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I crossed a fairly big bridge at the age of nine when my family moved 
to South America (La Paz, Bolivia), where we stayed for nine years. I 
had to learn a new language, a new culture, and how to live at 13,000 
feet! It was a lively culture with many saints' days celebrated through 
music and dance, but the large Inca population in Bolivia was generally 
poor and there was little chance of moving up in class or work position.

When I returned to the United States, I was proud to have free choices, 
upward mobility, and the chance to try to become who I wanted to be. 
I also enjoyed the basic luxuries of an American citizen that we so often 
take for granted: hot running water, blankets for the cold winters, 
floors that are not made of dirt, and easy modes of transportation, 
among many other things. So when I started composing this piece, 
the song "America the Beautiful" kept coming into my consciousness 
and eventually became the main theme for the work. The beauty of 
the song is undeniable and I loved working with it as a musical idea. 
One can never take for granted, however, the strength of a musical 
idea—as Beethoven (one of my strongest influences) knew so well. This 
theme is challenged by other more aggressive and dissonant ideas 
that keep interrupting, unsettling it, but "America the Beautiful" keeps 
resurfacing in different guises (some small and tender, others big and 
magnanimous), as if to say, "I'm still here, ever changing, but holding 
my own." A musical struggle is heard throughout the work. Perhaps 
it was my unconscious reacting to the challenge of how do we keep 
America beautiful.

 –Joan Tower, composer, Made in America



Express the Music has sparked students’ creativity and ignited their imaginations since 
the program was established by the St. Louis Symphony Volunteer Association (SVA) in 
1998. In its 24th season, Express the Music allowed students in grades 6-12 to discover 
Joan Tower’s Made in America and respond with poetry and prose influenced by the 
music. More than 2,300 students from 27 Missouri and Illinois schools participated, 
resulting in the submission of 377 works of creative writing. 

Poetry and prose entries were reviewed separately using a multi-judge blind process: no 
school or student identifiers appeared on the documents seen by the judges. Volunteers 
from the SVA served as preliminary judges, reviewing entries according to standard 
rubrics in prose and poetry. Thirty-four finalists from the Junior Division (grades 6-8) 
and 23 finalists from the Senior Division (grades 9-12) advanced to the next round. Two 
panels of experts, one in poetry and another in prose, judged the finalists’ compositions 
on creativity and excellence in writing in response to the musical selection. Their scores 
determined the First, Second, and Third Place winners in each division. Finalists were 
celebrated in an Express the Music Awards video announcement, along with a digital 
book posted at slso.org/express. 

In 2002, Express the Music was awarded the Sally B. Parker Gold Ribbon Award for 
Education from the Volunteer Council of the League of American Orchestras. This cross-
curricular writing competition has made the rich, diverse wonders of orchestral music 
accessible to tens of thousands of students. The St. Louis Symphony Orchestra provides 
educational programming, like Express the Music, for teachers and students as part of a 
long-standing commitment to supporting music in our schools and the educators doing 
this important work. Together we can inspire students to become and remain involved  
in music. 

Congratulations to all the finalists whose compositions are included in this book. May 
you always keep music in your life! 

Express the Music 2021

https://www.slso.org/express
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Our Sponsor We wish to express sincere gratitude to the Employees Community Fund of Boeing 
St. Louis (ECF) for continued sponsorship of Express the Music. The ECF of The Boeing Company 
is a unique employee-giving program that allows employees to support the needs of their local 
communities.

Our Inspiration Founded in 1880, the SLSO is the second oldest professional orchestra in the 
country. Week after week, year after year, the symphony’s dedicated musicians embody excellence in 
their delivery of beautiful music, award-winning recordings, and educational programs throughout 
the St. Louis community. Our sincere gratitude goes out to the musicians of the SLSO; your music 
inspires us. 

Our Teachers Great teachers go beyond the classroom to integrate area resources that give their 
students opportunities to discover and grow. For 24 years, the teachers of Express the Music have 
done just that and more. They inspire their students, through great orchestral music, to tap into 
their imaginations and discover where the music and their creativity will take them. We appreciate 
our inspiring teachers.

Teachers who have participated in Express the Music for at least five years are noted in this 
year’s list of Participating Schools and Teachers. Over the years, these teachers have introduced 
thousands of students to orchestral music as a source of inspiration for creating more musical lives.

Our Preliminary Judges There are many well-read, experienced members of the Symphony 
Volunteer Association who give unselfishly of their time for Express the Music. A special note of 
gratitude goes to the volunteers who read and scored all the entries to select this year’s finalists. 

Our Final Judges Contributing both their time and their expertise, two panels of accomplished 
writers judged the finalists' entries in the prose and poetry divisions. The compositions were 
assessed on creativity and writing excellence in response to the musical selection, with these 
scored determining the winners. These judges provided invaluable service to Express the Music 
2020. Thank you for sharing your keen insights, experience, and expertise.

Prose composition judges: 

Diane Bleyer is writing a future fiction novel that addresses themes such as climate change, 
reproductive rights, and bioethics. In addition, she is a legal proofreader and member of a group 
that encourages aspiring writers. Diane served as President of Hadassah’s St. Louis Chapter, a 
300,000-member women’s organization focused on healthcare advocacy, and she served as the 
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Board Chair of her children’s Religious School. She also worked as a management consultant for 
Ernst & Young, specializing in strategic business planning and implementation.

Dr. J. Terry Gates retired from full-time university teaching in summer 2001. He joined the faculty 
at the State University of New York at Buffalo in 1986 after elementary, secondary, and higher 
education experience in Illinois, Ohio, and Alabama. He chaired the UB Department of Music 
from 1994-1997, and was Director of Pre-Service Teacher Education and of the Teacher Education 
Institute in the Graduate School of Education 1999-2001. He also was part of the group that 
developed New York’s Frameworks for Arts Education, and was a leading figure in developing 
the Goals 2000 grant for New York State arts assessments. His contributions to the research 
literature include history and criticism in music teaching and learning, edited books in music 
education, speeches and workshops, and articles on arts education policy. He was a member of 
the International Advisory Committee of the British Journal of Music Education and a past chair 
of the International Society for Music Education’s Commission on Music in Education, Culture, 
and Mass Media Policy. He is co-founder of The MayDay Group, an international organization of 
music education theorists. Gates is a former member of the Music Educators National Conference 
Publications Committee, the Journal of Music Teacher Education editorial board, and the Executive 
Committee of the Music Education Research Council. He received his doctoral degree from the 
University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign. He lives in St. Louis, where he writes historical fiction 
and volunteers on St. Louis Symphony Volunteer Association committees.

Edward Ibur is the executive director of the St. Louis Literary Award created by Saint Louis 
University in 1967. Over the years, SLU has honored more than 50 writers, including Margaret 
Atwood, Chinua Achebe, Stephen Sondheim, Arthur Miller, Seamus Heaney, Edwidge Danticat, 
and many others. The Literary Award programs are free and open to the public, including this 
year's ceremony and author craft talk honoring Michael Chabon and next November—Zadie Smith. 
Edward Ibur is also the founder and director of Gifted Writers Academy which started in 1997. 
GWA is an online writing program focusing on fiction, poetry, drama, creative nonfiction, and essay 
writing courses for middle school, high school, and adult writers. 

David Rush is a nationally produced award-winning playwright, recently retired as chair of the 
Playwriting Program at Southern Illinois University.

Poetry composition judges: 

Dr. Mary Pat Henehan is a nurse, educator, marriage and family therapist, and author. She has 
written two books: Integrating Spirit and Psyche: Using Woman’s Narratives in Psychotherapy, and 
Nature Speaks, a book of poetry. Her third poetry book is in process, titled Nature Shines. She has 
enjoyed writing poetry since college. She attends a writing group when she can. She leads a grief 
support group at the Catholic Student Center on Washington University’s Campus, and at Our Lady 
of the Pillar parish. She uses poetry as interventions with clients in her practice, Counseling and 
Educational Associates, Inc. She has taught therapy classes at Washington University, Saint Louis 
University, Aquinas Institute, and Webster University. She also held positions as Director of Public 
Health Nursing for the City of St. Louis, Vice President of De Paul Health Center, and Assistant 
Professor of Public Health at SLU. She enjoys playing the hammered dulcimer and has a few CDs. 

Jane Ellen Ibur, Poet Laureate of St. Louis, Missouri, an established arts educator, received a 
Visionary Award for Outstanding Arts Educator; recognized as a Warrior Poet from Word in 
Motion; two awards from the Missouri Scholar’s Academy, A World of Difference Award from the 
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Anti-Defamation League. Honored with an Author Recognition Award by the Missouri Center for 
the Book, she is published in literary journals and anthologies since 1972 garnering numerous 
additional awards. She is the author of Both Wings Flappin’, Still Not Flyin’ and The Little Mrs./
Misses both published by PenUltimate Press. 

Kim Lozano is a creative writing teacher and coach from St. Louis. She helps writers complete 
and edit their novels and memoirs and leads private writing workshops. She has taught classes 
for St. Louis Oasis and the St. Louis Writers Workshop. Her own work has been published in 
Third Coast, The Iowa Review, North American Review, American Life in Poetry, and many other 
publications. 

Walter Bargen was born at Ft. Bragg, North Carolina, farther back than he wants to admit. As a 
result of his father’s military career, he has lived in many places including, Germany, Switzerland, 
Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Missouri. He wrote his first poem when he was a senior in high school. 
He taught himself how to write by two simple processes, reading and writing. He reads not only 
to enjoy what others write but to learn how others write, and he firmly believes that reading 
and writing teach writing. He has lived outside Ashland, Missouri, since he graduated from 
the University of Missouri-Columbia with a BA in philosophy. He later earned a M.Ed in English 
education from the same institution and then became distracted—again. He has published 25 
books of poetry. Recent books include: My Other Mother’s Red Mercedes (Lamar University Press, 
2018), Until Next Time (Singing Bone Press, 2019), Pole Dancing in the Night Club of God (Red 
Mountain Press, 2020), and You Wounded Miracle (Liliom, 2021). His awards include a National 
Endowment for the Arts Fellowship, Chester H. Jones Foundation Award, the Stanley Hanks prize, 
and the William Rockhill Nelson Award. In 2008 he was appointed the first Poet Laureate of 
Missouri. 
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Participating Schools and Teachers
Junior Division

Academy of the Sacred Heart School St. Charles, MO Catherine Whiter
Ascension School Chesterfield, MO Stephanie Gummersheimer*
Bernard Middle School St. Louis, MO Renee Barry
Christ Community Lutheran School St. Louis, MO Bethany Albers
Gateway Science Academy St. Louis, MO Heidi Abbott*
Gateway Science Academy St. Louis, MO Cathy Van Winkle*
Grand Center Arts Academy St. Louis, MO Patrick Mattia
Holy Family School Granite City, IL Judy Barnum
Holy Trinity Catholic School Fairview Heights, IL Natalie Schultz
LaSalle Springs Middle School Wildwood, MO Julie Adams
LaSalle Springs Middle School Wildwood, MO Amber Choate
LaSalle Springs Middle School Wildwood, MO Lori Kitrel
Little Flower School Richmond Heights, MO Pamela Bates
Parkway West Middle School Chesterfield, MO Kristin Ruzicka
Sacred Heart Catholic School Valley Park, MO Erin Ream
Sperreng Middle School Sappington, MO Shaylynn Sienkiewicz
St. Ambrose Catholic School Godfrey, IL Karie Preston
St. Louis Catholic Academy St. Louis, MO Sallie duMaine
St. Paul Lutheran School Hamel, IL James Tallmon
St. Peter School Kirkwood, MO Mary Donald*
Ste. Genevieve du Bois St. Louis, MO Hannah Rettig
Truman Middle School St. Louis, MO Michelle Howard**
Villa Duchesne and Oak Hill School St. Louis, MO Danielle Thurm
Washington Middle School St. Louis, MO Jennifer Garrison Brown
Wydown Middle School Clayton, MO Debra Baker

Senior Division

Amiri Academy St. Louis, MO Gwen Amiri
Clayton High School Clayton, MO Kathryn Cooper
Clayton High School Clayton, MO Sean Manion
Gateway Science Academy St. Louis, MO Heidi Abbott*
Grand Center Arts Academy St. Louis, MO Stephenie Grasso
New Athens High School New Athens, IL Rose Hogg**
Parkway South High School Ballwin, MO Melissa Gebhard*
Villa Duchesne and Oak Hill School St. Louis, MO Louise Gabriel
Villa Duchesne and Oak Hill School St. Louis, MO Pamela Harris-Marcus Villa 
Villa Duchesne and Oak Hill School St. Louis, MO Gigi Rager
Villa Duchesne and Oak Hill School St. Louis, MO Eric Sargent

*Teacher who has participated in Express the Music five years or more. 
**Teacher who has participated in Express the Music ten years or more. 
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Junior Division

The essays, poems and stories in this 
book have been printed without edits 
as they were submitted to the writing 
competition Express the Music 2021.
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1st Prize, Junior Division Prose Arianna Taylor

Broken 

 

Painful truths masquerade as cheerful history, filled with the joy of 

everlasting spring. They all dance around the lies, uneasy but content not to 

indulge their curiosity in exchange for the safety of their own precious secrets. Too 

afraid of the risk, the cost. Too horrified of the chance their world would crumble 

to think of the new world they could build. 

So they live, in a broken sense. They work, they play, they love, they never 

know what lies beneath… but secrets grow tired, grow bored, grow restless. They 

long for air, to be seen and known. They long for power and destruction. The chains 

with which these secrets have been shackled with rust, their prison trembles.  

The people have had their rest, their false happiness, and soon they will pay 

the price long overdue as whispers of revolution rise into shouts and desperate 

wails. Cries impossible to ignore, threatening to blot out everything they once 

knew, all they once had. They run, stricken with fear, with terror, of what is to 

come and what cannot be stopped. 

 They all run, but one runs in the wrong direction fueled solely by the desire 

to know, to understand. 

His curiosity is rare and powerful, but dangerous. It frees secrets from their 

manacles, secrets that are greedy for revenge.  Secrets that splinter and tear apart 

anything that gets too close. Secrets that leave the people in a horrified existence, 
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one without their lies puppeteering them. Instead, now they are controlled by 

agonizing truths. They beg for the society they once had, to return from its grave, 

but dead things stay dead.  

The ones who uncovered the truths are forced to lock them away. To destroy 

the remains and build anew. The fiends of reality hide in the shadows, they live and 

haunt those who remember them. The rest of the world lies in blissful ignorance, 

foolish tranquility.  

...But nothing lasts forever. 
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2nd Prize, Junior Division Prose                Maya Anderson

A Golden Ocean 

Feet flying over the rough terrain of the forest floor, a single thought pierced the haze of 

his clouded mind: 

 

I do not want to die a caged man. 

 

 The brilliant red and gold hues of the dusk sky were a vibrant contrast to the desperate, 

mud covered soul stumbling through the darkened woods. He knew it was only a matter of time 

before his captors caught up with him. He knew, yet he could not find it in himself to submit to 

the inevitable; to die at the blood-stained hands of his subjugators. The fervorous score of a 

single thought accompanied his frantic flight through the trees: 

 

I do not want to die a caged man. 

