
















Excerpt from “Old Scores”
Milford, Nebraska, 1994

     "Who the heck kills a priest?"
     Detective Halstead took a long drag from his cigar; stuff like this didn't happen in 
Milford. Sure, they got the occasional drunken brawl, or a domestic dispute turned 
violent, but this... this was something new.
     "I dunno, Dick. Sure wouldn't wanna run into 'em in a dark alley, though."
     Detective Anders wasn't technically on the payroll of the Seward County Police; 
he'd retired back in '86. Given the extenuating circumstances, though, Sheriff Dales 
had temporarily reinstated him. It wasn't every day a Catholic priest got blown up in 
his own Confessional. 
     "Maybe you wouldn't, but I'd give just about anything to spend a few minutes 
alone with this lunatic."
     Father West had been an institution in Milford. There was hardly a soul in town 
who hadn't been either baptized or married by the old man. Now he was lying in 
pieces under a pile of rubble. An arm here, a foot there.
      "Let's just try to find him before he does this to anyone else... Do we have a 
weapon?”
     "Forensics hasn't got anything yet, but I'd guess a grenade."
     "Judgin' by this," said Anders, picking up a polished wooden handle and wiping 
the dust off of it, "I'd say it was an old Gerry stick grenade."
     "Now how can you tell that just from lookin' at a piece of wood?"
     "You spend long enough guarding confiscated German arms, you get to know 'em 
pretty well," replied Anders with a shrug.
     "So we're looking for an antiques dealer?"
     "Couldn't tell ya. Maybe it's some old vet with PTSD."
    "I think we may have found our killer," came a grim shout from up in the belfry.
     Making their way up the winding stairs, the detectives found themselves facing the 
remains of a man, no older than 60, with a bullet in his brain, and an empty pistol in 
his hand. 
     Kneeling before the slain assassin, Anders picked up a piece of paper that was ly-
ing a few inches away. After staring at it for several moments, he carefully folded up 
and placed it in his pocket. Then, taking slow, deliberate steps, and with a glazed look 
in his eyes, he pushed past Halstead, back down to the chapel.
     Ducking under the police tape, Anders walked home. It wasn't that far. Lily 
couldn't see him like this, though; he didn't want to worry her. He decided to go for 
a drive. Stepping through the side door of his garage and into his car, Anders took a 
deep, shuddering breath, and started the engine.
     The resulting explosion destroyed a large portion of the Anders family home, but 
when the FBI eventually showed up in town, they managed to recover a piece of 
paper from Kristofer Anders' breast pocket. It read:

Lawrence Donovan
James Harrison 
David West 
Kristofer Anders 

—Ryan O’Regan, Grade 12

Michaela McCabe, Grade 9

My grandpa, my guardian since I was seven,
Reads the newspaper,
Watches T.V. 
Exploring the folds of the sports section.
Tuning into his favorite show.
His hands are rough, work worn,
Very pale.
As pale as a ghost,
Or a morning fog.
Why do you watch T.V?
It makes me feel relaxed.

—Chad Pharris, Grade 12

Your lively, tickling fingers
brushing
my hair.
Flinging
glittering drops of
moisture
up into lavender
skies
and painting
nature’s canvas
with sparkling dew
and earthen tones.
You,
an over-zealous kindergartener
in art class.

Swimming 
under 
waves of transparent wind
Your stalks moving, 
jellyfish
undulating in the current
of a pure green sea.

Microscopic lions
monkeys
elephants
creep through your undergrowth
nesting in old toys,
whispering tribal secrets
under 
my head.

Clouds of the earth,
lifting me down
to the damp ground.
Still 
under the tall
gaze
of trees.

You slowly crawl
across the 
ground.
Seeking nothing
but gentle
sun.
Only wanting
to creep
through
the books
of nature
until your emerald life
fills every corner
of each weather-worn page.

Jellyfish stings,
and even a lion’s roar
cannot deter me 
from your
soothing embrace.

Those tiny bugs
racing under soil
are raindrops
of my soil-bound 
cloud.
Floating
under
the sky.

—Alivia Hancock, Grade 9

Soil-bound cloud



     Have you ever been confronted with wrath and fury of a 7-year-old? If you 
haven’t, you’re lucky, and if you have, you might have dismissed the encounter as 
an unfortunate event. You see, the adult mind is a very simplistic, predictable map 
compared to the whirling imagination and innovative mind of a 7-year-old.
     When adults look at me, all they see is the innocent, cute smile and blue eyes 
of a little blond girl in pink Velcro shoes. What they fail to see is the diabolical 
workings of my mind — a mind that works like the swiftly moving cogs inside a 
clock. My mind continuously observes and analyzes situations. As a 7-year-old, I 
have the power to construct crafty schemes or pleasant surprises on the flip of a 
dime. I have the power to use these gifts for good or evil.
	 Like any other 7-year-old, I am usually peaceful, understanding, and 
compassionate, especially toward small animals and bugs. But, when provoked, 
my natural reaction — like any other animal — is to strike back. And that is exactly 
what recently became necessary.
     My three older sisters, Ashley, Tricia, and Kristie, were my targets. They never 
used to be evil when we were younger. We used to go on grand adventures and 
play all sorts of games, but unfortunately, as they got older, they slowly but surely 
turned against me. They pushed my every button. Cruelty was their art form. In 
fact, I’m certain that they actually dedicated their lives to making me suffer.
     This time, though, they had taken it too far; they had crossed a line that has 
been immutable by the bond of sisterhood. They actually conned my poor mother 
into making me wear a big, poofy princess dress and a bright pink bow, bigger 
than my head, to a costume party, for the sake of their own sick entertainment. It 
wasn’t Mother’s fault. She didn’t know any better because she was, after all, only 
an adult, and I couldn’t expect too much from her.
     I had been looking forward to this party for weeks — counting down the days, 
waiting for the opportunity to wear my new Batman costume. Like any tomboy, I 
was disgusted by frilly dresses, sparkly crowns, and colorful make-up. I preferred 
playing outside, poking at bugs, and getting into mischief.
     I screamed; and I yelled. I did everything within my power to get my point 
across, but Mother insisted that I wear the princess dress. When I arrived at the 
party, I was mortified. All of my friends made fun of me ‘cause I couldn’t do all the 
fun things they could in their cool costumes. I couldn’t fit into the tunnels at Chuck 
E. Cheese, and worst of all, I could barely move my arms enough to get to the cake. 
Even some of the parents snickered and took photos. I burst into tears, sure that 
my life was over.
	 But then, the wheels in my head started turning, and I pondered of all the ways 
I could get revenge on my sisters. Their first mistake was underestimating the rage 
a little 7-year-old could contain, and how long I could hold a grudge. To get my 

