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[Fiction Field

A Stroke of Luck

By Carol 34 %

[t’s only half past eleven. There are some people on the street, but
not many.

A brown-haired man puts his hand into his pocket and feels the
envelope, What a wonderful day. He smiles with satisfaction. Not
many people are as lucky as he is. It is a turning point towards success
in his life.

Actually, he is a normal person in his early thirties. His short
brown hair is a little curl, anc his thin lips seldom reveals his inner
emotion. And it seems that he keeps a good shape by doing exercise
regularly. But generally speaking, he is the type of people that no onz
would notice him when passing by.

"How lucky I am!” He dreams the promising future, whistling
some unknown tunes delightedly along the street.

Minutes later, he arrives at his house in avenue nine. After collect-
inga pile of mails lying on the floor, he leaves the house, and goes
into Freaky Meal for lunch.

Freaky Meal is a diner, and a cafe. It is quite near where he lives.
And he often goes there. He sits at his favorite table by the window.

“Hi, Louis. What do you want for your lunch?” a waiter comes to
his table and asks.

“Give me some black coffee and a serving of pasta. Thanks, Ted.”
he gives the waiter a smile. After that, he looks out on the street,
observing people and sceneries. Then he finds that the sky, different
from the earlier bright and sunny one, is full of cloud now.

At twelve-thirty, a young, fair-haired man comes into the café. The
man looked around for a while, and then walks to Louis” table.

“Excuse me, All other seats are occupied. May [ sit here?” the
young man says courteously.

“Well. It's okay for me. Take a seat.”

Louis and the stranger eat their meal and talk about many things
although they did not know each other before. It is quite natural to
talk to a stranger nowadays.

After finishing the meal, Louis gets to leave. When he stands up, an
envelope drops out from his pocket. But he doesn’t notice that,

The young man picks up the envelope. His face twists for a few
seconds, but he recovers from it very soon.

“Sir, is this yours?” the young man shows the envelope to him.

"Yeah. That's mine, Thank you. You're such a good man.” he
thanks the man gratefully. “You're really a good man. Good-bye, my
friend.” An appearance of relief comes back to his face, and he won-
ders how lucky he is that he doesn’t lose the envelope carelessly. Then
he walks out of the café, and strolls east.

About ten minutes later, the young man leaves the café, and
follows Louis” track.

Louis whistles some songs pleasantly while he is walking. What a
wonderful day he has.

But wait! It's impossible!! [t can’t be that!!!

A sudden pain strikes his heart. “Oh! God! | can’t breathe.” The
next second, he falls onto the ground, gasping, for air. As a dying man,
he feels it must be the end.

Someone around him shouts for help, but no one really helps him,

He seems to see a familiar face in the distance. Who's that? He tries
to figure out. Oh! Yes! That's the young man he met at Freaky Meal.
“What 1s the man doing here? Why is the man here?” Before he loses
the last consciousness, he tries to make sense out of all this. However,
he cannot deal with the mess in his head. Why me? He leaves the
question unanswered.

Then, the young man heads for the dead man, He grabs something
from Louis’s pocket, but no one notices that.

The young man stays at the spot for a fow minutes, murmuring
with sympathy, “Poor guy. Poor guy. Rest in peace at last.”

Graven Scar

By Viola # i %
It pours suddenly. Olivia is ished. It's April now, the most beautiful
season of a year in her mind. It hasn't rained for several months this year.
Olivia looks upward and wonders at this sudden downpour. Until she feels
herself, she is all wet standing on the street. She looks around. All the
passersby are gone. Everyone hurries to find a shelter from the heavy rain.
Olivia starts to run in the rain, The downpour seems to cool her passion.
She feels terrible. She was originally happy, on her way to meet her friend

for shopping. Now she just wants to escape.
Olivia runs into a familiar café. It was her favorite place ten years ago,

in her senior high school life. Olivia steps in to find a vacant table. Unex-
pectedly, she takes glimpses of a familiar person. Olivia walked towards
her and asked In a soft voice, “Phoenix?" The woman with shert hair raises
her head. When they have eye Olivia is d. This in
front of her was once her best friend in senior high. She is Phoenix. After
graduated from senior high, they haven't heard from each other for ages.
Phoenix asks with a smile, “Would you like to sit with me, Olivia?" The two
women chat about their recent situations.

All beautiful memories recur to Olivia. She still remembers what a viva-
clous girl. Phoenix was in senior high. Phoenix was the most popular
person of their class. Her optimism attracted many people at school. Every
time people saw her, the smile always spread on her face. Olivia loved her
smile most. And Phoenix was also sporty and outgoing. She was regarded
as a girl of the greatest vigor in the class. At that time, Phoenix and Olivia
were best friends. Many classmates envy their intimate relat'onship.

Abcut ten minutes later, Phoenix excuses herself to the lady’s room.
Olivia stirs her coffee. “Thanks for this downpour. It's really a surprise to
come across Phoenix.” she thinks. But after fifteen minutes, Phoenix still
hasn't come back. Olivia feels strange about this. About twenty minutes
later, Phoenix returns to their table. Olivia wonders, “Why does it take such
a long time? Is the restroom occupied?” “No,” Phoenix says, “that’s
because it always takes me much time to wash my hands.” Olivia is aware
of her hesitation. Phoenix stares at her tight, crossed hands. There is no
expression on her pale face. After a brief pause, Phoenix unbosoms
herself. “Tell you the truth, dear. | am sick. It's Obsesslve-Compulsive
Disorder. | have a morbid fear of getting dirty, especially my hands. |
always can't stop washing and robbing my hands together. | just can't
control myself. But don’t worry about me, Olivia. | am better now.” Her
smile appears again. It is the same smile as those old days, but it can’t
comfort Olivia like before any more. Olivia gets astonished. “What does
she mean she’s better? How can she have that shining smile? Why can
she tell her illness with that ease? Almost twenty minutes, my dear!”
Olivia doubts in her mind. She can't believe Phoenix sees it as a trifle. All
of a sudden, Olivia’s mind flashes back to her school life. It's an unforget-
table memory Olivia tries to leave it behind.

