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Upcoming things I am excited for 

Christmas, because who doesn’t love 

Christmas. Well of course, people who 

are of other religious believes, probably 

because they have cooler holidays that 

last longer. But Christmas is nice, you 

get presents. There are tons of great 

movies to watch while drinking hot 

coco. There’s snow, so you get out of 

school when its bad, or even paid days 

off from work. Lots of cookies, too, 

especially snicker doodles and peanut 

butter cookies. 

Finals, because I’m doing well 

academically, in my opinion. My 

grades won’t necessarily show it, but I 

am. Plus, that means the stress of finals 

will come to a head than finally be over 

with. 

The new update for gta because it has 

been almost a year since the last 

update. Its, also adding tons of new 

vehicles that I am totally wasting all 

my in-game money on. There’s a new 

helicopter, attack boats, a submarine, a 

Humvee, a willy’s jeep, and so much 

more. I grinded forever to get 5 million 

dollars, I don’t think it’ll be enough 

though. 

Christmas break, that’ll be fun, I hope. 

And before you say, “didn’t you 

already say Christmas.” Christmas and 

Christmas break are two different 

things. Christmas break is a span of 

multiple days, were as Christmas is just 

one day. Also is it just me, or does it 

seem like Christmas break is shorter 

than when we were younger? Because 

in elementary school, it felt like 

Christmas break was a whole month. 

But now its like, “wow Christmas 

break is only like 2 weeks”. It’s the 

same amount of time, but the way we 

processed that time at different ages is 

like opposites, which blows my mind. 

What about you, what are some things 

you are excited about? CLBlasingame 

Emotional Support Pets I feel like animals or 

pets can realy comfort us and make us feel alot 

better when you are stressed or overwhelmed. It 

doesn’t specifically have to be a dog or a cat, 

although I believe those are the most common. 

Personally I go to see the horses when I am at 

the dorms. I either walk them around campus or 

stay in the pen and groom them while just 

talking to them. Sometimes I go help Patty take 

the horses back up to where they actually stay. 

We feed them and whatever is left, the turkeys 

come down and eat up whatever is dropped on 

the floor. She calls them her “housekeepers.” 

Patty is the instructor for the program I believe 

and owns the horses. I also bring snacks for 

them. It really helps me and helps me forget 

everything I’m stressing about or is upset about. 

I actually sometimes open up to the horses 

when I talk to them. I do know people who have 

different pets such as hamsters, guinea pigs, 

snakes, and geckos. I just think animals are so 

important in more ways than one.Diamond 

 Separation of Church and State 
means that the government cannot favor a 
specific religion. Also, teachers are not 
allowed to preach/pray around their 
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students, not on duty at least. This 
statement comes from the DoE;  
 

“When acting in their official 
capacities as representatives of the 
state, teachers, school administrators, 
and other school employees are 
prohibited by the Establishment Clause 
from encouraging or discouraging 
prayer, and from actively participating in 
such activity with students. Teachers 
may, however, take part in religious 
activities where the overall context 
makes clear that they are not 
participating in their official capacities. 
Before school or during lunch, for 
example, teachers may meet with other 
teachers for prayer or Bible study to the 
same extent that they may engage in 
other conversation or nonreligious 
activities. Similarly, teachers may 
participate in their personal capacities in 
privately sponsored baccalaureate 
ceremonies.” 
 
 This says that while away from 
students, teachers can praise all they want, 
but while in the company of their students, it 
is prohibited. I am Pagan, Old Norse Pagan, 
and I don’t see much prayer or praise for my 
religion, but I don’t care if teachers praise or 
pray with their students. As long as I’m not 
required to praise their Christian god, I am 
fine with it. Don’t force religion on the young 
and impressionable minds of the kids you 
teach, spread knowledge about all religions 
and let them choose.CBorah 
 

Legalization of marijuana pros and 

cons and teen usage. 

More than half of US adults have tried 

marijuana. 600,000 Americans are 

arrested for marijuana possession 

annually that is more than one person 

per minute. Pro one I found is 

marijuana legalization boosts the 

economy. It should exceed $24 billion 

in 2025. But a con is legalized 

marijuana creates steep costs for 

society and taxpayers that far outweigh 

its tax revenues. Marijuana harms more 

than just the person using the drug. 

