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A BOUT THE WRITTEN M IND 
The Written Mind features stories, poems and artwork created by students of Wilmington High 
School.  Many of the works in this issue were writ ten during November of 2018 as part  of  
Nat ional Novel Writ ing Month.  For more information, visit  ht tp://www.nanowritmo.org. 
Special thanks to Mr. Miller for curat ing most of the student artwork in this issue and to Mr. 
Mison for seeing that this issue found a home on WHS's website.

Rose Boynton is a junior who likes to write stories.  

Kirre Christensen is a senior who just graduated from Wilmington High School.

Jay Knight is a junior.  He is a lit t le too emotional and likes to sleep.

Mr. McGee helped found the Literary Club to showcase students' art ist ic talents.  He has been 
teaching in District  209U for 20 years.

Mr. Miller contributed several pictures of student art  to this magazine.  He enjoys being 
outdoors and occasionally writes.

Mr. Mison oversaw uploading this magazine to the school's website.  He enjoys fast pitch 
softball and spending t ime with his daughter.

Morgan Parsons is a junior who likes to read and write.  She also likes to fish.

Andrew Schroeder is a freshman who loves both history and  alternate history.

Madison Sharp is a junior who writes to express her emotions.
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There was once a demon named 
Azazel, who liked to make odd deals 
with humans while being disguised as 
an animal or an object. He did this so 
he could observe the humans and 
their actions to see if he could make a 
deal with them. When he found the 
right person, he would go into their 
dreams and make the deal with them 
there, and when they got their wish, 
they would have to do work for him.

Demons or daemons were creatures 
of hell, but they weren?t the only 
creatures that roamed the Earth. 
There were creatures from all 
religions and mythos. There were 
your dark creatures like vampires, 
werewolves,demons, etc. and there 
were also your light creatures like 
angels, fairies, and tenshi as well as 
your grey creatures like pixies, 
witches, phoenixes, and the like.

Anyway, back to Demons.  There are 
many types of Demons. There were 
your Succubi and Incubi, who feed 
off sexual energy. Then you had your 
Bajang, which were your Malaysian 
Demons who disguised themselves as 
weasels, and there were Familiars that 
were everyone's personal spirit, even 
if people didn?t realize they have 
them. Gorgons, which is what 
Medusa was, and Imps, which were 
small Demons, were sometimes 
considered familiars to witches.

So, Azazel was trying to make a deal 
with a woman who wanted powers 
and to be a witch. She wanted to be 
more beautiful than she already was. 
Her name was JAZZMYNE! She was 
a blonde with brown eyes. Jazz was 
slightly chubby but not overly so and 
fairly tall. Some of her favorite 
hobbies were listening to music and 

watching anime.

Jazzmyne was a very shy person. She 
wasn?t very social because the last 
time she was social she got 
bullied...badly. Jazz got bullied 
because she has schizophrenia and 
talks to herself a lot. Not all the 
voices were bad--some were even 
encouraging and had once helped her 
get the courage to ask out a crush. 
But they broke up after a couple 
months.

Jazz was driving down a gravel road 
surrounded by lots of corn fields and 
small forests. She was on her way to a 
four-way intersection to try and 
summon a demon, in hopes that it 
would give her the powers she 
wanted. She really hoped that it 
wouldn?t be mad or agitated at her for 
summoning it. She was kind of 
hoping it would be nice, but at the 
same time, she had also thought, ?I 
can?t be so naive to think it?ll be nice, 
right??

As she was approaching the 
intersection, she started slowing 
down and when she stopped she 
gathered all the materials needed to 
summon the demon. Jazz walked to 
the middle of the empty four way and 

By Rose Boynton

AZAZEL THE 
DEMON
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knelt down exactly in the center and 
started to dig a hole. She had brought 
a small wooden box filled with the 
necessary items to summon the 
demon: her ID, some graveyard dirt, a 
bone of a black cat (Jazz really didn?t 
want to think about where she got 
that), and milk from a black cow. She 
had gotten the idea while watching an 
episode of the show Supernatural and 
then looked up more information 
online, before accidentally finding a 
Satanist website, so she wasn?t 
entirely sure if this ritual would work. 
And she didn?t know what to do if it 
did. She put the box in the hole and 
covered it up. She got up and wiped 
the gravel off her skirt and waited for 
something to happen.

