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FORWARD
Dear Reader,
Welcome to the fifth edition of THE VAULT, our very own literary magazine. This year, our magazine theme was, “On the Same Page”. We
wanted to show that everyone at Barker was here together. Well, until
the quarantine, that is. But just because we aren’t in the same building
doesn’t mean we aren’t together. We’re all going through this quarantine together. We’re all learning from our homes together. And for
LitMag members, we’re still all creating, drawing, and writing together.
So now, more than ever, we are on the same page.
On behalf of everyone who helped to bring this magazine together,
we hope you enjoy this year’s digital edition of THE VAULT, full of
clever writers, amazing artists, and more.
-LitMag Editors
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THE NEW NORMAL
By Julia Sun

Normal. What is it anymore? Today, it's
almost as if the world is at a standstill. Kind of
like if everything had stopped and taken a
pause. The cause of it all. The thing that started this worldwide halt. The coronavirus. Even
the name brings me shivers. Not knowing exactly when it all started and not being able to
tell when it will all stop is certainly frightening
to the core. But it is what it is. The days must
go on. Everyone has been adjusting to this
new environment. An environment in which we
have never seen before. An environment we
have yet to adapt to. But enough of that, let's
get into a day in my life.

I miss my friends though. I try to
facetime and text them every day, to keep in
touch with them. In all the years I have known
them we have always been there for each other and we are not going to let a virus stop us
from talking to one another. Even if teachers
thought that we talked way too much to begin
with.
Yes, things are different now. But that
doesn’t mean everything has to stop. Our lives
continue to be lived. Our days passed. And our
hours used for moiling over schoolwork. But I
know this will end soon. The discovery of a

I was never a morning person. Let’s just vaccine will be made, everyone will go about
get that fact out of the way. When I found out their day like they once had, and things will all
that I could wake up at 8 I was relieved. I
go back to “normal.
mean, waking up at the crack of dawn isn't exactly easy you know? It takes a skill to get up
that early in the morning—a skill I definitely
was not given. So that puts into perspective
just how delighted I was when I could finally
wake up “late” and not miss the bus (for once).
The rest of my day is pretty chill. Everything that I would usually do at school I do at
home, just online. Classes on zoom are quite
different then the real ones though, that’s for
sure. The majority of kids don’t even open
their camera. They could be watching Netflix
on their tv for all I know.
Workloads are much smaller now.
Making the days longer. I have more “me
time.” I can play piano at home instead of going to band. I can eat a snack instead of going
to enrichment. Heck, I could take a nap if I felt
like it (that is only if I get all my work done
first, no naps until my work is done).
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KEEPING TIME
By Harper Wilkens
The old barn shifted in the wind. It had stood
there countless years, long before the Shadows
came for the clocks and pocket watches and anything else that marked passing Time. Now, of course,
there was no Time in the village. Hours turned into
days turned into weeks and months and years, and
all the villagers knew was that the sun rose in the
morning and sank into the horizon at night. Somewhere nearby, an animal rustled in the underbrush.
Clouds raced across the sky, invisible in the moonless night. A faint tick, tock, tick, tock, tick, tock could
be heard from within the barn. All was still. Then two
figures stole across the grass. Whispers filled the air.
"I know you’re there. Come out, come out...”
“Don’t be so loud. They’re watching us right
now, they’re right there, they can hear us...”

a single bullet or slash of a blade. They were more
than human, more than life and death and blood
and feeling. They were darkness. They were thunder
and lightning. And they would stand until the humans knew their rightful place--below the Shadows.
The man entered the barn.
“Come on, come on.” He looked around the
dark building. He couldn’t sense the Shadows hiding, watching, around him. Tick, tock, tick, tock. The
ticking of one hundred stolen clocks and pocket
watches echoed around the barn. Slowly, he circled,
eyeing the walls like he was afraid they might dare
to jump out onto him. His foot hit a sudden dip in
the floor, and he stumbled, barely catching himself.
The Shadows could see he was growing impatient,
soon to turn wary and unsure.

