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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 25th season, Express the Music allowed students in grades 6-12 to discover
the fourth movement of Dmitri Shostakovich’s Symphony No. 5 and respond with poetry
and prose influenced by the music. More than 1,900 students from 32 Missouri and
Illinois schools participated, resulting in the submission of 404 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. 28 finalists from the Junior Division (grades 6-8) and 24
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 at the Express the Music awards ceremony at Powell Hall on Saturday, March
27, 2022, during a St. Louis Symphony Youth Orchestra performance and are posted in a
digital book 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 crosscurricular writing competition has made the vibrant colors 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 its long-standing
commitment to supporting music in our schools and 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!
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1st Prize, Junior Division Prose

Finn Borchardt

Fire
With a single spark, it enters life, consuming everything in its path. A raging
storm of heat and suffering, unbiased and unwavering in its rampage across the warm
summer evening. This one spark was meant to provide warmth, comfort. But just like
the rest of the world, this one spark became a dangerous thing.
All it took was the scrape of the stone, the flick of the lighter, the strike of the
match. And now everything is falling apart, from ash tree to ashes, from floating leaf to
falling ember in the unforgiving whirlwind of chaos. This is a time of peril and pain. A
time when darkness shines through the light.
As flames engulf everything in sight, the crimson gale reaches a wall. It is as if
the world around releases the breath it has been holding since this monster broke
loose. All of the inhabitants of what was once a grand woodland sigh in unison as the
discord slows to a stop.
And yet, this rogue typhoon is persistent. With the last of its strength, it reaches
high above the treetops and plants one single spark for all the world to see. They watch
as it floats down to the forest canopy, sucking in a breath of precarious hope.
But the instant contact is made with the greenery, it is evident that the burning
tempest that once was has succeeded in passing the torch, and is once again a
massive storm of destruction and never ending turmoil as the forest around erupts into
vermilion havoc before the eyes of the onlookers.
But as it closes in around the remaining grove, a clap of thunder breaks out in the
distance, and before long, the clouds have blessed the suffering surface with the one
thing to combat the scarlet maelstrom.
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Although the bulk of timberland was reduced to smoke and dust, that which
remains has survived with the sole purpose of blooming into the prospering forest it
used to be.
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2nd Prize, Junior Division Prose

Caleb Porter
The Spider

Word had broken out. Fear was spreading as quickly as wildfire. Panic and terror
gripped the minds of hundreds of thousands of ants, afraid of what could come. A
powerful menace trespassing on their land was awaiting them, trapping them. It was
something that could crush them with its venomous dagger-like fangs as easily as
stones can shatter glass. Something with the rage of a ferocious starving lion. And yet
the ants had no choice but to battle it. Attack the beast: the spider.
Battle was not new to the ants. They fought battle after battle with the other
colony nearby. An ongoing war. War for the petty reasons of determining who was the
most powerful. It had caused hundreds of thousands of ants to die. But this fight was
different. The chance of victory was slim, almost impossible. Every ant knew this. But
they would still fight. Not taking arms meant hiding, hiding for the rest of their lives trying
to evade a spider that would liquidate them one by one. Hiding was letting their fear
consume them until they were nothing but a dark hole inside. So every ant marched into
battle.
Only a few minutes in, the ambiguity became clear. The spider was dispatching
the ants left and right. Something had to happen. Otherwise, it would all be over. They
would be all over. Amidst the shouting and the sounds of suffering painful deaths, an
idea, a spark of hope flew into one ant’s mind. They needed help if they were going to
win. He dashed across the dewy grass away from the battle. He sprinted past trees and
bushes and finally came across what he was looking for, the other ant colony. “You need
to help us!” he cried, a cry of hope, a plea. And despite the ongoing war between them,
they didn’t hesitate with their answer, agreeing to help. As they got closer to the battle,
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hope emerged more and more from the darkness, slashing it away. As they joined in the
thick of the fray and started fighting, hope had fully emerged.
Then Freedom.
Happiness.
And Love.
Together, the ants slew the spider and vanquished the cloud of darkness. Then,
with firm resolve, they chose to make peace between the colonies and end the
prolonged war.
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3rd Prize, Junior Division Prose

Elle Wujcik

My Amelia
The steady rain of gunfire became a normal part of my day. How does one
become accustomed to death? I find it hard to even remember what I’m fighting for,
what my father and hundreds of other men gave their lives for. A fresh wave of bombs
crash down with deafening sound. I close my eyes and pray it will pass. Pray the war
will end, pray I will live.
My mind travels to my home, to my sister Amelia, and my mother. A quaint little
house where lilies bloom. Among the meadows, Pa lies at peace at last. My sister runs
through the field, my Amelia. Ma calls her for dinner, I see them. Their smiles.
Something I fear I may never see again. Suddenly my fears become my reality.
Our beautiful little cottage, ravaged by war. Flower pots shattered, windows
broken. I whip my head around at the ear-splitting scream of a young girl, my eyes
search the once beautiful meadows now reduced to a burning massacre. Amidst the
madness, I catch sight of a lock of flowing golden hair, my Amelia.
The illusion shatters at a mother's wail, the sound of pure heartache. My eyes
land on a woman from a nearby village knelt over a small limp figure. Amelia? No, it
couldn't be her, she was back home with Ma. But what if it had? What if that had been
her, my Amelia.
The scream echoing in my mind like a record on loop. This was War. Death,
destruction, and all for the sake of what? Money? Power? Fear? My eyes dart across
the battlefield littered with slaughtered men, no boys. Boys my age, even younger. Boys
with mothers and sisters. Boys with something to live for. That could've been me. I fall to
my knees. How many have I slaughtered? How many fathers have I taken from their
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children, how many boys' lives have I cut short. How many. Amid my panic a sudden
peace.
My mind once again returns to my home. Ma, Pa, and my Amelia stand there,
waiting. Waiting for me. I run to them, heart racing. With each step I feel my body calm,
my heart slow, my thoughts fog. I notice a small splotch on my shirt, a deep crimson
seeps across my uniform, but I don’t care. Ma will wash it once I’m home.
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Samantha Carter

War, Hope, and Love

War. It is a conflict fought through bloodshed and tears. Through fear and heartbreak. For
honor and respect. Chaos and destruction reek from war, and sorrow and grief bleed from it.
Many lost everything, homes, families, friends, even their lives. Although few have returned to
tell the tale, one story of a couple, torn apart by war, shows the strength of hope and love.
__________________________________________________________________
The ashen sky above kept him moving. The promise that he would return to her soon
gave him hope. His heart beat like pounding drums and his breathing was fast and laboured.
Bullets wailed above the ditch he was burrowed in and booms rattled the Earth. The fierce battle
cries of both friend and foe were merely whispers in the chaotic battlefield.
A jarring battle cry erupted like trumpets around him as battalions of soldiers charged out
of the trenches. Through bombs and gunfire they stormed forward, carrying out their duty to
preserve freedom. He, too, knew it was his duty. So with a boost of confidence, he rushed into
the unknown.
___________________________________________________________
Back home in the garden, it was quiet except for the chirping crickets. Sweet aromas of
sugary pastries and fruits filled the air. From a nearby party, a slow melody started to play, and
with her hand in his, they started to dance.
“I’m worried about you. What if you’re hurt? What if you die on the battlefield? What if
they take you as a prisoner?” She voiced her concerns as he twirled her around gracefully.
“I’ll be fine. I’ll return home safe and sound. I promised you, didn’t I?”
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“Yes…” she muttered. Both continued to dance in comfortable silence, enjoying what
little time they had left.
___________________________________________________________
She paced on her wooden floor, as she had been doing for the past days. The war had
ended and she had not yet heard from her lover. Her footsteps echoed in her empty home where
no other sound was heard except for her muttering. She was so caught up in her thoughts that she
hadn’t even noticed someone had opened her door. It wasn’t until firm, calloused hands grabbed
hers that she saw the intruder. She practically leaped at the thin, worn-out man in her hallway. It
was him! They were finally reunited against all odds. Even during times of despair, their hope
and love had outlasted the war.
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Maria Celada
Many Things to Fear
Stumbling over tree branches and the old forest floor. Sleeping in dark, mysterious
caves for the night to pass along. When feeling defeated, remembering the task at hand
is enough to lend force to these sore, bare feet. Many things to fear, oh so many, but the
one we, the people, so mightily fear above all is love. Keep running. Flowers screaming
in protest, mind overflowing with unanswerable questions. Keep running. Many things
to fear, oh so many, the dark of night, the soul in our body, the unknowable part of what
we call the brain. Keep running. Hair catching on branches, rivers flowing from teary
eyes. Many things to fear, oh so many, the deep scars from our past, the void within
ourselves, the choices yet to make. Keep running. Grief, regret, denial. Stop hiding.
Determination, scorn, uncertainty. Keep fighting. Confidence, delight, glee. Keep caring.
Respect, gratitude, appreciation. Start living. Despair, rage, contentment. Start loving.

Adoration,

endearment,

passion.

