









































































































































Then he turned and walked out of the small office. Passing
the door, he thought he heard the hollow thunk of a gun
being set on wood.

He marched past the flashy banners and the guards’
barracks until he entered the prisoners’ quarters. As he
walked through the gate and saw the comforting glances of
his Jewish brothers, a single shot rang out through the
camp. Azcar stopped and stood on the muddy ground of
eastern Poland. He looked up at the dark sky with question-
ing eyes, letting the thin rain wash down his face.

After a moment, he stood up erect, looked straight
ahead, and walked into the crowd of inquisitive Jewish
faces. He was their leader, their guide, and they weren’t safe

et.
’ Thirty paces behind him, a man in a German officer’s
uniform stood at the head of a crowd of soldiers. In one
hand he held a yellow card, in the other a pistol. He glanced
back at his troops. Now that Colonel Kleinschmidt was
dead, he was their leader, their commander, and nobody
was safe yet.

Jeremy Glasco

ORTING HiGH ScHool, 121H GRADE
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The Flight of the Fleas

A violent shaking and twisting shocked Terrence out
of his deep, warm slumber. The ear splitting rattling of dog
tags and the scathing slashes of claws, quite close to him,
sounded like a train wreck and made him hold on for dear
life with his powerful six legs as Bowser waged war on
Terrence and the rest of the flea community peacefully
dwelling at Ear Tip mountain. Terrence was not amused; he
was used to Bowser’s frequent expressions of discontent,
and watched with delicious boredom as many of the
younger populous sprang down from Ear Tip to Neck
Ridge, where they buried themselves in the long, greasy
forests of shaggy hair in terror.

As the tremors subsided, Terrence unlatched himself,
tensed his legs, and leapt down to Neck Ridge, where a few
fleas were just starting to emerge from under Collar Cave,
black beady eyes bright with fright. “Come on, that was
nothing!” he exulted, strutting down and puffing his thorax
with immense pride.

A wrinkled gray flea, Artie, looked up sharply at him.
“Silence, young flea! You know very well how frightening
that can be for the little ones. You think you're so brave,” he
taunted, smirking and exposing well-worn mandibles,
“well, I remember when you were their age, you used to - ”

“Nobody,” Terrence interrupted, pouting a little,
“asked your thoughts on it.”

Suddenly, Terrence’s best friend, Gordon, sprang up.
“Hey pal!” he yelled, but then sobered. “Say, what’s eating
you? You look like you’ve come down with the plague or
something!”

“Not funny,” snarled Terrence, his jaws clacking,
“let’s get out of here.”

Just then, a short, powerfully built flea jumped on
top of Collar Cave and, waving his legs and hopping up
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and down, attempted to silence the community. “Ladies
and Gentle fleas! I have something very important to tell all
of you!”

“Ha! It’s Louis!” Gordon snickered. “Where has that
sneeze bag been?”

Louis waved his short, hairy legs in exasperation,
and continued: “As some of you may have noticed, I have
been missing for a while.”

“You probably overslept!” yelled one.

“Listen!” Louis squeaked. “There is another world
out there, fellow fleas! Another land, with no hair and
where the dog skin is cold! Last week, I somehow was car-
ried off of Nose Point in a tremendous sneeze storm, and
found myself in a completely different place, standing on
cold ground. And, my fleas, I have discovered something
that will terrify you all!”

His audience erupted into laughter. “Get that crazy
bug down from there!” someone screeched.

Gordon held his abdomen and shook with mirth.
“The only thing that has ever scared me,” he cackled, “is a
flea who tells lies! Another world? Another dog? Crazy talk,
if you ask me!”

“I heard a giant, hairless dog- another world with
two legs- talking to another one!” Louis yelled, with desper-
ation in his voice and gasping for air. “I heard the word
‘Bowser’ and the word ‘flea bath’! Now, I couldn’t tell you
exactly what that is, but it sounded pretty serious. You'll just
have to trust me.”

Everyone started yelling and arguing, as fleas of all
ages ridiculed the very absurdity of it. Only Artie and a few
others were deep in thought, weighing Louis’s words, but
the vast majority would hear nothing of it.

“It’s obviously untrue,” spat a plump, middle-aged
female, “because I have never seen it.”

“It’s a good story,” acknowledged one wise looking
flea, Professor Hewlett of Mange University, nodding his
head and pushing back his glasses, “and Louis is a good
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man. He does not mean to say all that. He is a good moral
example for all of us, being so kind to people, but just does
not realize what he is saying.”

A wild young male with tattoos named Dwight
bounced around in a circle, then put aside his beer for a sec-
ond. “Even if we do get attacked and flea bathed into obliv-
ion,” he slurred, “I'll still be with my buddies, no matter
where we end up. Right, guys?” “Definitely, man,” one of
his friends assured him, “We’s is gonna stick togetha.”