Lela, Me, and the Cake
By Alexandra #k 7% #

Walking straight down till the end of Altonen Street, there will
be a row of green houses on the left side and a row of yellow houses
on the right side. Yes, this is the district where my siser Lela and
Ilivein. We live in one of the green houses on the left side. But this
story is not about where we live, this is about Lela and me! Lela is my
sister. She has lovely curly hair and Mom always ties a bow right on
her head. I think I must be the cutest little boy in the world.
Although Lela says I can only rank second in cuteness because she
is numoer one. I am five years old and Lela is six. I cannot tell you
how much I love Lela because she is the only sister I have. Mean-
while, T can never tell you how much I hate her because she is my
elder sister, not a younger one. You will know why I love her and
hate ker at the same time if you read the following story thor-
oughly.

One comfortable morning, the sun smoothly poured on my face
through the window, making me felt so cozy that I did not want to
get off the bad. Lela woke me up with an excited smile on her face.
"Guess what?" Lela said exaggeratedly, "I saw a big, round cake in
the fridge!" I love cakes! So I
crept down from my warm bed |
immediately and encircled my |
fingers to show Lela a round,
hallaw hale. 4

"A cake like this big?" I asked. -

"Ne," Lela frown to show how RIS}
stupid T was, "much more bigger |
than that." I took out a piece of
paper and my favorite purple |
crayon, and drew a palatable big,
round cake with candles on it.

“Like this?" I asked satisfac-
torily and watered with hunger at the same time.

"Wrong again," Lela answered, a bit anxious, "bigger and with
cream on it." Then I drew a bigger cake with cream on the edge of
the cake. The cake was so big that I almost drew out of the paper
and left the spot on the floor.
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"Is this big enough?” T
cannot wait to eat the
cake.

“Almost... VYes!" Lela
finally got the picture she
wanted. "Do you want to
see it now?" she asked the
question I have been wait-
ing for so long.

"Yes, of course yes, can
I have a big piece of it too?
I am starving to death
now." T replied as soon os
possible. Then we rushed fo the refrigerator in the next minute.
There was really a cake laid right in the middle of the fridgel At the
moment when we took out the cake, a loud voice came behind us.

“Do not touch it!ll" Mom shouted. .

"That is the cake for your aunts Emma and
aunt Alice." She took the cake away from our
hand and put it back right in the middle of the
fridge.

"See~ T told you Mom won't let you eat the
cake." Lela mocked at me just like she is mom's
echo. Now you can see why I hate her. She is
such an apple-polisher. But at this moment, I
could not (or I should not) argue with her or
Mom would definitely punish us.

"Lam sorry, Mom." I surrendered but my eyes
could not leave the cake.

"I love aunts Emma and Alice very much, so
maybe we should leave here before I canrot con-
trol my desire to eat it." I told Lela.

"No," Lela demalished my suggestion again, T
will sit right in front of the cake to protect it, or
someone like you will come and eat it up!”

"Then I will sit with you," I sat down next to Lela, "because T
don't want the cake to be eaten by anyone else, too.” Then, we saf
on the floor for several minutes.

Finally. Lela whispered to me, "Maybe we should check the cake
every now and then. So we did. The cake was <o fine and raund
every time we opened the door of the fridge, About the tenth time
we checked the cake, Lela said, "What if the cream on the top is
getting sour?"

"No way," I cried out.

"If the cream is getting sour, our dear aunts will have stomach-
ache.” Lela told me seriously.

“I don't want our aunts Emma and Alice to get stomachache!" T
started to weep,

"Me either," Lela said sadly, "I think I've got a great idea. We
should eat the cream fo test if the cream is getting sour.”

“Good idea, it would be better if we got stomachache, not our

aunts.” Suddenly I thought Lela was smarter than me. So we took
out the cake carefully and both of us bit a piece of cake together.
Uh..it was really a nice cake, very delicious, soft, and sweet, Most
important of all, the cream was not getting sour.

“The cream is cool and soft, this is a nice cake!” T said with a sat-
isfied smile on my face. "Thank God our aunts won't get sick!" T kept
on saying.

“We only eat one side," Lela spoke with cream around her mouth,
“what if other sides are getting sour now?"

"That's too bad!" T worried. So we ate every side of the cake to
make sure that the cake was not spoiled. After we had our last bite,
Lela started to worry again.

"What if the middle of the cake is going bad? We check every
side of the cake to make sure that the cream is fine, but maybe the
center of the cake start to spoil now!" Lela whispered to me just like
we were doing a very holy job, In order to make sure the cake was
fine enough to keep our aunts healthy as usual, we tock the knife
from the kitchen and cut the cake into half. Then, we did a very
brave thing—we ate the center of the cake.

"What are you two doing?" Mom shouted while we were doing our
job (I mean, fo protect the cake and kept our aunts away from
stomachache.)

