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PREAMBLE

 

I’VE WRITTEN TALL tales and action-infused scenes since I was a child. Always, I’d be found writing in my room, filling many pages with the thoughts in my head about heroes and villains and princesses and monsters. Never once completing any of those stories, of course.

I remember working on an interpretation of the Legend of Zelda. It would have been a science fiction story set in the fantasy lands of Hyrule. Spaceships, and sword and fantasy, and wizards and warlocks, and all of the good stuff. Included within the breadth of the tale, a traveler from beyond the stars who’d crashed landed in this strange place. And would forever change the world as it stood.

For better, or for worse, I couldn’t say. I made it only ten pages in before hitting that roadblock that is the writer’s mind. In fact, it’s impossible to say how many tomes I started and abandoned during those early years of mine. I had the imagination, but the discipline of a writer was sorely lacking. And so that trait would remain for many years. From the ages of eight to eighteen, starting project after project, putting so many words to the page, only to never finish the endeavor.

And that stood until the late 1990’s. I “wrote” two things before this that encouraged me to delve deeper than I had before into my mind. Both of the works before this were comic book based. The first, of my original character, Simner (pronounced summer), an elf who’d haunted my dreams for too long until I decided to attempt a comic book series featuring her. I wrote the first story/script while at work at Captain D’s: My first employer. They had a computer in the back, so, when they made me shift lead, I took advantage of that fact and wrote while on my breaks. Then, I took that script home and drew out what would be my very first complete comic book. And story. You will find a Simner story later on in this book. Though the script I’ve left out. True, I wrote it up as a sort of short story, but it just didn’t have the same weight as a full-out story. But the story you’ll find included in this work is based on that story, so you’ll get the same intention as the comic, but none of the artwork. Sorry to say.

The second story was also comic book related. In 1997, Marvel Comics put out a call for writers. They were in the process of launching a new Gambit series that would be ongoing rather than a mini-series like the Howard Mackie series a few years earlier. I was excited about the prospect and came up with my own take on Gambit (my favorite character of the X-Men and one of my top five favorite characters of all time). I had an idea for a twenty-five-issue run that I thought would be pretty good. Of course, the chances of being called back were slim. In fact, though I wrote up the initial first issue story and sent it in, I never heard a peep out of Marvel. Within a year, they’d found somebody to write the series.

The series was… alright. Nowhere near where I wanted to take it. But let’s be honest, there was no way I would ever be able to keep up with the fast-paced environment that was Marvel Comics. It was probably for the best. Still, I really wanted that job. But life is like that. No matter what you want or what you expect, you always get something other than your own wishes. Needless to say, that story was also left out of this version of Tales From A Strange Mind. I had included it last time, but, being a fan fiction, I thought it better to drop it from this version. Safer that way, too. I’ll put it up on my social media page at some point. Probably before you even read this, but, whatever.

The next year, I met my first wife. A young woman, a scant two years younger than me and a fellow co-worker. She seemed nice enough. At first. During that period of time, I should say my head was not in the right spot (let’s face it, at fifty, it still isn’t). I lived at home with my mother. And she (this girl I fell in love with, this is) lived at home with hers. Strangely, she was allowed to move in with me after we dated for but a few months. I asked her to marry me. We moved to Texas where I was promised a job that didn’t exist. And then she left me for her ex-boyfriend. She was pregnant with my first son at the time. That’s a whole diabolical saga that I think deserves its own writing. A novel, maybe. Or part of an autobiography. Let’s face it, nobody is going to write my biography. And nobody is asking for it. So, it might as well be me. Regardless, I do have a short story in here called I Am I that references her, but doesn’t really get into the whole issue.

With my tail between my legs, I called my mom to come and get me. I was unemployed for a month (I’d quit Captain D’s to make the move and escape where I was. Too bad it didn’t work out), then started picking up writing again. We’d been married in October of 1998, moved to Texas in… March, I think, of 1999. It was maybe late April, early May when I got a job at Speedway after having returned from that pit of hell and back to good old Dayton, Ohio. The rubber band effect in full motion. By that I mean it’s really difficult to leave Dayton and not have to return. So, I call it the rubber band effect. Because the further I go outwards, the harder it is on the return.

Anyhow, upon my return to Dayton, I picked up writing again. Maybe about five months later. Hard to say. But, by the end of the year, I had knocked out three short stories. None very good, but all helping me heal from the trauma of that first marriage. Which I didn’t get a divorce out of for about three years. And managed to get custody of my now three-year-old son. Again, story for another day.

I’ve written down all of the works I’ve done over the years. Kept a log of them, that is. Some thirty short stories (only twenty-six are presented here. That’s because one was that first early Simner script, and the three others were fan stories that I thought were really good, but I’m not going to challenge a legal challenge over them over a self-published collection of short stories. I’ll leave a link in the Afterthoughts for you to find my Facebook page, and you can read them there.) Multiple flash fictions that I recently put into my collection of poems and re-released the book with edits and the like. I have eight novellas under my belt. Of which I will be re-releasing a collection of them, as well in the near future. Two of those are fan stories, so don’t expect them to be included. Again, see my Facebook page to read those when I post them. Or scroll down until you find them. This now has me wondering if I can do some sort of catalogue of them through the site? Probably not. We’ll see.

In continuing, I’ve also written: three novels, twenty-four poems, fifteen non-fiction essays, and something like twenty scripts. So, over the last several decades, I’ve been pretty busy. But, Tim, you ask, how many works have you gotten published?

Not including my self-published works, oh, I’d say about three short stories over the years. The rest were straight up rejected. Likely because I never included cover stories unless it was specifically asked for, which, I’ve recently discovered is something magazine publications and others prefer with a work presented to them. As well as formatted a specific way. Things I didn’t really know about for quite some time. Go figure. Still having issues with the publication part. Hence, why you have this book either on a digital reader or a book in your hands.

Doesn’t it feel nice and comfy to lean back and just read something? Instead of doomscrolling online? Far nicer, yes.

There you go. A collection of works ranging from 1999 – 2021. What about after 2022? Welp, folks, I didn’t learn my lesson about marriage the first time and found myself with another wife taking another son and leaving me. This time it wasn’t for another man but rather because I got sick among other issues. As before, a tale for another day. I’ve recently, once again, taken to writing. Been fleshing out my old works the last couple of months. Been also writing some other short stories and another novel. Which I’ve yet to complete. I got distracted working on these old publications.

