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A NOTE
FROM OUR
EDITORS
Hello readers of the first edition of the Oak Hill Literary Magazine: Roar! We are so
excited to release this diverse compilation of short stories, artwork, and other creations
of fellow students right here at Oak Hill. If you’re reading through this and think you’d
like to submit some of your own work, feel free to submit it! You might just find it in the
next edition.
Enjoy!

A LITTLE
WORDS
The river sent waves thrashing violently, pushing and shoving huge
tsunami-like waves towards the land. Already the city was devoured by the
raging waves of the overflowing ocean. Houses fell like dominoes. Many
people living near the ocean had packed their bags and set sail for
America, a whole ocean away from the town of Cochem, Prussia.
Wilhelm II, the emperor of Prussia, didn’t care about the little town of
Cochem. He had other things to worry about, like the undeniable fact that
a war was inevitable. Tensions between Austria-Hungary and its neighbors
would probably lead Prussia into the war, Alan shivered as he thought of
the consequences. As a result, Prussia’s economy would go down. Atleast,
that's what he heard his dad say. Alan had absolutely no idea what an
economy was, but it sounded bad. And if anything was bad, it was the ever
growing flood of Cochem. The economy probably had something to do with
the flood, Alan thought as he sat on the steps of his house.
His marbles jingled in his pocket, deriving him of his thoughts. The big
marbles match! The game with Lieselotte! The girl who thought that she
could beat him. Alan happened to be the #1 champion at marbles. She’s
fighting a losing battle, Alan thought, puffing up with pride. He raced
towards the rest of the neighborhood. The road curved off slightly
towards the right, but it was impossible to tell. Everything just looked
like one huge river.
Alan glanced at his shoes. His one good pair. Most of his shoes were torn
and wet, sopping and even after they were dry, water gushing out like a
waterfall, forming lakes at his feet. He shuddered at the thought of what
his shoes would look like after any rain came. The condition of these
shoes so far- best he’d ever had. He stopped and tore one already slightly
wet sneaker off his foot. Even now they were wet. But there was no time to
dawdle. He peeled off the moist socks, grimacing slightly.
Walking towards the playground, or what was left of it, he reminded
himself that he’d have to wash his feet extra hard today, or he knew Mama
would yell. Walking barefoot had its consequences.
“Hallöchen! Alan! You're late!” called Moritz. Alan was glad he had Moritz
in this small, dull town. He didn’t know what he’d do without him. After
all, he was the best comrade for adventures.

There was a huge crowd of little boys, ranging from 5 to 9, and a
smaller group of girls, around the same age. They all stood
nervously, waiting for the champion to arrive. Lieselotte was there
too. She grinned at Alan when he arrived, a sincere, honest smile.
But being Alan, a typical 9 year old, he simply stuck out his tongue
and walked to the other side of the marble board, pushing through
the crowd of smugly grinning boys.He knew he was going to win. He
always did. And everyone else did too. The boys were laughing,
looking absolutely calm and ease, while the girls (all but
Lieselotte) bit their nails and whispered amongst themselves. They
seemed to be not in a good mood. I wonder why, thought Alan
egotistically.
But out of the blue, Alan felt a pang of queasiness erupt in his
stomach. Yes, he had won all the marbles games with all the boys
and girls in the third grade, but he had never played with
Lieselotte. Somehow the idea of them playing had never crossed his
mind, but now he realized that was a huge mistake. He squirmed in
anger at his stupidity. What if Lieselotte was good?
Missed.“Coward! Coward!” all the boys laughed as Alan ran past
them. His fury at them and at the world just made their laughter
louder and stronger, covering the sound of his loud sniffling.
Alan’s feet kicked away at the wet ground beneath him, kicking any
rocks on his path, landing in astronomical puddles.Hiking up the
streets, he pelted down past the small center of the village, until
he could no longer hear a word of shout of any one nearby..
He knew he was going to win. He always did. And everyone else did
too. The boys were laughing, looking absolutely calm and ease,
while the girls (all but Lieselotte) bit their nails and whispered
amongst themselves. They seemed to be not in a good mood. I
wonder why, thought Alan egotistically.
But out of the blue, Alan felt a pang of queasiness erupt in his
stomach. Yes, he had won all the marbles games with all the boys
and girls in the third grade, but he had never played with
Lieselotte. Somehow the idea of them playing had never crossed his
mind, but now he realized that was a huge mistake. He squirmed in
anger at his stupidity. What if Lieselotte was good?
Alan glanced at the crowd. Would this be the defeat of his marbles
career? Lieselotte was, after all, smirking.

