses. He had an 
easy manner, was delightful to converse with, 
and was excellent dinner company. The town 
was in agreement: Maxwell Galiko was destined 
for something greater than working at The Mill 
breathing in saw dust all day.
At night he would walk home from The Mill, 
picking up a few odds and ends for his elderly 
neighbor, bringing them up the front stairs into the 
apartment. He was kind and gentle. On his days 
off from work he would trot around the Hollow 
with his camera, snapping photographs to be 
developed later at the pharmacy. Happy moments 
were all that he captured, a man smiling, a woman 
stacking books in the glimmering sunlight, a door 
pushed open to reveal a father and daughter 
embracing. Innocence and purity could only be 
revealed through a process completed in the dark, 
an idea that thoroughly fascinated him.
Sometimes, he would wander out when the moon 
was full, absorbing the light through his every 
pore, letting his lens see what even his eyes could 
not. It detected, even in the deep forest, the quick 
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movement flashing through the trees. A flash, 
steadily advancing, a weight knocking him over.
Maxwell was supposed to make something of 
himself, instead, he turned up dead.
drei.
As he stood with his feet spread apart, his flannel 
shirt sleeves rolled up, and his hand gripping the 
handle of his favorite axe, William Oak Cliff realized 
that something was very wrong with the forest.
There was something off in the way that the wind 
was blowing through the trees, the way the fog was 
receding, the way the birds had suddenly gone 
quiet. Hund's ears were perked up, alert, sniffing 
at the morphing wind, staring out into the fog.
Cliff furrowed his brow and readjusted his fur cap, 
squinting to see past the mist, lurking steadily 
further and further away. If there was anything 
that he knew, it was the forest if the Hollow. He 
understood how the trees and the soil and the 
squirrels and the deer and so many other things 
worked together in the woods. He knew for certain, 
something was there that should not have been.
Two steps. Then three. Cliff walked forward, slowly, 
painfully slow, so slow the twigs underneath his 
feet did not even crack.
Surrounded by fog and mist, a person sat. Their 
right leg was bent, their upper body slouched over 
it, a fedora sitting atop their head. They did not 
move, they did not even seem to be breathing. 
Instead, the stared out into the distance, searching 
with glassy eyes for something entirely impossible 
to see.
Cliff took a step forward. He held his breath, 
straining through the fog, through the dim 
morning light to see what this man was so intent 
on seeing.
The hair on Hund's back stood on end. The stray 
began to growl.
"Hey, bud, what are you looking at?" Cliff said, 
barely above an inaudible breath. The man did not 
answer, just continued staring, eyes unblinking, 
lungs immovable, dead.
Sudden and jerking, Cliff picked up his axe, moved 

Gänsehaut Hollow (continued)
Julia Mongeon

determinedly to the man, stepping over fallen 
trees, brushing aside piles of forest debris. He 
stood directly in the man's line of sight, shoulders 
broad, forehead glistening with sweat, axe resting 
on his shoulder, air moving in and out and in and 
out of his lungs, and this was when William Oak 
Cliff realized Maxwell Galiko was seeing something 
that he would never be able to see.
vier.
The Sheriff of Gänsehaut Hollow was not a slight 
man. He was loud and obnoxious and always, 
always hungry, and the townspeople adored him. 
He was the first person people spoke to in the 
morning, as he stood by the front door of The Mill, 
greeting everyone.
There was never any crime in The Hollow. 
Therefore, Sheriff Jacob Fleming had never solved 
any crimes. He sat in his office and read detective 
novels, dreaming of beautiful femme fatales and 
a certain KGB operative that starkly resembled 
him.
He was also severely out of shape. Getting to 
the lifeless body of Maxwell Galiko served to be 
a difficult task to accomplish, as he was stout 
and unable to gracefully hop over large trees that 
William Oak Cliff head felled but not yet brought to 
The Mill to be processed.
Cliff kept glancing back at him, lifting up one side 
of his mouth, a sly, sharp smile, and snapping 
his fingers for Hund to stay by his heels. The dog 
complied.
When the trio arrived, they stood, feet spread far 
apart, hands on hips, bodies dripping with sweat 
and out of breath. Neither spoke, neither looked at 
the other. Cliff buried his hand in the scruff on the 
back of Hund's neck, thinking he should buy the 
stray a collar and make their relationship official.
Maxwell Galiko did not speak or breathe or see. His 
eyes were open and glassy, wide and omniscient. 
His mouth was gaping, he was dead, dead, dead.
"Should I touch him? Check his pulse or 
something?" The Sheriff asked.
"Already did." Cliff said, curt and unwilling to 
elaborate.