“Did you hear that? Did you hear that? Just
go in the barn. It’s not that hard...”

Tick, tock, tick, tock. Some of the Shadows
moved closer in excitement, rustling the leaves on
the ground. The moment was drawing near. Soon,
One of the men moved closer to the barn. He soon...but not yet. The man turned. “Who’s there?”
pulled open the door and slipped inside. For hours,
Now! The Shadows sprung from all sides of
his companion waited outside. The man never came.
the barn. The man screamed in terror and tried to
...
run. It was too late.
Inside the barn, the Shadows gathered. It had
been many moons since someone had last entered
the barn. The foolish mistakes they had made last
time, in haste to defeat, to conquer someone at last,
would not be repeated. They had sprung too soon,
too impatient to wait, to toy with their victim, to wait
for the moment when their prey thought he had
won. He had gotten away—the loss still stung, as
though it had been yesterday, and not years before,
that it had happened.

...
Years later, all but one Shadow had moved
on from the barn, either dead or seeking a better life
out in the world. His flame, too, was dwindling, but
he did not feel that his purpose had yet been fulfilled. Most of all, he felt hunger, a gnawing hunger
for something that would accomplish what he had
been waiting to accomplish, a hunger that went
deep into his bones and filled his body with a great
ache.

They knew both men had come for the same
reason: capture the Shadows and bring back Time. It
Wait. He tensed. He felt something. Somewas almost amusing how they could not learn,
thing near. Something approaching. Something that
would not learn. The Shadows were not put down by would quench his burning desire, something that

would allow him to finally defeat the one thing that
had kept him from giving in to death. The Light. The
Shadow’s pulse quickened. Tick tock, tick, tock. There
would be a fight tonight. And he would ensure that he
would be the one standing triumphant in the end.

floor, the Shadow, along with the clocks and pocket

watches and any hope that Time could be brought
back, vanished. An owl hooted. The stars winked. And
all was still.

...
The Light moved with purpose, her body casting an eerie shadow on the moonlit ground. Her
breath caught when the old barn came into sight. Inside lay her nemesis, her villain to defeat, her final step
to accomplish before becoming a hero. Inside lay the
speck of darkness in her pure heart, the subject of her
constant hate and fury for too many years to count.
The Light was young, her path not yet decided. The
most important battle of her life would be fought tonight. Whether or not she was victorious at the conclusion of the fight would determine where she was
meant to stand, if she was meant to be a champion or
one who tried to vanquish a foe and failed. Tonight
could be the night that Time began again. Tonight
would change everything.

She entered the barn. She could feel that the
Shadow was there, feel that he was watching her. Now
was the moment of decision. Should she strike first,
the hero, or let the Shadow begin the fight? If she
knew all was lost, should she run? Or stand her
ground, knowing she would be pushed to the floor?
The Shadow made the decision for her. He lunged at
her, going for her weak spots. He knew her weaknesses, had known them for years. After all, this was what
everything in his life had been leading up to. Tick, tock,
tick, tock. Under the cover of night, the Light and the
Shadow battled.
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...
Thunder roared. Rain pounded on the roof of
the barn. Lightning flashed, illuminating the barn’s interior. The Light lay defeated on the ground, blood
gushing from a wound on her head and pooling on
the ground. The Shadow stood over her, victorious.
Tick, tock, tick, tock. All at once, the clocks and pocket
watches stashed around the barn struck midnight. And
with one last gleeful look toward the Light on the
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HUMAN
By Julia Sun
What does it mean to be human? Have you
ever really thought about it? I certainly haven’t. But
it’s one of those questions that makes your brain start
to churn. We spend every day of our lives on this
earth knowing that we are humans, but what exactly
does being human mean?

