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Private Eye 

 

May 25th 

It was about 10 oôclock. The sun's shine was contradicting the cold air outside. In my office, it's 

quiet. I canôt tell if I like it or not. The peace reminds me of the lack of calls. The lack of work. In an instant, 

Rando, my assistant, rushes through my door.  

ñAnything stirring?ò I ask.  

He tells me we have a job. Apparently, someone gave us a ring saying they would pay us a lot of 

scratch to investigate a monster. ñWhoo boy, I caught us a great job didnôt I?ò 

ñWhat are you, a yuck?!ò I retorted. ñHow are we going to find something that doesnôt exist?ò  

ñWe donôt need to. On his daily stroll, he said he saw something mucking about in the woods and 

gave us a ring.ò 

 ñWell, what does he want?ò 

ñHeôs a schnook. All he wants is for us to go out and ward it off.ò 

ñOoh youôre about to make me flip my wig, Iôm an ace detective and youôre trying to dump a rattle-

brain case on my lap?!ò 

ñIôm sorry Mr. Booker, I thought weôd need the dough and it seemed such an easy case. Sorry.ò 

ñWell donôt worry about it, just pick up the Ameche, give him a ring, and tell him we canôt accept the 

job.ò 

ñUm, well sir, about thaté I already accepted the job.ò  

I let out a heavy sigh, ñGet out Rando, before I do something Iôll regret.ò 

ñWeôre also meeting him for a consultation tomorrow at 11.ò 

ñRANDO!ò 

Rando swiftly leaves my office.  

As my blood comes from a boil, the silence fill s me with doubt of this job. How could we complete 

it?  

Could we finish it at all?  

What did the caller see in the woodsé is it real?  

That rookie is going to put me in an early grave. 

 

May 26th 

He's a high school teacher.  

Couldnôt schedule the meeting outside of school, so we came in during one of his free periods.  

ñMichael Booker. It's a pleasure,ò I say, reaching out for a handshake. 

ñClive Donovan. Iôm sorry this is my only free-time and I want this matter settled quickly.ò  

Donovan and Rando shake hands and we sit across from each other. I figured I could just show up, 

apologize for my rookieôs actions and turn down the case. ñListenéò before I could finish my sentence, 

Clive cuts in.  

ñIt came by my house last night. I think it's hunting me.ò  

In a stern voice, I ask, ñDo you have proof?ò 

ñMy still shaking hands should be proof enough. What more do you want?ò  

 ñActual evidence, something I can hold in my hands. If what you claim is true, I canôt put my life in 

danger.ò 

 ñThatôs the job you signed up for!ò 

ñThat I didnôt agree to! Rando accepted this on my behalf!ò 

 Donovan lunges across the table and grabs me by my collar, ñWhat am paying you for?! Keep me 

safe!ò 

ñGet your paws off of me!ò I exclaim. 

He lets go, ñPLEASE,ò he pleads, ñfive thousand dollars if you get rid of this thing.ò 
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ñSleep one more night and, if it shows again, call us. Rando and I will be talking this ordeal over.ò 

ñIôm sure in the morning I'll be belly up.ò 

ñSleep on it. we will be back with an answer.ò 

 

May 27th  

Itôs 3 oôclock in the morning. I fell asleep in the office after arguing the pros and cons with Rando. 

Rando won.  

The phone, blaring, waiting to be answered, pried my eyes open.  

It was Mr. Donovan. He said it showed up and he fought it off but nicked it on the arm. Apparently, it 

got into his house and into his watch collection.  

After I got off the phone with him, I went straight to work. Nothing made sense. I checked out the 

address where he had first seen the monster and it was a park. And when the monster first broke into his 

house, it went straight for the watches.  

Nothing made sense.  

This was a monster with a motive but what monster needed money? How did it know about the 

watches?  

I have to find out.  

After another call with Mr. Donovan, I had my answer.  

Hereôs the story: Mr. Donovan showed a small sample of his collection to his class and I assume a 

student thought they could make a quick buck selling them. And if the culprit is one student from Donovanôs 

class, the list will be easily narrowed down because of the injury. 

 

By 10:30, the list hasnôt been whittled at all.  

All of the students are completely fine (this gave relief to Mr. Donovan because he couldnôt believe 

one of his students would steal from him) but someone passed by with a bandage on their arm.  

It was the janitor.  