"So, dead?"
"Yes, sir."
"Okay. Well. Excuse me." The Sheriff's face 
crumpled up, his body shifted, and he promptly 
vomited all over his polished black shoes. Cliff 
looked away out of respect.
Hund perked up his ears and sniffed.
"I can carry him back, if you want, sir." Cliff offered.
"Thank you. Yes, yes." The Sheriff spit out, bending 
over and heaving again.
Slow and careful, Cliff picked up Maxwell Galiko 
and slung him over his shoulder. Hund followed 
behind as he lugged the weight of a man that he 
barely knew to throw in the back of his truck, 
where he would drive him to his parents house, 
sitting behind the steering wheel as the Sheriff 
consoled two broken hearted individuals, staring 
at nothing, nothing, nothing, because if he closed 
his eyes he would see the discolored blue around 
eyes, boils around gaping mouths, dead, dead, 
dead. William Oak Cliff tried desperately not to 
think of the body as being dead. He tried not to 
think about anything at all.
fünf.
The news spread through the Hollow, fog 
expanding, stretching, reaching for more victims, 
hands opening and closing and opening and 
searching for something to grasp.
Hidden away in a back closet of the library, 
Clara Cox sobbed, tears slipping down her face, 
fear bubbling up her throat, air unable to reach 
her lungs. She tried desperately to stop crying, 
pinching the skin on her legs, biting her tongue 
with all of her might. Still, the tears flowed readily.
Slowly, she collected herself, smoothing her hair, 
adjusting her skirt, taking a deep, deep, deep 
breath. She placed her hand on the doorknob, let 
her heart beat a few hundred times, and turned. 
She walked out into the library, collecting a small 
pile of books and quietly replaced them on the 
shelves, humming to herself. She hummed to 
clear her mind, to fill the fear and hatred, the 
unsteady feeling growing within her stomach, to 

focus on something that was bigger than herself. 
In the past this had worked, humming to make 
the pain of who, of what she was disappear, if only 
for a few moments.
The library was quiet without Mrs. Bird, without 
her constant chirping away, whistling, telling the 
same stories that all of the library patrons had 
heard a million times over. This quiet was out of 
respect for the woman that the Hollow had lost, 
for Galiko, who was gone too soon. This quiet was 
also because not many townsfolk frequented the 
library.
Miss Cox rounded one of the floor length shelves, 
a place illuminated by light from a large window. 
She did not look up, for there could be no one in 
the library, there never was in the middle of the 
day. Everyone worked across the street at The 
Mill.
This is why Clara Cox stumbled directly into a 
man.
Embarrassed, she backpedaled, apologizing, 
contemplating whether or not to run back into the 
closet, far away from any other person.
"Are you okay?" The young man said, taking a 
step towards her. He was dressed in a flannel, red 
and black, sleeves rolled up, a fur cap on his light 
brown hair, covered in a thin layer of sawdust. He 
watched her with eyes intense, curious. She let her 
pulse return to normal.
"Yes, quite." She responded, curt and concise.
The man was William Oak Cliff, who supplied 
The Mill with lumber, and had pulled off his cap, 
wringing it in his hands. He looked down at a dog 
sitting by his feet, the stray.
"Dogs are not allowed in a library." Clara Cox 
asserted. William Oak Cliff nodded. His mind 
was thinking of the body slung over his shoulder, 
thinking about the weight of a felled tree, thinking 
of the heavy breathing of the Sheriff next to him, 
struggling to get through the dense forest. He was 
not thinking that animals would not be allowed in 
a library, a quiet place, a place for thinking. He 
was trying not to think at all.
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"I will take him outside." William Oak Cliff said, 
eyes empty and mind full.
The young librarian watched the young lumberjack 
move from thinking to action, snapping his fingers, 
moving his lips to form a word, a dog's name. She 
watched as his dog obeyed, standing with wide 
eyes, bottomless eyes, eyes that expressed the 
pain that his owner was in. Cliff would never admit 
it, but he was feeling lost. Clara saw this, his fear, 
anxiety, unruhe, all in an instant, in a few simple 
actions, commands. She could see it in his green 
eyes, in his strong hands, calloused and hard, in 
the slump of his broad shoulders. This giant man 
felt small, Clara understood.
"I've changed my mind. Dogs can be allowed." Miss 
Cox whispered. She was loud enough that Cliff 
heard her, turning and glancing at her from over 
his shoulder.
"Thank you, Miss Clara Cox." Cliff whispered 
back, out of respect for those around them who 
were weighing heavily on both of their minds.
"You are welcome." Clara Cox turned and continued 
on with her work, a lump steadily growing in her 
throat when she thought of the dead body in the 
woods, of the dead body of Mrs. Bird, awaiting a 
burial, of the dead body of her father and mother, 
the dead bodies of all of the people that she had 
killed, all rotting away in Gänsehaut Hollow.
sechs.
As he left the library, William Oak Cliff noticed 
that all of The Mill workers were staring at him. 
They stood with feet planted far apart, shoulders 
set, work coats on or off or slung over shoulders, 
staring. Some smoked cigarettes, spoke to each 
other. Cliff knew what they were talking about, 
they had seen the body wrapped in cloth in the 
back of his truck, they had seen him carry the 
body into the small doctor's office. They had seen, 
with their hundreds of eyes. He wished no one had 
to see.
The boots on his feet made indentations in the 
red earth, the road. Little impressions of his past. 
Hund trotted next to him, tongue sticking out, tail 
wagging.