Waking from the dream of what we know as life, eyes finally opening to a bright new
future found awaiting in the unknowable coming of time. Many things to fear, oh so
many, but the one we, the people, so mightily fear above all is love. But there’s no need
to fear; for love is another challenge, one of the most beautiful, placed in our paths for
us to overcome.
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Tallulah Jensen
Footsteps pounded against the pavement behind Ada as she ran through the
narrow alleyway, jumping over old boxes, being careful not to drop the bag of goods.
The sandstone walls were surrounding her, and she knew that she was approaching a
dead end. Why’d I go this way? Oh yeah, to trap the soldiers. She remembered her plan
that she had formed that very morning.
Run through the North Wall Alleyway, then go through the cellar door by the dead
end. Make sure you lock it before the soldiers get there. It wasn’t exactly foolproof, but it
would have to do.
Suddenly, she felt an arrow whiz past her. Looking back, she saw that one of the
soldiers had a crossbow. She surged more energy into her legs, running even faster,
though she wasn’t sure if that was even possible. Ada could see the deadend clearly
now, and prepared to make a very sharp turn for the cellar.
“We have you now, thief!” the head soldier shouted at her. People watched from
their windows, watching the spectacle. There was only a few feet between Ada and the
cellar door, and the only thing blocking her was a few baskets of fruit.
Make the jump!
“Stop her!”
Ada jumped. Quick as an arrow, she grabbed onto the handle of the door and
used it to turn herself around and open it at the same time. She dived into the cellar,
quick to close the door and lock it. She landed on a pile of hay, and laid there for a few
moments. Her breath was slow, but it did little help to stop the adrenaline.
“Ada?” a small voice called out. It belonged to Daisy, her best friend and adoptive
sister. “Were you able to get it?”
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“Yeah. I also got you a gift,” she replied. Ada looked at Daisy, the dim candles showing
her hopeful face, excited for the gift. It was a rarity because of how poor they were, but
Ada tried to get them whenever she could.
BANG!
“Daisy, HIDE!” Ada yelled. She could hear the soldiers’ footsteps upstairs; they
had broken into the shop. She grabbed the bag full of food and opened a crate in the
corner of the cellar and threw the bag in. “Get in,” She ordered, “I’ll be there in a
second.” But both of them knew that was a lie.
Ada walked calmly upstairs and into the shop. There were three soldiers, two
regulars and one a higher up.
“Here I am,” She announced, “Come and get me.” The soldiers barely took a step
forward before Ada jumped through the open window, only to be met by more soldiers.
There was no escape, and she knew it. Hopefully Daisy would be alright. Ada let
the soldiers handcuff her and take her away, hopeful that her sister would survive.
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Lila Lowery
A Great Trapeze Artist
I breathe deeply, trying to calm my nerves. I visualize myself making the routine without
falling, getting a standing ovation, and becoming a great trapeze artist, my lifelong dream. Make
it seem effortless, I tell myself. I start spinning, the rope wrapping around my arm. I go up into
the air, doing turns and kicks. They look daunting, but they’re nothing compared to what's next.
The rest of my routine goes by in a blur, and I’m getting a good feeling. Then my big finale
comes up; I hang on the trapeze with my feet. This is where I usually fall, but with all my
practice, I’m sure I won’t. I’m sure I won’t get yelled at by the ringmaster, I'm sure I can make
the circus proud!
Even though I’ve had a fake smile plastered on my face, real happiness starts to seep
through, and I feel confident and strong and… my feet slipping. I feel like a shooting star,
plummeting into darkness. While those who watch think it’s a beautiful sight and make a wish,
the weight of those wishes pull the star deeper into the void. Going down, down-.
“Down again, Emily?” the ringmaster yells as I fall into the safety net, my dreams falling
with me. “Imagine if this were a real performance! You’re pathetic,” he scowls. My cheeks are
red with embarrassment, wondering if I deserve to be in the circus at all. But I realize I have to
be determined. My performance is coming up, and I’ve got to get it together. I decide to sneak
into the tent to practice. The nerves surface, but I push them down. I have to do this. I start my
routine with all the grit I can muster. As I start to spin, I don’t look back.
Soon I’m at the performance, the audience gaping at me. I feel the ringmaster’s glare. I
can’t mess up. As my feet grasp the bar and I start swinging, I let the fear and tension melt away.
Then I descend from the air, and I realize I did it. I didn’t fall. As the crowd roars, I let my mind
wander, wondering what my future holds. As the show ends, I breathe in deeply once more. Not
to calm my nerves, but to catch my breath. I know I’m a great trapeze artist.
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Cecilia McCarthy
June 6, 1944 – D-Day
6:40 A.M.
The deafening sound of bombshells and bullets are making my ears bleed as they are
zipping through the air. Adrenaline and fear take over my body as I spot a fallen soldier with a
missing leg. Running to my fallen comrade. I put him in a fireman’s carry, dodge bullets and
grenades, and spot a Czech hedgehog. Quickly, I get behind it with the soldier slung over my
back. Sergeant Howard emerged from the smoke. “Private! I know you’re scared but you need
to make it through this! We need to take this beach!” he roared.
He was right. I need to make it out of this alive for my wife and son. As I pick up my M1
Grand I emerge from the hedgehog and start running up the beach. I hear the “Brrrrrrrrrr” of
planes as they fly overhead and drop missiles on the beach.
March 28, 1944
4:30 P.M
“I can’t see a cloud in the sky,” Nancy said while gazing at the sky above. I tuck her hair
behind her ear as I watch our son play in the front yard. I get up and go inside to start a record.
As I carefully placed the vinyl on the record player, I signal for Nancy to come inside. I put my
hands on her waist as she put hers over my shoulders. As our song ended, the U.S. Army truck
honked outside our house. Nancy knew exactly who it was. I kissed my wife and son goodbye. I
whispered in her ear, “I promise I’ll come back.”
June 6, 1944 – D-Day
7:00 A.M
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As I slowly regained consciousness, I could feel sand in my eyes and water dripping off
my face. I look around frantically, scanning my surroundings. I thought to myself, I can’t die
here. I promised Nancy. Suddenly, I see Sergeant Howard walking cautiously towards the
Germans. “Hands up! Drop your weapons!” Sergeant Howard screams with vicious ferocity
behind me.
The Germans look at sergeant Howard in fear. They slowly place their weapons on the
ground and raise their hands. The other soldiers from my platoon secure the beach. As I hoist the
American Flag as a symbol of victory, I pull out a picture of my wife and son from my jacket,
remembering that I’m fighting this war for them.
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Isabella Parmeter