I asked several people this question. And
whenever I did, they would always respond with,
“Well I don’t know.” The fact of the matter is, many
people don’t know what it means to be human right
away. But when presented the question they start to
think about it a bit deeper. When I was asked this
question, it took me quite a while to respond.

your brain. To be on the top of the food chain and to
be the smartest animal. To be innovative and push
everything one step further. To be the best person we
can be and still strive to be more. We all want to
make the world a better place for everyone after us
and I know that you must have heard that a million
times by now but it's true, we do. So everyday us as
humans moil to do better and be better. That’s what
it means to be human.

Being a human to me means all this and much
more. A key point of being human is making mistakes
because we all have our flaws, and no one is
“perfect”, but to also be human means learning from
those mistakes and becoming better. There is probaTo be human means to respect one another
bly a reason why natural selection has had us around
and to understand each other on an intellectual level. for all these years and has not decided to wipe us all
To know why each and every one of us were put on
out already. I think that reason would be because us
this earth and to do what purpose. To have good
humans are just too smart. Like I said, we learn from
morals and not be mean. To understand what other
our mistakes and the mistakes of others and that
people are going through and try to help them
makes us better, so if that were to be put in the conthrough it because it is a community of tightly woven text of us defending ourselves for survival then I'm
people we live with called a society in which everyone pretty sure that we would always come out on top.
has each other's backs. To look out for one another
We are on the top of the food chain after all.

and not be selfish. To connect with others on a deeper level than just words. To love and be loved. To be
civilized. To go beyond the means of what other
specimens could ever dream to achieve, like going to
the moon and maybe one day, going to mars. To exceed limits. And of course, to eat, sleep, breathe, and
do stuff, you know? To just be us, unique and different, because being those things makes us special.
That’s what separates us from everyone else like penguins and turtles (even though they are pretty cool
too). To try and change this earth for the better and
to leave a mark because life is just too short for us to
waste it. You want to die knowing you had no regrets
and every second was lived to the fullest. You want to
die knowing that you did all that you could've during
your time on this earth. To make mistakes and to
learn from them, time and time again. To learn from
others and store that infinite amount of knowledge in

I also mentioned how we are all unique and
different. You might think, “Well, being unique and
different would separate us all wouldn't it” and my
answer would be the exact opposite of that. Because,
being unique and different brings us all together. Diversity is what makes us all connect with each other.
At the end of day, we will always know how even
though our differences make us unique we all are
just, people. Understanding how we all have differences from one another can give us a sense of almost
a bond. We feel like we can relate with one another.
We also can sometimes just feel like one big family,
and too be truthful, we really are just one big family
in some ways.
Living your life to the fullest. Well, what does
that mean exactly? It means not wasting a second.

There will come a time when you’re on death's door
and you’re looking back on your whole life and if you
feel truly satisfied and you know that you did all you
could with the time you were given then you will die
knowing that you had a life well lived. Some people
had their lives taken away too soon and that’s why we
must live everyday not taking the next for granted,
because things change.

further and raising the bar, helping to advance the
human race as a whole. Creating and paving the path
for future generations to come, and to be the best us.
We all want to depart this earth knowing that we
made a difference and that’s all that matters.

Especially now (May 15, 2020) in a time where
a virus is wiping out so much of the world population.
We as a humans must find a way to solve this. In my
opinion (so please don’t be offended) humans usually
start the mess. By mess I mean global warming and
things being destroyed because of wars (and other
things along those lines). But when a mess is started
it needs to be cleaned up of course, and I feel that if
the humans started this whole mess then it should be
our job to clean it up. We are extremely smart creatures and I know for a fact that we can overcome this
thing. But enough about that, learning from mistakes
is just a part of what really makes us human.

Being human isn't all about being the best
because in many ways we certainly aren't “the best”.
Like I said in my response being human means to
love and be loved because love is the strongest attraction you could ever feel in my opinion. When I
grow up, I want to live my life loving every second I
have. I also would want to love what I do as a job because why would I work if I didn’t love what I was
working for? We want to wake up ready to be better
than you were yesterday and the day before that. We
as a human society want to innovate for the greater
good not just for ourselves. We have learned to not
be greedy and to not be selfish. We have learned
over the years to love and care for one another. To
help those in a troubling time and to help others out
of a dark place they might be facing in their life.