I chased him down, caught him, and got the truth. My hunch was spot on. The only part I got wrong 

was my group of suspects.  

ñIôm not a cop so there's nothing I can do. This is between you two.ò  

I donôt know what happened between them and I donôt care. I received my paycheck, and I am just 

glad the monster was fake. 
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Happy? 

 

Are you happy? 

 

Are you happy now? 

 

Now theyôre crying, now theyôre dying, 

 

now that in the streets theyôre lying, 

 

are you happy? 

 

 

Now theyôre getting cold,  

 

now theyôll never grow old, 

 

now the rats are getting bold. 

 

Are you happy? 

 

 

Are you happy now itôs over,  

 

now theyôll never get their closure. 

 

Are you happy? 

 

 

Do you think that it is funny,  

 

now that you have got your money? 

 

 

ARE YOU HAPPY? 



6 
 

 

 

  

 

 

The thought of him brings a smile to my face 

That freshness of his perfume wafts over me 

His touch connects and I feel free and safe 

Wanting to travel with him across seas 

 

I ache to see him, with my eager eyes 

Thou art handsome, my feelings will shine 

And my lips, theyôre yearning to touch thy sighs 

In kissing you, my core doth entwine 

 

Your gaze, though brief, fills my soul with might 

The game has captured you, Iôm left awhile 

His words, like gold, in cleverness take flight 

Each phrase he brings, I find a peaceful smile 

 

Loving you, my darling is my heartôs rhyme 

Your kindness and love precious gifts of thine 
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It was the second day of school for Malina. In the early morning, she stood at the bus stop and stared 

at the bright and colorful sunrise. She was nervous because she was new to the school, but the air was warm, 

soothing her comfort and everything felt perfect in that moment. She moved to America from Thailand and 

understood and spoke English with an accent. 

But as she stood there, memories of the previous day's events slipped into her mind. Stephine and 

Rebecca, two girls from her school, had started bullying her because of her English accent. They had made 

mean comments that made Malina feel alienated. 

As she entered the school building, Malina felt too nervous. She was a little introverted and found it 

somewhat challenging to interact with new people and it was hard to navigate the unfamiliar places. She 

wished she had friends to share that similar connection but, so far, she was on her own. 

When she entered her first class, she spotted Stephine and Rebecca sitting next to each other. They 

glared at her and then burst out into laughter.  

Malina's heart sank, and she felt her anxiety escalate.  

Stephine and Rebbecca slid into the seats beside Malina, their eyes beaming with mischief, as they 

prepared to tease her. Their words, sharp as thorns, ready to bully her. When the teacher wasnôt looking, they 

tossed a crumpled piece of paper to Malinaôs desk.  

Stephine whispers at her, ñRead. Itôs for you.ò  

Malina's eyes widened as she unfolded the paper and read the mocking message scrawled on it.  

óGo back to your country, accent girl,ô the note read.  

"No one wants you here."  

Malina felt a sting of sadness and anger. Malina thought, ñI had been trying so hard to fit in and this 

was the result?ò 

Just then, Mr. A, Malina's English teacher, stood next to the girls. "What's going on here?" he asked, 

his voice firm but kind.  

Stephine and Rebecca exchanged a nervous glance and Mr. A continued, "Malina, why don't you 

come with me?" 

Mr. A led Malina to his desk and listened as she recounted the bullying incident. Mr. Aôs expression 

grew increasingly concerned and he promised Malina that he would do everything in his power to put a stop 

to the bullying. 

As Malina left Mr. Aôs desk, she felt a weight lift off her shoulders. She realized that she wasn't alone 

and that there were people who cared about her. Mr. A had given her the courage to stand up for herself, and 

Malina felt grateful. 

 

Time passed and lunch began. Malina walked down the hallway and saw Stephine and Rebecca 

glaring at her. But this time, Malina didn't feel intimidated. 

She looked them in the eye and smiled. Stephine and Rebecca looked away, defeated and walked 

away.  

Malina had found courage, and she wasn't going to let anyone make fun of her again. From that day 

on, Malina's confidence blossomed like a lily flower: starting with new friends, engaging in classes, and Mr. 

Aôs guidance ï ensuring a bright future. She joined clubs and discovered her passions.  