"Tf you are <o hungry, eat ALL of it!" Mom pointed at the cake
and growled,

Mom then stepped out of the daor, and we stared at each other
without a word. Lela broke the silence first and suggested that we
should do whatever Mom told us to. Therefore, we ate up the whole

big cake. Our hands, mouths, clothes, and the floor were in a mess
now. Cream and cake bits were everywhere around us. Finally, I felt
something was happening in my stomach. I could feel my gastric
Juices tossed from side to side in my stomach and it made my face
twisted together from the pain, T saw Lela, who lay beside me on the
floor, had the same twisting
face and her hands were
holding her stomach. When
she found me looking at her
suffering, she forced her-
self to varnished over her
pain which made her eye-
brows frowned all together.
“See, I told you the cake
was going bad!" Lela cried
out. "I think we both get
stomachachelll"

On the Parting Where Three Roads Meet
By Samuel i 8% i

It is a valley with a small river across the center. Continuing waves
of hills stand on both sides of the valley. The green meadows, bowing
their body on and off to dance with the song of breeze, spread over
miles from a line of hills to another line of hills. On the meadows the
wood fence rails like pieces of mosaic, reflecting green light under the
glaring sun.

Now a little orange flash appears on one end of a long straight road
along the river. It is a small car. Tent, sleeping bags, anc other travel
commodities crowd its top and trunk. The noisy cough of the engine
and the faded paint both suppose it is not strange if this car will sud-
denly break up. In the small car are two people. One is a pretty
waman with long black hair, Her eyes are gray and flashing, very cor-
responding with her delicate face. She is now driving the car and hum-
ming a canorous, unknown song. Sitting beside the woman is a young
man with short brown hair, He is actually beyond 20, but his baby face
makes him looks younger than he is. He is now dozing by the window
with his arm supporting his head.

After the car passes through a bridge, the woman suddenly looses
the accelerator and let the car coast slowly until it totally stops.
“What’s wrong? Are we running out of gas?” the man, just awake, asks
the woman. “Unfortunately, we aren’t, but we do have a problem.
Can you find a parting where three roads meet on the map?” the
woman replies in a relaxed voice, “Oh, Ye..let me see..No, | can’t.”
the man checks the map and says. It is nearly the end of the valley,
and there is no guidepost at all about the three roads. Each road is as
new as if it just has been paved. Their ends all disappear under the
horizon.

“So | said many times that a map painted according to other’s
words was not reliable at all. What shall we do now -- Hey! Boss!
Where do you go?" Regardless of the man’s saying, the woman
switches off the engine and leaves the car. She searches her jacket
pockets and finds two coins. The young man hastens to leave the car
and asks, “Are you going to decide by throwing the two coins? We still
have no idea where these roads lead to."” “| know.” the woman just
simply replies, as if not hearing what the man says, “So what do
you...Hey? Look! Someone is coming. A farmer! He must know some-
thing about these roads.” The man immediately runs to the farmer.
However, the woman still stands there, and throws her cains to the
sky. The two cains roll five or six times in the sky and then fall on the
ground. The woman takes a look on the coins and picks them up with
a satisfied smile.

“Excuse me, sir. Do you know which way leads to Asgard?" the
young man points to the parting and says to the farmer. The old
farmer, who is about 70 years old, shows his body from his truck and
says, “Yes, traveler, | know, | know how to get to Asgard. In fact, you
can reach Asgard by all the three ways, no matter which way you
choose.” “What? Sir, | beg your pardon?” the man has a worried look
on his face. “Itis just what | said, traveler. These three roads all begin
in the same place, and all end in the same place-Asgard.” The young
man still looks worried. Before he wants to ask more details, someone
calls him from his back. It's the pretty woman. After she and the old
farmer greet with each other politely, the young man quickly retells
the farmer's words to her, The woman nods to show she understands
this matter, and then palitely asks the farmer if he can explain the
reasons behind these roads, since the young man is very curious of
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pipe and tobacco. He smokes the tobacco and says, “Well, | will tell
you."

In Asgard, there are always debates among three groups. One
group is often called “Academy," which many artists, scholars, and
young educated people attend. They often congregate to discuss poli-
tics and social issues about Asgard. The other group is called “Big
Hand,"” composed of some honorable big men. The dignity of their
class makes their words very influential in many affairs. And they
think that tradition and custom is very important. Many farmers and
workers are their supporters. Another group includes merchant and
businessman. Many of them are new rich, especially Vandergelder,
whao is the wealthiest and most ambitious of these rich men. He is
supported very much by many bourgeois and his employees, and he
also successfully plays as an arbiter between the new rich often.
That's why people often call this group “Vander.” These three groups
often have conflicts in many ways. For example, when it was going to
build a statue in memory of a fireman who sacrificed his life to save
an honorable family, the Academy and the Vander had disagreement
on the design and the budget for the statue. And the Big Hand was the
same, thinking the other two groups are childish and vulgar, There-
fore, the building of the statue was delayed for a long time.

The cause of these roads is similar. It used to be one road leading
from here to Asgard. The road was so rough and tortuous that hardly
anyone used it. However, the road became important since the com-
munication between Asgard and west cities was more and more
frequent. It was necessary for it to be refined. And the problem hap-
pened again. The Academy made an agreement that it was unneces-
sary to refine the ariginal road; conversely, they should build a new
road. This new road would pass through the lush forest, the blooming
prairie, and the beautiful lake. It would bring the most impressive
memory to those who go this way. It was not a big deal that it
detoured a little. But the Vander didn’t think like this. The scenic view
was nat important at all. They preferred a wide, straight, and conve-
nient way, so they can transport their commodity fast. Even though
many bridges and tunnels had to be built for the kind of road, for the
Vander, it was worth the trouble. The Big Hand, of course, didn't keep
silent. They insisted the old road should be retained and be repafred.
It was no use to build new roads because the old one was enough for
using. In addition, in spite of the fact that the old road was not pret-
tier than the Academy’s and faster than the Vander's, it still had some
good views and could be smooth after reconstruction.

These three groups kept their quarrels; even the leader of Asgard
couldn’t stop them. Until one day, several students belonging to the
Academy announced they would build the road by themselves. And
they really started to do it. When Vandergelder heard the news, he
also decided to build his way witheut waiting, The members of Big
Hand, then, agreed with each other that if they didn't follow, they
would lose their honor, So all of the groups started to build their prom-
ised roads. And they all got their supporters’ full offering of help so
the process went on swimmingly.

