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Neverest 

by Ziv Carmi 

 

Jane Doe was sick of carrying around a flamethrower. In fact, she was sick of 

the cold altogether. “Smith,” she called into the swirling cloud of snow. “Did you find 

a place to camp yet?” 

There was no reply. Jane shouted louder as a gust blew her voice off the sheer 

cliffs that were Mt. Neverest. 

The temperature was dropping, and fast. Jane Doe looked at her thermometer. 

50 degrees below zero. “How did I get in this mess?” she asked herself. 

Jane Doe took out her flamethrower and used it to ignite a fire fifty feet away. 

Huddling beside it, she took out a satellite phone. “Meshugah,” she said, her words 

unclear because of the chattering of her teeth. “All debts are paid if I die.” 

  

Higher up the mountain, Arkansas Smith was wandering through snow up to his 

waist. He looked at his thermometer: 74 degrees below zero. Smith laughed. It was 

the perfect place to test his strength. He soon arrived at a chasm that appeared 

bottomless. 

Flexing his gigantic biceps, Smith pulled out a loop of rope- one hundred feet 

of it to be exact. With an expert flick of his wrist, the rope looped around a tree on 

the other side. “Doe! Hand me that…” his words trailed off as he realized that Jane 

Doe wasn’t with him. Guess I’d better find her. I need those supplies she’s carrying, 

Smith thought with a grimace as he thought of the ten-mile slog back down to camp. 
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It took him exactly twenty-seven minutes and forty-six seconds to arrive at the 

clearing, where he found Jane Doe, semiconscious beside a dying fire. Her fingers 

were turning blue and her skin was clammy. 

Smith first scooped up her backpack and flamethrower, then, dragging Jane 

behind him, he sprinted to a nearby cave, lighting a fire and putting Jane next to it. 

As color returned to Doe’s face, Smith felt relief flooding through him. Marvelous 

though he was, he still would never be able to carry all those supplies by himself! 

  

In another country, billionaire Winston Meshugah threw his phone across the 

room.  

“Reginald!”  

Crash! A rocky semblance of Meshugah’s head was hurled through the window, 

nearly landing on a passerby, scowling up at the penthouse the whole time. 

Squeak! A head poked through the door just in time to see the last shards of 

glass tinkle to the ground. “Y-y-y-es boss? Do you want the window replaced?” 

“Of course I do, you fool! Now, did you just hear that call?” 

“Y-y-yes sir,” Reginald’s face was getting paler by the moment. 

“Good, good. The Doe woman is cheating me. She’s going to escape her debt 

by dying.” 

“How rude, boss-sir!” 

“She promised me treasure, and I want it! The Chalice of the Snow Leopard is 

the key to unlimited power!” 

“Of course, sir.” 
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“Reginald, fly out to Tiugerhunda immediately and find me that Chalice!” 

Reginald looked like he was going to faint. “Yes, sir,” he squeaked, removing 

his head from the doorway. 

“Reginald!” 

Reginald sighed and poked his head back in.  

“I’m not paying for gear this time!” 

  

Jane Doe’s eyes fluttered open as warmth caressed her. Fire flickered in her 

peripheral vision as she saw Smith’s shadow on the cave wall. 

“So you’re finally awake, Sleeping Beauty,” Smith commented as he sharpened 

his knife. “That Chalice of the Snow Leopard isn’t waiting for us.” 

Jane felt frustration surge through her. “Will it sprout legs and run off? I just 

survived hypothermia!” she snapped. “Give me a break!” 

Smith looked at her. “I did give you a break. That’s why you got your little two-

day nap.” 

Jane Doe gritted her teeth. At least this way it would be easier to betray Smith 

and steal the Chalice for Meshugah. 

  

Reginald had arrived in the city of Tiugerhunda, at the base of Mt. Neverest. 

He immediately purchased as many parkas as he could, then hired a porter to carry 

his gear up the mountain. Thinking quickly, Reginald hired another porter to carry 

him up the mountain. 
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Thanks to fair weather by nightfall, they had reached the cave. 

Peering at the cave mouth, Reginald noticed fresh footprints in the snow- 

footprints belonging to Jane’s custom snowshoes. They couldn’t have been more than 

a few hours old. 

Taking several pictures, Reginald sent them to Meshugah. His satellite phone 

rang. “Sir!” Reginald said, holding the phone away from his ear. 

“What is this?” Meshugah’s voice could have rivaled a truck’s horn. “Jane Doe 

is supposed to be dead!” 

Reginald squeaked an inaudible reply, glad that he was halfway around the 

world from his boss. 

“So Jane Doe is cheating me, eh? Well, if she’s alive, Reginald, make her 

excuses true.” 

“Y-y-y-you surely don’t mean…” 

“Find Jane Doe and make her pay. Do not let her walk off that mountain alive!” 

  

Jane Doe stumbled and fell unconscious. It had been a day filled with raging 

rivers and giant chasms.  

