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Author’s Note 

This work is aims to create an ambiance, rather than to 

portray a plot as traditional fiction does. The 40+ vignettes are all 

arranged in a manner which gives insight into the world 

surrounding Armskirk, describing vivid moments of its existence. 

However, the vignettes are not ordered in a way which convey 

stories but rather act as accounts of history. The multiple 

descriptions act as a medium for which this magically mundane 

world may come to life. 

While it is true that multiple stories do exist inside the world of 

Armskirk, they are never completely addressed in detail. The set-up 

for the lives of individuals and peculiar events are noted and then 

left open to interpretation of how they will unfold. 

The work truly is an example of experimentation with detail and the 

style of vignette. I played with how I could utilize its form to portray 

ideas and how sequencing and structure can form the major 

aspects of a work. 

With the collection coming together as a whole, this work could be 

used to prompt writers or help them realize how a character and/or 

story can unfold in a detailed and vivid setting. I wrote this work 

with the luxury that I might use this setting to help write future 

stories and build coherent story elements. 

  



2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Armskirk: 
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Beyond the Walls 
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A wooded area. A river runs through it, only visible in the 

light of the shallow moon. The blackness of night coats the trees, 

the leaves, the grass; all is a silhouette. The sublime contrast 

between the river, its glistening yet pale waters, and the 

overwhelmingly gentle darkness, is a glimpse into the world as it is 

only known in a dream. A mild perfection permeates the air. It is 

unable to provide substance. 

 

At the northern edge of the woods, a cliff face arched over 

the view of an infinite clearing, as far as the eye could see. Every 

blade of grass and grain, every petal on every petunia, flowed in the 

transparent current. The mesmerizing motion which could be seen 

was like waves of the sea cascading undisturbed. Once a day, at the 

hour of sunset, hares would pop out of the sea like weasels, 

propped on their legs, taking in their surroundings. 

 

Where the wood met the forest, a growing darkness had 

emerged. It hovered quietly over the ground, sliding towards the 

realm of the forest; it began to obscure the ground which life 

sprang from. In its growth, the luminescent biosphere took up its 

right and shined through the darkness. Tiny little wings with lights, 
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miniscule semi-elliptical plants, the white orb in the sky; these 

things gave small pockets of solace inside the blanket of black which 

lay on the ground. Each fox and trotter leaped, in scattered 

patterns from light to light, searching for a place to rest until the 

morning. 

 

The sun laid to rest in the western sky. The blues had risen to take 

up the yellows in their arms; the shadows of their union casted 

unto the surface of every shape. The light had changed. No longer 

was it warm and gentle as a petal; it was brisk and soft like a fresh 

pelt of rain on skin. And as time continued to pass, the shadows 

grew stronger and the light fainter. Soon the world would 

submerge into night, into its open arms. 

 

On the other side of the woods to the southeast of town, a 

small clearing was dying in the relentless heat of the sun. Each 

blade of grass slowly browned, and blackened. Every flower wilted, 

thirsting for any spare water in their last moments. Like an omen, 

the death of the flora kept spreading, spiraling in a circle; the 

clearing, unsettlingly quick, became a mild and shallow graveyard. 
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Then, without warning, vultures plunged towards the center of the 

spiral, eagerly hoping to feast on a meal. 

 

In a creek somewhere in the woods, microscopic life was 

teeming joyously. Swimming and swirling with the loose dirt, mud 

and rocks, the creatures of water wriggled and squirmed in the 

piercing sunlight that broke through clusters of the canopy. Though 

the water was still, undisturbed, an indescribable serenity was 

emanating from the ground, the trees, the birds, the bugs, all life 

surrounding the creek. It was a mere six feet long and one foot 

wide. 