“The result was what you see now, three roads leading to the same
place.” the old farmer finishes his telling and exhales the smoke of
tobacco. After thanking the farmer, the young man turns to talk with
the woman. “By the way, it is not as bad as | think in the beginning.
People can choose their own way for their needs. It’s not a trouble.”
“Not a trouble? Do you really think 50?” the woman asks the young
man. The young man wants to say something, but the woman doesn’t
give him any chance to speak. She looks at the farmer and says,
“There is no guidepost at all, isn't there, sir?" The old farmer smiles
and says to the young man. “This lady is right, kid. The quarrel is not
yet over." “l am an adult, not a kid, sir." the young man, without
facing the farmer, just mutters in a small voice.

They say goodbye to the old farmer and go back to the car. When
they enter the car, the young man can’t help but ask, “Boss, why the
old one says the quarrel is not yet over?” The woman doesn't answer
his question. She just starts the car and says in a relaxed voice, as if
she is speaking to herself, "l guess when we arrive Asgard, there must
be people who not only welcome us but also ask us from which way we
come.” The man goes blank for a faw seconds and suddenly shouts.
“Oh! | understand...No! No! It’s not good! Boss! I it is true, what shall
we do? The prablem is becoming more difficult now!" The woman,
looked as though nothing had happened, replies, still in a relaxed
voice, “I never think it's a difficult problem, Paul.” “How? ..Ah! |
know. The coins!" the man takes a deep sigh. “My goodness! | can't
believe you really do it.” “Maybe | will decide by the coins, or by my
interest.” the woman says, and this time she turns her gaze towards
the man. “Don’t you think we should...!"” the man suddenly swallows
his words, because the woman's face is now very close to him, and her

hand is on his shoulder.
She gives him a smile
and says, “You know,
Paul, women don’t like =
too loquacious men.”
The car becomes
silent for a while. But
not a lang time it starts
to move, and the cano-
rous unknown song is
hummed again.

Punishment
By Hugo # % %

Chasing after me, they are searching for me. They won't give
up catching me. They keep torturing me. It is my last opportunity
to escape from that slimy, filthy, and stained prison. Life there
was inferno. Nol It's worse than helll Bonded with rusty shackle,
we were all jailed in a cramped room. The room Is no larger than
three square-meters; however, there were 20 people confined
there. There is no light, electricity, nor anything artificial. We
never know what time it is since the day they revolted against us.

Fed by their leftovers, many of us were infected with some un-
known diseases. None of us can escape from diarrhea; however,
they wouldn't offer any medical treatment, It seemed that they
enjoyed the sight of our suffering and struggling. A lad no more
than six years old died of dehydration. The corpse was laid at the
corner of the jail rotting till the carcass was covered with mag-
gots. The scene and stench have been inscribed in my mind since
that day, One day, they took away some men, Those who had
been taken away never came back. It's said that they are doing
some secret experiments on humans. We are under the pressure
of death everyday. Some people became hysterical toward every
slightest movement. Another wilted day after day murmuring
something that no one understood. Others stared at the ceiling
all day long without any emotian revealed on their face.

Then | stumble into an abandoned factory. | still remembered
this place. It used to be the most large-scale, high-tech com-
pany. Every day there were more than ten thousand employees
working around the clock. Nevertheless, it is deserted now. | do
not hear any sound made from machines. Like other places, there
are no human beings. Most humans have been killed by them. |
know it's all resulted from vengeance, They want to avenge the
maltreatment on us. They want us to live life as they used to do.
We never knew that they had consciousness, so we treated them
Just like they were our dolls. When we were interested in them,
we cherished them as treasure. As they became boring to us,
they were cast out without hesitation. Those who had been
dropped out gathered and began to conspire to take their
revenge. But we idiots were still not aware of their plot; we still
thought every thing was under our control.

| am starving to death. It's been the forth day for me to have
nothing to eat. For these days, | only drank water from the ditch.
| don't want to recall how dirty the water was. Many times | vom-
ited after drinking every bit of it. | had no choice. | have to sur-
vive. | staggered alone the path in the factory trying to find any
edible food. “Nothing! There is no food at all. Damn it!" Now |
know how they felt when they were expelled from us. Being
despaired for their situation, they must be ultimately disap-
pointed with their masters, Looking for food and water frantically
in order to survive was the top priority for them. At home they
were adorable and unique; in the street they were wicked,
detestable and gross. Now | really feel sorry for them. | want to
atone for human's crime though it is too late. For god's sake, can
they forgive us foolish humans? Wait! | hear their steps and their
loud sniffs. They have found my trace.

As | dash out to the empty square, | look around the barren
building. The prosperous city has become desolate, A sense of
exhaustion immerges from the bottom of my heart. | have run
out of strength. | can hardly abscond from their apprehension. |
am tired of exile. Keeling on the ground, | give up any hope of
being free. It's my retribution for our sins toward
them. “Let them come and drag me back to the cage! I
can’t stand deportation anymore! Tt's enough!” T
don't want to be stray human just like what they are
called - stray dogs.
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Real Heroes
By Amber #3824

A convenience store, named “Sea World,” which was not so
prosperous, stood at the end of the Moonflower road. It was a
plain store that occupied about 105 square meters. Although it
was somewhat cramped, it offered all kinds of goods. Moreover,
the paintings drew by the shop owner hang on the wall, adding
some heartwarming atmosphere to the poor shop. A carefree
whistle came into one’s ears when entering the store. A middle-
age man, Grain, who was a little bald and had a beer-belly, was
feeding his lovely fishes while talking aloud to them.