That is because societal pays for 

emergency rooms, medical care, and 

treatment for if the drug goes bad. 

Teenage marijuana use is at its highest 

level in 30 years, and today's teens are 

more likely to use marijuana than 

tobacco. Recreational marijuana use by 

children and teenagers is not legal in 

anywhere in the United States. Today's 

marijuana plants are grown differently 

than in the past and can contain two to 

three times more THC, the ingredient 

that makes people high. The ingredient 

of the marijuana plant thought to have 

most medical benefits, cannabidiol 

(CBD), has not increased and remains 

at about 1%. Many teenagers believe 

that marijuana is safer than alcohol or 

other drugs. When talking about 

marijuana with your child, it is helpful 

to know the myths and the facts. For 

example, teenagers may say, "it is 

harmless because it is natural," "it is 

not addictive," or "it does not affect my 
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thinking or my grades." Talking to your 

children about marijuana at an early  

age can help them make better choices 

and may prevent them from developing 

a problem with marijuana use later. 

Begin talking with your child in an 

honest and open way when they are in 

late elementary and early middle 

school. Youth are less likely to try 

marijuana if they can ask parents for 

help and know exactly how their 

parents feel about drug use. 

Meya B. 

 

 

Part 2 of Don’t Bother 

 Zero nodded towards Orion who 

quietly crept beside her to help take down 

the two figures and in one hit to their heads 

they fell to the ground. Crouching over them 

the servant began digging through their 

pockets, she snatched out two guns and 

tossed one to the leader who caught it. 

Checking the gun she rotated its barrel to 

find only a few bullets. “How many bullets 

do you got?” 

She stood back up while checking on the 

other who had followed her lead and 

snapped it closed. 

 “Six. You?” He turned back to her. 

She licked her bottom lips, tasting the fresh 

cut. “Only got four.”  

He nodded and crouched down, going 

through the pockets but found nothing of 

value. She rolled her eyes and kept the gun 

in both her hands. “Already checked, you’d 

expect them to have more ammo on their 

person then what they have unless…” She 

narrowed her eyes in thought. 

 The leader stood back up. “Unless 

they wanted us to escape.” 

She shuddered but shook it off. “Let’s just 

find out where we are first get out of here.” 

 Zero took off down the hall followed 

by Orion who kept an eye behind them. She 

stopped at a dirty corner in the hallway and 

paused at the scene of three guards in a 

small circle chatting about something she 

couldn’t hear from where they were down 

the hall. 

 She gave a hushed motion to the 

other and looked around, pressing up against 

the wall just in case she had to pull her head 

back if there were any shots fired. There 

were boxes and doors that made the place 

look like an old hotel and with the shaddy 

feel of the place and overall look she could 

conclude this. She peeked at the boxes and 

silently took cover against the walls, 

ducking behind it as the guards seemed to 

quit their talking and shut each other up. 

 Must’ve heard her. 

 Orion stopped all movement and 

stared at the servant who gave an uneasy 

glance back, waving her hand for him to go 

back as two of the guards drew their 

weapons onto the set of wooden boxes 

forcing her back as a warning shot 

transpired whizzing past and hitting the 

ground where she had been before. 

 “Who’s behind there?! Show 

yourself!” A males voice barked. 

Oh crap…not good. 

LaTehya E 

Guest writer Julius Bruguier 

Racism. I say racism is getting worse. I only 

think this because I witness racism as an 
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ongoing blight in my life. Did you know that 

two years into Donald Trump’s presidency 

about half of Americans say Trump made 

race relations worse? Racism is all around 

the world, it is often used to express 

frustration or opinions on obvious 

differences towards another race in a way 

that is not obvious enough to be noticeable. 

We should    never judge others for the way 

they look, or the way they speak. All people 

are born equal, and nothing can change that. 

Racism has no scientific explanation, and 

racist people are overwhelmingly ignorant 

about the feelings of other human beings. It 

is inhumane to make fun of people due to 

their cultural background or color of their 

skin. Racism is a never ending, vicious cycle 

and a massive crisis in today’s world. 

Racism makes people feel sorry for being 

born a certain way, or having a particular 

skin color. 

