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So many people, so little hope
Through their lives, they do mope
And to their weapons do they grope
But always to cope
With the differences that make us one
Say the word and then we’re done
But continue on with the blame
Leaving only our names to shame
The freedom or the oil
Our mission, to foil
The plans of the other’s soil
And plant our feet, boil-ing
Ground from which we’re sent
And the money that’s been lent
To a country that’s been spent
Way past due it’s rent
And owes itself according
To the new President boarding
His own place of legend
That in time will end
And an eternity we’ll spend
Being on the mend
Of a broken place
This surely was a race
To see who could keep pace
Not who could keep face
Because we didn’t win
Greed our secret sin
Coming only from within
With no cares for where we’ve been
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The debt, the threat
From which we all get upset
Do not fret
We have freedom yet
“What you see is what you get”
And don’t forget
What they all say
But that’s just the critical, prejudiced way
Hoping for old traditions to stay
But should we leave it where it lay?
Or is it just fool’s play?
Leading the mighty to the prey
Little girls and boys crying
With their daddies dying
With the only time they’re buying
Yet sick and tired of trying
And through all of their lying
It’s only through love that they’re flying
So then who is there to care?
With mothers who can no longer bear
The weight of the world on their shoulders
Weighing down on them like boulders
Of young children being harassed
Because they haven’t passed
The arena of the vast
Stretch of the past
For we think they’re different, when actually we’re the same
Our ignorance is the reason that we came
And our strict code of conduct
From all of the corrupt
With all of the abrupt (lies)
For when the world will erupt

12

Tolerance for a Nation

Holding on to their pride
For in their racism everyone may hide
And in me they shall confide,
No matter how hard I’ve tried
To stay away from it
I mean, reducing others to spit
“Filthy rags,” the ignorant say as they only stare
“Why doesn’t their country care?”
“Why do I have to be there?”
“It isn’t my burden to bear!”
And I ask, “Why do they turn and stab their brother?”
I thought we were supposed to love each other
Then you bomb another nation
Ruining all of creation
For which there is no compensation
Forever forgetting this world’s elation
In each of our own relation
To someone in a different station
A different status, a different location
Subdue your own frustration
Because tolerance is the foundation
For which we can have the sensation
Of saving and starting a new nation
So tolerance is really the debate
Don’t run, open your gate
See everything on your plate
And don’t pick from the irate
Don’t wait
Till they set the date
To hurt and sedate
Those sitting there like bait
Now you must choose, love or hate?
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Intolerance of Mental Illness
Written by John
Illustrated by Ryan

ntolerance can take many forms;
people often discuss problems such as racial or
religious intolerance, but one issue affects an equally
large number of people and yet is rarely discussedintolerance of mental illness. About one-third of the
entire population will be affected by a mental disorder
at some point in their life, and yet intolerance of these
people has always been widely accepted in our society.
This is an issue of particular importance to me as I have
experienced this intolerance first-hand.

Intolerance of and discrimination against people with mental disorders is very common,
and can be seen in the media and in the minds of the general public. Discrimination often
takes the form of stereotypical views of mentally ill people, which usually deal with violence
or incompetence. Negative depictions of mental disorders in the media often involve violent
criminals; one study showed that television characters who are murderers are four times more
likely to be depicted as mentally ill than healthy.
Beliefs in these stereotypes are also very common in the public. However, such stereotypes
are almost entirely unfounded; studies have shown time and time again, people with mental
disorders are many times more likely to be the victim of violence rather than the perpetrator.
The stigma of mental illness has also led to widespread employment discrimination, which has
been shown to be a significant factor in the higher rate of unemployment among mentally ill
people.
Since mental illness has affected me all my life, I have felt the effects of intolerance
nearly all of my life. Many of my first memories of school are of being excluded because of
peculiarities in my personality, which have since been explained by a set of formal diagnoses.
This continued on through high school, where, although I was allowed extra time on tests and
offered other help through my Individualized Education Plan, or I.E.P., teachers were often
dismissive and either denied me any extra help or did so grudgingly. I was still excluded
by nearly all students and earned the nick-name “Tweak” for my personality and behavior
at school. If I told anyone anything about my treatment or diagnosis they would begin to
distance themselves from me.
This continued until I transitioned into the O’School, where I found not only tolerance but
acceptance. Being tolerated, I am able to perform much better than before at school and
find class, and life in general, more enjoyable.
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Superstitions
are facts.
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Before
you have time to
react, two nails come falling
from the second highest rung
of the ladder and puncture
your eyes!