Malina realized that starting over wasnôt so bad after all. 
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Love 

 

Love turning rotten, never forgotten  

Love can be a lovely and peaceful thing  

And love can leave you heartbroken  

Love can make people feel all loving 

  

Love is the beginning to a romance  

Love can be amazing and judgmental  

Love is when you fall in love at first glance  

Love can be harsh but sometimes gentle  

 

Sometimes love can make people go crazy  

Love can be toxic but brings out the good  

Sometimes love can make people feel lazy  

When people canôt love right, they are done  

 

Love is something that can be amazing  

Love can sound lovely in the warm spring 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Art is my Best Friend 

 

How much you mean to me youôll never know 

A cliche sure but we were meant to be 

Years have passed, yet we still need time to grow 

Without you what kind of life would I lead? 

 

You provide comfort through the darkest hours 

Or during class time where Iôm so very bored 

I scribble small sketches of pretty flowers 

A small addition to my growing horde 

 

Feels so strange when we have to drift apart 

The pain inside yearning to be let out 

When youôre gone sadness overcomes my whole heart 

As does huge feelings of shame and self doubt 

 

Friend, an eternity spent together 

Letôs hope itôll stay that way forever 
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Cannibal Witch 

 

Itôs been only half a year since weôve first caught word of a crazy maniac roaming the streets. This 

guy is incredibly sneaky and leaves nothing for forensics. We still havenôt found a suspect yet, either.  

I refuse to give up, as Chief would say. It baffles me how he has yet to slip up--no witnesses nor 

evidence of any kind--but once he does, I will be the woman to slap the handcuffs on him and put him to 

justice. 

Just tonight, I found out a family was out camping when the mother was kidnapped while the rest of 

the family were asleep in a tent. The dad then called the police and gave her description. The Chief informed 

me the family was camping in the forest near my house. 

My team and I went to talk with the family soon after the call. 

I found what can only be a miracle from God. Not so far away, I spotted a pool of blood near the 

trunk of a tree. Our guy has gotten sloppy. Could this evidence put an end to this chase? I feel like I got too 

excited over this for a second and then remembered: it was extremely upsetting. This also meant the woman 

was more than likely killed too. That is, if the blood belonged to her. 

While forensics investigated and did further testing, the team and I searched the majority of the forest 

for potential evidence and stumbled upon a dilapidated house. Every hair on my body stood up just from the 

sight of this building. Every last one of us was a bit hesitant to even knock and we assumed the place to be 

abandoned. There were no other buildings besides this one and I was desperate for any leads. ñLetôs go in,ò I 

suggested to the Chief. 

He protested my idea but quickly changed his mind. One problem though was that the front door of 

this suspicious building had a massive lock on the door handle. Shining my flashlight at every angle of the 

house, I found a window that was just barely boarded up. My best friend Cheryl acted as my personal step 

stool and, several seconds later, I fell through the opening, breaking my fall on what I hoped to be a couch. 

My flashlight illuminated giant bookshelves, candles and weird, satanic paintings. I turned around to 

check what I landed on. Something with a tarp over it. A shiver came over me. I tried to quickly process it all 

until suddenly I heard a female voice ask, ñWho are you?ò 

A light was switched on. How does this place have electricity? I froze then announced, ñIôm with the 

FBI and we are investigating an ongoing murder case. What do you know about a kidnapped woman last 

seen in this forest?ò  

The lady figure leaned towards me and my badge. She ignored me before walking away. Her long, 

wavy charcoal hair brushed my arm. I averted my eyes for a moment before finally examining the unknown 

woman. 

I must admit, she was extremely pretty. She towered over me. She had three eyes; two with yellow 

cat-like irises and one on her forehead that was the color of the sea. She urged me to leave and I took one last 

look around before obliging.  

There was an odd jar full to the brim with something I couldnôt make out. I felt her eyeing me eyeing 

the jar. ñDonôt worry about that. I like to go hunting,ò this strange woman told me.  

I had never wanted to leave a place faster. She sounded like a genuine psychopath. Did I even want to 

know what was in that jar? 

Walking out of the house, I could feel my teamôs eyes glued onto me. 

ñSo? What was in there, Davis? I heard chatter,ò said Chief with crossed his arms. 

ñOh, just a homeless person squatting. They were just a bit startled to see me there.ò 

 

We moved on and have yet to find a suspect. 

That woman appeared in my dreams for days. Her voice lingered in my mind. So did that house. Why 

did I lie to my team? I shouldôve let them investigate her and that house right there so what is wrong with 

me?  

Something inside me didnôt want to see her locked away. 
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