Terrence bit his leg in frustration. He knew deep
down that Louis was telling the truth- he had better eye-
sight than anybody else and had seen huge faint shadows
off in the grayness once, and Louis was not the kind of flea
to tell lies. The fact that he knew it was true him feel sick to
his stomach, but he also knew what everybody else would
think of him if he said anything of the sort. It would take
him weeks to build his reputation back up, and Gordon
would be ashamed to be seen with him. “I'll try to explain
this to the others later,” he reasoned, “and maybe they
won’t think me uncool...and we can all get away together.”

But as Terrence weighed the matter Louis sprang up
and down, crying for their attention once more. “Please lis-
ten to me —I have a plan to save us! We must all gather at
Nose Point and wait for a sneeze storm to take us away,
then jump further as fast as we possibly can!”

“What, and leave my life of comfort?” scoffed an
elderly, hardened male, tensing himself angrily. “I just made
a new nest down by Front Leg Forest. No way I'm leaving
that behind.”

But about 20 fleas had now separated themselves
from the main group. “I have never known Louis to lie,”
reasoned one, “And he doesn’t look crazy. Let’s do it!” The
others agreed, and bounded up to where Louis was stand-
ing. “We will go with you,” said a mother, towing her baby
behind her. One young female, Rae, seemed especially excit-
ed, springing up and down as she cried, “Lead on, Louis! I
will follow you wherever you take me!”
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“But what about the rest of these poor fleas?” cried
Louis. “They must come! There isn’t much time!” Then he
addressed the masses once more: “You all must hurry!” he
yelled, but they only laughed at him.

Louis straightened himself, and turned toward the
small group next to him. “There is no time to lose! To Nose
Point!” He bounded off, and the small group followed him
up Neck Ridge. After a short while, they could see Nose
Point ahead: A gigantic oozing black mountain greeted
them, its twin abysses spouting clouds of hot stench.

However, the young female, Rae, was not prepared
for what lay ahead. “This is too hard!” she exclaimed, panti-
ng and wiping the sweat from her antennae. “I never want-
ed this...all I wanted was flea bath insurance, not a long,
hard struggle!” She turned around and hopped back.

But the rest pressed on, crawling, hopping, writhing,
and swimming through the swampy terrain until they were
in the nostril. It suffocated them, and they nearly fainted
from heat and exhaustion.

And what was that? They could hear water sloshing
around beneath them, lapping at Bowser’s legs. Artie
looked over the side, then snapped his head back with a
look of horror in this face. “It’s the flea bath,” he moaned,
“It’s over.”

All of the sudden it came. An explosion of heat and
pressure, then everything went dark as the fleas were
launched high into the air, above Bowser, above the bub-
bling vat of flea bath that he was seconds away from being
immersed in, but not quite above the hairless, two legged
creature crouching next to Bowser. They had found their
new home.

Jacob Anderson

COVENANT HigH ScHoot, 11TH GRADE
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Crack of a smile

Ben smiled his most winning smile. “Sorry, Ms.
Feldman,” he said. “I didn’t do my homework. Again.”

“Ben,” said Mrs. Feldman as she stood over his desk
while her nails brushed out a quiet staccato beat against its sur-
face. “Why don’t you just do the homework? You'll never get
ahead in life if you keep up this attitude. People don’t look at
you, you realize. They look at what you've done. Or in this case,
haven’t done.”

“Truth is just your convenient excuse to dismiss my fan-
tasy life out of hand,” said Ben.

Mrs. Feldman rolled her eyes. “You've got promise, Ben.
If you'd just try a little harder.”

“Ya,” said Ben shortly.

Mrs. Feldman moved on. The rest of the class was waiting.

Ben walked home every day after school. It was boring,
just clouds, yards, and junior high kids coming the other way
who wouldn’t meet his eyes. He stared at the sidewalk, and
tried not to think about homework, and failure, and his moth-
er’s constant disappointment that dripped down from the skies
like rain.

* o F

He could remember lying in his room and staring at the
crack in the wall. It was an old crack, one that had been there
for so long that he could not even remember what the wall had
looked like without it. Outside his open door, down the hall
and beyond the dining room, his parents were talking in voices
that weren't intended to carry, yet did.

“What did I do wrong?” his mother was saying. “I tried
everything, praise, criticism. Nothing works. He just stares at
me with that blank look in his eyes, and I know he’s off in his
own little world.”

“Leave the kid alone, Miriam,” said his father, and there
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was the creak of the right couch cushion, his dad’s favorite spot.
“He’ll grow out of it.” Through his father’s speech the sound of
the television was clearly audible, the roar of the crowd, the
rush of the game.