Gänsehaut Hollow (continued)
Julia Mongeon

The Sheriff was leaning on Cliff's truck, waiting for 
him. The sight of the man, of his barreled form, 
of the dark black bristles of his mustache on his 
dark skin made Cliff's skin crawl. He hated this 
man, this man who made him lug a body out of 
his woods, his clean, his perfect woods, forever 
marred by some monster. Even now, Cliff could 
feel the weight of the body slung over his shoulder, 
stiffer in some ways than the wood that he carried 
every day.
"Cliff, I wanted to thank you for all of your help 
today." The man wheezed, wiping sweat from his 
brow.
Even as he chased the sweat away, it beaded 
again, dripping and dripping and dripping. It was 
not even hot out.
"No problem, sir." Cliff returned, watching as the 
Sheriff looked suspiciously over his shoulder. The 
law man was watching The Mill workers, studying 
the way they studied Cliff. "Is there something 
going on, sir?"
"No, no problem. Just a little too much coincidence 
lately. When I saw Maxwell out there in the woods, 
I lost my composure. You may think that it is 
because I have a weak stomach, but I assure you, 
I do not. It was because he looked just like, his 
face, those things, looked exactly like the body of 
old Mrs. Bird." The Sheriff coughed out.
"Mrs. Bird is dead?"
"Yes. Mr. Bird called Mortimer and I this morning, 
told us she had gone in her sleep, laying out on 
their front porch sofa. I went over with Mortimer 
to fetch the body and bring it to the morgue, and 
there it was, covered in all these sorts of blisters. 
We thought it was strange, Mortimer told me he'd 
never seen anything like it, except on old man 
Oliver, but old dead bodies do lots of strange 
things when they are decomposing. Now Galiko is 
lying somewhere off in the woods with these same 
things all over him? There could be some sort of 
epidemic going on here." The Sheriff leaned toward 
Cliff, conspiratorial. "Add to this, some of the men 
at The Mill have said they saw something."

"What sort of thing?" Cliff asked, curious. His 
interest was piqued, his mind envisioning the 
blisters on pretty Mrs. Bird.
"Some sort of being, thing, running through the 
forest late at night. It's all a load of bologna, but 
still, the men are getting freaked out. If anyone 
finds out about this, thing, going on, people dying, 
who knows what will happen."
"What do you want from me Sheriff? Why are you 
telling me this?" Cliff tugged at his sleeves, crossed 
his arms, uncrossed them and scratched his head. 
He was uncomfortable, sorely uncomfortable 
standing in front of the Sheriff, watching as sweat 
beaded up on the man's dark forehead.
"You are a level headed man, you know the woods 
around here like the back of your hand. You also 
have no reason to tell anyone else about this little 
chat we've been having. I suppose that what I am 
trying to say is I haven't a clue of what to do from 
here. I know your past, I know about your family. 
I was hoping you would be able to help, in some 
way or another." The Sheriff's eyes were bright, 
imploring, desperate. Cliff thought for a moment, 
thought about all that he had done to hide the 
past, to escape from his past reality. He knew that 
this life was the one that he was meant to be living, 
all alone up there in the woods, breathing in clean 
air, far from the bustle of the city and his former 
life.
He also had this feeling, blooming in his stomach, 
this sickening dread, this seasickness that only 
affected him on land. William Oak Cliff knew what 
he had to do. "I'll see what I can find out, sir."
sieben.
As soon as the bell rang signaling the end of the 
work day at The Mill, Micah Murthwaite punched 
his card and fled. He shook the sawdust from his 
coat and curled hair. The tiny particles floated in 
the air all around him, he was surrounded by the 
remnants of old life, old growth, cut down and sent 
into frightening mechanisms, machines which 
Micah operated.
Tired and ready for a meal, he meandered down 

the road towards his house. The house which he 
rented from his foreman was located on the edge 
of the woods, directly before a secluded cottage 
inhabited by the kind and young librarian. Micah 
had watched her most days after he got off work 
from The Mill, standing in the middle of the dirt 
road, eyes carefully cataloging the way she moved, 
her grace and quiet beauty. He watched the way 
her long thin fingers gripped the spines of books, 
deftly placing them back on shelves, eyes flicking 
across the shelves, never once meeting his eyes.
Some days, Clara would leave the library before 
he got off of work, walking ahead of him on the 
winding dirt road. He never had the nerve to walk 
her to her front door, instead, he watched her from 
afar, eyes widening whenever he caught a glimpse 
of her in the library, in the street, at the market.
It was ten minutes to five when Micah looked in the 
front windows of the library, noting the entrance 
was closed, the building uninhabited. If Clara had 
been at work, she had gone home. Normally, Mrs. 
Bird would have been there, sitting at the front 
desk knitting away, a modern incarnation of a 
long dead Mrs. Defarge. However, Mrs. Bird was 
dead, soon to be buried. The whole Hollow was 
mourning, for Mrs. Bird, for Galiko. The Hollow 
did not bode with change well.
Micah started home, placing one foot in front of 
the other, kicking up small plumes of dust, coating 
his work boots and the cuff of his jean work pants. 
His eyes naturally fled to the tree line, watching 
the deep green trees bending, all in unison, on 
account of the breeze.
The Mill workers were talking. They would huddle 
together at cigarette break, whispering about 
the deaths, talking in dangerously low voices 
about the woods and the creatures that lived in 
it. Creatures that had a hankering for the meat 
of men. When he had reached the point where he 
could see his house and Clara's cottage, Micah 
decided he would give her his condolences about 
her coworker. He hurried to her porch, taking 
one last glance at the deep, dark woods, deciding 
there was no such creature in the Hollow, no 
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matter how many people said they had seen the 
figure creeping through the tall woody structures 
late at night, shoulders illuminated by the silver 
moonlight.
He knocked and waited for an answer.
He rocked on his heels, back and forth, glancing 
at his fingers, at the woods, at his shoes, at the 
white wide door in front of him. He drummed his 
fingertips on the wooden door one last time.
"Hello?" The wooden door squeaked open on its 
hinges, echoing among the trees. Clara peeked 
around the frame, one hand gripping the door 
handle tightly. Her voice was clear and concise, 
exact. Micah was speechless. He stood there, 
taking in the sight of her in the slowly dimming 
light. Her dark brown, nearly black hair which 
normally resided in a severe updo was now let lose 
to curl and wave down her back, grasping tightly 
to her elbows. Her eyes were bright, her face clean 
and delicate, much better to observe up close.
"Hi, Clara." He sputtered, unsure of his words. 
Micah was never unsure, only in her presence.
"Oh, Mr. Murthwaite. What is it?" She opened the 
door further, letting Micah have a quick glance 
at the inside furnishings of her cottage. Sparsely 
decorated, minimal furniture. It looked as if Clara 
Cox barely lived in her own home."I wanted to 
express my sincerest condolences for the loss of 
your coworker, and undoubtedly, incredibly close 
friend."
"Thank you, that means so much to me. I had to 
leave work early, it is hard to think of the library, 
the town, without Mrs. Bird. She was an amazing 
woman." Clara's eyes become glassy, covered in a 
thin film of sadness and despair.
"If there is anything that I can do for you, please 
ask. Any time." Micah stood tall, valiant, the hero. 
Clara smiled, wide and sincere.
"Thank you."
The door began to swing closed, but Micah spoke 
again.
"Maybe I could come in for some coffee?"
"Perhaps at another time." Clara smiled at him 