“Morning, sweethearts, another brand-new day.” he said, smil-

ing.

The biggest fish, Dannie, swam over to swallow half of the

Sfeed.

“The bigger you are, the more you eat." Dannie said with his
mouth filled with food

“Hey man, you've eaten too much. Beware of your increasing
weight.” the slim goldfish, Gina, said as she glanced at Dannie.
Dannie hit Gina's glistening scale slightly with his tailfin and con-
tinued to eat his meal. Gina was not reconciled and hit him back.

“Alright, you tweo are always arguing. Enjoy your breakfast
peacefully.” Webber, the oldest, stopped their quarrel.

On the front side of the shop, a cunning-looking young man in
his early twenties sneaked into the store. It was obvious that he
was going to do something bad.

“Look, the sneaky guy intends to tuke the beer without paying
money.” Tim said aloud and stared at the guy.

“What should we do to stop him?" Gina asked.

Other fishes were all in a flurry, swimming back and forth
without any ideas. Their owner, Grain, was indulged in watching
his favonte talk show and didn't even notice the thief. Everyone
was terribly worried and wanted to figure out some ways to stop
the stranger from stealing.

“Dannie, use your big tailfin to tap the glass wall so that Grain
can be aware of the thief. The rest of us jump up and down to
make noises to catch Grain's attention." Webber said wisely and
calmly.

Everyone took action. Eventually, the disturbance awoke Grain
to the theft; Grain walked to the spot, where the guy intended to
start his wrongdoings, checking if anything’s wrong. The thief,
realizing he failed, ran away hastily. Excitedly, the fishes cheered
for their big success.

However, on the very same mght, the same thief came back
again. It was raining and blowing hard, Besides, Thunder God
couldn't wait to break the windows to show his stunning might.
Unwilling to lag behind, the stijf wind seemed lo devour the
house.

The unexpected guest skillfully unlocked the door and quietly
destroyed the monitor. The doorknaob was slowly rotated and then
it was softly pushed forward,

The creak of the door caught Tim's attention,

“Ah...there is a ghost over there!” Tim's shout of fear broke the
silence of the tranguil night.

“Can anyone help?” Gina was instantly swift to hide her trem-
bling body behind the waterweeds and sobbed.

All fishes gasped with astonishment and looked in the same
direction toward the guy. In the darkness, what came into the
fishes' sight first was a pair of sneakers, which were stained with
grime as if they just fell into a muddy pit. Following the dirty
shoes, they saw a plump body, carrying a pack on its shoulder.
The guy was all in black to avoid being recognized. As soon as
hoth of his feet stood on the floor of the house, a burst of gloomy
wind shut the door. At this moment, a flash of lightening cast into
the store from the window and illuminated the guy'’s face.

“It’s the thief from this moming.” Dannie recogmized the gquy
immediately even though he was in black. His sharp eyesight
proved that the thiefs disguise was in vain.

“Gee, he's come back ta steal again but now Grain is at home.”
Tim said anxiously with his eyebrow frowned.

“Now, what are we going to do?” a clown fish asked.

Meanwhile, the burglar took kis time putting all the stuff he
needed into his backpack, chewing the nuts he just opened as if
he stood a reason to do so. Then he fell tired and lay on the
ground to take a rest. Gradually, he fell asleep by the electric wire,
The sight of wire reminded Gina of an accident that had just hap-
pened to Grain.

“Once Grain incautiously touched the electric wire with his wet
hand, he received an eleciric shock.” Gina said.

“Yeah, a strong electric shock can even kill a man, especially
when he is soaking wet.” Webber said.

“Great, let's give the bad guy an exating electric shock.” Tim
and Dannie said, clapping their tailfins at the same fime.

They kept splashing water on the thief’s body. After a while, it
worked; the thief couldn't bear the intense electricity and moaned
painfully. A few minutes later, he fainted because of the strong
electric shock.

The wisdom and alertness of the fishes saved the shop again.
They were really heroes.

Pouring rain and howling wind ceased. The sun rese in the
east and shone into the store. A gentle breeze swayed over,
spreading the fragrance of violet. It was another brand new day.

Reminder
By Edward £ 4

As usual, | am the last one to wake up in the morning. It has been two
months since | graduated from the annoying high school and | still haven't
found any appropriate job | Ike, | mean, short distance from my place, less
then eight hours a day, and most important, at least fifty thousand dollars a
month. But | know that | am always a daydreamer. There is no need for me to
use an alarm clock because my mom would do the same thing as a clock.
Besides, if there is no hurry before nine AM,, | can wait for my mother as a
human alarm,

Bur raday, | have just been frighrened in the dream and wake up by my
father's howls, which are not clear for me when . am in my cozy shelter, my
bed, When | come out, | see my father rush out of the front door, take away a
few pages of newspapers, and leave behind the quiet morning, Things | can
remember are that when he comes across me in front of my room, he shouts,
“When can you become a man? My poar son!”"| am totally confused about
this scene and | see my mom crying and talking with somebody on the
phone, | guess it might be my aunt or any relatives. All | can recognize are
some words, like “Ran out of budget” and “Cut down the comn price.” |
remember that Bob and Dave have been in charge of the carn affairs in our
village since couple of years ago. Ashamed and frustrated, a horrible idea
rushes into my stunned brain

When | walk pass the doorway of the Carn Trade Union, Bob and Dave are
chatting about my family, the Horgonsteine, Bob stops me and tries to com-
fort me with some false sympathetic words and those words make me sick of
them. Meanwhile, | want to kil not only myself but them, too. | wish | were
not a member of the Horgorsteine family. As | wander around my father’s
cornfield, the sun light is firing me with its enthusiasm, though | am not
sweating but sobbing. What | wish is that my tears could fertilize the land
and grow something that can help my father, With my bare feet into the soil
wet by my teardrops, facing the hill behind our place, Crown Hill, | realize that
am a useless bug.| can help my old man if | am not wasting my life anymore.
Moreover, my little sis is still growing up to be a perfect woman, even if she is
just a fifteen-year-old girl. She is doing great in school and also has good
characters,