 

Deep in the forest where a pond lies surrounded by cattails 

and fauna, a swarm of lily-flies gather. They bring with them, the 

scent of recently blossomed white lilies; their perfume masking the 

musk of toads and tadpoles. The lily-flies move as a unit, creating 

graceful white lines in the air; their patterns of flight draw images of 

their tiredness. The toads which rest on lily pads below wait 

patiently for a single fly to separate from the group of white. All is 

still except for the white and mystical haze drifting above the pond. 
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The singular glade at the center of the woods had begun to 

blossom. Every rock was covered in moss; every flower bloomed; 

every tree was lush with leaves. The small spring which bubbled out 

of the ground had given life to a once grandiose willow; the 

branches stretched graceful and sacredly into the opening where 

the strands of healing light were slipping through. The fresh scent 

of orchids was drifting out of the spring; the creatures of the forest 

gathered here for solace. 

 

A fire would commence. Throngs of creatures and livestock 

would move hesitantly towards the flame, which would splinter 

into multiples, leaping outward in various directions. The animals 

would gaze upon its light and be ensnared by its glow and suddenly 

scurry backwards as if frightened by its power. The orange and red 

entity would flicker, igniting its implanted seeds, scorching the grass 

which it touched; then it would perish quickly. The surrounding 

creatures would return to their sanctums mindlessly. 

 

A single lily gleamed. Its glow was beckoning, calling to 

passersby like a siren. It faced west, in alignment with the white 

light of the circular eye which hung as an unsettling observer in the 
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sky. The eye and the lily, ominous yet enticing, stood silent in their 

positions. The petals of the flower breathed with each change of 

the wind, lifting up and then down organically. The eye switched its 

gaze from the lily to the tiny specks of dust in the grasses; the lily 

began to wilt in the absence of the off-putting light. 

 

A large looming creature drifted aimlessly through the 

woods, hunched in the back and clunky in its stroll. Moss had been 

teeming on its back for the last few days; the creature’s back was 

unavoidably close to the sunlight. It weaved in and out of trees, 

stopping frequently to bend over and pluck a flower out of the 

ground. It had been gathering flora for some time, its tree-like 

appearance blending in with the scenery. Tiny budding fungi were 

growing out of its leg. 

 

A fresh and relaxing storm approached from the west. Its 

proud chants could be heard for miles, every so often accompanied 

by the quick and evanescent flash—the blinding energy of its 

counterpart. A peculiar yet nostalgic smell scurried through the air; 

it was something akin to that of release and mixture. 
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A Stroll through Town 
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A festival would come to Armskirk every third month, for the 

habitual celebration every citizen was familiar with. Each building 

which lined the streets would be decorated with banners and the 

sidewalks would be covered with wildflowers. As the festival would 

develop, the streets would become filled with hagglers, townsfolk, 

and theater troupes. At the height of the festival, everyone would 

gather in the town square to be bemused by the unfolding of the 

impossible. 

     

The buildings all clustered together in the southern part of 

town, forgoing the courtesy of asking for intimate interaction. Red, 

blue, yellow, green, and brown brick, all scuffed, faded, and worn, 

solidified into the mortar, creating walls and boundaries. The 

geometry was irregular; lines were presented in slants neither 

perpendicular nor parallel to each other. A slight wonkiness had 

infiltrated every facet of the southern square of town. 

     

Many of the busy shops and offices were located in the West 

Armskrik. It was considered a district of business although much 

more than business occurred on that side of town. In fact, aside 

from the local entrepreneurs and financial suits, many townsfolk 
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drifted into the western part of town to visit the library, to polish up 

their literacy skills. Even though a few schools were dispersed 

through town, many could barely afford to attend lessons each 

week. This made the library, while mediocre, quite popular. 

     

The eastern side of town was the first part of the town to be 

built and is the oldest. It encompasses the local church, the jail, and 

the marketplace. During the early mornings, both the church and 

the marketplace filled with many women, some praying to their 

Lord, some shopping for local foods brought in from the farms 

which lie through the southern wood. Just before the sky would 

completely brighten, the noise which could be heard from the 

marketplace would echo throughout the town, often as a sign that 

the work day has begun. 

     

The systems of tunnels and trenches which made up the 

sewers were extensive. Exits lied at two distinct and opposite points 

of each other. One led outside of the town through a hole in one of 

the western facades of the town walls; the other led up to the East 

Armskirk, where those who needed could access its dark and dank 

spaces. The exit which lay in the eastern part of town was often 
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blocked off by gate and very rarely did anyone need to enter the 

sewers; typically the ones entering the sewers were conman and 

criminals hoping to hide away. 