sweetly, shut the door, and slid the lock in place. 
The moon would be out soon.
acht.
The front door of William Oak Cliff's secluded cabin 
slammed shut. His grandfather, a Mill worker, had 
made the cabin with his own two hands for his 
young family, a wife and tiny squirming daughter. 
He had wanted to provide for them, to keep 
them safe from the world, all alone in the woods 
of the Hollow. The cabin had been left to Cliff in 
his grandfather's will, and he readily accepted 
it, moving out to Gänsehaut Hollow in the late 
1940s, when he was only nineteen years old. He 
was young still, but in some ways, he had aged  
into a wise man. He understood the woods, nature 
around him, more than he had ever understood  
the bustle of the city.
The boots he had dawned were shed near the door, 
and he collapsed onto the couch after lighting a fire 
in the fireplace. He watched as the flames licked at   
the wood tentatively at first, a false sense of hope 
before consuming the fodder in a burst of heat, 
light, and flame.
Hund curled into a ball at the foot if the couch, 
tired and suddenly asleep. Cliff admired the ease 
with which the stray fell asleep, a task which 
eluded  him most nights.
Loud pops and cracks sounded in the fireplace as 
William Oak Cliff closed his eyes, hoping this one 
time sleep would come quick and painless.
neun.
Wind howled through the trees, loud and insistent. 
It whirled between tree branches, knocking the 
delicate leaves and foliage into one another, 
breaking small stems, sending whole branches to 
the earth below. The wind was howling, screaming, 
screeching, warning away any who dared to enter 
the forest of the Hollow.
The night was dark and desolate, the moon 
desperately trying to shine through heavy cloud 
cover. There were no stars in the sky, if there 
were they may have been shaken loose from the 
aggressive winds.

Not a soul was in the forest. The residents of 
Gänsehaut Hollow were tucked away, safe in their 
beds, far from the danger of the wind, though some 
heard it ripping the shingles from their roof. No 
one would dare enter the forest during a storm.
There was a creature, slight and gangly slipping 
between the thick woody trunks of trees, feet 
and eyes deft, adept to the minimal light. The 
creature had slim fingers, elongated and pointed, 
gripped around branches for support as it stalked 
through the undergrowth. This creature had been 
glimpsed before, its skin turned iridescent from 
the shimmering moonlight. Its form was similar to 
that of a human, arms and legs distinct. It had 
a face, slight, pointed, covered in a thin film of 
shimmering skin, translucent, veins underneath 
its skin snaking together and apart, pathways 
lending life to something inhuman, wild, alive all 
the same.
The creature stalked through the trees, through 
the wind, raging and howling, hands outstretched, 
fingers splayed apart, grasping at empty air. It 
neared the house of a man, a worker at The Mill. 
He was sleeping silent and content, head of dark 
curls laid peaceful on his pillow. The darkness is a 
comfort when asleep.
The front door was not locked, the latch not 
thrown, so like many of the other houses in the 
Hollow. There was a trust, even in crisis.
With long spindling fingers, the creature grasped 
the handle, pushed down and in, the weight of 
their body lessening the work of pushing in the 
door. Its hinges were well and recently oiled, silent. 
The floorboards did not squeal, the creature knew 
where to step, each foot light, deft, adept. The 
wind battered hard against the house, branches 
scratching the windows, light from the moon 
spilling across the floor, spreading and invading, 
a silver fog. A man sleeping alone, silent, strong 
broad shoulders, in bed comforted by the dark, 
safe from harm indoors.
The bedroom door was open, curtains shut. He 
breathed in and out and in and out, head full of 
dreams and aspirations, shavings of wood across 