*this was written as a speech by Julius, I 

thought it was worth sharing. Thank you 

Julius. 

Music I feel like music can have a huge impact 

on our lives. It helps us in more ways than one. 

Some people can express themselves through 

music as in writing songs, singing, making beats, 

or just sharing their “fire” playlist with everyone. 

It also can be like emotional support as well. 

Some songs when you really listen to the lyrics, 

they can literally describe what your feelings or 

what your going through. It’s both crazy on how 

accurate it is but it can also be comforting. 

There are also some people who play 

instruments to get away from everything and just 

breathe and destress for a moment. Personally I 

love to play the piano. I used to play all the time 

and went to weekly lessons but then I stopped 

whenever I came up to the High School program. 

Just recently I started to play again and it felt 

really good to just think about the notes, where 

my hands are placed, and what keys I am going 

to press next. I did not think about my missing 

assignments, my next test, anything negative, or 

things that stress me out. You can even just play 

your music through your headphones or speaker 

and just lay there calmly. It’s just up to you 

honestly. Diamond 

 

Part 3 of Don’t Bother 

“Who’s behind there?! Show 

yourself!” A males voice barked. 

Oh crap...not good. 

 

Zero pressed further into the boxes 

and continued to wave Orion to go back as 

he helplessly watched as the guards grew 

closer to her position, firearms aimed and set 

on the boxes having seen her hands move. 

They stepped forward until right next to the 

boxes and with one glance- 

“Hey!”  

The guards snapped their heads over 

to the leader who held his hands up, having 

discarded his weapon to the side for his 

companion who gave a puzzled expression 

but he kept his eyes on the two guards who 

cautiously moved in, the third just behind. 

“I’m right here so come and get me.” 

Before another action could be taken 

the servant ran at them, slamming the first 

into the wall and shooting him then using 

the other as a shield against the third guard 

firing rounds before kicking the one she had 

into him giving her enough time to jump 

across the top of the boxes and take him out 

with a quick hit to the head. 

She let out a sigh and glared at 

Orion. “I could’ve handled it myself! Now 

the others must’ve heard us, come on!” She 

grabbed his gun off the floor and shoved it 

into his hands, snatching his hand and 

tugging him across the winding halls of 
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grime, passing door after door until they met 

another hall full of dark masked figures. 

She muttered out curses and looked back 

down the one they had just come from only 

to find more blocking an escape route with 

crafted weapons or guns, more joining from 

the rooms they previously ran passed trying 

to get out of this place. 

She took a step back, looking around 

for any way or advantage of escape but 

came up empty. Her back hit into something 

and she snapped around to fire only to stop 

at the sight of Orion who held his arm out, 

pushing her behind him as they drew closer 

yelling incoherent things that went in one 

ear and out the other. 

What were they going to do? What was 

there to do? How would they- 

Her mind continued to race like the beating 

hooves of a horse, hammering inside her 

head until she stopped and glanced at the 

window. 

 “Come with us peacefully or we will 

do it by force.” One of the masked soldiers 

stood out from the crowd, stepping in front 

was an older man taller than Orion who had 

to be a little under seven foot, on his head 

was an odd dark grey fedora hat that had one 

black strip around the top giving him this 

old timey tip look. He looked like an old 

detective with a black mask over his eyes 

and black trench coat matching his overly 

dressed outfit. 

 “Why are you doing this?” Orion 

asked calmly in his stocky tone that wavered 

a little but became unnoticed by the other 

being now surrounding them. He pushed her 

further behind him to the window at the 

side. Wait. The window! That’s it! 

 “We’re tired of you and your 

pathetic excuse for a war! We’ve waited for 

it to end but nothing has happened so in 

return we’ve stolen you and now we are 

going to bargain with the big man you call 

Striker. I’m sure you’ve heard of him 

madame.” He addressed Zero who continued 

to hide behind the leader, yanking at the 

windows locks facing him. “After all you 

are the Servant of the Warlord.” 

 Zero glared, keeping her cold eyes 

steady on him. 

 “And I am quite fond of your work 

little lady.” He purred with a creepy smile. 

“It is so nice to finally meet someone of my 

own skill.” 

 “I don’t even know you creepo!” She 

barked to cover up the sound of locks 

clicking open. 