This
is my advice for
you, and hopefully you
will abide by the rules of life
that are so often called
‘superstitions.’
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Superstition
Imagine yourself walking down a street on a beautiful summer day. It seems like nothing
in the world could ruin this perfect moment. Suddenly, a black cat walks in front of you as
you walk under a ladder while stepping on cracks on the concrete below you, causing you to
accidentally drop your hand-held mirror and watch as it shatters on the ground. What do you
do? You’ve just condemned yourself to years of bad luck. Do you even believe in superstition,
and do you really think that now your life is going to hell just because of some inconceivable
stories you heard from your grandparents, parents, or even your friends? What is superstition
anyway? Who even believes in that stuff, and why should you? Could you really get seven years
of bad luck just by breaking a mirror?
I believe that superstition is a state of mind that makes you believe in the most unbelievable
things possible. For example, some people believe that when a black cat walks in front of you,
something bad is about to happen. Some people believe that black cats are evil, due to the
popular belief that black cats are related to witches and the devil, or may actually be witches
in disguise. During the Salem Witch Trials,
people would actually hang black cats
along with people they believed to
be witches, believing that the cats
were connected to the witches in
one way or another. So maybe
the belief of black cats being
bad luck isn’t so absolutely
irrational.
However, I know many
people who own black
cats and nothing bad has
ever happened to them
because their cat walked
in front of them. Even my
grandmother owns a black
cat, and she’s fine. Nothing
bad has happened to her
in the eleven or so years
that she’s owned her cat.
Yet, people are so inclined
to believe that black cats
are evil, that in many
animal shelters, they wont
let anyone adopt or buy a
black cat during certain times
of the year, for fear that
they will harm the animal due
to people’s beliefs of black
cats being a sign of the devil.
Another
belief
that
people have is that of breaking
mirrors and then receiving bad
luck for the next seven years. If
that belief were true, then I would
be having bad luck every day for
the rest of my life. I have broken so
many mirrors in my life, and nothing
seems to have happened. Many people,
however, also believe that mirrors can
capture a person’s soul. This is such a popular belief that in many cases when a person dies,
the surviving family members will cover up all the mirrors in the home. Receiving bad luck for
breaking a mirror seems so absurd to me, but maybe if you break a mirror, it will steal your soul.
Who knows?
According to Webster’s Universal Encyclopedic Dictionary the word “superstition”
means “a belief or practice resulting from ignorance, fear of the unknown, trust in magic or
chance, or a false conception of causation,” or “an irrational abject attitude of mind toward
the supernatural, nature, or God resulting from superstition.” Superstitious acts may not simply be
just a person breaking a mirror and then suddenly they have bad luck. Superstition could also be
something so simple as holding a lucky charm and believing that it really will give you good luck.
Superstition is not always a bad thing. Sometimes peoples’ irrational beliefs can be a good thing
for that specific individual. Also, peoples’ beliefs come from stories told hundreds, sometimes
even thousands, of years ago. People then were horrified about such things, and passed that
fear along from generation to generation, until the stories were nothing but stories.
To me, however, superstition is a bundle of lies, stories told to people to put fear into their
lives. Some people take them to the extreme, going so far as to seclude themselves from everyone
and everything around them so as to be safe from the evils of the world. Sure, occasionally bad
things happen for no apparent reason, and they are perceived to have happened due to some
superstition that that person believes in, but that’s not possible. Just because your mother’s
back broke after you walked down an old sidewalk filled with cracks, it doesn’t mean anything.
Right?

62

written by kj
image by julia

nd all
flying brooms a

o

orthogenique

63

64

o

orthogenique

65

66

Alphabetical

A
Written by Ryan
Bby John
Drawing
“Arthur,
C you’ve gone mad.
D
E
F
G
H
I
J
K
L

A Fascinating Romp Into the Realm of Superstition and Make-Believe Diseases

What you’re talking about is
utter nonsense.”