Jazz had been waiting for so long that 
she sat down.  When she finally 
checked the time on her phone, she 
realized she had been waiting for an 
hour. So she got back up and started 
walking towards her car, but a voice 
stopped her.

?Hey where do you think you?re 
going??

She turned around only to see a 
handsome man. He had black hair, 

vibrant green eyes, and the build of a 
runner, and he was about 6?1?. He 
was wearing a nice green button up, 
black slacks, and a nice pair of black 
leather shoes.

?Who are you?? she asked.

?You were summoning a demon, 
were you not?? he asked in reply.

?Yeah, but I didn?t think it would 
actually work.? she said sassily.

?Then should I leave?? he asked.

?No, don?t leave. You still didn?t 
answer my question, though.? she 
replied.

?And what question was that?? he 
asked snidely.

?I had asked you, ?Who are you???

?My name is Azazel.? he told her 
finally.

?Azazel? But I would have thought 
you to be a higher level demon . . .? 
she trailed off.

?I am. I have no idea why I was sent 
to you, so don?t bother asking,? he 
said. ?Well,? he continued. ?What do 
you want to sell your soul for??

?I want to have magic,? Jazz stated 
bluntly.

?Of course you do. That?s all 
everyone wants,? Azazel exclaimed. 
?I?ll give you magic, but on one 
condition.?

?I give you my soul?? she asked 
dryly.

?No, when we make the deal, I 
already got your soul. What I want . . 
. is you to be my witch,? he said.

?What do you mean ?your witch??? 
Jazz asked.

?I mean that you do what I say and 
you can have all the magic you 
want!? Azazel said.

?Hmmm . . . . Alright, it?s a deal,? she 
said, holding out her hand.

?It?s a deal,? he repeated, taking her 
hand, green fire erupting from his 
hand. Jazz yelped and pulled her hand 
away.

?Don?t worry, it won?t hurt you,? he 
said trying to calm her and never 
letting go of her hand.

?How do I know you won?t hurt me?? 
she asked fearfully.

?Shoulda thought of that before you 
made a deal with me.? he said in a 
sinister voice.
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THE EDGE
BY MADISON SHARP

 

Standing on the edge looking down at the waves 

lapping against the rocks, I begin to feel peace again. 

The rhythms calls out to me an anthem of escape. I 

want for the peace and I'm finally ready for the 

embrace. Turning around with my heels hanging from 

the ledge, I look back in the distance at the town that 

couldn't find a place for me. Then I see her running 

towards me and the look in her eyes that makes me 

want for one more day with her. The dark sky flashes in 

my vision. Clouds. Wind. Freedom. Nothing.
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At the IX annos 

(age of 9), I lost the 

most important person 

in my life, as well as, 

learned a dark secret 

that she had to keep 

from me.

This world. Our 

world. It 's full of 

creatures that you 

would think only exist 

in storybooks. The 

ones you read to your 

children at night. The 

creatures you tell your 

children are not hiding 

under the bed or in 

their closet. In this 

world, if a human child 

says that to you, you 

look and you don't 

stop looking until you 

know for sure it 's not 

there or you find one. 

Otherwise, if you brush 

it off like it?s nothing, 

you will wake the next 

morning with your 

child no place to be 

found.

I am one of 

those creatures. Not 

the type you would 

find hiding under the 

bed or in the closet, 

but the type that lurks 

within the shadows of 

the night. When I was 

first brought to our 

small village in the 

middle the woods, 

people would tell me I 

had the blood of a 

pythonissam and the 

blood of a different 

creature, but that 

couldn?t be right. 

According to what I 

have been told, you 

can?t have a child from 

two different types of 

creatures, but the 

Pythonissam of our 

village can sense 

another creature 

within me. However, 

nobody could figure it 

out or they just 

wouldn?t tell me. Not 

even the man who 

took me in as his own. 

After a year and 

a half of constantly 

being pushed around 

by adults and fake 

friends, I met an 

interesting set of twins. 

They didn?t look at me 

differently as the other 

children did. They saw 

me for who I am. It was 

nice when I found out 

that they aren't human 

either. They are a 

lower class creature 

known as a fairy. They 

told me that one day 

when they were V 

annorum (5 years old) 

they woke to an empty 

house and the twins 

don't know what 

happened to their 

parents. They were 

there one minute and 

gone the next. After 

hearing this I decided 

that they would be the 

newest addition to my 

litt le family.