There’s this; Tales From A Strange Mind Volume II: the Novellas Collection, and Red Star Sheriff which I’ll be re-releasing later this year under a new file. If Amazon will let me. Then, once I’ve completed my new novel and several short stories, I’m going after the publication routine again. See if I’ve learned my lesson yet. We’ll see what happens.

I’ve got a lot going on to start off January 2026, which is when I’ve been working on this particular work. Just re-released my poems book on Amazon Kindle: MisAligned: The Heart Waxes Poetic. So, I think that’s going well. I’ve edited my novel Red Star Sheriff, and am working on the artwork for the cover. Think that’ll come out some time this summer. Gotta work on the novellas one, as well. So, yeah. Also, I’ve been unemployed the last several months and depression set in and made it so that I just didn’t want to do anything.

Yet, I’m back at it, folks! Therefore with this job now putting money back in my bank account, and my drive once more looking to get back to writing full-time, I’m hoping this year will be my year. Wish me luck. And hope you enjoy Tales From A Strange Mind: The 2026 Edition.








REVELATIONS: THOUGHTS

 

REVELATIONS WAS A short story I wrote back in 1999. The first work, in fact, that I started on after returning to Dayton, OH. I mentioned in the Preamble this return was with my tail between my legs and having to move back in with my mother and her husband. I struggled for employment then, as well. But, unlike today, I was only unemployed for a month or so. Today, the economy and job market is a bit fractured. Can’t imagine why that is, given our current leadership and constant talk of tariffs taking me out of the job market for a few months because people got afraid and stopped spending. I mean, I was a door dasher, after all.

But, while writing this particular tale, I couldn’t help but still focus on licking my wounds. I would miss being able to see my first son’s birth and not see him again for another three years (I saw him briefly after he’d been born, prematurely, of course, but that was only for a few days before having to return to Ohio.) As such, I had a lot of feelings to get out. I think that is what influenced the tone of the first three short stories I wrote during this time. Sure, I’d written Simner, and Gambit: Beware He Who Traxx, back in 1997, but it was with these first three tales that I started working year after year to come up with at least a few stories.

None of these stories saw publication. Nobody would touch them with a ten-foot pole. This one in particular. I believe it’s because this story you are about to read, doesn’t have one line of dialogue. It’s purely exposition. What can I say? I was a rookie at serious writing. You have to start somewhere. Strangely, this work took me around two months to complete. I can kick out something of this length in a day or two anymore (my method of writing has changed significantly since I first wrote this; with this tale, I plotted it out to figure out what was going to happen and when. I think that’s why this and a lot of my old work reads so stiffly. These days, I’m a pantser, writing from the hip and letting my characters dictate the momentum of the story), and the narrative would be far more compelling. As you’ll find out as you progress through this book.

The tone is dour. Just as the two that follow it are. 1999-2000 proved to be a tough year for me. So, while writing this, I was thinking about post-apocalyptic narratives and focusing on my own religious ideology. I was pretty much a diehard Christian when I wrote this. I’m not anymore due to a litany of reasons. But you’ll note how much my religion influenced me during this time. When I wrote the Simner comic, I was pretty religious then, as well. Even adorned her clothing with crosses and placed her location in Heaven. It was a weird time.

As you’re about to find out.







REVELATIONS

Originally Written 1999 C.E.

Minor Edits 2025 C.E.

 

Orin Lewis stood tall and proud upon the remnants of what had once been a decades old ‘Trail Blazer’ grocery mart. A handsome man in his twenties, Orin stood just shy of six-feet tall and sported dark brown hair, and even darker brown eyes. He always wore his hair short and neatly trimmed to take on a more regal appearance.  

During his preceding years as a youth, he had studied fervently the ancient techniques of battle employed during the Medieval time period. And now, he counted himself amongst the most experienced of practitioners in that ancient art of warfare. Thusly, Orin was prepared to face the daunting task of what lie ahead of him; namely, the forced confrontation with the most powerful man on the face of the Earth, a man most considered to be the fabled: “Anti-Christ.”

Many people knew not the name of this “Anti-Christ”, but verily, many of them did not care, for this man presented himself as a force to be feared. It had been a fear born in earnest over the first two decades of the new millennium. Almost overnight, this man had built a grand city on land purchased from the government of the United States of America. This city grew to be its own nation within a nation. This creating tension within the governing body of the U.S. and created panic amongst the American people.  Because of this, the man quickly took on the position of an Overlord. The Overlord dubbed his city “Ulysses”, but the distrusting soon themselves dubbed it “New Babylon.”

A darkening orange and blue sky, sinking into dusk, laid out in great expanse before Orin as his mind sunk deeper into thought and recognition of the man he was destined to face since his birth on Christmas morning 1999. He had grown up hearing about this rich and well-respected businessman who established great deeds in and of his name. Not the least of which included building newer and better shelters for the homeless and creating programs through those shelters in which the homeless could learn and gain new employment opportunities, so they no longer had to live on the cold and heartless streets that they found themselves upon.

Orin was ten years old when construction of “Ulysses” finished. To Orin, Ulysses proved far from being any type of “Babylon,” for the city had been developed to be completely self sufficient in a society growing less and less the such. It fascinated Orin incredibly Ulysses’s technological capacities.  In place of privately owned vehicles, was a far more advanced public transportation system that seemed to never yield to overcrowding. Instead of skyscrapers, there rose one large conical mass that comprised the center of the city.

Outlining the city limits, rose four long structures that were like triangular buildings leading from the ground to the midway section of the center of the city, smoothly blending into it as if it were some sort of spacecraft. All this and more due to the fact that Ulysses itself drew no finances; its construction had been privately funded by the future Overlord. Therefore, with no finances, the engineers and scientists found themselves unhindered in a mutual cause of furthering humanity’s growth.

Adamant issues involving Ulysses’s existence didn’t arise until the year 2015, barely five years past its finished construction. It was during this time, that the city’s shrewd business minded Overlord had begun acquiring lands outside the states. This further complicated by the Overlord’s partaking of reacquiring an ages old philosophy that church was not needed to be an avid follower of God and Christ. The Overlord found himself and his fellow Ulyssians under the strongly irate and heated fires of angered religious groups, but none more so than the heat delivered from the Christian society.

