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1. Caged by Laughter

​


Laughter circles around me as I sit up, my
head throbbing to the beat of the bass drum making the walls shake.
The metal pipes that create a cage around me hum with every kick,
and the shrieking laughter almost shatters my eardrums.

“Hello, Miss Prissy,” a voice hisses.

I turn around to see a sickening clown face
staring at me, it’s teeth sharp like knives and nails long as claws
as it wraps them around the bars holding me captive. A crown hangs
off the side of his head, its metal twisted and mangled in a way
that makes you cringe when you look at it.

“Where am I?” I gasp, hearing another one of
the monster clowns cackle and slam into the bars directly
behind me.

“You’re below the carnivals’ stage, Miss
Prissy,” the head clown says with an evil grin, his wicked makeup
making him look all the more terrifying. “Happy birthday Miss
Prissy-and don’t forget to smile!”

He tears his head back and a chilling laugh
echoes off the walls and over the kick drum. The cage I’m in
bounces once, and then a metallic sound like nails scraping on
chalkboards begins to take over all sounds but the bass drum, even
the clowns’ as more and more jump onto the cage as it
lifts into the darkness. I look up to see the stage opening up, a
bright light pounding down on me. My eyes want to close from the
intensity, but there is too much adrenaline pumping through my
body, I’m too scared, frightened move a muscle. My hands shake and
my lungs aren’t able to hold any oxygen.

The cage stops moving and the clowns are off
in a burst of energy, the crowd bathed in darkness cheering
loudly.

“Meet Miss Prissy,” the head clown says to
the crowd, the other clowns dancing around and doing tricks on the
stage. “Today is her birthday.”

I hear catcalls and shouts of ‘Happy
Birthdays’ circling the room. My stomach drops as a clown crashes
into the cage and looks down at me between the bars, smiling. It
squeezes its head through the bars and opens its sharp jaws.

“It’s time to give her our present.”

The head clown laughs loudly as the clown
poking through the cage squeezes his shoulders
through he bars. I scramble backwards, a scream escaping
my throat. It lands on the large metal floor of the cage. I feel
the bars against my back. He crawls towards me, his head swinging
side to side, the smile he wears sending pulses of fear through my
veins. Another clown jumps onto the cage and I press against the
cage walls-and they suddenly give way.

The clowns squeal and howl with laughter as
I fall to the ground from the cage door, landing on my back. My
white dress tangles in my legs and I’m disoriented.

The head clown stands over me, smiling down.
I jump up, trying to get away. My head feels light and I almost
lose my footing, but I stand strong, staring at the man in the
makeup in front of me.

He chuckles and pulls something like a gun
from his belt.

“What’s a birthday party without dancing,
Miss Prissy?” He cackles and points the gun at my feet.

He begins to shoot.

I jump up and down like a maniac, trying to
dodge whatever things that are exploding with red sparks at my
feet. I run around the cage infested with terrifying clowns, the
head clown still shooting at me.

Suddenly he shoots, and
the hem of my dress catches on fire. The clowns jump out of the
cage as I cry out and try to put out the flames. They begin to tear
at the dress, making it look like I had fallen into a forest of
thorns. I swat at them, trying to push them away, to make them
leave me alone, once and for all. This was supposed to be a good
day. This was supposed to be my day.

I push again, and one of the clowns clamps
onto my hand with their mouth. I scream and try to pull away,
making it worse. The fire is starting to burn my legs, I can feel
it.

“Move away,” the head clown calls, and his
smiling minions back away from me as the flames grow, taking me
over. I scream for help, the audience chatting and calling out,
thinking it’s all an act.

The fire is suddenly put out as water is
thrown on me, and I fall to the ground. The head clown walks up to
me as another clown lifts up my torso, resting behind me
to keep me upright. My head lolls on my neck as I try to focus on
the man before me. Every inch of my body hurts, burns, swells. This
is it. I can feel it.

“Happy birthday, Miss Prissy,” the head
clown says quietly.

“My...” I breathe. “My name isn’t-”

“Shh. Sh, sh, Miss Prissy. It’ll all be over
soon.” He lets out a howling laugh as the clowns crowd around me
again. The world pulses in and out with the kick drum as it comes
back into focus. Their body’s block out all the light and I feel
something on my face. Something wet. Something strange. 

I sit up with a gasp. I’m in my bed, in my
room. I can feel sweat everywhere on my body.

“It was just a dream... It was just a
dream...” I tell my pounding heart. “It was only a dream.”

I make my way to the bathroom. I lean over
the sink, just focusing on breathing. I stand up, and what I see in
the mirror makes my heart beat like that kick drum I had heard.