Nobody Knows, Nobody Cares
There once was a girl and her Light. The Light made her who she was. Thoughts,
Creativity, Imagination, all rushed through her mind, simply powered by this Light. They were
chaotic, but beautiful. They complimented her, words as delicate as butterflies, positively
dripping in sweetness. Thoughts said, “You are beautiful. Keep going.” Creativity said, “Your art
is lovely. Share it.” Imagination said, “You can do anything. Go do it.” She thrived on their faith
in her, like they were life-giving. It seemed everlasting, until the Flicker. It wasn’t long, but it
brought something horrifying. The Darkness. The Darkness spread and slowly started covering
the Light until it was no more. Chaos was no longer beautiful. And it hurt. It hurt so bad, but she
hid it away. She never showed her true feelings, her brokenness. She put on a mask of happiness,
but inside, she was drowning. Nobody knew, nobody cared.
Then the Darkness spoke to her through Thoughts, Creativity, and Imagination.
Thoughts, which once complimented her, said, “Compliments lie. You are ugly.” Imagination
haunted her saying, “You should be embarrassed, ashamed. You are untalented.” The Creativity
taunted her, saying, “You shouldn’t even exist. You are worthless.” Together, they said, “Nobody
knows, nobody cares. Give up.” These words, lethal and murderous, threatened to end her. No
longer sweet but poisonous, they pierced her like broken glass, over and over, chanting and
echoing in her mind. Nobody knows, nobody cares.
Sitting in her room, tear-soaked face, scars tracing her wrists and thighs, she lost all hope.
She was even more than hurt, she was empty. Empty of Light. Empty of happiness. Empty of
content. Empty, even, of tears. Everything in her head had turned against her. And still nobody
knew, nobody cared.
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Just as she was about to end it, she heard the bang of a door and footsteps rushing up the
stairs. A familiar figure burst into her room before she could hide. “Don’t do this,” he said,
“Please.” She slowly looked up at him and drew in a sharp breath. For through his eyes pierced
his own Light, straight into her eyes, straight into her mind. It broke through the Darkness in her
mind, giving her a tiny Light again. And she realized the Darkness was wrong. Somebody did
know, somebody did care.
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Adam Schelker
No Turning Back
Sweat trickled down my face and onto the rifle held sturdy in my hands. Gray clouds
overhead engulfed the sun and swelled with anticipation. The trees in which I was hiding swayed
with the wind as rain poured from the sky. Target in view, I tightened my grip on my weapon. If I
walked away, there would be no consequences, but if I proceeded, I would be a traitor. Worse, I
would be an enemy; the Nazis didn’t take treason lightly. The same three words continued to
echo through my head: No turning back.
As I pressed the trigger, my finger relaxed halfway.
Guilt penetrated my mind as I realized that my heart was impeding on my objective. Fear
consumed my body as my head throbbed and my heart raced. Rainbands obstructed my vision as
lightning struck nearby and thunder echoed throughout the valley. I tightened my grip yet again.
No turning back, I thought.
I tried to pull the trigger once more, but I couldn’t build up enough courage. A single tear,
masked by the falling rain, ran down my cheek. I had to commit. Again, I thought, No turning
back. Instantly, my finger pulled the trigger.
Shocked at what I had done, I dropped my rifle, and my slow tears turned into a waterfall
against the marble-white skin of my face. “He deserved what he got. He wasn’t the man he used
to be. The countless lives he took were of far greater value than his own,” I tried to reason with
myself. Despite my efforts, I knew I couldn’t heal the deep wound I had inflicted on my heart.
Sorrow engulfed me like water does a sinking ship as I watched the Nazi general, my partner on
the battlefield, crumple to the ground. As my target finally spotted me, his cold, dead eyes bore
into my mind. No turning back.
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Sydney Steiger
Our Legacy
Her eyes glazed over, surveying the room as she laid there. She used to look so strong, so
fast. Her brown eyes used to light up, always aware, always observing. How wrong she looked
now… “Get up! GET UP!” I wanted to scream at her. It wasn’t fair. How could she leave me all
alone? I needed her to get up and tell me this was just a cruel joke, that her body wasn't failing,
and that she wasn't dying. That was hopeless. She was dying. She couldn't get up. Nothing about
this was funny. I stood there useless, watching my best friend leave me forever.
Then, her clouded eyes met mine, and they widened. As I stepped forward, I held her
gaze. My eyes leveled with hers. Then her eyes cleared, she set her head down, and I watched
She took her last breath. If I didn't know better, I would have thought she was sleeping, but I did
know better. She was gone. Death stole her from me. What an empty, useless, lonely world. A
world without her.
I watched as the people took her body away from my side. The people she had told me to
trust and rely on. My people took her away from me. I shut my eyes.
It could have been a second, it could have been a century. All I knew was that she was
gone. GONE. The word echoed in my head, striking me like a knife to the heart, over, and over,
and over again. So as I sat there, on the spot where I met her, I could not help feeling that the
world was one savage full circle. I was brought to her in the same place she was dragged away
from me.
I layed down and let sleep wash over me.
As I dreamed, I saw another girl with bright blue eyes walk through the doors I had
walked through.. Then, I saw myself, older, wiser… grayer. I saw myself teaching the blue eyed
girl everything the brown eyed one had taught me. I carried on the legacy. Then, when death took
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me, and I walked over the bridge built of rainbows, and dreams, I would meet up with the brown
eyed girl, and we would run side by side once again.
This was my life.
The life of a dog.
The legacy of a friend.
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Bella Theis
Unforgiven

The king surveyed the war-torn battlefield, lamenting the piteous fray of flesh and
blood that lay before him. Corpses of his loyal soldiers and barbarians alike lay
carelessly strewn across the battlefield. Few of the barbarians who had laid siege upon
his castle still stood, but even fewer of his soldiers staggered across the battlefield,
hopelessly swinging their swords at their dying attackers.

Unable to bear the sight any longer, he shifted his gaze away from the pitiful
bloodbath to the castle wall where a mysterious cloaked figure on horseback spectated
the massacre below. The horseman’s face contorted into a twisted grimace as he saw
the state of his once-formidable army that had raided the castle only hours ago.

Pulling his sword out of its bloody sheath, the king slowly crept up the stairs of
the tower, desperate to end the life of the pathetic coward who had ruthlessly slain his
best men. Upon noticing the king, who now stood a mere five paces from him, the
barbarian attempted to escape on horseback, but the king plunged his sword into the
gut of the beast. The horse let out a desperate cry cut short by a gurgle of blood. The
hooded man leapt off his dying horse and lunged towards the king, who barely dodged
the glancing blow that grazed his shoulder. Then, in the blink of an eye, the king pulled
the blade of his sword right above his attacker’s throat and pinned him to the ground. In
the rapid movement, the barbarian’s hood fell to reveal a familiar face that the king had
longed to see again.
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Suddenly, a wave of memories rushed over the king, threatening to knock the
sword out of his hand. Days spent together laughing and making jokes. Studying politics
and mathematics in each other’s company. Talking together about the future of the
kingdom. And the fateful event that had ended it all.

But it was impossible to undo what was done. This man had laid waste to his
kingdom, burned the proud flags that had once stood tall as a symbol of the nation, and
killed the men who had fought bravely to defend a kingdom they loved. Such terrible
deeds were unforgivable and could never be made right. Yet, as the king slid his cold
metal blade into the throat of his enemy, he whispered three simple words: “I’m sorry,
brother.”
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1st Prize, Junior Division Poetry

Isabella Angelo

Dancing on the Stars

The wind crashed and smashed into trees
The wind blew the three children up into the air
Flying high all the way to the stars

The children danced on the stars
And spun and twirled
And leaped from star to star
Going far into the sky
It was not hard to go far up and up to touch the stars

They danced, they leaped, they twirled all around till they hit the ground
They played and played as they shouted Hooray
They stayed so high up in the sky
They jumped high but fell
Down, down, down till they hit the ground

But the wind picked them back up again
They tiptoed on every star
Sometimes they fell down sometimes they flew up into the sky
They ran and played
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They scared each other sometimes by jumping from one star above them
All the way to another star while laughing
They jumped joyfully around like kangaroos on the ground
The wind stopped and it was time to go home
They fell all the way to the ground
And they never thought about stars the same way again
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2nd Prize, Junior Division Poetry

Eden Batten

7-1-1

“The Storm at Sea”

Dark clouds roll across the midnight black sky.
The birds have hidden, for it is too dangerous to fly.
Noisy thunder and dazzling lightning host a battle in the dark.
Inside the clouds a war rages, sometimes flashing a bright mark.
The lightning angers the sea, that thrashes and frothes with rage.
The water claws at the shore, as if it was trying to escape from a cage.
A tiny sailboat trapped in the storm gets tossed back and forth by a massive wave.
A young man aboard grips the edge and scans the distance, his expression grave.
The frothing water tears at his back, attempting to drag him into the hostile sea.
He grabs the edge of his boat, and shouts, “This storm shall not be the death of me!”
The man crawls to the helm, and tries to steer away from the storm.
While maneuvering through the dangerous sea, a yard away, he spies a shadowy form.
The shadows disappear to reveal a towering rock.
The man narrowly misses it, his mouth gaping open in shock.
He quickly recovers, but realizes he can’t see ahead of him, for the night has turned the
world black.
Suddenly, a dull light shines on the water in front of him, and he realizes that in his hull
there is a crack.
Hope was running out.
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He would not survive unless there was another route.
There was none.
In this battle, it seemed like the ocean had won.
“No,” he whispered, ”I will not go down without a fight.”
He turned his boat to follow the lighthouse’s signal, even though it wasn’t very bright.
He veered the boat back and forth between each dangerous stone.
He twisted and turned the poor little sailboat in between the forms, until one last rock
stood in front of the boat, all alone.
The ocean dragged the man into the water,
His body plunging down farther and farther.
The man stirred, then twitched, and his eyes popped open.
He pushed himself upward, kicking his feet hard, thankful they were not broken.
Almost there, almost to the light,
He struggled to the surface using all his might.
His face breached the surface at last, and he opened his eyes to a wondrous sight.
The storm clouds were fading away, and the foggy shore was revealed by the
moonlight.
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3rd Prize, Junior Division Poetry

Cecelia Hahn
ϯϭϰ͘ϯϵϴ͘ϵϵϲϬ
The Jungle Game

Shush.
Warm and moist,
Green and flourishing,
Earthy and fresh
Is the jungle midday.
Small slivers of sun pierce through the trees.
A sea of leaves shadows the ground.
A breeze swells with anticipation.
A kaleidoscope of butterflies soars through the air.

Rush.
This jungle is home to a predatorA hungry jaguar.
Spotting a dappled deer, the jaguar gives chase.
Together, they run through bushes, over rocks,
By streams and across the jungle floor.
Not known to persist over long distances, the predator hesitates.
The deer continues to run and takes shelter in a cave.
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ϯϭϰ͘ϯϵϴ͘ϵϵϲϬ

Lush.
Comforting and quiet,
Calm and dark,
Peaceful yet mysterious
Is a cave at dusk.
An errant axolotl swims through an underground lake.
Water trickles from the stalactites.
The axolotl stares with a haunting smile and unblinking eyes.
Is he waiting? For what?