The Christian Denomination united in an uproar over this man’s ideals, and immediately started heated debates across the nation, and, consequently, the entire world, over the sacrilegious implications of this “new” order. An order allegedly preached by Jesus himself so many millennia before. Anger from the Christian Denomination was so fierce that the United States government, in conjunction with the Vatican, sought to ban the practicing of the apparent religion in the States and in several locations around the globe, including Rome. But the Ulyssian lands were becoming greater as was the belief in this “religion,” or rather a treatment of religion lacking a label. The new Crusades had begun and it was being led by a newly formed group of Christian radicals simply referring to themselves as the “Christian Coalition.”

While the newly founded Christian Coalition set upon its mission at totally abolishing the Ulyssian “religious” order, Orin had spent his time learning all about the Medieval time period and its war mechanics. During this time, he became a proficient fencer and swordsman, albeit, aside from personal interest, it stood an unorthodox practice for this day and age.  Orin’s proficiency in these combat styles also made him a challenging opponent against more than one martial artist.

It had been sheer curiosity that made Orin follow the progress of the Ulyssian Overlord, a title given him by the newspaper reporters of the time. Therefore, he began looking into the man’s personal history. He read everything he could find on the reclusive businessman.

Included in the material he dug up, was a brief editorial on the Overlord’s divorce. Making mention of the businessman’s name, it went on to account how he had married a woman in 1998. In 1999, the woman had given birth to a son. By that year’s end, on the exact day of Orin’s birth, the future Overlord had divorced his wife and lost his infant son in a bitter custody battle.

As the years progressed, the man had taken up the martial arts and became an expert in many of his chosen arts’ intricacies. His business had taken shape and became a virtual empire. At one point, the man had attended Harvard and gained notoriety on the campus for his potentially devastating business delegations. Many had taken note of his preoccupation with finding a better way to live life than through the pursuit of wealth. An uncommon practice for a man devout in marketing and trade.

That this man had sought to make peace through the absence of wealth sat as an irony in Orin’s mind, as he physically and mentally prepared himself for the final confrontation with an individual who had shed his businessman image to become a warlord. 

Orin also grew aware of the Overlord’s studies in the Medieval time period. An interest he himself shared with the man. Even noting how the Overlord had patterned the now infamous Ulysses city after. Its appearance not unlike a futuristic castle. Not to mention that the Ulyssian soldiers dressed in suits of armor that made them nearly invincible, and gave them the appearance of knights. And all in the land of Ulysses were governed by but ten laws. Orin surmised these laws had to be the Ten Commandments.

Despite Orin’s respect and admiration for the Ulyssian Overlord, he was forced to recognize his role in this vital confrontation. Even so, he stared into the darkening sky awaiting the arrival of the sullen king as below him, at the base of the demolished store he stood upon, a growing crowd praised and cheered him as a hero; the hero that would destroy the Anti-Christ and prevent the day of judgement. For Orin was the chosen warrior of the Christian Coalition sent to bring the Overlord to his knees and to see to it that the mighty king begged for a quick death.

Knowledge of the past weighed heavily on Orin’s mind. So much so, that the setting of dusk had completely escaped his attention. Truly, the Overlord was a great man in Orin’s opinion and he felt he knew all there was to know about the man: his pain, his suffering, his gains and his failures, as well as his indomitable will to survive. Indeed, the Overlord proved a mighty foe, having justly vanquished the United Nations’ own army with but a wave of his armored hands and the armor’s technological ability to tap into the Earth’s gravimetrical forces that allowed him to shred the flimsy machinery in their possession. Such feats the Ulyssians had perfected years before.

Glimmering reflections of city lights from above Orin, attracted his attention and pulled him from deep, concentrated thought. He looked above to see that the light had been reflected from the Overlord’s suit of armor as he rode the unseen gravitational forces of the planet. Orin drew his sword from its scabbard hanging at his side and stepped back a few paces to allow the silently drifting Overlord to land in front of him.

Both men stared at one another sizing each other up. A look of rage, donned itself on the Overlord’s bearded visage, mixed with a wry smile perched upon his lips behind a graying mustache. The Overlord need not speak a word, and didn’t, as he drew his own sword from a battered, war-torn suit of armor.

The two titans faced off, as the crowd below cheered on the supposed hero Orin. Orin felt “supposed” in his mind, for an unsettling feeling permeated his thoughts. Yet, those thoughts were brief as the final battle began to play out. Both men parried and lunged in defense of two kingdoms that both cared deeply about. Two kingdoms separated by different ideals.

One, a kingdom ruled by Christianity and its continued existence. The other a deadly threat to that crown, for it represented a new factor, a vicious belief that could destroy the fabrics of an old society in a new world.

Deftly maneuvering in skill and grace, both men clashed swords in what would someday be considered an epic battle. A battle in which already heavy casualties had been taken by both sides. Missiles sent into the city perimeters, ordered by members of the Christian Coalition within the highest branches of the military, had almost completely leveled the city of New York, where the two men vied for power.

Adrenalin coursed through Orin’s veins. As did fear through his thoughts as he wondered why the Overlord had yet to unleash his armor’s ability to “freeze” a person’s brain. It was an ability Orin knew for a fact that the Ulyssian battle suits could access. Yet, still the Overlord held back and skillfully countered Orin’s tactics.

Orin swiveled around to the right one-hundred and eighty degrees in an effort to strike the Overlord from behind, but was blocked by the elder warrior’s sword, leaving him open for a fatal blow to his body. However, the Overlord did not take the opportunity to end the young man’s life. Instead, he hit Orin with his fist into the lower back; a kidney punch.

Reeling from the powerful blow, Orin nearly fell, but regained his balance and brought his sword above his head and braced it with both hands just in time for a downward sword thrust from the Overlord. A thrust, Orin figured, intended merely to faze him. A tactic Orin had expected from his elder. Now he knew the Overlord had no intentions of killing him.

Seizing this opportunity of weakness on the Overlord’s part, Orin pushed through the thrust and again swiveled one-hundred and eighty degrees, this time to the reverse side and immediately caught the Overlord off guard. Facing each other, the two men stared defiantly into one another’s eyes with fierce intensity.  Only, the Overlord’s eyes began to dim as he slumped to his knees.

Orin withdrew his sword from a fractured spot in the Overlord’s armor. A lucky shot by sheer chance. The fracture being a result of the previous three days of battle against the allied armies. This had been reason enough to Orin why the Overlord was unable to access any other ability than flight. But Orin wondered if the Overlord would have used the other abilities had he’d been capable.