 ? ? ? ?

"We can't do 

this, Crystal. Only 

people with the rank of 

General Major and 

higher can go into that 

room. So face it, that 's 

not us and we are 

females. Only men can 

ever get close to that 

rank. If you?re lucky 

you can reach Major, 

but that 's as high as a 

woman has ever 

achieved." Alexia says, 

telling me things I 

already know. Her 

bright green eyes keep 

drifting over to her 

twin brother, Alex, to 

get him to help her 

out. However, he just 

continues to sit there 

listening to her panic. I 

smirk as I lean forward 

HITTING THE BOOKS 
By Morgan Parsons
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and tell her how this is 

going to go down. 

"Don't look at your 

brother for help. He 

has already agreed to 

go along with my 

plan." "Oh dear lord, 

the two of you are 

going to get us killed 

one day." she 

complains as I 

continue, "Whatever, 

that won't happen. So, 

here's what we are 

going to do. I am going 

to slow down Alex's 

heart rate to a point 

where the doctors 

can't find a pulse and 

while you are freaking 

out like you always do. 

I am going to slip into 

the room." "So, I am 

the histrionically crying 

sister; Alex is the 

distraction, and you 

get to run into a 

restricted room not 

knowing how long you 

will be in there?" she 

asks questionably. "Yes 

Alexia." "That?s fine 

with me. If you get in 

trouble it 's not on Alex 

or me this time.? She 

says with a bright sassy 

smile across her face. 

"Yeah, and when the 

doctor tries to start 

CPR you do realize you 

have to throw yourself 

across me to stop him. 

The guards and the 

doctor will get mad at 

you for interfering in a 

life or death situation." 

Alex explains, 

narrowing his equally 

bright green eyes at 

her. "So, in the end, I 

am still the one getting 

in trouble." She 

complains. "Yeah, well 

at least you?re not the 

one that could die if 

she drops your heart 

rate to low!" Alex 

shouts at her, a litt le 

upset she is only 

thinking about herself 

again. "We're Family 

and I promise no one 

is dying or getting into 

too much trouble 

today. I just have to 

find that information 

and if we (hopefully) 

succeed then no one 

can look down on our 

gender or species 

again."

"Are you ready?" 

I ask Alex as he lies 

down in the middle of 

the hallway floor. 

Closing his eyes tightly 

he takes a deep breath 

before opening them 

again and saying: "As 

ready as I?ll ever be. 

Let 's get this over with 

and you better get that 

information." He tells 

me with a tight grip on 

the neckline of my 

shirt. "I will no matter 

what," I tell him as he 

drops his hand back 

down and I place both 

my hands down onto 

his chest. I take a deep 

breath myself and 

slowly letting it out, I 

begin the incantation. 

After a minute I 

remove my hands and 

check his pulse. "Is he 

okay?" Alexia asks with 

true panic lacing her 

voice. "I don't know 

he's not breathing and 

I can't find a pulse!" I 

shout loud enough for 

someone to hear us. 

Alexia begins to 

scream for help as she 

runs down the hall in 

the direction of the 

library and infirmary. 

People begin to leave 

the rooms they are in 

to check if he is alright. 

As Alexia comes back 

with a doctor I slip off 

into the crowd and 

head down the hall to 

the empty library.

The sign on the 

door in front of me 

read: Any creature 

under the rank 

General Major can and 

will be killed for 

entering this area.

' As long as one of 

us comes back 

triumphant I won't have 

to die for entering.' I tell 

myself as I open the 

door in front of me 

and step into the 

restricted room. I have 

my back pressed up 

towards the door as I 

close it softly behind 

me. I notice that there 

are a lot more books in 

here than I first 

anticipated there 

would be. "Everything 

is in alphabetical order 

so I just have to go 

straight for the E 

section," I whisper out 
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loud as I begin walking 

through the aisles. I 

slide my hand across 

the dusty books as I 

look for the E?s. At the 

very end of the first 

shelf, I find the book I 

am looking for. Picking 

it up I begin to read the 

book written in a 

researchers? messy 

handwriting.

Excalibur

Contents:

 Prologue

 Info on Excalibur

 Info on its location

 Info on the Draconem

 Info on the Pyt...

