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Dear Shared Worlds Students,

Every year at Shared Worlds, we remind 
ourselves that imagination can be truly boundless. 

More accurately, you remind us. Your imaginations show us 
worlds and characters we couldn’t have encountered without 
you, without your collaboration and creativity. We thank you 
all.

Shared Worlds isn’t quite a camp—it’s a teen think tank. 
It doesn’t just teach, it combines your vision with that of 
strangers and new friends to create something new.  

Take a moment—maybe on the road back home, maybe 
far off in the future—to pause and reflect on the incredible 
and fantastical sights you’ve seen through your imaginations 
during the camp. Think of the glimpse you’ve gotten into the 
imaginations of your fellow Shared World students. You’ve 
created something together that couldn’t exist without your 
unique combination of enthusiasms and inspirations. These 
are your worlds.

We hope you’ve enjoyed the strange vistas and 
fascinating characters you’ve created. We hope you’ve come 
to see your writing in new ways. We hope you continue to 
write new worlds and new stories. 

And we hope to see you again soon.

Here’s to new worlds,

The Shared Worlds Staff

INTRODUCTION
TO NEW WORLDS
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FOUND OBJECTS
FRAGMENTS FROM 

WORLDS IN PROGRESS
The Challenge: Take an actual real-world object 
given to you the first day of Shared Worlds and 
transform it into something from your world. 

Jayde Barton
It was the last bit of the old civilization that I had left. 

To the eyes of most in my new society, it was scarred and 
ugly. It was a hated reminder of imperfection. To me it was 
a reminder of humanity. It proved that these genetically 
engineered beings did have a soul.

The rock was from the former capital known as “The 
Wastes.” It was destroyed during war. My family had fought 
for Kovina. We had been promised a better life if we opted 
for technology. The new breed who refer to themselves as 
“Angelics” laced lies with sweet guarantees of becoming 
perfect as well.

We had waged war against all those who believed in 
magic. We had turned our back on our oldest and dearest 
friends. We had turned our back on all we knew for a life of 
flawlessness.

“Athena, get out here. We’ve got the farm to tend,” my 
mother called.

I brought myself back from lingering in the past. I looked 
around my modest room. The walls were white, barren, and 
dead of life. No pictures graced the walls. No drapes hung 
upon the square windows. No rugs lay on the cold tile floor. 
All that adorned the small prison-like space was a small 
black owl sitting on the dresser adjacent to my bed. Its gold 
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eyes penetrated through me. It was as if Kovin were perched 
on my dresser himself. Shaking off chills, I glanced towards 
the lush green pastures filled with animals locked away like 
prisoners, stolen from their homes for their essence. I kissed 
the half-rock sparkling on the inside, glistening with hope. 
My brother, who had reached perfection in body, kept the 
other half. I slid the rock in my pocket and rushed outside.

I gazed at the animals who didn’t dare utter a sound due 
to fear of punishment, but they cried to me with their eyes. I 
could hear it in my heart.

My parents had lost their hearts. They were on a 
mission to become perfect. Though they couldn’t achieve 
it themselves at their age, they used my brother and me. I 
placed my hand in my pocket lightly rubbing the rough stone, 
fighting back tears.

John Belmont 
The Pendant

I gripped the ancient Ayselvanian pendant which I held 
dear to my heart. Reginald, across the room, glared at me 
with great intensity.

“Give it up, Liam,” he demanded.
“I shan’t,” I replied. The living room was no place to 

fight.
Reginald advanced toward the fire, gripping the metal 

poker menacingly.
“We found it together, Liam! You don’t want it, so I think 

I’ll make some money off of it!” Reginald’s grip on the poker 
loosened momentarily.

“You didn’t even come to the site, Reginald,” I spat back, 
approaching Reginald slowly; I was unsure what my friend 
would do next.
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“That’s inconsequential,” Reginald hastily replied. “It’s 
got to be worth more than just mantle decoration. You or I 
should sell it, and since you seem reluctant…”

“I take pride in my findings,” I cut him off. “I shan’t 
cooperate.”

“Give it up, Liam!” Reginald repeated with more malice 
in his tone. “You’d’ve never found that pendant had I not 
given you the job at my dig. I was doing what friends do, 
helping another friend. And this is how you repay me.”

At first I was mad, but soon it eased into an epiphany 
that everything Reginald had said was true. I’d been in bad 
shape, just barely getting by. But Reginald took me under 
his wing. I then thought of something else.

“This pendant is tearing us apart!” I exclaimed.
“Hand it over and we’ll forget this ever happened,” 

Reginald proposed.
I looked over at the fire.
“I have to destroy it.”
“Nooo!” Reginald roared, but it was too late. I had already 

tossed the pendant towards the flames just as Reginald 
brought the poker down upon my head.

Rae Berry
The sun has been down for about an hour, and nothing 

has tried to eat either Kovin or me—yet. The end to a 
perfectly horrid night, and this would be one of the better 
ones. The gold-cast pendant at the end of my long necklace 
starts to glow again and I stuff it back inside my shirt, hoping 
to not attract predators.

“Where did you get that pendant?” Kovin asks.
“I thought you knew everything,” I say dully. Kovin 

shrugs.
“I do not have time to watch every move you make. 
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Plus, I thought it might be nice to have a semi-human 
conversation.”

“You’re not human!”
“So?”
I sigh in defeat and explain that my parents gave it to me 

when I was five. I had thought at that time that it was simply 
a loving gift, but truly it was an item of official engagement to 
one of the council members’ sons. The pendant is two turtle 
doves nuzzling together on a tiny branch. The only parts 
that don’t glow are both of their bodies because they were 
painted black. I think back to the time when my folks passed 
it on to me. They had explained that the multiple holes in 
the birds’ gold casting represent the holes and difficulties in 
marriage, but if you work together as a team, you can make 
a long happy life out of it.

I still am not quite sure why they gave me that little lecture 
because I didn’t even want to get married at five; I still don’t. 
The odds have dropped enormously, seeing as the Wastes 
don’t have many good suitors that pass by frequently. Most 
of them either get eaten or try to kill you; survival is key. And 
I have been victorious for a year today, the day I ran away 
from home.

“Damn the Wastes… No… damn, Aysel.”

Joe Cain
    The Arcanian Jewel is a physical object as well as a 

symbol used by certain organizations on Sylka. It is shaped 
oddly, consisting of several jewels of varying size and shape 
collected together in a single form. What they are designed 
to symbolize is the layout of the where the mages stand. The 
mages are people with incredible amounts of psychokinetic 
power, some down to the subatomic level, who are used in 
conjunction with machines to produce both the atmosphere 
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and climate for the asteroid civilization. The shape of the 
jewel compilation is also worn as a pin by the staff that helps  
operate the atmospheric machinery and branded/tattooed 
onto the skin of the mages. The origin of the symbol is derived 
from Old Deithonian Lore. (Inhabitants of Silka are descended 
from those who migrated from Deithon to the asteroid.)

    Each crystal represents certain aspects of the 
atmospheric control and is identified both by size/shape 
and by color. The largest rectangular crystal placed in the 
compilation’s center represents the generation of electricity.  
The four crystals that make up the edges represent the 
placement of the mages who are used primarily to create a 
self-contained atmosphere around the asteroid. In between 
these are placed the four tiniest crystals which are circular 
in shape and a dark royal blue in color. These are the most 
varied crystals, as they represent certain weather conditions, 
such as rain, temperature control, and the production of wind 
to help circulate oxygen through the asteroid as well as to 
supplement the electricity generator with energy produced 
by wind turbine. Guards at the climate control facility wear 
the symbol on their armored vests, and the scientists who 
operate the machinery have it sewn onto their lab coats.

To the public of Sylka, the symbol commands a great 
deal of respect and authority. This is because without this 
organization and those who operate it, no life at all would 
be possible on the asteroid’s surface, let alone any sort of 
civilization. 

Mikki Churchwell
The Pnkberry

The Pnkberry is an extremely bitter and poisonous plant 
greatly loved by small children who use it as a sort of top. 
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The Pnkberry is considered something of a nuisance due to 
the fact that it can rapidly grow just about anywhere.  The 
Pnkberry has an extremely aggressive nature and is 
capable of entwining buildings in a short period of time and 
smothering plants. Gardeners are always on the lookout for 
the Pnkberry. In recent years, people have speculated that the 
increasingly violent growth of the Pnkberry may very well be 
attributed to the plant’s exposure to magic. It’s also rumored 
that scientists researching magic’s effect on various plants 
exposed a Pnkberry to a large amount of magic causing 
the plant to overtake the facility during the night. It’s written 
that some oracles ate the Pnkberry, devouring it in large 
amounts along with magic, in order to extend their sights. 
The oracles believed that the juice of the Pnkberry could 
help people to focus; early doctors sometimes prescribed 
it in very small amounts mixing it with other herbs to try to 
combat the poison. Many oracles died from their suicidal 
attempts to see the future and doctors soon abandoned the 
Pnkberry in their own practices. 