Blood glistened on Orin’s blade as the crowd beyond roared in satisfaction. Their gladiator had seized the day and defeated the unholy king. The truth did not elude Orin, though, as he remembered how mere moments before he had been on his own knees staring into the Ulyssian lord’s eyes and seeing, not hatred, but a tired old man. A man not bent on destruction, but set upon the path of creation. Certainly, he was not the evil being people had made him out to be, but the father of a different dream and way of life.

A sudden shout disturbed Orin from his moment of revelry.  The shout of disbelief and anger came from an arriving group of Ulyssians. Orin witnessed a young man running up the pile of mangled concrete and steel and rushing over to the fallen body of the Overlord. The young man knelt before the body and pulled the Overlord to him. Orin merely watched from behind an unemotional face and beheld the scene into his subconscious.

As the young man wept, others of his sect soon joined him.  The Ulyssians picked up the body of their Overlord and carried him off the battlefield. Spectators below shouted profane words towards the Ulyssians, but didn’t make an effort to stop them, for their own military had not yet arrived with reinforcements.  Oblivious to the crowd, the young Ulyssian man stood to face Orin and moved as if to confront him. Another man grabbed the boy by the arm and instructed him to fall back.

Orin and the young man locked eyes and, within that moment, Orin realized the sad, inevitable truth. He was not a hero. That unsettling feeling inside, had been a warning from his subconscious to not pursue the final blow. But he had taken it.  That thought ate its way through Orin’s mind and he knew that the Overlord had never been the Anti-Christ. If anything, he had been an Anti-Christian. And Orin had slain him. He, Orin Lewis, had conquered a god, and it felt good.

At that, a smile trickled to Orin’s face. His sword pointed straight down toward the store ruins as he watched the Ulyssians carrying off their lord. All the while, within the background, the crowd had cheered, not knowing the thoughts going through Orin’s mind or seeing his broadening grin towards the departing young man, hardly older than himself.  Orin held his bloodied blade skyward and knew that someday, that young man would slay the great “hero” Orin.

That day would come in seven years, for hail, the true Anti-Christ had come in the guise of an angel and had savored his first kill and victory of many. The battle was over, but the war had just begun, for until upon the day in seven years hence, when he shall be slain by the fallen god’s SON, the world would belong to Orin.








I AM I: THOUGHTS

 

STRONG CHRISTIAN UNDERTONES made up much of my earlier work. I think it’s around 2004 when those tones just vanish. Over the next seven tales, you’ll note that the religious stuff diminishes as I start focusing more on the narrative over the pain I still felt even three years after my first wife left me. That would be right about the time I got custody of my firstborn son. As such, I started feeling like my wayward ship was righting itself in a course correction. Of course, I still wasn’t really getting any attention for my work even after a few years of writing, as you’ll note moving forward, but I still kept at it, even finishing school at the Ohio Institute for Photography & Technology and earning an associate's degree in graphic design.

Yeah, that career path went about as well as my authorial one did. That’s what happens when you focus on family and work. All the other things you want to do get tossed to the wayside. But that comes later, around 2002. Here, we’re still in 1999 and moping about over matters I had no control over.

This one is definitely more reflective of that time down in Texas. I walked around a small town a lot after my wife had taken off and taken most of our belongings with her. And neither her friend nor her grandmother wanted me staying with them. Therefore, I was spending money I really didn’t have on a motel room and bumming rides to work at an AC factory the next town over. That’s pretty much what I Am I is all about. Suffering in a small town and trying to figure out what I was going to do with myself.

What is it my second wife said to me while I was trying to get her back over a Facebook chat? Ah, yes, ‘there you go again with that poor woe-is-me attitude.’ To be fair, she left me on the floor where there was a good chance I could die. But, tale for another time, and all of that.

That’s neither here nor there.

I really don’t have anything else to say about this work. It expresses pretty deeply the emotional state I found myself in, and still, I was practicing writing without using any dialogue. At least this one has some poetic language to it and wasn’t so dry of a read.

Small wonders.







I AM I

Originally Written 1999 C.E.

Minor Edits 2025 C.E.

 

Isn’t it strange, the things one will remember? Minute details of seeming meaninglessness, whether one realizes it or not, oftentimes give off the aura of intense psychological and even physiological importance. Quite considerably, the emotional conniptions associated with the ever-present anomaly of “time flying” weigh heavily on a person’s soul and lure that one into the impression of “wasted-time”. Even now, I find myself caught in the abhorrent process of self-affiliation and the aspect of said “wasted time” which has encompassed the entirety of a human year.

Do not “waste time” in the attempt to understand; just let the words and emotions flow. If it’s within a person, then the understanding of knowledge, and its base acceptance, will follow.

Do not overexert yourself, for even knowledge leads to stupidity, and sometimes stupidity is borne of the lack of understanding; an understanding I could not find nor accept initially when brought upon me beyond a year ago. I began to understand towards the end of a month, the end of March, within a year labeled “1999". And never truer, nor more ironic, was the saying of the “soothsayer” than then, “Beware the Ides of March.”

I felt alone for the time of but half a week, though the truth shone through far more exuberantly that I had been alone for far longer. I knelt before a church bearing a cross pointed heavenward on top of its steeple. It had been simple to allocate its position despite the miserable weather that night in such a small and equally miserable little town.

Cold rain battered my personage, though I barely felt it.  The rain had come down in such a way for several weeks preceding my humiliation. It had poured constantly and consistently in its form. Perhaps it was better that way, for it masked my tears as they fled my eyes.

Nearby, a police car sat motionless as if a sentinel in the perpetuating darkness. Indeed, it was two in the A.M. of morning. Perhaps more, perhaps less. That time was meaningless.

Thoughts mingled within thoughts and wove an intricate tapestry that was but a singular patch in my life. Yet, it was an important patch. As it was a defining patch. And I could not tear my thoughts from the traumatically engulfing events of recent times. Though I was reminded of earlier positions, other defining moments upon the tapestry. Although, I could not curb the begging desire of questioning, “Who am I?”

Skyward, my eyes went, to the cross and its allegorical and prophetic meaning, as well as its enigmatic truths. My coat draped around me as I perched on one knee, and the water soaked through my pants. I didn’t care.

Mere seconds passed as a flood of memories saturated my mind. Memories of those “defining” moments that are rudimentary to the discovery of “Who I am.”