“Betty, don’t call me crazy. I just know.”
It was happening again. He had thought he was mad at first. It had happened once last week,
while he was at work.
“Crazy? Listen to yourself!” Betty snapped back. “Have you even thought what about what you’re
talking about?”
“Don’t question my logic,” Arthur replied. “My conversations have become alphabetical again.”
Beatrice just stared at him. Arthur stared back with a fearful expression in his eyes.
“Even if they were, you’ve probably just over exaggerated the whole thing. Maybe you should see
the psychiatrist.”
“Freudelheim? That kook? He’ll think I’m mad!” Arthur sunk into his chair. He could picture the doctor’s eyes, rimmed by thick black glasses, staring through him into his very soul. He sat there for a
moment. Finally, he gathered his resolve.
“Get my bag. I’m heading over to Harry’s.”
“Harry wouldn’t help you a bit. You’ve got to get professional medical care.”
But Arthur was already out the door.
“I’ll see you later,” he yelled as he walked down the street.
He walked down the packed street quietly. He looked at his feet, as most people on the street
were doing. It was dark and dingy almost everywhere in this city, and Arthur considered that it was
just as interesting to look at the dirty ground below him as it was at the grime-covered buildings
above, stretching deep into the smog.
He stopped at a crosswalk. A boy and his father stood next to him. The boy was talking excitedly
about something. He was actually very loud, and seemed not to be talking just to his father but
really the whole street in general. Arthur stood, looking at the ground, trying to ignore him. The
volume and shrillness of the boy’s voice proved difficult to tune out, and Arthur inevitably began to
eavesdrop.
“James’ parents just bought a new radio last week.” The boy was now speaking at an incredible
speed, nearly making his voice blur into a single uninterruptible stream of
noise. “It’s so impressive! It tunes in twice as many channels than I even
thought existed. When I was at the zoo last week, I saw a zebra. It
was eating grass. Can we go to the soda fountain now? I do wish
the sign would turn and let us go across the street. Are you even
listening anymore? I’m probably boring you.”
“Keep going,” the father said, “I’m listening. You were talking
about some radio.”
At this point the sign had changed and Arthur continued hurriedly down the street.
“Let’s go, son,” Arthur heard the father say.
He began to walk faster. He saw his doctor’s office on the corner.
Remembering his wife’s advice, he suddenly got a nasty idea. If
his conversations were alphabetical, he could twist it to his advantage. He promptly walked into the office.
“Mary, is the doctor in?”

“Freudelheim?
That kook? He’ll
think I’m mad!”
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The secretary looked up to him. Arthur began to smile.
“No, he’s just left for lunch.”
Arthur grinned from ear to ear. He began to think of
what he’d say. At least he’d tried the doctor’s office, but he wasn’t in so he had to go to Harry’s.
Oh well.
Just as he was thinking this, a man in the suit
walked in through the door.
“Oh, hello, Arthur,” the doctor said plainly,
“Mary, don’t go to Maxwell’s for lunch. It’s
packed. I stood in line for ten minutes and
didn’t move a foot. I’m going again in about
an hour. Any messages?”
“Porter called. He wants to know when the test
will be in.”
“Quite soon. The lab says they sent it. It should
be less than two days before I get it.”
The doctor walked away slowly.
Arthur was speechless. He had damned himself. He
should have kept walking. He looked to the secretary,
who was now grinning herself.
“Room 4 on the left. The doctor will see you shortly. And tell
Betty I said hi.”
Arthur walked down the hallway and to the room. He sat down slowly on the table. The doctor
came in.
“So what seems to be the problem, Arthur?”
Arthur looked up at him.
“Talking to people is making me psychotic again,” Arthur moaned. “Remember that whole alphabetical conversation thing? It’s happening again.”
“Understandable,” the doctor quipped. “Today I’m going to try a new procedure. When I referred you to Dr. Freudelheim, he seemed convinced that you were mentally unstable. I know
you better than that and I know you’re not insane. We’re going to attempt an experimental
procedure I just found out about.”
The doctor walked to a cabinet on the wall and slowly lifted out a
large cylindrical device. Setting it on a table in the center of the
room, he gestured Arthur to look at it. It was black on the outside and hollow. Its surface was interrupted only by numerous
uniform slits which perforated the container at regular intervals around the side. The doctor led an extension cord from
the wall and plugged it into a small opening on the bottom
of the device, lifting it slightly as he did so. The mechanism
instantly lit up and dim beams of light shot from the slits of
the cylinder.
“Very good. What is this device again?”
“What is it? It’s called a zoetrope.” The doctor gestured to it.
“It’s a plaything of the Victorian era, but some modern doctors
contend it can be used to treat certain psychological disorders. I
say we should at least try it. We talked about this last time. What had I
referred to it as? My memory is vague sometimes.”
“Xenotrope,” Arthur said.
“Yes,” the doctor replied. “Well, I mispronounced it. Now, let’s begin the procedure. I want you to

