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The Shine in the North 
By: Oskar Fyrberg 
As the snow falls,  
and the wind flourishes.  
The sun never rides  
The ridges in winter 
As a bear has slept  
In a slumber of Snow. 
The songbirds sing in  
The grays of the peaks,  
Just like the river runs 
Riveting the land. 
That we now live in today.  
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Twelve 

By Luke Borchers 

 

David sits still, staring down at the recently wiped wooden dinner table. Rows of candles on op-

posite sides, matching the number and position of chairs. At the other end rests a grandfather clock, 
placed even and symmetrically to the room. 

He does not move, does not flinch. His eyes piercing the faint reflection of himself in the 
glass on the clock. 

Seasoned chicken dinner readied long ago rests below him. Time passes faster than he can 
count, yet the chime has not rung. No steam emits from the sweet potato, nor does his drink still 
wield ice, the glass rids itself of the last drops of condensation onto his velvet dinner mat. 

“What have I done?” He lets out, breaking the long silence. 
The room keeps its unnatural orange hue, and the candles are beginning to die out. Large 

puddles of ever-solidifying wax collect below the metal holders' basin. 
“I just bought those.” 

David remains idle. Breathing shallowly to not showcase movement. 
The window to his far right vigorously shakes, and a scream of wind whips by, as if it is trying 

to break in. The frame enhances the sound of the window panes shaking, almost like knocking on a 
door, similar in pattern and volume. 

Never turning an eye he keeps his eyes on the clock. Letting the gold chime swing back and 
forth, the hands slowly move position to point straight up. 

One minute. 
The candles are yet to burn full away, but one gives up, dying out followed by smoke. 
Fifty seconds. 
A flash of blue awakens outside, and roaring skies yell to the earth soon after. The window 

rattles harder as if it’s going to shatter, the winds that shriek can no longer heard. 
Thirty seconds. 
Another candle lives its last breath, this time the wick smoke seems to travel in a direction 

rather than dispersing straight upward, as if forcing it to fade rather than a natural occurrence. 

Ten seconds. 
The wind begins to halt, stopping its attempt at breaking in. David’s eyes follow the clock's 

hands. It strikes. 
The chime finally rings out, a deep ominous reverberating sound. Followed by two more, and 

in an instant the candles all die out. 
The third chime rings. 
Sweat beads down the side of David’s face. He can hear it, crawling. The clock cannot drown 

it out. 
The fourth and fifth chimes ring. 
He knew it was a bad idea. The deal. The decision. Was it worth it? Was seeking revenge at 

the risk of an inhuman cost what he lived for? 

Six. Halfway through the sound. 
A bellow sounds from behind, followed by soggy sluggish footsteps, bending the wooden 

floors below it. Its breathing is rough and humid, David can feel it getting ever closer to the back of 
his neck. 

Seven continues to eleven. 
The final two steps finalize the creature's position. 
The twelfth chime finally rings. David clenches, sealing his eyes shut. 
“Don’t move.” He says to himself. It is the last thought to cross his mind. 
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Mad 

By Luke Borchers 

 

Writing this is my last ditch effort to warn the folks of Milledgeville Georgia, to never turn one's 

face upon the Buford Farmhouse. My tongue has been stolen from me, and my emotions are drain-
ing. Soon I will be nothing, taken by a loss of mentality and stability. What I am to say is facinorous, 
never thought possible. 

The corn. 
It is in the corn! 
Curiosity is the husk of the soul, a fragile machine to be beaten and repaired by natural caus-

es. But it always answers what we want. Answers we receive. Answers we regret. 
It keeps coming and telling me truths. Secrets no one could ever bear to hear, for if I were to 

write it, I fear they will come for those who read this. Managing myself even to note what echoes 
across my mind. The temporal form before I ascend to deeper heights. 

I heard it, scrambling, tearing its way through the fertile soils. The mass spread of corn that 
coats the land shrouds the fiends in darkness. It takes the appearance of many but calls itself a sin-
gular thing, beckoning, and persuading with patterns that take the appearance of blurry clouds. In-
festing your vision, radiating in your mind. 

Help! Help. 
Help… 

I’m calling with no answer, calling with no audible notification. They will never save me. They 
can’t find me now, there is no one to. Even when I live on, changed and new, there will be no one to 
pull me away. I call upon salvation with no one to grant it. 

Madness has overtaken me. Even if they do reply, I will not hear them, and I cannot respond. 
The door. Oak. 
Deep knocking shakes the wood. 
It's calling, words of blasphemy split the cracks further in the door. I can hear it splintering, its 

colossal power underestimated by its size. Neither is visible but ferociously stated. 
A sudden pandemonium of shrieks and wails focused at high frequencies has begun barging 

into my ears, scratching away at my hearing. But I must keep writing, it is closer, but they must 
know. 

You must know! 
I have shuffled through the papers on my desk, and they are inscribed with these exact words, 

written more properly and stable than this. They begin becoming stained with my tears, who un-
leashed my tears? Better yet, what discharged my tears? 

Curiosity. 
Madness. 
Time is running out, and the shadows of the other room dance around. Spinning and roaring. 

The shapes are getting ever closer, and the pain they resonate upon my eardrums makes me unsta-
ble, my arms growing feeble. 

It hurts to write. The ink remains strong, but my arms cannot bear the pain. It hurts, it hurts. 
I am no longer safe, this is my final goodbye. Do not turn your face upon– 

Cosmos. 
Truth. 
The expanse. 
I need to write a letter. What now? It’s always been here, I am contained. How? I am con-

trolled. 
Madness turns to insanity. 
I need to write a letter… 
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