I follow the hunter's path toward the unfamiliar forest. At first, the road is
made by concrete and with a few dark gravels on it. A mile later, the mud
path is covered by weeds. Bushes with strong and thick roots occupy the
only line. The track begins to curve without order. | find that the line between
trees is just like a valley floor in the mountain area, Roots covered by fallen
leaves look like waves in storm. But when | get on the join between stems
and roots, | am protected from any attack by unfamiliar insects or snakes.
Although it is a dilemma, | choose to run all the way to the end of this road.
Branches and leaves block the sun light. However, linear lights shoot into the
fallen leaves by the blowing wind and bring away the humidity in this forest.
The green tunnel lightens whenever the wind blows and darkens when the
breeze stops, making everything back to tranquility.
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back to tranquility, It seems like thousands of eyes are peeking at every
movementor even thinking of mine. Angles and devils are fighting between
dark and bright.Finally, | get on the top and have a rest by lying down beside
a flat root. There are few trees on the peak. | can see the sun clearly when
cool winds blow away those feather-like clouds. Sparrows stop on my boots
and look like teachers speaking behind the desk. | close my eyes and see
through my eyelids. | see a blurry picture, branches and leaves and a big
object swinging with the wind Whenever the wind blows, the object
produces some sounds, like wind-bells, When | open my eyes, a set of white,
dry human bone is hanging beneath the thickest branch. | try to bounce
away from where | just lie, but | slip because of a rag, which seems like a
uniform with name on it, | pick it up and read it in my mind, “Ervin Cassel,
Crown Hill High School.” It was my friend's! My poor childhood friend. It’s
been five years since we lost his information in our vilage. “Rest in peace!
Ervin."He ended his life after his father's death. And his father died of over-
work.

It is about three in the afternoon and shower pours down on me. | am still
holding Ervin's shirt in my right hand and | am really starving. Supported by
trees along the route, | walk and run with misty sight because rains stream
down into my eyes. Whenever 1 slip, | think of my mom’s face with tears, view
of my sister’s back, and my father's motorcycle. | stand up, feeling like a nail
being pushed inta my heart. Finally, | approach the concrete road and sit
beside the road with tears and smile and burstinto laughter. Ervin has saved
me! With arms wild open, | lie down on the roadside and look to the direc-
tion of my right hand. | find that | am holding nothing but with my palms full
of blood, both of them are still bleeding. Maybe the shirt has hung on one of
those branches or perhaps the truth is that | did not éven remember to bring
it down,

The Fifth Tenant
By Emest §i 4/ L

It was a cold rainy night. Red and yellow neon lights
became blurred spots. Only few people would dare to walk on
the street tonight. Even with umbrellas or raincoats, it was still
easy to get wet from head to toe. At the very midnight, a small
apartment near Parker Street was filled with people. A young
man whe studied in Capital College was founded dead in his
own room. One of his roommates called the police and they
arrived immediately. The victim’s name was Lennon; he was
twenty years old with a thin cheek and hallowed eyes. Sheriff
John Kimble had gathered all the witnesses in order to find out
how Lennon died.

Lennon’s body did not have any obvious wounds, but his
face revealed that he might see something really terrible. He
was holding an empty glass bottle, which did not have any
notes or marks on it. No matter what was in the bottle, it had
already gone. John was the first officer arrived at the scene.
He stepped into Lennon's room carefully and soon he found out
that the only window in the room was locked from inside. Since
Lennon lived in the sixth floor, it was impossible for a murderer
to climb in. And if the murderer came from outside, how could
he or she get away without being noticed ? However, if Lennon
committed suicide, his face should look painful instead of
horror. John sat on a chair and took out his note. “The only way
to find out how this young man died is through witnesses,” he
told himself.

Lennon’s two roommates Eric and Phil were also at the
same place. Phil was a short man with bearcd on his chin. He
did not say a word since the police came. On the contrary, Eric
was tall and handsome. He has blond hair, biue eyes and kept
talking to his girlfriend Mona. John approached these people
but none of them seemed to be aware of him.

“Excuse me, who called 911 In the first place?”

There was a short pause between them,

"1 did,” Phil answered. He did not even look at John. "1
heard him screaming.”

“You mean a few minutes ago he was still alive?” John
asked.

“Maybe, 1 don’t know.” Phil spoke like he was talking to him-
self,

“"What do you mean you don’t know?”

"I said I don’t know! And that means I DON'T KNOW,"

Phil’s voice suddenly increased, but John could tell that Phil
was trembling.

“Well, officer; I suggest you ask someone else.” Eric said,
stepping forward and whispering to John. “Phil has some bad
hobbies, like...you know, drinks and...what do you guys called
it? Marijuana? Sometimes he would take too much, so did
Lennon. Maybe that’s the reason why Lennon died.” He patted
John’s shoulder and blinked.

Almost at the same time, hil screamed "No! You don't
understand. He's here."

"Who's here?” John began to feel confused, Eric and Mona
frowned as if Phil just said something that would hurt their
ears.

“Come on, stop acting like a fool. You drank too much again,
did you?" Eric said with a sarcastic tone.

Phil turned to John and grasped his hand. “Officer, you must
believe me. He's here. The fifth tenant...I warned Lennon but
he just didn't listen. We have been cursed,”

“Stop your day dreaming, weirdo.” Mona spilt on the floor.
“This place sucks. I'm leaving.”