Remembering
his wife’s advice,
he suddenly got
a nasty idea. If his
conversations were
alphabetical, he
could twist it to his
advantage.
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look into the slits of the zoetrope. Concentrate on what you see inside.” The doctor pulled up a
chair and Arthur looked into the slits. The doctor began to spin the device. Inside Arthur saw a
cartoon. A monkey was eating a banana. It was short, tedious, and rather dull.
“Zoetrope, eh?” Arthur said. “This certainly is interesting.”
The image inside, though, was certainly becoming much more interesting. As Arthur watched
the monkey mundanely eating his food, it began to change slowly. The monkey’s face slowly
grew recognizable. It became flatter, and more humanlike. A beard sprouted on its cheeks and
its hair began to comb itself back. The monkey’s fur gradually became a suit, and its tail became a chair. The banana slowly formed itself into a sundae. Arthur gasped. He was looking at
himself.
He couldn’t turn himself away. It compelled him to look closer. As he did, the figure began to
get up. It threw the sundae away and began to walk backwards, first slowly, then faster. Soon it
was running backwards, as if time itself had decided to change direction. Suddenly, a box appeared and little Arthur fell over backwards. Big Arthur jumped back from the zoetrope.
He felt better. He was convinced now that he was cured. He took out his wallet and began to
give money to the doctor, but the doctor refused.
“Weeks two in back come. Run long the in effects the know won’t we and procedure experimental an it’s. This for you charge can’t I.”
Smiling from ear to ear, Arthur walked backwards out of the doctor’s office and headed home.
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“She ran quickly, but cautiously across the weedy sidewalk almost
tripping over her feet. She was the only brave one out of all of her friends...”

S

he ran quickly, but cautiously across the
weedy sidewalk almost tripping over her feet. She was the only brave one out of
all of her friends.
Go figure. Everybody’s scared or their mothers don’t allow such behavior…
other mothers care about more than just themselves, she thought.
It was pouring outside and she knew her mother would wonder about where she’s been.

