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The low itchy dust cloud around me resembled a winter fog. One could not see further than a big 

ship in all directions. The wind carried the dust along stabbing my bare legs as it went.  Even though, 

it was unusually quiet on the old dirt road. The occasional swinging palm tree and softly blowing 

reed were the only movements I could see on the long path before me. That and the slowly bobbing 

head of my young mare beneath me, and the churning ocean from the corner of my left eye. It was 

probably another sacrifice drawing the crowds away from the roads. That or farmer Tuath’s sheep 

had got out again, and he had half the village rounding them up. Although, with his new wall, I 

suspected the sheep weren’t grazing on the northern hillside. I shivered, and it wasn’t the cold 

breeze sweeping over the towering coastal cliffs that affected me. 

I rode slowly, in no hurry to see the ready-to-light pyre, nor hear the shrilling echoing screams of 

another poor soul being dragged out onto the low tide’s shimmering sands. So far out did the gods 

take their prize, that the sacrifices took place halfway to the horizon. Still, it didn’t stop the screams 

from reaching my ears, carried by the usually so welcome fresh sea air. Sometimes, I wished they did 

it closer to the coast. At least then the flames would be hidden below the cliffs, away from sight. 

Then again, I dreaded what kind of foul smell would waft over these plunging ridges. Nevertheless, 

my anxiety was for nought. I came across the last knoll that separated my view from the sprawling 

beach beyond, to see no crowd, no helpless human chained to a pyre. I did see one though, a pyre. 

Freshly built and standing tall in the distance. Standing bare without the usual chanting crowd of 

religious fanatics gathered around it. The tide had already started to come in, I stood atop the cliffs 

long enough to see the wooden base becoming ever more consumed by the sea. The waters quickly 

advancing on it, stroking its edges, and reaching deep into its heart, slipping through every crack and 

crevice between planks of wood and pieces of unwanted furniture that made up its ominous form. 

That was an unusual sight. A pyre going unused. What was going on? With a kick of my heel, I veered 

off the beaten track and skimmed my way across the grasslands, heading away from the coast with 

increasing speed. My curious mind drew my attention to the Temple. It was the only place that could 

hide so many people. It was too early for so many to have gone into town; and with no one on the 

roads, the fishing boats docked, and the stables packed, they could be nowhere else. 

 

The quickly drying grasslands, beaten down by the summer heat, barrelled on and on further than 

the eye could see. Foreign folk could be forgiven that this place was nothing more than barren fields 

that stretched out to the lusher lands many miles beyond. However, they would be wrong since 

sprinkled across the lands were many oddities such as the Temple. First, they would see a wide pit 

behind the tall grass. It used to be a stone quarry. A hole, some thirty meters deep with a coiling 

path that reached the bottom and was wide enough for two grown men to walk without the fear of 

falling. The quarry’s entrance had been remodelled centuries ago into the temple it was now. Four 

bright white polished stone columns made clear the dwarfed wooden door in the centre. Above the 

door loomed the Temple’s insignia: “IN ABSENTIA LUCIS, TENEBRAE VINCUNT”. In the absence of 

light, darkness prevails. Folk in the village liked to argue over hidden philosophical meanings of this 

phrase. While the truth was much simpler; in the elder days, the quarry’s miners decided to put a 

reminder to always enter with torches and other forms of light as to not get lost within the deep 

tunnels. 

As I approached the pit, I could hear angry voices that protruded from down below. I left my steed at 

the stable and descended to the door. The voices became clearer the closer I got. 
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“The High Church’s word is final.” I was surprised to hear father Dargtis’ voice. He never raised his 

voice. It must have been something quite serious. I entered through the doors and asked the nearest 

person I could find the meaning of this commotion.  

“Why, wouldn’t you like to know?” It was Nazarus, he worked as a mason in the town square. I was 

quite surprised by his snickering tone. It wasn’t hard to remember everyone’s name. Indeed, the 

village was home to less than two hundred people and the town to three times that amount. 

“It’s not because I don’t have the stomach for your blood games that I don’t take interest in our 

village’s dos and don’ts.” However, this conversation was going nowhere. Nazarus had already 

turned his back to me and was back at bickering and wasn’t going to be answering me any time 

soon. I knew I would get little more luck with anyone else so I headed back outside and passed time 

bouncing rocks against the walls while waiting for everyone to leave and hopefully intercept 

someone who could tell me more. I laid in the pit till the morning sun was visible above the high 

walls. I tried getting some rest but the manic shouts from the Temple prevented me from it. When 

the villagers started leaving, I made myself small as to not be seen by my mother. Not that the 

Temple was off bounds to me, rather, I did not want to be next to mother when she was angered. As 

the citizens went off to resume their daily lives, I went up to father Dargtis, who was the last to leave 

the Temple as was required of him by duty. 

“Father, I seek redemption.” This was a simple sentence that was sure to get his attention since he 

could not ignore it again due to his duty as a preacher. He sighed and turned around. 

“In the names of all the gods, I declare your soul-”. He paused when he finally saw me. Father 

Dargtis was an old man, too old for some. His stature withered by time and the ocean’s strong winds 

alike. While he was a representative sworn in life and death to the High Church, he was much closer 

to his people here than to an entity halfway across the world. He was loyal but tired of his many 

years on this earth. 

“What was the purpose of this sudden reunion?” I asked him. “Father.” I added, remembering my 

manners. 

“Come with me.” He opened the Temple’s doors again with a key strapped to his necklace. The 

Temple was a work of art. Since it was built completely underground, there were no windows to 

allow sunlight in. The sheer size of the place made the use of torches not only to dim but the amount 

needed to light up such a cave would cost the small village more than it could ever reasonably 

afford. The Temple’s architect’s solution was impressive to say the least. Above the Temple at 

ground level were a set of mirrors that were very well-hidden to all except for those looking for 

them. These mirrors reflected the sun’s rays into a small tube no bigger than a finger made of 

numerous metal alloys. This tube then reached through the crust into the Temple’s ceiling. There, 

the light hit a golden glass globe that scattered it all over the room like a miniature sun. Hence its 

name ‘the little sun’. The room itself was simple, consisting of rows of benches pointed to the raised 

altar in the centre of the room. Above it hung the little sun. When the father was at the altar, the 

globe resembled a halo making him look like a divine being. Furthermore, the light complimented his 

dark robes perfectly. This combination made him radiate a sort of energy when he gave the Church’s 

preaches. 

“A crow arrived this morning, from today moving onward, the High Church condemns all 

communities that perform any sort of death penalty and that Cnàham, includes sacrifices.” 

“Isn’t that good?” Dargtis was the only one I knew who did not enjoy sacrifices.  
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“While it is all I want, the human race is not so simple, most do not enjoy seeing their traditions 

toyed with by others.” He paused, thought out his words carefully and resumed. “There is not one 

man alive in this realm who has ever seen a god or their wrath following a missing pyre one day. The 

gods are now nothing but myths and bedtime stories to tell mischievous children. No, the pyres are 

not meant for them but rather for us. At least, such is the case now. Small villages on the country’s 

outskirts need their population to work together in order to survive when the rains fall and flood our 

crops and render our roads unusable. When fires set ablaze our houses. When famine strikes and 

leaves us starving in our sleep. When the fish swim away and raiders plunder and rape our families. 

Do you believe the Capitol will soar to our aid? Most there aren’t even aware of our existence. In 

these times, which I pray your eyes will never witness, you will be thankful for the blood we spilt to 

keep us united. That is the role the pyres play, they give the people common passions, something to 

recognise in the heat of unwelcome events. They act as the banner a soldier might fall back onto. 

Take our small sun.” He said pointing at the sphere above us. “Take away the chains and the entire 

contraptions collapses. Shattering into hundreds of worthless pieces. A mere shadow of what it once 

was.” 

 

I was taken aback by his explanations, then again, if what he said was true, and the village was 

united as of now, I would hate to see it divided. Would the drunken tavern brawls erupt into 

bloodbaths? Would the fishermen raise their prices beyond what any of us could afford? Would 

rationality flee leaving thieves and murderers in its wake? Somehow, father Dargtis left me with 

more questions than I came to ask him. 

I spent the rest of the day pondering over the morning’s conversation while I scooped away the 

stable’s old flea and tick infested hay, replacing it with fresher herbs I had taken on my way back 

from the grasslands. I lost my trail of thoughts as mother’s drenching smell invaded my nostrils. She 

worked at the docks and spent her time preparing the fish to be sold at the market. Nothing she 

could do could wash or drown the putrid smell of drying dead fish. Not that she ever tried to do so 

anyway. 

“Here’s dinner.” She said in her rough voice as she stormed into sight. 

