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Private Eye

May 25th

't was about 10 o006 contadiding thd dold airouiside. by mg difitks e wa s
quietl - canot tell pefiesdnidESrikeescdcviers not . The pea,c e
Rando,my assistantrushes through my-door.

AAnything stirring?0 | ask.

He tells me we have a job. Apparen8pmeone gave us a ring saying they would pay us a lot of
scratch to investigate a monsterWh oo ‘b o'y , |l caught wus a great j ob

AWhat 'are you, a yuckh?liawngl tmetfomtded.omeldw nar d
AWe: donot 'need  t desadhe sawsosnetidng mucking abbut in thd woods and

gave us a ring.o
AWell , what does he want ?o0
AfHe 6ds a schnook. Al l he waats is for wus t
nO0oh youore about to make me flip my wig-,
brain case on my | ap?! o
Al:dm sorry  Mr. Bookelr, I thought wedSdr ngec
n We | | donot ‘wor ry Ameahegivehimarngaondtt el ckhum ¥
job. o
AUmvellsirabout thateée | alodeady accepted the |
| let out a heavy sighii' G e 't Randa, beforéed o s omet hi.amg | 61 | regr

AWedre al so meet i ntgnoiowatll®bor a consultatio
ARANDO! o

Rando swiftly leaves my office.

As my blood comes from a bpthe silene fill s mewith doubt of this job. How could we complete

it?
Could we finish it at all?
Whatdid the caller sein the woodsg is it real?
That rookie is going:to put me in an early grave.
May 26th

He's ahigh school teacher.

Coul'dnot schedul e the meeting outside of sehc

AMi chael Bo ok @lsayreladirgsut far a lpahdshale.u r e

ACl ive .Domosanry thismesamyg onlwgnfréebdi s matt e

DonovanandRando shake han@sd we sit across from each other. | figured | could just show up,
apologize for my rooki eoisL iadbteibensorend tcwrur dd dwm
Clive cuts in.

nl-t. - ‘came by my house | ast night. Il think i t"' s

In a stern voice, lasi Do you ®ave proof

AMy still  shaking hands should be proof enouc

nActual ‘eviidence, something | caln danat i putmyn
dangero

AThat 6s theupfob! you signed

AThat | didndét agree to! Rando accepted this

Donovan lunges across the table and grabs me by my,éoNgh at  am payi ng you
safelo

nGet your paws off of me! o | exclaim

He lets gofi P 'L E A Befpleadsiifive thousand dollars if you get rid of this thing



NSl eep  one ,ndshews agaimy tall uRandaland | will be talking this ordeal ower

Al édm sure in the.omorning | " 11 be belly wup

1S5 p GaGE ove ol be b ac: we wi | | be back with an answer .
May: 27th

't 6s 3 oo6clock tin the morning. | fell asl eep

Rando won.

The phoneblaring waiting to be answeregried my eyes open

It was Mr. DonovanHe said it showed uandhe fought it offout nicked it on the arm. Apparentlig
got into his house ‘and into his watch collection.

After | got off the phone with him, | went straight to work. Nothing made séwebecked out the
address where-he had. first seen the moasieit was a parkAnd 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 th
watches?

| have to find out.

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

Her e 6 s : Mm@onosan showed a small sample of his collection to his class and leasum
studenthought they could make a quick buck selling thé&md if the culprit is onetudentt r o m Do r
class the list will be easily narrowed down because of the injury.

By10:30t he | i st hasndét been whittled at all

All'of the students are completely fienis gave relief to Mr.. Donovah e cause he co
one of his studentsould steal from him but someone passed by with a bandage on their arm.

It was the janitor.

| chased him down, caught hiend got the truth. My hunch was spot ®he only part | got wrong
was my group of suspects.

Al:6m -not a cop asdoo .t hTehries' si sn obtehtiwiege nl ycou t w

| vdonot  know what happened between them a
glad the monster was fake.




Are you happy?

Are you happy now?

Now t heyore crying,

now: t hat i'n -t he stre

are you:happy?

Now t heydre getting

now theyaoll never
now the rats are getting bold.

Are youhappy?

Ar e you happy now
now theyol: never

Are you happy?

Do you think that it is funny,

now that you have got your money?

ARE YOU HAPPY?

Happy?

gro
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e
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The thought of “him brings a ¢
That freshness of his perfum
Hi s - touch connects and | fee
Wanting to Bcawek wetl him
| “ache to see him, with my
Thou ' art handsome, my ffeellln
And ‘my -l6irygesa r ntihnegy t o touch ¢ h)
[int Ki s sing you, my cor e ot
Your gaze, though brief, fi
The gama&pthased you, | om | e
Hi s “words, ‘|ike gold, 1 n ¢c
Each phrase he Dbrings, | f
Loving you, my darling 1 s

Your kindness and love precious gidif thine







It was the second daf school for Malina. In the early mornipghe stood at thieus stop and stared
at the bright and colorful sunrise. She was nervous because shewasthe 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 peapidit was hard to navigate the unfamiliar places. She
wished she had friends to share that'similar connectiqrsddér, she was on her own.