 Names of the dead

 Map

Quickly flipping 

the book open to the 

chapter on Excalibur 's 

location I skim over it 

real fast before I rip 

out the somewhat 

decent drawing of a 

map. Just as I am 

about to close the 

book I stop and thumb 

through the book to 

the chapter on the 

Draconem. I begin to 

read its contents.

Excalibur

 Info on the 

Draconem:

 The Draconem is a 

fierce creature with 

golden red scales that 

cover its entire body. It 

has fierce eyes the 

color of an icy stream 

and two horns sit at 

the top of its large 

head. The beast has 

long claws stained with 

the blood of many 

warriors who failed to 

make it to Excalibur 's 

resting place and a 

long tail that has 

retractable shape 

needle-like spikes 

down its entire tail that 

shoots out in seconds.

Crash! "Can't 

you be more careful 

child!?" "I am so sorry, 

madam librarian. I am 

just so relieved Alex is 

going to be just fine 

that I can?t sit still. He 

gave me a real scare." 

"Yes, I suppose he did. 

He was lucky the 

doctor got there when 

he did." "Yes, your 

right." ?Oh no, the 

incantation wore off 

faster then I wanted it 

to. I can?t tell what this 

chapter was about. It 

has been crossed out to 

many times and the 

pages to this chapter 

have been ripped out.? I 

think to myself as I 

throw the book back 

into its place on the 

shelf, fold the map into 

three, slip it into my 

back pocket, and make 

my way into the back 

to retrieve Excalibur 's 

designed sheath. Once 

I have it secured in my 

grasp I make my way 

back to the door, but I 

stop and turn to look 

at a section of the 

room that caught my 

eye. ?It's record books. 

Each of them has a date 

on it.? I think to myself 

as I reach forward and 

grab the one with the 

year MMXX (2020) on 

the spine. ?It's the year I 

came here.? Click . 

"Gasp!" I throw myself 

down to the ground, 

watching as the 

librarian walks into the 

room for her hourly 

inspection. Leaving the 

door creaked open 

behind her I slowly 

crawl towards the door 

as she moves around 

the corner. I slip out 

the door and to 

Alexia's side just in 

time to warp 

Excalibur 's sheath 

within her long 

sweater shirt. The 

book tucked away in 

the back of my jeans as 

the librarian steps out 

of the room and closes 

the door behind her.

She smiles 

widely at me before 

addressing my 

presence. "Oh, good 

evening Captain Flare." 

"Yes, good evening 

madam librarian." "It 's 

an awful thing that 

happened to Mr. 

Knight is it not?" "Yes, it 

is madam librarian. His 

heart stopped 

beating." "Mhm... Yes, 

it seems so. Did you 

learn about this from 

Miss Knight in just a 

few moments I 

stepped away?" 'She 

sounds a little 

suspicious, but she 

hasn?t said anything 
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about the book or 

Excalibur's sheath 

missing from the 

restricted room. I think 

we are in the clear.? I 

think to myself as I 

begin to push Alexia 

towards the exit. "No, I 

heard the commotion 

in the hall on my way 

down here. Now if you 

will please excuse us." I 

say politely with a fake 

smile on my face. 

"Crystal, understand 

the situation you are 

about to be a part of 

and the things you 

may read about. Good 

luck ladies. You better 

come home before 

curfew or your legal 

Guardian won't be 

happy if you don't 

make it home before 

nightfall." Mrs. Lean 

tells us as she turns 

her back and walks 

into her office. "She 

knows! If she knows 

why isn't she going to 

stop and report us?? 

Alexia asks as we begin 

down the hall to the 

medical bay to get 

Alex. ?I couldn't tell you 

why she let us go 

Alexia, but I knew she 

would know I was in 

there and things were 

missing.? ?You did! How 

could you have known 

that?? Alexia asks a 

litt le surprised about 

my announcement. 

?Alexia, stop and think 

about it. The restricted 

room is located in a 

library and the 

librarian is responsible 

for it. She is a higher 

class creature known 

as the most feared 

guardian.? I tell her, 

trying to get her to 

guess what Madam 

librarian or otherwise 

known as Domine Red 

is. ?Gasp! No way she?s 

the Great Phoenix?! 