When confronted with a challenge, we will
always want to find a way to solve it. People many
years ago thought that it was impossible to go to the
moon. But, look what happened in 1969, we did just
that. We as humans have a way of doing the unimaginable and succeeding. When we said, “Let's go to the
moon.” others must've been, “That's outrageous! How
on earth are you supposed to do that? Are you out of
your mind?” but hey, we did it anyways! We take
risks, because a life lived without taking risks is just a
life lived pointlessly. Keep in mind that good risks are
just amazing opportunities in disguise.

You must love the life you were given and to
hold it near and dear to your heart and enjoy all that
it gives you. I can’t just straight up tell you what it
means to be human because I honestly have no idea.
Being human means something different for everyone and it's important to understand that. Everyone
was put on this earth for a purpose and you just have
to find yours. That’s why the answer to, “What does it
mean to be human?” is different for everybody. Just
live your life and don’t look back. Have no regrets.
Find your purpose and adore every second you have
because, life is just too short.

Everyone dies. It’s just a fact. I don’t like to
think about it often, but it is what it is. You must understand how one day you will die, and you'll be on
your death bed thinking about how your whole life
unfolded. My goal is to be there and to not take a
single thing back. To have no regrets. When you leave
this earth, you want to know that you left with your
purpose fulfilled and your mark left, never forgotten.
You want to be remembered for all your amazing
contributions to this world. We were born to be innovators, taking yesterday's phenomenon's one step
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LESSONS FROM QUARANTINE
By Kendall Smith
Disclaimer: Some of these I learned – others are
just funny ideas. This is NOT advice for a successful quarantine lifestyle.
1. You need better WiFi.
2. Unmute before speaking.
3. If you ate all the Nutella your mom bought, it’s
her fault, not yours.
4. It is not binge watching if you are on your
phone the whole time.
5. Pushups are much easier if you lay on your
back.
6. You can wear your PJs all day and only your
family will know.
7. Cereal is not just for breakfast.
8. Always say, “I like the boyfriend.” (type
“Cuomo I like the boyfriend” into your web
browser)
9. Your mom talks really loudly on the
phone.
10. Blueberry muffins count as fruit.
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ALL THAT’S LEFT
By Thehara Ubayawardena

Twilit skies soared over the forest
Clouds tinted coral pinks and slate blues
Others a remorseful gray- oh so bleak
As dusk reflected its kaleidoscopic hues
Down on the leaf-strewn creek
And of the waterfall, are those silky white waters
Looking of a smooth wedding gown
Just like those of my now-gone daughters
But away from the streaks of red and brown
If you follow the wind’s haunted tune
Art by Harper Wilkens

Past each grave- even my dead spouse
Soon, you’ll near the dark lagoon
And closer- inside the cobwebbed house
You will find me and my lifeless hull

Sitting still and stiffly upright
My rotting skin and hollow skull
Is all that’s left from that dreadful Hallow’s Eve night

TRUTH OF THE STARS
By Thehara Ubayawardena
Flurries of snow danced
through the dark blue skies. The
stars were invisible from the graywhite clouds and the village lights
spread throughout. Soft jingles
drifted out from the village center.
The snow was a thick blanket of glistening miracles and a
promise of death covering the village. Along with the people, the
trees shivered in the wind. Forests
of pines with frost-covered needles
towered over the village, casting
dark shadows. The moon failed to
shine through the clouds, dulling
every glimmer of light, every glimmer of hope.
Each winter night, every
lurking shadow, brought unwariness to the village. They hid when
the moon did, and every light was
diminished till the village seemed
to be a quiet, abandoned ruin.
But today, all that racked
my mind was the smell of charring
wood and the image of the flames
tackling my home to the ground till
it’d be nothing but ashes.
I was hidden in the darkness
of the night and forests. Snowflakes
clung to the wool of my sweater.
They floated down slowly, in a lazy
manner, taunting me.
My feet skidded across the
iced, undefined paths. My hair flew
behind me. I was unsure of where
the rest of the village had run to or