 

In a world that so greatly valued the submission of its people, an innominate man, 

strangled by an ostensibly decorous culture, was fighting a battle against that sentiment. A 

corrupt nation had cost this man everything. His hopes were ashes in the furnace of a twisted and 

tyrannical society. A man, destroyed, tortured, and enslaved. The egregious sins of a civilization 

founded on ethical principles. The irony of this was seemingly lost on an entire population. It 

was not lost on this unknown man. This faceless, nameless individual was the leader of a 

movement unbegun. And, as he arrived upon the edge of a staggeringly tall seaside cliff, a single 

thought branded him with its white-hot intensity; 
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I do not want to die a caged man. 

A cliff at the edge of the world. A sea of liquid gold, reflecting the colors of a fire-bright 

sky. Promises of prosperity and felicity played in the waves, a siren’s song. The man was caught 

in its allure, eyes brimming with unshed tears of sorrow and despair, his ears replete with the 

cacophonous shouts of his captors. He was trapped. A man bound by the laws of a youthful, 

tempestuous country. Liberty had been fought for and won, but not for all. Not for him. He 

suddenly knew what he had to do, what he must do, to free himself from the cage. 

  

A single step forward, and he was at the brink. He thought about what had brought him to 

this moment. And, as he stepped forward, over the edge, he knew. It was that single, unrelenting 

thought. A desperate hope. A declaration, whispered to a golden ocean. 

 

“I will not die a caged man.”  
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Soft, grey rain blankets the city, softening the harsh edges, converting the hectic 

environment into serenity.  The droning patter of water droplets muffles every sound until 

nothing but silence remains.  City inhabitants take the tranquility of a storm for granted.  They 

focus on the bone-chilling cold that somehow always seeps through their inadequate coats, 

instead of basking in the peace the weather provides.   

During this storm, there is one dispirited girl who wants nothing more than to experience 

the bite of cold against her skin.  If all she feels is cold, then there is no room to dwell on the 

jagged words spat from the lips of her mother, the one who was supposed to love her, only hours 

ago.  Useless.  Worthless.  Waste.  Each syllable threatens to consume her, to drag her down, 

down, down, until there is no return.  Despite the overwhelmed girl’s best efforts, sounds and 

images slowly knit together to form a complete memory of her emotional trauma.  The final 

piece of verbal abuse manufactured by her mother shoots to the front of her thoughts, as lethal as 

a poison-tipped arrow.  I wish you were never born.   

Dark, vicious emotions simmer menacingly underneath a thin layer of fear.  The 

misguided girl focuses on her dread of what her future entails without the surety of her mother’s 

love, momentarily shifting her attention from the anger begging to surface.  Choosing fear over 

anger is the wrong choice, though.  Red-hot rage rips through her shield of panic, and once that 

barricade is annihilated, the girl’s only path back to calm is closed.   

Nightmarish claws drag the girl into the recesses of her mind, where her darkest thoughts 

lurk.  She needs to run, to find a mode of egress for this razor-edged fury.  Suddenly, akin to the 

eye of the storm, clarity emerges.  One person is responsible for every word that hurt her and 

3rd Prize, Junior Division Prose Jessica Wheatley
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broke her down.  The girl molds her rage into a spear of malice and vengeance.  Holding the 

weapon in her hand, she feels the weight of the dangerous resentment contained within the shaft.  

With a firm resolve, the girl chooses to use the projectile not against her mother, but to defend 

others who are incapable of defending themselves.  She cannot change her past, but maybe, just 

maybe, the newly empowered girl can change the future of another scared, betrayed child 

trapped in an abusive storm.   
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Henry Benson

Beautiful Danger 

The grass tickles your feet as you sit in the middle of a vast pasture. You feel so calm, 

you believe nothing will ever disrupt this feeling. This feeling ceases as a mesmerizing sight out 

on the horizon grows- a hole in the Earth swallowing the distant fields. Something about it is 

beautiful, but you come to your senses. This canyon will overcome the land you sit on. Your 

blood rushes to your head and you begin to panic.  

Panic overtakes your body and your mind wanders. You don’t want to leave this world. 

This isn’t a productive way to think. You try to calm yourself and logically think through the 

situation. You can’t be calm, but you remember the warm grass and begin to slow down. You 

must escape. That makes sense. You stand and begin to run steadily over the plains. Your pace 

quickens and you turn back to see if your escape has been fruitful.  

No, the canyon is still growing and the sense of panic returns. The skies open up and rain 

begins to pour. Terror courses through your veins. Stop. You wait. This opening is enchanting. 

It’s a sense of knowing, closure. Something that everyone in this world longs for. If you let this 

hole swallow you whole, you won’t ever have a problem ever again. You walk towards the 

beautiful opening with some apprehension. You don’t really want to leave this life. Your heart 

beats faster, you don’t want to leave. You must escape.  

You’re running faster and faster when the same sense of calmness rushes over you again. 

You have control. You have something people long for in life. Leaving would be easy. The Sun 

sets and the Moon rises. Stars twinkle in the sky. Owls coo in the night. This Earth is too 

beautiful to leave. You have to escape. There’s so much more joy to be found on this vast planet. 

You turn and run. The ground begins to crumble and every step you take becomes more and 

more taxing.  The hole grows and takes the very rock you stand on. More rain falls and thunder 
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crashes. The vortex of wind enhances the panic you feel as you fall. But you know what will 

happen. You have closure. Then your world goes dark. Sitting up promptly, you discover 

yourself in bed, covered with sweat and your eyes wide open. 
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Reunited 

 

Two neighboring countries used to be one, but years ago they were separated. 

Recently, the leaders of these two countries started to have many disagreements about 

territory, resources, money, and power. The people didn't understand these conflicts and 

wanted them to stop, but if they spoke up, they would be called traitors and be killed publically 

by their Leader’s personal guard.  

Next thing they knew, people were being drafted, and troops were being sent to the front 

lines. The first battle began the next morning with the bang of artillery. Both sides were forced to 

dig trenches in the mud. The battle went on for months with many trench runs across no man's 

land and countless lives lost. After a year of fighting in the mud, the soldiers started to question 

it all. Many friends died, and for what? A single mile of land for their leaders?  

One side's remaining army was forced by their leader to make one last run to take the 

enemy’s trench. If they didn’t participate, they would be shot. As the charge began, many troops 

were hit by artillery or shot. Smoke covered the battlefield. When the smoke cleared, both sides 

took heavy losses with each side's commanders either shot or blown to bits. Only a few hundred 

soldiers were still alive, scattered in the mud. All the remaining soldiers looked at each other 

from across the battlefield all thinking the same thing. Why are we doing this! At that point the 

soldiers from both sides came together to form peace. The commanders that were left did not 

like this, but they could do nothing about it. The soldiers turned on their commanders and forced 

them to surrender. Some commanders of both sides did surrender, since they were highly 

outnumbered, but many others chose death.  

The soldiers then marched on to confront their nation's leader, taking more soldiers and 

commanders with them on the way back. The only thing in the way of peace between the 

countries now was their leader's personal guard. The guard did not choose to surrender and 

Ethan Bognar
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fought until the last man, but there were too many soldiers. The soldiers overwhelmed the guard 

and stormed their capitals. They then removed their leaders from office and came back to meet 

in the middle. There they established a democracy and reunited the two countries creating 

everlasting peace. That day will be remembered. 
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The Clock 
I woke up to the sun shining through my windows. It looked like such a beautiful 

morning. I looked at my clock and what happiness I had plummeted with my heart. I had 

slept in and was now late for school. I got ready quicker than I ever had and ran 

downstairs.  

“Mom, I slept in!” I explained.  

“I know dear. I thought you would enjoy that,” she said sweetly. 

“Mom! My orchestra concert is today at 8:00. If I'm late, my life is ruined.” 

My mom rolled her eyes and got in the car. If we got there fast maybe I could 

perform with the rest of my classmates. An inward clock started ticking down inside of 

me. A steady beat of stressfulness inside me making me feel sick.  

On the way to school it seemed as though the world was conspiring against me. 

There had been a wreck right outside my neighborhood creating terrible traffic. The 

clock ticked on, ever increasing in sound. Every light turned red and stalled as my mom 

came up to them. 

I had a moment of relief when I thought we were in the clear. Then the car 

bumped and leaned to one side and my mom pulled over. I banged my head against the 

window in time with the mental ticking as my mom checked tire pressure.  

“Come on Mom, I'm gonna be late,” I called.  

After what felt like an eternity, my mom hopped back in the car and drove the rest 

of the way to school. When we pulled up, I jumped out of the car while it was still 

moving. I rushed to the orchestra room hoping that I wasn't too late. The clock had 

reached a deafening blast. I burst through the door out of breath. Silence filled the 

classroom and my mind as I held my breath. The clock had stopped ticking.  

Lily Boyer
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“So nice of you to join us,” said the orchestra teacher, “We were just about to go 

and perform. Get ready quickly.” 

I got ready as fast as possible and joined my classmates in the line ready to go 

out. I was suddenly filled with triumph as the inward clock bonged eight times. I had 

made it, I was going to play. My life was not ruined after all.  
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The   Frightened   Fairy     

Once,   a   fairy   named   Petal   was   going   out   and   it   started   to   rain.   She   started   

walking   on   the   very   wet   ground.   Petal   started   to   worry.   She   looked   up   and   saw   

lightning   and   heard   booming   thunder.   Petal   started   running   as   fast   as   she   

could   down   the   path.     

The   rain   stopped   suddenly.   Petal   started   flying   the   minute   her   wings   dried.   

She   looked   worried   and   scared,   because   there   could   be   something   coming.   

Suddenly,   Petal   heard   an   alarming   swarming   sound.   Petal   passed   through   trees   

and   plants   swiftly,   searching   for   the   unnerving   sound.   She   panicked   and   

thought,   “Is   something   following   me?”   She   kept   flying   fast   and   looking   

carefully.   The   swarming   sound   got   louder   and   louder.    

Petal   turned   one   last   corner.   She   felt   as   cold   as   soft   snow   in   winter.   

Hornets   were   coming   straight   for   her.   She   flew   faster   than   she   ever   did   before.   

The   hornets   came   closer   and   closer   to   her.   One   of   them   finally   caught   up   to   her.   

The   hornet   struck   her   with   a   painful   sting.   Petal   immediately   fell   straight   to   

the   ground.   Now   the   poor   fairy   lay   on   the   still,   damp   ground,   in   pain   and   

scared.     

Petal’s   friends   went   to   her   house   and   didn’t   see   her.   They   were   worried   

so   they   went   searching   for   her.   Her   friend   Rosie   spotted   Petal   laying   on   the   

ground.   Rosie   told   Petal’s   other   friend,   Dewdrop,   that   she   had   found   her.   They   

Julia Craig
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both   flew   straight   through   the   branches   to   Petal.   When   they   reached   the   

ground   Petal   was   in   a   lot   of   pain   and   she   was   quietly   saying,   “Help.”     

Rosie   and   Dewdrop   picked   up   Petal   and   rushed   her   to   get   medical   

attention.   They   laid   her   down   on   a   cotton   hospital   bed.   A   nurse   told   Dewdrop   

and   Rosie   that   Petal   would   recover,   but   it   would    be   a   while.   Dewdrop   and   Rosie   

sat   down,   worried   for   their   friend   as   she   laid   in   a   bed   trying   to   rest.     

Rain   started   pouring   down   again,   lighting   flashing   and   thunder   booming   

like   drums.   Petal’s   heart   rate   was   lowering,   nurses   rushed   over   to   see   what   was   

wrong.   They   gave   her   more   fluids   and   more   medicine.     

Days   later   she   was   healed   completely.   She   went   out   again   and   made   sure   

no   hornets   were   near.   Excited,   she   flew   straight   to   her   friends.   They   were   so   

happy   to   hear   she   was   better.   Petal   and   her   friends   learned   that   they   would   

have   to   be   more   careful   the   next   time   they   heard   a   swarm   hornets.     
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Brendan Duffy

THUMP. Another man with a family and people he loved is gone. Taken.. I watched as 

Lieutenant Colonel Aubrey collapsed to his knees shaking, his hair filled with frost and his lips 

an orchid purple.  A muffled groan escaped from his purple lips, out into the foggy, February 

morning air. I glanced over at my best friend since the war started, Louie Arnold. “Men will 

perish, Jonathan. It’s war.” His tone was numb and monotonous. His eyes looked dull, the fire 

that burned in them extinguished. His confident posture was now a defeated slouch. His spirit 

was gone. All of our spirits were gone. At that very moment, my mind wandered to a better time. 

“To freedom!” we both yelled as we toasted to the hope of independence. The thought of 

killing Redcoats on the frontline was exhilarating. We had never imagined walking on frostbitten 

feet through a seemingly endless plain.  

It was a summer evening. I remember everything about it. The clinks of glasses, the 

mosquitoes, that powerful hope. We would fight together out there, just like we always had. 

My daydreaming was cut short as a musket ball whizzed beside my temple, missing by 

no more than five inches. Louie had taken off running. I stumbled around, disoriented, for many 

seconds before finally getting to my feet. I ran behind a tree, musket in hand. I scanned the area 

thoroughly before finally seeing a lengthy man emerge from the fog. “Find the rest of ‘em,” he 

spoke. I inhaled sharply as the man approached the tree in which I hid behind. The footsteps 

gradually grew louder and louder. I grabbed my musket tight and prayed. Without thinking, I 

leapt from my hiding place and plunged my bayonet through his ribs.  

Minutes ago, I thought the rest of my life would be spent marching for days and 

eventually dying of smallpox. Now, optimism flows through me. Sure, I didn’t win our 

independence singlehandedly, but I helped. Louie will not believe this. I imagined a baffled look 
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on his face. Suddenly, my moment of belief was shattered. Four men in red and one in blue 

surrounded me, muskets pointed. One in blue… 

“Louie…” I croaked, my throat dry. 

“Down with the revolution!” A man yelled. Louie nodded and raised his musket.  

“What is this?” I asked. 

“I’m sorry, Jonathan.” 

A loud crackle rang out as I fell to the ground.  
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Mikayla Jordan

The Hippofench and the Impundulu 
 

It was a fresh, bright, spring afternoon in a majestic forest filled with cool 

technicolor glows. A petite hippofench woke from its slumber. The hippofench was 

greeted with a wonderful and delicious display of its diet of fruits and nuts. Just as it was 

about to feast, the hippofench sensed a predator lurking towards it from behind. The 

hippofench cautiously turned it’s head bracing to uncover what was behind it--and there 

it was. A terrifying impundulu, hovering over it preparing to feast on it’s prey.  

The hippofench flew away in a dash as the terrifying creature pursued. The 

hippofench flew and flew until it crashed through a cluster of vines, through a hole in a 

rock, and tumbled into an entirely new world. Once it’s vision became more clear, the 

hippofench noticed its whereabouts: a dim, but glamorous golden arena filled with 

intricate designs on every wall and door.  

Five shadowy silhouettes with sparkling jewels around them approached. Upon 

their arrival, their appearance became more clear. A royal family of descendants of 

Nephele, characterized by their white, droopy, and chilling eyes, majestic cloud-like hair 

and lavish, white attire. The family greeted the hippofench with concern and warmth. 

The hippofench explained how it arrived, but it was interrupted by a loud, thunderous 

rumbling from outside the castle. The family looked out and there it was again--the 

impundulu, but now with two others. 