     

Rain falls gently outside, smacking and crashing against the 

streets. The streetlamps do little to reveal what is around them. The 

faint lines of what can only be assumed to be buildings, emerge 

from the abyss—the sky above. The sound of roaring and clapping is 

heard in every direction; accompanying is the laughter of thunder, 

its voice cracking as it chuckles hysterically. 

     

At exactly 12:02 PM, black overcoats and top hats waltzed 

out of buildings and into the streets. They appeared as black 

speckles from the sky; they felt invasive, almost as if to plague the 

very town which they resided in. These speckles of black were met 

occasionally by ivory and indigo colors, patterned with lace and 

embroidery. They would stroll as a pair, sometimes in threes, to 

various locations; occasionally, they would move with haste. 
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A performance would take place in the town square. The 

jesters, jugglers, and gypsies would gather to entice the folk into 

offering their meager funds into a single pot. The folk would gather 

in a circle, closing off just behind the performers, to see the show 

from all angles. The gypsies would pull a single man from the crowd 

into the circle. The jesters would ask for two children to step 

forward. The performance would then begin, just as the growl of a 

dog could be heard just past the crowd. The performers’ faces 

would grow weary. 

     

An apothecary arrived into town to replace the longstanding 

practice of Dr. Harold whose office was stationed just off the town 

square. Dr. Harold had grown too old to practice anymore and took 

up his retirement. He was saddened by the inevitable day which 

came to pass but he felt a slight disturbance in his soul. He caught 

glances with the apothecary who took over his office; he took 

notice of the large trunks which he was carrying into the building. 

He felt, while the advancement of medicine was crucial, that it 

could not completely replace the doctorial practice. 
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The once rich environment of the South Armskirk had 

dwindled into practically nothingness. Hardly any of the original 

standing buildings which made up that part of town were existent; 

they had been demolished to make room for new buildings or had 

been remodeled to blend seamlessly into the haze of bricks and 

mortar. One of the few original elements which remained was the 

stone fountain where flocks of fowls gathered to bathe. Its walls 

were covered in small ivy which sprouted from the ground through 

cobblestone. 

     

The upper-class would all too often be seen gracing the 

streets with their presence. Only if the weather was less than 

perfect would they refrain from walking the streets; any leisure 

which they wished to entertain could wait until the sun had shown 

itself or the precipitation has lessened. Whether attending a 

wondrous dance at a manor—ball gown and masquerade, or simply 

lounging in the tiny respite of the gardens in the northern part of 

town, the upper-class flaunted rather blissfully their luxury and 

privilege. 
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The racket of dogs is heard chewing through the commotion 

in the western part of town. They all growl viciously as passersby 

approach, aiming to break through their cage. They move as a pack, 

racing for the gate and scaling it with their large bodies to poke 

their heads slightly above it; their tongues wagging heavily out of 

their mouths ferociously. A woman tosses a worn-down shoe into 

the pit of the dogs to quell their racket. 

  



17 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Day-to-Day 
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The sun is rising in the sky to the east. The roosters began 

habitually singing their coarse song, alerting the farmers to wake 

from their sleep. They contemplate going back to sleep for exactly 

sixty seconds, and then grudgingly remove themselves from their 

beds. They trudge rather quickly to their children’s rooms, waking 

them and demanding them to collect the eggs from the hens and 

chickens. The children, full of energy, collect the eggs and bring 

them back to the farmers; they proceed to go play in the field which 

lies within earshot of the farm. 

      

The guard who stood daily at the town gate peered into the 

distance. He could see a large caravan approaching; his body 

tensed. As the caravan got closer, he could begin to make out a 

woman wearing white and peach colored garments. Next to her 

side was a little boy who seemed barely able to walk without 

holding the woman’s hand. The little boy stumbled every couple of 

steps, a branch in his free hand. 