When she entered her first class, she spotted Stephine and Rebecca sitting next to edtieypther
glaredat her andhenburst outinto laugher.

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

Stephine and Rebbecca slid into the seats beside Malina, their eyes beaming with mischief, asthey
prepared to tease hdheir wordss har p ~as thorns, ready to bul |\
tossed a crumpled piece of paper to Malinabs

Stephine whispers at héiRead It 6 s foor you

Malina's eyes widened as she unfolded the paper and read the mocking message scrawled o

dGo back to your country, accent githe note read.

"No one wants you here."

Malina felt a sting obadness and anger. Malinathoyght had been trying
was the result?o

Just then, MrA, Malina's English teacher, stood next to the girls. “What's going on Here®ked,
his voice firm but kind.

Stephine and Rebecca exchanged a nervous glance and Mr. A continued, "Malina, why don't
come with me?"

Mr . Al'ed Malina to his desk and | istened
grew increasingly concerned and he promised Malina that he would do everythimgomwér to put a stop
to the bullying.

As Malina left Mr.A0 desk, she felt a weight lift off her shoulders. She realized that she wasn't
and that there were people who cared about her. Mr. A had given her the courage to stand up for he
Malina felt grateful.

Time passed and lunch begdfalina walked down the hallwagndsaw 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 shasn't going to let anyone make fun of her agaiom that day
on, Malina's confidence blossomed like a lily flons&artingwith new friends, engaging classes, and Mr.
A 0 s ' g uiiedsaringcadright future. She joined clubs and discovered her passions.
Mal ina realized that sliharting over wasnot ' so






Love is:something that can
Love can sound lovely in the warm spring

Art is my Best Friend

Howmuch you mean t o me Yy
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 | lead?

You provide comfort through the darkest hours
Or during cl aswserybdaresthe wher e
| 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 youodre gone sadness ©0OVe
As does huge feelings of shame and self doubt

Friend, an eternity spent together
Letds hope itoll stay th




Cannibal Witch

't os been only hal f a year since weobve first
guy is incredibly sneaksndl eaves ‘not hi ng for forensics. We st.i

| refuse to give up, as Chief would say. It baffles me how he has yet to sk uyptnesses nor
evidence of any kindbut once he doeswill be the woman to slap the handcuffs on him and put him to
justice.

Just tonight, | 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 informe
me the family vascamping in the forest near my house.

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

| found what can only be a miracle from God. Not so far away, | 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? | feel like | got too
excited over this for a secoadd then remembereitlwas 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 | searched the majority of th
for potential evidencandstumbled upon a dilapidated house. Every hair on my body stood up just fro
sight of this building. Every last one of usisa bit hesitant to even knock and we assumed the place to
abandoned. There were no other buildings besi
suggested to the Chietf.

He protested my idea but quickly changed his mind. One problem th@agthathe front door of
this suspicious building had a massive lock on the door handle. Shining my flashlight at every angle
house, | found a window that was just barely boarded up. My best friend Cheryl acted as my person
stool andseveral seconds lateridll through the openindyreakingmy fall on what | hoped to be a couch.

My flashlight illuminated:-giant bookshelves, candles and weird, satanic paintings. | turned aro
check what'l'landed on. Something with a tarp over it. A shiver came over me. | tried to quickly proce
until suddenly | heard a female voice a8kWh o ar e you ?o0

Adliighte was switched on. How does this pl
FBI and we are investigating an ongoing murder case. What do you know about a kidnapped woma
seen in this forest?0o

The lady figure leaned towards me and my badge. She ignored me before walking away. Her
wavy charcoal hair brushed my arm. | averted my eyes for a moment before finally examining the un
woman.

| must admitshe was extremely pretty. She towered over me. She had three eyes; two with yellow
catlike irises-and one on her forehead that was the color of the sea. She urged me to leave and | toc
look around: before obliging.

There was 'an odd jar full to the brim with §c
tthe jar. nADonodt worry about that. |l 1i ke to go F
| had never wanted to leave a place faster. She sounded like a genuine psychopath. Did | eve

know what was in that jar?

Wal kiing out of the house, | coul d feel my 't ec
nSo? What was i n thegaidChiefditherossed hislarms.e ar d chat t e
AOh, jJust.-a homeless person squatting. They V
\We moved orand have yet to find a suspec
That woman appeared in my dreams for days. Her voice lingered in my mind. So did that hous

did 1. lie to my team? | 'shoul dove sbowhdtisiwrangwithi nv e s

me?
Somet hing inside me didndédt want to see her | c