“Sure he will,” came his mother’s voice, bitter. “It’s
always you and him against me. You're both living in a dream
world. Why don’t you pay attention to something besides your-
self for once?”

His father’s voice dropped to a level almost inaudible,
“Jesus, Miriam, the kid’s down the hall.”

“He’s not listening,” said his mother. “He never listens.
He's off in his own little world. Just like you and that. . .that game.”

The couch creaked again, presumably his father gearing
himself up for battle, and Ben stared at the crack. He’d watched
it lengthen and spread tendrils from itself into the rest of the
wall as the years passed. He would imagine it sometimes,
stealthily creeping through the wall, undermining the founda-
tion, and then when the whole house was riddled with cracks it
would leap imperceptibly across the lawn to the neighbors,
there to eat away at their house until a good stiff breeze came
through the neighborhood and everyone’s houses fell down.

% ok

His mother was silent when he walked in; she was often
silent now, but he could hear her eyes as they followed him on
his path from the door to his room to rid himself of his back-
pack and other burdens of school; her eyes rasped slightly, and
he swore it wasn't his imagination.

* o *

Mrs. Feldman was waiting with more than reasonable
patience for her class’s attention.

“People,” said Mrs. Feldman. “People!”

Despite its best intentions, the class slowly subsided into
quiet attention.

“We've been studying the elements that make up litera-
ture for the past three weeks,” said Mrs. Feldman. “Now it’s
time to apply your skills. The assignment is to write a story, fic-
tional or otherwise, that is at least one thousand words long.”
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“A thousand words?”

“That’s crazy!”

“No way, we have to write a story?”

“People,” said Mrs. Feldman. “People! People! You are
all perfectly capable of writing a story that long, you've proba-
bly written longer papers in other classes. So don’t worry about
it. Just do it. First draft is due next Tuesday, so you have the
weekend if you need it.”

Ben doodled on his desk, retreating to the world in
which he was the hero.

* o *

The man who showed up on his front doorstep was
wearing some version of a suit, fairly richly tailored, and he had
a briefcase in hand and a glint in his eye.

“We got your story from the teacher, Ms. Feldman,” said
the man when Ben answered the door. “Here’s a contract for
ten grand. May I come in?”

Ben’s mother stood up from the table where she was
poking listlessly at a crossword.

“A contract?” she said.

The man smiled. “We never would have found him if
not for Ms. Feldman,” he said.

* ok *

On Friday afternoon after school had ended, Ben brought
in a scrap of story that he had scrawled out the night before.

“Hey, Ms. Feldman,” he said. “I wrote this little bit of a
story and wanted to see what you thought.”

Mrs. Feldman read through it once and handed it back.
“It’s all right, Ben, but shouldn’t you try a little harder?”

“What do you mean?” asked Ben, backing up a step
from the desk.

The bags under Mrs. Feldman’s eyes were looking at him,
even though she wasn't. “It’s just...I don’t know, Ben. I expected
more from you. That’s full of clichés. It’s just not you.”

“How would you know that’s not me?” asked Ben. He
was scowling, his eyebrows like weights above his eyes. “Life’s
made of clichés; without them how would people understand
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each other? No one can hear, no one listens. Clichés are a com-
mon ground.”

“I don’t need this. Please leave, Ben,” said Mrs.
Feldman, not looking up from her desk where her hands busied
themselves by squaring up one pile of papers, moving another.

“No,” said Ben. “I finally come looking for help and all
you can say is that my paper is cliché? Why should I bother? I
get enough crap without having to deal with it from a teacher
who I thought believed in me.”

“You think you're the only one with problems, Ben?”
asked Mrs. Feldman. “I'm sorry, but I'm not in the mood to
help you through all your problems right now.”

“That'’s all you can say?” asked Ben. “Just cliché...”

“My marriage is breaking up, okay?” said Mrs.
Feldman. “Is that what you need? Some admission of weak-
ness? Go away, Ben. I can’t take your fatalism right now, I just
want to be alone.”

Ben was silent, no ready comeback coming to mind, noth-
ing but the stillness of cracks spreading through his mind; some-
thing small that grew in silence and argument and darkness.

“I'm sorry, Ms. Feldman,” said Ben.

% ok Ok

On Tuesday, Mrs. Feldman did her normal rounds,
checking her student’s homework.

“I did my homework, Ms. Feldman,” said Ben. He hand-
ed her his worksheet. Hidden underneath was a story, one that
he had painstakingly pieced together over the weekend, written
in the darkness of his room to fill a crack he had seen in some-
one else’s wall in the only way he could.

“Thank you, Ben,” said Mrs. Feldman.

Ben looked down at his desk, and he smiled.

lan Beck

SUMNER HiGH ScHool, 12TH GRADE
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