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Jamethin Hockerberry 
         Jamethin Hockerberry was a very weird kid.  Just about everything was a little off when it 
came to Jamethin.  His nose was too long, his ears too short.  His eyes too wide, his mouth too 
narrow.  
          “I’ve had it!” He said in his quivering voice that sounded like he was always talking into a 
fan. “They don’t treat me right at this new school, and the food is all wrong!”  
          “Well Jamethin, what would you suggest we do?” His dad asked. 
          Jamethin didn’t know.  He ran up to his room and cried, the tears streaking along his 
smooth round cheeks and down his long nose. 
          One of Jamethin’s many irregularities were his allergies.  He was allergic to the most 
peculiar thing, including salt.  Since tears have salt in them, he always tried not to cry.  His face 
started to swell, but he didn’t care anymore.  Life meant nothing to him anymore. 
          Knock knock came the sound from the door. “Go away,” Jamethin sobbed. “I don’t want to 
see another human being ever again!” 
          In a soggy, creepy voice the thing behind the door said, “But I’m not human.” 
          Not human?  Who was this guy?  Jamethin went and opened the door, and there was a 
little guy with an elephant trunk for a nose.  The trunk reached all the way down to his shins, and 
was slightly blue but mostly grey.  The little man was also grey. 
          “WOW!” Jamethin exclaimed. “Who are you?” 
          “A friend,” Replied the creature. “My name is Artho.  I came in the name of King Aether 
to heal your wounds.” 
          “Wounds?” 
          “Yes, come with me.” 
          Then Jamethin was shoved into a sack.  The sack was rough, and had an odd smell, as if it 
was used to store onions.  A gas was sprayed into the sack and despite his efforts Jamethin fell 
asleep.  The last thought he had was that he forgot to brush his teeth. 
          When Jamethin awoke, he was in a pitch black room.  He heard hushed voices in another 
room, along with the soft trickle of running water.  He tried to get up, only to realize his hands 
and feet were tied together with thick rope.  
          “Help!” He yelled.  A door opened, and bright light shone on his face.  A burly man with a 
large beard picked him up and carried him into a large room full of light streaming down from 
hundreds of stained glass windows on the walls.  He was carried down a long red carpet atop 
glistening floors of smooth tiles.  In the center of the room sat a slightly overweight and slightly 
balding man on a throne of gold crested with large gems. 



          “Jamethin,” Said the man in the throne, who Jamethin assumed was King Aether. 
“Welcome to my home.  If you have any requests, I will be happy to fulfill them.”  
          The burly man set Jamethin down and nudged him towards the King.  “Take me home.” 
          The King laughed. “You don’t want to go back there! Artho took you when you were 
crying because of how much you despise your life.  Isn’t that correct, Artho?”  
          “Yes,” The little elephant man said. “That is correct.” 
          The King paused, then motioned something to the guards. “Take him home.” 
 
 
 
          Jamethin was dropped off at his front porch.  He tried to open the fake wood door, but the 
door knob wouldn’t budge.  “Hello?” he called as he knocked on the door. “Anybody home?” 
          Suddenly there was a crash inside.  He heard glass breaking, wood splitting, and metal pots 
falling to the ground.  The door burst open and something slimy wrapped around Jamethin’s 
waist, pulling him into his dark house. 
          “Hello, boy.” Came a haunting voice that was slightly soothing but too creepy to put 
anyone to sleep. “You won’t live through the night, but I’ll give you a chance anyway.” 
          Jamethin then realized that life was worthless, and so took a knife that was lying beside a 
table and did what he had to.  He dropped to the floor, and after that nobody remembered him. 
His memory was lost along with his body. 
          Jamethin woke up with a scream.  The lights came on, and his parents asked, “Whats 
wrong honey?”  
          “Nothing. It was just a dream. Goodnight.” 