Definitively, perhaps it is best I begin from the start. A recollection of sorts bearing the parting of stars from the ethereal dark of the wayward heavens. Its illuminance emanated from within my being and gathered without, totally encompassing my soul. The result of which ended in the encumbrance of a dying body.  Alas, a body endowed by the union of flesh upon flesh and embarked upon the reverence of the base solidity of what is the essential functionality of life, the womb.

Yes, I remember. A vague recalling of reddening light begetting the surfacing from liquid to the breeze of an oxygen-rich atmosphere. Albeit, mine own mind is selective in its research. And accordingly, is only privy to tidbits of an already extensive life, one in which I am far from finished with.

Yet, this blessing of “memory” reluctantly opens the gateway to childhood, most notably my first five years. Included within this management of time, are the times I danced as a babe of less than one and played with an article of what seemed to me a large, hard paper toy; cardboard. Thusly, I had come to the understanding of “entertainment”.

However, let me not forget to foreclose the mention of the dying breaths of my grandmother, my mother’s mother, who did leave my mother at a loss and in sorrow. Now, it was then I came to understand the concepts of death and anguish.

It was not long after this passing that I beheld the figure of Christ carrying and rising to the brilliant heaven my grandmother. And this transpiring event, I was given that vision whilst I stood perched upon a couch from within a room from within an olden house of my grandmother’s years before hand. And I looked on in curious wonder from under a calm, considering way.

And as the preceding years passed, the image faded. A Few years more passed, and I viewed a pregnant aunt who would soon from that moment give birth to one of my cousins. I knew the importance of continuing life, and at such a young age, understood how it came to be processed. Though never had I need to be told. And certainly, I would not have bought the premise of a “stork”.

Verily, it had come to be in my less-than-formidable years as a teenager, that the image I had seen as a child reapplied itself to my psyche. The profound nature of the influence of the image of Christ set me upon a new and undeterred path of self-discovery. As well as the consolidation of old beliefs, attempted at one point to pass on to me. I was beginning to enter the realizations of the truths behind the truths. And a dangerous gambit amongst the grander scheme of the material considerations.

Father lost, the tempest of mine heart flailing

Mother falling, mine sisters telling.

The fickle fires of love and commitment became my greatest proponents. There have been many, of course, pleading the cause of my many trepidations. And, invariably, the many there were confounding results leading quite frequently to the such.

My first great love was my focal point. I had known her but a short time in my eighth or ninth year of life. Though, I had only known her through verbal contacts beginning and ending with “Hi”. Indeed, I was a shy boy. So shy, that in fact once I had the chance to know her more personally, when one unique friend of hers was going to fetch her and bring her to me. My own fear was what caused me to run. And to this day haunts me in all I attempt. Still, I may have been young, but I was not a fool when understanding love. And since then, her emotion has never left me.

Ten fleeting years later, I found myself in the arms of my second great love. This was a love that redefined my approach to the premise of love. It was through this one member of the pervasive sex that I gained my further sense of manhood and its illogical end results, leading to what is well known as one’s “first love” syndrome. A syndrome in which the first love hardly ever stays fresh and intact. An undermining statement considering my first love had actually come years before. Yet, that was a different “love” from this. This was my second defining moment in matters of love in my life that spanned the time of two years in an on-and-off fashion. Consequently, this leaving wounds upon wounds within mine own soul.

Those were matters best left unmentioned, for they were resultant of her weaknesses of flesh and mind both in and against my person. Yet, strength did she find within the arms of another. Though, I wish them well, it had a lasting effect. For it was then I found my own strength through pain and anger. I had been building a foundation made of stone.

Upon the rigorous task of utilizing my thought processes to determine the exact nature of my being, I discover the primary root of which I am composed. At the core, it is quite determinable that I am love. It is I, and I embody it.

More recently, it has been brought to my attention by nameless parties that perhaps I would be better suited as a “player”. A player of meaningless games inviting whimsical fancies and self-adulating indulgence. This, however, does not strike favor at my core. Such things are childish pursuits made for selfish gains. To have one implore upon mine person even the consideration of what is most decidedly pornographic in nature is quite an insult to me. I have no desire to be the lover of many, but the lover of one. This, of course, brings into light a great difficulty. Through painful process, I have discovered that most of mine generation and even younger of the “fairer sex” are most decidedly in favor of the frankly unfavorable.

Many cultures before and even now are quite in favor of multiple partners and also wives. It is neither my religion nor will. Mine testament relates only the taking of one as a mate.  And, thusly, the practice of maintaining the intimacies true to a proper relationship. Doubtful any care. Mayhaps it is the native, or is it in some views “savage”, in me that wishes to attend to what it takes to show undying love for a potential mate. Of course, that is a rough deterrent in a world where sex is no longer considered a form of commitment, but rather “leisure time”. Most assuredly, mine own “wife” would agree with the latter.

Of whom I now speak, it is difficult to appropriate the proper grasp.  In and of itself, it is a confounding issue. One that, nonetheless, has occurred. Soon enough, I will find myself navigating a course I had never desired to embark upon; divorce. A travesty, I assure you.

Gently, the flowing wind within the battering cold rain nudged my thoughts deeper into contemplation. Youth still clinging to me like the electrical discharge of static, mine age and still is apparent. In that, I fall just barely short of a quarter century. Too young for the impractical sufferings of late. Only the name stood out in my mind as the ultimate executioner of mine light. A dark person whose title deserves no recognizing.

It was this time one year ago, that she left me. She whom is the most blatant and foolhardy lie within my years alive.

The twenty-ninth…

Six fifteen in the P.M.  

An hour’s difference marking the pivotal moment in the worst of mine misbegotten loves. Thusly, she is the last “misbegotten” error I will make in matters of love. For it was she I had taken as my wife six months beforehand. Foolish hope and meticulous pride made me want her and verily take her. She who is akin to what is most notoriously “evil”. She who bore my son and birthed him a mere five months later. He was premature. I know why.

The creature who bore mine son, gave him the name. Not of mine, but of hers. And therefore, after “his”. “His” is a name I wilt not forget. Though I might attempt vainly. It was before me. It was after me. It was with me. His name was her heart. My suffering… was her triumph. Regardless, she wilt not evade me much longer. For it was within her I learned the ultimate goal; humility. And that humility begets truth. And is well known, “The truth shall set you free.”

Indeed, this is supposed to answer who I am. Patience. It is there. I, through the lessons, have learned that answer. Why else would part of me now say, “I am patience?” For I am. The intuitive nature takes command as I found myself rising to my feet from the frigid water surrounding mine knees.