Hush.
Outside this mystical cave, the jaguar searches for an easier game.
Inside, the deer is aware of lurking danger.
Nightfall approaches.
The butterflies rest.
The deer sleeps.
The axolotl swims.
The jaguar awaits its prey.
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Ellia Barud

The Sound
She heard a noise and kept quiet.
She told herself not to worry,
but her curiosity took over,
she had to know more.
She ran to where she heard the sound,
only to be grabbed by a strange figure.
The darkness had got her.
She was pulled into the shadows.
She shouted and yelled,
but no one heard a thing.
Her existence fading,
her memories soon disappearing.
She was no longer the girl she once was.
Now a shadow,
hiding in the dark.
She listened to the rumors,
but couldn’t make a comment.
She was surrounded by people,
but felt so alone.
Now regretting being curious,
curious about that noise.
The noise that tricked her,
into being like this.
She couldn’t keep living like this.
She fought back the dark,
but couldn’t escape.



She had to accept this,
how she would live from now on.
All because of that sound.
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Elise Basi
The People in the Black Outfits
I was running. I wasn’t sure what I’d done,
but I knew I was in trouble.
I was being chased.
Black horses.
People with black outfits.
All coming at me?
An opportunity to escape,
to get out of there faster:
my horse.
An opportunity.
My bow and arrow,
sitting and waiting for me to use it.
I grabbed them as fast as I could.
I hopped on my horse and started galloping,
but I couldn't lose the people in the black outfits.
The people with the black horses.
I begged my horse to go faster.
I had to get away from them.
I turned around.
My body facing the opposite direction of my horse.
I loaded my bow.
I aimed at a person.
I couldn't shoot my arrow.
Maybe they were trying to hurt me,
but I couldn’t hurt them.
My horse hit a bump,
my hand flew off of the bow.
The arrow went flying.
I looked up.
One of them was on the ground, I had done it.
I didn’t want to hurt them,
but I had to.
I know this is the only way.
I want to live.
I did it again and again,
until all of them were on the ground.
I galloped for a little longer,
and then I fell.
I was tired, bloody, and thirsty.
A pond?
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I could see it.
I found a pond.
It was calling my name.
I limped over.
Noise.
Noise was coming from behind me.
I turned around as fast as I could.
More people with black outfits.
More black horses.
I did the first thing I could.
I hid.
Right as I jumped behind the bush.
I felt a presence looming over me.
I was too tired to look.
I felt something hitting my shoulder,
lightly, but still there.
I turned around.
They motioned.
They put their finger over their mouth to silence me.
I followed their instructions.
The instructions from a stranger.
They looked the same as me.
Tired, thirsty, and bloody.
They looked like they too, were running,
running from the people in the black outfits.
They motioned for me to follow them. I did.
Did I trust this person? I think I did?
So, what now?
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Eva Bow

ƌŽŬĞŶWƌŽŵŝƐĞƐ

/ŶƐŝĚĞƚŚŝƐďƵŝůĚŝŶŐŵĂĚĞĨŽƌƉĞĂĐĞ
>ŝĞƐĨŝůůŵǇĞĂƌƐůŝŬĞĂƌŽƚƚĞŶĚŝƐĞĂƐĞ
dƌĞĂƚŝĞƐĂƌĞŵĂĚĞĨŽƌƚŚĞƚŚĞƉƵƌƉŽƐĞƚŽĂƉƉĞĂƐĞ
EŽŽŶĞĨŽůůŽǁƐƚŚƌŽƵŐŚ͕ƚŚĞƐĞƉƌŽŵŝƐĞƐǁĞǁŝůůďƌĞĂŬǁŝƚŚĞĂƐĞ

/ůŽŶŐĨŽƌƉŽǁĞƌƚŽŵǇŵŝŶĚ/ůŝƐƚĞŶ
tŚĞŶ/ĂƚƚĂŝŶŵǇĐƌŽǁŶŵǇĞǇĞƐǁŝůůƚŚĞŶŐůŝƐƚĞŶ
EŽǁ/ǁŝůůďƌĞĂŬŵǇĨĂůƐĞƉƌŽŵŝƐĞƐŝŶĂĐĐŽƌĚĂŶĐĞǁŝƚŚƚƌĂĚŝƚŝŽŶ
/ǁŝůůƐĞŶĚůŝǀĞƐƚŽƚŚĞďĂƚƚůĞƐ͕ŵǇƚŚƌŽŶĞƚŚĞǇǁŝůůĐŚƌŝƐƚĞŶ

dŚĞǇŬŶŽǁƚŚĂƚƚŚĞƐĞŶŽƚĞƐĐŽŶƚĂŝŶĚĞĂƚŚŝŶĂǁŽƌĚ
Mother’s will mournƚŚĞŝƌĐƌŝĞƐǁon’t be heard
Ƶƚ/ǁŝůůŶŽƚůŝƐƚĞŶƚŽŵǇŵŽƌĂůƐƚŚĞǇĂƌĞďůƵƌƌĞĚ
ƌŽŬĞŶƉƌŽŵŝƐĞƐƐƚĂǇĂĚŝƐĞĂƐĞƵŶĐƵƌĞĚ

,ĞƌĞƚŚĞƐĞǇŽƵŶŐůŝǀĞƐƐƚĂŶĚŝŶĂůŝŶĞ
DĂŶǇǁŝůůĨĂůůƚŚĞŝƌůŽƐƐƵŶĚĞƌŵŝŶĞĚ
ƵƚĨŽƌ/ǁŝůůĨƌĞƚŶŽƚ͕/ǁŝůůƚĂŬĞǁŚĂƚŝƐŵŝŶĞ
dŚĞŝƌůŝǀĞƐĨƵůĨŝůůƚŚĞďƌŽŬĞŶƉƌŽŵŝƐĞƐ͕ƚŚĂƚŚĂǀĞŵĂĚĞŵĞƐŽďůŝŶĚ

dƌƵŵƉĞƚƐƐŽƵŶĚ͊/ŚĂǀĞƚĂŬĞŶƚŚĞŝƌůĂŶĚ
EŽǁĂůůŽĨƚŚĞƉĞŽƉůĞƐƐŚĂůůŽďĞǇŵǇĐŽŵŵĂŶĚ
^ƚŝůůthis wealth can’t satisfy my demands 
ĨƚĞƌŵǇŶĞǆƚĐƌƵƐĂĚĞ/ǁŝůůŚĂǀĞƚŚĞǁŽƌůĚŝŶŵǇŚĂŶĚƐ
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>ĞƐƚ/ƐƵŵŵŽŶŵŽƌĞůŝǀĞƐƚŽƚŚĞĨŝĞůĚ
&ŽƌƚŚĞŝƌƐĂĐƌŝĨŝĐĞŵŝŐŚƚŐŝǀĞŵĞŵŽƌĞƉŽǁĞƌƚŽǁŝĞůĚ
tŝƚŚƚŚĞƉŽǁĞƌ/ŚĂǀĞĐŚĂŶŐĞǁŝůůŶĞǀĞƌǇŝĞůĚ
&ŽƌŵǇŚĞĂƌƚŚĂƐďĞĐŽŵĞĐŽůĚĂŶĚƐƚĞĞůĞĚ

zĞƚĂŶŽƚŚĞƌǀŝĐƚŽƌǇ/ĚŝĚĐůĂŝŵ
/ƐŚŽǁŶŽƌĞŵŽƌƐĞĨŽƌƚŚŽƐĞǁŚŽ/ŵĂŝŵ
/Ĩ/ƌĞƉĞĂƚƚŚĞƐŽŶŐƚŚĞǁŽƌĚƐǁŝůůƐƚŝůůďĞƚŚĞƐĂŵĞ
zĞƚĂŶŽƚŚĞƌǁĂƌ/ƐŚĂůůƉƌŽĐůĂŝŵ

^ƚĞĂĚǇǁŝůůĐŽŶƚŝŶƵĞƚŽŐƌŽǁDǇƉŽǁĞƌ
DǇƌĞŝŐŶǁŝůůŐƌŽǁĂŶĚƌĞŵĂŝŶƐƚĞĂĚǇůŝŬĞĂĨůŽǁĞƌ
tŚĞŶƐƚŽŽĚďĞĨŽƌĞŵĞĂůůŽĨŵǇĞŶĞŵŝĞƐǁŝůůĐŽǁĞƌ
>ŝƚƚůĞŬŶŽǁŶƚŽŵĞŵǇƚŚƌŽŶĞǁŝůůĐŽůůĂƉƐĞůŝŬĞĂƚŽǁĞƌ

ƌĞďĞůůŝŽŶƐŚĂůůƐŽŽŶƐƚĂƌƚƚŽŐƌŽǁ
ŶĞǁĨůĂŵĞŽĨŚŽƉĞǁŝůůƐƵƌĞůǇďĞŐŝŶƚŽŐůŽǁ
ƐĞĞĚŽĨůŝĨĞŝŶƚŚĞďĂƌƌĞŶĚĞƐƐĞƌƚƚŚĞǇǁŝůůƐŽǁ
dŚĞŶĂĨƚĞƌƚŚĞǁĂŝƚƚŚĞŝƌƉŽƚŽĨĂďƵŶĚĂŶĐĞǁŝůůŽǀĞƌĨůŽǁ

tĂƌŝƐǁŽŶĂůůƌĞũŽŝĐĞ͘
&ĞĂƌŶŽƚƉĞŽƉůĞƐ͊^ƉƌĞĂĚǇŽƵƌǀŽŝĐĞ͊
EŽŵŽƌĞďƌŽŬĞŶƉƌŽŵŝƐĞƐ͘ŶŽƵŐŚǁŝƚŚƚŚĞƉůŽǇƐ͘
Ƶƚ͕Don’t ƐŽŽŶĨŽƌŐĞƚǁĞĂůůŚĂǀĞĂĐŚŽŝĐĞ͘
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Sean Chappel

The Flower
Spring begins, it’s my time to shine!
I begin to bloom, I begin to rise.
I’m a fun little rose, bright red in color.
I’m special, unique, unlike no other.