Kate Clayborne
Josiah stared out the ship’s window, playing idly with a 

small brown rock. Black sky and twinkling stars stared back 
at him, Deithon’s beauty long gone. He sighed and flipped 
back his dark brown hair; it was long now and continuously 
fell in his face. Bored, he studied his souvenir, thumbs rubbing 
across its smooth surface. He thought about the enchanting 
moon he had just visited for the first and probably last time.

The sky had mesmerized him. It didn’t glow like Sylka’s, 
but a yellow sun lit this side of Deithon. The rays had burned 
his pale cheeks. As he stared into the brilliant blue sky, he 
kicked something small and hard. Startled, he glanced down 
and lifted a stone, warm from the sun, into his hand. He 
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pocketed it before boarding the cold metal ship which would 
take him back home to Sylka.

Now, he concentrated on it. As his mind emptied, 
focusing solely on the rock, his eyes became engulfed in 
black. A spot on his rock changed then, turned to sand. A 
couple of moments later, a circle of sand formed just beside 
it. He worked for several long minutes until finally his eyes 
returned to their normal blue color, and he tipped the rock 
carefully to one side to allow the sand to escape. He held 
it close to his face, examining his creation. Periodically he 
blew on it or rubbed it with his fingers. What he held now 
appeared to be a small brown skull with deep eye sockets, 
a triangular nose, and a simple mouth. He added a narrower 
hole through the sides of its forehead, intending to thread a 
string through it to make a necklace, for Josiah knew that 
returning to Deithon soon would be unlikely. This way, he 
would always have a piece of it with him at home on Sylka.

Caitlyn “Pixi” Cody
Ulsa & Usan

The mechanisms in the camera turned and rolled and 
shifted as it recorded, documenting everything about its 
focus for the scientists who had set it up. Its focus, you 
ask? A small sapling, the young Usan tree, and its Ulsa 
vine, which had twined itself carefully around its tiny trunk. 
The two help each other, a mutualistic relationship. The 
Ulsa vine provided the sapling with protection while the 
Usan sapling provided the vine with everything it needed 
to survive. Its roots dug deep, penetrating into small oil 
deposits in the ground not worth mining for the sentient 
robotics when other larger sources were available. The 
Ulsa vine’s bright colors warn creatures away from its 



12

poisonous properties, and when consumed, it tastes 
horrific, its acid rusting away even the metal teeth of 
predators. Many deer roam nearby, but their clockwork 
eyes never even touch on the Usan and Ulsa. They know 
the pain that comes with the stupidness of trying to eat 
that. The camera watches carefully, noting how the Ulsa’s 
vines twisted into the soft, spiraling bark of the Usan, 
sharing its life oil. The Usan provide structure for the 
complex vine to cling to. The Ulsa is the main point of the 
camera’s documentation, a mysterious, complicated little 
thing. The attractive yellow flower of the Ulsa’s female 
part and the gold disk of the male are on opposite sides of 
the vine. The small gold and pink protrusion on the male 
side serves as its stamen, and the bright colors of the two 
sides attract beetles and bees to pollinate it while drinking 
some of the oil that they secrete. One of the few things 
known is that when the Usan tree grows large enough, its 
bark turns hard and shell-like, cutting off the supply of oil 
to the Ulsa vine. The Ulsa vine soon dies away, unable 
to obtain its life oil, and falls away from the tree. The 
scientists still have much to learn about the small vine and 
its counterpart, and the camera ticks the minutes away, 
doing its duty in serving them.

James Cookson
I have been given a photograph of a very strange and 

peculiar item. This item is very odd and I know not where 
it originated or how it even came to be. This item can only 
be described as what I call an olive green, yellow, orange, 
robotic beetle.

Now, judging by the handiwork, the condition that the 
object is in, and the looks of rust, I’d say it was made between 
the 1960s and the 1970s (years based upon those of the 



13

planet Earth). The beetle appears to be unfinished because 
in between the wings are a couple of gears and gadgets 
and at the very end of it is a small turning handle, so I can 
probably conclude that it was meant to be either a children’s 
toy or maybe even, perhaps, a watch, judging by the gears 
and gadgets.

I am very certain that when the item was nearing its 
completion, the person who was building the item abandoned  
it, which is quite a shame because it would have definitely 
made an incredible piece of machinery.

Chris Davis
One day, a man found a bottle in a corner of his house 

which had a number of little pills. He didn’t even remember 
it for the next couple of days. One day, one of his friends 
came over and took one of the pills. Suddenly, he was 
teleported away without the knowledge of the house owner. 
The house owner didn’t even notice, but then remembered 
the bottle and saw it on his dining room table. He realized 
there was a pill missing, and his friend wasn’t there 
anymore. He realized that there were now instructions on 
the side of the bottle. He read them and realized what had 
happened to his friend. He had gone back to the past with 
super magical powers. The owner of the house took a pill 
himself and did the same thing. He landed back in time 
on a cliff top opposite his friend. They had a battle which 
seemed to last 20 years to them, although it was only 20 
minutes. A spell was cast which slowed down time quite a 
lot. As spells were cast left and right, they made the area 
around them a complete and total wasteland except for 
some oases. It made all other magic and technology on 
the continent work no longer. This was how the wasteland 
was made.
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Jasper Ferehawk
When the sister goddess Aysela split herself into many 

spirits and the ten greater and lesser gods and goddesses, 
one of them was the goddess of spirit, Vaim. One of the 
tales of Vaim is named the Song of the Spirit’s Gift, of how 
she gave the races of the planet that Aysela and her brother 
Kovin her gift.

Shortly after the world began, the five greater and lesser 
deities were chosen to give the races of the planet one gift. 
Maa, god of earth, gifted the races of the planet with the 
blessing of their soil; Pozar, god of fire, gifted the races with 
the power to harness his strength; Vooda, god of water, gifted 
the races with the ability to consume his substance; and 
Levego, god of air, gifted the races with strength to breathe 
his wind. But Vaim could not give the people of the planet 
any gift, because his brothers and sisters had used up all 
of the other gifts. With their father, Kovin, and their mother, 
Aysela, gone, Vaim decided to journey to find his mother and 
ask her what his gift the people of the planet could be.

Vaim traveled across the four nations of the continent 
where his parents resided, Aysel, Kovina, Slepi Kopno, and 
Aneantir, but could not find them. In sadness, Vaim sat down 
on a mountain in the southern range crossing the border of 
Aneantir and Kovina. One night, a person came up to him 
and said, “Wonderful blackness isn’t it? You know, I used 
to fly those skies once, with my father, mother, and sister. 
Those were good times...” To which Vaim replied, “Kovan!”

“It is indeed me my son, Vaim, god of spirit. I must ask 
you, what did you gift the people of the planet with?”

“That’s what I came to ask you, Kovan. I do not know 
what to gift the people with.”

“Why do you not ask your mother, Aysela?”
“She is not around anymore; she went to the vast beyond 



15

when she split, only leaving magic.”
“Oh Aysela... I see your challenge, Vaim.”
“So, father, what should I gift the people with?”
“What are you the god of, Vaim?”
“Spirit, father, but I do not see how that relates to my 

question—”
“Then! If you are the god of spirit, Vaim, then gift the 

people spirit!”
“But father! My brothers and sisters gifted the people of 

the planet with strength, power, and ability! Spirit you cannot 
give, it must be earned!”

“Then son, let them earn it! You are a god, a fragment of 
the Divine Creator! Do not have sadness...”

And with those words Kovan disappeared, leaving Vaim 
to ponder his words. And Vaim took them to heart, and his 
gift to the people of the planet was the spirit to fight for all 
they cared for, forever as they stood.

—Harn Refta, “The Tales of the Ten Fractures,” 150 A.W.