I stood before the Baptist church and viewed its design. Rain that around me fell, fell steady still. Turning to leave, I faced my destiny straight ahead. Slightly I withdrew, but continued, I pressed on. And in that statement, there is the greatest truth that speaks volumes. Though English majors would scoff. It is what it is. Just like I am what I am.

On that path, I was again led unto a second church. Smaller in shape, large still in presence. Just the same, on this path, that police car as a sentinel had come and driven beside. And to its inhabitant, as alone as I, I did relate my coming. And he wished unto me “luck”. I thanked he and was on my way.

Alas, “luck” is not what will save me. For saving I needed not. Direction… that is what was lost. And as truly as ever, lost was found. And I returned from that found lost to find the empty.

And I returned from whence I came. For, in doing so, I have become prepared, despite shortcomings.

Now, the significance of the simplicity of who I am comes into play and stands out. I am love. I am patience. I am understanding. I am not a leader of men, but I do not prefer to follow. Sometimes I am contradiction. Other times, I am complete. I have faced conflict, and stood my ground. I have faced turmoil, and overcome its insanities. I have been considered “weak”, when truly I am strong.

 

I am the Seminole wind.

I am the power within!

I am the force without!!

I care not what thou think of me, accuse of me, or speak of me… 

For verily…

 

I AM I!!!







THE LION: THOUGHTS

 

HERE WE HAVE what I might daresay is my final entry in the early Christian motive trilogy. And it’s based on a movie. But, Tim, isn’t that a fan fiction, then? Yes. And no. You see, this is written to summarize the events of the movie while also making more of a poem than straight using characters from said movie.

The movie in question? Dead Poets Society.

The movie just resonated with me during that time and became one of my favorites for a while. So, taking inspiration from the tale, I decided to see if I could recreate the movie in narrative form without being literal in the retelling. What happened is I wrote it like it was a sermon from Jesus Christ, and that the scholars had wanted what he preached.

And that’s pretty much it. Straightforward enough, I think. Also, the last time I wrote so on the nose about my faith. Which is probably good. Bible thumpers drive me nuts. Just as they did then. But, I was expected to keep the faith by my mother. And I did.

Until a later date. But that’s a story for another time, right? Heh.







THE LION

Originally Written 1999 C.E.

Minor Edits 2025 C.E.

 

…And the scholars approached the Lion and beseeched he,

“Please come and teach our young boys to be as men.”

And the Lion responded,

“Nay, for thou wilt not like what I teach, for what I teach is POWER.”

And the scholars beseeched he,

“Oh, but that is what we need! Come and teach our young boys to be as men.”

And the lion retorted,

“Nay, for thou wilt be displeased in what I teach, for what I teach is WISDOM.”

And the scholars beseeched he,

“Indeed! Tis what we need! Please come and teach our young boys to be as men!”

And again the Lion snorted,

“Nay!  For thou wilt not take pleasure in what I teach, for what I teach is COURAGE!”

And the scholars beseeched he,

“Verily! Thou art powerful, wise, and courageous! Tis what we need to teach our young boys to be as men!”

And the Lion saw sincerity and agreed,

“Then let it be known that I shall teach thy young boys to be as men.”

 

So, some time passed, and one young boy was greatly troubled by his father, who was himself greatly displeased with the teachings of the Lion.  The father desired the young boy to be what he saw him to be and not what the boy envisioned himself to be.

“Thou hath dishonored me, boy!”  Cried the father, “Thou wilt forget and forsake thine desire and obey and seek what future I have designed for thee!”

And the young boy was forlorn, having disgraced his father and not earned his pride.  Therefore, he summoned lightning to whisk away his mind and did lay upon the floor, his life having fled.

Now, the father of the young boy was furious and summoned the scholars to ban the Lion from their kingdom, for he had instilled in these boys to disrespect authority, and this father’s son lay slain because of this degradation.

And the scholars came upon the Lion and cried out,

“I ban thee from this place for you have taught our young boys to spit in our face!”

And the Lion, in great voice and reason, rationally retorted,

“I had warned thee fellows what I taught for what I taught was that these young boys be strong in their convictions, be wise enough to know right from wrong, and be courageous enough to confess it!  Now, you come to mine personage and cry out that I have wronged thee!?  You do not want your young boys to be as men, as I have taught, but to be as mice!  Continually following your design and your will!  Do not grow furious and accusatory when the Lion teaches the lamb to be as The Lion when the Lion did say, ‘Thou wilt be displeased!’”

The scholars and the father were taken aback by the Lion’s blatant words and could only watch in shock as the Lion boldly departed, undeterred by their words.  And depart as well did all the young boys he had taught to follow THE authority on the matter, for they were as men, and the scholars were as mice.







THE RIGHT: THOUGHTS

 

OKAY, THIS ONE is going to be quite the challenge to read. It’s still a challenge for me to read, but I still like it. The work was essentially an experimentation in a dialectic form. Based on how the medieval Irish people used to speak, allegedly. I wrote it from the perspective of an Irish king being challenged by one of the locals who inhabits his kingdom during a session of judgements.

The narrator is an observer who thinks he’s speaking proper English, just like a lot of people, such as writers and movie makers, think that was precisely how medieval people spoke. I thought it would be fun to do. Besides, I’d already written three works near the tail end of the previous year that were fairly dour. Why not have a little fun with the artform?

As you can imagine, no magazines were interested in how crazy the piece is. It was the first work of 2000, meaning I wrote it within the first three months of the new year. But don’t ask me exactly when. I don’t remember.

Yup. Pretty quick and to the point. You’ll notice less of the Christian motif throughout the work. Yet, lions still make an appearance. Funny that. Well, that and letting God sort them all out.







THE RIGHT

Originally Written 2000 C.E.

Minor Edits 2025 C.E.

 

How much longer must I endure these insufferable mumblings of wretched peasants? The King asked o’ ‘imself whilst perched upon ‘is throne. ‘E looked down upon the miserable wretch beggin’ fer ‘is merchy. The poor soul ‘ad been up tae no good an’ now was brought afore the King tae be tried an’ judged fer ‘is meanderin’s untold.

“Adulterous swine! Thou art accused o’ betrayal tae the sacred precinct o’ marriage! And now ye grovel fer mercy at mine feet!? Away with this cur!”