perhaps hidden as they always did. mia seized my heart.
The flames towered higher than the
Wrapping myself with my
trees.
arms, I trudged through the snow.
I slid across the ice, manag- Shadows of trees and figures were
ing to catch myself on the snowcast over me. The crackle of fire
bank. I gathered myself and
and burning wood was near. The
crouched behind a tree. The ogres ogres were here. They smelled the
wouldn’t find me. Not this time.
blood dripping from my palm and
my near-frozen flesh. They knew
Not any time.
my fear itself would stop my own
They had come to our vilheart, and I was only a few meters
lage for the first time in years, with away. They trudged loudly through
torches and dragons chained with the snow, overwhelming every livharnesses. They came with an ining creature with terror, so much
tent that none of us knew of or
that they might drop dead at the
dared to find out. If half of my kind sight of the terrible creatures. I
remained alive, we’d surely all be
skidded across the ice once again.
dead in the next hour or so. The
My shoes were loud, but my
chained dragons let out bloodbreathing was louder and shakier.
curdling cries, and flames spiraled
I stopped running, grabbing
into the night sky.
onto a tree to stop myself. I could
I had only myself and the
hear an unintelligent grunt behind
snow. The stars smiled upon me
me.
weakly, laughing at the true fate
that I denied myself. Wisps of tenThe ogres.
der clouds floating high and careI whirled around. He was
free hid the stars from me.
covered in deerskin cloth, and his
The coldness of the snow
boots were made of hard leather.
and ice crept up my already frost- One of his arms were wrapped in
bitten fingers. I shivered, shaking
cobwebs and bleeding red. His
violently. I had to move, but my
eyes held no sympathy and his eyelimbs were stiff like the ice had fro- brows furrowed. The face of the
ogre contorted, and the narrow
zen them in thick sheets.
nostrils of his wide nose flared.
Clutching the bark of the
Black lips defined dried blood that
tree, I forced myself to stand up.
widened into a snarl, where large
For all I cared, blood may have
canines stuck out. His arms were
been drawn. Perhaps the lack of it covered with hair and moss. His
would kill me before the hypother- ears were more like small horns.

Stubby fingers held an axe. In his
other hand he held a torch.

few steps, and the axe would be
within my reach. Within my grasp.
The stars would frown upon their
He lowered his axe and
wrong guesses about me, and stay
bent down, creeping towards me. If hidden behind the clouds.
I flinched, I’d be dead in a moment.
My head turned around
He remained only inches
sharply. I spun around on my heel.
away, simply staring at me blankly. The axe was at the foot of a tree.
I let my arms hang loosely at my
But in that moment of tersides, and my shoulders relax.
ror, his fingers clamped on my arm.
A roar escaped from his
The force pulled me back abruptly.
mouth and the axe flew at me like a
bullet. I fell over from the force of
I had to pull away- I tried,
it. Blood trickled down my shirt,
but I collapsed in the snow, still in
sending cold chills down my spine. the beast’s wretched grasp. I tried
I scrambled into the forest. The
to scream, but my voice faltered. I
ogre roared again and chased after wanted to summon the axe to my
me. I ducked and pushed through hand, but I was not magic, and neithe snow and under a thicket of
ther was the weapon.
brambles.
I was mortal, and the stars
I ran in wavy lines, hoping
knew it.
to lose the ogre behind me. He reThe ogre yanked me back
trieved his axe before crashing
harshly. Bits of dirt and rock poking
through the thorns after me. The
out of the snow clawed at me. He
twigs stuck to his arms and legs.
threw me down at the ground. I
My shadow fell before me, backed away, up against a tree.
growing larger the nearer the ogre
Once again, fire spiraled
came to me. His huffing grew louder, and soon I tripped over a large into the sky. A large winged creatree root sticking out of the snow. ture took to the sky, glowing red
and screeching.
I rolled over onto my back,
It had escaped. Unchained.
reaching for the tree for support,
Unharnessed. Gone.
so I could stand. The ogre’s black
eyes swallowed the last bit of my
It was free.
weak confidence.
The axe whizzed over my
head.
The ogre’s shoulders
drooped. He breathed loudly, eyes
fixated on me.
I took a step back. Only a