Zak Frey
My foot sank deep into a sandy patch of earth and 

snapped through something thin and brittle. I stooped to see 
what I had crushed. It was a bone, half buried in the loose, 
sandy soil. Cautiously, I lit a torch, curious to see more but 
wary of attracting unwanted attention. It was an eerie sight. 
Two skeletons lay, mostly buried in the silt, illuminated by 
the wan, flickering light from my torch. I had stepped on the 
leg of the smaller of the skeletons, a young child, no older 
than nine; whether a boy or a girl, I couldn’t tell. The larger 
of the two skeletons was propped up against a rock a few 
feet away from the child. I knew, somehow, that this was the 
mother. As I passed my torch over her, I noticed something 
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clutched in her bony fist: a small disk of red-painted wood 
no bigger than the palm of my hand. I gently prized it from 
her grasp. The reverse side had a white circle in the middle 
and was covered in lines and swirls of black ink. I had seen 
one of these once before, a long time ago. My grandfather, 
a veteran of the war, had shown it to me when I was a boy. 
These small disks were given to the families of soldiers killed 
in battle. Each one was unique, hand painted by the fallen 
soldier’s commanding officer.

I stood there for a long moment, holding the disk, gazing 
absently at it in the flickering torchlight. The sun was just 
setting behind the low hills behind me, but the moon was 
high and full, throwing the world into a bizarre menagerie of 
blue shadows. I bent down, replaced the disk in the mother’s 
skeleton hand, then extinguished the torch and turned to go. 
I still had many miles to the next town, and the wastes are 
not a place to be alone at night. 

Kelsey Fuson
The nursemaid smiled as the little boy splashed merrily 

in his tub of soapy water, watching his cork pop send its cork 
flying into the air with a shower of multicolored sparks.

“Again! Again!” he squealed to the nursemaid scrubbing 
him clean.

“Now Linny,” his nurse chided gently, “you don’t want to 
waste your mythane crystals, do you?”

“Why not?” the little boy frowned. “If I run out, Mother 
and Father could always give me more.”

Linny’s nurse sighed. The child had no idea how this 
world truly worked. Shielded and pampered by his parents, 
he would lose his sweet and innocent nature and become 
like them, cold and hard and insatiably greedy.

“Linny…” she began uncertainly. “Linny, not everyone 
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can afford that much mythane. In fact, most people can 
barely afford any at all because it’s so scarce right now. The 
more that you use, the less there are. And there are many 
people out there who can’t heat their homes.”

Linny looked shocked. “But… but I have so much! How 
come they have so little?”

“Linny, you have been blessed with a rich and powerful 
family that can and will get you whatever you desire. What 
you must do is learn how not to abuse that privilege.”

He stared at the toy in his hand. Then he lifted it, shoved 
the cork back into the golden holder forcefully, and pressed 
the button.

The nurse heard Linny say:
“I will never use this toy again.”
As she looked, the cork stuck in its holder and the top 

part broke off, leaving a small chunk left. Then he threw 
it out the window to the streets below where another boy, 
dirty and grimy from the muck of the streets, picked it up 
and scrawled an old symbol he remembered his parents 
showing him long ago, along with the word “HELP.”

Then he tossed it back to the sky.

Jackie Gitlin
“What is that?” 
Armand’s voice, condescending, cut through her 

thoughts. She looked up at him, watching his face form the 
smirk that twisted his good looks into something out of a 
child’s nightmare. The camp they were standing in smoldered 
around them. Truly the stuff of the refugee’s nightmares, if 
that counted for anything. She ignored him and turned her 
gaze to the offending object. Picking it up out of the rubble 
of a collapsed tent, she had at first thought it to be a stake, 
worn down from constant use. It felt feather light as it rested 
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in her palm. It was outdated and timeworn, nothing more 
than a piece of wood hoping to resemble something useful.

“I said, what is it, Maeve?” Armand asked, using her name 
as a slur, as if she could dislike him more.  She ignored him, 
examining the object with her full concentration. The wood 
of it was smooth on the back, the front riddled with grooves 
worn down by age. The widest end curved slightly to hold 
something while the other end tapered off in a wiggling way 
that made it look rustic and old. She knew what it was. She 
wondered if the people they killed had used it every day, to eat 
and to serve meals made from scraps and semi-clean water 
to other half-starved refugees on the edges of the Wastes. 
There was blood in one of the grooves, just dried and turning 
orange-brown. Suddenly, realizing she held something that 
only hours before had helped give them nourishment made 
her sick. She dropped it to the ground.

“Nothing. It is absolutely nothing. Let’s go.” She left it in 
the dirt. She didn’t stay to watch them burn the camp to the 
ground. 

Killian Glenn
Brother Divinian of the Temple of Divi the Knowledgeable 

discovered a strange relic recently in an academy from 
before the gods fled to the sun. This relic stood as the 
only remnant of the Ancients’ extremely advanced magical 
system. All other representations of Pre-Departure witchcraft 
had, unfortunately, been disabled. This lack of any intact 
magical devices remains a trend in all investigations of Pre-
Departure sites. As this artifact is the only viable object for 
study from the academy, the one remaining ray of hope to 
the Holy Discovery Council, a great deal of work has gone 
into deciphering its true purpose. 

Some speculate that it was a gift from the gods as proof 
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of their divine power of creation. The fact that this statue is 
composed of extremely durable and completely unknown 
materials would seem to support this theory. However, there 
is a strong belief among the servants of the gods that this is 
an ancient depiction of Ground and Sea battling over who 
would control our moon, thus giving rise to the islands we 
know today. Lastly, still others believe that this relic holds 
some ancient knowledge that could lead to further realization 
of the unreachable perfection of the gods. Despite these 
vastly differing opinions, one thing is certain: This discovery 
was not purely coincidental.

As the council’s agents sifted through the rubble of the 
ruined academy, they found nothing but broken devices 
once used for wizardry. As one witness says, “Brother 
Divinian was oddly unaware of his surroundings.” Other 
sources inform us that he seemed to drift through the littered 
halls, arriving at last in a small room devoid of any furnishing 
except a few old desks. On one of these desks was the 
artifact. “It just seemed to be calling me,” says the brother. 
“It is clear that I was blessed by the gods, and I hope we are 
all worthy of their generosity.”

Nathan Goldwag
Final Days of the Great Schism
Captain Jonta Pyranta of the Royal Guard ran as if all 

the demons of Hell were chasing him. Which, in a sense, 
they were. He risked a look behind him and immediately 
wished he hadn’t. The screaming, anti-tech mob had left 
the outskirts of the burning city and was now hard on the 
heels of the retreating Guardsmen. Stifling a curse, he 
barked an order into his Voice-carrier: “All units, retreat to 
the palace. We’ll make a stand there. Protect the king!” 
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Switching off the carrier, he ran even faster. He could see 
the palace now; it was only a few hundred more meters to 
safety. He could make it easy. That’s when he tripped and 
fell. Pyranta didn’t waste time trying to get up; he rolled to 
face the cultists and opened fire with his Multiple Projectile 
Rifle (MPR). Dozens of enemies fell but hundreds more kept 
coming. And then, with a highly audible click, his gun ran out 
of ammo. Pyranta didn’t have time to feel regret or anger or 
fear before the mob was on him, hacking with sword and 
dagger and ax. Then, letting his lifeless body drop to the 
ground, they continued their charge to the palace. “The gods 
and glory!” They shouted. “Death to technology and Drust!” 
Meanwhile, unnoticed by everyone, a small button dropped 
off the Captain’s coat and rolled into a crack in the ground, 
where it was soon covered up by shifting soil.

Present Day
The archaeologist picked up the button. “Late Kingdom-

era Guardsman coat button,” he remarked to his apprentice. 
“The four symbols represent king, people, land and sea.” He 
dropped it into the trinket box. “Let’s see what we can find 
near the ruins of the palace.” 

Tyler Hayes
“Why the hell are we out here in this all-forsaken desert, 

where even the bloody trees want to eat us?” Miles asked, 
tearing his gaze from the rocky barren terrain to glare at the 
senior members of the Runners.

 “Hey boss, the mage boy is back to his whining again,” 
Hoshi called in response. Hoshi was one of the most beautiful 
people Miles had ever seen. He was beautifully fit, a perfect 
combination of form and function. Miles wouldn’t have fought 
him unless he had at least two or three guys as back up.
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“I’m not whining, or a mage, not any more… and I’m not 
a boy, I’m a soldier,” Miles snapped back hotly in defense of 
his pride, a hot wind blowing his hair.