The family panicked as the king sent guards out to investigate the invasion, the 

queen instructed the princess, and her two other children to get the hippofench to 

safety. The kingdom was frozen in terror. The princess escorted the hippofench and her 

two younger siblings to the secret hideout. Then, the hippofench came up with a plan to 
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protect the kingdom against the evil creatures, if only out of guilt. They returned to the 

king and queen to inform them of their plan to bait the impundulu so the hippofench 

could sneak-attack.  

With their word, the plan was a go. The princess distracted the creatures as the 

hippofench sky-rocketed into the air, only to launch a humongous arrow into each of the 

three impundulu’s backs. The evil creatures collapsed into the ground. The kingdom 

paused in anticipation as one began to rise again. Luckily, it was put to a halt as the 

queen shot an arrow directly into its head and the creature collapsed for good. 
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Rebekah Lindsey

The Revolutionary Runner 

 I watched the sun rise, enjoying its quiet brilliance. It filled me with hope that the war would end 

soon. 

 Suddenly, figures appeared on the horizon, too many to count. All marched stiffly in rows; all wore 

red. 

 Horrible recognition washed over me like a waterfall crashing onto my shoulders. I crouched low. 

Perhaps they wouldn't see me. I'm small-built, with dark hair, pale skin, and gray eyes. I don't wear blue 

like revolutionaries, but dress in drab rags of gray. I'm not sure of my age because my father and mother 

died soon after my birth. Their friends tell me it was about thirteen years ago.  

 The redcoats were headed towards camp. Hunched low, I headed for a trail used only by me and 

started running. 

 I reached camp and blurted, “The British are coming!” to Colonel Wilson. 

 There was urgency in his voice. “James, hide until they're gone.” He turned to Captain Jackson, 

“Have every man ready. We'll meet them in battle.”  

 I crouched among the trees. The soldiers lined up and we heard marching troops.  

 The hour passed in a storm of shooting. When the British finally retreated, Captain Jackson 

signaled me. I raced to the field and saw what I'd been dreading since the start of the War: my closest 

friend, William Reed, had been shot clean through the chest. He was dead. 

 I fell to my knees, sorrow piercing my heart. I wept bitterly. Sadness  overwhelmed me. 

 I wandered into the medical tent and found the Colonel. He was wounded. 

 “James, we may have beat'em this time, but they'll return. You must run for help. There is another 

outpost about ten miles west of here. Go there.” 

 I plunged into the woods and started to the west. I pushed myself harder, knowing that everything 

depended on getting reinforcements. 

 About halfway there I realized that I was being followed. Panic slithered down my spine, but I kept 

going. Finally, I saw the outpost. Hope sparked in my chest. 

 I broke into a sprint. The spark of hope burst into flame as I entered camp. I didn't stop  until I'd 

stumbled into the General's tent. I described our plight to him. 
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 He turned to a man at his side. “Tell the troops to mount up. We leave for Colonel Wilson's camp 

within the hour.” 
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Mohini Mahajan

 The Rememberings of a Master 

 

The studio looked unusual, having been rearranged many times as the mood and 

lighting saw fit. Sculptures and shelves lounge around, rotting from the chalky fumes. A 

rug laying off-center looks as though it has collapsed under the intoxicating lights. Theo 

slips in through the door, his tall figure and dark complexion contrast against the 

cracking and peeling of a light grey wall.   

Where he stands, a coat poses on a hook beside him. It is seasoned with many 

sewed-on patches that hide the original pattern. Turning on the lights, he sees the jacket 

and a note near it. Oscar will come through today...I should finish it. 

Theo saunters over to a mound of clay with a lost face imprisoned on it. The 

overhead light makes the shadows bleed down. Its sullen expression reminds him of his 

late mentor who started it.  

He melts the clay and separates his tools. As he falls into the rhythm of his work, 

Theo begins to reflect on his lessons. After a long day of sweeping the studio, Mr. Smith 

had shown him how to make the eyes express the whole face’s emotions. Now, like 

muscle memory, he carves them onto the sculpture. 

Enchanted by the final piece’s melancholy emotions, Theo stands up and turns on 

the radio, letting out a slow ballad. He was told, never listen to music while sculpting.  

But, today was a goodbye.  

The swells of violins caressed the miserable face of clay. The subtle rhythm forges 

the texture of the wispy hair. Theo’s raw emotions get swept into the beat of the drums, 

and he spills back into the sculpture. 
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Theo stops. He remembers the first time they met, when he waited for the bus in 

the rain with no umbrella, and Mr. Smith stood next to him. They boarded together and 

became fast friends. Theo’s eyes welled up into tears.  

Before he knew it, a waft of cold air blew into the studio. He looked at Oscar 

standing across from the statue. He looked exactly like his dead teacher. Without a 

word, Oscar walked away. Theo felt a bullet in his heart as he put his face into his hands. 

But, soon, he felt a piece of clothing on his shoulder and opened his eyes—it was the 

worn coat. 

Oscar sighed and gave him a pat on the back. “He would have been so proud of 

you.” 
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Mary McKenzie

Bang! Bang! My family huddled together in a cramped space beneath the floorboards. 

We silently prayed that they would not break the door down. Boom! My ears rang with the sound 

of splintering wood as the door crashed open. Nazi footsteps pounded on the floorboards above 

us, and I held my breath. We heard the men march by our secluded hiding place and into the tiny 

kitchen. We listened silently and fearfully as the soldiers searched our dainty home. Dishes 

shattered, furniture shifted around, and doors and cabinets were ripped open and then slammed 

closed again. Mama released a small sob as the Nazis marched toward our bedrooms. They were 

searching for us. If we were found, we would be sent to a concentration camp, where we would 

be tortured until we died painfully. 

My father built this secret, underground bunker before he passed tragically after being 

shot at his job at the factory. There was a trapdoor that so closely resembled the floorboards; it 

was nearly impossible to tell the difference. He built this room below the floor in case the Nazi 

soldiers raided our house. We had received an alert from a neighbor that the Nazis were on their 

way to find every Jew in our neighborhood. Mama had gathered our Bible, some food, and 

blankets, and she herded my little sister, Ruth, and me through the trapdoor and into the secret 

room. We were hidden no less than fifteen minutes when we heard someone pounding on the 

door. My breath was caught in my throat as we listened to men shouting outside, demanding to 

be let in. It was the Nazis.  

Ruth began to cry, and Mama hugged us closer as we listened powerlessly as our 

possessions were destroyed just inches above our heads.  

At last, one of the soldiers announced, “Hier ist niemand!” and marched out. I knew that 

meant “No one is here!” Their footsteps were beating against the floorboards in sync as they 

scurried out. 
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For an hour, we waited silently, fearful that the Nazis would return. They never did. We 

emerged from our hiding place, disheveled and pale with tear-streaked faces. We stood there 

with tears in our eyes, in awe of the damage that had been done. Furniture was flipped upside 

down and dishes were shattered. 

At last, Mama looked at us and said, almost in a whisper, “We must leave tonight.” 
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Melanie Migneco

Crimson streaks across the sky as the sun begins a new day, rising above the jagged line 

drawn by the mountains edges. A masterpiece is created, colors swirling across the sky as though 

they were painted. A lone hawk dances upon the winds, his cry reverberating for miles, 

rebounding off anything, and everything. His echoing call is heard once more before he spirals 

downwards, and out of sight. 

A stallion enters the desert realm, cantering across the hard, desolate stretch of land, wind 

blowing through his mane, racing against no other except himself. Nothing but a shadow 

streaking across the barren desert. Fire courses through his veins, fueling him to greater speeds, 

speeds thought to be impossible. 

A track lays ahead, boards crossing over each other to lie a path down, cutting through 

the pale sand. A train moves steadily along the track, right in line of the stallion. He runs faster, 

his hooves flying, wind whipping through his mane. A glint of determination in his eye makes it 

clear what he intends to do. He is no longer racing himself, but the train. 

The train draws closer, and it seems the stallion will lose this race, but he pours on more 

speed, the glint in his eye turning into a flame. The desert seems to still, watching the two, 

holding its breath. The stallion seems to break free of gravity and hurdles across the track just 

moments before the train would have crushed him. He wheels around in triumph, the maniacal 

glint still in his eyes as he watches the train rush pass. The sun fully rises into the sky bathing the 

desert in a harsh golden light, beating down mercilessly upon everything it touches. 

A wind blows through the sky, rustling through the few trees scattered throughout the 

desert. The stallion takes this as a signal, and he continues on the path he had started what seems 

like millenia ago. Everything he had lived for seems like a dream in this sense of trimuph. 

Perhaps it was. 
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The stallion follows his path, a mere shadow in the never ending expanse of the desert, 

looking for a purpose, wandering, and always searching for something to bring him back to life. 
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Karson Morrissey

The   Fastest   Rabbit   

One   warm,   sunny   day,   a   rabbit   was   hopping   around   a   meadow,   looking   for   something   to   

eat.   When   a   fox   came   out   of   the   woods,   the   rabbit   had   to   hide.   The   fox   couldn’t   eat   him,   no   way.   

The   rabbit   hid   in   a   hole   as   the   fox   looked   around.   The   fox   looked   and   looked   for   some   food.   He   

sniffed,   and   the   rabbit   was   found.   The   fox   started   digging.   “Oh   no,”   the   rabbit   thought,   there   was   

no   way   he   would   let   himself   be   caught.     

The   rabbit   dashed   for   the   woods,   trying   to   hide,   but   the   fox   wouldn’t   give   up,   no   matter   

how   hard   he   tried.   The   rabbit   ran,   but   there   was   no   way   the   fox   would   lose   its   prey.   As   the   rabbit   

ran,   he   got   stuck   in   a   bush.   With   the   fox   on   his   tail,   he   freed   himself   with   one,   big   push.   The   

chase   went   on,   down   a   hill,   through   a   log,   around   a   tree,   until   finally,   the   rabbit   decided   to   hide.   

As   the   fox   got   closer,   he   decided   to   flee   again.   

Suddenly,   more   animals   appeared-   a   wolf,   a   fox,   and   a   bear.   They   would   be   hard   to   get   

away   from,   the   rabbit   was   sure.   The   rabbit   was   scared   maneuvering   all   through   the   woods,   and   

although   he   felt   tired,   he   ran   as   fast   as   he   could.     

As   the   night   grew   near,   the   predators   began   to   stop,   and   the   rabbit   ran   away   with   a   

bounce   and   a   hop.   The   rabbit   at   last   had   only   been   victorious   because   he   was   fast.     

As   time   went   on,   the   story   spread,   of   the   wise   old   rabbit,   who   was   oh   so   bold.   All   the   

critters   knew   there   was   one   fact   you   couldn’t   dispute,   that   rabbit   is   the   fastest   around.   
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The Solar Eclipse 
 

Rays of sunlight slashed through the early morning darkness. The Sun slowly 

began to rise and rise allowing sunlight to brighten the galaxy and take over the 

darkness. The Sun, yawning from exhaustion, peered behind his shoulder to see an old 

adversary, the Moon, still lingering. This foe desires power to take over day and night. 

The Sun glared at the Moon as he should only be out at night time. Bubbling with rage, 

the Sun shot a bright ray of light towards the Moon. In a flash, the Moon seized the light 

and it disintegrated. 

The Moon perceived this battle for owning day and night could go on for 

centuries, so he made the move. The Moon rushed to the Sun and attempted to strike 

him. Although, the Sun was quicker. The Sun evaded the Moon’s fist and conjured a red 

hot chain and captured the Moon. The Moon struggled to rip free of the steaming 

chains, but he could not move. The Sun felt bad for the Moon. Ultimately his warm heart 

won out. The Sun wanted the Moon to have more power like himself.  

“I have a proposal. Do not try hurting me,” roared the Sun. 

The Moon nodded. 

The vibrant Sun unbuckled the scorching hot chain and forged a small object. 

The Sun handed the Moon what seemed to be a delicate scroll. The Moon unraveled 

the light parchment and observed writing inside. This writing stated that the Moon shall 

come out during night whilst the Sun comes out during the day. Although, once every 

400 years, the Sun and the Moon come together in the sky at the same time in the 

same place. The scroll quotes that this enchanting moment will be known as “The Solar 

Eclipse”. The Sun and the Moon both agreed with the treaty and shook hands.  

Cole Nemkovich
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As they shook hands to the agreement and illuminated a new truce, the Sun’s 

light created a beautiful glimmer allowing for an outline to shine around the Moon. This 

outline evolved into a fascinating ring of brightness intensifying by the darkness of the 

Moon. To this day, the blazing light of the Sun united with the dark silhouette of the 

Moon creates the amazing event, identified as the solar eclipse. 
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Isabella Parmeter

The City That Never Sleeps 
 

I’m a being; not human or animal, but quite alive. Just a mere shadow, never fading. Here 

in Central Park, I see someone in a black sweatshirt walking towards a woman. The next thing I 

know, he’s running off into the darkness with her purse in hand, fast as lightning. As I look 

around, I notice many suspicious characters. This is definitely not a good place to be. I race out 

of there, seeing many vicious faces as I fly back to the streets.  

The streets of New York are filled with all sorts of noise. I slide up to the top of a row of 

apartment buildings where there’s a small patch of silence. Noiselessly, I drift past the windows. 

In the first window is a little boy sleeping in bed. He’s far off in the Land of Dreams, where life 

is perfect. He has not a care in the world. Feeling somewhat calmer and happier, I glide to the 

next window where my eyes meet a very sad sight. A woman, crying on her bed. “He’ll come 

home soon,” she tells herself. However, her words clearly don’t help. She bursts into a fresh bout 

of tears all over again. I move on to the next window, away from her crushing sadness. The glow 

from the window reveals a couple playing a card game together. They’re both laughing. Gliding 

to the next apartment, I see a family watching a movie. All of them look happy to be in each 

other’s company. But my euphoria vanishes when the next window shows me a man and a 

woman, emptying out drawers and cabinets, stuffing jewelry and money into their pockets. I feel 

a shock of fear as I see the man come towards the window and open it. The gust of wind from the 

inside sends me plummeting down to the busy sidewalk.  

The breath of people walking by tosses me round and round. I am swept into the street 

but quickly rise a few feet above the cars. Looking around, I see chaos and the busy world that is 

New York. But floating there, above everything else, I feel triumphant over this city. A sense of 

victory flows through me. I have conquered the city that never sleeps. 
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Lucy Peterein

 Kristen shoved open the funeral home door, running as fast as she could away from the 

funeral, tears streaming down her face, no longer caring who saw them.  She had been holding 

them back all evening, but her mother’s death had become too much to bear any longer.   

Tears blurred her vision, but Kristen continued running, knowing exactly where she was, 

and where she was headed.  After all, she had made this trip thousands of times. As she arrived at 

the pond she admired the way the shimmering moonlight glinted off the dark water. The Moon 

Pond she and her mother had always called their spot. The whole area was secluded, and no one 

but Kristen and her parents knew there was a pond back here.   

Kristen sat on the banks allowing herself to drown in her misery and grief.  She wished 

more than anything that her mother had never left her.  The person she had been closest to was 

gone.   