She’s crazy I know she is, she collects toads and I heard she’s even a witch! I know mother
denies it, and she claims she knows so much about witches.
These thoughts often crossed Maddy’s mind when she scampered clumsily through the telltale witch’s overgrown yard. She made sure she didn’t step on any cracks, even though her mother
wasn’t the nicest, and she stayed clear of black cats.
As she walked in the door she said to her mom “That old woman is crazy! I just got done
looking in her window and you wouldn’t believe what I just saw…..”
“Madeline!” screeched mother, with her annoying Valley Girl voice. “I’ve told you time and
time again, Mrs. Wickerson is not a witch, she’s a wonderful old woman. She may be a little sour since
her husband died and her kids don’t visit much, but other than that she’s perfectly normal.”
Well I can see why her kids don’t visit very much.
“In fact,” continued mother, talking while cutting Maddy’s daily apple, “I would really like to
become more acquainted with our neighbors. I mean since your father left, it’s been hard for you
and I to get out. Your father has left a real burden on us. We should really reintroduce ourselves,
nobody likes strangers.”
She makes me angry. She never says “Things have been a little rough since dad left us,” or “I’m
really sorry you had to go though that.” She refers to him as “your father,” like it’s a swear word or one
of the seven deadly sins to say. She treats me like a child! I am clearly almost 12 years old. I have a
lot of experience in these matters; I can tell when old women are more than a little rotten!
“Darling, about getting reacquainted….I think we should start with Mrs. Wickerson. We both
know you didn’t start off on the right foot with her.”
Perfect chance, she thought as she threw some salt over her shoulder. I have to make sure
not to do anything that could change my luck. No walking under ladders, umbrellas in the house,
cracks in the sidewalks, broken mirrors, no hats on beds, and watch out for any facial twitches or
warty frogs.
Just as Maddy finished that thought it started to pour. Her mom walked out from the kitchen
carrying an OPEN umbrella with yellow and green polka-dots.
“Madeline, sweetie, I’m going out to the garden,” said her mother easily as she opened the
terrible, unlucky, evil umbrella that was bound to put a curse on the house and Maddy’s only chance
to get to the bottom of Mrs.Wickerson’s wickedness.
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Maddy
“MOTHER! HOW COULD YOU!?!” screamed Maddy, as she stomped up the stairs nearly
knocking off the mirror hanging on the wall.
“Young lady!” called mother knocking on Maddy’s door “What has gotten in to you lately?
First with the superstitions, and now thinking Mrs. Wickerson is crazy? You really make a big deal
over everything lately!”
“Mom, You open an umbrella in the kitchen, how do you think I’m gonna react? I’m sorry
I yelled, we just should take precautions, um….I mean be careful with umbrellas, that’s all. We
don’t want to poke someone’s eye out. I’ve heard horror stories”, replied Maddy choosing her
words carefully.
Great, now my own mother is starting to think I’m crazy.
“Apology accepted,” her mother said as she walked out of the room.
I walked downstairs and mother was on the phone with Mrs. Wickerson.
I have to listen to this.
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Peggy Sue gazed out of the car window, watching the endless fields fly past. Occasionally there were
horses in pastures, cows grazing in fields, or people riding horses on the gravel road beside the car. It was a long
car ride, at least that much she knew. Her father hadn’t been lying when he had said it would take a long time.
‘Oh wait,’ she thought, ‘yes he had.’ After all, he hadn’t said that it would take forever.
Charlie glanced in his rearview mirror and, seeing Peggy glaring at him, quickly averted his gaze. He
had known she wouldn’t enjoy the road trip, but he had thought she wouldn’t find it quite this unbearable. He
looked over at his ex-wife Patricia, saying, perhaps a little too loudly, “Well. How long until the next pit stop?”
She glanced down at the map, though it wasn’t really necessary as she had done that just three minutes
ago. “Seventy-two miles,” she replied in a monotone voice, sick of having to say that every five minutes.
Charlie focused his gaze on the road once more, watching as the miles seemed to crawl past. He knew
Peggy wasn’t happy about the trip, but then, who would be? He and Patricia, Peggy’s parents, had recently
gotten a divorce, and now she had to travel halfway across the country by car to get to her mother’s new house
while the custody battle raged on.
Suddenly, a large cluster of trees appeared on the horizon line, bringing some change to the endless
string of farms. “Oh!” Charlie exclaimed, eager to bring some cheer to the dreary car ride. “Let’s stop there! How’s
that sound, guys?” He tried to make his voice full of joy, but instead the result was more of an artificial, lifeless tone
with a hint of monotony.
Patricia checked the map, looking all over the sprawling sheet that took over the entire passenger side
of the truck. “That’s odd,” she began, double-checking, then triple-checking the map. “The map doesn’t say