Dinner was the only true meal of our day. Mother woke up much later than I, since she needed to 

wait for the first ships to come back and drop their cargo. In the meantime, I went to town to see if 

there were any goods that were worth our time and money such as some gardening tools and 

cooking utensils. However, for the last few months, I had been on the lookout for a new horse. My 

first stead as a matter of fact, since the mare I used was my mother’s. I bought a loaf of bread and 

some dried biscuits at a stall right outside of town. People didn’t like the merchant much and in 

truth neither did I. Nevertheless, while he did speak a bucketload of nonsense every time I saw him, 

his prices were worth the hassle. I headed back to the village and ate whatever I could find in the 

kitchen or hitch a meal with someone else. So, dinner was as a matter of fact my only true meal and 

only family time. Or what was left of our family at least. Father provoked the sea with his greed and 

brother treaded the realm spreading the High Church’s commands as part of the numerous 

nameless monks. 

I knew mother would be quite unhappy because of the day’s news. But nothing I had done to 

prepare myself could have braced myself from the fury she unleashed upon the household. I could 

have sworn the walls shook at the booming voice she summoned. The mountings on the windows 
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shifted. She was quite the Puritan but to go as far as curse the institute she sold her son to! I thought 

she might have eventually accepted their decision. 

 

The night crept closer, yet I could not manage to find some sleep. I stayed awake to hear the tide 

recede and soak the docks again. I feared for what father Dargtis had said when I left him. 

“Remember however, that a thousand shards cut deeper on their own than the smooth surface they 

were before.” Couldn’t he speak in anything but riddles? The frustration that plagued my mind 

eventually led me to my slumber. 

I woke up at the same time I usually did and was greeted by yet another abnormal sight. The 

fishermen that were supposed to be long gone already were slacking by the docks, drinking, and 

laughing. The village’s solidarity had already started to fade away. If this was only the first day, I 

knew something had to be done if we didn’t want a civil war erupting. I took my mare and hoped 

more competent people would find an answer to this growing problem and take matters into their 

own hands. 

The road again was quite calm. I saw a couple of farmers leaving for the fields but not one more. The 

gull’s cacophony rang alongside the clapping hooves. The whistling wind pushed the roaring waves 

to their deaths along the rocks. I saw the sun rise above the endless waters. My senses came back to 

me when I saw a man in the distance. He stood by a tree in the shade. From this distance, I could not 

recognise him. 

I struggled to comprehend his height. The closer I got, the taller he seemed. Towering well above 

two meters, wearing a dark red cloak, he stared at me, never moving an inch. He appeared to swoon 

in the air. As I approached the ghastly figure, my saliva drained, for some reason, I did not feel safe 

around that person. I looked around to see if there was anybody else. To my discontent, I was alone. 

I feared for the worst. What did he want and who was he? 

These questions were answered suddenly when I could finally see his features more clearly. The man 

wasn’t standing, a wooden spike protruded from his neck and went into the tree. Hid clothes were 

drenched with blood, his blood - judging by his pale skin. The bark behind him was stained and the 

fresh blood dripping down the palm tree. 

 

TO BE CONTINUED…… 
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When destiny calls 

Let me tell you about a special place called Dalver, if you have ever met a person from Dalver then 

they would have probably told you that it is the most uneventful place on earth, what they do not 

know though, is that in the depths of the city lurks the deepest secrets. Something happened about 

3 months ago, something that would change things forever. A CEO by the name of Ismail would 

escape his destiny and make history. 

Ismail was headed to an international CEO meeting, but that day, as he put it, a man payed him a 

visit. As he was on his way to enter his car, a shady looking man approached him and said: 

“You do not know me, but I know you and want to help you if you would let me. Do you know what 

it’s like to be forced into doing a job you hate, a job that makes you as miserable as one could be? 

The worst part is that you know what you have to do to stop doing the job but are afraid of the 

consequences it will have on you. But I assume that a busy man like you do not have the time to 

listen to my boring stories. I’ll get straight to the point: I have the power to save you today.” 

Ismail - clearly intrigued - retorted: “With all due respect, Sir, what makes you think that you can 

save me today?” 

“It’s this job that I am forced to do, because of it, I know the date, time and cause of the death of 

every single person in the whole world, and as a matter of fact, I know yours. Ismail Brown: date of 

birth 1967, date of death: 11 January 1997 and cause of death: bridge collapse at 11 o’clock on the 

dot.” 

“I very much enjoy listening to your stories, Sir, but as you said before, I am a very busy man, and 

actually have somewhere I need to be right now, so if you would please excuse me”. As he said that, 

the bridge he was standing on suddenly collapsed, and I can tell you that at that time it was already 

11 o’clock.  

As the CEO was falling, he felt as though everything around him had frozen, countless thoughts were 

running through his mind such as: who is this man? Why did I not hear him out? And “Is this how 

people feel when they are about to die?” The end was really near, the distance separating him from 

it was less than 10 centimetres. Suddenly Ismail was not falling anymore, he was suspended in mid-

air, in between where the bridge was and the ground. In other words, he was in between life and 

death. The man had caught him before he hit the ground. Ismail was paralyzed because he was on 

the verge of death. He could neither speak nor move. When he finally came back to his senses, he 

asked the mysterious man: “Who are you? What just happened?” 

“My name is Morty, I am, believe it or not the angel of death. My job is taking back that promise 

made at the beginning of every human’s life, you were given life on the condition that it will 

eventually be taken away. I take back your souls. Do not let my job foul you though, I also have the 

power to save, to warn every man of what is coming and that being: Fate.” 

 

3 months later… 

Ismail never told us about what happened later on, all he told us wat that he was saved that day, his 

encounter with Morty was not coincidental, it was destiny, destiny in order to escape destiny. He 

gathered all citizens of Dalver in order to tell us about what had happened to him. As you probably 

guessed it, many people did not believe him, a few did however. What you will maby find shocking is 

that I believed him. I’ll explain. 
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My name is Jannah, I am part of the royal family of Dalver, apart from our title, we do look like your 

average human being, right? Well, no. My family is not a normal one: it’s composed of angels and 

devils, we answer to a higher power - the king or as we call him: El Capo. It’s important that our true 

identity is not revealed, that is why we disguise ourselves as humans in order to blend in, our duty is 

to maintain Dalver’s balance. Among the angels are: angels of death, of life, of light etc. Among the 

devils are those who prone lust, those who prone pride, greed etc…  Even though we are all part of 

the same family, there has been an ongoing war between us since the beginning of time. The citizens 

of Dalver have no idea about this. 

Unfortunately, I can’t tell you exactly what I am, devil or angel, I am what you call a midcast, 

everyone expects me to choose between the two but I just can’t make up my mind. To be honest I 

see myself a devil, angel and human. Human because I’ve learned to cry, love and hate like one. 

Devil and angel because I am not all good nor am I all bad.  

To get back to our story, Ismail’s story is very similar to ours, I mean, mysterious man stops person 

from meeting his fate? This mysterious man in question is my uncle Xavier or Morty, it’s not the first 

time he does this, for a while now he disliked his duty, he found it unfair, as a result, instead of 

taking people’s souls back, he would warn them and help them escape fate. El Capo warned him 

against it many times now, but Xavier just wouldn’t listen. I have a feeling that this time the Jefe 

would not let it go, he will be punished.  

As for Ismail, he can go on with his life for another century because there is one and only one 

specific moment that Xavier could take his soul back: the 11 th January 1997, if he failed to do it 

then, he would have to try again on the 11 th January 2097.  

Many things could go wrong if there is a possibility that man finally found a way to not live forever 

but extend his years by a significant number. There is also a possibility that many great things come 

out of it. I guess we will have to wait and see… 

To be Continued… 
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Devil's Deal 

"Okay but you know there's absolutely no way this could actually work." I heard my best friend's 

doubtful voice resonate through the phone and could imagine her shaking her head, her facial 

features contorting in absolute and utter disbelief at the words I had just muttered.  

 

"No, but there's no harm in trying." I giggled. I personally didn't believe in this anymore than she 

did. In fact, when I had first heard of it, I laughed to myself, thinking it sounded like something 

straight out of one of the tales my grandmother used to scare us with, to make us behave when we 

were younger.  

  

"So, you find a magic book or whatever and your first thought is to try it out?" she questioned my 

odd reaction to which I shrugged, simply replying with a "Why not?".  

  

I had discovered a leather-covered, dust-coated book in my grandmother's room while paying her 

a visit. She had sent me downstairs to grab something for her but what I had found turned out to 

be much more interesting and, with curiosity getting the best of me, I let my fingers trace the worn-

out cover of the book and skim through its numerous pages, until I fell on a certain phrase at the 

top of the 50th one that caught my attention.  

  

In big, bold, black letters were written the words "Live The Life You Want". The five words 

seemed to be handwritten as the page itself was in a different language, a language I could not read 

even though I knew a few simple words from it such as "Hello" or "Thank you".  

  

Upon reading through the page, I understood that the previous owner of the book had probably 

translated it themselves, as my grandmother couldn't understand a word of English and would 

often even criticize me for speaking the language, giving it priority over my native tongue.  

  

The page itself told of a certain "spell" one could chant out loud to invoke the devil or what the 

hex was described as the "father of djinns". Below the title of the page and right before the spell 

itself was a brief explanation of how the spell worked, and what a person had to do exactly for it 

to function. If the spell succeeded, the devil would appear to the one who summoned him and grant 

them one wish in exchange for one wish from him.  