the floor, leftovers from work. The air swelled, 
pressure building up, silent, silent, silent. Never 
did he stir, not even when the creature stood 
there, about his head, staring down at him with 
human eyes, pupils wide, filled with a distinct 
look, a human look, human eyes, human mind, 
in a monster's body. Thin fingers slipped through 
dark curly hair, twisting around, so human, so 
freakish. The man felt the fingers trail down to his 
cheek, he dreamed of her touch, opened his eyes 
drowsy and unsure, the trees outside slamming 
against one another, branches cracking loud 
like gunshots, falling, falling, falling to the cold, 
hard ground, shattering into a trillion pieces, one 
indecipherable from the next.
The burning began at the hairline. Skin scalded, 
hot to the touch, if he could feel it, it would surely 
hurt, he would surely cry out. But he could not 
feel it. He stared with eyes open wide, wonder, fear 
running through his heart, beating so fast it is 
surprising it did not leap directly from his chest. 
The fingers touched his bottom lip, gentle, silent, 
human. A word passed his lips, a name, followed 
closely by the blisters, the burning, the scalding, 
the skin inflaming on his face, his smooth, perfect 
mind dreaming in the dark of her. The creature 
watched as his lids grew too heavy for the world 
around him, and leaned down, animal, human, 
scared just as much as he, and pressed lips, 
translucent, veins filled with liquid life, human to 
inhuman, one last breath shared between two.
zehn.
Morning light spilt over the landscape, edging 
through the trees, glancing over the fallen 
branches and leaves, blowing, billowing gently in 
the faint breeze. Bright and blinding, it rested on 
the cabin of a secluded man, alone and silent, his 
hand resting on the head of his favorite dog.
He stood, his breath a cloud, spreading out in 
front of him, restricting the amount of sunlight 
able to warm his face. The sleeves of his flannel 
were down, buttons undone, waiting to be rolled 
up, for his fur cap to be placed over his head, for 
his axe to be slung up over his shoulder, to begin. 



19

TITle

18

To breathe.
Uncertainty was settled heavily over his chest, 
weight bearing down on him, a thousand year tree 
draped over his torso. The axe was heavy, his boots  
anchoring despondent feet to the wood beneath 
his feet. Thoughts circled around in his brain, 
loud and insistent, fear growing and blooming, a 
feasible, concrete, heavy thing. Death, weighted 
and waiting by the foot of the steps.
Hund's ears perked up, eyes focused, staring out 
into the forest. There was something there, Cliff 
was sure of it. He furrowed his brow, forehead 
crinkling, cheeks growing red, tree pinning him 
tighter and tighter.
Something flashed, bright and brilliant, reflecting 
the sun, moving fast, tearing through the trees.
Cliff blinked, sunspots and after images blinding 
him, whispering that he had seen nothing at all. 
But there was this niggling feeling, bourn along 
with the fear. A determination, a certainty, a desire 
to know. Capable hands gripped the handle of 
his axe, boots clunking on the wooden boards of 
the steps, wood from trees that his grandfather 
felled. He ran from his past through the foliage, 
small bushes collapsing underneath, branches 
whipping past his ears.
The figure ran ahead, spindly and impossibly 
thin.
The sun was rising over the horizon, high above. 
The day was breaking. Cliff could see clear and 
far, he could see where it was headed, further and 
further into the wood. Boots crushed fallen leaves, 
jumped over branches that were ripped from their 
home in the eye of the storm, maneuvered through 
a forest they knew better than any other.
In this moment, in this moment passing so swift, 
the trees a blur, his legs no longer a part of his 
body, William Oak Cliff knew. He could never 
catch up to this creature, this thing that seemed 
to refract light, this skeletal being so unnatural.
Dead, he stopped. His boots making indentations 
in the soil beneath him, his chest heaving up 
and down, pumping oxygen from his lungs to his 

blood, to his brain. The fog cleared in his mind; 
the fog could no longer stop him from swiveling his  
head, from looking back, away from the creature, 
from seeing where the being had originated.
William Oak Cliff ran like mad.
Faster than he had run after the being, faster than 
his heart could beat, he ran. Back to the place 
where trees began to thin out, back to a small 
house on the edge of the forest of the Hollow. Cliff 
sucked in air, the weight of the tree subsiding.
The tiny house sat a few hundred yards in front 
of a lonely cottage with an orange tabby relaxing 
on the front stoop. Cliff's eyes flicked between the 
two properties, mind working a million miles a 
minute.
Which one.
Feet had decided before mind, for he began 
running to the cottage, his size frightening the cat, 
sending it hurdling away. His fists pounded on the 
front door, the back end of the axe banged against 
the wood.
Silence.
Fast, incredibly fast, he ran back to the house, 
boots heavy and loud. He placed his palm on 
the wood, smacking it with blisters hardened 
by constant work, with determination. The door 
swung open, the house revealing its insides.
Axe held up in front of him, Cliff entered the house. 
Boards creaked under his weight, dead trees 
crying out, his ear rushing with blood, loud, as if 
listening to the ocean from a conch shell. Curtains 
were drawn, darkness melding with light at the 
door frame.
"Is anyone here?" He croaked, voice bending like 
a plank.
Silence.
The silence, the fog, lifted off the floor, wrapping 
around his ankles, edging up around his calves, 
his torso, entering his ears, his nose, making his 
eyes water. Fog flirted with the point of the axe, 
sharp and dangerous. One step, then two. Cliff 
edged forward towards an open room, pulse red 
in his eyes.