She awoke once again in front of a blazing fire. Arkansas Smith was sitting next 

to her, sharpening his knife yet again. Seriously, how sharp did he need that thing? 

“Smith… How long was I out this time?” 

“Too long for me to go on,” Smith said. 

“Why do you care all of a sudden? Earlier today, you were angry that I nearly 

died in that blizzard.” 



VCWC Short Story Contest Youth Honorable Mention - January 2017 
 

5 

 

A flush spread across Arkansas Smith’s face. “Uh… You’re special?” 

Jane laughed. “I think you’re falling in love, aren’t you? Kind of quick, isn’t it? 

Guess somebody’s sick of being in love with himself.” 

“Uh…” Arkansas was at a loss for words. 

Jane smiled at him. “So you are falling in love?” 

“Um…” 

“Arkansas, you may be a macho man, but you really can’t express your 

emotions, can you?” 

  

In Reginald’s pocket lay a pistol. The bullets inside had Jane Doe’s name on 

them. He would be at the Temple of the Snow Leopard in no time. The question he 

kept asking himself was, could he really kill a person? He weighed the options in his 

mind. If he didn’t, his whole family would be in Meshugah’s reach. He had no choice... 

  

Doe and Smith had finally reached their destination. They had survived booby 

traps of all kinds- pits, spikes, boulders, flying skulls, scorpions, crocodiles, and angry 

yaks- to get to the Chalice. 

A loose tile suddenly caused Jane to trip and fall. She didn’t get back up. There 

were no traps in sight, so Smith had no idea what was wrong. Why did she keep losing 

consciousness? 

Concerned, Smith hoisted her over his shoulders and began to walk to the 

Chalice of the Snow Leopard. It was time to finish what they had started, together. 
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Smith picked up the Chalice of the Snow Leopard. He had checked its pedestal 

for traps and, to his surprise, found none.  

As he began to walk out of the temple, Jane Doe stirred in his arms and said, 

“Meshugah. I’m sorry… don’t kill me, please.” She started thrashing. “I’ll get it for 

you. Smith isn’t a problem… You’ll have your Chalice in no time.” 

Smith stopped cold in his tracks. Heartbroken, he realized the truth. The 

woman who had walked into his office and got him interested in this expedition had 

been manipulating him the whole time. Just as he had started to… what had he felt 

for her? 

He set her down on the floor. Then he began trudging out of the temple, 

Chalice in hand. 

  

Jane Doe awoke to find herself alone. She could feel that something was wrong. 

She got to her feet and ran after Smith. 

“Arkansas, what’s wrong?” She asked, putting a hand on his shoulder. He 

roughly twisted away.  

“You… you lied to me. You were planning to steal the Chalice all along!” His 

tone was shocked and sad at the same time. 

“I had no choice, Arkansas. I have to pay off my debt.” 

“What debt? Don’t lie to me. You’re just as bad as all the others.” He finally 

looked at her, anger flashing in big green eyes. 
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Jane Doe took a deep breath. “Listen, Arkansas. Haven’t you wondered why I 

keep fainting? I…” Here a red flush flew across her cheeks. “I have an unknown and 

incurable disease. I would already be dead, but this billionaire guy… well, he helped 

me a lot. I owe him so much and…” Tears swam in Jane Doe’s eyes. “And he wanted 

the Chalice.” 

Arkansas wanted to believe her with all his heart. Could he? 

Jane Doe fell against the wall. The sprint had sapped all her energy. It was 

then and there that Arkansas Smith realized his true feelings for her. Traitor or not, 

he had fallen head over heels in love. 

He headed through the doorway, Jane in his arms and the Chalice balanced on 

his head. 

  

As his eyes became accustomed to the light, Smith saw a figure pointing a gun 

at him. Then he saw the man put it down. The figure dropped the gun and shouted, 

“I’m unarmed! Don’t hurt me! I was born in the ‘60s! I’m a vegan! I’m a pacifist!” 

“Pacifist, my eye,” Smith snarled, his rope ready to knock the man off the cliff. 

Reginald stared at the ground. “I couldn’t do it. Forgive me, my family. I’m so 

sorry. I couldn’t have Jane’s blood on my hands,” he quietly said to himself. 

Smith said, “You work for that billionaire, don’t you? He sent you to kill us?” 

Reginald quickly said, “I used to but I just quit. He didn’t want me to kill you,” 

pointing at Smith, “Just her. It’s against my nature, you know. I was a flower child; 

make love not war, and all that!” 
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A steady rumbling suddenly began echoing through the cliffs. Apparently the 

Chalice had been booby trapped, after all. The ground was crumbling beneath their 

feet. With nothing to support them, Jane, Smith, and Reginald fell into the abyss, the 

latter two screaming all the way. 

  

Jane Doe’s first coherent thought was, why is it so cold? The thought quickly 

left her as she opened her eyes and saw the eight-foot-tall fuzzball beside her. 