  

The description of the spell reminded me of one of those old TV commercials you could find on 

the home shopping channel with cliche phrases such as "Are you tired of..." or "Do this now and 

you won't regret it".  

  

I chuckled at the thought as I rushed to tell my friend about the preposterous idea of actually trying 

out the summoning spell I had found, and quite possibly making a deal with the devil.  
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"Why?"  

"For fun." I had replied.  

  

"Well, you're gonna have to do this alone. There's no way I'm wasting my time on this." She refused 

to partake in my ritual.  

  

"Fine you scaredy-cat, I'll do it alone."  

  

"You're absolutely crazy," she answered before hanging up the phone as I laughed at her reaction. 

She couldn't even watch "The Purge" with me without freaking out even though it's one of the least 

scary, ‘scary’ movies out there. How did I expect her to agree to summon the devil with me?  

___________________________________________  

  

I quickly read over the page, making sure I had understood all the requirements for the incantation 

to work, though I still had doubts over whether it actually would.  

  

From the candles and the incense which I had easily found somewhere around the house, to the 

white cowrie shells I found in my parents’ room, everything was in place, and so was I, sitting on 

the cold, white, ceramic tiles of my bedroom floor, book in hand.  

  

I internally thanked the previous owner for having translated the incantation so I could read it and 

took a deep breath before I began reciting.  

  

"Father of djinns, I call on you. Grant my wish, I'll make yours come true. My body, my soul, 

make them yours. Grant me what I've been wishing for." I spoke.  

  

Nothing happened. Apart from the sound of the wind rustling against the leaves of the tree, and 

some of its branches knocking on my bedroom window. I was subjected to complete silence.  

  

So, I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and recited it once again. And, once again, nothing at all 

happened.  

  

I opened my eyes, one more deep breath, and recited a third time. Absolutely nothing.  

  

I thought, perhaps it didn't work unless it was in the original language. Or perhaps it simply didn't 

work at all and I wasted my time on a foolish book.  

  

I stood up, stepping on a few cowrie shells in the process, and cursing a few times at the sharp 

pain, before blowing out the incense that had completely transformed the scent of my room in 

order to "welcome the father of djinns", who must have felt unwelcome as he hadn't appeared.  
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I turned the lights back on, letting my eyes readjust to the brightness of the lights before reaching 

for my phone, calling my friend once again.  

  

"Guess what!" I asked, first thing when she picked up the phone.  

  

"What?" She laughed.  

  

"I tried the spell" I notified her, my eyes drifting to the open book on the floor for a split second 

before she replied.  

  

"And? Did it work?"  

  

"If it worked, do you really think I'd be calling you right now?" I chuckled, still disappointed at 

the fact that I had allowed myself to believe in such a thing.  

  

"Well, I mean, if it actually did work, what would you have wished for?"  

  

Hm. I hadn't even bothered to ask myself such a question. I guess I was too excited about actually 

trying the spell out. I contemplated the different possible choices, starting with all the obvious 

cliches. Would I have wished for money? Powers? More wishes? Would that have even been 

allowed? If I had asked for more wishes, wouldn't I have had to grant the devil more wishes?  

  

"I don't really know," I admitted before she let out a gasp so loud that I could hear it over the 

phone.  

  

"You know what I would've wished for? To be married to Mark from NCT. He's so adorable and 

talented and— ugh he's just perfect. These days I'm so obsessed with him" she fawned over him 

like the fangirl she was. 

  

"Oh yeah! Mark is really cool but I would've rather wished to be like him, with the power, and the 

money, and the affection from all those fans, instead of wanting to be married to him. His life 

literally seems perfect," I explained.  

  

"So, you would've wished to be Mark Lee?" She joked. Her laughter like a chain reaction, making 

me laugh as well and encouraging me to partake in her joking.  

  

"Yeah, I would've used my single wish and told the freaking devil 'I wish I were Mark Lee'. 

Imagine." I entertained her.  
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"Then you would've woken up as one of the most famous, most talented, and most loved people 

in the music industry"  

  

"The devil would have probably laughed at me and left."  

  

We continued, for at least a good hour or so, talking about how life would've been if I were Mark 

Lee until I started feeling my eyelids becoming heavier as a drowsiness came over me.  

  

"Good night" I muttered into the phone.  

___________________________________________  

  

Day 1  

 

"Wake up! Wake the hell up, we have to go!" was the first thing I heard as soon as I woke up. 

Well, it was what actually woke me up.  

 

I my eyelids fluttered open before I squeezed them shut less than a second later, the lights being 

far too bright for my taste.  

  

"I better not see you in bed when I come back, Mark." I heard before the sound of the door shutting 

close jolted me awake and I came to a realization.  

  

"Mark?" I muttered in confusion. Then, I came to a second realization. What the hell was wrong 

with my voice? 

  

Then a third. If my father was on a business trip, who the hell was in my room? 

  

Then the fourth realization hit when I finally opened my eyes and had absolutely no idea where I 

was. I was in a room covered with posters and games and clothes scattered on the floor. 

  

Was someone playing a prank on me?  

  

Then the fifth realization hit and I came to a conclusion that I had either died in my sleep or I was 

still dreaming. As soon as I stood up and saw my reflection in the mirror hanging on a white wall 

of the room.  

  

"What the-" I shrieked, pinching myself several times and pulling at the strands of my now short 

and pink hair thinking the pain would wake me up as I saw in movies like "Freaky Friday" or "the 

switch". But none of it was working? Was this actually happening? Watching a movie is one thing, 

but this...  
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This was not a movie, this was my life and I no longer had the privilege of being the spectator, 

with their bucket of popcorn, laying comfortably in their bed, who could watch the scenes unfold, 

relaxed, and knowing that everything would be back to normal at the end. What if I was actually 

stuck like this.  

  

'There's no way, I thought... Am I actually dead?  

  

"Mark! Hurry your ass up or we're gonna be late! I will seriously drag you out of that room myself." 

I heard the same person call out, barely giving me time to process what was going on before he 

barged into the room.  

  

"What's up with you today, you're usually the first one awake?" He gave me a weird look, grabbing 

a black gym bag off the floor before walking out once again.  

  

That was Jaehyun. I had just met Jung Jaehyun. The same Jaehyun I used to have saved as my 

phone lock screen, whose pictures were on my walls and who I'd constantly fawn over with my 

best friend; the Jaehyun I knew everything about from his birthday (February 14th) to his favorite 

songs to the smallest of details like his freaking blood type (A) had just talked to me. Well, he 

spoke to Mark but right now I was Mark. If Lia ever heard about this she'd freak out.  

  

Then I remembered Lia. I remembered my phone call with her, her calling me crazy and the spell... 

I remembered wishing I was Mark Lee. Shit. That couldn't have possibly worked. Nothing even 

happened when I said the spell out loud, so it's impossible for this to have been because of that 

spell. Then again, it's the only plausible reason I could come up with. 

  

"Wait— shit, I didn't mean it. We were just joking. I didn't actually want to be Mark Lee." I 

exclaimed, looking down, assuming the devil was somewhere down there if people looked up 

while praying.  

  

"Who are you talking to Mark. Are you okay?" Someone passing by peaked into the room, head 

tilted in confusion as they stared at me, concern lacing their words.  

  

"I- I'm fine," I answered. That was Johnny. I had just spoken to Johnny from NCT. I was freaking 

out. No, I was on the verge of collapsing because I had no idea what was going on, I had a brief 

idea of where I was but none on how I had actually gotten here and I had just met two of my 

favorite celebrities in the span of two minutes that I, well the actual me, could probably only dream 

of meeting during my entire lifetime.  

  

That's when the sixth realization hit me. If I was here. Then was Mark in my body?  
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But just as soon as I picked up my phone, well - Mark's phone - to figure that out, I was being 

pushed out the door and into a car.  

  

"We're gonna be late for hair and makeup because of you." a voice was heard from the back of the 

car but quite frankly, I couldn't care less, as I had bigger problems to worry about.  

___________________________________________  

  

In the span of a couple of hours, I realized a few things. Switching bodies with Mark somehow 

allowed me to be able to dance, and perform, and do everything the real Mark could do, and it 

really wasn't as bad as I had thought.  

  

I was constantly in the presence of eight other handsome men whom I used to watch videos of on 

my phone, had my hair and makeup done for me, and could do anything I wanted and still have 

thousands of teenage girls supporting and loving me.  

  

We had just come back from a variety show and I cannot believe these people actually get paid for 

playing games and making fun of each other. The entire filming was spent with them singing and 

laughing and sharing stories about their lives. If every day was like this, I really wouldn't mind 

being Mark Lee for a while longer. 

 

As soon as we arrived, the rest of the members had quickly dispersed into their rooms like birds 

upon hearing a loud noise. Well, everyone scattered except for the leader of the group who had 

stayed back, taking a seat on one of the couches in the living room. 

  

"Do you want takeout or are you still on that stupid diet?" he asked me.  

  

I was on a diet? Well not anymore...  