Just then, a small glint of light near the opposite bank caught her eye immediately.  Just 

as quickly as the flash had come, the light was gone.  Seconds later, the glow reappeared.  This 

time the illumination took the shape of a magnificent swan that looked as though she were made 

of pure starlight.  Swans were her mother’s favorite.  The creature flapped her lofty wings, 

circling once around the Moon Pond before landing a few feet from where Kristen sat, watching 

her.  Kristen reached out with her shaking hand to stroke her head, but before she could reach the 

animal, the  vision flickered and vanished. 

This was a sign from her mother.  No being on Earth could ever convince her otherwise.  

Kristen smiled weakly to herself, she was wrong.  Her mother was not gone.  As long as Kristen 

lived, her mother would be beside her wherever she went.  Unseen, but never gone.   
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She felt a soft tap on her shoulder and spun around to see her father, his face also wet 

with tears.  She stood up and hugged him.  Kristen listened to the soft lapping of the lake beside 

her, and though neither spoke a word, somehow the silence was reassurance enough.  After a 

while of standing there, comforting each other, they walked away from the Moon Pond, headed 

nowhere but on. 
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Amelia Pozzo

 

Royalty 

Here is a list of things I hate: my name, being the heir, and most of all, retreating. 

But it was the only way to save the rest of our soldiers. I finally see my guard, Myla. 

She’s alive. Thank goodness, I can finally breathe again. She sees me and runs over, 

sword in hand, knives on her hip. 

“Royalty!” she says when she reaches me. “I thought you were dead. Your 

parents would have killed me for leaving you unprotected…” she trails off. “I’m just glad 

you're safe.”  

“Me too,” I answer.  

 

Myla 

My moment with Royalty is over too quickly. I hear shouts and steel on steel. I 

whip around and see the enemy soldiers have followed us into the woods.  

“Run,” I tell him. He sees the soldiers and nods reluctantly. He looks like he 

wants to fight, but he follows me deeper into the woods. 

 

Royalty 

I hear footsteps and realize we’re being followed. Myla even runs faster.  

“Secure the prince!” yells someone in a foreign accent, alerting me that it’s the 

enemy. Then I hear a whistling sound. I realize what it is just a moment too late. 
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Myla 

I knew the arrow was coming only seconds before it would hit Royalty. I have just 

enough time to slice the arrow in half with my sword. Unfortunately, the arrow is only 

knocked slightly off course. It slices through the side of his leg before landing in the 

grass. Royalty screams and falls. I grab his arms and pull him back to his feet. I think 

that we have a moment or two before they’re on us.  

“Come on,” I say to him. “You can do this. I have a plan.” 

 

Royalty 

My leg is on fire. I’m tired from fighting and running. But I’m thankful for the brief 

reprieve while Myla explains her plan. Her plans usually work incredibly well, as long as 

I manage to do my part right. She begins running again. I groan, but I follow. She makes 

a sharp turn and we duck into a large hole at the base of a tree. She covers it with 

leaves and branches and gestures for me to stay quiet. Feet thunder past us.  

“Where did they go?” a man yells.  

“Keep searching!” shouts another. 

 “You saved me,” I breathe once they’re gone. “Well, us .”  

Myla smiles faintly. We’re safe. For now.  
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Eli Rehg

Dancing Dust 

 

In the field, she danced to the sound of the wind and river. Her feet lightly touched the 

ground like glass about to break. I was amazed as I quietly watched from afar. She suddenly 

dwindled into the grass until I could no longer see her. She didn’t come up from her puddle after 

minutes of waiting. I left my hiding spot to see if she needed help.  

I marched quickly, my legs treading through the tall grass. I saw the lady sleeping. I 

attempted to wake her up with my voice, no response. I shook her lightly but she was still in her 

slumber. I picked her up and rushed as fast as I could to the nearest town. Before I was able to 

get her to a doctor she turned into dust in my hands. 

 I was baffled while trying to search for a pouch to put the dust in, trying my best to not 

drop her. The town was just in the distance, so I continued my walk forward to find her help. The 

walk was a peaceful one until I felt the eerie presence of someone trailing behind us. I quickened 

my pace to escape the looming feeling of being stalked.  

We finally arrived at the village, and I went to almost every townsperson asking if they 

knew anyone that could help. An old woman selling rugs pointed towards the direction of a 

house of a wizard that could help make the dust human once again. My legs immediately began 

treading through the path towards the home. The exterior was beautiful with dark wood paneling, 

and a garden that seemed to sparkle. I couldn’t wait any longer so I walked up and gave the door 

a light knock. After long seconds of waiting a man that stood tall opened with an intimidating 

glare, like he wanted to eat me for supper.  

He gestured us inside, and I gave the brightest smile I could, showing him the pouch of 

dust. The wizard rushed around grabbing things off the shelves. He took the pouch of dust from 
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my hands and poured all of his ingredients into the bag. We waited as the things mixed in the 

pouch. It glowed as it fell to the floor. I began panicking, but something grew, and before I could 

process it, the beautiful dancing lady stood in front of me once again. 
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Brooke Rodden

Today is a normal New York day, sunny skies and busy sidewalks and crowded streets as 

well. 

 

I quickly hurry down the busy sidewalk from the speeding subway, heading to work. 

 

I raise my ear to the sky, and hear the whine of a plane, it sounds close, too close. 

 

I look up and see it, hurtling through the sky, but wait it's not moving forward, it is taking 

a dive! 

 

I watch the plane for a minute before suddenly realizing that it's heading for the northern 

Twin Tower! 

 

The whine grows louder and louder as it draws closer, fear wells up inside me as I watch 

it crash. BOOM!!! 

 

The world goes unusually quiet, a quiet that has never been heard in New York.  

 

The silence is pierced by a single siren, then firetrucks and ambulances surround the 

tower. 

 

After this people come to their senses and start running every which way. 

 

I turn and start to run, I must pick up my sweet, little kids! 

 

But then I hear another plane, I look up and let out a small scream, it's racing towards the 

second tower! 
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People all around me start to recognize that this isn’t any normal plane crash, it’s a 

terrorist attack! 

  

More sirens fill the air as people all around me watch in horror before we hear CRASH! 

  

After this, people hurry to get away, the towers could collapse at any given moment! 

. 

 I flag down a taxi and  get to Mary York Elementary as fast as I can. 

 

My nerves are shot from panic, Traffic jams fill the streets, I need to get out of here 

faster! 

 

I yell at the Taxi driver to hurry, and eventually he starts driving through allies. 

 

We rush home to find my lovely husband, thankfully he is there and unhurt.. 

  

 As we turn on the T.V. we learn that one tower has collapsed, soon followed by the 

second one. 

 

People are rushing through the streets and yelling words that I can’t quite make out, this 

is truly an emergency. 

 

The News reporters tone is somber but we all know how amazing our police force 

is.  

I let out a sigh of relief that I am safe, even though this is a terrible time, I know 

America will get through it. 
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Madeline Smyka

The River 

 

Once upon a time, there was a little girl walking through the woods. The girl’s name was 

Alice, and she was on her way to meet her friend to play in the river. The river was out in the 

middle of the forest, so she had to walk quite far. While on her way, she heard thunder and saw a 

huge gray cloud coming her way. She didn’t want the rain to ruin the fun, so she continued 

walking. Once she got to the river, she waited about five minutes until her friend came. By that 

time it was raining quite a bit. To play with her friend, Grace, Alice had to cross the river. She 

had done it many times before, but never in these conditions. Alice walked over to the fallen tree 

she used to cross and got on. On the first step she slipped a little, but continued.  

Her friend shouted, “I don’t think this is a good idea, we should just go home,” but Alice 

couldn’t hear her over the rain. She kept walking and looked down at the water which was 

rushing below her. This scared her and caused her to slip. She got a hold of the branch and didn’t 

fall in. Grace ran over to the tree to help her. Then they heard a crack, and a nearby tree was 

struck by lightning. Then another crack, but it was not lightning. The branch was breaking.  

It broke, and Alice fell into the freezing, rushing water. She was swept away with the 

current. Grace ran down the river, following her. The water kept pushing Alice’s head under 

water. Then Grace spotted a branch and ran to grab it. She stuck it into the water and it hit Alice, 

but she grabbed onto it. Grace used all of her might to pull Alice out. Then Alice lost her grip on 

the branch and kept going down the river. Grace saw a waterfall at the end of the river. She 

started to scream and yell for anyone to help. Then Grace saw Alice fall over the cliff. Alice felt 

as though she was free falling, and then felt a hard hit to her head. Grace jumped down the 

waterfall to try to save Alice.  

A search party was sent out for the girls, but they were never found. 
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Runaway Princess 
 

As the sun was going down, my life was about to change. I snuck out of my room 

barefoot and slowed my heavy wooden door as it was closing so all that was heard was 

the faintest thud.  I was met by James, also barefoot. He motioned for me to follow him, 

and we glided silently down the dark hallway. Our plan was going to work. I was going 

to be free.  

Then, suddenly, Marinda appeared. She looked menacing with a shadow cast 

around her like a wall that was ready to do anything to stop James and me. We 

crouched behind a large metallic bookcase as soon as we saw her. The stone floor was 

cold and mildewy.  

James whispered, “Annabella, you stay put.” 

He ran at Marinda with his sword drawn. But, Marinda was already striking, 

gripping her wand with long, horrifying nails. She cast out her arm, shooting a wave of 

lightning down the hall. James fell to the floor.  Then, she disappeared.  

Just like that, she was gone. I went to help James up. Once he was upright and 

had taken a moment to recover, we started to sprint toward the solid iron gate towering 

ahead. James and I had to use all of our strength to open it. We ran out into the field, 

and we were free. For a moment. We happily lept over the tall grasses and wildflowers 

in the bright orange light just before the sun sank below the horizon.  

Then, just like she disappeared, she returned. I looked at Marinda’s 

towering, otherworldly figure. I saw her talon-like nails, her mouth forming into a twisted 

smile, and her deep black hair piled on top of her head. She held her gnarled wooden 

wand. James and I began to run, shouting, hoping someone would hear. Lightning was 

Natalie Weltman
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crashing into the ground, narrowly missing us. We ran to the large tree by the cliff 

hoping we could hide. But there was no hiding from Marinda. She strode towards us. 

There was nowhere we could run. Then, everything stopped. James and I stared at 

each other, silently communicating as if we could read each other’s minds. We made a 

decision. we grabbed hands, took one last look at Marinda, turned towards the cliff, and 

jumped. 

Plummeting to the deep river below, I finally knew our plan was going to work. 

We were free. 
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Braden Wheatley

 A young boy ran about the trees, enjoying the delightful weather.  The forest floor was 

dappled with light filtering through the leaves.  The smell of springtime filled him with joy and 

excitement for the warm days to come.   

As the child continued his walk through the forest, he came across a clearing filled with 

heaps of rocks and boulders.  In the clearing, he noticed half crumbled walls, stone pillars, and 

an archway in front of him.  As the boy wandered around the rubble, he realized that this must be 

the remains of what was once a vast and mighty temple.  As the boy was examining some 

carvings on a fragmented wall, he heard a deafening THUNK from behind him. 

The boy whipped his head around and saw the ground crumble away, revealing elaborate 

obsidian steps that descended into darkness.  Although the weather was very warm, he began to 

shiver.  The stairs seemed cold and cruel, and even the boy could sense the malevolence and 

hatred radiating from below.  Nevertheless, he felt drawn to the stairway as a moth to a flame.  

He began to descend the stairs.   

As he took step after step, he felt more and more anxious.  Overcome with fear, he now 

desired nothing more than to run as far away from the ruins as possible.  Regardless, something 

kept him going; an insatiable urge, calling out to him from below. 

When he did reach the bottom, the boy found a short obsidian hall laid out before him.  

Lining the walls were pictures in gold frames.  In the frames were images depicting gruesome 

deaths and people in various states of pain.  Although frightened, he felt compelled to continue 

down the hall.  When he arrived at the end, there was one last picture.  The boy could feel the 

picture’s presence deep within his bones, beckoning him forward. 
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Choking back a scream, the boy saw that the picture was of him, lying lifeless on the 

floor of this same exact hallway. 

Startled into action, he turned around and ran towards the entrance of the dark hall as fast 

as he could.  Reaching the stairs, he took them two at a time.  Too late, the boy looked up and 

saw the light fading away above him.  As the dirt roof closed once more, the boy collapsed on 

the stairs, weeping.  He stayed there, crying, as he was overcome by death and despair. 
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Stallone Woodbury

Sudden Storm 

 June 18th, 1987. I wake up on a sunny summer day. My eyes adjust to the 

sunlight pouring through my window. I sit up, take a long stretch. Through my window I 

can see a beautiful blue sky with little contrails, and to the right of my view, there's a tree 

with a friendly family of birds chirping a song. I stand for a little bit and watch them, but 

then they suddenly stopped chirping. Strange. I look around and finally noticed what is 

fastly approaching my house. A giant wall of grey followed by black in the sky, I hear “ 

KABOOOM” and scramble to grab items as sirens start to go off. 

I rush downstairs and grab multiple essentials, as well as non-essentials. The 

siren for a tornado blast in my ear as if it was only two feet away from me. I grab water 

bottles, flashlights, a blanket, a book, and a small bag of chips since I just woke up. I'm 

frantically trying to stuff all these items into a bag to make it easier to carry it to my 

shelter. While I'm running around, I hear the pouring rain start to attack my house. I'm 

finally ready and I run outside to get to the shelter on the side of my house. I'm barely 

able to see a few feet in front of me. I'm running as fast as I can. I start to slip on the 

mud that's starting to form on the grass. My feet can't keep up with sloppiness. I fall 

straight onto my back and feel as if someone just charged up to me and stabbed me in 

the lower back. I try to get back up but my hands just slip on the water and mud.  

 Slowly, I get back up, and hobble with pain, wince as I pick up my backpack, and 

finally reach my shelter. I barely open the doors and start to go down the stairs. I get 

down there and sit down, as my adrenaline goes down, the pain goes up and it's almost 

impossible for me to sit and wait. I wait for possibly 2 hours before I notice the rage of 

pouring rain had begun to slow down, and eventually stopped. I hobble up the stairs, 

open the door, and see the beautiful sunlight shine on me.  
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1st Prize, Junior Division Poetry Vivian Wang

A Pendulum Dressed as a Taboo 

 

“What is love?” 

Lilith asked playfully. 

I hesitate.  

thoughts of her had lingered, uninvited  

but not unwelcome.  

she was the peaceful visitor, a beckoning tide  

ready to wash over me as the pearly moon  

swept us closer. 

I woke up today, with her name brushing the bumps on my tongue  

each letter a tiny and clean-cut jewel. 

 

Love... is waking wrapped in your clean, pearl duvets. 

Love is rosy tea you brew for me in the morn, 

listening to Billy Joel’s Piano Man cassette. 

Love is the glow of your gentle, backlit silhouette  

turning to reach for my hand. 
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Her freckles are a light dusting of cinnamon  

on perfectly imperfect golden skin. 

Her laugh bathes the ambience in a soft, drowsy glow,  

her voice raspy, a dramatic rondeau. 

I know it like the lyrics of her favorite song.  

Walking the streets, her soft words drape the murmurings and small-talk of strangers. 

I glance her beaming face in fluffy clouds and wavering white wine angels 

where it shouldn't belong, 

but it does. 

I hear her idle charm in songs on the radio,  

a mix of butterscotch and mystery. 