 The man grinned. “Well pardon my 

sudden introduction,” He took his hat and 

tilted it as he bowed. “The name’s Sharp, 

Skillsharp.” He stood back up but had given 

her enough time to pry the window open. 

 “Yeah and I'm out of here.” She 

jumped on the window sill, pulling Orion 

along for the ride. “See ya!” She smirked 

and fell back to the ground below. 

 Sharp quickly lost his smile and 

growled. “GET THEM!” 

The group of figures scrambled out the door 

to chase them while he looked out the 

window, watching bitterly as they escaped 

down the stairs at the side of the broken 

building, the girl giving one last look before 

tugging along the leader in red and blue.  

The sun just fading behind the hills 

 He slowly smiled. What a clever girl. 

The End of Don’t Bother. Hope you enjoyed 

it! 

LaTehya E   
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The McRib is a popular sandwich 
a  barbecue-flavored pork sandwich with 
pickles, onions, and a sesame 
bun.  McDonald’s first introduced the 
sandwich to the menu in 1981. They 
sadly had to remove the item from their 
menu in 1985 due to poor sales. They 
then reintroduced the item in 1989 and it 
stayed on the menu until 2005 in many 
countries. Since taking it off the menu 
then the sandwich has been a 
reappearing item on the menu since 
2006. Its made available to the public for 
a short time every year in places where 
sold. Typically during the fall season is 
when this item is available. Although in 
Germany and Luxembourg it is a 
permanent item on the menu. Jenna  
 
Government surveillance should be 
allowed… to an extent. They should be 
allowed to monitor government buildings, 
but I don’t believe that they should be able 
to remotely monitor its regular citizens. 
Unless the people pose an immediate threat 
to the US population, let them be. 
Government surveillance is good in a few 
ways as well, such as finding culprits for 
major crimes, such as The Boston Bombing 
or the Las Vegas Massacre. Some people 
deserve to be watched to make sure that 
they don’t cause a threat to the people. But 
with what the Government and big 
companies are doing these days, there’s not 
much we can do about it. So, when it comes 
to them trying to limit our first amendment, 
we exercise our second amendment. 
CBorah 
 
 

Cosmic crisp apples have been in 

development for over 20 years. Bruce 

Barritt, horticulturist and developer of 

the Cosmic crisp set out on a mission to 

fill a produce void for a firm, crisp, and 

juicy apple. After decades of tasting 

and testing along with research and 

development with Washington State 

University’s world-class tree fruit 

breeding program, the Cosmic crisp 

apple was discovered. Kate Evans, has 

invented a new variety that will change 

the industry and win enthusiasm among 

consumers with a combination of taste 

and texture. The Cosmic Crisp apple 

demonstrates how the science of 

breeding and the art of imagination can 

work together to create an utterly new 

and delightful apple. Naming this 

Washington apple involved several 

meetings with consumer focus groups 

around the state with sessions in 

Pullman, Yakima and Seattle. The 

“Cosmic” factor of the name was 

developed because of the “striking” 

lenticels on the apple surface. They 

reminded the tasters of outer space and 

the cosmos. “Crisp” also links to its 

parent, ‘Honeycrisp’. One of the 

outstanding attributes of the apple is its 

crisp texture. You will soon except to 

see them in local stores near you in 

2021.Meya 
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Noise 

Classrooms, you’d think they’d be 

quite right? Just a teacher, and nice, 

quiet students doing their work. But, 

no, they’re louder than a freight train in 

a large tunnel during a thunderstorm. 

Kids talking, the teacher yelling at 

everyone to be quiet, papers being 

crumpled, kids throwing water bottles. 

It’s hectic. However, I think everyone 

occasionally, noise should burst out and 

be heard. Sure, it can be distracting, but 

it’s nice to have every so often. 

I mean take this for example: here I am 

sitting in class, working on this article, 

then we all just started singing country 

roads by John Denver, and vibin’. Sure, 

we all stopped working for a bit, but we 

had fun with each other and had a laugh 

when most of us couldn’t hit a high 

note. I think school lacks, fun, lacks 

noise. I mean we’re teenagers for god 

sakes, we want to party and get rowdy 

and be loud, obviously we can’t full 

send that mentality in school, but to 

have a little taste of that would suffice. 