  

"Yeah, I'll just eat whatever you guys eat." I notified him before going to my room. Well, not 

exactly going there, as I had to figure out which room exactly was mine first.  

  

"Oh my- put on a shirt!" I exclaimed, covering my eyes and getting out of my room as quickly as 

I had gotten in.  

 

Normally, I would've fangirled over a shirtless Jaehyun. In fact, Lia and I often did so whenever 

he appeared topless in a magazine shoot or a music video but seeing him that way in real life was 

different.. it felt like an invasion of privacy. 

  

"What's wrong with you" Jaehyun opened the door with a raised eyebrow.  
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"What's wrong with you? You can't just be naked whenever you want" I internally shot daggers at 

him as I refused to look up and meet his gaze. 

  

"It's not like you haven't seen me naked dude... we've been living together for like 7 years. Besides, 

I'm not even naked, I just took off my shirt to go shower. Stop being weird," He glared back.  

  

Right... I was Mark Lee... his fellow bandmate whom he's known for almost an entire decade and 

who's almost… 

  

"I-I'm not being weird" I muttered as he walked out past me, a towel resting on his shoulders and 

clutching onto some clothes I assumed he would later change into as he headed to the bathroom.  

  

"Yeah, you are." he shut the bathroom door behind him after giving me one last weird look as I 

slipped into the room, quickly pulling the phone out of the back pocket of the jeans, I was forced 

to wear by the stylist, before switching it on.  

  

"Okay, if I were Mark Lee what would my password be?" I thought for a few seconds. 

  

"You dumbass, you are Mark Lee!" I cheered, pressing my palm to my forehead because of my 

stupidity as I realized that I could just use my face, well his face, to unlock the facial recognition.  

  

I snorted, seeing Mark's wallpaper as soon as the phone unlocked. It was a picture of him and the 

rest of his teammates. I wonder if he missed his teammates already. I've been too busy so far to 

actually miss anyone but knowing how boring my life was, I'm sure he's desperately wanting his 

back.  

  

"I wonder what he's been doing as me" I chuckled as I dialed my number, my fingertips anxiously 

pressing on each digit and my heartbeat growing louder with each dial tone.  

  

It rang, and rang, and kept ringing until I heard the famous "We're sorry, the person you are trying 

to reach is currently unavailable". I groaned. What could he possibly be doing at 5 pm on a 

Monday?  

  

I attempted to call the number again, and again. I took a break thinking maybe Mark was busy 

before calling once more. No answer. I continued trying until Jaehyun came out of the shower, 

fully dressed in a pair of black sweatpants and a loose t-shirt  

  

"Aren't you gonna shower before we head out?" He asked me, drying his hair with the towel that 

was previously hanging on his shoulder.  
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"Where are we going?"  

 

"To practice, where else..." he grabbed his phone that was laying on charge on his nightstand along 

with the same bag he had this morning before heading out once more, throwing his towel 

somewhere on the floor.  

  

Practice? At 5 pm?  

  

"Didn't you say we were ordering takeout?" I ran out to the living room to ask the leader, finding 

him sitting on the same black leather couch, mindlessly scrolling through his phone.  

  

"Yeah, why?" He replied, barely looking up from the small device. Was his Instagram feed really 

that interesting?  

  

"Why is Jaehyun saying that we have to go practice?"  

  

"Cause we always have to practice" He answered as if it were the most obvious thing on earth, 

glancing up at me for a mere second before going back to his phone.  

  

"Then what about the takeout?" I groaned. I was hungry and definitely not in the mood for 

practicing.  

  

"We always eat food in the practice room... Mark, are you okay?" He gave me the same look 

Jaehyun had given me this morning, and the one the manager had given me when we arrived at 

the filming site.  

  

"I'm fine, why does everyone keep asking that?" I groaned, walking back to my room and grabbing 

some clothes to change into.  

 

"Don't forget to take a shower" he called out after me. 

  

As much as I love Mark, I was not ready to take a shower in his body...  

___________________________________________  

Day 2  

  

"What do you mean recording? We just came back from practice" I stared at Johnny in disbelief 

after he shook me awake, signaling that it was time to go once again.  

  

We had left for practice last night at around 6 pm and had only gotten back home at 2 am. Eight 
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hours of practice and I had barely gotten 4 hours of sleep and had to go and record?  

  

"What's gotten into you?" Johnny dismissed my question, walking out the room with the strap of 

his black Adidas bag slung over his shoulder.  

  

"Just hurry up.. we don't wanna be late again" He referred to yesterday when we arrived late for 

the filming because of me.  

  

---------------------------------------------------------------------  

  

"Practice again?!" I cried. My body was tired and sore and I was running on 4 hours of sleep.  

  

The rest of the members chose to ignore my statement as they split into two different groups, 

climbing into the black vans, ready for practice.  

_____________________________________________ 

 

Day 3 : Dance and vocal practice 

_____________________________________________ 

 

Day 4 : Dance and vocal practice 

_____________________________________________ 

 

Day 5 : Recording and dance practice 

_____________________________________________ 

 

Day 6 : Meeting and concert rehearsal 

_____________________________________________ 

 

Day 7  

  

If anyone says the word practice again, I'm going to either yell at the top of my lungs or cry till my 

tears dry. I will lock myself inside of my room and throw a tantrum and I won't come out until-  

  

"Mark!" My train of thoughts came to a halt as I heard my name being called out by a member. I 

didn't even know what member it was and I was too tired to care.  

  

"Get ready for dance practice" I grabbed the pillow laying on my bed and yelled into it, tears of 

frustration threatening to make their way out.  

  

I had gotten about 15 hours of sleep in the past week, practicing all day long, recording songs, 
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assisting different meetings and rehearsals and whatnot. To make matters worse, I had forgotten 

that Mark Lee was not just Mark Lee of NCT 127 but Mark Lee of NCT Dream and of SuperM as 

well. That meant I was always busy with three different groups.  

  

At first, I was thinking maybe this isn't so bad. No, it's even worse than I thought. I could not 

possibly continue like this.  

  

I had been so busy this past week that I had even forgot to check up on myself. Well Mark, and I 

decided I had to try again at least once before going to practice.  

  

Here I was, once again, phone in hand, ringing, and ringing, and still ringing, until...  

  

"Hello?" I heard a voice from the other side of the call. That was definitely not my voice.  

  

That was clearly the voice of my mother. What was my mother doing with my phone?  

  

"Hello?" She repeated into the phone. I hadn't realized how much I missed hearing her voice.  

  

"Hi, um, I was wondering if Malaika was there." I finally responded.  

  

I thought about how ironic it was that my name means angel in Swahili yet here I was, stuck in a 

different body because of a deal with the devil. But in all fairness, the devil technically is an angel, 

just a fallen one.... 

  

"Oh, haven't you heard... she's in the hospital right now" she spoke, her voice breaking and its 

volume lowering towards the end. 

  

"Hospital?"  

  

"It's been a week since she fell into a coma and the doctors have no idea what's wrong with her." 

She continued explaining the situation to me as some tears began making their way out of my eyes 

and onto my cheeks.  

  

I put a hand over my mouth, muffling the sobs so that she would not hear them.  

  

"Hello? Are you still there?" She asked. I quickly hung up. What the hell was I going to do.  

  

Had Mark even actually made it to my body?  

  

"Please, Devil" I cried 
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"Or shetani. Or Lucifer. Or the father of djinns. Or iblisis. Or dyabilosi. I don't know what you're 

called but please, I didn't mean this. Please, let me go back. And have my body back. Shit- can 

you even hear me?" I continued my fruitless attempts at calling the devil. 

  

Nothing happened. Was I really stuck like this?  

  

"Please," My voice broke as I fell onto my knees, hands tugging at the roots of my hair.  

  

"I'll do anything," I continued crying until I began drifting off to sleep. 

_____________________________________________________________________  

  

"Hey! I think she's waking up!" even before opening my eyes, I knew I was no longer in the loud 

dorm overflowing with testosterone.  

  

I heard the deafening sounds of machines beeping, of a cluster of people speaking over each other 

with a few cheers and cries here and there as I blinked.  

  

Apart from the bright, scintillating lights, I could make out a few faces. I saw my mother smiling 

over me, my friend standing beside me with tear streaks staining her cheeks, and the doctor, jotting 

down a few things on his clipboard.  

  

I was hooked to an intravenous machine, even though I knew I didn't need it. I felt tired, certainly, 

but I was fine, happy, relieved to be back where I belonged. 

  

"We should give her a while to rest. You can visit later." The doctor gave me a sympathetic smile, 

almost forcing the two females outside of the hospital room.  

  

"Maybe I was actually just dreaming." I thought to myself as I saw my phone laying on the 

nightstand beside my bed.  

  

I picked it up, wanting to catch up on everything I had missed during the past few days. Upon 

switching it on, I smiled at the background. It was still a picture of the NCT members who I had 

supposedly spent the past week with.  

  

I have to admit, I was going to miss the members' humor, the food they made, talking to them and 

even practicing with them, although it was tiresome, there were some unforgettable memories 

made in that practice room. 