I glimpse her flickering eyes 

in the stars sneaking in at midnight. 

 

Love is cutting the swaying grass of routine. 

Love is week-long road trips, with only you and me. 

your head on my shoulder, gazing at past telephone poles 
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Love is triumphant, a sole horn in dutiful patrol. 

 

I smile.  

I've been there for her.  

I've felt her wobbly tears patter onto my sweaters, 

I've held her close. 

I’ve seen her small and weak and afraid,  

cracked porcelain welling 

in an ocean of stunning moonlight. 

I’ve seen her focused, her doubt allayed, 

swaying willow branches reaching for fruits of the sky. Ready to rewrite 

visions sold from the heart. 

I’ve seen her proud and bursting with sparks, 

a leaping sun of glimmering lime and fresh spring. 

 

I’ve seen her ridden with fury and loathing, 

a crackling storm of dagger-sharp broken glass, heavy blood pounding  

in  
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her  

ears. 

 

Love is a blazing gold lion, an irregular doomsday countdown ready to rip off your thick skin 

and tear apart our safety bubble  

of simple compliments and good night texts. 

Love is a captivating hell, leaving behind the present of a possessive kiss in its wake 

One that stays etched forever, an unwanted stain of a tattoo. Borne of regrets. 

Love is pouring rainfall of a Friday evening, an onslaught that keeps driving the stake, 

each hill steeper than the last, each hurdle higher, towers of spitfire, a nonstop choir 

of birds and bees, they plead their decrees, they warn with flashing eyes of indigo seas 

to cherish the trifling.  

encourage the inspiring. 

address the underlying.  

Still, 

their warnings are but brushed aside  

for their colorful feathers and bright glossy flight. 
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But we still wake up to each other’s voices.	

	

I look back to her smiling face.  

The one I've watched laugh, cry, blush, and shout to the sea, 

	

For what is love? 

“Love  

should  

be free.” 
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The Flight 

 

Flit, flutter, flap  

Go the iridescent wings 

Of a bird as it darts across the forest. 

The bird madly dodges trees and branches, 

Determined, 

Flying with all its might. 

 

As the sky darkens, glistening stars emerge. 

Owls call into the silence of the night. 

A hunt has begun. 

Fireflies illuminate the way. 

 

The bird flies on,  

Stealthily avoiding unwanted attention. 

Arriving at the forest’s edge, it faces new obstacles: 

Bright lights, 

Loud noises, 

And a multitude of creatures. 

 

2nd Prize, Junior Division Poetry Cecelia Hahn
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The bird flies on, 

Spying a steely snake-like monster matching its speed. 

The steady rhythm of time as a  

Chug-chug-chug 

Rings loudly in the bird’s ears, 

Till it splits apart from its long trail into a city. 

 

Trees are replaced by tall grey structures 

that stand to the sky. 

Glass windows, like eyes, scan the expanse. 

The bird falls out of rhythm. 

 

But the bird is experienced; 

It knows how this goes. 

It’s all part of the journey, 

To get back home. 
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A Soldier's Story 
 
 
 

Just a young man not old enough to fight 
He puts on his uniform and laces his boots 

As he marches through the night 
 

His platoon stays close as they keep a lookout 
Hiding in ditches and holes 
His mind filled with doubt 

 
Holding his gun close 
Mind filling with fear 

He desperately hopes 
This will all be over before the year 

 
Each day passes by 

Guns shooting 
Bombs falling 

He thinks of his family 
          He hopes soon to be calling 
 

This is what we know of a young soldiers story 
Him and his battles 

Filled with glory 
 

As night falls 
He sleeps as much as he can 

But every noise heard 
Can alert a young man 

 
Tired and weary 

The suns coming up 
He marches to battle 

With little water left in his cup 
 

He stays brave and strong 
And kneels to pray 

“God help me through just one more day” 
 

3rd Prize, Junior Division Poetry Shane Brinkman
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He continues to march 
Guns shooting 
Bombs falling 

He thinks of his family 
He hopes soon to be calling 

 
This is what we know of a young soldiers story 

Him and his battles 
Filled with glory 

    
The days turn into weeks then months and soon years 

He's lost his friends 
And has shed too many tears 

 
He fought his battle and served his time 

And wears a purple heart with pride  
To  honor all of those who died 

 
No guns shooting 
No bombs falling 

His family he is finally calling 
 

Uniform off and boots unlaced 
Home is know his safe place 

 
This is what we know of a young soldiers story 

His battles finished 
And heart filled with glory 
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Panic 

He leaves the party and begins walking 

The silence spreads and he hears the wind talking 

Underneath his feet the leaves are crunched 

His eyes wonder and his back is hunched 

 

 

Out of the stillness he hears a howl 

Already frightened, he sees it prowl 

Closer and closer it becomes 

 Now the question, should he run? 

 

 

Bam! His feet start moving faster 

Running and running from a terrible disaster 

Looking back he stumbles to the dirt 

There was nothing there, yet he was still alert 

 

 

Frightened, he slowly pulls himself up 

To him quietly comes a pup 

There is no reason for him to be afraid  

A fearless man is now what’s made 

Addison Baldus
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Suddenly he encounters a gold door 

Should he go in, or ignore? 

Without a thought he opens the glorious gate 

Blinded, the question is real or bait 

 

 

The boldest colors appear on every sight 

The flowers glimmer with the sunlight 

It's so magnificent it seems as if he is in a picture 

Until suddenly it all turns into a mixture 

 

 

The lively colors turn to black and grey 

The sunlight fades and it’s no longer day 

Green trees transform to dead, and bare 

Clear and fresh wind, to dirty gray air 

 

 

He knew he knew he shouldn't have come in  

Things are blurry and his head is in a spin 

Finally he focuses and he needs to carry on  

He glances around until the path spawns 
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He doesn't know what is driving him onward 

Something inside him makes him go forward 

All of a sudden he starts sprinting again 

While around him lurk thousands shadows of men 

 

 

Faster and faster his feet get more tired 

The ghosts follow him as if he is required 

Screams and shouts shoot through his ears 

He opens his eyes and suddenly everything disappears 

 

 

His heart is calm and his breathing slows down 

He is hungry and tired so he walks into town 

In front, the street lights flicker 

And from behind the ghosts snicker 

 

 

He knows that he should not turn around 

Formed on his face is a frown 

Slowly and quietly his feet inch ahead 

Careful to not attract the dead 
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He starts sprinting and makes a dash for the store 

Once inside, he slams the door 

The ghosts bang and scratch at the walls 

Finally he’s safe, and to the tile he falls 
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Sara Brand

Running Through the Valley  

 

I am running, reaching  

Trying to escape the night 

The endless void of nothing  

I want to keep my light  

I can see the field before me 

The battle rages on  

The blood and guts and screams of men  

Is this what we’ve become?  

Fighting never fixes things 

People are treated as cannon fodder 

The endless barrage of bullets, the never-ending slaughter 

I don't want to be another soldier 

A man who follows commands  

I want to be a man of peace, 

Not a man of deadly hands  

Peace is a rare gift, one that few can afford  

Maybe that's why people fight 

To see who reaps the reward  

I am running faster now 

The night is black and cold 

Peace was always a lie  
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A story that was told 

I see my life before me 

I am almost out of time 

All the things I did so wrong  

Every single sin of mine  

My world is caving in 

Devoid of any friends 

Then I see my pride and joy  

My little daughter Lynn 

Her touch is a fleeting memory,  

A ghost of what had been 

I loved her with every breath  

I wonder if she loved  me too 

My moments now are few, and I fall upon the grass   

I have loved every second of my life, until the very last  

The night is closing in now 

It’s growing darker still 

I know that I should fight it off 

But I can do nothing but cough 

The darkness seems so gentle and sweet  

I wonder who, upon death, I shall meet 

I want to see my babe once more 

And my wife before I go 
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But the darkness gathers close, and my thoughts begin to slow 

So much fighting, so much death 

What could ever come of it? 

The promise of a better world, one can only hope 

 It was once only a thought of comfort 

But now I see it,  

About to break through  

A world of life and liberty   

Forged from fighting true 

I can see the peace before my eyes  

And before I cease to be, 

I can see the beauty of that world, a world of the free 
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Samantha Carter

A   Storm   in   the   Distance   

  

Lush   hills   roll   across   the   plains   below,   

Flowers   of   the   rainbow   sprinkled   throughout   them.   

The   sun,   a   giant   sphere   of   light   shining   down   on   everything,   

A   magnificent   spring   day   without   a   cloud   in   the   sky.   

  

As   the   hours   go   by,   the   sky   begins   to   darken.   

Looking   in   the   distance,   a   sea   of   clouds   as   black   as   night   are   closing   in.   

The   grass   curls   up   as   if   expecting   the   storm,   

And   the   quiet   pitter   patter   of   rain   arrives.   

  

A   blinding   flash   of   light   followed   by   the   deafening   sound   of   thunder,   

The   groaning   of   the   wind   turns   into   a   howl,   

While   the   pitter   patter   of   the   rain   lashes   down   in   heavy   sheets.   

  

The   sound   of   a   thousand   freight   cars   rolls   closer,   

As   a   funnel   of   twirling   trudges   along,   

Debris   of   all   sorts   peppered   throughout   it,   

While   it   tears   through   everything   in   its   destructive   path.   
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As   the   funnel   fades   into   the   distance,   

And   leaves   behind   the   wreckage   it   has   caused,   

The   calm   settles   and   the   sun   shines   down   once   again.   
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Indya Frazier

The Loop 
I awoke, and stretched. 

Eerie feelings shot through my head. 

The rain 

And the thunder 

Lightning 

And fog made it much more eerie.  

 

I slid into my slippers.  

Walking downstairs barely able to pick up my feet. 

The scratching noises of my slippers on hardwood floors. 

 

No one seemed to be home. 

No mom 

No dad 

No brother 

Or grandma 

 

I made a cup of coffee to go with my blueberry muffin. 

Tasty as always.  

My favorite thing to eat with my mom. 

But she was nowhere in sight.  

 

I pulled my hoodie over my head. 

With a poncho over for extra protection.  

My sweatpants were already on. And my Nikes on deck. 
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The Loop 
My front door creaked open and I went outside. 

I came to the edge of the trail. 

Ready to start my daily Oak Trail run. 

 

I began with a speed walk just to warm up. 

Then slowly my speed walking became a light jog.  

 

More eeriness.  

The trees rustled a little more. 

The animals moved a little quicker. 

The leaves were a little crunchier.  

Nothing seemed right.  

Or real. 

I heard something. 

I was told to never stop and look. 

So I didn´t. 

 

I sped up.  

And so did they. 

Out of breath, I hid in the woods. 

I was found. 

 

I ran away. As fast as I could. 

But always ended up in the same spot.  

Confused. 

I stopped. 
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The Loop 
Looked behind me. 

 

Sure enough, I was being chased. 

They were running. 

But they weren't getting any closer. 

 

I've been stuck in this loop.  

2 years. 

Everyday I forget. 

And relive this moment. 

 

I don't know how to get out. 

But I will find a way. 

One day. 
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Grace Lubeck

Dear Aria 

I’ve lost you, but I must have hope 

It pains me, piercing me like a needle 

Sharp and heartless 

Aria, I’ll carry on for you 

 

I can’t describe how much anger I felt on that day 

Why you? 

Dumb and unfair 

Aria, you didn’t deserve what happened to you 

 

When I got the phone call, I sobbed 

A car accident took you away from me 

Gone and dead 

Aria, I wish you could come back 

 

It hit me hard and brought tears to my eyes 

I don’t know why but I just ran 

Fast and speedy 

Aria, I ran away from the worries 
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Finally I stopped, my heart racing 

I can’t let this ruin my life 

Agony and sorrow 

Aria, it’ll hurt, but it won’t kill me today 

 

Realization dawned on me 

You wouldn’t have wanted this 

Surprising and inspiring 

Aria, I won’t give up 

 

I’ll never forgive that drunk driver 

You’d be here if it wasn’t for him 

Hatred and fury 

Aria, I’m fighting for you 

 

I can’t help but think what if 

What if the drunk driver hit another car 

Longing and wistful 

Aria, I must learn to accept what’s happened 
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Your funeral was the worst of all 

It was so infuriating how people pretended to be okay 

Stiff and cold 

Aria, you looked like a mannequin in that lonely coffin 

 

I felt awful, like my head would burst open 

All of those people looking at me pitifully 

Excruciating and fake 

Aria, will I always be like this? 

 

Remember the bullies? 

They always hurt me, chasing me with sticks 

Selfless and kind 

Aria, you were the only one who stood up for me 

 

Looking back we were so creative 

Sprinting through the forest hand in hand having our own adventures 

Unforgettable and brave 

Aria, you had the best ideas 
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 People tell me that I’ll get over you 

But they’re wrong 

Truthful and honest 

Aria, you’ll forever be in my heart 

 

There’ll be people who will try to break me down 

And push me around without you 

Weak and fragile 

Aria, who will protect me? 

 

Dashing into the unknown 

Imagining you with me 

Fierce and strong 

Aria, you had my back 

 

Sometimes I want to give up  

Join you up there, but I know you won’t let me 

Proud and beautiful 

Aria, you made me the person I am today and I’m forever grateful 
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America.  

The beauty of my homeland  

Shines  

Through the glow cast by every ray of  

Radiant golden sunlight, every  

Rolling emerald hill 

 Swelling with hope  

And pride.  

Pride for the people,  

People who built  

This nation,  

Embody  

This nation. 

If only  

there could be  

Peace among us. 

Maybe once there was.  

But now I see no peace. 

Gazing 

At the world 

Through my fresh eyes 

I see a nation divided. 

I do not understand 

Malia McLellan
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Why 

My brothers 

And sisters 

Do not have my rights. 

Why is it 

That looking me they see a perfect child 

And them an instigator? 

Me with pride 

And them with pity? 

Me a wallet 

And them a gun? 

What do they hope to accomplish? 

All they have brought 

Are protests 

And tension 

And fear. 

Even death. 

Why? 

Why? 

Why? 

Raids 

On places that 

Once 
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Were our nation’s sacred grounds. 

Raids 

On people’s homes. 

And fires. 

Fury. 

Even through our television 

I can see the 

Raw hatred  

In people’s eyes. 

And I understand 

That when they throw the stone. 

Light the match. 

Pull the trigger. 

They will have zero regrets. 

Zero. 

I do not understand. 

Why? 

Why? 

Why? 

I do not understand. 

Then one morning 

Our family decided  

To take part in another kind of protest. 
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A peaceful protest. 

All different people 

Coming together. 

One goal. 

United. 

Like our nation  

could be, can be. 

And do you know 

How I know? 

Because 

In those people’s eyes 

I saw a spark. 

I have learned that 

All it takes  

is one single spark  

To start a roaring fire. 

But these people 

Are not 

And Will not  

become a fire. 

Instead, they choose  

to become rainfall. 

Peaceful, but powerful. 
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Rainfall can’t be put out. 

And in time 

It can wash away 

The anger. 

Show people  

That we can live in a nation  

Without violence. 

A nation of peace. 
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“God Shed His Grace on Thee” 

The skies are filled with ash and dust, God shed his grace on thee. 

Lost and hopeless people roam in fear, God shed his grace on thee. 

Children separated from their parents cry in despair, God shed his grace on thee. 

