
Rebecca Sky - Excerpt of A Lifetime According to Karma Rose 

A bell’s dong echoes loudly in my ears. There is only darkness and the reverberating sound of 
the bell.  One… two… three… I count eleven rings before silence sets in. I’m comfortable in 
silence; it’s the dark that needs getting used to.

        A smell, melting butter or maybe cheese, tickles at my nose. The contrast to the darkness 
highlights the different notes; a symphony of smell welcomes me. It cultivates in strength until 
I’m certain it’s so strong I can see it, a freshly lit candle its warmth spreads in the dark. It grows 
and flickers until it explodes. My hands rush to shield my eyes. As they do a clatter of chimes 
begins its song. I hesitantly peek through my fingers in search of the source.

        At first I don’t recognize what I see. I focus on the jumble before me as my mind pieces the 
image together—hundreds, thousands, of clocks. They hang from walls, spill out of drawers and 
litter the ground. Every shape, color and size you can imagine—hand carved treasures, plain 
wooden faces, those of steel or blown glass. Even the plain clocks have a place in this room. 
They’re like a breath of fresh air for the mind. A place the eyes can rest, the brain can compute. 
There are so many clocks that even the furniture is fashioned from an assortment of piles.

        I want to take a step forward, to explore this unusual place, but I can’t move my feet. I’m up 
to my ankles in clocks. It’s a sea of color, wood and glass. The only thing keeping me from 
diving in and swimming in time is the stillness. Not a hand clicks, not a tick talks. When I listen 
closely, trying to find some proof of life, my senses blend together in a swirl of movement, a tie-
die of motion. I want to scream, to break the silence. I open my mouth and only a gasp escapes. 
In the faces of the clocks appear the reflections of people I know. They look back at me, 
challenging me to find my voice. “Talk to us Karma,” they whisper.

        The murmur grows and builds and twists in size until every clock ticks and bangs and koo-
koos at once. I squeeze my head, cover my ears, hope to drown out the sound but its engulfing, 
it seeps into my skin, it consumes me. My body shakes, the clocks quake. An avalanche of 
movement starts at the top of the largest mound. The ground rumbles as trembling clocks 
loosen from their resting place and slide,

          down,

down,

    down.

I stumble backwards and fall onto the base of a large grandfather clock. It’s stern face scolds 
me for disturbing it’s sleep. Long golden hands reach down, the metal arrows circling like fingers 
ready to grab me. I scramble back calling out for help, “Hello is anybody there?”

“Somebody here? Somebody here?” a croaky high-pitched voice mimics.

            “Yes hello, I don’t know where I am and I was wondering if you could help me?”

            “Where you are? Where you are?”

            “Yes, please,” I felt a rising need to run, a panic set deep within. Where was this place 
and who was that speaking?



The music of the clocks ring in the background, a harmony of song. I listen intently, straining my 
ears, for any sign of someone coming but all I hear are the clocks.

“Be still, be still my pets.” 

I don’t know who speaks. But the clocks listen. Their assault ceases—they coo and gently rock 
back to their spots, like kittens nestling in for the night.

“You’ve caused quite the ruckus, quite the ruckus indeed.”

A wall of clocks shifts, revealing the sunken face of an elderly man. The cloak of clocks nearly 
swallows him whole and his snow-white beard flows over the robe. Skin folds flap over his 
forehead and down his cheeks. They casts a hallow shadow where his eyes should be. I feel a 
shudder sliver down my spine when his long twisted metal hand rises out of the pile of time and 
points at me.

Lindsay Kitson – Excerpt of The Eyelet Dove

Suddenly the enemy aeroplane dove. Claire dove after him, through a thick cloud. When they 
came out on the other side of the cloud, the Omnipotent was in clear view, and the enemy plane 
was moving straight for it at full speed. Claire had to shoot it down before it hit. Where was 
everyone else?

The enemy pilot was still winding back and forth in the dive. Claire cleared her thoughts of 
everything but the aeroplane in front of her. She fired again as the pilot swooped across her 
sights, and this time the bullets ripped through the fuselage. 

Suddenly all she could see was flame all around her as she sailed right into the explosion. 
Something hit her wind sheild, and Claire hauled up on the flight stick to keep from flying 
straight into the Inevitable that she knew was not far below.

She came out of the flames, looking ahead out the windows. Her engine hadn’t caught fire, but 
there was a large crack in the front glass of her windshield, and from the sputtering sound her 
engine was making as it spun she knew she’d better land fast. 

Should she try for the Omnipotent’s landing deck, or go back to the River City airbase where 
she could make a normal landing on its full length runway? How likely was it that her landing 
gear was damaged?

Then she glanced over the dials and swore. The engine temperature was skyrocketing, even as 
she slowed to recover. The cooling system was damaged—the engine would last minutes at the 
most. She had to land—right now. 



Erin Latimer – Excerpt of SteamHeart (working name)

“Oh, I’m so sorry…” Hazel trailed off, recognizing the woman. It was Mrs. Henshaw, 
mother of her second-to-last runaway suitor. The woman was probably already formulating a 
way to avoid talking to her. Hazel knew she should she try and apologize, for her Mother’s sake 
if nothing else. But before she could say anything, Mrs. Henshaw stopped and stared at her, 
and that was when Hazel noticed something very strange.  Mrs. Henshaw was smoking, and not 
in the way that most people do. Little trickles of smoke were puffing out the top of the woman’s 
lace neckline and a stream of smoke trickled out from beneath her dress. And her dress - the 
red silk material was ripped and scorched. Had she somehow managed to set Mrs. Henshaw on 
fire by simply looking at her?  The way things were going lately…

            Mrs. Henshaw’s face was pale, her lips red. She opened them and moaned, “Burn.”

            Hazel took a step backward. “Mrs. Henshaw? Are you quite all right?” When the woman 
moved toward her Hazel gasped. Clearly Mrs. Henshaw was not all right. She moved strangely, 
stiffly. And Hazel was reminded of the clockwork doll her father had given her for Christmas 
years ago, how it had lurched stiffly along like that until Hazel had touched it, and its gears had 
ground together and stopped. Mrs. Henshaw continued to lurch forward, quite like a Christmas 
present no one would ever want, and Hazel stepped back again, frightened.  Her foot caught on 
the corner of the raised flower bed and she fell backwards into the rose bushes with a shriek.   
Thorns scratched the skin of her arms and poked her through her dress, but she barely noticed. 
Mrs. Henshaw was still coming at her, arms outstretched, her lips pulled back in a 
hideous smile .

            What the devil was happening? Why was she afraid of an old woman? “I must insist you 
stay back,” Hazel said in a quavering voice. She held her parasol between them, pointing it at 
the other woman like a sword.  Mrs. Henshaw continued to reach for her, and without stopping 
to think, Hazel gave the woman’s arm a hearty whack with her parasol.

            Mrs. Henshaw staggered back, a look of stupid bafflement on her pale face. Horrified, 
Hazel scrambled to her feet.

 “Oh dear! I am sorry, but you gave me a fright coming at me like that …” She froze as 
Mrs. Henshaw’s face contorted in a guttural snarl and the woman launched herself at Hazel in a 
flurry of flapping skirts, scratching nails and gnashing teeth.   Hazel screamed as the older 
woman fell on her. The parasol was knocked out of her grip and she found herself lying in the 
rose bushes once more, an enraged, thrashing Mrs. Henshaw on top of her.