 

I smiled at the thought as I unlocked the device, tapping on the famous Instagram logo and seeing 

all the messages I had received while I was in this coma, or adventure, or dream or whatever.  
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Before answering the numerous messages, I wanted to check up on Mark, see if he had finally 

gone back to his body so I went on the official NCT account, clicking on the last post which 

happened to be a picture of him with the caption "보고 싶을 꺼야" and upon clicking on the 

translation button, my heart stopped functioning.  

  

"You will be missed" it read. With trembling fingers, I clicked on the comments section of the 

post. Tears began streaming down my face as I read the numerous "RIP" messages, several fans 

and idols expressing their grief at the loss of their idol.  

  

This can't be happening.  

  

"The 21-year-old Canadian artist was found dead in his dorm room this morning by fellow group 

member..." I scrolled through the news article when the phone suddenly shut off, big red letters 

appearing on the screen.  

  

"EVERYTHING COMES AT A PRICE" it read. I stared at it in confusion as the lights began 

flickering before shattering in pieces as a cold wind made its way into the room, completely 

changing the atmosphere - the same breeze I felt the day I recited the spell.  

  

"You cannot see me, but I can see you. I can see through you, body and soul," a voice resonated 

amidst the darkness of the room that was once full of blinding lights.  

  

"Who are you?"  

  

"Darling.." the person chuckled.  

  

"You don't recognize me? Even after the deal we made?" he continued as I began putting the pieces 

together.  

  

"What did you do to Mark" I whimpered, guilt overtaking me as I knew his death was probably 

entirely my fault.  

  

"You will listen carefully," he instructed, his booming voice and the loud thumping sound of my 

heartbeat being the only things that could be heard throughout the room.  

  

I wonder if the devil sensed fear.  

  

"I gave you two wishes. You owe me two. Your soul is mine. I now own you. The second wish is 

easy, I ask of you to bring the soul of an innocent over for me to keep."    
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"I never agreed on giving up my soul." I spoke, barely above a whisper.  

  

"No rules for your wish, no rules for mine. Before calling me, you should perhaps have thought 

twice."  

  

"And the second wish, what do you mean I have to bring you the soul of an innocent?"  

  

"You must find another to pass the book onto."  

  

"And if I don't?" I asked.  

  

"You gave up your soul, it's mine to keep. You do as I say. What you sow, you reap." he warned.  

  

"I-"  

  

"I'll be on my way now," he cut me off.  

  

"Wait!" I mustered up my courage, calling out for him.  

  

"What now do you want, Darling? Another wish?" He chuckled.  

  

"No more wishes! Tell me what happened with Mark," I yelled, tears of sadness mixed with 

frustration pouring from my eyes.  

  

"The soul of an innocent cannot occupy the body of the corrupted. As soon as you made that wish, 

your soul was mine, therefore you were corrupted. You asked for his body, so I had to send his 

soul to the ones above, because yours have been corrupted."  

  

So, Mark was really dead? Gone? Forever?  

  

I laid there, on the hospital bed, speechless. Everything was ruined because of a stupid joke.  

  

"Remember, everything comes at a price."  

----------------------------------------------------------------------  
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Creative writing  
Why do I live?  
 

Living is hard, but dying is scary... That’s probably why I keep getting those nightmares.  
   The same one, each and every night, a bony shadow with white eyes, as big as glasses, slowly raises 
his smoky arms, places his rawboned fingers like burning ice on my throat, and chokes me to death. 
The most disturbing part is that this monster is convinced that it’s doing the right thing, and I know 
that because this monster... feels like me. It’s hard to explain, but I can’t help to think that the 
shadow in my dreams could be me.  
   I scare myself from sleep. I stay awake as long as possible, till slumber' weight crushes my eyelids 
down. Forcing them down as one might shut a coffin. Fighting sleepiness became a long-term war, 
each battle ending when I eventually collapse and helplessly sink into unconsciousness.   
   Dark circles are now half of my face, but my glasses are wide and thick enough to hide them. Same 
for my sempiternal oversized purple hoodie, who basically shields me from any attention, mostly 
from people at school. It actually works quite well: it has been months since I’ve said a single word to 
anyone...  
Announcement: The incoming train is heading uptown  
   Ha... Guess it’s time to go... Today is Monday, so there are more people than usual, although not 
enough for the subway to be crowded, and I can’t find an isolated seat. I hate sitting near someone 
but standing alone in the middle of the pathway is even more awkward. Avoiding restless 
businessmen already talking loudly on the phone and overly cheerful schoolgirls, I settle for a seat 
between a knitting grumpy grandma and a kid drooling in his sleep. I know this boy; his name is 
Luke. He sits next to me in class. We never talked together but he is usually that sporty, joyful and 
obnoxious cliché of a popular classmate with his friends. Like every time I have seen him, he is 
wearing brightly colored T-shirt and black sweatpants, however, today he seemed… different. 
Troubled.  
 
Three stations later, two of his friends get on the train, Oliver and Greta. With every step they take 
towards him, I grow a little more nervous. So much for a not-awkward ride: if Greta is quite calm, the 
same does not apply to Luke and Oliver. Furthermore, like the good extraverted persons they are, 
and since I am bound to be located next to them, if I don’t figure something out quickly, I won’t be 
able to escape a conversation. I mentally slap myself for not thinking of this possible situation earlier 
and close my eyes as discreetly as possible in order to fake a deep sleep. To my defence, it is the first 
time that I see them here. Oliver usually arrives at school with a driver and Greta lives on the 
opposite side of town, so she does not take the same train. I am cut short in my thoughts by Oliver’s 
shout: 
“- SURPRISE!!! Guess who has the best friends ever willing to wake up super early just to be there for 
you! 
- Don’t scream you idiot! Luke was sleeping!”, Greta scolds him before saying again while ruffling 
Luke’s brown hair, “Hey, you okay Luke? You seemed weird this weekend... We were worried about 
you, so I guess… Surprise!” 
Well, that explains everything… Are those people made of sugar? This is such a sweet intention… I 
wish someone would care that much about me. Who am I kidding? I am not worth anything like this. 
“ - Haha, thank you guys! Wait, no, not you, Oliver! You dumbass I finally managed to get some 
peaceful sleep, you ruined it!  

- What?! How dare you, you ungrateful twat! I… 
- Oliver come on, you know you can get carried away, and that was unthoughtful.”, Greta 

cuts him off with a small smile. 
“ - Grmbl, you’re all so mean”, Oliver whined, 
“ - Don’t worry man, I, in my royal kindness, forgive you.”  
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And they carried on joking around. I would have never thought that Luke could have some sleeping 
problems too… Can’t have it all, heh? But I have nothing. Major difference. The rest of the ride went 
on peacefully, as I mainly tried to stay awake.  
 
The morning classes happened in a blur. Thankfully, I’m good enough at school to not attract any 
attention from the teachers. Most of the time, I try to float around the bottom of the best quarter of 
the class, so that I am fairly left alone because I am considered like a “good element” and not 
expected to improve, but not excellent enough to have anyone intrigued or asking for help. 
 At the lunch break, I can’t help my mind wondering about Luke and my own demons. Does he too 
have horrifying creatures strangling him in his nightmares? Giving into my curiosity, I listen to him 
opening his lunch box on his desk next to me. At this moment, Greta approaches him: 
“ - Seriously Luke, you did not tell me what was happening. Why do you look like a zombie? 

- Hugh, you never let go, do you? 
- No, never. So? 
- I can’t sleep because of a nightmare, that’s all. It will go away.” 

“No, it won’t.”  
Luke suddenly turns his head toward me: 
“ -Huh?”  
Shit, did I just say that out loud? 
“ - What? Why would you say that?”, Luke questioned, 
“ - Ha hu, I-I d-don’t know… N-never mind!” 
He stared at me during ten extremely long seconds with an unreadable look on his face before 
whispering “It’s not funny you know, I feel really tired…”  
 