A nation torn apart by anger, God shed his grace on thee. 

All beauty has been lost, God shed his grace on thee. 

The blaring sound of gunshots plague the earth, God shed his grace on thee. 

Lives are quickly coming to an end, God shed his grace on thee. 

Sorrowful mourning for those lives lost, God shed his grace on thee. 

Distress has set in among the people, God shed his grace on thee. 

The world is forever damaged, God shed his grace on thee. 

Controlled by fear and hostility, God shed his grace on thee. 

All hope has been lost, God shed his grace on thee. 

An end is in sight, God shed his grace on thee. 

Shouts of joy ring out, God shed his grace on thee. 

A nation once torn apart, God shed his grace on thee. 

Together at once, God shed his grace on thee. 

Stronger than ever before, God shed his grace on thee. 

Unity in place of division, God shed his grace on thee. 

Patriotism once again, God shed his grace on thee.   

Ellie Moritz
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The Inevitable 

Life emerges. Fantastical and full. Ignorant and blissful. Stupidly, scrumptiously, living. 

She squirms in her cage of flesh, appalled at her state of captivity. Bouncing about, she slips 

between toes, flushes cheeks, wets eyes, and climbs up the throat, investigating the boundaries of 

her prison. While the body learns to abide by the ways of the world, the spirit within searches in 

vain to escape.  

In the lucky ones, Life’s liveliness remains intact through the trials of time, until person 

is finally given a taste of freedom. Life rejoices at the prospect, unaware of the dangers hidden 

from sight. She shines from within her bodily captivity, radiance seeping from the skin and 

stretching beyond the horizon. She sings from the rooftops of her dream to remain in this perfect 

moment, to stay alive forever. But as Life makes herself known in the world, she rouses threats 

that linger in the darkness.  

Death awakens. A searing pain stings her, but the dreadful spirit delights in suffering of 

any kind, even her own. This feeling is a particular pleasure, however. As Life’s light pierces 

Death’s soul, it serves as a summons upon her, one that she cannot refuse. Death exists for a sole 

purpose, and now she has had her call to action— she must snuff out the light, putting an end to 

Life. Life, innocent and sweet, has only just begun to feel contented, despite existing in a 

confined creature. She has just started to truly live in the soul of man. But Death, unforgiving 

and cruel, already begins to stalk her. The predator and the prey. The chase begins.  

Death has the upperhand. She is omnipresent, almighty and eternal. She knows how it 

will end, how it always has. Rebirthed in unison with every Life, she is awakened each time Life, 

in all her naivety, signals Death of her presence. Life never recollects that they’ve fought this 

1st Prize, Senior Division Prose Greta Donnelly
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fight billions of times. Never remembers the billions of ways she’s lost. Every. Single. Time. But 

Death never tires of it. The chase is never the same, and she was created a winner. She will 

always win.  

As Death casts herself out into the world, Life makes the errand easy for her. She 

ravishes in her radiance, gleaming and glisenting unapologetically, leaving a breadcrumb trail for 

Death to follow. As Life twists, turns, dances, and delights in living, Death sneaks betwixt the 

shadows, awaiting the perfect moment to strike. She juts out from the dark occasionally, testing 

the limit, toying with Life as she slips out from under Death’s claw.  

Each close call puts Life a bit more on edge, diminishing her light, little by little. What 

once resembled the dance of a graceful gazelle transforms into a clumsy, desperate pursuit, Life 

stumbling away from Death. The lamb and the wolf. Fear and hunger— hunger that cannot be 

silenced. Death snarls at Life, and the chase comes to its beastly finale. The final, fatal fall of the 

lamb, and the wolf sinks in its claws into her flesh. Blood is spilled. Death relishes in the smell 

of it, the taste of it. Her eternal victory endures.  
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Field of Combat 

Athletic competition has always made me uncomfortable. You see, there is a 

contradiction between being a good sport and playing to win—an obvious one. But try 

explaining that to your coach. You’ll be blacklisted as subversive, the one without team spirit. 

She just wouldn’t get on board, they’ll say. So I trudge along, bewildered at my own shameless 

dislike of competition, and yet desirous of approval. I am fickle, a tad bit neurotic, proud of 

thinking independently but far too cowardly to do anything but capitulate. I find myself warming 

up with my team for the big game, a secret agent, a player devoid of true fidelity to any sport, 

compliant nonetheless. The game begins. 

TWEET! 

The desire to win is fierce and unrelenting. My group moves back and forth without 

scoring, an undulating mix of determination, action, and despair. The first half is practically a 

title fight. We check when checked, pound when pounded, bouncing off of our opponents with 

the determined recklessness of drunken men angered to fist fighting. The first half ends. The 

score: 0-0. Coach has things to say: readiness, stamina, fight to win. 

Trudging onto the field, I can feel the tension building. “It’s now or never,” I tell myself. 

Action. The girl’s faces move here and there, a blur of kinetic, feverish energy, each one 

determined, each one brave. My team pushes up. Coach’s voice is shrill with an odd mixture of 

desperation and hope. The game is a stalemate. Shootouts result. 

I try not to show it but terror and fear fill my entire body. In through the nose and out through the 

mouth: my mantra for breathing under stress. I say it over and over. 

I’m in goal first, staring into the striker’s eyes. She looks to the right, then to the left, but 

then quickly glances back at the right hoping I won’t notice. Her cunning doesn’t escape me. She 
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shoots. I dive and make the save. The crowd goes crazy. The other goalie saves the next shot and 

the next two after that. On the fourth shot though, she lets one in. The same thing happens to me. 

I let one get by me. 

The last striker and I stare each other down. So much is on the line, and we can both feel 

it. I take one more deep breath, close my eyes, and prepare for the girl to take her shot. She takes 

two steps to the left and one back. Sprinting to the ball, she boots it ferociously. 

BAM! 

She kicks it straight to me. My team rejoices with glee. All that is left to do is put victory 

in my striker’s hands, trusting in the outcome. 

Focus is written all over my teammate’s face. She squints her eyes, surveilling the scene 

with intensity, scanning the place like a guard on a watch tower. Her shot is feigned and then 

sent home with trickery to the opposite end of the goal. Score. The crowd, my team, and the 

bystanders who have no relation to the game, burst out with joy. We win. But victory is always 

cruel. My counterpart dejectedly moves away from the lighted field, wanting to hide, wanting to 

explain. All my fault, she thinks, kicking herself with a disapproval that no coach could ever 

muster. 
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Void 

 
Her eyes fluttered open and she was filled with a sense of apprehension. She had no idea 

of what woke her. Quietly, she left her bed to check on her family. The house seemed too silent, 

but she dismissed it; it was night after all. Opening the door to her parents’ bedroom, she looked 

toward the bed to see the sheets on the floor and no one in the bed. Starting to panic, she opened 

the doors to every room, finding no one. Running outside into the humid summer night, she saw 

every door on the block ajar. The street was perfectly silent with no noises other than crickets 

faintly chirping.  

She briskly walked towards the dark forest that stretched behind the neighborhood, 

hoping to find people there. Nearing the entrance to the woods, she heard a branch snap and 

muffled footsteps.  

“Hello? Is anyone there?”  

Instead of responding, the footsteps became louder and closer. Backing up, the girl 

scanned the gloomy forest for signs of life. Finding nothing in front of her, she turned around, 

eyes trailing slowly around her.  

When she had turned around completely, she spotted a looming figure several yards 

away. Something about the unnaturally long limbs and cocked head screamed danger. The figure 

slowly stretched out its skinny leg and traveled two yards in a single stride. The girl backed up 

quickly and the figure followed. She ran. She could hear the bounding footsteps of the creature, 

but she refused to look over her shoulder. Dodging trees and ducking under branches, she pushed 

herself to sprint as fast as she could. She strained to hear the footsteps. Hearing nothing, she 

glanced over her shoulder at exactly the wrong time. The girl’s foot hit a rock and down she 
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went, arms flying. She tumbled down a small hill. Looking up, the girl found herself in a 

clearing. 

A lone park bench covered in ivy sat in the center of the clearing, inviting. Hundreds of 

fireflies illuminated the area in an ethereal way. Her knees brushed against the long soft grass as 

she stood. Her feet moved of their own accord and she hovered over the bench. The girl wanted 

to stay there forever. She watched as a firefly landed on the bench and burst into flames. It 

happened so quickly that the girl was unsure if she had seen it at all. But, as she gazed at the 

bench, another burned. A feeling of dread crept over her. She left, going the opposite way of the 

way she came.  

After some time, the girl came across a large hill. It was rocky and looked like it would 

be a dangerous climb. She decided not to climb it. She turned back the way she came and noticed 

that figure standing at the edge of the forest. The girl stared at it for a couple of seconds before 

deciding that she would be climbing the hill after all.  

As she clamored up the hill, the girl couldn’t help occasionally glancing at the shadowy 

being climbing below her. The way its long limbs spread across the rock, searching for 

handholds, reminded her of a spider. She climbed faster; she didn’t like spiders. When she 

reached the top, she realized there was nowhere to go. Just as she was about to climb down the 

other side, she heard a voice. 

“I can save if you jump.” The voice did not seem to come from anywhere specific. The 

girl looked over at the edge, watching the approaching creature and she jumped a leap of faith 

into welcoming arms. 
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Isabela Behr

The Bottom Left Corner 

It was another typical Saturday night at my house, staring at an unfinished painting I was 

planning to sell. The painting consisted of a beautiful clearing with a waterfall in the midst of a 

surrounding  forest. Often, I would enter a trance-like state, and escape reality by losing myself 

in my artwork. 

As I stepped back to admire my work some more, my mind started to wander. I imagined 

what it would be like if I could enter this magical world I had created. Crazy right? Me, entering 

my own painting. I guess that’s what happens when you stay up too late every night painting and 

watching Netflix.  

However,” on this particular night, my imagination got the better of me. Like I was 

slowly entering another world.” There was a faint sound that seemed to be getting louder, like 

water crashing down somewhere. I looked closer at my painting and could have sworn I saw the 

water moving.  

Next thing I knew, I was transported to a beautiful clearing surrounded by mystical 

woods, awfully a lot like my unfinished painting. Curious about this new environment, I walked 

around and  started to explore. As I strolled around, my eyes darted over to a section of the forest 

that was dark and colorless, like the life had been sucked out of it. I drew myself closer and the 

sound of  crashing water slowly faded. As I got closer, an uneasy feeling entered my body.  

I was not alone. Out of the corner of my eye I spotted a pair of eyes staring straight at me. 

I turned around to try and go back the way I came, but everything was dark. Something jumped 

out of the bushes behind me and as I tried to make an escape my foot got caught on a tree root, 

my face slamming into the ground. Without even having a chance to try and get up, someone 

yanked me up off the ground.  
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Without pausing to get a good look at the predator, I ran for my life as tree branches 

scratched my arms and legs. Whoever had saved me was running right in front of me. Even 

though it was dark, I could tell that it was a young man slightly older than me and taller with 

wavy hair covering their head.  

The man suddenly jerked to a stop. He grabbed my arm, put his hand over my mouth, and 

pulled me behind some bushes. I could see through the bushes that the creature was standing and 

sniffing the ground right where we were just standing. We waited for what seemed like hours in 

an unpleasant and eerie silence.  

Just as we started to relax I saw the creature jump forward towards the man, I grabbed his 

arm and pulled him out of the way.  Both of us were back to square one, running once again. The 

predator’s snarls and footsteps seemed to echo through the woods around us. The man looked to 

the left as if signaling to me for us to turn there.. We turned and jumped down a hill, falling and 

tumbling down until we came to a stop.  

I quickly sprang up and glanced all around, but the man was gone and I was standing 

right back in front of my painting. As I was trying to recollect my thoughts, I noticed something 

different about my painting. In the bottom left corner, there was a figure of a man leaning against 

some trees. Had I just been imagining, or was it all real? 
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Claudia Boehm

Embers 

 Dawn creeps near as soft orange rays protrude outwards, swallowing the dark night and 

revealing an endless, vibrant woodland. Upon entering the woods, leaves glisten in the autumn 

morning sun, creating a fluorescence of dim reds and yellows. As the light seeps through the 

abundant leafy trees, rabbits emerge from their grassy holes and birds fly from their nests, 

insinuating a new day. While awakening, the woodland animals are calm and carry on with their 

morning routines, embracing the serenity that surrounds them. Unbothered, the animals are 

oblivious to a distant danger that is creeping towards them each minute.   

 Miles away, a fiery monster devours every inch of the woods, destroying all surrounding 

nature. The fire ignites each tree that is slightly touched, crisping the once vibrant leaves to black 

and ash. Limbs crack like striking lightning across a stormy sky, echoing throughout every 

crevasse. As the fire continues to advance, chaos suddenly interrupts the daily lives within the 

woods, leading to a fear of helplessness. 

 Resting peacefully, a lonesome fawn lays curled upon a nest of fallen autumn leaves. 

Among the other woodland creatures, the tiny speckled fawn displays a sense of tranquility…up 

until a noisy flock of birds races across the light sky. Startled, the fawn opens her brown, dewy 

eyes, struggling to register the loud commotion that just occurred, causing the others to flee. 

Now alone, the fawn stands up and searches all over for her mother who was last seen beside her 

the night before. Eyes wandering from each side, the young fawn helplessly roams the woods. 

Suddenly, a crack from behind the ongoing shrubs distracts the curious woodland creature. 

Stepping towards the crackling, in hopes to find her mother, the fawn skips towards the thicket 

and peers through its branches, only to reveal a blinding light filled with heat. Startled and 

trembling backwards, the fawn watches as the light dissolves her home into smoldering remains.  
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 Unsure of this new element, the fawn sensed danger, and as she quickly spun around, she 

dashed in the opposite direction. Bolting side to side, the fawn’s little heart pumped 

uncontrollably, and when she stopped to catch her breath, the growing fire looked to be 

following her path. Now, almost completely surrounded in flames, the fawn looks for any 

possible escape, and sees a small opening between dwindling shrubs. Without hesitation, she 

leaps through the outlet and continues her race to shelter. Branches continued to fall, and 

bursting flames would pop out like fiery ghosts. Dodging each spark of light, the fawn hurdled 

her way through the narrow woods. 

 For what seems like an eternity of running, the small fawn begins to see a new type of 

light and halts. This light does not seem to sizzle or crack, but rather, it appears to be peaceful. 

Looking back at the distant scorching light, the new light coming into view was a soft and 

hopeful light, not one that appeared dangerous. While taking one last glance at what used to be 

her home, courage filled the fawn’s heart and she dodges straight towards the new light. Not 

knowing where it will take her, the fawn disappears into the bright, shining light, abandoning the 

hungry, fiery monster.  
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Eric Boles

 

 

...And Justice for All 

 

Eli stared into the moonless night. He had always hated fireworks. He closed his eyes 

and longed desperately to be home, away from loud motorized boats, from rough looking white 

men clad in stars and stripes, from this cesspool of chauvinism. His mom squeezed his hand, 

returning him to the tangible world. A thundering crack signaled the beginning of the show, and 

he remembered why this was his least favorite holiday.  