“It is truly as you say; even your name betrays it.” Shen 
interjected, Shen was Miles’ boss, and easily the smartest 
person Miles had ever met. While he was smart, his body 
was average, showing his favor for the beauty of mind 
above that of the body. “Why indeed are we out here in the 
Wastes? The answer is in this: this simple object, with all 
it’s ellipses and circles, carries in it the Essence of life, and 
with this essence the great Artists of our land push humanity 
closer to perfection…” He trailed off, a look of awe in his 
eyes, no doubt lost in the wonder that he and all others of 
Kovina held for their highest members the Angelics.

Oh man what in the world was I thinking, a world where 
men and women as perfect as Shen, Hoshi, and the Runners, 
are no more than errand boys… where does that leave me 
and my normal self? Now what chance do I have?

For a moment Zeak even considered turning and going 
home, where people were normal and magic ruled, but  he 
stopped after one thought of the perfection that must be the 
Angelics.

Taylor Hocutt 
The Rot

The infirmary was empty aside from one patient, and 
even though it was a still, quiet night, it was one that I’ll 
never forget. The patient was a man in his early twenties 
who had taken on work as a cartographer with a small team 
of explorers. In his attempts to record the terrain of the 
jungle, he had come into contact with the deadly Fungus 
Kragus—rotflesh. There was nothing anyone could do for 
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him; his chest was already starting to cave in where the rot 
spores had infested his lungs. Occasionally a rib would emit 
a muffled cracking sound, too rotten to even support the skin 
and muscle stretched across it. It reached a major artery and 
began spreading faster—the cartographer’s only solace was 
that his nerves were failing before the flesh began dropping 
off in flakes and then in chunks. I can’t imagine how horrible 
it must have been to fall apart like that. Despite it all, I 
couldn’t tear my eyes from his frail body. In the lamplight, 
his eyes were dull and glazed over as if he were resigned 
to his fate. I listened to his slowing, gravelly breath long into 
the night. It was only a few hours before dawn when the last 
bit of life was finally squeezed from him, and his flesh, now 
in small piles, had already begun to putrefy the air with a 
stench hitherto unimaginable to me. The other doctors and 
I immediately scooped up the ghastly remains and burned 
them outside, careful not to infect ourselves with the fungi 
now budding in his remains. 

Will Holcomb 
Dear Mother,
My expedition into the Grand River Colonies and the 

lands beyond has been… exceptional. I expected little more 
than a tame, unproductive safari where my pockets would be 
emptied by cheating colonist merchants. What I got was… 
different. Grander. Practically a subject of epics or penny 
dreadfuls.

On the upside, I have ventured into places men have 
never dreamed of, slain beasts that have plagued the 
nightmares of children, handled treasures of value that 
would build a nation.

In the Fringewoods, I matched wits with cunning 
bears. In the Northern Isles, I fled cannibal stewpots and 
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the solar blades of the Eclipse Harvest. In the ruins of lost 
nations of the Gajii Expanse, I found an artifact of infinite 
bounty and infinite loss, wrested from dead men and the 
loathsome things that live among them. On the downside, 
I am now dead.

The tin enclosed is the desert treasure that fell into my 
possession—it has been the closest ally I have had in my 
career. The salve within has empowering properties and will 
heal your wounds for a time. Time and again it has saved my 
life, giving me the strength to shatter a foe or the endurance 
to withstand the scouring jaws of the Mawpit Scourge. I 
don’t know what foreign chemist crafted it, but I have owed 
him my life many times over.

It appears he has come to collect, at least in spirit. I 
should have known this power comes with a price—I have 
been bound to my bed for the past month, watching my body 
shrivel and flake away, my blood drying into a thin wind in 
my veins.

The life of a hunter offers little chance for ultimate profit; 
this tin is my first and last possession. I leave it to you.

London Hu
Aka

Think, right now, of a mythical creature. Did you think of 
unicorns? Sparkly vampires? Shapeshifting werewolves? Well 
now, think of a phoenix. Now look at this wheel in my hand. 
How does this play into magical creatures such as the phoenix? 
Well believe it or not, this wheel is actually a muzzle! 

The wheels themselves are called Aka and, after being 
constructed of the desired material, are covered in a sacred 
tree sap. This sap is essential, for without it said muzzle 
would burn from the flames of the phoenix. Although it has 
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not yet been explained, the next stage is presumably the 
“enchanting” of the Aka. “Enchanting” gifts the muzzle with 
its main ability of draining magical energy.

This particular Aka is assumed to be placed on a phoenix 
with the ability to “sing” and put all of the animals and 
magical creatures in the vicinity under their absolute control. 
Rather than shutting off the collective consciousness of the 
animal(assuming it has one), this phoenix’s ability allows the 
victim to be completely aware of what is going on as the 
phoenix plays it like a marionette. The phoenix can bend 
gravity, hence this Aka’s minor defect.

Aka normally take in the powers of the phoenix until 
they crumble to ash from the intensity. However, this Aka 
would expel energy in small amounts. Actually, if you just 
spin the Aka, the wheel will resemble a spiraling sphere. And 
that’s not all: because of the phoenix’s power, the wheel will 
continue to spin unless acted upon with force. It can defy 
gravity with the absorbed powers from the phoenix, which is 
rather predictable if you think about it.

Aimee Hyndman
The girl stared at the ground, her eyes wide. She rubbed 

her eyes just to be sure it wasn’t a hallucination or dream, 
but the object in question didn’t disappear. It sat, fluttering 
in the wind, one edge trapped under the corner of a small 
stone, securing it to the cold ground.

In comparison to the brown, dead leaves that littered 
the dirt, it was bright and colorful, a dazzling emerald green 
color. The girl had never seen anything so fascinating and 
beautiful in her life and was unable to tear her eyes away.

They were rare according to her grandmother. One was 
lucky to find such a rare beauty in a lifetime (not to mention 
they were said to be amazing magic amplifiers).



25

The girl bent down to look more closely at the shimmering 
green object. She tentatively reached out a hand and it 
hovered cautiously over the object as if touching it might 
cause it to burst into flame or attack her. After a moment of 
indecision she plucked up the light item and held it up to her 
face, wide blue eyes staring in wonder.

A gentle breeze picked up, catching the girl’s hair and 
the soft item in her hand, blowing it against her face. She 
giggled as it fluttered against her skin, tickling her chin, and 
she beamed, her smile so wide one might think it would split 
her cheeks in two.

Cradling her treasure, she hurried back towards her 
house, eager to tell her family of her discovery.

After all, few were lucky enough to find the feather of a 
forest phoenix.  

Megan Jackson
The Lock

Uta prepared for the ritual to become the High Priestess 
of Haboru, the war goddess. The urge to run away from the 
temple consumed her. She looked in the polished mirror, 
running her hands over the robes that she’d been given. 
She’d soon be led to the ritual, a painful experience. She’d 
heard of the women who’d screamed; Uta promised herself 
that she wouldn’t.

She opened her costume, examining the pure skin that 
would soon be marred and marked by rivers of ink. 

The door slid open, revealing the High Priest, Dahm. He 
saw her reflection. “You’ll soon be complete,” he commented 
solemnly, going over and pulling her robe shut. She looked 
down at his hands, they were callused with battle scars and 
tattooed with colors travelling up his arms and disappearing 
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into his sleeves. “She’s ready for you,” he whispered.
“Yes, ready…,” she murmured as she was lead to the 

ritual.
Uta laid down on the cold table, gripping her worrystone, 

the padlock from the door of her first room in the temple. 
She let the old woman pierce her skin with needles of color, 
tracing paths all over her shaven bare body. She held onto 
the lock as tightly as she could until the last needle was 
removed with a violent motion. She gasped sharply, dropping 
the lock and watching it scuttle through the vents beneath 
her down into the darkness. 

She was dressed and forced out into the blinding light of 
the temple balcony, looking down at the cheering masses, 
excited to finally see the new High Priestess, high and 
regal. They couldn’t see her pained face, or her suppressed 
tears as the High Priest put an arm around her waist and 
whispered, “You did well.” 

They didn’t see Uta; they saw the High Priestess.