And it was angry.
The ogre looked up in
astonishment. The other groups of
ogres that were scouring the land
for more of my kind stopped their
searches and yelled about. Their
screams were soon diminished by

the crackling of fire.

The ogre in front of me
gasped. He threw his torch to the
snow and stomped on it, putting
the flame out. The dragon wouldn’t
find him.
I ran a hand through my
hair, and shivered to see the red
liquid dripping on my palm.
I scrambled away from the
ogre, who let out a roar. The axe
was almost covered by the heavy
snow that fell. Crashing to the
ground, I gripped the leathercovered handle. Once again, I
rolled onto my back.
A star peeked out from the
clouds, only to hide once again at
the sight of the axe in my hand.
The axe weighed my arm
down. The ogre stayed back, holding nothing but a half-burnt stick.
I backed away, still holding
the axe out in front of me.
After making it a few meters
away, the ogre started to approach
me.
I bolted.
Somehow, I managed to
drag the axe along with me.
I soon reached a large, cobblestone wall. It was one I was familiar with. The wall ran along the
entire village- or at least its remains. Every couple meters, a metal
ladder would serve as an entrance.
I climbed one-handed.
The ogre raged. He

grabbed the ladder and ripped it off the wall. My arms
flailed and reached for the top part of the cobblestone
wall, but all the cracks were filled with ice. I flung myself
off of the ladder.
The axe fell to the bottom. Afraid the ogre
would throw the axe at me, I thrusted myself off the
cobblestone wall, into the village.
I landed in the backyard of an unrecognizable
pile of ashes. The snow softened my fall but stole the
last of my warmth. The village was empty of both people and ogres.
The ogre roared from behind the wall. The ladder wouldn’t support his weight. He’d have to run
around the entire village just to find the gated
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entrance, which the other ogres may have
locked to keep my kind from getting back in.
I tilted my head against the wall. The stars were
right. I denied myself a promised fate of death. I sighed.
But the ogres would die someday too. So would
the stars and so would I.
Today I would live, till finally, the truth of the
stars would be true.
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GLASSES
By Julia Sun
er paid attention to my eyes not being “normal”
though. I remember how I always had to move my
“E, f, p, j, no g, um ummm...” I sighed. Defeat- seat closer up to the smartboard in order to read it. I
ed.
remember being at assemblies and not being able
to see the people on the stage since it was just so
“Anything else? Try for me,” he pressed.
blurry. I remember going outside during recess and
not being able to see my friends clearly.
“I can’t. I really don’t know,” I frowned. My
spirit sank down to the soles of my shoes.
“Try them on” my eye doctor insisted.
“Tell me what you see,” the eye doctor said.

He scribbled down some notes on his yellow
pad of papers. Oh no, is something wrong? I awkwardly shifted my weight from side to side causing
the stool to wobble. I could already feel my heart
racing a mile a minute. Bum bu bum bu bum. Fearing what may lie ahead of me I still tried to relax and
stay calm. Will I have to wear glasses? For the rest of
my life? What is going to happen? Little did I know
that this was going somewhere that would change
my life for the better.
To my surprise he swung a huge piece of
hunky metal in front of my face and asked me to
look inside of the two metal lenses bulging out of
this contraption. It was ginormous, monstrous in
fact. I was skeptical at first. Not sure what I would
see inside. I felt like I was in something straight out
of a sci-fi film. Me being only a little kid the thing
was way too oversized for me.
After the consultation my eye doctor handed
me my first pair of glasses. I have had them ever
since, black rimmed slightly tinted pink, glasses.
When I first got them, I thought to myself, Glasses?
Mom, I don’t want glasses, my eyes can see perfectly fine on their own! My mom refused countless
times and told me that a pair of glasses would be
good for me.

