
Fiction in a Nutshell
 Once again we asked our readers—those with an active imagination and a knack for writing—to put their creative juices 
to work in The Acorn’s eighth annual Fiction in a Nutshell contest. The response was gratifying as more than 70 entries were 
submitted. The stories, limited to 100 words, covered a wide range of topics: science fi ction, romance, comedy and adventure. 
We had animals, emotions, danger and despair—and several surprise endings that left us howling. Somewhere there’s a novel 
out there! Entries were judged on writing style, creativity and storyline. The fi rst-place winners each receive a $50 prize.

 — To all the contestants we say, “Write on!” 

About the Authors

Blue could create a gorgeous sky. Red 
could conceive a gorgeous rose, and 

Yellow could compose a bright, smiling 
sun.
 But what could I produce?
 Nothing, for I was the White crayon.
 The other colors skated along the 
surface of plain white paper, creating 
masterpieces. When I attempted the 
same, nothing appeared. I was useless, 

helpless, unwanted.
 While the other crayons’ waxy tips 
wore down from excessive use, my tip 
remained perfect and unscathed.
 Then one day, I climbed out of my box 
of despair and onto a paper. I danced and I 
created, for I had discovered black paper.
                                   

Explosion . . . chaos. In a pod 
plummeting toward Earth, I pass 

through a multicolored wave of light. 
Ahhhh . . . my brain’s assaulted by 
streaming data. Numbers, symbols, 
language fragments. Bits of Spanish, 
Chinese. 
 It stops on English. 
 Math, medicine, chemistry, astrophys-
ics. I understand everything. The wave’s 

teaching me the secrets of the universe.
 I’ve splashed down. My helmet’s split 
in two! In its visor I see my giant head.
  I cannot move.
  Put on life support. I must let them 
know I’m in here. So much to tell . . .
  At the end of the bed hangs his chart.
Large block letters read: DNR.
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By Sylvie Belmond
        belmond@theacorn.com 

 In his winning entry for 
the under-18-year-old cat-
egory of The Acorn’s Fiction 
in a Nutshell contest, Ryan 
Pfahler, a Calabasas resi-
dent and freshman at Crepi 
School, produced a gem of 
a story that assigns human 
emotion to an inanimate 
object in a most creative, 
insightful way.
 In “The Useless Crayon,” 
Pfahler’s forlorn white color-
ing stick discovers the won-
derful world of black paper.
 “I always wondered 
why there was a white 
crayon in the crayon box. 
I always thought it was 
pretty useless and a waste 
of space, until I realized it 
is useful on black paper,” 
said Ryan whose fi ctional 

tale also serves as a lesson 
in human compassion.
 “Sometimes a lot of 
people feel like the white 
crayon. They don’t feel use-
ful, they feel like they have 
no purpose or that they are 
just a waste of space,” says 
Ryan, 14.  
 “But the truth is every-
one can have a purpose and 

can fi nd their black paper.”
 The son of Steve and 
Jolie Pfahler, Ryan loves to 
paint and draw—hence his 
story about a crayon—and 
his favorite subjects are 
nature and animals. 
 Ryan said it took several 
days for him to develop and 
edit the imaginative narra-
tive about the lone white 
crayon’s raison d’être. 
 “It’s hard to get it down 
to 100 words. It started with 
a long essay and I had to 
whittle it down and care-
fully choose the words,” the 
young author said.
 Outside of school, Ryan’s 
favorite hobbies include 
cross country running, hik-
ing and walking with his dog.
 “I really love being 
outside. I also have a dry 
sense of humor and I love to 
laugh.”