Jake Johnson
I entered the arena, my future hanging in the balance. I 

held in my hand the thin strip of white cloth that could be my 
only help in the forthcoming battle. Across the barren sandy 
expanse of the gladiatorial ring, gates creaked open. Two 
tusks extended slowly into the light. Then, the borë charged. 
I extended my hands, palms upward, and concentrated. 
My eyes flickered black, and tattoos flared to life along my 
body. The swirling blue designs glowed. The air above my 
palms rippled. As the borë neared, I cast out my arms and 
released the magic I had gathered. Thunder cracked. The 
fire boar was flung backwards. It got up. The cloth in my hand 
shivered and changed. Having survived the first clash, the 
rules of the contest now dictated I be given a weapon. The 
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ribbon morphed into a small dagger with a touch of energy 
from a mage on the sidelines. It was the worst weapon I 
could have gotten against a borë, but I have other talents. 
The creature was slowly advancing, his tusks spewing fire. 
I raced forward. He sprayed fire at me. With a flick of my 
hand and my thoughts, a wave of water splashed against 
it before it reached me. I opened my mind and poured 
energy into my knife so that it might actually hurt the beast. 
Lightning flickered on the edge of the blade and began to 
dance across the surface, growing more intense with every 
passing moment. I sprang into the air, leaping high onto the 
borë’s back, and plunged the dagger into his skull. Springing 
free, I let the pent-up energy loose in a blast of electricity 
that fried the borë. I caught the ribbon as it floated down 
from the explosion. I live to fight again. 

Cassandra Konz
Professor Jone Relson’s Cultural Journal
Day 12

Almost two weeks into my study of this island, the one 
under the patronage of the harvest goddess Issta, I have 
stumbled upon a most quaint tradition. After seeing small 
paper buds on windowsills and doorsteps, I decided to ask 
my contact of their purpose. It seems that once a boy or 
girl reaches marrying age, he or she begins constructing 
elaborate paper flowers attached to small bases. Their 
purpose is to hold small messages that young lovers give 
to each other. These paper flowers have many petals that 
must be carefully opened to turn the plain buds I saw into 
large, highly decorated flowers. My contact, a woman of 
middle years, brought me the first flower she received from 
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her husband. The base was orange, the outside of the petals 
a plain yellow, and the inside a bright red with designs on 
each petal. In the center was a very simple greeting. She 
explained that the colors were the traditional marriage colors 
on the island and the designs each had specific meanings. 
Her flower was decorated with nested circles to symbolize 
the many levels of a lasting relationship, but apparently 
these symbols vary widely, from traditional values of love 
to reverence for the patron goddess Issta. My contact 
continued to explain the purpose of the tradition. According 
to the islanders, the flowers are a way to foster fondness 
and closeness between courting couples by giving them 
a way to be secretive and private without being societally 
inappropriate. Apparently it is not uncommon for marriage 
proposals to be done with the flowers as well. My contact, 
supporting my quest for knowledge of all of Diethon’s islands, 
allowed me to keep her flower. Perhaps I shall give it to my 
wife when I return home. 

Carmen Laughlin
The Red Star

“I can’t,” Azrael claimed to his friend in charge. 
“You must, if you want to stay around, I fear,” the man 

claimed in a stern voice. “I know of your origins. Those 
purveyors of magick you call a family are the only reason 
I need to remove you from the program and ruin your 
reputation for a good two decades. All I’m asking is that you 
tell me about herbal medicine. That is all.” 

Azreal swallowed deeply to hide the fright he did not 
believe lived within him. The laboratory around him seemed 
to sway and falter as the fear glazed over his eyes. He could 
not betray his family in such a way—but he could not betray 
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himself and his future either. “I told you, it’s nature,” he 
claimed, self-assuredly. 

“Your grandmother is on her 109th year. You cannot simply 
expect to tell me it is nature. Surely you do not surmise me 
to be that degree of moronic,” the deep voice claimed in 
response. The glittering gold and velveteen contrasts within 
the man’s office just reinvented the word order. One could 
tell at a glance he had the ability to make or break anyone 
he so wished. 

Azreal nodded his head ever so slowly. “You have the 
head of an ox and the mind of an ass. No wit about you. 
How about we raise the stakes?” The figure in deep crimson 
shuffled through his pockets to remove a small green 
velveteen box. He opened it slowly, as if building some 
anticipation. Therein lay a single five-pointed star, red with 
golden detailing. 

“F-f-first commander?” Azreal asked incredulously. 
He had been naught but a grunt worker for the TRoAA or 
Technological Resurgence of Ané Antir, those who sought 
science over religion, physical power and the power of 
weapons over the power of a sound mind and body. The 
first commander of the armed division was his grandest 
ambition to achieve. The look of pure lust in the boy’s eyes 
took effect, and the commander noticed. 

“Close that door. I have a proposal to make.”
Azreal’s body hesitated though his mind did not. “I pray 

you don’t waste my time,” the man said as he stared Azreal 
in his enlightened platinum eyes, “for it is more valuable 
than yours by far. An hour of yours is a second of mine. I 
wouldn’t meander about the subject for that long if I were 
you.” Azreal walked over to a velveteen couch made with 
fine craftsmanship, he could tell. This technological genius 
that stood before him, learned in tactics as well as scientific 
matters, could outdo him in many ways, and yet he had to 
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mentally defeat him to come out alive… with his family and 
his pride intact. 

“I need an answer... before I give you one myself. This 
isn’t multiple choice, my friend. I have friends in high places, 
and you have dreams for high places. For this to work out in 
your favor, you’re going to have to get blood on your hands 
and mud on those atrocious trousers. You aren’t as dim-witted 
as the others think you to be, so pray show me I’m right.”

Taylor Lewis
In an open office with windows that provided a 

spectacular view of a city made of glass, Wong read the 
scrap of paper in his hand and smiled coldly. The scrap 
was originally a postcard, ripped around the edges with 
cramped, slanted handwriting. The postcard had a simple 
message: “It’s Morley. Find the scraps. You’ll know what to 
do—Gorlander.” Gorlander was Wong’s... employer of sorts. 
Wong smirked at the title of employer. He read the sentence 
over and over again. Part of keeping the perfection of his 
world was weeding out the imperfections, including human 
imperfections. These human imperfections were nicknamed 
“the scraps.” They were scraps of human DNA mixed with 
the DNA of animals, experiments of trying to create the 
perfect being gone horribly wrong. The scraps were stains 
against Wong’s perfect, porcelain world. And it was, in fact, 
Wong’s world. He was a god; the definition of social, physical, 
spiritual, and intellectual perfection. The dove’s wings that 
spanned across his back said as much. The imperfections 
had no place in this world. They were animalistic brutes, 
shockingly unintelligent and unwanted. Wong rose from the 
plush chair and pushed his exquisite features into a scowl. 
“Damn mutants,” he murmured. “I hope I find an interesting 
one to kill today.”
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Taylor Livingston
Green Frog Art Tile

This artistic decoration represents the dying of a once 
flourishing era. Before the depletion of natural magic 
reservoirs (in the form of fantastic crystal deposits), magic 
energies were wasted for the purposes of entertainment. 

The magic in this particular item would have animated 
the frog, keeping it attached to its perch. During the magical 
era, it would have been kept as a child’s toy or a decoration 
to sit on a table. But as magic became more and more 
sparse, magical items were taken up by governmental 
facilities to be recycled and used for military purposes. If this 
item could be kept hidden, it would be passed down through 
the family and grow in worth. Items such as these that were 
not confiscated may eventually be sold. 

Megan McKay
Bezel

The bezel is a device used by merchants to keep 
track of debts owed to them. Handcrafted, these can be 
expensive to make, but because of their simplicity, they 
are widely used. The decline in resource consumption 
of other materials increases is leading to their decline, 
however. The bezel has a dial on the side, used to rotate 
the finders so they point to different numbers. All bezels 
are made of some material covered in glass, and strings 
of the devices are connected with leather straps for easy 
storage and organization. They have numbers around 
the rim which represent the amount owed. A variety of 
numbers and hands lead to different maximum capacities. 
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Bezels with smaller capacities are made with wood, but 
anything more than thirteen gold will be made of metal. The 
ratio always remains the same no matter what numbers 
you have on your bezel—five coppers to one silver, and 
twelve silver to one gold. All bezels have these basics, but 
the simplest ones made of wood are made by less skilled 
artisans and are made to be reusable. The name of the 
debtor is carved into the back and scratched off when the 
debt is paid. Metal bezels are individually made by skilled 
artisans and can contain a variety of modifications. These 
bezels are signed by the artisan to ensure that they aren’t 
faked, and have the seal of the debtor and merchant 
engraved beneath the glass. Complex series of twists can 
be used to lock the dial for a heightened sense of security, 
although they are usually warded. These devices were 
invented after a debtor burned all records of his debt. 
They were well received because they allowed anyone to 
read the records, including wolves who couldn’t turn the 
paper pages.