How did you figure 

that out?? ?I am not 

sure how I figured it 

out, but what I do 

know is that we have 

the map to Excalibur 

and it 's time to put our 

plan into action," I 

smirk darkly as I throw 

open the doors to the 

medical bay with a 

look of determination 

blazing in my eyes.
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SIRI
BY JAY KNIGHT

Hey, Siri: what?s the weather like today?

?It?s chilly,? she says, through the earphones in my head.

?With high possibilit ies of rain.?

One day, I asked for directions to my friend?s

She said to take a left at the bend.

Though, when I reached the end of the road,

I was nowhere near their humble abode.

?Make a U-Turn,? she told me, not a clue of the sight,

Although, how can you ever trust a machine that?s never right?

Even if this computerized device has no true emotion,

With false directions from a cell phone, what?s the use in causing a 

commotion?

The program is used almost every single day,

By people of different sights,

With your screams and shouts of words profane,

Her future does not seem bright.

Inside rests a woman who only wants to help,

Yet with words of sadness she wants to yelp.
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LOSING HER
BY MADISON SHARP

 

In a room filled with darkness I  lay staring at nothing feeling the pain of 

heartbreak seeping through the cracks smashed into the walls around my 
heart. L istening to the sound of wind through trees, branches brushing 
against brick, and the breaking of my once protected heart. I  knew not of the 
cracks forming in the walls but I  didn?t feel the need for protection around 
her. She broke down my walls with love and I  let her in and she left. I  knew 
that one day I  may not be able to protect her from her own torment but I  
didn?t know it would come so soon. Every Night I  listened to the pain of the 
day and every day I  tried to make the pain more bearable. She told me I  was 
helping but I  guess I  didn?t help enough. I  Sent her gifts both physical and 
gifts of love and friendship and so much more but I  should have sent more. I  
should have showed up at her doorstep driven her away and shown her that 
the world is beautiful, that she is beautiful. I  was going to show up at her 
doorstep, Why didn?t I  show up at her doorstep. I  knew her anxieties but I  
should have gone to her shown her there is nothing to fear, Strip away her 
anxiety and show her what trust is. Now i?m left with memories of her and 
long loving texts and I  don?t want them. I  want her. 
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Foreword by Professor Joahnes 

of the University of Petro 

In the beginning, there was 

nothing. Then came a small litt le 

cell that changed everything. 

That litt le cell reproduced, and 

spread, then evolution. From a 

cell to fish, from fish to lizard, 

from lizard to mammal, from 

mammal to ape, then finally 

from ape to man. Our minds 

have also evolved. We once 

thought a single leader was all 

powerful and wise, which he 

sometimes is, but now, multiple 

men are behind the scenes 

running the people, from behind 

a clear curtain. 

This nation was formed on the 

backbone of freedom. We come 

from families who never tasted 

freedom, but once they did, they 

gorged on it. They never were 

filled until the servings were 

spread out. Then they were 

satisfied. We were made on the 

simple farmers who were 

oppressed by the Tsar of 

Imperial Russia, made on the 

grain taken by the Soviets, made 

on the cruelty of Nazi Germany 

and Imperial Japan. We are the 

Eastern Freedom Fighters. We 

are Free.

The Beginning

 As nearly any book on the topic 

will tell you, the people of 

Russia, mainly the peasants, 

were starving due to a food 

shortage in 1891 to 1892. This is 

what kick-started bread 

protests, and the first sparks of 

an uprising. This would be 

coupled with the surprise 

winning (by the Japanese) of the 

By Andrew Schroeder

THE NATION OF 
KAMCHATKA



17

first Russo-Japanese War, where 

many a soldier was lost, 

lowering the troops morale.

 What the books don?t tell you, is 

that in 1891, a peasant and his 

family went on ?strike?, refusing 

to grow grain, but grew only 

food for the family. Villagers in 

the surrounding area, confused, 

went to him asking why. He 

replied only that ?The Tsar is not 

helping with our problem, so I 

will not help with his.? The 

villagers spread word of the 

Legendary Peasant, whose 

name has still not been found 

out over 100 years later. 

 Then as the villagers spread 

word, other peasants started 

this ?Hunger for Freedom? 

campaign, as it was known in 

the small town, named Kashea 

(The town was later burned 

down in a freak accident, long 

after everyone left). When the 

Imperial Army stormed the 

town, demanding the peasants? 

food, they gave it peacefully up. 