My face is covered in clown makeup.

A cackle makes my stomach sink.

“Welcome, Miss Prissy.”


 


 


2. The Beginning’s End

​ A
completed ending to the Animorphs Series written by K.
Weikel

 


The Animorphs won the battle of the Yeerk
invasion. It had started with six, ended with four.

They were walking through
an abandoned construction site from the mall and ran across a dying
Andalite named Elfangor. He explained to them about thought speak
and the Yeerk invasion. That they looked like big, grey slugs. How
they crawled through your ear canal. How they controlled you. About
the Andalites. About the morphing cube and how to use their powers.
To never stay in morphfor more than two hours.

Rachel, the beautiful, blonde, reckless,
one-of-a-kind, Tobias’ only love, died, fighting the odds against
two lionesses, a cape buffalo, and a polar bear.

 


“Tobias. He had morphed. He
was his human self once more. He’d done that for me. And because he
was crying... Humans cry, hawks don’t. ”“I love you,” I said to the
screen. I was” “dead and missing my unlived life... dead and Tobias was
mourning.

“I tried to smile. For him.

“The polar bear said, <You fight
well...>

“Then he killed me with a
single blow.” Q1

 


Tobias, the
shy nothlit trapped in the body of a hawk.

Cassie, the sweet loving Cassie that
understood everything and knew what to say when times got rough, or
to calm Rachel down.

Marco, the annoying smart- mouth whose
impromptu jokes kept the group hopeful. And who argued with Rachel
every time he got the chance.

Jake, who made all the hard decisions for
them during the war.

Ax, Aximili-Esgarrouth-lsthill, the cross
between a deer, boy, and scorpion, who was a prince and is part of
The One. A creature who took him and made Aximili a part of
him.

Ax was kidnapped by Yeerks, and Jake, Marco
and Tobias went to find him. They ran into the Blade ship, a ship
that held the Yeerks. It ended with them ramming the blade
ship.

 


“Full emergency power to
the engines,” Jake said. “Ram the Blade ship.”
Q2

 


I’m Tobias. I grew up
living between aunts and uncles around the globe and when I was
trapped in morph, well... no one missed me. Rachel is what kept me
going, I guess. Then she died. I was strangely related to
Aximili-Esgarrouth-Isthill (an Andalite) because his
brother, was my father, which I didn’t know until
my so
called ”cousin” Aria showed up, and I was read to from a file my
father left me. Then Ax let me morph him. Oh, the suspense!
Anyway...

I looked at Jake, and saw a flash of Rachel,
his cousin, in him.

“Are
you insane?!” Marco yelled. “Ram the
blade ship?! We’re all gonna die!” he whined.

I could put up with Marco’s whining, but
it’d be best if I didn’t complain, besides he’s saved my butt many
times... and you learn to respect that.

<You know Marco... we could come out
alive...> I muttered.

“No. There is no way my butt is going to get
burnt by a-”

There was a loud thump as we took off
towards the Blade Ship. The Rachel hit it with a loud crack like
thunder.

My talons slipped off the
metal and I flapped my wings for support.
Everyone screamed, even the ones who were asleep in the rooms. I landed with a
hard thud on the ground. My lungs were burning for air, and I
couldn’t help it. My hawk body was getting old. I slid against a
wall, and it knocked the air that I had tried so hard to breathe
in, out.

Suddenly everything went dark... and I knew
I was dead.

I wasn’t.

I was a breathless hawk.

Hork Bajar. I had to morph the Hork Bajar.
If I didn’t, the impact on my hawk body would kill me. I felt the
changes begin.

<Jake! Marco! Can you hear me?!> I
shouted.

<Yeah, I can. You know, I wish I hadn’t
left my pool.> Marco complained.

<Where’s Jake?> I asked.

Marco screamed in terror as another shock
from the Rachel hit. <I don’t-oh... wait... there he is... he’s
sprawled out on the floor by that- thing.>

I saw him. He was on his
back on the floor. He slowly stood up, and walked over to Menderash.
He looked up at the view screen then back
at Menderash,and whispered something in his ear.

I got up on my large Hork Bajar talons and
walked over to him.

Let me tell you, it wasn’t easy. The Hork
Bajar is a big alien, and as a walking razor-blade... let’s just
say it’s hard not to cut something when you’re doing something.

<Now what?> I heard Marco say.

<What do you mean?> I asked.

<I mean that they’re way over there, and
we’re over here.>

I looked at the view
screen. The One, the face of Aximili-Esgarrouth-lsthill, the face
that belonged to our friend, which had split wide open across the
bottom and revealed a new formed mouth full of
red-rimmed teeth, was watching us carefully.