My day starts, all normal and grand
But all of the sudden, there is a shake in the land.
I arise from my slumber, a shock on my face
I’ve been lifted off the ground from my usual place.

Their rough hand, feeling like rocks
Holding me against their, blonde luscious locks.
I hear the normal pitter patter from their feet,
But this is something new, the busy sounding street.

As we approach a door, silent and calm,
My stem is crushed by their sweaty ol’ palm.
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Whats going on, who are these creatures?
And what is this building and all its weird features?

We take some steps, as I see a grand room,
Furnished and all, with flowers that bloom.
A table holds an elegant vase,
I think I’ll adjust, to this nice wonderful place.

They pick up the vase as they walk to the sink,
Maybe they’re getting a cold water to drink?
They fill up the vase with crystal clear water,
Ripples appear as the water gets taller.

I am dropped in the pool, cool and thin,
My stem starts to shiver, goosebumps crawling from within.
I’m placed on the sill, nice lighting and sun
The water warms up, until coldness is none
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I sit on this sill, so patient and chill
I’m felling a bit dry, a little bit ill.
My leaves start to bunch and brown at the edges,
I am missing all my friend, back at the hedges.

As I start to drown out all my life and my pride,
I’m lifted, and swayed from side to side.
I’m moved to a room never seen before,
With a tall table and chairs, it’s a sight to adore!

Paintings fill the walls, with bright greens and blue,
It’s the best thing I’ve seen, I know that is true!
A nice smell fills the air, making it easy to relax,
I look in a pot, and it’s a hot boiling wax.

The tan and white wax is poured in a glass,
My stem’s ripped from my petals are put in the past.
My petals are spread and dropped in the jar,
The candle looks so stunning, even from afar
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Jaidyn Coughlin

The Painful Truth
Running from the truth,
Running to escape.
All her thoughts are chasing her,
Her past trying to reshape
She found something out,
Too big to tell.
She’s clueless to act
When its too small to yell
She runs through the town,
Carrying the weight of the truth.
The reason she has been scorned her whole life,
The reason behind her terrible youth.
She cries and she cries
Tears streaming down her rosy cheeks
Each tear is like acid on her skin
Each one leaving its own painful streak.
The truth is too painful
Too painful to accept
The truth kept fighting back
Trying to fight past her neglect
She doesn’t want this truth
She doesn't want it at all
She fought to stay on her feet
Not willing to fall



But yet she still does,
Collapsing to the rough ground
The truth finally hit her
She lays there unfound
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Sam Crowe

ϯϭϰ͘ϲϮϬ͘ϬϲϵϬ

On top of a hill, the highest peak
Without any food, neither of them weak
Without rest, the two men fought
Fueled by conflict they had wrought

With a bang and a smash
The two swords clashed
They stood there for a while
Their taunts heard for miles

Alas, all fights must find an end
Because one man could not defend
The other dealt a crushing blow
And sent him tumbling below

The loser fell and crumbled
While the waves below him rumbled
Down the rocky cliffs he fell
Crashing then into the swells

But alas! The poor man was not dead
And the savage water was not red
And to the rocks his hands attached
Only suffering a tiny scratch
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ϯϭϰ͘ϲϮϬ͘ϬϲϵϬ

Although it was bearable
The climb up was terrible
He was driven by rage
Climbing up his rocky cage

Eventually he reached the top
Giving his foe a triumphant bop
At long last the battle was over
So, he sat down among the clover

Now he sits on the highest peak
No longer for a foe he seeks
Unbeknownst to him, he has not won
For the war has only just begun.
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Audrey DeHaven
At Peace

It had been a long time since the world was at peace
I almost didn’t remember what it felt like
It was years of long, hard
War

No one was even sure if they would live through it
They wanted to stay in their homes, but they still had to live their lives
Everyone in our small, rundown town was doing there best to survive
Then one day, it seemed almost like someone decided that enough was enough
I heard a loud BANG
Little did I know, for now at least, it was the last I would hear during this war
The world seemed to just stop
There were no more loud sounds

No more sounds from worried people trying to run for their lives
The town seemed calm
It felt like victory
Everyone in our small, run down town seemed to feel relief

The world was at peace again
I heard people helping each other for the first time in a long time
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I wondered if the war was actually over or just getting re-started

Days passed, and I still did not hear any more noises that made me worry
I heard no more scared people
There was no one out on the streets running for their lives
The war was over
The world was at peace again
I was hopeful for the first time in a long time
I could safely leave the house for the first time in a long time without any fear at all

I took my first step outside
I took a deep breath
I inhaled the cool, fresh air
The wind blew a calm summer breeze
Then, when I finally felt peace,
I heard another loud BANG
I froze in fear
Was the war actually over?
My soul filled with worry
I ran inside to see if everyone was okay
It was just someone dropping a pan on the hard floor

49

The world was at peace!
It was the last of the war!
A huge wave of relief filled me

Once again, I felt hopeful
I felt safe
I felt calm
I felt
At Peace.
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Ellie Dunaway
The Old Dragon
It was in a grove of dark trees,
with bleak, dull leaves.
They groaned in the wind
and creaked in the breeze.
There was a clearing,
which I entered, fearing,
for my life.
For my hopes, there was no cheering.
It was silent as a grave,
and on the far side there was a cave,
and then I made a mistake,
I said, “Who’s there? Come out, knave!”
And then came a slithery voice,
“To you I give a choice:
you can run, and hide,
or stay and I will rejoice,”
“for you are food,
though your tools, being so crude,
get stuck in my teeth
and I am not in the mood.”
“I will not run!” I shouted back,
“Come out and face me, you quack!”
And then it emerged,
a monstrous thing, cloaked in black.
“A dragon!” I gasped
And my sword I grasped,
to draw it and slay this beast
then the Dragon rasped:
“You wish to kill me,
Indeed, you think me beastly!
you shall not die fast,
I’ll kill you with glee!”
Then the beast threw back his head,
let out a roar that filled me with dread,
and shot flames high up into the air,
and then I turned and fled.
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“You shall not get away so easily!”
And he shot into the air, did a queasily
tight flip, then came at my head,
breathing wheezily.
I ran through the trees,
faster than the breeze,
then the dragon landed in front of me,
and sneezed.
He started hacking,
wet, coughs racking
his huge black form,
large twigs cracking.
I drew a knife,
and through my strife,
hurled it at the dragon,
hitting an eye and taking its life.
The old dragon swayed,
and toppled over, in that glade.
coughed once more,
then down it laid.



The dragon was dead!
It would not eat my head.
I was the winner!
That dragon should have fled.
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Veronica Goodman
The Journey

Not long ago, he was just a round
Brown, egg
Kept warm by his mama
But soon to be gliding himself on his own
Presence

BAM, WHAM
Flip- ﬂap
As the night falls, he falls
From a tree as big as his heart

His eyes open to a big, brown, ﬂuff ball
Sniff- sniff
His mind starting to ﬁll with fear
He jumps up like a bouncy ball
Then ﬂaps away

He desperately hopes he will ﬁnd his mama
Or she will ﬁnd him
He calls to her
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But the pitch, black, starry night returns to him

The night passes
The morning awakens
Leaves and trees rustling
And birds, chirping
But still no call is returned to him

He thinks of his mom
With every call called out in the big green woods
He hopes soon she will call to him,
One day

He calls as much as he can as each day
passes
But still no response
The days that go by, drain more, and more glory, from his heart

The sun rises
He ﬂies and calls to the woods of silence
With little hope left in his heart
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He desperately hopes he will ﬁnd his mama
Or she will ﬁnd him
He calls to her
She is ﬁnally calling
Back to
Him

His heart starts to ﬁll back with
Glory
Hope is now swimming to catch up with his mighty self