Micah laid, peaceful and silent, silent, silent. 
Blisters, red and raw spread over the expanse of 
his forehead, his cheeks, his lips. No air passed  
into the man's lungs.
The silence swells once more before being shattered 
by an axe dropped on the wooden floor.
elf.
Clara Cox awoke, arms and legs sore, heat 
radiating out of her fingertips. Her body was 
worn out, painfully tired, heavy from overuse and 
discomfort. She shook the feeling of sleep from her 
body, wiping sleepies from her eyes, and padded 
quietly across the floor to turn the knob of the 
radio, jazz music spitted out into the air.
Absently, Clara looked down, picking a small leaf 
from off of the bottom of her foot. She wondered 
how it could have gotten there, and sauntered  
over to the mirror mounted on the wall above her 
dresser. Dirt is smudged over her face, arcing wide 
over her dark eyebrows, hollowing out her cheeks. 
With the back of her hand, she rubs off the dirt, 
forehead crinkled, unsure of where the grime 
could have come from.
The clock on the mantle chimed, eight o'clock, 
due to work in thirty minutes. Clara Cox wriggled 
into her favorite blue dress, zipping up the back. 
The laces on her oxfords are tied up, neat and 
tight. She smooths her hair back behind her ears, 
fastening it with a pin. Clara Cox is neat and clean 
and human.
This was her mantra, this was what she whispers 
to herself at night in the dark, I am alive, I am 
human. The phrase is muttered under her breath 
as she ambled down the dirt road to the library in 
the middle of the Hollow. The dirt is packed down 
tightly beneath her feet unable to plume up about 
her ankles as it normally did. This makes her feel  
unsure, habit suddenly broken.
The stray ran up behind Clara, bouncing and 
bright, running into her legs, tongue jutted out, 
panting. She smiled wide, human, running her 
hand down the length if his body.
"Hund!" A resounding voice bellowed from Micah 

Murthwaite's front stoop.
"Mr. Cliff, good morning." Clara called out, lifting 
her right hand in a wave. Cliff gazed back at her, at 
the sun lifting over her.
"Morning, Miss Cox." His face was drawn and thin, 
a silence conveyed only in a look. "Let me walk you 
to work."
She wondered why he would do such a thing, walk 
her to work. Why is he at Micah's house? Perhaps 
the two were friends, perhaps she had simply 
never noticed. It was quite possible that she did 
not take notice of those visiting her neighbor, but 
she would have remembered Cliff visiting someone 
so close to her. He was not easily forgotten.
"To what do I owe this pleasure?" She asks, smiling 
brightly at him, painfully human.
He laughed, forced, unnatural. "I just want to make 
sure that you make it there safe." He snapped his 
fingers, Hund trotting obediently at his heels.
"That is very kind, noble even."
"No, it is right." Cliff swallowed, shoulders broad, 
hair swept, uncaring across his forehead. They 
walk in silence, legs moving in tandem, arms 
crossed over their chests, weighted down.
"Micah is dead." Cliff said, blunt. His voice never 
wavered, sure, certain.
"Oh." Clara stopped, legs weak. Human.
Boots scuffed in the dirt, two standing close to 
one another, light streaming down over them. So 
human.
"He just came over yesterday, to ask me how I was, 
to ask about Mrs. Bird." Clara sputtered, words 
falling out of her mouth faster than she could have 
possibly thought. "Mrs. Bird, Max, Micah, my 
dad, all dead. What is going on? What is going on, 
Cliff?"
Her mind was racing, her face had been smudged 
with dirt, she couldn't remember. Why couldn't 
she remember? Hysterical, she lifts up her arms, 
palms placed on his chest, beating against it with 
each breath, with each word, beating, pounding 
his chest hollow.
“Why can't I remember, what happened last night? 
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I didn't hear anything, or see anything. I swear, 
Cliff, I swear!” Her mind worked a mile a minute, 
warping in and through itself, melding and melting. 
She knew what she was, she knew what she did.
Arms grasp her wrist. Hold down her arms, bodies 
close.
"It is okay. It will all be okay." His voice melded in 
her ears, she hears, she couldn't listen. She knew. 
She is human.
"I have to go, I have to-"
"Yes, go home." Cliff released her wrists, heavy 
and hopeless, falling back to her sides, bruising. 
Imploring, hopeful, his eyes searched hers. The 
fear had finally gotten to her, she had finally 
realized what everyone in the Hollow had been so 
frightened of. It was her.
Cliff knew what she said was important, he knew 
she was frightened, walking her to her front door, 
standing in the front stoop as she shut the door 
in front of him. He stared at the wood for a long 
time, thoughts of another dead body, of a scared 
librarian, of a lost father. It strikes him, an arrow 
to his chest, hard and pointed and suddenly so 
clear.
zwelf.
The air warmed around the Sheriff, sitting 
comfortable in his favorite chair. Cravings grew 
in his stomach, growling and snatching at his 
insides. Hunger. He leaned forward, grasping a 
sandwich he had bought from the corner market. 
One gigantic bite after another, hunger slowly 
subsiding.
The front door swings open, footfalls encroaching. 
The Sheriff glances up, lettuce falling into his lap.
"Sheriff."
"Mr. Cliff. How are you?" The Sheriff searches 
his desk for a napkin, failing and swiping a bear 
paw over his cheeks. Crumbs form a straight line 
across his face.
"Fine, sir." Cliff looks down at the man, mouth 
opening yet again. "I have to ask you something. 
You said Mortimer had seen the blisters, before 
Mrs. Bird's body was found. Who was he?"