Grayson Mooney
I sit on the center of the queen’s sewing table and 

listen as she worries and sighs, worries and sighs. As she 
worries, I remember years ago, away from this overcrowded 
rock floating around the gas giant. I remember the palace 
on the Old Moon. The king has forbidden his followers to 
utter the name of the moon that ousted us. I remember 
the splendor and quiet peace of the palace, the music of 
the religious cult, calling for peace and brotherhood, ironic 
now that I think of it. I remember sitting next to the queen 
as she sews, listening to the king firmly ask the leader of 
the rebelling cult to back down. Voices were raised, then 
war was declared. I remember shotgun blasts and screams 
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as the Queen grabs me and we flee the palace, running 
to the space port loading the King’s private guard aboard 
our space liner. Magical blasts rock the ship as we leave, 
burning through the atmosphere, with the others, the fleet. 
We would’ve died if we hadn’t reached the asteroid in time. 
Our oxygen had almost run out when our fleet landed, 
spilling another nine thousand people onto the already 
crowded mining colony. The king, seeing how we would 
never survive like this, in this dirty and uncouth mining 
colony, ordered construction begun on an artificial moon, 
twice as grand as any natural moon. The perfect home, 
but that dream is years from occurring; the king is at the 
dangerous construction site overseeing the work, and the 
queen worries, sighs and worries.

John Muller
My object is a magic channeler. What it does is channel 

magic so that magicians can use magic more accurately. It 
comes from the magic part of our land. Its historical significance 
is that it is one of the first things used to do that sort of thing. 
Furthermore, it is very useful as a  garden hose! The time 
period when it was used was after the war broke out, when it 
developed into full-scale production as the enemies of Kovina 
needed to defend themselves. (Or at least have some piece 
of mind.) It was invented by “Bad-ass nomads” that lived in 
the waste, and they sold it to the mages.

Shannon Owens
FireLight

The FireLight is a small winged creature that is made 
out of fire. It is used as light by the indigenous people from 
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the world Diethon. They are captured and used to light up 
homes of the people. They came from the energy people 
who used their energy to help bring life to the moon. The 
energy people were able to create this creature by using an 
average bug that they had found. The bug originally had no 
wings and crawled and was called a FirePiller. It was able 
to use fire, but it was not able to be used as a source of 
light. The FirePiller put itself in a case of fire and was not 
able to move for several weeks. Then, suddenly, there was 
a brilliant flash of light, and the FireLight was born from it. 
The FireLight helps some plants to grow by burning them. 
Some of the plants need the fire to sprout or to grow to 
their maximum height. The FireLight lives for an average 
of 4 years then has its young and dies, and the cycle of the 
FirePiller to FireLight lives on.

The FireLight came from a time before records. The 
moon had just gotten a sense of leadership, and they had 
only just started to record things. The FireLight came from 
1 A.S. The very first FireLight led the king to his throne 
in the midst of the coronation. The FireLight has a high 
place of honor among the people. It is said that the fire 
gods gifted it to them for their wonderful worshiping. The 
FireLight is an absolutely beautiful creature that is most 
commonly associated with the beautiful fire goddess of 
mischief, Rossz Treton, because it is both beautiful and 
born of fire.

Claire Pillsbury
In Kovina, everything is always perfect. Little things like 

plastic toys or figurines don’t exist in normal society because 
they are flawed or easily broken.  

Looking at the toys now, I note the following: one is a 
little red and white cup that resembles the mushroom fungus 
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from my science book. Another is a green, smooth creature 
my biology book labels as a lizard, and the last one is a 
squishy, brightly colored creature I immediately know as a 
worm, due to my experience helping Mom with her garden.

These are toys I took from my father’s job; he destroys 
contraband items that do not belong in our perfect world. I 
stole them right off of the conveyer belt and stashed them 
in my lock-box. These kinds of toys aren’t legal, you know. 
Simply because of the material they are made of, I am not 
allowed to have these in my possession. I think that is part 
of what makes them so fascinating.

“What are you doing?” 
I turn around at the voice and find my older sister 

watching me from the doorway. She snatches them out of 
my hand before I can slip them back into the box. 

My sister leaves the room, and I hear her call out to me, 
“Mom and Dad will not be happy to hear about this.”

I hear the toys fall into the waste-chute a few seconds 
later.

“They never care about what you or I do,” I argue back, 
as fighting with my sister is something so familiar to me.

“Regardless, these toys don’t belong with us,” she says, 
as if she has the experience and power to judge this for 
herself.

“I don’t belong with us, either. Will you throw me away?”
She comes into my room and sits down, “I wish, but 

even that wouldn’t work.”
“What do you mean?”
Sighing, she says, “We’ll never be free from here.”

Monica Quinones-Rivera
This precious artifact is made of pure mythane crystal, 

the magic power source of Markova. This magic power 
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source is a scarce resource even in its rough, natural 
form, which means this work of art is very expensive. 
The fact that the artifact is mythane crystal sculpted 
into a beautiful but impractical form of a fish suggests 
that it was made as a gift for a person of high standing, 
most likely a noble. The trinket is larger than normal 
but uncommonly thin. There is a carved out groove and 
circle in the back, the sign of a noble family that ruled a 
small human city state in the time of the Oracles. You can 
discern a signature in the back, Picks. This might refer 
to Alvenpicks, one of the few artisans that ever actually 
got to work on pure mythane. He lived through the end 
of the Age of Oracles, and it is interesting to note that his 
opinion on the matter has never been recorded. Today 
his work, even if it isn’t made out of precious mythane, 
is greatly revered.

The artifact itself was found in the house of a rural family 
whose identity will not be mentioned due to privacy concerns. 
To this particular family, this piece was treasured as a family 
heirloom. According to the oldest member of the family, it 
was given to her ancestor, who had been a servant for the 
Courtyn royalty. She claimed that the object was placed with 
her family for safekeeping but the Courtyn royal to which it 
had belonged had died shortly afterwards, and the family 
never had the chance to return it. Whether this family story 
is believable or not, there is no way to tell. As for now, the 
artifact has been successfully returned to the remnants of 
the Courtyn nobility.

Isaac Rader
Feathered Ring Charm

This Feathered Ring Charm is a charm sold in the 
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Shriveliver Isles, often said to be of an ancient Cane design. 
The purpose of such a charm is to protect the skin from 
the seedpod of the Creeping Skinbloomer plant. I’d like to 
point out that the vast majority of these are fakes, and one 
must never be without a detecting wand to ascertain the 
effectiveness of said charms.

Just because most of you are probably wondering what 
the hell a skinbloomer is, see below:

The skinbloomer is a mythane-mutated plant native 
to the Shriveliver Isles which reproduces by sending its 
seeds to the wind or having a creature eat its fruit. Once 
said creature eats the fruit or has a seed stuck to its 
skin, the seeds grow a thin coating of leafy green matter 
over the creature. The plantlike coating takes most of its 
nourishment from the sun and a very small portion from 
you, but it will not kill you. It may, however, kill off your 
dignity, because residents of the Shriveliver Isles find this 
affliction absolutely hilarious, and so do I. Due to this, former 
hosts to the skinbloomer have made the Feathered Ring 
Charms by attaching feathers belonging to birds preying 
on the skinbloomer to a ring, protecting you completely. 
It might also be feathers rubbed with a chemical that 
attracts seedpods of the skinbloomer; there’s about a 50-
50 chance. So, be very, very careful.

Harmony Riley
Finally

Finally! I can see my father again!
Nimue hurried her small body outside the city boundaries 

and away from her “home,” looking excitedly for a small plot 
of land. She clutched the Kapii in her small, horridly clawed 
fingers.
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This will do…
The soft thud of Nimue’s body against the wet grass 

stirred nothing but the girl’s frantic heart. 
Quiet... please be quiet! They cannot find me; they will 

not find me! So please ground, be quiet!
Claws searched through the small pockets of Nimue’s 

exquisite dirt-covered dress. A well-used bit of chalk 
emerged, while a sigh of relief escaped into the air.

Quickly. Must draw quickly, before They notice that I’m 
gone.

Small but powerful claws circled clockwise around the 
grounded Kapii. 

Please let the shopkeeper be right!
 “ Well, what can I do for you?” The shopkeeper projected 

his voice over his shoulder while he polished a small glowing 
rock behind the counter that separated himself from Nimue.