The leaves and trees are swinging
The birds are singing

He is warm now
Along the side with his mom
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Libby Heller
8-1-11
I feel as if I’m out of breath.
Running, and jumping onto her back, kicking her to take me a great distance away
as fast as she can sprint.
Struggling to clutch the leather loops to hold on for dear life
and trying not to let my priceless piece of unwanted clothing tumble to the ground.
Was it truly unwanted by most, no, everyone thought it was special.
Special because this was the one day in my life I was supposed to feel loved.
It was now ruined, ruined forever, but it’s not as if I can
turn around and change anything.
But I had to focus on making sharp and even sharper turns on the steep dirt path.
I could feel the brisk, harsh wind
climbing through the strands of my hair.
With my hands grasping tight to the reins,
hoping to not topple off her bristly back.
As the feelings of pain and regret immerse in my heart,
I turn to see them coming after me.
I am still able to glimpse back at the stone castle behind me
But I pound on top of her coarse hair
to ensure she will move farther and faster away from the place
that I was almost about to lie to a man who told me he loved me, and I would tell him the
same.
All I can think about is did I make the right choice, did I think this through,
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am I escaping into freedom forever?
I hear the shouting and violence in his uneathreal voice
ruffling down the scrunches of my white, silk dress.
I’ll never be able to go back into that same familiar castle
and emotionally describe my feelings of pain and sorrow.
Although, I didn’t want to have to be a runaway bride,
what would the point be to marry someone you don’t love?
Now I feel free, free as can be, but my heart may never ever
know what true love can feel like.
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Alexandria Lund
The Tickle Fight
(Based on true events)

I have to get away from her.
I have to
I run through the hall
down the stairs panting.
CAN’T have my sister
tickle me.
I hear her coming
down the stairs.
I find a place
next to the stairs
to hide.
I see her come
down the stairs
and turn
right at me.
We make eye contact.
I jolt to the basement,
out the back door
to the playset in our backyard,
hiding up by the slide.
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She chases after me,
when she’s looking away
I slide away
and run.
jump up 2 steps at a time
on the stairs to our deck
When I reach the deck
and try to open the door
it’s locked.
I hear my sister
call my name
and thundering feet
coming up the stairs.
I find myself
losing faith
and giving up.
There is no escape
I will have to
endure many tickles
from my sister
in the scorching sun.
She sees me
and walks to me very slowly
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like I’m a crazy animal.
She says she’s not going to hurt me
That she just
wants to hug me
and show me how much she loves me.
I beg her not to
tears going down my cheeks,
but she doesn’t listen.
Then I see it
I see my escape
I keep begging
and crying
slowly moving to my escape.
When the time came
I ran, down the stairs
3 at a time.
I run under the deck
to the basement glass door
and lock it.
My sister bangs
on the door
that will never open.
Then she turns around
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and runs to the front of the house,
but I run faster
up the stairs
to the front door
and lock it.
She screams my name
saying how much trouble
I’m going to get
But I don’t care
because I have won.
My sister can not
will not
tickle me today.
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Logan McNamara
dŚĞůŝŵď
tŝƚŚĂŶǆŝĞƚǇI’ve ƉĂƚŝĞŶƚůǇǁĂŝƚĞĚ
DǇƚƌŝƉI’ve ƐƉĞŶƚŚŽƵƌƐĐĂƌĞĨƵůůǇƉůĂŶŶŝŶŐ
^ŽǁŚǇĂŵ/ƐŽƌĞƐƚůĞƐƐ
ĂŶΖƚ/ƚƌƵƐƚŵǇƐĞůĨƚŽĂĐĐŽŵƉůŝƐŚƚŚŝƐƚĂƐŬ

&ŽƌǇĞĂƌƐI’ve ĚƌĞĂŵƚŽĨƚŚŝƐũŽƵƌŶĞǇ
I’ve ůŽŶŐĞĚĨŽƌƚŚĞŵŽƵŶƚĂŝŶƐ
tŚĂƚŝƐƚŚĞĐĂƵƐĞĨŽƌƐƵĐŚǁŽƌƌǇ
dŚĞŝĐĞͲĐŽǀĞƌĞĚmountains don’t ďĞĂƌŚĂƚƌĞĚ

KŶĐĞƉŽƐŝƚŝŽŶĞĚĂƚƚŚĞďĂƐĞ
I’ve ŐĂƚŚĞƌĞĚŵǇŐĞĂƌ
ƌĞůƵĐƚĂŶƚůǇĂŐƌĞĞĚƚŽƐŝŐŶƚŚĞǁĂǀĞƌƐ
ƉĂŝĚƚŚĞƉƌŝĐĞĨŽƌƚŚĞĐůŝŵď

/ŵĂŬĞƐƵƌĞ/ŚĂǀĞĂƐůĞĞƉŝŶŐďĂŐĂŶĚƚĞŶƚ
tŝƚŚĨĞĂƌ/ŵĂŬĞƐƵƌĞĂůůŵǇŐĞĂƌŝƐŝŶƚĂĐƚ
dŚĞǁĞĂƚŚĞƌŝƐĨĂǀŽƌĂďůĞĨŽƌĂƉĂŝŶƐƚĂŬŝŶŐůǇůŽŶŐĞǆƉĞĚŝƚŝŽŶ
dƌƵƐƚƚŚĞǀŽŝĐĞƐƚĞůůŝŶŐme I’llďĞĨŝŶĞĂŶĚŝŐŶŽƌĞƚŚĞŽŶĞƐƚŚĂƚďŝĚŵĞǁĂƌŶŝŶŐ

DǇŝĐĞƉŝĐŬŝƐĐůŝŶĐŚĞĚŝŶŵǇŚĂŶĚ
ĂƌĞĨƵůůǇĐŚŽŽƐŝŶŐǁŚĂƚƐƚĞƉƐƚŽƚĂŬĞĂŶĚĂǀŽŝĚ
The journey’s going well 
DǇĂŶǆŝĞƚǇŝƐĚŝŵŝŶŝƐŚŝŶŐǁŝƚŚĐŽŶĨŝĚĞŶĐĞŐƌŽǁŝŶŐŝŶŝƚƐƉůĂĐĞ

ƵƚũƵƐƚƚŽďĞƐĂĨĞ/ĨŝŶĚƉůĂĐĞĨŽƌŐŽŽĚƌĞƐƚ
dŚĞƚƌŝƉŚĂƐƉƌŽǀĞŶǁŽƌƚŚǁŚŝůĞ
tŚĂƚǁĞƌĞŽŶĐĞǀŽŝĐĞƐŽĨǁĂƌŶŝŶŐďĞŐŝŶƚŽĚĂƌĞŵĞƚŽĞǆƉůŽƌĞ
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^Ž/ĐŽŶƚŝŶƵĞŵǇũŽƵƌŶĞǇƵƉƚŽƚŚĞƚŽƉ

dŚĞre’s ƉĂŝŶŝŶŵǇĐŚĞƐƚ
tŚĂƚĨĞĞůƐůŝŬĞŝĐĞŽŶŵǇůƵŶŐƐ
Ƶƚ/ŝŐŶŽƌĞƚŚĞƉĂŝŶďĞĐĂƵƐĞƚŚĞƉĞĂŬĐĂůůƐŵĞ
dŚĞĨƵƌƚŚĞƌ/ƐƚĞƉƚŚĞŵŽƌĞ/ĐŚĂŶŐĞĨŽƌƚŚĞďĞƚƚĞƌ

tŚŝůĞƚƌĂǀĞƌƐŝŶŐĚŽǁŶƚŚĞƚƌĞĂĐŚĞƌŽƵƐŵŽƵŶƚĂŝŶ
/find the path can’t be found
Ƶƚ/don’t worry as ŵǇŽůĚƐĞůĨǁŽƵůĚŚĂǀĞ
/ĐĂƌƌǇŽŶĨĞĂƌůĞƐƐŽĨǁŚĂƚůŝĞƐĨƵƌƚŚĞƌĚŽǁŶ

ǀĞŶƚƵĂůůǇ/ĨŝŶĚŵǇǁĂǇ
ŽǁŶƐƚĞĞƉĐůŝĨĨƐ/ƐůŝĚĞ
dŚƌŽƵŐŚůĂƌŐĞƐŶŽǁďĂŶŬƐ/ƚƌĂǀĞů
ŶĚthe whispers can’t be heard

tŚĂƚŽŶĐĞĨŽƌďĂĚĞŵĞĨƌŽŵƚŚĞŵŽƵŶƚĂŝŶƐŚĂƐďĞĞŶĐĂƐƚŽƵƚ
tŝƚŚƉƌŝĚĞĂŶĚũŽǇ/ĐŽŶƚŝŶƵĞŽŶ
ZĞĂĐŚŝŶŐƚŚĞďŽƚƚŽŵĂŶĚƉƌŽǀŝŶŐŵǇǁŽƌƚŚ
EŽƚŽŶůǇƚŽŵǇƐĞůĨďƵƚƚŽƚŚŽƐĞǀŽŝĐĞƐŝŶŵǇŚĞĂĚ