The stygian night air was shattered by the shot of a rifle. Abel´s pursuers were close, 

and the forest closed in on him as he ran. Branches swatted for his face, roots leapt up at his 

legs, and thorns threw themselves into his skin. Without aid of the moon, the wood was 

oppressively dark. Abel seldom made it ten yards before crashing to the ground. Already his 

body was riddled with cuts. He noticed not–the pain was trivial compared to the lacerations on 

his back. 

Hoots and hollers were drowned out by the explosion of fireworks across a nation. Here, 

Eli could drown out neither. He recoiled from the crowd’s aggressive patriotism. They would 

never experience the other America--his America--in which there would never be liberty and 

justice for all. Freedom is easy to laud when you have never been in chains. By the time his 

mother turned around, Eli’s slight figure already tore away from her at full speed.  

Abel threw himself behind the bole of an oak tree. For a brief moment, there was silence. 

He heard the men that wanted him dead move closer. His gaze pierced the throng of branches 

under his feet, willing them to be compliant in this act of evasion. The branches made no noise. 

The bloodlust of the men creeping closer was more passionate than any animal the wood had 



101

ever seen. The trees, along with Abel, quivered in fear. He then folded into a position that would 

make even the most flexible of animals squeamish. He had slept in worse. For hours, or what 

was more likely only minutes, Abel remained curled underneath his country's national tree, 

hoping that the men that owned him would not find him, or that if they did, they would at least 

have the mercy to kill him.  

He had chosen an inopportune time to dash for his mother´s car. Minutes earlier a 

woman's purse had been stolen, and the police had been notified. Eli did not commit the crime. 

In fact, it had been committed by two white boys four years older than Eli, neither of whom 

would be reprimanded. Eli did not commit the crime, but he now found himself staring down the 

barrel of a gun. 

Abel raised his bloodied body off the forest floor. He had gone unnoticed, but his journey 

had just begun. He looked heavenward, past the towering oak that had saved his life, and asked 

God one thing. He asked that his children, and theirs after that, need never feel the fear that he 

felt in that moment. He received no response.  

When she arrived on the scene, a man meant to protect and serve was burying the 

barrel of his gun into her teenage son’s face. It was eventually made clear that Eli was indeed 

not in possession of a stolen purse, and he and his mother were allowed to return to their car. 

After sitting down, they held each other tightly and began to sob hysterically. 

It was Eli who, a few minutes later, broke the silence. ¨Will my kids fear for their lives 

too?¨ He received no response.  
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Anisha Jarang

The Stars Will Shine Forever 

 

The golden evening sunshine crept around the sacred fig tree leaves, slowly but 

surely illuminating the den. As the brilliant rays fell upon the tiger cub’s eyes, she blindly 

batted at the warm, humid air around her. A rustle shattered the silent evening, and the 

cub jumped to her feet. She realized she was alone in her den; her mother must have 

gone out to hunt. The thick, emerald green leaves at the entrance of the den obscured 

her view to the outside. The rustle sounded again. She was alert now, her heart a bass 

drum in her ears. 

Thump. The almost undetectable sound of a foreign paw sounded, and the dark 

shadow of an unfamiliar tiger fell onto the leaves in front of her. Dread filled her small, 

shaking body. The forest seemed to hold its breath along with the cub, who cowered at 

the back of her den. Time seemed to tick so slowly, but she had to make a decision fast. 

Run or stay? Her instincts screamed for her to run. But she was a cub, never having 

stepped further than the sacred fig tree. A mean growl erupted from outside the den, its 

powerful vibrations coursing through the thick air and ground, reaching the cub’s 

pounding heart. The shriek of leaves as they were ripped away from the branch by 

heavy, clawed paws roused the cub out of her trance. Run. 

Darting through the side, she caught a flash of black and dirty orange beside her 

before she leapt away into the night beyond the sacred fig tree, illuminated by the 

brilliant, intoxicating moonlight. Never before had she run so hard in her life, and yet, she 

seemed to slow down, to exist in a vacuum. Sprinting so hard her heart ached, she 
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couldn’t help but think it was just her and the whole world, pure dream dust. Though she 

could hear angry paws behind her, she could think of nothing but the cool, olive-green 

moss that receded as she stepped on the untouched earth. Above her, the silver stars 

speckled the sky, diamonds on the velvet fabric of time. A stream ran beside her, 

matching her speed. Glancing into trickling waters below, she was greeted with the cool 

breeze of river mist, and saw a cub running not from fear, but from pure ecstasy, for no 

moment in a cub’s life could be as exhilarating as seeing the world reveal all its glory, 

spilling its mystical secrets to no one but her. 

Suddenly, a roar like thunder boomed behind her. The air was swollen with the 

unbearable heat of the season, but she could suddenly feel his searing breath. The cub 

howled for her mother. 

A streak of tiger leapt out from in front of her and launched itself at her pursuer. 

Flashes of black, orange, and the unfamiliar color of red swirled in front of her eyes, and 

the piecing slashes echoed in her mind. Peeking from behind a tree, she spotted black 

and dirty orange limping away. A maternal purr issued from the champion of the melee. 

Pride welled up in the little cub as she leapt towards her mother, nuzzling her warm body. 

She followed her mother’s swishing tail back to the sacred fig tree, the peace 

restored in the drowsy forest. She climbed into her den, grateful for her luck and peace. 

Her eyes drooped, and she dreamt her cub dreams once more. The stars still sparkled 

above her even though she could not see them, for tomorrow would be a new adventure. 
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Ayla Lutzeler

“Two Birds” 
 

It began with two birds. Two birds against a backdrop of craggy purple mountains. They 
sang and swooped, and they were free.  
 
When dawn came, the sun ascended the horizon revealing a sprawling city, each new inch 
of light unveiling another glistening roof. And when the celestial crescendo reached its 
peak, the palace could be seen in all its grandeur. Every twisted turret and tall watch tower, 
every small window studded in among white stone, and the moat with shiny blue water 
hugging the great citadel.   
 
The sight of the city eclipsed no more by shadow dwarfed the surrounding mountains. 
Gazing at it the birds felt impossibly small, but rightfully anticipated. There was a moment 
of hesitation, as if the two avians hovered on a precipice, but then they recalled the beating 
wings on their backs and dove.   
 
Air buffeting grey feathers was a sensation both birds knew well but had never felt so 
intensely before. They cut through the winds, tiny torpedoes building in their chests. With 
their sharp eyes they began to see it clearer, the gilded city gates coming into full view. In 
the space between seconds, two sets of eyes, two beaks, four wings, and two tails shot over 
the gates. 
 
Elation. The birds twined and twisted around each other, warbling joyous notes into the 
morning. Up and down through pearly buildings, over vegetable gardens and clothes lines 
hung with intricate silk, past markets and winding streets, each wingbeat more daring than 
the last. The two formed a pattern, weaving a tight tapestry of exhilaration-mingled 
passion as they spiraled towards the city’s heart. Over, under, down, around, up, over, 
under, down, around, up, over, under, down, around, up, over- 
 
Swiftly, their rhythm was overshadowed. Descending out of their reverie, the birds found 
themselves in the palace, surrounded by the shards of a broken window.  A cataclysmic 
crystal chandelier hung overhead and torches lined the walls. Under every torch was a 
stoic soldier, face masked and hands poised over swords. At the center of the hall, upon a 
throne of tree roots, sat a figure. A queen.  
 
She sat on her throne in the way an owl perches on a branch: silently, all seeing, deadly. But 
if owls presided over the night, this queen definitely ruled over the day. With red and 
golden armor and a crown of feathers, she effortlessly commanded the room. One bird 
ruffled its wings. The other cocked its head. The queen gave them a glance and flicked her 
hand. Jerking from their statue-like positions, the soldiers drew their swords. 
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Sensing danger the two birds made to take off, but found the air sluggish and their wings 
strangely heavy. In a moment of desperation, one sang a soft but pointed note. In an instant 
- or more specifically, in the lifting of a hand - the soldiers stopped. They returned to their 
posts and fell still. The air warmed again, and if it were possible, the silence amplified. 
 
Even the birds brought their heads up and stood at attention when the queen left her 
throne. She glided forward until she was just before the birds and sang the note back. As if 
acting on instinct the three began a melody. It crested and fell, reverberating through the 
palace, into the city and its citizen’s ears, and finally, out to the forest, echoing silkenly off 
the mountains. When the last trill faded, the queen smiled for the first time in eons. She 
closed her eyes, and in her place stood another bird. 
 
It ended with not two, but three birds. Three birds against a backdrop of a sprawling city. 
They sang and swooped, and they were free. 



106

Samantha Musgrave

 

 

A Dark and Stormy Night 

Rain tapped against the roof with a steady pitter-patter, accompanied by the low rumbles 

of thunder.  Lightning flashed outside, illuminating the room for an instant.  The warm glow of 

the flames crackling in the fireplace radiated heat throughout the room, but still, I curled up 

under my fluffy blanket, eyes scanning the pages of a book. 

Rainy nights were the best, allowing me to spend long spans of time engrossed in a novel. 

I was in the middle of chapter seventeen when a noise that sounded somewhere between a crash 

and a screech shook the foundations of my house. 

My brow furrowed, and I glanced around the room.  “Hello?” I called hesitantly, but 

there was no response. 

I shook my head to clear it before lowering my head to read once more.  I was probably 

just hearing things.  I’d been reading suspenseful novels for too long.  Maybe I should take a 

break, grab a snack… 

The sound came again, louder this time, and my chest constricted.  Tossing my blanket 

on the floor, I ventured out of my living room. 

“Hello?” I called again, but there was still nothing. 

I continued into my house, listening again for the noise.  It seemed to be coming from the 

study.  The rain that I had once considered comforting had turned into the backdrop of a horror 

moving, every crackling of lightning and thunder causing me to jump. 
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Cautiously, I approached the study, shaking hand grasping the handle.  I counted down 

from three in my head and ripped the door open. 

Staring up at me was my cat, Skipper, flopped onto his side and staring up at me 

innocently.  He trilled and hopped to his feet, weaving his way in between my legs and rubbing 

his face against my pants.  I dropped to my knees next to him and scratched behind his ears. 

Of course  it was just Skipper.  He was the sort of cat that couldn’t be left alone without 

some measure of destruction ensuing.  Already, I could see the remnants of what was once a 

picture frame littering the floor, chunks of scattered glass embedded in the hardwood. 

It was strange that Skipper had been able to reach the photo, I mused.  It had rested on the 

top of a tall cabinet.  It should have been impossible for him to reach. 

Abruptly, Skipper hissed, darting away from my hand and hiding under the bookshelf. 

His ears flattened, his dilated eyes fixated on something behind me. 

I stood, glancing around the room.  There was a strange black stain by the cabinet that I 

didn’t remember being there this morning, but it was entirely possible I missed it.  Everything 

seemed normal. 

I crept closer to examine the black goo.  It looked almost like oil, or molasses, but I 

didn’t have either in my house.  So how…?  Had someone broken in?  Was I not alone? 

Frantically, I glanced around, looking for an intruder, armed and dangerous.  But the 

moment I turned, I came face to face with a ghost. 

A scream tore itself from my throat and I stumbled backwards, my back colliding with 

the bookshelf.  The ghost only floated closer, it’s eyes locked on mine, gaze hypnotizing. 
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I tried to run away, but my limbs wouldn’t obey.  The specter floated closer to me, it’s 

hand tightly grasping its silver sickle.  A ghastly smile split its face, black ooze dripping from 

eyeless sockets. 

Pain shot through my torso as a spatter of crimson blood painted the floor.  I was barely 

conscious of my exclamation of pain.  My eyes drifted shut, and the world faded to black. 
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Kathryn Seymour

My Savior 

 Rays of sunshine peek through the canopy of trees that stand above me. As I breathe in 

the warm air and the cool breeze brushes my fur, my mind is at ease. I focus on the sounds of the 

animals around me: from the chirping of the small sparrow, to the croak of the nearby toad. 

Everything seems so familiar, that is, until it was all interrupted.  

The birds fly away because they are startled, and the toads draw silent. It seems even the 

breeze has completely disappeared. I jump to my feet and instantly start scanning for what could 

have been the issue. As I run through the forest, I can feel the dirt wedging between the toes of 

my paws and the flow of my fur as I twist and turn between trees and bushes. That is when I 

sensed it. 

I paused at the scent that I had never smelled before. It smelled neither sweet nor foul; I 

could not put my finger on it. I decided to investigate. I follow my nose wherever it leads me. 

There remains no sign of birds or toads; even the rays of sunshine have fallen dark as a dense fog 

has fallen on the forest. The smell continues to get more and more potent as I continue forward. I 

leap over a hedge of bushes when I am suddenly faced with the source of the smell. I am not sure 

what I was expecting, but it certainly was not this. 

I felt my heart begin to race as I held my breath. Standing before me was a group of 

extremely large humans, with animals that look similar to me. These animals seemed to be 

friends with the large and frightening humans. Their voices bellow in laughter as they surround 

something on the forest floor. I creep closer to the scene in hopes of finding out what it might be. 

My heart instantly plummeted to my stomach as I saw my mother laying on the ground, lifeless. 

Before I even got the chance to come to terms with my emotions and process what had occurred, 

one of the animals catches a whiff of my scent. I had been found. Without hesitation, I go 
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soaring back into the woods, once again dodging trees and hurdling logs that stood in my path, 

but it was not enough. The animals that were like me were not far behind, anticipating every 

move I made. I then realized that my life was at stake.  

Suddenly, I find myself surrounded by a wall of trees with no escape, and soon, the 

animals and large humans tower over me as well. As they step closer and closer to me, my heart 

begins to pound in my ears, louder and louder with each step I take. Soon, I was pushed up 

against a tree. I started to accept that this was my fate as fear lumped in my throat when 

suddenly, a small human appears. She seems to be the daughter of one of the large humans. 

When her eyes met mine, they lit up like fireworks. She rushed over to me, scooped me up, and 

tightly embraced me. She looked at her father with wishful eyes and pleaded to spare my life. 

This young human was my savior. 
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Elizabeth Weber

 

Grey-green water sloshes ashore, coating the sand grains in fine sea foam, frothing at 

the surface in washes of milky bubbles. The jagged rocks which litter the bank wait to be 

anointed by the water once again, wait to be worn down to smooth stone. Silence sweeps the 

frigid banks as the ebb and flow of the crashing waves subside for a moment, trailing backwards 

from the coast. 

Wind gathers from the murky South, past low-lain misty clouds which haunt the barren 

landscape as amorphous apparitions. Gusts of air gather steam, hurling with fury across the 

sea-side’s gravelly ground, whipping through the scraggly brush and whistling, howling out as if 

alive, reanimated in the face of abundant nothingness.  

Fury lies dormant in the clouds, waiting for resurrection, waiting to burst open with wrath, 

waiting to pull back in an archer’s stance, waiting to unleash a frenzy of rage upon the sea and 

sand. The wind senses the fate of the land, sobs once more in agony, then dips down, down 

below the seafloor, dissolves as saltwater does and resigns itself to the depths where broken 

spirits are condemned to slumber. 

Heavy weighed-down linen clouds, soaked in despair, soaked in soot, drenched in 

smoke and foul water break apart. Tufts of cotton, tearing like sticky fibers split down the middle 

and wage war, assailing the shore below, pelting the sea with back-breaking force and burning 

through sand dunes like fire through paper. 