I felt so bad for him. I deeply understand his pain, yet I did nothing to help him. I sink deeper in the 
train’s seat bringing me back to my empty home. He should not be able to go through this hell. He 
has so many people caring for him, and they are suffering with him. This world is cruelly unfair. This 
type of stuff is supposed to be the burden of useless, worthless people like me. A single tear rolls 
down my cheek.  
 This time I can not lift the weight of my eyelids, the water swelling under them giving the final push 
they needed to close. 
The familiar terror immediately fills my mind. I try to scream but nothing comes out. At least I know 
what to expect. Not that it makes it less dreadful.  
My eyes suddenly fly open. Wait nothing happened? However, the more I look around me, the less I 
recognize the place. My station is the last one, I couldn’t have missed it, right? However, the train is 
completely empty, and I’ve never seen this station before. The place seems old, with broken seats, 
grey cracked walls, heavy air and a dim lamp above a worn-out staircase. Since it seems to be the 
only exit, carefully start to climb the dirty stairs. After what seems like an eternity, I finally reach a 
corridor at the end of which is a metallic fence. As I approach this fence, a dark silhouette stands 
behind it. A bony shadow with white eyes, as big as glasses.” I try to stop walking, but an inexplicable 
force drags me forward, as if controlling my legs. 
“- Why are you doing this? What are you? What kind of monster are you, terrifying everyone? Do you 
like it, you Psycho?!”, I shout, but the beast does not answer. I keep moving toward the fence until I 
am close enough to touch the fence by barely lifting my hand. On the other side, wide empty white 
eyes stare right into my own, perfectly still. My voice slightly breaks when I eventually say:  
“Who are you?”  
The shadow doesn’t answer right away, and after what felt like a lifetime, speaks his very first words 
in a deep, distorted voice. 
You are not meant to be alive. 
“Then why are you torturing Luke? He doesn’t deserve it.” 
I am not responsible for this. Everyone has a demon.  
“I don’t believe you. I’m the only one like this.” 
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A demon is as destructive as the extent of the person’s self-hate. You are not meant to be alive. 
“So, death will end it all? I am supposed to die?” 
This is why I’m here. You are a disgrace to humanity, a burden to society. It is best that you 
disappear. 
My heart breaks a little more. I already knew that, but hearing the truth doesn’t make it any less 
painful.  
Let me help you. If you touch the fence, you will vanish into thin air. And I will finally be free. 
“Can I ask something in return? I know it’s a selfish request, but can you help Luke get rid of his 
demon? Don’t make him die though, people care for him.” Thinking a little bit more, he has no 
reasons to accept, so I add: “You are powerful enough to create this place and to make me die. You 
shouldn’t have trouble killing his monster.” 
Very well.  
I will honour your dying wish.  
A small spark of hope finally appears at the back of my mind. As I hold onto it for dear life, I slightly 
lift my hand, the tip of my finger touching the cold fence. A smirk spreads across the monster’s 
empty face as he grabs my wrist and pulls me through the fence, as if I wasn’t a physical being 
anymore. However, I can feel his tightening grip and icy fingers digging into my skin. In the same 
motion, he too crosses the fence toward where I previously stood. Another force takes on his job and 
pulls me further in the dark corridor. I manage to turn around and look at my limp body lying on the 
floor, my shadow standing next to it with a devious grin, empty eyes and pulsing smoke around him. I 
never realised how similar we were or how scrawny and weak I looked.  
Then, my mind went blank.  

I walked out of the mirror.  

25
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sound of the metro’s brakes rings out, they squeak. The person takes my hand,
“my presentation went pretty well, I just forgot one sentence on the introduction

I woke up. Suddenly the sound of my apparent consciousness was inaudible.
But, anyways, I was here. I could feel the warmth of the palm of my hands, the

slight, but uncomfortable pressure of my arm resting on the plastic shelf. I
knew I was sitting and was thrown back and forth on a subway train. I knew
the air, loud and heavy, was resonating in my head without my consent. The
atmosphere suffocating, and the loud life of society, engaging in all sort of

discussion that, eventually no one would see the consequences of, was tiring.
My eyelids felt heavy, I tried to keep up with the fuzzy sound again, but turned

away. I felt fine, and more relieved than anything else, to quit the buzzing
business of life. I rapidly realized, I was standing, but facing the condescending
blue sky, looking in right at into me. Stung by that sudden feeling, or let’s say,
need for action and research of understanding of my actual condition. I was
now standing, upright. In front of me, nothing. Around me, nothing. In me, I

thought nothing. Walking, the only thing pressing me forward was the quiet,
but stealthy nothing, but a gentle air. I felt the caressing wind on the bottom

of my shins, passively passing by the heat of my stuffy shoes. Thereby, after a
long, long irritating yet somewhat tranquil moment, an irreplicable bursting
sound just resonated in the universe. A “crack”, a “crunch”, a “crikcht”, well,

anything that could immediately make my feet talk to me, by the feeling of the
vibration going all through me, and finally reaching my reason. For no apparent
reason, my long hair sway backwards. My head, slightly tilted to the right hurts.
I feel the warm blood rushing into my head, which is about to reach a point of
being severed from my neck. My arms are light, and are tirelessly flailing. My
rib cage reaches out to my neck, the air, heavy. I feel the tingling spreading

through the entire length of my legs, and slowly feeling the warmth of both of
them joining together, but in an unpleasant feeling, forced together with a cold
metal ring. I am upside down. In front of me, a strange, poor, skeletal creature,
Friel appears probably deprived of life. I look to my right; it looks at the right.
I go up and down; it goes up and down. I blink with my right eye; it blinks of

the right eye. I smile, it does nothing. I do a sad face; it smiles back at me. I am
trying to look in at its empty blue eyes, but I see nothing but despair. I wake

up. The cradle of the metro, the almost disappearing sun, the pressuring
atmosphere, and the hard plastic form I was resting on, all became reality to

me, like the sudden gust of cold air when opening the door in winter. The
universe was broken, I felt. No reasons persisted for me to keep up. I went

back to sleep. I am quiet, it screams. What is it? Where am I? What am I supposed
to do? The apparent form which reflected into my blue eyes was crushed into

multiple bleeding pieces. Without any base, I did not understand what that
form was hanging on for, what it was aspiring to. Nor was I able to reflect on
the reason of my presence. I, maybe should just wake up, see for myself, and

just endure reality. What I see, nothing. I turn around, nothing. All steel in that
apparent black empty space surrounding me, I wonder, I feel, everything.

Sadness, joy, incomprehension, underestimation, fear, freedom, then separation,
nothing but the Me. All of them, clearly mixed all at once, and spinning in my
head, and now me, trying to make sense of it. Now standing, what I see, again
that thing, a freak of nature, an imprisoned free-spirited creature which from
the only sign of its mouth’s right corner could reflect its boredom. I wake up,

feel the warm hand of someone, I don’t see, nor recognize the face, but a
familiar sound reaches me. “Eliot, pack up, we’re almost there, ok”. The furious

about the social consequences”. Another sound reaches me, “Oh, was it the
one you recited this morning on the medieval climate optimum”. And, forcing

against what it seems to be myself, it said, “no”, I said, “yes”. I was now walking
and still tirelessly lost. I fall, asleep. I wake up. I fall asleep. I wake up. I fall

asleep, and again wake up in that same purposely pressurizing atmosphere. I
fall asleep and wake up. I fall asleep, I finally wake up. I fall asleep but hope I

don’t wake up anymore.

The Apparent Reality - Romain Lepretre
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Fantasy : Stories in one 

 

 

I was 17 when it happened. It was around noon, ideal weather: hot enough for flowers to bloom. 

The air was heavy but bearable, a cloudy sky, if I remember well, I could barely see through it, I 

have never been this close to the sun. 

 

I’m 17 and a half now, 

 

her smile flashed back into my head, 

 

her laughter sounded so nice yet so noisy, 

 

her time? Well, I don’t have it anymore, I wouldn’t know if it was enough for me or for her. 

 

Anyways, I’m floating. I look into the mirror or window (they are all the same, I don’t care)... 

 

why am I seeing everything in red? Wait, no. My eyes are actually red. 

 

I reach for this glass which contains purple water? I think it’s a dream... for I have never seen 

such purple water. 

 

I drink it anyways, gives me a bit of peps but nothing more. 

 

 

I check my hands and see double, am I dying ? Or did this small white round candy stop me? Is it 

attacking me? 

 

Suddenly I’m in a ring, I am fighting it. 

 

I hear an outside voice screaming “his mouth bleeding” 

 

Please shut up. But as far as I know I received a blow which made my mouth bleed, hum? 

 

This scream so close, yet really far, is back. 

 

FOAM ! FOAM ! FOAM! 

 

Can’t you stop yelling, I’m already done arguing, I thought screaming would lead me to it but I 

got denied. It said “do I know you?” 

 

 

I get knocked out but don’t feel any pain, blurry images come and leave my mind. 

 

I feel paralyzed. 
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Is there anyone laying on the floor? I can’t fight. 

 

Why is he shaking, I think he’s not all right? 

 

“I can’t ever do right, 

 

I can’t lose this fight, 

 

I’m already low... 

 

I think the demons are winning 

 

I can’t ever do right, 

 

I can’t lose this fight, 

 

I’m already low.” 

 

Those were the body’s last words 

 

I have never been this shocked but I didn’t really care, I denied him in this life too, let’s say he 

plays fair, I guess? 

 

I puke. Everything I ever loaded and never got out. 

 

It’s a fluke. It should have stayed where it was, I gotta walk out. 

 

 

As I am walking out, reality or should I say our abstemious world forces his way back. 

 

I guess it’s time to go back. 

 

This potion showed me a different realm, kind of distracting, therefore I stand no chance against 

it. 

 

 

As I open my eyes, I, now, realize where the voices came from. 

 

I am disappointed. I wouldn’t think the realm would actually be my actual life. 

 

Well, I guess I lost… 

 

 
 

29



On a warm spring day 

 

On a warm spring day like any other, the moss and green of the forest called to 

me through my window. The wind kissed me as I ran barefoot into nature. 