Alan jingled the marbles in his pocket. No, he told himself, I will
play and beat her to smithereens. But somehow the thought of his
whole gang shaking their heads at him in disappointment was too
much. His whole reputation- down the drain because of a marble.
“Yeah, um, guys? I’m not feeling up to it today,” Moritz turned
around, pushing through the crowd furiously.“What’d you mean
you’re not gonna play? Of course you’re gonna play,” Moritz turned
to the crowd, now with faces of confusion and demoralization.
“Just got a little nerves, that's all!”
But still, the crowd was frozen there, like it was too much for them
to process. One boy, a huge 11 year old, towering over them like a
skyscraper, stepped up, his huge feet clunking on the sidewalk.
“Hey, look, if you don’t want to play, then we don’t need to be here
to watch you fail a game with a girl.” At this, all the boys began to
jeer and yell, and Alan’s wavering eyes sought the comfortation of
at least one of his friends. But there was no one. Moritz was
standing off to the side, as though ashamed at his best friend.
Many of the boys, small and big, turned after the big kids heel, and
with one last painful leering glance, sashayed away. The girls
didn’t laugh or grin, but they too, had walked away, not wanting to
join in on all the boys drama. Besides, they could just say that
Lieselotte had won.
“Hey, um, see ya later.” Moritz patted his shoulder, and with one
awkward grin, ran after the group.
Wow. They’re--they all went. All gone. No one had stayed. Not a
word. Alan kicked a little damp rock in their direction. Missed.
“Coward! Coward!” all the boys laughed as Alan ran past them. His
fury at them and at the world just made their laughter louder and
stronger, covering the sound of his loud sniffling. Alan’s feet
kicked away at the wet ground beneath him, kicking any rocks on
his path, landing in astronomical puddles.
Hiking up the streets, he pelted down past the small center of the
village, until he could no longer hear a word of shout of any one
nearby. The stiff heat, an itchy blanket, dissolved as he stomped
down, until the air became as sharp and crisp as a cold winter
night in the middle of the winter, even though it was summer. It
even smelled different too- a wet, damp sort of smell, like when
the basement has flooded. As he got closer to wherever he was, the
familiar landmarks began to form in his eyes, the salty air, the

rushing, calm sound, the sodden wet cliff above the sea, where waves
had never been very high. He furiously grabbed 4 or 5 stones, thinking
of himself an entirely mutilated man, solemnly catapulted one at the
angry sea. Plop. Moritz always knew how to make them skim over the
water. Alan grabbed another stone, sending it smack into the sand.
Tears formed in his eyes, angry wet tears that could never stop
flowing. Alan wiped away them quickly knowing some of his friendsno, those kids, could still be around, and grabbed the third stone. It
sailed into the air, and suddenly, before Alan could hear any plop,
there was the sound of a stone flying back. He hurriedly ducked, but
the stone just sailed into his hand, which had opened, letting all the
other stones fall to the ground. Alan’s heart stopped, any trace of
tears vanished. What had happened?
The sound of someone losing their footing made him jump up, and
turning around, he saw Lieselotte, sheepishly smiling.
“I wanted to say sorry, for you know the marbles. But then I saw a
stone hurtle back at you, so I just decided to, um, just go see what
was happening.”
Alan stared at her. Was she saying the truth, or was she just here with
the 11 year old to get him beaten up? He shrugged at her, and went
back to the third stone, trying to throw it into the ocean. How could
he not? He threw with all his might, but the third stone came
skipping back. It was as if the ocean had built a wall between the
stone, as if the river’s anger was directed towards the one stone,
trying to peacefully fall into the turbulent, foamy water. He was then
reminded of the failing stone walls that had always tried to cover the
sea from getting in, but they too, had fallen like little wet stones,
collapsed into nothing. He remembered the irrigation canals that took
the water away, the one thing the big waves didn’t fight against. Not
that they even had a reason too, like Moritz and all the others. They
had absolutely no reason to be mad. No reason at all.
It was like they were building a wall. But against who? Their friend?
They should be building walls against the ocean. What a waste of time
and energy, Alan remarked solemnly. If they had a problem with him
just not wanting to play, they should’ve at least said something nicer,
like, “Why not? Everything okay?” and “When can you play?”. They
could’ve worked together.
The wall, Alan realized, the wall between the ocean, the wall between
he and his friends, were all the same: a crumbling barricade of unsaid
words.