"Old man Oliver, a legend at The Mill. Way back 
when, during the war, The Mill used to produce this 
secret acid for the government, used for weapons, 
I suppose, but Oliver, he was the foreman. He 
ran that Mill in such a fine way, barking out 
commands. The men all looked up to him, young 
guy, married, little kid at home, in charge of a 
huge operation like that." Sheriff shakes his head, 
looking down at his lap. "I was almost old enough 
to work at The Mill like my pop, a few months 
away from turning eighteen. I remember my pop 
coming home one day, all in a tizzy, saying there 
had been an accident at The Mill, a spill. The acid 
had overflowed in the vats, and Oliver had made 
sure everyone had gotten out, even running back 
in to get a young worker who had been stuck 
behind some machinery. Some of the men said 
that he had been splashed with the acid in the 
face, hot liquid boiling up and burning him from 
his forehead down to his chin. He was disfigured, 
burnt up and blistered. His wife left him about six 
months later taking his little girl with her, a lovely 
lady, but she couldn't stand the sight of him, no 
one could, his face sagging like that. He became 
some sort of legend around here. A scary story 
told at night. He lived in an apartment over on 
Elmwood Street all alone. Mort only knew he had 
died because a few weeks back Galiko contacted 
him, said that he hadn't seen the old man for a 
while. I feel sorry for him, looking like a monster.”
Cliff squinted, thinking. "Yeah, poor fella." He 
turned on his heels, bursting out of the Sheriff's 
office and into the noon day, sun slowly snaking  
through the cerulean sky.
Hurried, William Oak Cliff trudged down the lane, 
headed towards Elmwood street. An apartment 
building, tall and brick sat at the end of the 
road, nestled between looming trees, the street's 
namesake. He entered the building, staring at the 
names on the mailboxes until he saw two names 
on adjacent boxes. M. Galiko and O. Crawford.
The owner of the building led William Oak Cliff into 
the apartment of Oliver Crawford. The Sheriff stood 
at the foot of the stairs, huffing and out of breath. 

The door was opened, swinging on its hinges. A 
dank musk accosted his nose, old and festering. 
Oliver had been buried weeks before, but Cliff still 
felt a heaviness in the air, death a strong stench.
The room was dark, curtains drawn. He edged 
in, eyes captured by the clutter. Things piled up 
everywhere, newspapers, books, small wooden 
carvings. Cliff found it difficult to maneuver over to 
the far window, photos hanging on the wall next to 
an armchair. Three photographs. A grainy wedding 
picture, Oliver and his wife, a photo of a small 
girl, dark hair up in pigtails, and a more recent 
photograph of an old man holding a small kitten, 
fur seeming to be white. Cliff studies the man 
holding the cat, creature and animal, humane and 
kind but horribly deformed. Oliver's face sagged, 
seemingly translucent, vein throbbing underneath 
a thin, frail layer of glossy skin. Man or monster?
Though the photo was dark, William Oak Cliff 
felt compelled to glance at the girl once more. Her 
features were muted, grainy, unsure; a moment 
where she was equally close to childhood and 
adulthood, features distinguishable, but still not 
determined. He recognized her, the way her eyes 
were so wide, the way her smile lit up her face. He 
knew exactly who this girl was.
dreizehn
Day faded to night. Doors, many for the first time, 
locked and latched, chairs propped up underneath 
the handles. Men and women all had heard, the 
rumor spreading and growing, expanding. They all 
heard the stories of the monster, the creature, the 
thing of Gänsehaut Hollow, the thing that killed 
men and women in their sleep.
Cautiously, Cliff took off his favorite fur cap. He 
wrung it in his hands, eventually slipping it in his 
back pocket. His hand was on the handle of his 
favorite axe, comfortable, home. He breathed in 
the trees, one last time, one last lungful of clean, of 
pure. Hund saddled up beside him, tail painfully 
still, sensing something was incredibly wrong, so 
wrong.
He raised his knuckles and rapped on the door.