anything about a forest anywhere around here.”
“Well, screw the map! I’m pretty sure I know what I’m seeing.” His voice rose for his statement, the pent up
frustration in the car taking form. “We’re stopping, and that’s that!”
Patricia clicked her tongue, shaking her head slowly. “I really don’t think this is a good idea, Charles.”
Charlie shuddered, his rage flaring up; a tiger springing forward to pounce on its prey. “Well, Patty,” he
said, knowing full well how she hated to be called by that name, “I don’t give a damn what you think. We’re
stopping. We all need a break. Peggy’s dying back there, I’m sick and tired of your whining, and you seem
dead-set on making us all miserable.”
Patricia gasped, then turned her head and ignored him for the rest of the five minutes it took to get to the
group of trees.
Charlie stepped out of the truck, slamming the door roughly as soon as he was out. Peggy, glad to just
be away from the thing which was causing her so much misery, jumped out, not bothering
to close the door as she surveyed her surroundings. They were in a clearing in a small
“I
forest, and had driven up a gravel road to get there. There was a brook moseying
don’t give
through the clearing, taking twisting and winding paths to get to the other edge.
a damn what you
Her eyes immediately set on a movement seemingly coming from a small path
leading away from the clearing. She skipped over there, eager to see what
think. We all need a
was there, ignoring her parents’ quarreling over whether or not Patricia was
break. Peggy’s dying back
going to get out of the car.
there, I’m sick and tired of
She reached the beginning of the path, looking down it to try and figure
your whining, and you seem out what it was that she had seen. Once again, the flash of violet appeared
dead-set on making us all
at the end of the path. Giggling, she ran towards it, trying to keep up as it
continued to follow the path. Soon, however, she had lost sight of it and stopped,
miserable.”
putting her hands on her knees as she leaned over to catch her breath. It was then
that she realized she had no clue where she was as the path had disappeared. She
sniffled, feeling that she was about to cry. A tree stump nearby looked like the perfect
place to sit and get her tears out of her system, so Peggy sat down, and began to sob.
Just as she had started to shed the second pair of tears, she heard a soft, slightly high-pitched voice,
“Peggy Sue, what’s wrong?”
She sniffled, her crying slowing down at the comforting tone of the voice, “I-I-I’m lost, and I d-d-don’t know
where to f-find my p-p-parents. And it’s not fair!”
The voice giggled, and then said, “Who needs parents? You’ve got us!”
Peggy glanced up, then gasped, the shock of what she was seeing freezing her momentarily. There,
gathered around her, was a group of people! They weren’t just people, though, for they were small – only around
six inches tall – and they were hovering in the air by means of their butterfly wings! She stared at the bright
garments, the brilliant wings, and the vibrant skin tones. There was one of the creatures that stood out, and that
just happened to be sitting on her shoulder. She had a stunning magenta dress on, which was complimented
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Seventy-two Miles
perfectly by her emerald-colored skin. Her dark pink tresses cascaded down her shoulders, ending with bright
red tips near her waist. The eight-inch-tall woman smiled at her warmly, her dazzling jade wings fluttering in the
wind.
“Wh-where am I?” Peggy was beginning to calm down now, since she wasn’t alone anymore. She felt
strangely comforted by these beings. They reminded her of the storybooks she had read as a
Pegasi
child, and the fairy creatures that had been in them.
“You are in the land of myths, the region where imagination takes form. We are the
prancing
greetings
sent to help you enter; the band of fae known as the Supreme Welcome Party Who
pristinely past
Invite
All
Imaginitive
Beings to Our World. Now, please close you eyes, and we will help you
clouds of
to
enter
the
The
Completely
Fantastical World of Wonderful Love and Happiness. Imagine a
cotton
world full of wonderful creatures, where there are adventures aplenty.”
Peggy’s head swam with visions of merfolk resting on rocks in the sea, the sun helping them
to stay warm in the frigid waters; dragons hording their valuables deep within the labyrinths of the mountains
that made up their dwellings; phoenixes perched on the branches of old oak trees, screeching their shrill shrieks
into the endless blue sky as their hatchlings rose from the ashes; and most important to her – pegasi prancing
pristinely past clouds of cotton.
She grinned as the pegasi flew through the skies, imagining that she was riding one, soaring in and out
of clouds, and breathing in the fresh smell of clean air. She could feel the wind in her face, the feelings of the
vapor of the clouds brushing against her skin. She giggled, hearing a horse’s whinny, and the beat of wings that
signified a pegasus. She beamed, opened her eyes, and then gasped. She really was on the back of a pegasus,