Reluctantly, I put them on. The world unfolded. New horizons opened. My first initial thought
was, Was the world always like this? Or was I always
just so tuned out? But even though I thought glasses were so great and amazing and all that, I would
refuse to wear them to school. When my mom
would ask me why I always just said, “Because, I
don’t want to wear them.” In turn she would tell me
that the glasses would do me a favor and make me
see things clearer. I always knew that she was right,
but I thought that if I wore glasses people would
think that I was weird or a nerd or something stupid
like that.
Fast forward a couple of years. I’m in 7th
grade now and I wear glasses pretty much every
day. Where it be at school or at home. Glasses
changed my view on the world and how I see things.
Metaphorically and literally.
Glasses really did change my life for the better even if I didn’t know that then, I know that now. I
eventually overcame my fear of wearing glasses during class, though having a fear of that in the first
place was unneeded.

Let’s just say that little things, getting glasses
being one of them, can change your perspective on
how you see things. So, the next time I put on my
I've always kind of known that there was
glasses and every other time after that, I'll experisomething wrong with my eyes. I could never really ence the world shift again. I'll see my surroundings
see the whiteboard in class. In fact, everything
differently as I once did many years before. Behind
around me always seemed to be a bit “fuzzy”. I nev- the two glass lenses.

GLASS EYE
By Emily Yu

This would be my temporary home.
This was my first step to start my career as an
artist, where I would rest after my long classes. I didn’t want to live in a dorm. I wanted
to have a quiet environment to work on my
art. This wonderful elderly lady Ms. San allowed me to stay at her dwelling. I stared at
the humble two-story house. Something didn’t feel right, I brushed it off, it was probably
just nerves. I rang the doorbell, and the women greeted me. Her left eye never moved and
bulged out like the eyes of a frog. It was a different shade of green then her right eye. She
must have a glass eye, it made her look a
bit...strange.

I smiled and nodded and started unpacking my belongings.

I walked in; the house smelled of bitter
almonds. “Here is your room!” she smiled as
she gestured towards a twin bed and a petite
desk. The sheets were a warm shade of green.
My mind thought of the glass eye. I shuddered and pushed the thought away. This lady was willing to give me a place to live for
free.

I screamed in terror as I woke up. The
woman was already beside me. “Dear me, did
you have a nightmare? Let me fix you some
tea. That shall soothe you.” She comforted
me. I couldn’t make out the face of the woman in my dream. Who was it? Ms. San came
back
into
my

I started wondering. I felt uneasy, what
could be in the cellar? I didn’t want to invade
the women’s personal space. She could kick
me out of her house! I fell asleep.
I had a terrible nightmare. I dreamed
of an old woman, allowing people to stay in
her home. The woman looked familiar. She
looked so familiar, I shuddered. She poisoned
all her suspects and ripped out their eyes. She
put them into supermarket sized containers
and locked them in her basement.

“I’m so glad to have a guest in my
home! I just want to you to stay out of the
basement. I am working on something important there, and I would appreciate it if you
would stay out. You are so lucky to have two
working eyes. Do you have spectacles?” She
asked.
“No, not yet. I need good eyes for
sketching!” I answered.
“Oh good! Take good care of those
eyes!”
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MEMORIES THAT HAD
ONCE BEEN
By Thehara Ubayawardena

Stormy clouds darken the skies

Haunting shadows loom over us at
night
Empty souls wave us goodbyes
Without a single word or sign
Old laughs turn to new cries
At the memories that had once been

Framed photos turn into sighs
Along with our long forgotten sins
But a small beacon of hope
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Still lay within us all
Masked with tears and mope
To once again see
Those who disappeared
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