An at that, the poor bastard was taken tae the pits tae be thrown tae the lions ‘e was. An, whilst I am thinking o’ it, I must confess that I won’ be relation’ this li’l recall in ol’ Brit I won’. I’s be recallin’ it in proper English-American, I will.

Now, where was I? Oh yeah! The silly sod ‘ad been tossed tae the lions an’ it was time fer the next judgin’. Now, the King ‘ad ‘ad a long day o’ judgin’ an’ tossin’ folks intae the lions’ den, an’ was down right groggy after such kingly tasks.  An’ now, ‘ere was some lass accused o’ the same thing as the last soul. Only this one were proud o’ ‘er l’il philanderin’s wit’ some local yolk an ‘er ‘usband weren’t tae pleased wit’ ‘er. An’ I am ‘opin’ I used that big word correctly! Anyways, she was brought afore the King fer ‘er, heh, trial.

“Miserable wretch! Thou art accused o’ adultery! In this kingdom, none are wont outside their proper spouses! What right ‘ave ye tae cause such strife!?”

“What right ‘ave I!?  What right ‘ave ye!?”

Now, the King were taken aback by the lass’ bold words an’ was might curious ‘e was. Yet, she just continued tae stare at ‘im defiantly, darin’ ‘im tae say somethin’ an’ anything at all. ‘E took a quick glance at ‘is viceroy ‘om only shrugged.

“What right ‘ave I? I ‘ave committed no adultery!”

“Nae, ye bloody sod!! Tae be judgin’ me! As if ye are free from sin! I know ye an yer deeds! Ye sit up on yet throne actin’ all high an’ mighty, passin’ judgment on yer peasant stock likes ye are all troubled an’ worn out!”

An’ at that, she spits on the floor afore the King whilst ‘e stares at ‘er wide eyed from unnerneat’ ‘is ‘elmet. ‘E ain’ never ‘ad anyone speak tae ‘im in such a fashion afore. So, out o’ perplexion, ‘e orders the lass thrown intae a cell ‘til ‘e feels like dealin’ wit’ ‘er. Then ‘e cancels all everyone else ‘e ‘as tae judge that day an’ goes tae ‘is quarters in deep and considerin’ thought.

What right ‘ave I? Indeed. The King spends the night awake an’ walks the halls o’ the castle ‘opin’ tae put some rationale tae what right ‘e ‘as tae judge anyone. ‘Is Viceroy keeps ‘im company ‘as he collects ‘is thoughts on the matter.

“Indeed. I ‘ave no right tae judge. I am but a man.”

“Sire, thou art King! An’ this wretch ‘as broken one o’ the commandments! Ye ‘ave every right.”

“Nae. The wretch is correct. I ‘ave no right tae judge.”

“Eh?”

“No man ‘as the right tae judge another man fer ‘e ‘as ‘is own actions tae be considered as well. I will surin’ meet mine maker an’ be ‘eld accountable fer mine sins.”

At that, the Viceroy cannot respond an’ so it is that the wretch is brought afore the King the next morn’. An’, jus’ as afore, she stares defiantly in the King’s face. ‘E looks ‘er dead on and most assuredly she’d a been afraid if’n ‘is ‘elmet were off then. ‘E speaks slowly enough fer ‘er tae unnerstan’ ‘im. Y’know, so’s there weren’t no confusion.

“Ye assessment on the eve afore was correct. Fer me, I ‘ave no place tae be judgin’ ye. If’n ye wish tae toss aside a decent marriage fer some miserable cur off the streets, so be it.”

Brief mummerin’s resonants throughout the massive court ‘all as no one can believe what the King ‘ad jus’ said. An’ the woman smiles an’ beams wit’ acceptance o’ what she perceives tae be a kingly apology.

“‘Owever. Being as how ye thrive about mine house, I figures, the ‘ell wit’ ye. Let God be thine judge. Toss ‘er tae the lions!!”

The woman’s eyes go wide in terror as she finds ‘erself being drug tae ‘er fate. An’ that’s the end o’ me tale. Get from it what ye wish, but I tell ye, some peoples jus’ don’ know when theys got it good.

 

The End.








THE ANGEL’S TEAR: THOUGHTS

 

MOVING THROUGH THESE fast, it would seem. Here is the first Simner story I wrote. Based on the Simner Comic Script, this one is rather lighter in tone. For the first part, then it starts getting darker towards the end of the work. And, hey, there’s actually real dialogue here! Groovular.

Tolkronieu (TŌ Chron Oh) Simner (Summer): The Angel’s Tear (The Chronicles of Simner: The Angel’s Tear) was meant to be the first work in a series of stories about the young elven woman. Regrettably, this and the original script are all I’ve ever done with the character (Save for using her as a character in a session of D and D once). Her last name is Calicdrow and she’s already been one of my favorite creations. I think maybe I’ve just been afraid to tell any more of her stories up until this point. I made up a lot of background history to her, but have since lost the material. Pretty much because all of my stuff in storage was sold while I was unemployed and couldn’t get caught up with the payments. The keep your stuff in storage and sell it off to ‘regain’ what they’ve lost. Which I just think is plain old theft, but what do I know?

I think I can remember enough of what I once wrote to put her narrative back together. But, since I’m a pantser now and listen to my characters, maybe I’ll start writing books about her and let her walk me through her stories. But that’s down the road.

Right now, this is essentially what the comic book was about. With the exception being that in the comic, we follow Simner as she’s hunting down an intruder to her lands. What we get in the comic are flashes of the tale being told next.

There’s also the fact that the comic was told through Simner’s perspective while the narrative here splits between her and her father to get the total initial story. It’s written kind of silly and has some tones of The Right in it, fantasy style stuff, but I think it still holds up.

What do you think?







TOLKRONIEU SIMNER: THE ANGEL’S TEAR

Originally Written 2000 C.E.

Minor Edits 2025 C.E.

 

Somewhere, in the deepest catacombs of time, there exists a place unparalleled in beauty. At the very core of this world, lies in wait a city-nation. It is an elaborate city, decorated in the finest of wares from every scape of reality and fiction. Yet, it exists with quaint simplicity. The town itself thrives in coordination with nature. Nature’s abundant greenery grows and supports the city’s landscape. It is what man has sought out for millennia: Utopia.

Utopia, of course, is not this nation’s name but rather its description. Its name has been lost in the transcripts of time. Yet, the elders remember. While the common folk that inhabit the land pay it no heed that they have never heard their city’s name.