Nimue hid her thoroughly wrapped hand behind her back 
and took a small step forward.

“I… I want something that will… will teleport me” Nimue’s 
voice cracked and stuttered out, “I had heard that something 
like that is sold here.”

At the sound of Nimue’s voice, the shopkeeper turned 
and placed his full attention on the small quivering body in 
front of him.

“I do, but it needs two users for it to work. This little device 
requires a lot of magic.”

The shopkeeper pulled from his pocket the small Kapii 
and held it in front of Nimue’s face. Relief and joy softened 
her features as she grabbed the Kapii and ran away from 
the shop.

Nimue promptly lifted herself from the ground, and 
started the incantation.
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Allie Roose
Bottle Cap

The planet of Centrum, a gas giant in the far reaches of 
space, is notable for having three moons, only one of which 
is natural. The other two, colonized and independent after 
a disagreement among the people of the natural one, have 
developed particularly interesting ways of creating food and 
other resources. This is especially true of the completely 
artificial moon of King’s Haven, which has no means of 
naturally growing their own food. Instead, King’s Haven relies 
on science to provide for itself. All food is manufactured in 
the labs underneath the main commercial areas of the city. 
Rather than having easily recognizable meat or plants, every 
bit of it is an unidentifiable, vitamin-enriched substance that 
comes in two types: solidified, somewhat chewy lumps and 
ooze that can barely qualify as a liquid substance. It is not 
recommended that anyone in possession of taste-buds try 
it. However, contraband items have become more common 
in King’s Haven since its reestablishment of contact with the 
other moons. It is rumored that someone has been stealing 
and cloning food out of the Chancellor’s private stores. 
By far the most infamous of these items is the supposed 
Brigand brand. A mysterious group of drinking products 
discovered by authorities in stores under surveillance for 
the sale of smuggled goods, they look physically similar to 
the authorized drinking products in almost every way. The 
only differences are the taste, which is supposedly much 
better than anything available at commercial stalls, and the 
name on the bottle cap. Where the official brand name of 
the moon’s only drink manufacturer, the Brigadiers, should 
be, there is only one word: Brigand. 
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Miranda Severance
Setting: The island of Ligander on the moon Diethon 

of the planet Nemora. It is a place of sandy beaches and 
cool rainforest mists, of clear trickling streams leading into 
aquamarine lagoons and parched volcanic rocks crumbling 
into volcanic soil. A place almost nobody knows about, and 
the inhabitants like to keep it that way. When the people 
of Ligander aren’t frightening intruders away or shooting at 
outsiders, they do what normal Diethonians do—eat, work, 
and worship the gods. Ligander is unusual in that the people 
believe the gods rotate periodically into and out of the 
position of Head God. Other islands agree that they strongly 
disagree with this heretical notion, so Ligander needed to 
learn to avoid religious wars at all times. 

Ligander is also unusual in that it is an island of small 
villages, not of cities. The people of the island are mostly 
descended from a small group of religious exiles, and 
Ligandeers rarely take in the people who stumble onto their 
shores. However, each village in Ligander is actually two. 
To protect from war and natural disasters, each house has 
a hidden trap door leading into a vast network of caves 
underground. The cave walls and rooms carved into the 
rock are illuminated by bioluminescent microbes; when the 
cavern system is occupied, burning torches provide additional 
light. Above ground, the people live in wooden houses with 
beaded curtains for doorways. Beads are strung onto long, 
thin cords; each beaded cord is hung in a row from the top 
of a doorway. Each type of bead is said to protect from a 
different kind of demon: the elongated beads protect against 
sickness demons, spherical beads ward away soul-stealers, 
et cetera. While this doorway is very attractive, it does not 
protect very well against physical enemies. That’s what the 
underground town is for. 



41

Connor Smith
In the world of shapeshifters, tribes of Aztec-like 

humanoids, flying goats, giant snakes, and other magical 
creatures, there is a type of magic called mythane which 
takes form as either a gas in the air or a solid (diamond) in 
the ground. This mythane is used to power everyday things 
such as homes and automobiles. It is also used by people, 
such as the shapeshfters, for power. They use mythane to 
change from one bodily form to another organism’s form. 
Another use for another organism’s blood the mythane is 
weaponry so that if you dock the mythane into a weapon, 
the shooter never misses the target or victim that he is 
aiming at.

When the Age of the Oracles (early humanoids period) 
was upon us, the mythane supply seemed limitless, but as 
many people saw later in history during the energy crisis 
(more technologically advanced time period), the mythane 
source was becoming more and more depleted. Therefore 
the humanoids needed an alternate source of mythane to 
extract from, and that is where my secret object comes in. 
Solar Panels, these higher grade technological machines, 
absorb mythane from the sun and send it to homes and 
buildings all over the world. They also are used as an 
alternate mythane source if mythane becomes depleted. 
These solar panels look like big computer circuit boards 
on top of buildings. Though they are very helpful and very 
efficient, the solar panels are very expensive—so expensive 
that only most powerful entities such as the government and 
other federally owned corporations are able to afford them. 
Still, sooner or later the source will become completely 
depleted, and every species of humanoid will eventually die 
out… but that’s a different story.



42

Laura Wagner
The Key is among the basic tools that our societies 

have designed to function without magic. This small, 
simple metal key is of the material and style used by the 
lower class of the capital city as well as the colonists in the 
desert, whose cultures bear a number of similarities to the 
capital because most of their families originated there. In 
the higher families’ coats of arms, the key is sometimes 
used to represent past discoveries or contributions that 
enabled progress in their societies. 

Ryan Yappert
Rud Throssin’s pick slammed into the rock wall with a 

heavy chink. The air down in the mines, deep below the earth, 
was thick with the musky sweat of the miners and the strong 
scent of the burning oil lamps. He wiped the sweat from his 
brow with the back of his hand. It came away dripping. Rud 
hoped it was near break time, but he had no way of telling. 
A gear-clock was far too fragile and expensive for a miner 
to carry, let alone afford. All his wages went back home to 
support a growing daughter and ill wife. As dangerous as the 
mines were, they were good pay for a worker.

He raised his pickaxe once more and slammed it down 
onto the wall. Digging new tunnels in the constant search 
for mythane veins was hard work. Worse was the endless 
monotony of it all, the lift-swing-clink that went on for hours 
on end. Rud noticed a strange shine in the pile of dirt at his 
feet, an evenness and purpose of shape that didn’t suggest 
yet another dull brown stone. He sifted through the pile for 
a moment to reveal a semi-circular stone. He could feel the 
spiraling ridges running over one surface, contrasting with the 
smoothness of the other side. He held it up to the lamplight 
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to get a better look. The spiral grew smaller and smaller as 
it looped around, passing off the edge of the stone and back 
on, like if you took a snail shell and split it with a blade. Rud 
assumed there was another piece, but to find it in the dark 
of the mine would be too much effort. He jammed it into 
one of the pockets in his overalls to send back with his next 
paycheck. Maybe Molly would call it a behemoth’s shell or 
something in play.
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BIOGRAPHIES
ABOUT THE AUTHORS

The Challenge: Write a short author’s bio. Each 
student prepared his or her own individual entry, 
sized to fit on a single note card.

Jayde Barton is from Spartanburg, South Carolina. 
She enjoys writing, reading, and all things music. Ask her about 
Phoenix, and you’ll definitely regret it. She’s finally a senior in 
high school. Her favorite treats are soft serve (woo!) and sprinkles 
(yay!).

John Belmont is a high-school freshman in Winston-Salem, 
North Carolina. He has been to South Carolina, the District of 
Columbia, Pennsylvania, New York, Massachusetts, Georgia, 
Alabama, Mississippi, Texas, California, Hawaii, and South Korea. 
He is “The Riddler” and possessor of a Korean fedora. His favorite 
quotes include “Food?!” and “We are the Knights Who Say ‘Ni!’” 
John plans on publishing his novels, one of which discusses how 
bears solve everything.

rae Berry hails from Mars. As a young child, she was shot from 
the planet in a small capsule, much like Superman, but has come 
to be known on Earth as Superpest. She holds a great contempt 
for those who stereotype her Martian kind to have green skin and 
big heads. Her kind in fact has blue skin. The green skinned are on 
the northern side of Mars, and are much more hostile. Her hobbies 
include reading, writing, music, and planning world domination for 
the acceptance of her home planet.