CLBlasingame 

Competition- and how it affects students It 

depends on what kind of competition. Like some 

can just be for fun and come with laughter and 

smiles. Others are serious ones. A couple 

examples would be gymnastics and track. It can 

be positive when you feel like you did good that 

day or win. It makes you more confident and it 

helps you to work harder so you can do good. It 

can also be negative because if you lose or 

didn’t do too good that day, it can affect your 

mood and your confidence. Maybe even your 

next competition if you have another one after 

another. Even though you didn’t do good, it can 

help you realize what you need to work on. It 

also can help motivate you to do better next 

time. Diamond 

NFL Questions 

 

What is your favorite NFL team? 
Why? 
Caleb Borah - cowboys,” Because they are 
just the best.” 
Caleb B. - Bronchos “ Because I was born 
into it. “ 
Meya Bohlen -  49ers “ Because I was given 
the option between Bear and 49ers and I 
just choose the better team. “ 

Do you think it’s fair that some teams 
are getting kicked out of their home 
stadiums because of COVID? 
Caleb Borah - “ Yes it’s just the stadium 
they should go play somewhere else.” 
Caleb B. -  “ Ya I don’t see a big difference 
in how it works, there is just no home team 
advantage.” 
Meya Bohlen - “ No, because in their home 
town it’s more meaningful because you 
grew up there.” 

Do you think it’s smart that some 
players decided not to play this year 
because of COVID?  
Caleb Borah -  “ Yes I do because it 
prevents them from getting sick.”  
Caleb B -   “ Ya it’s just kinda a personal 
choice for them not to play so they don’t get 
sick. “ 
Meya Bohlen - “ Yes because they are 
protecting their loved ones if they end up 
catching it. “ 

Do you think they just should have 
canceled the NFL season this year 
because of COVID? 
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Caleb Borah - “ No because it brings a lot of 
money to the economy. “ 
Caleb B -  “ No not fully canceled it maybe 
just take hiatus from it like NASCAR did. “ 
Meya Bohlen - “ No because it would have 
just been one more thing people would 
complain about, at least with having the 
season it brought some joy to 2020. “ 

Jenna 

Vikingr is the correct term for what the 
Saxons called the Danes and Norwegians. 
The Saxons fought against them for dozens 
of years, yet in the end, crowned a Vikingr 
on the throne, still held by the same family 
hundreds of years later. A Drengr is a 
courageous warrior who killed for glory and 
honor, they just wanted to be able to go to 
Valhalla. To get to Valhalla, you had to die 
in combat, not of old age, as well as with 
your weapon in hand so that the Valkyries 
could take you there. The Valkyries were an 
elite group of warriors in Odin’s halls that 
carried the honorable dead to his mead hall 
in Valhalla. Odin is the chief god of Asgard 
and the Aesir. Odin has two birds, Huginn 
and Muninn, that watch over his warriors 
and act as messengers for Odin. Odin also 
has a spear, Gungnir, and a steed, Sleipnir, 
no steed was as fast as Sleipnir was, he 
could also run across water and through the 
air.CBorah 

As we all know Christmas is right 

around the corner. Christmas I mostly 

everyone’s favorite holiday. I would 

have to say it is mine too. I love seeing 

everyone’s smiles on their faces when 

they open presents. The Christmas 

dinner is my all time favorite. Every 

year there is always tons of food and 

goodies for the whole family to enjoy. 

But there is just one thing I very dislike 

about the Christmas holiday. That 

would be receiving gifts. I just hate 

opening them in front of people who 

got it from me, I never know how to 

act. Like of course I am going to be 

happy with anything anyone gets me. 

But I just don’t know how to act ever. I 

like giving gifts and seeing the smile on 

their faces, but I don’t like receiving 

them. Another factor would be that our 

Christmas present at my age isn’t a 

surprise, I just tell all my family 

members what I would like from them. 