Nedric Calicdrow is one such common man who knows not the varied truths. But, were you to ask him, he would not care. Nedric is this nation’s chosen warrior. He is an Elf of the highest stature and caretaker to those in need. It is a fine day of delight as Nedric makes his way up the steps of the mountainside rise of the monastery. Within its holy halls, waits his friend and closest confidant, Gothic.

“Greetings, my short-eared fellow!”

“Ah, hail, fellow Nedric! Tis a marvelous day for this scout.”

“Aye.”

Brief salutations having been exchanged, the two elven men make their way back down the forested ridge and to the fields on the city outskirts. It is a short walk for the two as they reach the first meadow of the expansive fields. They stop short of entering the meadow and look out towards its center to see a young girl playing. Nedric smiles and walks a short distance before yelling out the girl’s name.

“Simner!”

Excited, the girl jumps to her feet and looks in the voice’s direction. There she sees her father motioning with his right arm for her to come to him. Simner finishes gathering the flowers she had been collecting and rushes in Nedric’s direction. It doesn’t take the five-year-old long to reach her father.

“You mind your mother while we are away. Gothic and I shall return by nightfall.”

Simner leaps into her father’s arms and grabs him in a deep embrace. Then she looks him in the eyes and holds out her hand full of wildflowers.

“Ok. Here, daddy. Got you these.”

Nedric takes the gift and takes a whiff of the sweet pollen. He can tell that this year’s harvest will be plentiful. He smiles at the girl in his arms.

“They’re beautiful, Simner! Thank you. Now run along home. We will return afore long.”

With a kiss upon Simner’s brow, Nedric sets her down to the ground and watches her make her way back up the hillside towards their home along the ridge’s edge. Then he and Gothic hurry themselves off in the opposite direction. Their destination lying at the river’s bank some distance away.

 

***

 

“...So it was some time afore Crhin regained his composure!”

Gothic relates the final bit of his tale of an earlier meeting with a fellow priest. Both he and Nedric press further down a barely trodden trail overgrown with varied specimens of the local greenery. Nedric pushes aside a large fern that blocks his progression and holds it long enough for Gothic to proceed past him. After such he follows behind the priest.

“Sounds to me as if Crhin is quite verily well losing his noggin. All the fellow speaks of anymore are wars and devils.”

Nedric speaks with a smile and a slight laugh. He and Gothic had been friends since childhood, and both were more than well acquainted with Crhin. So it was no surprise to Nedric that the man was verbally abusing the townsfolk again. Even so, the two men resolved to put the fellow in his place. However, such pleasantries would have to wait until after their current mission was fulfilled. This of which consisted of the mandatory testing of the waters.

As of late, quite a few of the locals were falling ill of some undetermined reasoning. And as Nedric was the village warrior, so it too was that he would accompany Gothic to the riverfront. It wouldn’t be until several hours later that they would finally arrive at the riverfront. And being such a long trek, more than enough time to vent about local madmen.

“I am thinking this particular walk is partaking a much longer avenue than usual.”

“Aye, Nedric. Tis unusual growth in the vegetation as well.”

“Mayhaps the water is bad?”

Gothic looks to Nedric with a curious expression. And weighs carefully his reply.

“Let us hope not. It will be a long enough day as it is without beholding the awareness of contaminated waters.”

Nedric merely nods in agreement as the two reach the riverfront. It is nearly dusk as they begin setting up their gear to test the waters. Gothic pulls from his heavy coat a corked flask and opens it. He proceeds to gather a sample of water and recorks the bottle. Just beyond him, Nedric sniffs the air and perks his pointed ears. Gothic regards him for a moment.

“Doth thou sense some anomaly?”

“Nay, Gothic. Yet...the air seems a bit foul. And, listen...”

“Eh? I hear nothing.”

“Precisely.”

Gothic quirks his left brow in contemplation and hurries his gathering. Instruments of a scientific function accept the flask into their workings. Gothic then reseals the instruments and preps them for the walk back to the village for final analysis.

“Strange the motion of the front this night.”

“How so?”

Nedric asks of Gothic carefully regarding his old friend. Gothic returns the look.

“Need you ask? It was you who brought it afore us. Tis not right that the riverfront should be so still.”

“Aye...it is as if life is...hiding.”

“In more ways than one. The river itself is stilled. Notice you not?”

“The bubbling creeks, I have. Yet, I would assume the undertow...”

Gothic confirms his fears. He shakes his head in the gesture of a ‘no’, prompting Nedric to frown. The undercurrents of the river have ceased. This would imply that the source of the river is dammed.

“We should investigate the source on the morrow. For now, let us return to the village. The air is much in chill this eve.”

With no arguments from Gothic, both men proceed back to the village. During the trek, Nedric feels an uncomfortable surge flow through him. Gothic takes note of his tensing.

“What is it that perturbs you, my friend?”

“A chill in the wind.”

There is a tone to Nedric’s voice that implies far more than a simple blowing of the wind. Gothic recognizes it. And turns to view the surrounding forestry with Nedric. They stand for moments. Unsatisfied, both men reluctantly proceed back to the village. They know that they will determine the source of the chill soon enough.

 

***

 

Simner patiently stares out the window, awaiting her father’s return home. A short distance behind the young girl, comes the skittle of her mother’s feet as the woman readies the dinner table. The woman views her daughter looking out into the darkness.

“Come now, Simner, your father will be home soon.”

Simner looks at her mother briefly, and takes note of her smile. She knows her mother is right. Yet, an unusual tingly sensation had been nagging Simner all throughout the day. Her brows furrow tensely as she tries to determine the meaning behind the nervousness.

Tiny ears perk at the rustling of leaves just beyond sight of the hillside homestead. Then, Simner sees her father approaching the entrance to the house. She rushes to greet him as he enters.

“Ach, Simner. You act as if I might never come home again!”

Simner merely looks at her father tenderly. And he brushes his nose against hers, then sets her back down to the ground.

“I see it is time to dine!”

“Aye, love. It takes you long enough to find your way home. What...didst thou and Goth fall in trance with Echo?”

Simner watches as her father and mother share a short embrace. She notices that her father is whispering something into her mother’s ear. Then he moves away and makes his response to his wife’s jest.

“Heh. Funny, my dear.”

The family takes their places at the table to eat. Nedric begins to relate what he and Gothic had discovered at the riverfront. He, however, leaves out of the relation the discomfort he felt on the hike back to the village. All the while, Simner transfixes her stare to the window, and the darkness beyond.
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