Then came the first sign of 

revolt, a trader who sold grain at 

below market value to peasants, 

losing money every time. The 

villagers loved him, and he 

asked the soldiers what was 

happening, they replied ?On the 

order of the Tsar, any rebelling 

peasants are to be executed.? 

They later posted signs all over 

town.

 The trader called a meeting that 

night, with all of the peasants 

and townsfolk coming, settling 

in a farmhouse. He held up a 

sign that the soldiers posted. As 

the group would look shocked, 

the Legendary Peasant was 

walking up to the place where 

the trader was. He declared that 

he alone should die for inciting 

revolution. The group would 

gasp, a man who was humble, 

saving each of their lives? The 

trader would silence the crowd, 

and started to speak, a plan 

forming. They would establish a 

new nation, led by him. He 

needed the peasants? and 

townsfolk?s help to rid the town 

of the Army. They formulated a 

plan. They would each bring 

their food (the soldiers 

demanded it be there by noon) 

and a weapon, such as a 

pitchfork or shovel.

 The morning came, and the 

peasants started loading 

wagons with their meager food 

supplies, the blacksmith making 

weapons, the trader selling 

goods. All was normal, at least 

to the soldiers. The sowers of 

the seeds of a revolution would 

be reaped by the plant. At noon, 

all at once, the peasants came 

in, giving the soldiers the 

wagons. After a few minutes, as 

they loaded it into a horse 

drawn carriage, the plan started.

 The peasants swung, killing the 

soldiers one by one, taking their 

guns and using them against the 

rest. The townsfolk rushed into 

the town hall and declared the 

trader as their leader. The 

Nation of the Farms was started. 

 Why is this important? Two 

reasons, in fact. In the time 

between 1891 and 1905, the 

Home Army (as they dubbed the 

army) had taken more farms 

and incited revolution in more 

towns. By 1905, they were 

roughly half the size of Montana, 

California, and Wyoming 



18



19

combined. The population was 

over 50 thousand people. It 

proved that people could 

overthrow a powerful force with 

a carefully planned plan. 

 Second, as aforementioned, it 

proved a weak force could take 

on a strong if the weak was 

combined. Vladimir Ulyanov and 

the Reds overthrew the weak 

Duma in 1917.

The Beginning of  Wars

 As 1905 drew closer, the Home 

Army had extended to roughly 

22 thousand people, and the 

majority were farmers, who 

were given a timeshare relation, 

so 11 thousand would go home 

in fall to harvest, then the other 

group would go home to plant in 

spring. The military was able to 

take down the Imperial Army, 

and were inching closer to Petro 

(Petropavlovsk-Kamchatsky) by 

the minute. After a few months, 

and the refreshed troops were 

sent to the front lines, they 

started to take block by block of 

the town, which was mostly 

empty, save the center square, 

where the Imperial Army and 

those loyal to the Tsar were. An 

unarmed man was sent in 

asking them to surrender. In 

response, the Army killed him.

 The Home Army charged from 

empty homes and stores, killing 

the Army and taking the Tsarists 

prisoner (They were later freed). 

The Russian Empire, scared, 

declared war upon the newly 

renamed Nation of Kamchatka. 

This would later go badly for 

them, as the Kamchatkans sided 

with the Japanese in the 

Russo-Japanese War, managing 

to take the Kamchatkan 

Peninsula from Russia, as well as 

a bit of the surrounding area. 

 As European Nationalism 

increased, so did Kamchatkan 

Nationalism, taking major 

strides in both technological and 

militarical fields. They managed 

to improve upon the Springfield 

?03 (gotten from a small arms 

deal with the US, for timber and 

coal, and oil later on), with a 

larger magazine, in 1906, and a 

semi-auto bolt piece later on, in 

1914. They also managed to 

acquire more Russian land, 

taking northern lands and the 

islands above them, but being 

halted from taking the River 

Lena, stationed just about where 

the Great Siberian Peninsula 

begins. 

The Great  War  Breaks Out

When the Great War broke out, 

the President of Kamchatka 

announced a pact with Imperial 

Russia, sending much needed 

troops to the Eastern Front. This 

was met with mixed criticism, as 

most of the world did not see 

the country as, well, a country, 

and this was a chance to prove 

to the European powers we 

were here. On the other hand, 

the military would not know how 

to do a timeshare action, as a 

whole military gone would give 

the Central Powers the upper 

hand. 