So, when I open their present, I already 

know what it is going to be, so I don’t 

know how to act. Like do I act 

surprised or just say thank you and 

move on because I already knew it was 

coming? That is why I try not to tell 

people the gifts I am getting them 

because I would hate for them to be in 

that situation like me. Meya 

 

Lucas Grey, Bounty Hunter 

A Short Story by C.L. Blasingame 

I woke up, with a headache that 

would’ve even put goliath down. The 

sheets were everywhere, the room had 

empty bottles of booze all around, and 

there as a faint scent of perfume as 

well. My head finally put the events of 

the night prior all together, when I went 

to leave the bed and found my trousers 
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had been stolen and placed across the 

room. I pulled myself from the bed and 

waked my way across the worn, 

wooden floor, and slipped on my pants. 

I pulled up my boots and walked out on 

to the balcony, the bright Arizona sun 

hit my eyes and blinded me. It was 

about eight o’clock, I knew if I didn’t 

get set off quick, this little adventure 

would drag on for another day, and I 

didn’t want that. I strapped on my gun 

belt, made sure my revolver was loaded 

before holstering it, grabbed my rifle, 

then headed out of my room and 

downstairs. 

As I sat up at the bar, the bartender set 

down the glass he was cleaning, poured 

some whiskey in it, and slide it down to 

me. I caught it as it slid and threw the 

shot down the back of my throat. 

“Mornin’ Luke,” he said in his deep 

country voice, the kind of voice you get 

from smoking cigars, drinking whiskey, 

and yelling at insubordinate soldiers. 

“what’ll ya have this morin’? Biscuits 

and gravy or eggs and bacon?” 

“Morning Bill,” I said, trying to rub the 

pain out of my head. “I’ll take an order 

of both, I had a rough night, and I’ve 

got a long day ahead, so I need to fill 

up before I head out.” Bill was a 

medium height, but chubby fella from 

Texas. He didn’t look threatening what-

so-ever, but he was mean, when he had 

to be. So mean he could scare you half 

to death by yellin’ at you from 20 miles 

away and shoot the flies of your face 

from 10. Bill and I met back in ’81, 

when we were assigned to the same 

unit in the cavalry, seems so long ago 

now. “So,” I said, finally starting to get 

a hold of myself, “did you get that info 

for me Bill?” 

He sat down a large plate of eggs, 

bacon, biscuits, and sausage gravy. 

“Yeah, some outlaws came in here last 

night. Played some poker and got piss 

drunk, heard them taking to some of the 

girls about a woman who matches the 

description of that bounty you’re after.” 

“And? What’d they say?” I said, 

anxious to finally hear some news. 

“They said, she’s held up in that maze 

of canyons 15 miles west of here. Said 

how she’s made herself and the gang a 

nice little hideout there.” 

“Perfect!” I exclaimed, as I shoved the 

last bite of food into my mouth. I 

washed down the food with a shot of 

whiskey. “Well, I best be headed out 

Bill. It was nice seein’ ya, I’ll be sure 

to stop by now that I know where you 

are.” 

As I reached for my coin pouch to pay 

him, he stopped me. “No need for that 

Lucas, you’re a friend. This is on the 

house. I had my son Jason fetch your 

horse from the livery, it’s around back. 
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Oh and…” he paused, “watch yourself 

in those canyons Luke, I don’t want 

what happened to the boys in Dakota 

territory to happen to you.” 

I nodded, as I did, the memory of my 

fallen friends came flooding in. How 

they were massacred by the enemy, 

trapped in a tight canyon, because some 

dumb, rich, West Point officer didn’t 

know what he was doing. 

Aftermath of Don’t Bother 

 Zero was followed by the figure in 

red and blue as they made it up the hill and 

away from the ruins of the hotel. She 

stopped for a second, snapping out her 

gauntlet's hidden device and taking it out. 

Orion watched in interest at such 

technologies as she flipped through the map 

and terrain, moving it across the land before 

it made a beeping noise showing it 

recognized where they were.  

 “We’re not too far from your base.” 

She  explained, snapping the gadget shut 

like a pocketed mirror. “It’s right over that 

ridge but ain’t too bad.” She pointed to the 

cliffs opening between flat ground and forest 

that had long since been used. 

 “How did you find it so quickly and 

know of its location?” This only had her 

snicker. 

 “New year, new tech old man. Times 

are a changin.” She teased only to flinch at 

the sound of a gun firing. “And we better 

start running, follow me!”  