Sweet revenge
revenge, I would have to channel all my years of experience and training into my 
plan. I would have to focus and sift through all the other important information I 
kept in my mind. It needed to be flawless.
	 My first act of revenge, against my sister Ashley, wasn’t too original. My dog, 
Moose, had always been a reliable accomplice when crimes were committed. I had 
used him frequently in the past to ruin a prom shoe or a stuffed animal here and 
there. He was a first-rate scapegoat. Instead of wasting my time trifling with my 
sister’s petty toys that she didn’t appreciate, I went for her favorite toy — Brittney, 
her treasured American Girl doll. She was beautiful with her silky brown hair, 
sparkling eyes, and fashionable clothes.
     I stole Brittney while Ashley was gone one day and completely dismantled 
her. I severed her head, chopped her limbs, and then scissored her clothing and 
accessories. I brought them to my dog and told him my story. He seemed very 
understanding and tacitly agreed to not tell anyone what I’d done, even if he were 
put in his kennel. I promised him I would break him out of the slammer when I got 
the chance, and he happily agreed like he always did, by licking my face. When my 
sister came home and found Brittney’s head in Moose’s mouth, she burst into a fit 
of big, blubbering sobs and an incomprehensible rant. I got off scratch free! One 
down, two to go!
     Now it was Tricia’s turn. This time my plan wasn’t really methodical or 
premeditated; it was more of an impulse. At this point, Tricia and I shared a 
bedroom, and our beds were parallel to each other and only a couple yards apart. 
It was bed time and, like always, I was talking to her, telling her how I felt and 
giving her a chance to redeem herself and tell me that she was sorry about the 
party. When she didn’t respond, I realized that she was sleeping! I was furious. 
“How dare she fall asleep on me?” I thought. I felt like she was taking advantage of 
my kindness. She would never understand the horrors of being seven and all the 
problems I faced every day, like my inability to reach the cookie jar. In the heat of 
my temper, I picked up the closest thing I could, and threw it at her.
     Unfortunately for her, the closest object to my bed was my big, hardcover 
Bible, and it just happened to fall on her nose. Since it also happened to be the 
week of her Prom, she had to go to the dance with a swollen, and slightly crooked, 
red nose. All she needed was antlers to be Rudolph the Reindeer. That revenge 
seemed to happen on its own. In fact, I was sure that it was God’s way of punishing 
my sister. I felt almost honored to be doing His work, like any good Christian child. 
My parents were incredibly understanding, declaring that, “It was time I had a 
room of my own.” Suckers! No harm done. Two down, one to go!
     The final revenge, against Kristie, required the most patience. I was forced to 
wait for the opportune moment to strike. I wasn’t sure when it would happen, 
but I had no doubts that an idea would hit me at the perfect moment. I was a 
patient lion, stalking its prey, waiting to make my final kill to satisfy my appetite for 
revenge. 
     It turns out, that the big day came sooner than I thought. My parents were 
having a dinner party, and I was sent to bed. I had been feeling sick the whole day, 
and I begged my parents to let me sleep in Kristie’s big, luxurious bed. Revenge 
hadn’t even crossed my mind ‘til I suddenly woke up in a cold sweat. I knew I was 
on the verge of puking; I could feel it. I jumped out of bed and rushed to the door 
to try to make it to the bathroom. Then, an evil thought crossed my mind, “No one 
would know if you couldn’t make it.” Before I’d even made a conscious decision, 
I couldn’t hold it back any longer. I spewed like a volcano. Barf flew everywhere 
— on every stuffed animal, including her giant Tweety Bird, on the carpet, on the 
bed, and even on some of Kristie’s clothes. 
     At the end of this exhausting experience, I was semi-dazed, but I was satisfied 
with my work. When I knocked on my parents’ door, I used my weakest, most 
pathetic voice to tell them I’d been sick. They came out, saw the damage, 
and pitied me. It reeked in there for weeks. She couldn’t go in her room until 
professionals cleaned everything. My sister was furious, but my revenge was finally 
complete.
     From that point on whenever I was under attack, all I would have to do was look 
forlorn and mention one of these events, and my retribution would shut them up. 
They would leave me alone with a disgruntled look on their faces.
     Revenge is sweet — sweet, like chocolate cake at a birthday party with 
chocolate frosting and chocolate sprinkles piled on top. It never gets old, but 
should only be used in extreme cases against those who underestimate the power 
and complexity of a 7-year-old mind.

—Stephanie Tadje, Grade 12

David Dowling, Grade 11