and really was sailing through the clouds on wings of gold! She screamed, losing her balance, and then gripped
the golden mane of the pegasus tightly for dear life. Luckily, she managed to stay on the pegasus’ back, for if
she hadn’t she’d surely have fallen to her death. The pegasus she was riding turned it head to look at her, asking,
“Are you alright, Peggy?”
Peggy stared in awe, for she had never thought that pegasi could TALK! “Um, y-yes, I am. Uh…” she had
a question, but wasn’t sure if it would be rude to ask it. She considered for a moment, then decided that it would
be okay. “If you don’t mind me asking, where are we headed?” She had a thought almost immediately after
asking her question, and blushed at how impolite she’d been. “And sorry, I didn’t catch your
Merfolk
name…”
The pegasus smiled warmly, answering, “I am The Embodiment of Acceptance and
resting on
Kindness on Wings, and we – the other pegasi and myself – are taking you to meet the
rocks in the sea,
other beings here in The Completely Fantastical World of Wonderful Love and Happiness.
the sun helping
We’re starting by heading over to the Great Emerald Sea of Many Dazzling Fish and Sea
them to stay warm
Creatures.”
in the frigid
Peggy was about to ask what that was, and why there were such long names here,
waters
when the pegasi dove downwards, breaking through the thick layer of clouds. There, right
beneath them, was a scene which should have been a postcard – except that postcards were
unable to capture such beauty. Peggy gawked in wonder, trying to take in every little detail; the rocky, grey cliffs
jutted up from the brilliant jade ocean dramatically; the vast forests on the cliffs, home to so many species of
life; the charcoal-colored rocks that poked up from the sea; the brightly colored bodies basking beneath the
brilliant sunlight – WAIT. Peggy did a double take, her eyes bulging. Were those… MERMAIDS? The pegasi were
slowing spiraling downwards, heading straight for the rocks on which the mermaids were resting.
Landing in the ocean, the pegasi swam towards the merpeople, Peggy’s amazement growing by the
second. They were real! She got off the pegasus she was riding as soon she was within stepping range of the
rocks. She clamored over to the nearest mermaid, only to realize it wasn’t a mermaid. The ‘mermaid’ was a man!
She stared for a moment, then asked, “A-are you real?”
He snorted, and then retorted, “Are YOU real?”
Peggy
glared
at
him
indignantly,
then realized that must
have been how he felt.
Blushing, she apologized,
then decided to ask the
question that had been
on her mind for quite a
while. “Am I dreaming?”
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He chuckled, seeming to think this
question was funny. His reaction only caused
Peggy to put her hands on her hips, angry
once more. “Okay, okay,” he began, “you’re not
dreaming. We’re real – or at least – as real as
you are.”
This answer made Peggy smile, and soon
they were chatting away as if they had known
each other for years. They talked about their
lives first. Peggy told the merman, who she had
learned was called The Man Of Great Blue Scales
That Shimmer And Glisten In The Sun, all about
her parents, Charlie and Patricia, her age and
grade in school, 13, 8th, and everything else.
He smiled at the blonde girl, looking into
her hazel eyes as he spoke about himself. She
barely had time to find out about his occupation,
fisher, hobbies, playing with dolphins, talking
with fish, etc., and other such information, when
a dolphin surfaced beside the rock. It squealed
something, which The Man Of Great Blue Scales
That Shimmer And Glisten In The Sun obviously
understood, because he then looked at Peggy
sadly, and said, “I’m sorry, but I have to go. This
is The Sea Mammal Who Dances Through The
Great Emerald Sea While Calling Out With Song,
and her child’s gotten into some trouble, so they
need my help. I’d love to chat another time,
though!”
Peggy, while disappointed, was also a bit
relieved. They had run out of things to talk about
anyway. She waved to him as he slid into the
sea gracefully, swimming through the water with
the ease of a fish – not that she was surprised by
that.
The pegasus she had been riding swam up and said, “We have other places to be.”
Peggy nodded, then climbed on to its back, almost falling backward as it took off steeply, heading
towards the cliffs she had seen before.
The closer they got to the mainland, the more Peggy had to gape at. It was
all so amazing! The forests were so lush! There were occasional flashes of color that
could be seen through holes in the dense foliage. These made Peggy wonder, but just
as she thought she had seen something, the Pegasus on which she was riding veered
sharply upward and onto the ledge protruding from the mountain near the entrance of
a cave.
“Why are we stopped here?” asked Peggy.
“For wisdom.”
Peggy was stumped by this answer, and walked on in silence into the cave
behind the Pegasus, trying to make sense of the response. As they walked into the cave
the temperature slowly began to drop, so slowly that Peggy almost didn’t notice it. With
the same abruptness of the landing, the Pegasus stopped, causing Peggy to bump into
it.
“What are we stopped f—”she gaped at the sight before her, her breath taken