A new idea was worked out, a 

squadron (250 people) would go 

home, one at a time, then a new 

one would be sent in. This 

proved to be even more 

effective, as the newly arrived 

ones could tell the currently 

stationed ones what was going 
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on at home. These squadrons 

would battle on the Western 

Front as well, but only those that 

chose to do that, and they would 

stay there for a year at a time. 

25 thousand Kamchatkans 

served in the Eastern Front, 

while 8.5 thousand on the 

Western Front, with roughly 7.5 

thousand deaths for the former, 

while only a thousand died for 

the latter. They battled at 

Verdun, Marne, and attempted a 

naval invasion with the British, 

but that failed miserably. 

 As 1917 approached, and the 

February Revolution occured, 

Kamchatka slowly started 

withdrawing troops from the 

Eastern Front, and put them on 

the Western Front, not sure of 

how to approach the new 

government. When the Duma 

declared war upon the Nation of 

Kamchatka, they formally 

withdrew from the war, sending 

the Germans a flower basket 

with an apology letter, and the 

British one as well. The troops 

stationed in the Western Front 

were pulled back into the 

Homeland, taking land up to the 

Lena, stopping when the 

October Revolution happened.

 As the October Revolution 

occured, the Whites still kept 

fighting the Kamchatkans, 

confusingly to both the Reds 

and the Kamchatkans. Once the 

Civil War broke out, NoK sent 

seeds to the peasants whose 

grain was taken forcefully, as the 

Reds were wanting both more 

food, and military help.

 The Nation granted the Reds 

the military help, and pushed 

the Whites back 125 miles away 

from the Lena, as well as taking 

Sakhalin Island, splitting it with 

the Japanese as thanks for their 

help, as well as the Vladivostok 

region, again giving some of the 

area to the Japanese. As the Red 

and Kamchatkan armies drew 

closer to the final stronghold, in 

1924, Vladimir Lenin died. As 

such, Stalin rose to the top, and 

declared war upon the Nation of 

Kamchatka, fearing a peasant 

uprising. 
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AS I LAY DYING
BY KIRRE CHRISTENSEN

As I lay dying

Death came along crying

I had said, ?What?

Death said, ?Shut?

Because Death doesn?t like people asking why.

He had an umbrella purple and blue,

He doesn?t like water or snow falling on you.

?Nasty business, this dying,? Death sighed.

I hate the inconvenience of passing and clench a weak fist.

Reaching out, I take his hand, not ready to go.

Death was helping me sit up, you know?

A small cough and a rattling sigh

Send a few messages to the secretary on high.

Oh no, oh no, my mortal affairs,

Especially the bombshell with blonde hair.

Dying of old age is just so unfair.

String to cut with litt le shears,

The random groaning as Death stands here,

So we walk away into the twilight.

Beneath that umbrella purple and blue

He?s nice enough to hold it for you.
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Subm ission Guidelines

The Wilmington High School Literary Journal is always 
accepting submissions for its next issue.  The WHSLJ is 
published in the spring.

The WHSLJ accepts poetry, prose fiction, creative nonfiction, 
essays, reviews, art, photography, comics, and other 
multi-media for publication consideration.

All written work must be submitted in Google Docs (.gdoc), 
MS Word (.doc), or Rich Text Format (.rtf) and submitted to 
The Written Mind through wmcgee@209u.net.  

All multimedia must be submitted in appropriate formats 
either through wmcgee@209u.net or on a USB drive handed 
to Mr. McGee (room 213).

All work must be original and unpublished.  Artists retain all 
rights to their own work and may publish it in other media.

Submissions may include a brief "About the Artist" 
biography (50 words or less), a digital photo, and a link to a 
web page for promotional purposes.  This additional content 
may be included in future issues of The Written Mind, space 
permitting.

Works will be judged anonymously by the Editorial Board.  
There is no limit on the number of submissions an artist can 
make, but it is suggested artists submit only a representative 
collection of no more than six entries for a single submission 
period.

Except for original artwork, submissions will not be 
returned.  Editorial changes may be made for readability and 
presentation.
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