“No! You can run, but you can’t hide. We all saw him
before.” Phil sat at the corner, shaking.

“"What the hell are you talking about?” Mona shouted.

“"Remember we went out for dinner last Tuesday? You, Eric,
me and Lennon?” said Phil.

“What's wrong with the dinner?” Eric asked. He put down
his cigar and matches.

"We only have four people but we ordered five meal..” Phil
murmured.

“That's just @ mistake for the waitress, it’s no big deal,” Eric
said.

“You have too much alcohol in your head Phil, we did have
five people last Tuesday.” Mona said.

“"We did?" Eric asked.

"Hell yeah! You, me, Lennon, Phil and Lennon’s friend.”

"Did you remember his name, face or anything?” John
asked and kept taking notes.

“Well...I can't remember his name or face, he just sat there
without uttering a word...what?” Mona found Eric was staring
at her so she stopped talking. "I did not remember that guy.
Where did he sit?” Eric asked.

“Just between you and Lennon, what's wrong?"

"You saw him before, Eric. [t was you who first saw him.
Two weeks ago you said you saw a man coming into Lennon’s
room. Remember that? He got a glass bottle....” Phil uttered.

"I thought that man was your friend, or at least Lennon’s
friend. So T did not pay any attention to him. Besides, It was
dark and rainy that day. It was hard for me to recognized
anyone in this gloomy room.” Eric replied.

The Sheriff looked around the room. It was true that with-
out lights or other electricity equipment, Lennon’s room would
be in totally darkness at night.

“You guys are all crazy. It's probably just one of the visitors
or something.” Mona yawned. "I'm tired of this, Can I leave
now?”

John closed his note. It was obvious that the man, or prob-
ably one of these peaple was tne cause of Lennon's death. If
he could find out who was lying, he could end this case imme-
diately.

“OK, but I hope you can go to the station for a while. We
have to make some records.”

One by one, they left the apartment. Sheriff John Kimble
sat on the chair again and tried to organize the whole case.
However, a sudden thunder drew h's attention back to reality.
He found out there was a man standing at the corner. How
come he didn't notice him? “"Hey! Who are you? " he shouted.
The man didn’t say anything. He just smiled, with the glass
bottle on his hand

—
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-Short Essay-

Hamiet! A Welaneholy ladl?

By Train 444

I. Introduction

Hamlet is one of Shakespeare's most famous Iragedies. None-
theless, what is a fragedy? According to Aristolle's definition, he
defined a tracedy as “an imitction of an action that is serious,
complete, and possessing magnitude.” The imitation shows a
struggle that rends the protagonist's whole being. He also said
that every protagonist in a tragedy must make a mistake, and this
mistake made the protagonist doomed. Aristotle called this mis-
take as “hamartia," or known to be “tragic flaw." However, this
mistake need not be the result of a moral fault; it may be simply a
miscalculation, In Hamlet, Claudius, Hamlet's uncle, poisoned his
father and married his mother. He decided to take revenge.
However, in the same time, Claudius plotted to kill him, too. In the
end, during a duel that his uncle plotted to kill Hamlet, his mother,
his uncle, and him were all killed by poisoned wire and poisoned
sword that his uncle prepared to kill him.

Hamlet is a tragedy. Hamlet lost his father and his throne. His
mother remarried to his uncle so quickly that he started to believe
his mother was an unchaste woman. These things made him mel-
ancholy. “To ke, or not to be, that is the question"4 said he, to
question the meaning of life. He tried to take revenge for his
father, hut his fragic flaw prevented him from doing sa He had
many chances to do it, but he didn't. Below, | will infroduce what
is Hamlet's tragic flaw to you and analyze why Hamlet didn't kill
his uncle.

II. Hamlet’s Tragic Flaw—Depression

A. Why didn't Hamlet kill Claudius?

As his father told Hamlet to avenge for him, Hamlet decided to
kill Claudius instantly. He said “So uncle, there you are. Now to my
word:/ It is ‘Adieu, adieu, remember me.'/ | have sworn't " (I. v
110-112). However, he didn't sel himself to revenge on his uncle
immediately. He was capable to bring a dagger. enter the
palace and kill his uncle, but he didn't do this. It was a superb
opportunity for him to avenge. when his uncle knelt down to
repent. He could kill his uncle, but he still didn't do it. This was nol
because he was a coward; on the contrary, he was very brave.
Horatio, Hamlet's best friend. described Hamlet as a valiant war-
rior “Dared to the combat . . . . / ~or so this side of our known world
esteemed him" (l. i. 84-85). Hence, what made him hesitate to kill
his uncle and take revenge for his father? From today's medical
perspective, it seems that he had an iliness that prevented him
from making dzacision. The iliness was “depression.”

B. What caused Hamlet to have depression?

According fo medical studies, trauma can cause depression.
Situations such as living under stress, losing loved one, or undergo-
ing unhappy episodes can cause depression. We know that
Hamlet's father was dead, and two months later, his mother
remarried to his uncle. These incidents, pressed heavily upon his
mind, were too miserable for him to endure. He lelt *How weary,
stale, flat and unprofitable/ Seem 1o me all the uses of fhis world"
(1. ii. 133-134)! The trauma of lasing his father and his mother's

remarriage mede him gloomy, and this is why he had depression.