Joe Cain is from Indianapolis and is an avid reader, gamer, 
and writer. He loves comic books, and coming up with incredibly 
complex plots and ideas. Low attention span, very passionate 
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when he does finally get focused; big temper, well controlled; 
control freak, stories must be consistent.

mikki ChurChwell, called “Cannibal Girl” by some, is an artsy 
17-year-old girl with an interest in the supernatural and insane. 
She appeared out of nowhere one day from the land of northeast 
Tennessee. She is in fact not a cannibal.

kate ClayBorne is a semi-sentient space squid from Memphis, 
TN. She can juggle purple elephants.

Caitlyn Cody, or “Pixi,” goes to high school in Houston, TX. 
She likes to read and write, along with riding horses. She is a 
magical pixie who likes to be very dramatic. She is queen of all 
pixies, and she loves her two cats, dog, tarantula, and her three 
awesome Flemish giant rabbits. (Butterz is really a dwarf rabbit, 
but don’t tell him. He’ll be sad and his girlfriend will dump him 
because she doesn’t like sad bunnies.)

James Cookson is from Las Vegas. He enjoys psychological 
thrillers, Shakespeare, and is an avid movie buff. He also enjoys 
Batman.

Christopher davis lives in Half Moon Bay, California, and 
every couple of months he turns into a zombie for a brief period 
of time. He hungers for brains, but retains some of his humanity. 
He doesn’t eat brains, just normal food. He continues to shamble 
around and learn more about his zombie brethren. When he is 
normal, he attempts to find a cure, but he has not.

Jasper Ferehawk lives in Los Angles, California, and lives 
with his sister and parents there. He wants to become a video 
game story writer when he grows up and enjoys writing, reading, 
and gaming. He is going to be an eighth grader next year. His 
favorite book is Eldest of the Eragon series and his favorite 
video game is Fire Emblem: Shadow Dragon.

Zak Frey is a native of upstate New York currently residing in 
Pennsylvania. While he is primarily a musician by trade, he has 
taken up creative writing in his spare time, which he seems to 
have copious amounts of. He has a deep and abiding interest 
in philosophy and will talk your ears off about it at the slightest 



46

provocation. He is also an incorrigible punster, so don’t incorrige 
him.

kelsey Fuson is a 14-year-old who lives only half an hour 
from Wofford in Greenville, SC. She has a tendency to make no 
sense.

killian Glen was born in northern Georgia and now lives in 
Spartanburg, SC. He will be a freshman this year.

JaCkie Gitlin is just a small town girl, living in a lonely world 
called Maryland. She writes… a lot. She did not, in fact, take the 
midnight train going anywhere, but rather came back to Shared 
Worlds for her second year. She will be a minion of the high school 
education system for the last time and is a weasel. She does not, 
in fact, smell of cheap perfume.

nathan GoldwaG is from Brooklyn, New York. He is interested 
in reading and writing.

tyler hayes lives in Atlanta. He enjoys stories in whatever 
format they appear: books, comics, manga, TV, movies, or spoken. 
He has a severe fear of ballroom dancing, and openly admits that 
he is neither normal nor does he aspire to be. At least one of these 
statements is a lie, it’s most likely the dancing one, but you can 
decide.

The taylor hoCutt is a reclusive yet boisterous and arrogant 
creature that subsides solely off of high-starch meals, Coca-Cola, 
and usurped attention from his peers.

will holComB was born and then quickly shipped to a mental 
institution in Kirksville, MO in the distant future of 1994. He enjoys 
music, existential crises, and the chaos of politics, and has no 
successful writing career. He may own a cat—only Schrödinger 
knows.

london hu is from Baton Rouge, LA. She enjoys writing, 
drawing, and is, in fact, the youngest person at Shared Worlds 
2010. She is 12 years old, an otake (anime freak), and wishes to 
become a manga artist. She mostly writes fan fiction.

aimee hyndman is a 15-year-old from Texas who likes writing 
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(obviously) 24/7, playing video games, making music videos, 
acting, singing, playing piano, and watching various anime. She 
is crazy, random, and altogether awesome. She is also very 
modest… teehee!

meGan JaCkson is from a secret base off the coast of Atlanta. 
Turn left at Main Street, turn right at the Waffle House, travel 
a light year and you’re there. She is a dark mermaid and blue-
haired, although some dispute the color as green. She enjoys 
shiny things and waffles.

Jake Johnson is from Greenville, SC. He is an avid reader and 
lives to cook and play video games. He is a vegan of five years. 
He has five siblings.

Cassandra konZ, age 17, was born in Seattle and now lives in 
a small Minnesota suburb where nothing happens and probably 
nothing will continue to happen. Her family includes two biological 
sisters, five exchange sisters, and one sister who isn’t really her 
sister at all. She spends her time making paper stars, writing 
letters to people in basic training, and generally imagining herself 
far, far away.

Carmen lauGhlin is a senior in high school in Prosperity, SC. 
She is in the process of learning four foreign languages, and also 
has interests in law and neo-pagan studies. She is a published 
poet and aims to publish a novel in the future.

taylor lewis was born in Kansas City, Missouri, but shortly left 
at the age of five because the city itself was so boring. She now 
lives in Atlanta, Georgia, where she likes it much better. She’s a 
vegetarian, and makes her parents stop the car to allow squirrels, 
dogs, and chipmunks to cross the road unharmed. She’ll make an 
excellent driver next year.

taylor livinGston has been writing since she was three. She 
was born and raised in Taylors, SC though she has traveled as far 
north as Washington, D.C. and as far south as Florida, and all the 
way through Texas to the edge of New Mexico. She favors long 
walks on the beach and macaroni. Her astronomical sign is Leo.

meGan mCkay is from Cary, NC and is 16 years old.
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Grayson mooney is from Durango, CO. He is 14 years old. He 
likes to write. This is his bio.

CrawFord muller was born in Winston-Salem, NC. He is 14 
years old and has brown hair and blue eyes and enjoys running, 
playing guitar, and reading. He is a straight-A student and enjoys 
helping people. He currently lives in Charlotte, NC and likes 
Georgia UNC and Wofford College. He likes most food and his 
favorite movie is Old School.

shannon owens is a 16-year-old girl who lives in Cedar Park, 
TX. She plays the tuba in band and loves to read and write.

Claire pillsBury is to be a sophomore in Greenville, South 
Carolina. She is currently 15 years old, swims during the summer, 
and plays the piano and cello. Claire aspires to become the sort of 
psychiatrist who heedlessly dispenses medication to her patients 
simply because she has somewhere else to be.

móniCa Quiñones-rivera has just moved to Cambridge, MA 
from Berkeley, CA. She has two sisters, one of whom is going 
to Berkeley School of Music and one of whom is going to UC-
Santa Cruz. Monica is 17 and is going into her senior year of high 
school.

harmony riley originates from the small city of Memphis, 
Tennessee. She is known for her humor and love of video games. 
She fears nothing, and doesn’t expect nothing from nothing 
because nothing can do nothing. She bites. Shamalama—my, oh 
my, Ding Dong.

isaaC rader is a relatively normal guy from New Hampshire 
who, when not in school, spends his time in bizarre skiing accidents 
(or just bizarre skiing), playing Runescape, reading books several 
times the size of bricks, and eating thick clam chowder. He got 
the idea of writing from making bad fanfic, then deciding to play 
Runesape and writing infinitely better fanfic with pirates. It may 
have been bad brownies or a bad muffin that caused him to do 
this, but nobody, least of all himself, is entirely certain.

allie roose is a girl from Goose Greek, South Carolina. She 
isn’t good at writing about herself, so she’ll just fill this bio with 



49

filler sentences. This is one of those sentences. Here is another 
one. She kept on like this till the gods got angry and hit her with 
a flurgel fruit.

miranda severanCe likes western cartoons. She is terrible 
at athletic activities (including running from anything), is hard-
headed, and has the self-esteem of a mashed potato. She is a 
good artist, singer, and writer, but she is far too cowardly to write 
anything.

Connor smith is 13 years old and is from Spartanburg, SC. He 
enjoys playing tennis, soccer, and basketball. Connor also enjoys 
reading and writing. His favorite book is Airman by Eoin Colfer. 
Connor’s middle name is Payne.

laura waGner is a high school senior born and raised in 
Sweet Home Alabama. She has been writing since she was nine 
years old and has always had a taste for fantasy in particular.

ryan yappert is from California and loves singing and fantasy.  
For Ryan, anything can and will be made into a terrible pun.
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