 

A fox crossed my path, looked at me with a cheeky twinkle in his eye, asking me 

to follow him. Together we journeyed thicker into the trees, where golden light 

streamed occasionally through the forest’s knitted sweater.  

 

And in this calming darkness, a pond appeared, glowing with light far too bright 

for the time. The air held no breeze, and I let go of a breath I had unknowingly 

held in.  

 

At once fiddle music and harmonicas filled the silence, and little girls with pigtails 

and blue dresses came to life, giggling and dancing with tiny winged glittering. 

 

And cheerful fauns made the music, dancing jolly jigs as they did. By the time I 

had noticed the bear with the drums, golden light took me over as well: wonder 

turned to joy of the purest kind as bearded dwarves and pointy eared elves 

pulled me closer to the carnival. There, soup and sweet nectar were served by 

badgers and beavers who made delightful jokes. And as I sipped at my never- 

ending cup, my face got hotter until the luminous pond looked like a fire and the 

lovely little girls looks like giants.  

 

The breeze caressed me out of my sleep, and the freshness of the moss I laid on 

filled my nostrils. I stood up from my thick bed only to be struck by my loneliness. 

There was no fox, and no fairies or fiery pond, it was just me, my linen dress, my 

blue satin ribbon, and my bare feet.  
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Kabasela                                                                                                                                              22/02/2020 
Pleisaie 
TB 

   Two worlds apart by Pleisaie   
 

 

 Born from different worlds, we did not know how much we truly needed each 
other just like how earth would not be the same without Mars, I guess. I was born on Mars; 
I’ve never known anything else but was always curious about what was out there even 
though I could not go to earth to see all its seas, its blue sky or just even just, for once walk  
on it.  
 
 It could not happen for my heart was too small, they said my body would not 
handle it. And in all this dull and scripted life, she was there showing up in my life as if it was 
a wish come true, even though I never could have dreamed of something so special. She 
walked into my life to show me the way to earth, became my world and suddenly nothing 
else seemed matters except going to find her. The earth she wanted show me was so much 
more than whatever I had imagined and I wanted to go there with her and only with her. 
 
The urge became more and more intense as time passed by. Now, being with her was the 
only thing on my mind: I had to go to earth. I didn’t care anymore about my heart not being 
right for earth. I found what was making me wake up with a purpose and she was on earth 
so I had to go get it. But I didn’t tell her about my condition, and when I finally got to earth, 
lost in the excitement, I completely forgot about it and all I could think of at the time was 
finally meeting her. I never felt this whole in my life: it was as if I was pulled to her just like 
earth with the sun. I never thought a person could make me feel like that, feelings I never 
knew even existed, a peace unmatched with anything else when I am with her - suddenly 
nothing else mattered. As the sun is at the center of our universe, she became the center of 
everything to me, everything suddenly became about her. Finally, I got to see the sea for the 
first time, natural oxygen in the air going through my lungs.  But good things never last, it 
had to come to an end, and reality kicked back in when she found out that my heart had 
stopped beating as I collapsed next to her because my heart couldn’t handle the pressure on 
earth anymore.  
 
So, there was the hard truth striking me down and we could no longer be together, not yet 
at least. We were separated again and I had never felt such a need to be somewhere as I did 
at that moment. I had not given up on being with her. I had to find my way back Home and I 
will not stop trying to find that way. After experiencing those new feelings my heart could 
not resolve itself to go back to an existence apart from her . Just like the earth was 
transformed after the meteor had struck it, everything changed.  
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Elina Plissard

A mystical breeze
Sliding through my mind
As fairies whisper in my ear
Spreading magic into the
atmosphere.

As I follow them into the dark,
Their wings changing into black,
Nothing appears on the horizon
As I’m dying slowly from a poison.

But soon like
a

in the wind,
My senses return in

a
wave

And
a

fierce dragon leads me
Into magical wonderland.

a Phoenix

A feeling of euphoria
overpowers with ease,
And a magical world opens
before me…
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The excuse 

by Elwyn Jones 

The class was silent as the teacher glared at the student panting in the doorway. Everybody watched as 

the teacher looked at the clock on the wall, then back to the unfortunate pupil standing at the entrance 

to her class. 

-"Can you explain why you are so late today?" said the teacher in a voice that would have struck fear 

into even the bravest man. 

The student glanced at the expressionless faces of his classmates, stuttered for a few moments before 

finally answering: "Ma'am, if I told you, you would not believe me" 

-"Oh really? Let's hear your excuse then" said the teacher sarcastically, crossing her arms. 

-"Well, it happened a little like this..." 

I was strolling along, just minding my own business and looking forward to your lovely class, when 

suddenly there was a bright flash of light. When I opened my eyes, I realized that I was no longer at 

school, but was instead in what seemed to be the middle of nowhere. As I was trying to work out what 

had just happened, a random old man stepped up right behind me. 

"You must be the Chosen One. The warrior from another world who has come to save our world from 

the evil tyrant who controls these lands with an iron fist, aided by his army of bloodthirsty Sixièmes. The 

prophecy has spoken of this day, you must help us rebel and regain our freedom." said the old man, 

taking me by surprise. 

After the few moments it took for my brain to process everything that had happened, I pointed out that 

I was hardly "world saving warrior" material and that I just wanted to return home. The old man then 

answered that I could only leave once the prophecy was fulfilled, and he promised that he would turn 

me into a great warrior. 

Anyway, after a period of intense training I got all the skills necessary to save the world. The day after I 

had finished, I embarked on my adventure in the company of the old man, a musclebound midget, a 

talking donkey, a sassy warrior lady and a gay black person in a wheelchair (to show diversity). 

I won't say all the things we did, but among other adventures we were chased by a horde of man-eating 

chickens, we had a roast battle with a dragon, we chased a horde of men eating-chicken and we also 

rescued the rebel leader's puppy from the tall tower where it was being imprisoned. Finally, we came to 

the final showdown between the rebel army and the tyrant's Sixièmes. However, we decided that it 

would make everyone's lives easier if we settled the affair with a one-on-one dance battle between 
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myself and the tyrant, instead of a full battle between the two armies. After a few minutes of intense 

dance moves, the tyrant fled the field of battle in shame, followed by his Sixièmes.  

I stood there, surrounded by the cheers of the rebels, seeing the happiness in everybody's eyes, and I 

thought to myself: "This is where I want to stay". Then suddenly there was a bright flash of light and I 

woke up back at school. After a few moments, I realized that a month in their world was a minute in our 

world, and that I was late for your class. 

"... So anyway, that was why I was late." 
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A bed of flowers, moving and dancing with the gentle breeze that slowly
picked up and turned into a gust of wind. Were they violet or more of a pastel

yellowish color? This thought often comes to mind when recollecting what
happened that night. The calm and organized chaos of nature reigned, for

had birds frantically flying away from the treetops, screams that shook your
soul. The flower bed, as pure and innocent as it was becoming stained with

that one instant, that fraction of time. This image will forever be engraved in
the minds of those who suffered and lived to tell the story of that day. Just
as comfort and security of this scene became part of our banal and mundane
lives, it disappeared, like a vessel on the edge of the horizon. The world was
never the same after that moment frozen in time and space. Like the single

flap of Hummingbird, so quick and irrelevant to the naked eye, yet so
impactful for the livelihood of the bird, where every single flap counts to

stabilize itself. What followed for the rest of that night were screams that

the pain and suffering that filled the blood of those who died at the hands of
the beasts.

“Alliums or Begonias” by Matthew Major

traumatizing and inevitable death feel like an eternity: as the beast lowered her

Christina’s face, bloody and beaten was parallel to the ground, her eyes filled
with fear, fear only ever seen in eyes that were wilder than a deer caught in a

trap. As the beast grabbed her once more, its palm wrapped perfectly around her
waist, lifting her body off the ground, blood trickled down her neck and into the
satin nightgown that she wore that fateful night. As the beast lifted her frantic
body up into the heavens it opened its large mouth that revealed the remains of

its previous victims. Among the remains was the left shoe of a child as well as
Mr. Kravchenko’s watch, jammed in between the beast’s teeth like a piece of

popcorn. What Christina was feeling at this point could only have made this already

into its mouth, and all that she could hear was the outside world become a blur,
Mr. Kravchenko’s watch although being cracked and irreparable, ticked each and

every second of her death. Fragmenting her death in time, forever-and-a-day.

As the beast took its fatal bite, a spray of blood came jetting down, painting
the grass below. The sound of breaking bones and skin ripping was the only

thing I heard for the 10 seconds that followed - it felt like an eternity. At this
point my memory became a haze, all I can recollect after Christina’s life got
stollen from her, was the scene left in the village after it left. These scenes
are too gruesome and horrific for the mind to have to fathom. But much like
before the attack of the beast, an eerie calm settled upon the village, like a
blanket of fog that settled upon the distant forest each and every morning.