/ŚĂǀĞďĂŶŝƐŚĞĚŵǇĚŽƵďƚ
ŶĚǁĞůĐŽŵĞĚŝŶƚŚĞĚĂƌŝŶŐĂŶĚĞǆƉůŽƌĂƚŝǀĞŶĞǁŚĂďŝƚƐ
&ƵůĨŝůůŝŶŐƚŚĞĚƌĞĂŵƐ
tŝƚŚŽƵƚƉŽƵƌŝŶŐƐĂƚŝƐĨĂĐƚŝŽŶ/ƚĂŬĞĂůŽŶŐ͕ƉĞĂĐĞĨƵůƚƌŝƉŚŽŵĞ
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Charlie Salas

She Smiled and There Was Light
She smiled and there was light.
She made Jack think it would all be alright.
He saw her here and he saw her there.
He missed her then.
He misses her now.
He wondered how.
He is sad.
He is happy.
He is angry.
He is sick.
He is crying.
He is laughing.
He is scared.
His stomach tightens.
He fears the worst.
For days he wondered if the war with the virus would be over.
It never ended.
She just went away.
She is ok.
He walks as if nothing changed,
But
Everything has changed.
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People tell Jack he looks like her.
Blue eyes.
Hair like the sun.
Will he remember her now that she is gone?
Another place, another time.
One more laugh,
One more smile.
He remembers taking trips and Uno for fun.
The smell of popcorn brings him peace.
Just one more piece.
She's ﬁghting a war.
He is not allowed.
No one is allowed to be near her.
She is scared.
He is scared.
They are scared.
Who can help them?
Who can save them?
The hospital walls grow dark.
She sends a message from afar.
They fear that they may never talk again.
He dares not say goodbye yet.
Jack’s Nana.
His friend.
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Away goes the doctor.
Away goes the nurse.
Away goes the janitor.
Away goes his love.
She is alone.
Beeping lullabies are all she hears.
Here they are, their worst fears.
One day good news, one day bad.
Never understand.
They sit and wait, wait and sit.
When does it stop?
They don’t want her to quit.
Weeks go by.
Time stands still.
She still celebrates her birthday alone.
No candles, no one to sing.
The pain starts to sting.
Don’t give up the ﬁght.
It’s ok to give up the ﬁght.
Jack woke up to the morning light.
She is gone.
Heaven bound.
They don’t make a sound.
Wailing, weeping, crying, anger.
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Jack won’t ever feel better.
The pain is real.
It feels like a punch.
No escape.
He sees a beautiful light.
He knows she is safe.
She fought the good ﬁght.
She didn’t give up.
Jack is still her boy, she is still his Nana.
They are apart but always together.
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Senior 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 2022.
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1st Prize, Senior Division Prose

Grace Hanson
The Wave

It is inescapable, silent, and comes out of nowhere, which is why it is so terrifying. It’s
almost like death, unavoidable and out-of-the-blue. The wave itself is seemingly unnoticeable
until it is right on top of me, drowning me.
The attack first begins with the tapping of my foot, a usual tendency, so I suspect
nothing. Then, my attention focuses on the many sounds that surround me: The whispered
conversation in the back corner of the classroom, the maddening sound of a pencil tapping on a
desk, the low whirring of the ceiling fan spinning above me. All of the noise smothers me. I
close my eyes, desperately hoping this feeling will subside. Then, everything goes quiet. The
silence is deafening. Fear sets in, and my lungs shrink smaller and smaller, so minuscule that
they aren’t even there anymore. My breathing quickens, and I try to take in as much air as I can
before my lungs deteriorate.
Then, comes the wave: the emotions. Everything all comes rushing back at once,
drowning me. I try to hold the panic off without success.
Five things I can see.
Four things I can feel.
Three things I can hear.
Two things I can smell.
One thing I can taste.
5-4-3-2-1.
I repeat this cycle in my head over and over. Sometimes it helps, but other times this socalled coping mechanism fails me.
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I rub the tops of my thighs. Up and down, up and down. Harder and harder, as the panic
intensifies.
I’m shaking now, trembling. I cannot sit here anymore. I need to move.
“May I please use the restroom?”
I practically run to the bathroom. I shut the stall door behind me, and begin pacing back
and forth.
“Catch your breath, you’re going to be fine,” I whisper to myself.
I play with my fingers mindlessly, cracking my knuckles over and over again. I shake my
hands and grab my neck. Why can’t I breathe? I adjust the collar of my shirt in an effort to get
more air.
I hear somebody walk into the bathroom. I open the stall door and leave immediately.
I walk around for a second before forcing myself to return to class.
5-4-3-2-1. Over and over. Why isn’t it working?
Back in class, I sit. Foot tapping, hand over my heart, sensing each
thumpthumpthumpthumpthump to reassure myself I’m not going to die.
People around me watch me try and fail to overcome this sense of panic, this fear, yet
they say nothing. I turn, and nobody’s looking, but I feel judged. I convince myself that they all
think I’m faking it. Maybe I am. Maybe nothing is wrong with me. Maybe I’m overreacting. No.
This is real. What I’m feeling is real.
I’m drowning except I’m not underwater, but it feels the same nonetheless. Everything
goes dark and blurry. My lungs have given up on me, and I succumb to the wave. Everything is
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getting farther and farther away, but then, out of nowhere, it stops.
Everything ceases. The panic fizzles out. My breathing goes back to normal, almost like
nothing was even wrong in the first place. The wave retreats, and all of my emotions are pushed
back down into the murky depths of my mind. The shaking stops and my airway opens up again.
Now, all I can do is wait. Wait until the wave comes back again. Wait until my brain
sends me into a frenzy of panic. So, I sit there in silence because the wave has subsided, but
where there is one wave, another is sure to follow.
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2nd Prize, Senior Division Prose

August Alcaraz

There is a specific taste to air that once held the heavy gray ash of a human life, of air that
witnessed the end of a civilization. It is a taste that sticks to the back of your throat and imprints
itself on the desperate expansion of your lungs, a taste that makes you want to swallow,
regardless of the human tightness of your throat. It is the taste of your victory.
What once was a proud country is now a crater, a mass open grave, defeat bared to the
dark sky. This crater revels in its marring of the earth, daring the sun to look upon it once again.
But the sun refuses to pierce the thick clouds, and so the crater remains, disgracing the country
beyond its death.
Treading carefully through the decay, your steps are the sole sound in this weighted,
triumphant air. Leaning over the edge, you squint down into the inky darkness of the crater. The
slope is steep, and you cannot see the bottom. The corner of your mouth twitches.
The gashed pieces of exposed earth that form the walls of this crater are wet to the
touch, coating your hand in mud and once-boiled blood. If you were to draw your hand to your
mouth, would it taste like rust or dirt after rain? The temptation lurks in the primitive corner of
your mind, but you suspect that if you were to, it would infect you with failure.
The further down you go, the harder it is to see the overcast sky, and the more vibrant
the walls of the crater seem to become. It is not merely dark and damp, it is painted with the
colors of man, visceral strokes of pride, envy, and cowardice. It’s a disgusting, vile sight, and
the hubris decorating the crater only serves to make you more certain that there was no other
option. This fracture of the earth’s crust was a mercy, to free this country of its hamartia.
With nothing better to do than collect rainwater, the bottom has become a lake. It is
cavernous, with a stalagtited ceiling finally closing in above you. Condensation drips down from
the spikes, creating unnatural ripples in the stagnant water. If life were to exist here, so far from
the sun, what appearance would it take on? Grotesque, small creatures with far too many
unseeing eyes? Monstrously large beasts, with towering horns and jagged teeth covered in
slobber? Or would it look like a man, one with too many fingers on its hands, that does not have
a mind with which to consider its stain on the human race?
Your boot nudges against something soft and forgiving, and so you crouch down,
squinting to study it in the dim light. It is green, weak, and pathetically alive. Its leaves are
shriveled, and the stem is too withered to hold its own weight, but you know it clings to life
regardless. It sucks the nutrients from the decomposing grave, and it desperately steals
whatever resources it can find in a struggle to survive. It is yet another useless organism
believing it is worthy of taking up space on this planet. You pull it up from its roots, and it lets go
easily, too weak to struggle. It is undeserving of life. You rip the leaves from the stem and the
stem from its roots, and toss the remains in the lake.
Tilting your head back up to the sky and inhaling deeply, you nod. This is the feeling of
victory.
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3rd Prize, Senior Division Prose