I walked over to Jake.

<Now what?> I asked Jake.

<That was my question...> Marco
said.

I really wished Rachel was here. She would
be nagging on how we could beat them, and would be all up in The
One’s face. If only...

But she was dead.

Dead as dead can be.

I felt another nudge as we went full speed
towards the Blade ship. Faster. Faster. Ship!

“We hold on,” I heard Jake say in a strange,
but calming tone.

I was pinned against the
wall, and my blades shredded through the counterfeit
silver walls,and were stuck, like a fly in honey.

<Lucky you,> I heard
Marco say. <While you’re stuck in the wall, we’re being thrown
around and breaking ribs.>

I was starting
to demorph.
Arms to wings, blades to feathers, deadly ripping tail to tail
feathers...

I
quickly remorphed and looked around for Jake. He was struggling to get on his
feet.

He let out a cry of pain and grabbed his
leg.

<Oh, God!> I cried.

<What?> Marco turned
towards Jake as soon as he got on his feet. <What
happened?> he yelled at Jake.

Jake groaned. “I... fell on my leg wrong
when we hit again,” he grunted.

<Didn’t I say this was insane? Because I
remember saying that.> Marco said.

“Yes, Marco. You did say that. Just remember
to shut up next time,” Jake forced a laugh.

“Jake!” I heard Menderash cry. “They’re
headed straight for us!”

He sat up abruptly, “What?”

Jake tried to stand, but another shot of
pain stabbed him, and Marco caught him.

“The blade ship is coming at us!

Marco grabbed Jake around the waist as
gently as a gorilla could, and lumbered over to the window
panel.

“Get ready Animorphs. You’re just about to
blow up.” The One’s virulent laugh echoed through the ship.

Menderash turned off the screen.

<Hey! I was just about to give him a
piece of my mind! That filthy, no good->

<Shut up Marco!> I yelled. He was
giving me a headache.

<Hey,> he glared at me. <I’m the
one holding Jake. You don’t see me complaining.>

“Guys,
morph tosomething that’ll hold you up for a while, incase it’s a hard blow.” Jake said
loudly, but not angrily.

<I’m good.> Marco said. <As long as
I don’t get yelled at for the rest of the trip.>

We watched as the Blade Ship drew nearer,
picking up speed.

Closer, closer we drifted. The engines were
still on, but we were going slowly.

Closer!

“Close enough!” Jake shouted as the last of
his tiger formed.

We swerved to the left, just scraping the
Blade Ship.

I was torn from the metallic floor below
me.

<Aaahhhhhhhhhhhh!> I screamed.

<AAAAHHHHHHhhhhhh!> Marco yelled.

I hit another
wall, thistime it was solid, and it ripped the blades right off of my Hork
Bajar morph. Blood. I was losing too much blood.

Demorph! DEMORPH!

I don’t know If I did or not, but I woke up
on a bed with my wings spread wide. The sheets were all torn and
tattered from my talons.

I rolled over and stood up.

I looked around. A room.

There was a desk in the corner of the
crowded room. Someone peered over it.

I fluttered my wings and landed on a stack
of books.

The person turned around, and said, “Hi
Tobias.”

It was Cassie.

<What... what happened?> I asked,
forgetting she wasn’t there with us on the Rachel.

“Marco said you lost a lot of blood and that
you were hit in the back by one of your loose-leaf blades that had
come off of you when you had hit the wall. He said you were
almost...”

Silence.

<What about Jake?> I asked. <Is-is
he alright?>

Cassie shrugged with a mournful look on her
face. “He has a concussion. He-he didn’t get into his tiger morph
quick enough... the... doctor says he’ll be alright. I don’t
believe it.”

I was dumbfounded. Cassie... the girl that
has been sweet, caring, and hopeful was now...

Hopeless.

Crestfallen.

<But...>

We both just stood there, for what seemed an
eternity.

<How’d he get out of morph?> I
asked.

She looked at me like I just gave her the
hardest question in the world.

“I—I don’t know Tobias...”
she looked at the floor “Maybe his body just was used to the change
and automatically demorphed on its own, or maybe he just then collapsed. I... I don’t
know.”

We stood there again, not knowing what to
say.

“But the war’s over Tobias.”

Suddenly, time stopped.

I was half boy, and half bird. I could speak
through my mouth. The Ellimist.

HELLO TOBIAS.

“What do you want?” I asked.

YOUR TIME IS ALMOST UP. YOUR HAWK FORM IS
DYING.

“Yeah. Every second of every day. So is
everyone else.”