Ryan Pfahler

By Stephanie Bertholdo
sbertholdo@theacorn.com

 As a retired FBI agent, 
Michael “Nick” Boone 
found himself grounded 
in the gritty details of law 
enforcement for decades, 
but his imagination always 
soared toward the other-
wordly.
 The Agoura Hills resi-
dent won the 2016 Acorn 
Fiction in a Nutshell contest 
with his fantastic tale of 
“The Astronaut.” 
 Boone’s story describes 
in vivid detail an astronaut’s 
plummet to earth and the 
realization that he brings 
with him all the answers to 
the universe. But then he 
splashes down, unable to 
move, and the reader learns 
that the main character is 
actually on life support and 

cannot share the wisdom of 
his recent journey. 
 The twist? 
 The astronaut’s advance 
medical directive to not re-
suscitate means that his se-
crets may never be known.  
 “It’s just maddening that 
he can’t get through to them 
with this unbelievable, rich 
information,” he said. “At 

some point they will discon-
nect him.”
 And, is it really an astro-
naut we’re talking about, or 
perhaps just the fi gment of 
some dying person’s imagi-
nation? Many questions 
are raised in this thought-
provoking, 100-word story.
 The idea that there might 
be alien life has intrigued the 
72-year-old for decades. 
 “I’ve always loved sci-
ence fi ction,” Boone said. 
“I’ve been reading it for 
many years, a lot lately.”
 As a member of the Writ-
er’s Guild, Boone continues 
to put pen to paper and has 
won other awards including 
a Westlake Village Library 
competition for an audio 
book that he wrote about a 
baseball player. Boone and 
his wife, Gail, have lived in 
Agoura Hills since 2000. 

Nick Boone

“Writer’s Block” “� e Survivor”“A New World” “Out of Hock”
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— Ryan Pfahler, 14
Calabasas — Nick Boone, 72

Agoura Hills

A nine-fi ngered pianist, a mute baker, a 
toddler arsonist. One of them would 

make the perfect protagonist, I just knew it.
 The ever-blank word document before 
me said otherwise.
 Despite my reservations, I slide to-
ward the monitor for the umpteenth time 
that day.
 As words bled from my fi ngertips, a 
shock of red hair, curved eyes and a dark 
smile hesitantly appeared.
 “Please,” his mocking whisper sounded 
from behind me, within me. “Am I really 
the one?”
 Wrong, all wrong.
 Clearing my head of the ridiculing tone, 
I began my work anew.
 And so I typed these words . . .

 — Danielle LaCorte, 17
Agoura Hills

The world was milky white. Gentle 
voices murmured meaningless words 

all around me. I raise a hand, groping for 
an object, and found warm skin touching 
my fi ngertips. Breath stirred on my cheek. 
Although I couldn’t make sense of this 
strange place, I felt content in my snug-
gly world.
 I then realized that I couldn’t breathe. 
I wailed, hoping to fi ll my empty lungs. 
Fresh air rushed into my open mouth and I 
relaxed, relieved. Suddenly, a loud cry rose 
above the quiet whispers. At 9:59 p.m., my 
twin sister was born, and my perfect world 
was shattered forever.

— Alivia Alva, 10
Calabasas

Sugar Lips lived in hock to Big Mean 
Dean, a surly local pawn broker. Late 

one night, when business was slower than 
a Texas snail, Dean rolled into Sugar’s 
roadhouse and demanded a whiskey with 
a side of what she owed him. 
 Sugar faced the dreaded moment re-
played in her mind. She poured Dean’s 
drink, adding a packet of sugar to sweeten 
him up.
 Come morning, Sugar found Dean rest-
ing on the counter, stone cold dead.
 “He probably jimmied a window from 
outside,” she told Sheriff Lew, while fi n-
gering the pawn shop keys in her pocket.

— Robin Stockton, 63
Agoura Hills

Nineteen inhaled deeply and held his 
breath. He wasn’t scared. He was 

invincible.
 The jungle rose like skyscrapers all 
around him. Local ganja, pure and strong, 
fi lled his lungs and fl oated his head up 
above the canopy. He could see the whole 
of Vietnam undulate before him like the 
ocean. The enemy could not hide from 
his eagle eyes. He would lead his squad 
to safety.
 The toe of his boot tripped the trigger 
wire and the explosion lifted him skyward.
 Sixty-eight can still see the undulating 
jungle spread before him from the vantage 
of his wheelchair.

— Michael Cummings, 64
Westlake Village