WINTER
STORY
Tess stood in the driveway, suitcases resting at her feet, staring up
at the house that would be her home for this summer. It was old, so
old that so much ivy covered it it practically blended into the
surrounding forest. It was big too. Three stories plus an attic and a
basement. Tess reached down and grabbed her bags and headed up
the staircase leading to the porch.
She would spend the entire summer with her crazy old grandfather,
who lived by himself in the middle of the woods. Her parents had
first discussed the idea in March, and she hadn't thought much of it
until two weeks later, when it happened again. Now here she was.
The boards creaked under her feet. Her parents told her that she
would take the room in the attic, so she began the hassle of
dragging her bags up the stairs. She unpacked her stuff quickly
before heading downstairs again.
She had no idea where her grandfather was, but that was fine. She
didn't like him much anyway. Always ranting on about fantastic
beasts and demons coming to get him. He always carried dried
flowers and herbs around with him, giving him a musty smell that
always made Tess sneeze. Tess took out her phone to text her
friends before remembering her grandfather hated all modern
devices and there was no service at all at his house. She sighed and
flopped down onto an old couch in the living room.
The sun was setting and the room was lit up with golden light. Tess,
who had no appreciation for nature's beauty, simply groaned at the
sun shining in her eyes and dramatically stormed out of the room,
her long wavy golden hair streaming behind her, despite the fact no
one was there to witness her dramatic storming.
She wandered into her grandfather’s study, which was covered in
maps of the surrounding woods, and notes about demons and
monsters.
“Ridiculous,” she scoffed as she looked over a piece of paper
documenting pixies in the woods. “He’s absolutely bonkers.” It was
at this moment that her grandfather reappeared. He looked exactly
how she remembered him. He was bald but had a long beard. His
round glasses rested on his nose. He was wearing khakis and a
sweater vest.

“Hi kiddo,” he chuckled as he enveloped her in a hug. The smell of
dried herbs made her sneeze. “Now, I don't have many rules here,”
her grandfather grinned at her, “but I require that you not go out at
night, especially on a full moon. The next full moon is tomorrow.
Now I'm going to make dinner, we’re having chicken nuggets!” Then
he headed off to the kitchen to make dinner.
Tess was rebellious, and when she was told she couldn't do
something, she needed to do it. Meaning, tomorrow she was going
out at night. Nothing bad was going to happen to her. Her grandpa
was off his rocker. There was no way there were demons out there.
Dinner was quiet. Tess poked at her food as her grandfather
scribbled notes in one of his many journals about mermaids and
giants or whatever.
She soon excused herself and walked up the stairs to her attic
room. She changed into her pajamas and brushed her teeth before
climbing into the old bed with its lumpy mattress and old sheets.
Usually she could sleep pretty well but the incessant chirping of
the crickets was driving her mad. Finally, sometime around
midnight, she drifted off.
Tess woke up with a sore back. And a sore neck. Everything was
sore. She hated this bed. She dragged herself downstairs and fixed
herself some toast for breakfast. She found a random book to read
and flipped thought it until her grandpa wandered down the stairs
and into the kitchen. He wished her good morning and poured
himself some coffee.
“I'm going to head out after breakfast. You don't mind being home
alone, do you Tessa?” he asked. Tess just nodded. She couldn't care
less. He grinned brightly at her, dashed into his office to grab some
materials and hurried out the door. Tess looked through the
cabinets in the kitchen to see if there were any things she could
bake with. She found enough stuff for some brownies and began
laying out the materials on the counter. She didn't particularly like
baking, but she was good at it, and needed something to pass the
time with.
The brownies had long gone cold by the time her grandfather
returned. Dinner was yet again a quiet affair, with her grandfather
writing in his book and ignoring Tess completely. He cared more
about his imaginary creatures his own granddaughter. She
wondered whether he would even notice she was gone tonight.