She screamed and pinched herself. This was no nightmare The fuzzball smiled, 

showing three rows of sharp teeth, and growled, “Finally, hooman is awake! Hooman 

and hooman’s friends tried to steal Yeti treasure four days ago.”  

It was then that Jane realized she was laying on a slab of ice in a cavern of ice. 

“Where am I?” 

The fuzzball made a gargling laugh and said, “Stupid hoomans can’t steal Yeti 

treasure. Yeti have to protect treasure! Now hoomans in Yeti Village and await Yeti 

law.” 

“So that’s what you are? Yetis?” 

“I Yeti,” the yeti pointed at himself. Then he pointed at another fuzzball and 

said, “She no Yeti. She Yeta.” Pointing at another one, he said, “That over there is 

Yetu. I leader of Yeti Village, so I named Yeti. But we not Yeti, we no-men.” 

“Do you mean snowmen?” 

“No, Yeti mean no-men. In Yeti language, we,” Here Yeti spoke in Yeti 

language. “Argaheageheashgsehwejshsfhwquwe.” Switching back to English, Yeti 
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continued, “but hooman don’t speak Yeti language, and Yeti don’t speak hooman 

language very good. So Yeti just say we no-men, because we not.” 

“Can I just call you fuzzballs? This is too confusing for me to take in,” Jane said. 

Nodding, Yeti helped Jane up and out of the ice cavern, into a busy village 

filled with more fuzzballs. In the center of it were Smith and Reginald, surrounded by 

a crowd of fuzzballs, showing off their flamethrowing skills. “Yeti like hooman’s 

flamethrower. Now Yeti have fun with Yeti kids.” 

Jane shuddered and said, “Won’t your kids be hurt by the flamethrower?” 

Yeti shrugged and said, “Yeti like steam baths. Flamethrower not hotter.” Yeti 

put his hands to his mouth, growling a few words in Yeti language.  

“Ackackackackackacacchachachcahacaghahga!!!” 

Every fuzzball in the room turned and looked at Yeti. “All right, Yeti Village. 

Stupid hoomans now sit for trial for stealing Yeti treasure.” 

The fuzzballs stood up started talking excitedly among themselves. A roar 

spread throughout the crowd. “Xhsayugehuzehuizaiamahia!!!” 

“Yeti and Yeti village think stupid hoomans be punished by moldy yak cheese,” 

Yeti concluded. “After all, Yeti can’t enjoy all of Yeti delicacy himself!” 

A fuzzball, dragging a cart filled to the brim with reeking blue cheese wheels, 

set it in front of the three humans. Reginald said, shuddering, “With all due respect, 

I’m a vegan.” 

The fuzzballs made him do a thousand pull-ups instead. By the end, he wished 

he had eaten the yak cheese. 
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This was a fuzzball delicacy? Jane incredulously stared at her punishment. 

Multicolored fuzz covered the yak cheese, which smelled like the armpits of a dead 

skunk. She felt her heart begin to race. This was bad. She stared up as the whole 

world began to turn purple, then sway. She felt goosebumps prickling her skin. She 

realized that she had entered the final stage of her malady. She saw herself sitting at 

the table, staring at the yak cheese. Then she saw nothing. 

Yeti caught Jane as she fell, her skin turning a nasty shade of yellow and her 

breathing shallow. At most, she had half an hour.  

Yeti took the Chalice of the Snow Leopard and spit in it. He explained to Smith 

and Reginald, “Yeti spit has mystical properties. Now just need to improve the flavor 

and have hooman drink from Yeti treasure and she healed.” 

Adding some rotten yak cheese, Yeti helped Jane drink from the Chalice of the 

Snow Leopard. Nothing happened. “This never happen before,” Yeti said. “But then, 

Yeti never heal someone so sick.” 

Arkansas Smith felt his stomach churn. As he grabbed Jane’s icy hand, he felt 

his whole world crumble around him. He could not lose her. He would not lose her. 

“Jane,” he said softly, “You have to be okay.” 

  

Two police officers ran into Meshugah’s office. “Winston Meshugah, you are 

under arrest for attempted murder, tax evasion, and blackmail. You have the right to 

remain silent,” one said as he pulled out a pair of handcuffs. 
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Meshugah was shocked. He had made sure that the law would never catch him. 

Of course, he didn’t know that Reginald had taped all of his illicit recordings and 

turned them in.  

As Meshugah was led out of the building, Arkansas Smith and Jane Doe, brand 

new diamond rings on their fingers, stood by the police cars.  

“Meshugah, you ignorant bully,” Jane said, “it’s not the Chalice that has power, 

it’s the fuzzballs. They’re the ones who can heal anything, even death.” 

Sweetness creeping into her tone, she added, “I want you to know my debt has 

been fulfilled. I have brought you the only treasure I have brought back from Mt. 

Neverest.” 

Meshugah soon discovered that moldy yak cheese was an acquired taste. 