There is no sun; the attack subsides and only the warmth of hidden beams can awaken 

the heavy mist sleeping below the sea. Slowly, as clouds, relieved of their burdensome weight, 

loll and slip towards the horizon, the darkened sky turns soft and hazy, slush-grey and damp. As 

phantoms do after any vengeful storm, they rise again to the surface, floating up in a humid 

steam, creeping back onto the banks. They drift over the darkened shore, over caked brown 
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sugar sand, over shallows filled with silty rainwater, between the spindles of thicket and over 

everything, everything in sight for miles around. They hang thickly in the air, and they wait, 

aching for something else to haunt.  
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1st Prize, Senior Division Poetry  Monicah Thuita

A Slow Death 

The trees 

The sky  

The oceans blue tide  

It sways vigorously back  

And just as forcefully forward  

Like a swinging axe 

It swallows the pearls 

The shells 

And all the plastic that lines the beach shores 

What was once the vibrant blue waters 

So full of life  

Has fallen victim to the human species  

Their self-serving way of life  

Has killed what was once a beautiful thing 

It struggled to keep clean  

And protect its inhabitants  

But the human way of life has been murdering its occupants  
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One less seahorse  

three less dolphins  

ten less starfish  

thirty less coral  

Day by day  

These creatures are disappearing  

But there’s still the sky 

And the trees  

For now, at least  
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2nd Prize, Senior Division Poetry  Claire Douglass

The Injustice Within The Criminal Justice System 

The truth will always come out 

Or so that is what they say 

You are innocent until proven guilty 

Or at least that is what they proclaim 

But the truth actually means nothing in a justice system like ours 

It means nothing in a system that puts the innocent behind bars 

A system where the police are allowed to cheat, deceive, and trick 

Forcing the innocent to admit to crimes which they did not commit 

A system where evidence is ignored and prosecutors lie 

A system with bail prices that are unbelievably high   

A system where the privileged are almost always let off the hook 

Yet the poor are deemed guilty, without a second look 

A system that grants all of the power to the prosecution 

A system that completely disregards our constitution 

So why do we believe that this system cannot fail? 
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Why do we believe that only the guilty can go to jail? 

The system preaches innocence until proven guilty 

But that is a blatant lie 

You are guilty until proven innocent 

Or guilty till you die 
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3rd Prize, Senior Division Poetry  SamanthaAnne McDonough

dynamics 
 

a saccharine sound turned sour 
a soft melody is turned into an ear-piercing harmony 
the sound of marching sets the pace  
horns play to the beat of feet thumping on stones and dirt 
vicious undertones take the place of a once kind rhythm 
the ones hidden in the crowd make their move 
silver shines so bright before it’s stained with red 
 
blood makes the ground slippery and slick 
the cracking of bones enters the already horrific symphony 
pitched shrieks of the fallen drill into the ears of the listeners, 
a symphony of pain that matches far too well with the unsheathing of blades 
 
a melody only lasts so long 
each phrase must come to an end for another to start 
terror comes to a lull as the dynamic changes 
strength comes to a close as softness opens a new door 
 
the sounds of calm create a blanket over the battlefield 
moments of stillness give way to a bell 
a bell that rings out to bring a whisper of hope that holds such a stark contrast to a such an offensive 
symphony 
hope brings courage, and with courage, comes a savior 
 
but a savior is worthless without a meaning 
an orchestra stuck on a fermata with no conductor 
someone has to complete the phrase 
and with that  
an end will come 
 
it crescendos from an attack into a fight from both sides 
arms to swords and chords to chords as a harsh mix of sounds gathers in the air 
metal screeches against metal 
a newfound urge to win turns the once deafening and discordant drums into a harmonious 
ensemble of horns 
 
and when it’s all over, a suffocating silence will fill the air 
a picturesque scene of serenity if not for the atrocities that were once here 
the song of the dead plays heavy in our heads 
the destruction here will forever throw the metronome off it’s beat 
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This Land is My Land 
 
The city sings to me 
Distant sirens wailing 
Mr. Tim cursing at speeding cars 
These harsh sounds somehow soothing 
 
I never thought it anything but beautiful 
To fall asleep to the sounds of 
Fireworks and drag races on Gravois 
What is that if not a lullaby? 
 
When I told my mom summer 
Smells like cigarettes and sweat 
I said it in hopes she would understand 
My love for its sweet griminess  
 
She did not 
 
How sad it must be  
To see the sidewalk merely for its cracks 
And not for the worlds they hold  
 
Between each slab of concrete  
Is a world of green 
Of moss and clovers 
A world full of life 
 
How dull it must be  
To see the man dancing 
In the street for his 
Unclean clothes 
 
And not for his joy 
For his ability 
To unapologetically  
Take up space 
 

 

 

Bea Bussen
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The Build Up 

 

A hot summer day, 

Serene wind comes my way. 

The sun gradually retreats behind the clouds;  

I suppose a storm is near. 

 

As I look from side to side, 

I see my neighbors prepare for the worst. 

Wooden boards go up across the large, ocean-view windows. 

Sirens of evacuation orders blare into my ear. 

What happens, happens;  

I relax to wait it out, 

 

But this could not be waited out.  

The waves brush on the shore, 

Faster and faster,  

Hitting the sand stronger and stronger; 

 

Here she comes,  

Created out of the ocean blue,  

Ready to swallow the shore, 

And everything surrounding. 

Darkness enclosed around me. 

There’s nothing I can do now 

Carys Canepa
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Little Girl Growing Up in a Man’s World 

Imagine an infant girl swaddles in a hospital blanket, 

An innocent, mindless child. 

Amidst chaos and pain, she smiles and laughs up her own spit, 

creating her own mess in a world she’ll come to realize, is much messier.  

If only she knew that once she reaches age five she must attend school,  

Where they will tell her everything she learns from here on out is important, 

But it's not until she’s older that she realizes it's not.  

Where they force her to cover her shoulders because it's distracting to the little boys.  

But …  

With no explanation of why. 

Where, when they need help moving a shelf, they ask for a strong young man,  

not a weak little girl 

But . . .  

In a place where everyone should feel equal and excited to learn, this little girl is held back, 

Because all she is learning is how she fits in behind the little boys. 

She can’t wear what she wants, but it's ok if he does. 

She is not strong enough, but he is and he will always help, right?  

She can always depend on the little boy because he will always protect her, right?  

Right?  

Then why when that little girl gets to middle school,  

She is told to be careful with boys? 

That if she hangs out with too many boys she might actually be made fun of  

Elle Decker
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But, if she does not hang out with boys at all, she’s weird.  

And the dresscode is still there,  

Still making sure she won’t distract the boys or endanger herself. 

But if they do, who cares, it's just boys being boys, she can get over herself. 

And suddenly, her face is not enough, but nothing some makeup can’t fix. 

Just use this extreme covering foundation, 

 then no one will notice you’re breaking out,  

Even though every other boy is. 

And, finally when she gets to high school, it just keeps going and going and going 

Until… 

Until..  

Until never.  

This never goes away for women. 

And she will start to realize that she will always be inferior to the men around her  

Because that is what they learned in school.  

She will just start to see the world for what it is, not what it claims to be. 

And that messiness, will just become a mess she will have to pick up after the men who created it 

A girl is not born with the same respect as a boy,  

She has to earn it, 

And prove herself to be respectable in the eyes of the boys 

That held it back from her in the first place. 
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Magnolia  

We are similar to magnolias,  

We root ourselves in soil:  

Steady friendships, relationships, and family.  

Our roots expand deeper into the soil,  

Seeking greater security. 

Weeds and vines try to choke us, 

Tangling evil and negativity around our fragile branches. 

Each pebble we encounter,  

Seeks to thwart our growth and expansion upward.  

 

Everyday is a fight for life, 

As the sprout emerges from the soil,  

Childhood innocence is lost.  

A whole new world of dangers,  

Storms abrew and wind churning. 

Like magnolias, we must navigate the challenges of  

Growing up and learning to find the sunshine in our life. 

Each root and branch must work in unison.  

 

With each sunrise and sunset,  

With each drop of rain,  

Kate Fesler
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With each beam of sun,  

We must prevail. 

We must continue. 

 

Our leaves blossom with the spring rain,  

But when the winter wind blows,  

Our leaves shrivel as the first frost falls. 

 

And then spring returns, 

Rejuvenating the stem with renewed life.  

We prevail. 

With each sunrise, a new day dawns. 
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Ava Gueck

Lifeless 

Saturday, December 12th: my nightmare comes to life. 

Driving down the newly salted roads, 

Thinking with relief of Christmas break, 

Tapping my foot to the lively, hopeful tune that fills my car, 

Then, I receive a haunting call. 

A sudden silence saturates my car, 

My foot slides off the pedal and my car whips itself into the nearest parking lot. 

A lifeless emptiness envelops me. 

I cannot think nor cry nor drive. 

I sit staring, shocked. 

Pulling myself together, I swing back onto the road and race home faster than the speed of light. 

Finally reaching my street after what feels like a century,  

I launch myself out of my car, scrambling up the driveway to the immense, black Ford Raptor 

Only to see him lying motionless  on the ground. 

My ride or die of 15 years, My confidante, My loyal partner in all that I do. 

My best friend has had a stroke. 

I grasp his glorious, golden fur; my eyes fixed on his soft, chubby face. 

White foam encapsulates his lips, a lifeless fog covers his cornea. 

Refusing to take my eyes off him, I thought to myself, our time together is finished. 

Saturday, December 12: my nightmare comes to life.  
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Schizophrenia 
 

I had a great childhood. 
Every day was fun and easy. 
But that all ended one night 

My mom passed away when I was 7  
The grief I felt was like a shadow 

never to leave my side 
I felt like nothing 
I was worthless 

At least that's what my dad told me 
The trauma from that night seemed 

 to strike my dad differently than anyone else. 
He would get angry 
Yell, scream and hit 

It felt like I was waiting for a bomb to go off. 
Sitting and waiting for the next time, he would do it. 

It never got better 
The beatings got so bad I had to leave home. 

He took my childhood away from me.  
Too fast to even realize  

I was all alone 
I started to see her again. 

My mother 
It was almost like a dream. 

A Hallucination 
I knew it couldn't be real. 

I hoped it was 
Why was I having these visions? 

Why do I feel like this? 
Why can't I be normal? 

Horrible feelings started to take over my life 
To the point of not wanting to live anymore 

Thoughts would swarm my head  
I felt trapped 

Scared of what’s to come 
Most days would end with me crying in the corner 

Sitting and waiting for her to come back  
I saw my mom again 

but this time was different 
She told me everything was going to be ok 

If only I got help 
"Everything was going to be ok." 

Those words have been so distant growing up 

Olivia Mattingly
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It made me have a glimmer of hope 
If I went to get help  

I felt like I was giving up, 
Like my dad won 

but I will do anything for her 
so I went 

 
 

Schizophrenia 
 

I had a great childhood. 
Every day was fun and easy. 
But that all ended one night 

My mom passed away when I was 7  
The grief I felt was like a shadow 

never to leave my side 
I felt like nothing 
I was worthless 

At least that's what my dad told me 
The trauma from that night seemed 

 to strike my dad differently than anyone else. 
He would get angry 
Yell, scream and hit 

It felt like I was waiting for a bomb to go off. 
Sitting and waiting for the next time, he would do it. 

It never got better 
The beatings got so bad I had to leave home. 

He took my childhood away from me.  
Too fast to even realize  

I was all alone 
I started to see her again. 

My mother 
It was almost like a dream. 

A Hallucination 
I knew it couldn't be real. 

I hoped it was 
Why was I having these visions? 

Why do I feel like this? 
Why can't I be normal? 

Horrible feelings started to take over my life 
To the point of not wanting to live anymore 

Thoughts would swarm my head  
I felt trapped 

Scared of what’s to come 
Most days would end with me crying in the corner 

Sitting and waiting for her to come back  
I saw my mom again 

but this time was different 
She told me everything was going to be ok 

If only I got help 
"Everything was going to be ok." 

Those words have been so distant growing up 
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Jada Minner

                                                    Butterscotch Daydreams   
 
I was always painfully aware of my situation  
Yet I did not think I had fallen so swiftly  
Perhaps my lapses in time were longer than I realized 
 
Oh hello, I assume you are here for my daily evaluation  
I have always been aware of my situation, but 
Lately, it seems my memories have gotten away from me 
When they return they become my beacon calling me home. 
I do wish to go home. 
You will let me go, won’t you? 
  
 I can feel myself falling and I cannot resist 
Once again trapped 
 This feeling of melancholy washes over me  
Often times my mind goes places, my body does not 
However sweet my memories be 
They never stay for long, and just as swiftly  
As I fell they fade to darkness never to be thought again  
 
I suppose I am cursed 
My occasional bliss my solemn reminder 
Of the slow consumption of my mind  
  
Well what happens next you tell me I am too  
Gone to leave this place.  
I assure you I am not gone.  
I aware of my situation 
I felt myself collapse into a single thought  
I AM… myself?  I AM… no I am  
I have… forgotten haven’t I 
I have forgotten myself. 
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American 

Am I not American? 

I speak and write the language- 

Yet my hair is not the “right” color and my skin is too dark. 

I believe in equality and justice for all- 

But I should not speak up for the oppressed. 

I was born in America 

Yet my ethnicity is not accepted as “American.” 

I believe in free speech- 

But I should not speak out about injustice in America. 

I respect the American Laws- 

Yet I fit the description of a “criminal”. 

Fluency in multiple languages is a sign of decadence and elegance- 

 But when it flows-from-the-mouth-of-a-brown-woman like me it’s  a lack of education. 

I believe America is the land of opportunity and freedom- 

Yet my family are referred to as “illegal aliens”. 

I respect others regardless of their different beliefs- 

But if I call out racism,  

I am accused of discriminating against others . 

I have American rights- 

Yet when I exercise them I am told that I do not deserve them. 

I believe in equal rights for all- 

But when I fight for equal rights I am asking for too much. 

Vickie Rivera

Even though I am told in so many ways that I am not, I am American. 
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The Vanishing 

 

The calm air swifting so elegantly in the morning day 

The woman staring off into space in a curious state 

A surge of wind knocks her down to the ground leaving her with nothing to say 

Lying on the ground looking like fresh bait. 

 

Instantly, a masked man approaches her and clutches her arm 

Luring her in his white ginormous van where no one can see her 

 Next thing you know she wakes up in a dark dusty room in a frightening alarm 

She processes the challenge she has come upon as it's all a blur. 

 

Silence, nothing but silence in the frosty dark room 

Jumbled thoughts run around her head  

Hope begins to fill her up as a plan arises in a large boom 

Knowing the repercussions that come with it, she is ready to fight so she doesn’t end up dead. 

 

Pushing, fighting, strength, kicking the large wooden door 

It flies open and she sprints down the long narrow hallway 

Seeing a window in the distance with a bright light shining through she lets out a loud roar 

About to jump through the window, a strong man runs up behind her and pulls her away. 

Kicking and screaming as his grip wraps around her waist 

Her powerful elbow hits him knocking the life out of his body and he drops 

Taryn Tkachuk
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Hopping through the small rectangle window, she is now running free like she was being chased 

Still running her heart out through the dark forest, she stops. 

 

Her heart beating out of her chest she has to choose left or right  

Lost in the forest, life on the line she goes right 

And she is never seen again. 

 