It swung open, eyes to eyes, desperate and human, 
so human. They looked at each other, staring into 
the depths, both hiding secrets, both hungry for 
the truth to be revealed.
The door opened further, and Cliff walked into the 
small cottage at the edge of the woods, an orange 
tabby rubbing up against his legs. Hund watched 
from the stoop as the door swung shut, latch being 
thrown at the last moment. Cliff nearly jumped at 
the sound, so resounding, so final.
"Oliver Crawford." William Oak Cliff said, 
deliberate.
"My father." Her voice is quiet, wary, frightened. 
Clara's long hair is curling down over her back, 
barefooted, comfortable. Human.
"Mrs. Bird. Maxwell Galiko. Micah Murthwaite."
Voices answer each other in the darkness, 
desperate, imploring, human. They had drawn 
closer, a foot separating them, breath circulating, 
radiating off of one another, hot and falling 
heavily to the floorboards beneath them. An axe 
was gripped in Cliff's hand, knuckles white, arm 
aching.
"Why did you leave the city?" She asked, voice so 
small, so disparate, innocent.
"My mother was arrested. She was a murderer, my 
father a detective. He put her away, locked behind 
bars like an animal. She asked me to help her once, 
when I had visited her. She asked me to smuggle 
in something that would help her get away, to stop 
it all. I left, moved into my grandfather's cabin. I 
left them both behind, my father who betrayed my 
mother, and my mother, who is a killer."
"Are you killer?" Eyes wide, lips parted.
"I don't know yet."
She laughed, a little lilting sound, light and replete 
with levity. He smiled, heat spreading over his 
cheeks, the feeling blooming within him.
"Tell me why." He commands.
She ducks her head, submitting. "I always begged 
my father to go to work with him, to catch a 
glimpse of the illustrious Mill. He never let me, 
there was still a war, there were dangerous things 
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being manufactured. I decided I would go even if 
he did not want me to. I ran there after breakfast 
and slipped in a back door. I was eleven. The air 
was heavy, weighted, all around me was this 
strange smell. It was the acid, this bubbling liquid 
cooking away in gigantic vats, men in suits, my 
father standing on the floor watching over them 
all. I had no idea what the liquid was at first, so 
I touched it, standing in a low platform on tippy 
toes. It burst, bubbling over, and I lost my balance. 
I don't remember exactly what happened after 
that, just that burning, that tingling, a feeling of all 
my limbs floating peacefully away from my body. 
I remember that peace, even now. My father was 
there, he was pulling me away from the vat. The 
building had been evacuated, it was just the two 
of us.
"The way he was staring at me, Cliff, the way he 
looked at me, like I was some kind of monster. 
Acid was splashed up over onto his face, bringing 
forward all kinds of blisters, acrid and terrible. 
I must have screamed. I got wrapped up in a 
blanket, he took me home. My parents cleaned me 
up, but I was fine. There were no blisters, not even 
one. I was perfectly fine." Human, she thinks, but 
does not dare say it. She knows.
Cliff reaches out, touching her wrist, his hands 
cold, sending a shock careening up through her 
arm and piercing her heart, the arrow implanted 
firmly in her chest.
"My mom took me away when I started changing. 
I just got different. I would go to bed at night and 
wake up in different places, covered in dirt, my 
body sore. Sometimes my stomach would hurt, 
spasming and squeezing, all this pain. She saw 
me one night, different. She had screamed, called 
me a monster. I remember them fighting, my mom 
and dad, voices loud and insistent. Mom was 
screaming for him to tell her what was wrong with 
me, what was in the vat. She wanted me to get 
better. I am not a monster. I am human." She had 
begun to shake, her whole body bursting with fear, 
with excitement. Cliff still holds onto her wrist, his 
grip growing stronger.

"She was an accident, a mistake, just like my dad, 
just like Mrs. Bird. I didn't know what I was doing, 
I still don't. I wake up, and I have no recollection 
of what I had done the previous night. Every 
morning I check myself for dirt, for scrapes. I am 
not a monster." Tears welled up, spilt over the 
brim, etching fine lines deep into her cheek, down 
her neck, a line cut straight to the quick.
Cliff nodded, understanding, the skin underneath 
her fingers scalding his hand. He did not dare 
tear himself away from her grip. She was not 
a monster, he could see that. He had heard the 
stories, everyone had heard the stories of The 
Mill during the war, the atrocities committed by a 
patriotic few. Her eyes sparkled in the moonlight, 
skin morphing, body changing, elongated, spindly 
arms and legs and fingers, translucent, veins 
throbbed beneath her skin, life, life, life thrummed 
in her ears. Clara focused on Cliff as she changed, 
held onto everything that makes her human, held 
onto him so tightly she feared he may burst. She 
may have burst, human, creature exploded into a 
billion different pieces, death would have been be 
a comfort.
He stared at her with eyes opened wide, he 
watched her, a creature, standing before him, 
struggling to speak. She tried, her jaw working, 
frustration plain over her face. He tried to think of 
her as Clara, picturing her dainty face, her timid 
manners. The creature blinked, clear lids over 
pale eyes. His mind wandered back to his mother, 
to her pleas. The creature's grip tightened on his 
wrist, searching, thin fingers intertwined with his.
William Oak Cliff stood still as the creature of 
Gänsehaut Hollow reached up one hand, the hand 
not clasped by his large palm. He watched as the 
creature stared into his eyes, hand hovering above 
his forehead, gentle and so incredibly human. 
They stood there for a long time, together, neither 
moving. He did not know if she had the ability to 
think, to know it was him. He wished she did. He 
wished he could explain what he was about to do, 
how it meant that he cared for her, how he wanted 
only to protect her.

The words circled in his mind, over and over as 
he raised his axe, molded metal glinting in the 
moonlight, sharp and deft, adept at cutting down 
trees. As he raised the axe over his head, the 
weight of it swinging it forward, whipping through 
the heavy air, their eyes locked onto one another, 
a moment shared between the two, so innocent 
and pure. As William Oak Cliff peered into the pale 
green eyes in front of him, he could not help but 
thinking that Clara Cox, in her last moments, was 
undeniably human.
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