But this time, no children playing, no scent of freshly baked bread and coffee
from Mr. Kravchenko’s bakery, and no Christina.
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SelmaA tale as time -
Ibalanky
old as

Once lived a small world within a forest, where mythical creatures and humans
lived alongside each other and in harmony. A place of wonder and beauty. Each
creature loved by nature and human favoured by the grounds. Everything was

perfect and peaceful. Hidden from the rest of the world and protected by nature’s
guardians. There stood the head of the fairies: Mattias and his army, and standing
by them - human archers. The forest was, in the nightime kissed by stars and the
moonlight revealed all. The daytime consisted of a vibrant atmosphere filled with
laughter and cheers. The forest had no limits and there was no king or queen, or
any sort of leader. Nature governed and the creatures and humans depended on

things such as houses, buildings, as well as food and such, from natures
resources. Each person was blessed with unique powers, attributed by the forest

and these were their own. They unlocked them at a certain age and learned to use
them as they grew older. Their powers went from controlling the winds to creating

objects. Although the forest was very welcoming and bore no evil, it had its
secrets that no one knew about. It was protected from all, located at the root of

the forest. A place no one had access to and could never discover unless something
were to happen to the forest. The secret was that it possessed a very big library ,
containing all of history and events that took place within the forest. This includes
the names of each of it habitants, big or small, strong or weak. Memories, may it
be happy or sad. This library was guarded for the purpose of allowing the forest to

leave something behind when all was gone.

Outside of this pure environment, lay a dark world, full of hatred and fear. A place
where monsters and demons dwelled. All that was dark and evil. Where rebels
lived in loneliness and ate dirt. In such a place, the sun does not shine and the

birds don’t fly. It was cold and scary. Death was its description. Both humans who
celebrated destruction and creatures that thrived on fear, roamed this place. They

were rejects and thrown out of the forest for they only had evil intentions. All
people in contact with those living outside the forest, instantly became one of

them, a single touch did the job. But it was for this reason that the forest and its
guardians protected the people from harm and suffering.

To explain how these two worlds came to be, we would have to go back in time and relive
the past. A past that greatly marked history. Once upon a time, everything was perfect.

All creatures and humans lived together, loved together, and laughed together. Only
beauty and kindness could describe this place. The forest was thriving and only good

came out of it. But one day, seven people - both creatures and humans - grew greedy and
selfish. Jealously filled their hearts and they wanted everything for themselves.

Although they possessed the same as others they wanted it all, something the forest did
not stand for. The seven each possessed unique names: First there was Buttons, then
came Hex, after Nocturne, Spike, Parallax, Solstice, and Tempo. Hatred overcame them

and they grew so strong, to the point that at one touch they were able to transform
other people into demons. The Forest rounded up people and fought hard against the

seven. Eventually the forest won, and the creation of the guardians came to be.
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rest rushed in, to kill everyone without a second thought. The forest was

The seven and the demons swore to take revenge on the forest since then.
And with this promise the day had come. On a calm night inside the forest

everyone was happy, music and laughter filled the air. The children running

everyone and sounded the alarm. Panic and fear filled the air. No one was
expecting this attack and more importantly, no one was ready for it.

Buttons, leading a small group of demons, entered the forest and started to
take everything in it. Soon Solstice arrived and started destroying everything

. Spike and Hex, placed bombs everywhere in attempt to break the force
field. Smoke and fire covered the forest and everything but the forcefield
was destroyed, but it was weakened as the forest sustained great injuries

and half of the forest was dead. It’s at this moment that Tempo and Parallax
arrived. They were the strongest of the seven and possessed so much dark
power. And with that power they were able to break the forcefield and the

grieving and with the power it had left covered everyone. The demons and
the seven exploded - killing everything and everyone in it, including the

forest itself.

around as they would and grown-ups sharing a drink. They suspected
nothing and worry was nowhere to be found. The guardians keeping watch of

the forest stood firm, watched everything that moved. The seven on the
other hand, lay low and waited for the signal from Parallax to attack, a day

they spent their whole life preparing for, was executed as planned. The
signal went off, and the demons rushed over to the forest taking out each

and every guardian, one by one - silently. Then came Nocturne. She silently
made small openings around the forest in order for the others to enter. The
forest being aware of this put up a force field made out of branches around

A few years later, a new group of people, not knowing what happened in the past,
found the library that was left behind by the forest. It was protected and had

sustained little damage. The group of people took hold of the books and conserved
them. As years passed since the discovery of the books, the story of the forest was

told to each generation. And the tale of the forest and all its habitants lived and
were never forgotten.
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Abnormal  

 
When I thought of the abnormal, 
The yellow ghost sings like angels 
Down, down, down into the darkness of the ghost,  
Invading the mind through the night, 
Strong winds shake the leafage of September, 
Unable to destroy its mechanized fins, wings and arms. 
Deep into that darkness, 
When I thought of the abnormal, 
I awoke and flung the abnormality 
A traumatizing life scream 
whilst watching it..., 
When I thought of the darkness, 
Once I sat engaged and fogging 
I heard a murk, deep tapping, 
These demons can't be seen, 
But they're far from fairy tales.  
They live inside your mind, 
A fringe beyond which we cannot pass, 
And a boundary from which nothing can emerge, 
Sound silently fades, 
Time stands still and midnight yields, 
Darkening, they fix on you from the corner of the room, 
Tormentor of my dreams. 
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Torn up – Maximilien COLAS 

George and I always wanted to do something that would get us remembered by everyone that 

meant crazy stuff like insane videos on YouTube, going to events, parties and so on. 2010 was our 

best year and we would be remembered for our reenactment of Harry Potter where George tried to 

predict the future, he would even get certain things right, like the fact that Mrs. Stone had three 

marriages, the fact that Mr. Page liked to smoke weed and that Mrs. Raj liked the Indian boy in my 

class.  

30th Feb, I was chosen for a video, I tried to climb up to the second floor without using the stairs … I 

broke my leg. It didn’t stop me.  

31th Feb I tried to back flip in the pool I hit my head. I was out of the game for a few months but I 

had to recover soon because George planned something big! The Facebook event where people 

would Naruto run into area 51 was to be hosted soon, that meant aliens, YouTubers, news channels 

and famous people, perfect to get famous and to be remembered as rock stars.  

25th March, “Max, Max, wake up! Camera men get paid to work not sleep,” he said to me in a 

surprised voice while I was in a hospital bed. I replied that unless he was Jesus I was not interested, 

for my legs served me well but I was not Ironman.  

1st of April, I woke up to George again trying to fix me again; he said that he read on the internet that 

Nivea cream could cure broken bones. George wasn’t the scientist in my group of friends but he 

certainly was the doctor, Nivea cream on bones I would have never thought it would work. The next 

day, George dressed up as a nurse and I saw myself being snuck out of hospital. The cream worked 

and I was good to go, the Area 51 event was in a few days, about 2 million people were going to 

Naruto run through the fence and find aliens.  

9th of April, upon arriving we attacked news channels and YouTubers: we ran into area 51 and we got 

in the facility. We saw so much in this place like old paintings probably plagued by some disease, a 

picture of an old man’s forehead but it was boring. Moving through the facility, there were guys 

crushing salad, guys wearing black suits doing tiktok dances, and there were posters of the NBA. A 

small man with a stick and motorized wheel chair came towards George and I and called us over to 

him. He asked if we wanted to join the dark side and then we realized that this was a movie set and 

that Yoda was real. We, the two guys who dreamed of becoming famous were meeting the real 

Yoda. Following Yoda to his movie set, there was a sassy warrior woman, a big gorilla named 

“Russian policeman” and a small Mexican man named “Carlos”. But soon George was captured by 

clones and I had to run and leave him behind. Princess Leia showed me the way out and she escaped 

with an escape pod. There wasn’t a pod for me so I just used the exit door on the side, they broke 

the chase. They just sat behind the window of the ship as I tried to run away but I kept knocking 

down and tripping over the space background but I finally managed to escape Area 51 in the end.   
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Fantasy in my mind 

 

It's a cold autumn morning,  

The sky is dark and grey,  

There are storm clouds forming,  

Rain is on the way 

 

I'm seated in my office,  

I feel stuck to my chair,  

As if I'm being held hostage,  

To the work I have to bear.  

 

I wonder about the sky, 

And the birds that dance about them, 

Wouldn't it be fun to fly,  

Yet my work demands a ransom. 

 

When has life degraded 

To such boring and still image 

I wish to be liberated 

Freedom has become a privilege 

 

There's a small space in my mind, 

Where I roam around freely 

I've created a world inside,  

Where my work cannot imprison me 

 

I can fly and I can dance,  

Among the birds in the sky,  

I am free and I can prance 

In the fields in my mind.  

 

I wish to never leave,  

And remain in this oasis,  

Where the green on the leaves, 

Is permanent and unfaded. 

 

The rain begins to fall,  

And I come back to reality,  

The space is truly small,  

And I cannot remain in it eternally.  

 

I notice the leaves,  

And see they've lost their greenish hue,  
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I stare into the sky, 

Only with memories that I once flew,  

 

If only life were fair to me,  

I wish I could lay down and die,  

And remain for all eternity,  

In the fantasy in my mind 

 

By Mira Andrihamiharisoa 
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