C. Sympt of depr

Everyone who has depressicn would show some symptoms.
Below are some symptoms that can show that Hamlet had
depression.

i. Feeling of sadness, worthlessness, pessimism$
Hamlet's mother told him nor to feel sorrow about his father's
death, as his mother walked away, he said:

How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable/ Seem to me all the
uses of this world!/ Fie on't, ah fie, ‘tis an unweeded garden/
That grows to seed, things rank and gross in nature/ Possess it
merely. That it should come to this! (1. ii.133-137)

We can see that he lost interest in this world, and he felt very
sad that this world has decayed. Also, he said:

Yet |, A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak/ Like John-a-

dreams, unpregnant of my cause,/ And can say
nothing....../ Am | a coward?....... / Why, what an ass am |l
(11 ii. 518-535)

He lost confidence in himself and felt pessimistic that he
thought himself was worthless. When he talked to Ophelia, he
said:

| am myself indifferent honest, but yet | could accuse me of
such things,that it were bettar my mother had not borne me.
...... What should such fellows as | do crawling between
earth and heaven? We are arrant knaves all, believe none
of us. (lll, iii 119-126)

We can see that he was so depressed that he thought it was
better not to be born.

ii. Decreased interest or pleasure in usual activities or hobbies6

In act | scene iii, Ophelia said that Hamlet “made many ten-
ders of his affection to me." She also said that “he [Hamlet] hat
importuned me with love/ In honourable fashion®™ (1. iii 110). Thus,
we know Hamlet loved Ophelia. He also wrote letters to Ophelia
to express his love to Ophelia (I. i. 109). But as the play went,
Hamlet no longer showed signs of loving Ophelia. It seems that he
didn't love Ophelia anymore. He neither said sweet words to her,
nor show any sign of affection to her. Therefore, Hamlet's love
toward Ophelia had faded. Having depression, Hamlet could not
love Ophelia anymore and he lost his interest in her. So we can
see Hamlet confessed:

| have of late, but wherefore | know not, lost all my mirth,
forgone cll custom of exercise; and indeed it goes so heavily
with my dispasition that this goodly frame, the earth, seems
to me a sterile promontory; this most excellent canopy the
air, look you, this brave o'ethanging firmament, this majesti-
cal roof fretted with golden fire-why, it appeareth no other
thing to me but a foul and pestilent congregation of
vapours.

(I1_ii. 280-291)

From the remarks he made above, we can clearly see that he
had lost interest in this world. This proved he had depression.

iii. Thought of suicide or death7

As mentioned earlier, in his famous monologue “To be, or not
to be, that is the question . .. " (lIl. i. 56) Hamlet questioned what
the meaning of life is. Was it better to live? Or death was better?
He raised the question about to live or to die. This meant he was
concerning about death. He was thinking whether he should
commit suicide or not.

o

iv. Decreased ability to make decisi or

This is the most important thesis | made. Having depression,
Hamlet couldn't make decision immediately, Therefore, even
though he wanted to kill Claudius, he didn't know the best timing
fo kill his uncle, As Claudius knelt down to repent, he had a great
chance to kill Claudius. Strangely, he stowed his dagger and said
“Up sword, and know thou a more horrid hent" (Il iii 88). He
wanted to wait for another better chance to kill Claudius, such as
when Claudius was drinking, angry, or sleeping with his mother.
Nevertheless, after this great opportunity, he seemed to forget his
responsibility to avenge for his father. When Claudius bad him to
go to England. he set forth without protesting (IV. iii. 43), and the
thought to avenge for his father seemed never occurred to his
mind. Because he had depression, he couldn't concentrate
what he wanted to do and could not grasp the opportunity to kil
Claudius.

III. Conclusion

In conclusicn, owing to depression, Hamlet couldn't make the
right decision immediately. Therefore, his tragic flaw was hesita-
tion, and his ilness made him hesitate. Because he made the
wrong decision, he was destined to be doomed.

1V. Bibliography
1. Edwards, Philips. Hamlet, Prince of Denmark—The New Cam-
bridge Shakespeare: Cambridge, 1985.
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Poetry Sea

Faith
By Viola # i %
Once we thoughit it's a journey to glory
Once we thought it's the way to victory
Passing over journey long difficulty

Bubble with jests red black white and gray

The very moment when snakg and raccoon no more stay

‘When eyes of the sKy all went astray

Al we fiave was only faith
November 27th, the day with burning animosity 4
The sea of faith is never smooth Three 4 ictures r
Injustice stirs up so much spray on Dover Beach By Jasmine .4
We, as tremulous ships ‘What is my future fike?
Clashied Gy tempestuovs wave There are three pictures I imagine.
g Someone I (ife,
Helpless, endless pain 4
Holids me tight, and Riss me lght.
November 27th, the diry with burning animosity Nothing I will mind.
We thoughit there are wo waves without wind e is always by my side.
But wihy A sy
2 i d by, love still shines.
Our color was still upright on ship debris el
Vet it can't fly with the wind
1 am already twenty nine.
It's a milestone of our fading refiance Man in my sight likes to fie
It".r a monument of our dl'stmlyd confidence ik ohe 1 vk st a i,
Like the lighthouse stending in the sea i
The fight is fading out fittle by little It likes to fly in the sKy.
But it is hard to fiold its fine,
Right on November 27th So I let it fly.
The Dover Beach seemed calm Fronthat tiee,
But I doubt .
Cause everything we had was gone and drown fee
Thousand of ants bite my mind.
1 fiear
No name The magpie cries all night.
By Vannie. [ i Lam twisted to dry.
The frozen trail leaves no name Only refilled by wine.
The faith of mine no more stands
How many fall with the cast you spell 1 stand at the traffic light,
For ravishing images seem so teal And wonder which road is right.
The left side is my desire,
The vacant stare leads to no lane But the right side is more delight.
The firm belief was down the drain I don’t want to swint with the tide.
How many tumble with the stones you rofl But the rush hours push me to decide
M fascinating visions Knock them cold 1 blind my eyes to follow my desire.
Whatever I decide,
Up in the branch the spiders are sitting still Twill always smile.
Weaving tales that mock dreamy fiopes 1 steal
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