YOU HAVEN’T HAD FOOD. YOU ARE STARVING.

“And?” I said like there was no big deal of
being hungry at all.

I CAN HELP YOU. YOU HAVE A CHOICE.

An image of me once again as the sleeper
woke.

How I could morph myself many years ago.

I was on the dresser, when Tobias, I, sat
up.

Again through the routine.

<Tobias?> I said to the human. <You
should go back to sleep.>

“I am asleep, aren’t I? This has to be a
dream...”

<I can help you
sleep,> I said. <hold out your arm. Don’t be
afraid.>Q3

And so I morphed
myself again,and relived my life... the right way.

I became a boy again. I was no longer able
to morph.

Jake soon died from too
much stress and brain damage. Cassie and Marco took turns raising
me, but Marco kept complaining about they couldn’t redo their
lives. Anyway, when I’m out in the open, I think
of Rachel, and all the flights we had. Of all the good times. Sometimes
I can hear her. Sometimes.

 


Quote 1: from K. A.
Applegate in Animorphs #54 The Beginning page: 153

Quote 2: from K. A.
Applegate in Animorphs #54 The Beginning page: 23

Quote 3: from K. A.
Applegate in Animorphs #13 The Change page: 159


 


3. End

​


Floor.

My body is on the floor.

Sleep.

My brain wants to shut down.

Water.

Rivers flow from my eyes.

Mirror.

The mirror tells me I’m not pretty.

Hide.

Can’t let them know what’s in my brain.

Feel.

Learn not to feel anything.

Hurt.

Don’t let them hurt you,

though they charge at you with knives

Sick.

If you’re sick, take care of yourself

you’re old enough to know how.

Child.

You aren’t a child anymore

Stop crying

Get your stuff together.

Matter.

You matter to me

but not to the world.

They could care less about you.

So stay with me.

Job.

Get a job

so you can support yourself

if I ever let you go

if I ever let you grow

if you ever leave.

Leave.

You want to leave.

You can’t leave.

You’re not allowed to leave.

But you want to leave.

Guilt.

I’ll guilt you

into staying.

Into loving me.

Into understanding me.

Even though you will never

and you won’t ever want to.

End.

Where will you end

if I’m not beside you?


4. Every Night

​


Every night I tossed and turned restlessly,
seating and tearing my covers. Every night I woke up in a
cold sweat, and looked over my room. Every night my
brother was fast asleep in his bed, and doesn’t stir as
he dreams. Every night I jumped at the sight of my closet. Every
night I turned on all of the lights in my house.  Every night,
and all night, I’d lay wide awake, waiting for sleep. And every
night, my dreams get worse.

Panting, I stumble down the dark hall, all
of the power is shut off.

A flashlight.

I grab it in my trembling hands as footsteps
approach. I run into my room, my heart beating like crazy, and I
fly a foot in the air as I hear blades scratch at something. I rush
underneath my bed, trying to breathe and calm myself down. My heart
is pounding so hard my ribs ache.

Just then, a huge, green taloned foot stomps
into my room.

They know who I am. They are invading
my bedroom, and invading Earth. They
don’t know what I look like, and they don’t know what my
voice sounds like. Not yet. Not until they squeeze through my ear
canal and flatten themselves over my brain. Not until they seclude
me to the smallest corner in my head, where I watch them control
everything I do.

They just know one
thing—I’m not one of them...


Excerpt from

5. The Vampire’s Carnival

​


“And stay down!” I said to
the middle-aged man as he squirmed beneath my boot. “Boys, take him
away.”

The goblins shuffled and gripped the man by
his shoulders.

“No... please...” He
whispered, spewing blood out of his mouth as he talked.

“Vanessa,” I heard a voice
behind me.

“What?” I spat as I turned around.

It was Dracula.

“Vanessa, what did this
man do to deserve this beating you have given him?”

He was ancient. Almost twenty-five hundred
years old. His skin was paper thin, and the color of snow. His hair
was slicked back, and was black as soot from a fire.

“He pushed me against a
wall. He tried to beat me,” I smirked.
“Tried to.”

“Vanessa, Vanessa,
Vanessa.” He muttered. “One more mess-up and I will have you
beheaded, and burned.”

Fear bubbled up inside me. Once you’re
burned, you’re gone.

“But I
didn’t do anything...”

“You’re
giving me a bad reputation! Vanessa, you’re practically my daughter. I
treat you like my daughter, and you treat me like your father.
Don’t change that. You’re almost a thousand years old. You’ve seen
how bad the world is now, and if one person goes missing, it’s more
alerting than back then. You can’t just destroy someone for shoving
you up against a wall. You should know better.”
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