away; her mouth dropping open; her eyes seeming as though they were about to burst
from their sockets. There, right before her very eyes was an enormous dragon, sprawled
on a heap of golden coins, jeweled swords, silver cups, and gemstones as big as one’s
fist!
After a minute or two, she closed her mouth for a split second, then opened it to
stutter, “I-is-is that a r-real dra-dragon? I-I mean… It’s not black, red, green, or even gold!
For goodness’ sake, dragons aren’t supposed to be a bluey-white!”
The dragon lifted its enormous head, a gargantuan eye peering at her intently.
“U-u-u-u-uh, no off-offense inten-inteded, your Dragonness!” she sputtered, quite afraid
that the dragon would eat her. “Pl-please, don-don’t kill me!”
The dragon blinked, then tilted its head back and laughed. It was a loud roar of
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a laugh, echoing throughout the vast cavern, bouncing off the walls, becoming even louder by the second. The
dragon continued to laugh for a full ten minutes, slowly calming down. “Silly hatchling,” it said in a loud voice, “I
have no intentions of eating you. Human flesh is far too stringy and fatty for my tastes.”
There was a distinctive quality about the voice that marked it apart from the dragons
she had seen in movies, though Peggy couldn’t quite put her tongue on what at first. She
Phoenixes
glanced around the cave nervously, still anxious despite the reassurance of the dragon.
perched
on the
Her eyes scanned the room, looking this way, then that way. Then, her eyes jumped
branches of old oak
back to a spot that just seemed more noticeable. It was the only spot in the room that
wasn’t covered in precious metals and jewels. Instead, there were three large, blue,
ttrees, screeching their
spherical objects, roughly the size of her head. Peggy’s eyes grew wide; these were
shrill shrieks into the
eggs! So that was what it was about the voice; this dragon was female!
endless blue sky as their
“If you’re quite done,” the dragon began, interrupting Peggy’s thoughts, “we
hatchlings rose from
could begin by introducing ourselves.” Seeing Peggy’s nervous nod, she sighed, “You
the ashes
know, I’m not going to eat you. My name is One of Light Blue Skin That is not Rea, and
trust me, if I were going to eat you, I’d be well done by now.”
She chuckled, a blast of frigid air hitting Peggy, causing her to shiver. “Oh, I’m sorry. I
really should be more careful about my frost breath.” She snickered, saying, “But at least I didn’t breathe ice as I
sometimes do, freezing you into a large ice cube!”
Peggy shivered; this was definitely not reassuring. Seeing her discomfort, the dragon gave up, motioning
to The Embodiment of Acceptance and Kindness on Wings to take Peggy away to save her nerves. Peggy’s relief
showed as soon as they were out of the maze of caves, for she had thought the whole time that Light Blue Skin
Lady Dragon or Whatever Her Name Was would attack them from behind and eat them for an afternoon snack.
Just as they were emerging from the cave, there was a loud shriek which made Peggy start with fright.
“Oh, don’t worry,” The Embodiment of Acceptance and Kindness on Wings reassured her friend. “It’s just
a phoenix dying.”
“Dying?” Peggy screamed. “Are you serious? And we’re not going the help?” She put a lot of emphasis
on the word ‘help,’ for it seemed awful to her that they would sit idly there while a creature was dying. It was like
murder!
“Why should we help—oh!” She suddenly became aware of what Peggy must have been thinking, and
laughed soothingly. “It’s not dying permanently! Phoenixes are reborn from the ashes that they become. Would
you like to see?”
Peggy nodded, fascinated by this report. When they reached the forest, she immediately saw a pile of
charcoal and ash on the forest floor. Crying out, she ran over to it, scared, when suddenly there was a flash of
brilliant, white light. When she opened her eyes once more, having closed them instinctively with the light, she
saw a small bird sitting where the ashes had been. However, the ‘bird’ did not look like any bird she knew. Its
feathers were not feathers, but rather, wings of fire.
“Hiya!” the scrawny, little, fire-chicken squawked. “I’m The One with the Red, Orange, and Yellow Flaming
Wings who is Born from the Ashes! How are you today?” Peggy gaped at the tiny scrap of a bird, still in awe of
how the name was so long, especially compared to the small thing.
There was another screech, and the phoenix looked up. “Oh, that’s my momma. I have to go now, bye!”
It took to the air, and then was gone.
Peggy shook her head, still amazed at all that had happened that day. She sat down next to the tree, her
eyes drooping. “Hey… I think I need to… sleep.” With that, she fell on to her side and was fast asleep.
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“What kind of an ending is THAT?” the little girl whined.
“I thought you said that this book was
amazing, but that ending is stupid! I’m
bored again now! This isn’t fair!!”
Her mother stroked her hair, waiting
for the girl’s tantrum to subside before she
could calm her with the blueberry muffins
she had baked earlier.
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