      

On the eastern side of town, not too far from the gates to 

the city, a congregation is commencing. The devotees had gathered 



19 
 

inside the church to study the scriptures of the Bible. The carried 

with them the weights of their sins, hoping to purge themselves in 

the place of holiness. They recited and read aloud verses from 

Joshua and Numbers. The candlelight illuminated only the brims of 

their clothing and the pages of the text. 

      

A highway man came galloping through town. He was 

incognito, completely inseparable from the commoners. He leaped 

from atop his steed and proceeded to tie him up. He removed his 

pocket watch from his vest; the time was half past eleven. Moving 

deliberately, he weaved through the crowd of commoners, and 

then suddenly changed direction, heading down an alley. He 

appeared on the other side, peering as if to make sure no one 

would notice him exit. He continued onward, moving toward the 

western part of town. With each step, his eyes became more 

focused on his destination. 

       

Tossing rocks into the street and then racing to pick them up, 

the children played in their careless game. A few carriages rode by, 

almost squashing the boys who dared to test their limits. The girls in 

the group giggled, impressed by their bravery. The boys turned 
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around to face them, bowing for their performance. They picked up 

their stones and rushed back to the safety of the sidewalk. 

      

A portly man shines the shoes of another portly man resting 

in a reclined chair. The first portly man carefully dips his brush into 

his solution and then cautiously scrubs the grime off of the other 

portly man’s shoes. He finishes. He wipes the excess solution off 

with a clean cloth, leaving the shoes pristine. He takes a second 

cloth, this one less abrasive than the last, dips it into a clear wax, 

and then applies it swiftly and gently onto the leather. His motions 

are uniform. He effortlessly repeats the process; the idle portly man 

is captivated by the other man’s work. 

      

The meeting adjourned. The law which just passed had been 

the most controversial law to pass in over fifteen years. The half of 

the judges slowly got out of their seats, disappointed with the 

decision. A number of the townsfolk who attended looked amongst 

each other bewildered by the decision. Only a small percentage, the 

few in favor of the law, allowed themselves a sigh of relief and a 

smile. Everyone, aside from the few, eventually left the courtroom, 

leaving the winners of the debate to relish in their feeble victory. 
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A heavenly scent drifted out of one of the windows near the 

street. In the scent lied the trace of apple pie, honey and a dash of 

strawberries. The apron removed the pie from the oven, quickly 

and effortlessly. In came the spellbound child from the front of the 

house, pleading to have the first slice. The child’s mouth drooled; 

the eyes watered in complete submission to the steaming batch of 

heaven. 

      

A beggar staggered up to her. In his hand he held a small 

locket, the chain drooping out of his palm. She hesitantly looked 

into his eyes; she couldn’t remove his disfigured complexion from 

her mind. He asked for a mere forty pence in exchange for the small 

locket. She darted away in disgust, simultaneously torn between 

being a Samaritan and being about her business. The man dropped 

his head and hobbled away. She called out to him before he was 

out of earshot. He turned around, a smile slowly emerging on his 

face. 

      

I am worried as to what will happen to my children. They are 

still unaware of my being relieved of my position as Director of 
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Assembly. I haven’t been able to tell them yet. I haven’t even told 

my wife yet. I’m supposed to be the provider for my family but I 

have no idea what I’m going to do now. We’ve only been able to live 

in West Armskirk because Sir Charlotte was kind enough to trust me 

with this position, but now that he’s retired, the board and 

chairmen found it fit to resign me. 

What am I to do? How can I possibly tell my family that we’ll have 

to move back to South Armskirk? I’ll have broken my promise. I 

don’t know if I can do it. 

      

It is 10:15 PM and the bar is closing. The man at the bar is 

polishing up the glasses which he stacks methodically behind him. 

Each glass is an exact copy of the next; they are the manifestation 

of perfection once stacked onto the shelves behind the bar. The 

man at the bar grabs a spare rag and a bucket of hot, soapy water, 

dipping the rag into the bucket; he proceeds to wipe down the bar 

until it glistens under the soft incandescent light above. There is no 

one else at the bar; the backdoor closes as the other staff leave for 

the night, not even bothering to bid the barman good night. 

      



23 
 

A group of bandits lied waiting beneath the town streets. 