Quickly they both took off down the 

damp hill and to the treeline where she led, 

ducking between branches and logs, rocks, 

roots slithering out of the ground for 

moisture in the cool breeze that rang the 

tree's leaves like church bells in a town. The 

whistle of the wind filled their ears as they 

continued to run, starting off with a good jog 

but lost it as they fled deeper into the brutile 

forest. 

 It became harder and harder to run in 

a straight line and they had a heck of a time 

trying to squeeze through tree trunks 

twisting together like vines, battling back 

and forth between one another for room as it 

began to overgrow on the land that was 

isolated and provided to them with no 

competition but their own. 

 Orion helped Zero up a tree and in 

return she held her hand out to him, pulling 

him up before they both jumped down the 

thick branch to the undergrowth below. She 

tripped on tangled grass and fell to her 

knees, sitting there just taking in the ice cold 

air but in a swift motion was on her feet 

again as the leader took her arm and strung 

her along as the group closed in on their 

position. 

 They heard them from behind but 

they seemed to give angered mutters to one 

another and their voices seemed to fade into 

the distance as they ran to the ridge. 

 They came to a stop and sat down in 

a flat plain, the cold air stinging their red 

faces from the run they had endured. She 

bent on her knees huffing and puffing, 

pushing on her knees for support before 

glancing back at the forest to see if the men 

had followed them out but nothing. 

 Slowly the servant regained 

composure and flipped open her gauntlet, 

holding it out as it scanned the open land 

before locating the peek of one of his bases. 

She shut it and wiped the sweat off her 

forehead and forced her body to continue, 

her mouth dry and throat stinging but they 
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needed shelter. They needed to be 

somewhere safe. 

 

 Orion helped Zero into the base 

making sure none of his soldiers harmed her 

as he sat her down on an inflatable mattress. 

The soldiers walked in and gave them 

rations of food and water, blankets draped 

around their shivering forms. 

 

 Zero pulled back her shaking hands 

and gave a short lived laugh.  

“Lord I’m s-so c-cold.” Her teeth 

chittered as she tried to start a conversation 

to pass the time waiting for a medic to check 

on them. 

 “Appears so.” Orion added with a 

warm smile before someone pushed past the 

curtains that separated them from everyone 

else and into another room. 

 The medic stopped dead in his tracks 

and stared at the servant whose eyes 

widened. “Kidding me? You again?” She 

started up causing him to get defensive.  

 “Well it isn’t exactly lovely seeing 

you either kid.” Ratchet snarked past his 

clipboard. 

 “I’m not a kid!” She retorted with 

small glare. 

 He smiled. “Sure and I’m 

seventeen.” He added hearing her groan at 

his comment. 

Zero rolled her eyes, a small smile plastered 

on her dry lips. “Same comment from last 

time?” 

The medic kept a playful smile at her own 

but soon became serious at her scratched up 

face. 

 “Landed a good hit on you ehh?” He 

asked as he crouched to her height, leaning 

in to check her bruised eye and cut lip. 

 She nodded and allowed him to look 

as she picked off dry blood from her 

freezing fingers. “Knocked me out and 

binded our wrists, I cut my lip trying to get 

us out.” She nudged her head to Orion who 

sat in a chair at the side. 

 “How exactly?” The medic queried. 

 “Glass shard.” 

He recoiled but did a small nod, looking 

down at her hands to catch the small red 

circles around them, bloodied in a red rash. 

He took her hands and had her turn them 

over. 

 “These are minor wounds but I’ll 

have them cleaned and wrapped for healing, 

can’t have your body do all the work.” He 

pulled away as she rubbed her open flesh, 

the stinging pain making her cringe. 

 “You’ll have to stay here for tonight 

till we can get you back to the city.” 

Zero blinked in surprise. “Wait you’re 

gonna help me out?” 

 He nodded, stepping back. “Seeing 

as you helped our leader it’s the least we can 

do but for now rest you’ll need it for the 

long ride ahead tomorrow.” 

The servant gave a determined nod. 

“Thanks.” 

 “Yep.” Ratchet left the room after 

examining Orion who left with only a few 

scratches and slight bruising on his wrists. 

Zero leaned back into the bed before 

everything disappeared and darkness 

surrounded her vision. It wouldn’t hurt to 

stay, right? She would be home tomorrow so 

she could just...rest. 

The end. 
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