Tess stayed up until she heard her grandfather go to bed. She
waited a few minutes to make sure he was asleep before sneaking
down stairs and slipping out the door. It was warm enough that she
doesn't need a jacket, and headed out in a tank top and shorts.
She remembered her grandfather saying that the demons hung
around in a grove of ancient oaks near a small stream. She would
prove none of his silly mythical creatures were real. She headed off
in that direction.
The ground was damp with dew, and the crickets chirped loudly
from all around her. As she got closer to her destination the noises
of the forest died off and soon all that was left was the shuffling of
Tess’ feet against the thick undergrowth. She heard the snap of a
twig being broken, but there was nothing there. It must have been
her imagination. She continued on.
The trees got taller and soon the leaves blocked out all the light of
the moon, and Tess was left stumbling along in the dark. She
thought she heard twigs snapping a few more times but every time,
there was nothing there.
The closer she got to her destination the more weird things started
happening. A few times she thought she spotted eyes peering at her
from the bushes. The air became unnaturally cold for summer. The
path was lit with an eerie red light that Tess couldn't locate the
source of.
Just as she arrived at her destination she heard a clicking behind
her. She whirled around but all she saw was her shadow. She stared
at it for a few seconds before realizing that the shadow was moving
independently of her.
“Blood,” a voice, ancient and pure evil, rasped. She slowly began to
back up until her back was pressed against the rough bark of a tree.
The shadow began to increase in size, growing in jerky intervals
that chilled Tess to her very core. The air was filled with the smell
of decomposing flesh.
“Blood of a child with the moon full and bright,
Come now, my child, don’t put up a fight,” the thing crooned.
It reached out a monstrous limb towards Tess and enveloped her in
the blackness.
Tess clawed and reached for anything to grasp on to, to stop her
from being swallowed by this monster. Her nails caught on rocks
and were cut as the sinister demon overpowered her.

Tears streamed down her face.
“Come now, my child, this will be your last night...”
Her mouth filled with the coppery taste of blood.
“Come now, my child, I'm starving for a bite...”
Her vision was fuzzy.
“Trust me, my child, I have far more might,
Trust me, my child, things will be alright
If you embrace the dark and step away from the light.”
Everything went black.
Tess was drowning in blackness. Darker than anything she had ever
seen. It clogged her lungs and her throat. Her arms lashed around,
trying to find something, anything solid in the void.
She saw the silhouettes of her loved ones and she raced towards
them, but they always disappeared at the last second, wisping away
like dust.
She saw a vision. It was her funeral. Her family gathered around a
grave crying. She reached out to them, to comfort them, but her
arm passed through them. The sense faded away, and was replaced
with another. And another. Again and again until Tess couldn't bear
the pain, consuming her, gnawing at her very being, tugging at her
soul. The more senses she saw the harder it became to fight against
the darkness. With a final burst of darkness Tess broke, and fell
into the void.
The shadow shrunk down to the size of a normal human. A figure
stepped out of the forest, and the shadow joined with the person. A
shaft of moonlight hit the shadowy figure’s face, revealing Tess’s
grandfather, smiling. He reached up and wiped a spot of his late
granddaughter’s blood from his mouth.
THE END
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WINTER
FEELS
DIFFERENT
A chill of wind passes through my ear
But a foot of snow is yet to appear
The mittens and hats remain put away
Children stay inside to play
Play their video games in a different place
A place with fear and no smiles on their face
But how could you blame them?
How could you cheer?
When shootings and tragedies are all that you hear
Oceans of evil flooding our way
Melting all of the snow that does stay
Staying to see what world this became
Became so wrong and so evil and lame
Kids are scared to go outside
The scary old men now wait and hide
Hide to push their childhood aside
No, it doesn’t feel like winter, not this year
Maybe it’s the snow, maybe it’s the fear
The fear of whatever lurks beyond
Beyond the memories so dear and so fond
No, it doesn’t feel like winter, maybe it never will again
But never forget what the world was back then
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THE WALK
TO THE BUS
I walk down the street phone clutched in my hand
The frost filled flurries fly over the land
I shiver and tremble as I come closer
And long for something that feels a bit toastier
I sluggishly stomp across the slush
My feet squelch above the mush
I stand there waiting for my yellow haven
I feel my insides begin to cave in
I peek at my phone, cold to the touch
But surrender my hand to a pocket and clutch
I wait for dear life as the stop lights turn green
My glasses frost over while I scan the scene
Finally I see it rolling up so near
And I silently let out a cheer
I hop on the bus and greet all my friends
We talk about how we want winter to end
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