They assembled in the dank sewers, in a section where rats and 

mice were particularly festering. The shrieks and squeaks and little 

feet would alert the bandits of nearby strangers. Each bandit it 

grudgingly turned to the tunnel where they entered from, and 

seeing nothing continued their uneventful wait for their leader. A 

splash was heard in the distance. The sound echoed down the 

tunnel and grew with each passing second. 

      

In a red-brick house sitting comfortably in the northern part 

of town, a family gathers in the common area. Outside, adjacent to 

the front door, a moth hovers hypnotically around the lamplight. Its 

gray wings contrast against the earthy brick; its shadow casts to the 

lower left corner. The front door opens and out steps one of the 

inhabitants. He walks only a few steps from the door, simply to 

stare at the moon. His mind is racing. 

      

Tick, tock, tick; the large and monumental hands swung in an 

inevitable direction towards the next number. A low ringing 

reverberated inside of the hollow construction. The sound of time 

passing, mechanically, innately; the sound of timekeeping 
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contained the stretch and pull of strings—the motion announced in 

the seventh octave. Another tick and the hands sliced slightly 

further into what was to come, leaving a carved circular path in 

their wake. 

      

Multiple shades of grey were casted throughout the sky. The 

faint outlines of clouds could be seen only when the light of the sun 

thinned out the wall of grey. A strange sort of serenity could be felt 

in the stillness; its presence both comforting and unbalancing, 

shifted anxieties to lesser degrees. The warmth of the sun was 

replaced by the soothing coolness of a bluish-grey cast, which lay 

upon all the trees and the streets. 

      

A serious illness was spreading through the western part of 

town. Nearly everyone who lived there had caught it and was 

bedridden for at least a solid week. No one was sure exactly where 

the illness had originated from but it put fear into everyone’s heart. 

The rest of the townsfolk steered clear of the west side, even 

though the bank was located on that side of town. Anyone who 

worked on the west side of town took every precaution when 
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heading to work; men could often be seen covering their mouths 

with handkerchiefs for protection. 

      

Olivia has been rather distance lately. I began to notice it 

once we returned from the Mayor’s yearly Trust reception. She 

seemed to be acting whimsical while we were in embrace, circling 

around the ballroom. But, it seems after we left, on the way back to 

our residence, that she began to ignore me. I tried to engage with 

her in trivial conversation, asking about how she felt the Mayor had 

done with the ambiance of the event. She withheld her opinion from 

me, merely saying that it was fine. 

I can’t imagine what is on her mind. She went straight to the 

bathing room to undress and wash herself. I let her go, simply 

because I felt it was hopeless to get through to her. At the moment, 

I’m not sure if our love has begun to dwindle but it certainly is 

starting to feel that way. 

      

Between the council and the lobbyer, the argument came to 

a standstill. No words, no matter how vile, how truthful, were going 

to tilt the scale in favor of either side. Only the glares between the 

singular and the many were descriptive of the progress made in the 
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unethical decisions to remove the lone source of tranquility from 

the room. Though the ideologies could work collaboratively, the 

two separate parties used them as weapons of war. 

      

The boy lies in his bed, shaking with the apprehension of a 

coming conflict. In the other room, he hears his sister crying and his 

father complaining about it; the boy shakes more as his father’s 

voice grows louder. He is unaware of why his sister is sobbing; his 

concern lies with what his father will do to her if she continues. He 

tries to ignore the noise. He looks at his window and notices how 

the drapery is trembling as he is. 
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Hidden Happenings 
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Kristi peered upwards at her mother from under her 

bedcovers. As her mother glided towards the door, she bid Kristi a 

peaceful rest. Kristi smiled as her mother began to close the door to 

the hallway; she turned over in her bed and her eyes landed on her 

bedside mirror. In its reflection, she saw a strange and frightening 

smile creep unto her mother’s face. She was frozen in a strong gaze 

with the mirror; her mother’s face had turned black and a vicious 

eye slid backwards to meet Kristi’s gaze. She quickly turned over 

towards the door but it was closed, cutting off all visibility of her 

mother. 

 

Julie refused to look the guard in the eye as he questioned 

her. She kept her back to him, unmotivated to address his presence. 

The guard continued to ask her how she managed to circumvent 

the guards patrolling outside of the royal room. Silence was all she 

gave him. In her mind, she was heartbroken and felt betrayed. She 

had put all her faith in that man who promised to remove her from 

her life of woe and boredom; instead, she ended up in a cell, alone 

with no one to free her. 

 



29 
 

The children snuck out of their homes, slippery as thieves. 

They all met near the edge of the forest, which lay southwest of 

town, to begin the ritual. They each threw in their specific 

ingredient or sacrifice into the three foot hole, and they began to 

clasp hands. They proceeded to hum, rather timidly, the sacred 

tune of resurrection. They kept humming, and then one of the 

children spoke, demanding the guardian of the forest to rise again. 

The hole suddenly closed up. Whispers crept out of the forest. The 

children began to cheer. Then, from behind a large tree, a figure 

appeared—neither friend nor foe. The figure peered with its 

gleaming eyes at the children, turned away, and disappeared into 

the forest. The children ran back into town, praying not to be 

caught. 

 

A small shadow could be seen ascending the staircase. The 

intention of the shadow is unreadable; it glides upwards, seemingly 

without any intention of stopping. It continues, its pace slowing 

with every third floor it reaches. It has no real form or identity. It is 

the embodiment of light’s absence. It continues to the next floor, 

eventually reaching the top. Then suddenly, as if spotted midway in 

committing a crime, it fled to a dark corner on the top floor, mixing 

into the darkness and then disappearing. 
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I was surprised at how many had come to see the meteor 

shower in the town square. Normally, no one is excited, except for 

children and astrologists, to see these whimsical shows. I couldn’t 

begin to fathom what had brought those from the South and North 

together; perhaps the rare occurrence of was enough for those 

from North Armskirk to overlook the fact that they would be 

mingling with the rest of us for a prolonged period of time. 

Whatever the case, I wasn’t missing this for anything else tonight. 

 

Some years later, a small pocket watch had been found 

buried beneath the gardens in North Armskirk. The watch had no 

sense of identity, specific markings of any kind, nor any information 

which could point to the owner. The only known thing about it was 

that it clearly had been undisturbed for a long time. Still, the 

curious botanist, who studied the different species of flora in the 

garden, discovered it and became intrigued. 

The watch had a mysterious and unexplainable glow emanating 

from inside of it. It felt as if the watch had been touched by magic. 

The longer the botanist studied the watch, the more apparent the 

power of it had become. 
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On the outskirts of town, a path winded curiously into the 

surrounding wood. Villagers refrained from traveling its path, 

instead choosing to merely admire it from a distance. A small 

barefooted boy sat carefree atop a large boulder adjacent to the 

winded path. His innocent eyes gazed into the woods; his blinking 

had slowed. Suddenly and uncoordinated, he slid off of the boulder, 

onto the ground, his feet clutching softly to the grass. His body 

automatically moved along the path. He disappeared into the 

woods, as if drawn by a strange force. The villagers took no notice 

of his absence, except for a single red-headed boy, who also found 

himself starring into the woods. His feet hesitated to follow, but 

still, they led him after the other boy who had gone in before. 

 

The fortune-teller’s premonition had unfolded in front of 

her. Shocked and hesitant, she absorbed all of the chaos which had 

begun to pass. Shrieks and cries of helpless mothers had swallowed 

the air; the fortune-teller continuously breathed in their pain. She 

was unsure of what to do, torn between interfering with the events 

foretold by fate, and allowing the predictions to pass uninhibited. 
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Time slowed. Her cloak flapped into the turbulent winds. She began 

to chant a prayer; her decision had been made. 

 

Simon began ordering his men to clear away the trees to 

make room for a town to be built. He clenched his blueprints in one 

hand and in the other, a pocket watch. He was anxious, unsure if 

the clearing would be finished before the sun would set. It was his 

hope that he would finish building the town before his pocket 

watch stopped functioning. With every tick, he knew his life was 

coming to a close, and once the watch stopped ticking, he would 

too. He gazed down at his blueprints, smiled, and then eagerly 

joined in the clearing of the trees. 