Beatrice Lohman

It begins with Conquest.
Men are pulled from their homes and families in order to take up arms in the name of
sharing their country’s greatness with the world. They march with the compelling force of false
destiny planted in the mind; another’s will imposed upon the youth’s fresh, young limbs. The
hopes of glory ring through their ears like a church bell; a call to liberate, to be the victor and to
fulfill their sweethearts' calls to come home. They watch this conquest through a gold-framed
lens until they, too, are on the front lines.
It continues with Wrath.
Their lens shatters.
None could have anticipated the primal urge of conquest. Rage becomes the antidote to
fear.
There is a twisted intimacy of killing a man hand-to-hand, the victim's blood hot and
sticky on the victor’s skin, mixing with sweat and grime and spilling into the dry cracks of his
weathered, calloused hands.
That intimacy is made tenfold when their victims are the women and children who are
unfortunate enough to not have made it out in time; women and children just like theirs back
home.
They use the lenses of different language, culture, and race to drive home the label of
“enemy,” and slaughter them all the same.
When the men come home, leaving behind the war-torn hellscape, they are praised as
heroes. The civilians are not told about the hundreds of thousands that did not make it back, nor
the atrocities they committed on duty. The soldiers smile and wave with the hands of murderers--
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no, puppet murderers. The real murderers are the ones giving orders. They kill a thousand
innocents without looking up from the Sunday paper.
The blood sinks into the seams of the soldier’s fingernails all the same.
Wrath is followed by Famine.
The celebration of their return is quickly halted.
Dryness scorches the earth, scarring the once-fertile land with dust. The sun beats down
relentlessly, leaving the air so dry and dusty that one can barely breathe. When the wind picks
up, it blows dust across every inch of the land, sneaking through the miniscule cracks of doors
and window sills, creeping down one’s esophagus and into their choking lungs. It clouds the
water. The once-cool, clear streams are now cloudy and lukewarm; what once roared now barely
whispers with a weak, sputtering trickle.
The farmlands, formerly rich and teeming, are suffocating under the harsh, dry air. Cattle
fall to the ground, succumbing to blistering heat and empty bellies. Soon, there is not enough
bread for the table. Crops aren’t much more than grassy savannas, prowled by hungry predators.
The children’s faces grow weak and sunken. Their ribs protrude uncomfortably from
their grayed skin, their bellies swollen from hunger. Their bodies are too weak, too dry to cry.
They blink to gain any sort of respite from the dry air, but their eyelids do little to moisturize
their aching, overtired eyeballs.
Plague takes advantage of their weakened state.
An illness claws at their dried, scabbed sinuses, inches into their aching lungs, and sinks
into their blood.
There is no hope to flee anymore. Disease follows everywhere. It crawls at a leisure pace,
inducing hours of agony until the body succumbs. Until then, heat consumes their form, their
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body trying desperately to expel its attacker with little success. They cough so violently that their
throat becomes raw, leaving them wheezing. Their muscles ache all over, out of their control,
squeezing, shaking, unable to hold still as their nerves burn with sharp, electric pains. Their skin
flares with itching, burning bumps, the victim left helplessly clawing at their dry, paper-like skin
to subdue the itch. They tear at their hot flesh in agony until their dry fingernails are soaked with
the dark, blackened, diseased blood. Their bloody, burning fingers turn blue…
Death comes last, and welcomes humanity’s sufferers into its cool embrace.
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Sara Kate Busch
Breathless
I glance at the beautiful beach and start to run onto the soft, hot white sand with a feeling
of happiness. I feel the hot sand burn my feet. The sand flings into the air because I am sprinting.
I feel the scorching sun on my skin. All I can think about is jumping into the ocean. I run and run
until I feel the frigid tide of the saltwater in the vast ocean. I have a massive smile on my face
filled with joy inside my heart. I run only a couple of feet into the freezing water and then start to
jump the waves. The crest of the waves lifts me off my feet.
I suddenly feel like a little kid again. I jump wave after wave and begin to get so tired that
my legs feel tight. I turn around to see if I am in the clear to get out safely. I look behind me, and
my jaw drops. I stop everything I am doing the biggest wave starts to approach me. I pause for a
moment to take in what will happen in front of me. I look around me, and no one is there. I take
a deep breath and think about what I should do in these twenty seconds. The time starts to run
out, and my heart starts to race quickly. I turn around and sprint as fast as I can. I begin to feel so
anxious that my stomach is trembling. All I want is to avoid the massive wave. I hurry as fast as I
can, knowing that if this wave were to pull me under, I would be in trouble. The top of the wave
isn’t getting any smaller. I begin to sprint, gasping for air. I look behind me, and the wave starts
to go over me. I take one second to breathe and pray that everything will be ok. The wave then
hits me very hard, and I begin to go underwater. I open my eyes under the cloudy water, and I
see nothing. The tide keeps me under, and I suddenly run out of breath. I wait for the pull of the
tide to slacken so I can move to the surface. I attempt to look for the light above the surface, but I
see nothing. I sink in the water, and my mind goes blank. The following tide abruptly wakes me
up, and I begin floating, feeling numb. My head starts to spin. Then, I instantly feel a moment of
calmness. I take off swimming slowly, thinking about my life. I rewind all of my memories with
the people I love. I begin to get more confident and won’t let myself give up. The waves are at
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rest. Another wave suddenly pulls me under again. The feelings of anxiety and fear return. I
begin to swim as fast as I can like someone was chasing me. The tide started to get more intense.
I swim so quickly my arms begin to tense up. I finally feel the bumpy ground in the shallow
water. Relief begins to fill my mind. The waves are so violent that the tide washed me to shore. I
finally reach the wet sand and collapse there. I realize I am alive, but I look at the ocean
differently. The unpleasant fear lifts off my shoulders. I inhale a big deep breath and lay there
with my heart still pounding. I suddenly feel reborn, still gasping for air.
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Gianna Ceriotti
Revolution
The idea was conceived on a cold winter morning. Children ran through the icy streets
with cracked and frigid hands. Inside on a straight-backed chair, a leader sat down with purpose.
Talks of injustice permeated throughout the city. Who better to fight oppression than the idea?
Bold as the man who created it. Golden as the sun. Impassioned like a Greek hero. An
amalgamation of romanticism. The new world was on the horizon. The people would be
evangelized. The plans would come into fruition.
The idea was born on a dry summer afternoon. Tensions were as thick as the rifle perched
against the leader’s side. Voices rang like the church bells on a Sunday. The government’s cry
echoed through the streets, “Surrender now! Or you will regret your decision.” But upon deaf
ears it fell. No one ignores a warning as efficiently as the optimist. Rose-colored lenses shone so
brightly that even the blindest men could not look away. Yearning stuck hotly in the hearts of the
people. This burning sensation gathered the hopeful seeds in its arms and planted them. The
cynical ones withered away promptly. Humans of all ages gathered around. This was the
crowning of a new era.
The idea was killed when night descended upon the people. Although the stars gleamed
brightly and cicadas buzzed restlessly, bullets ambushed citizens like rainfall. The smell of
gunpowder was heavy in the air. Corpses littered the area like sardines in a tin. The leader stood
his ground, the idea loomed gracefully behind him. He was met face to face with the barrel of a
musket. Ammunition ripped through him and his idea unrelentingly. As his limp body collapsed
on the scarlet stained pavement, the idea began to evaporate. It struggled and thrashed, fiercely
attempting to hook on to the body that bore it. But to no avail. It was gone.
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Almost ten years later, the idea was born again in a new soul. This time, a woman bore
this progressive mind. Like the man prior to her, she worked tirelessly to carry out what he had
started. Justice, equality, revolution. The atmosphere around her was determined and fiery.
Where the previous man had fallen short, she picked up the pieces and put them back together in
the puzzle of complexities. She decided that enough was enough. An idea never truly dies with
the person who concocts it, it fizzles out and decays through the seasons until Mother Earth
breathes new life softly into its core.
And that is what occurred that victorious spring afternoon. The flowers were blossoming
with glee. The grass was verdant. You could feel the grains of dirt lusciously squeeze between
your toes. Birds chirped inquisitively, belting out a song of triumph. That day, the woman had led
an army of all shapes and sizes into the heart of the city. It appeared that history would be
repeating itself; weapons of mass destruction, devastating casualties, and cries of despair. When
the rebellion began to overpower the government, it was a delightful surprise to see the white
flag being raised up by a uniformed artilleryman. It was as if this land had come alive once
again. Finally, liberation was geared into orbit, and a woman was at the forefront of the
movement. The idea reached its true potential. The woman emboldening it stood dauntlessly on a
beaten down barricade. The sunlight glistened off of her golden curls. Apollo had pierced the
thought of Elysium with a blade, swiftly avoiding that doomed fate. Injustice was crunched
beneath the sole of the idea’s boot. Peace had been restored.
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Katie Dominguez

The Gruesome Fight with Sleep
I sat in class taking notes when the creature walked in. It strides past everyone and we
lock eyes. I can’t make it go away by ignoring it, so the challenge starts. It hands me a purple
rope and now standing on the other end of the rope it smirks. It is not the first time we have
dueled. Many times we have met and many times after, I have met defeat.
I begin the battle by pulling the purple rope. It looks up and smirks and gives the rope a
harder pull. Suddenly a bright red force shield appears right in front of us and marks the middle.
I start pulling as hard as I can, causing the creature to stand close to the middle. The creature
smiles and walks backwards with the rope and we start going back and forth. I try just standing
and leaning back to keep the creature from pulling me close to the middle. I pulled and pulled
until my arms started to give out. I feel the numbness going from my shoulders moving down to
my arms, my elbows, my wrists, and down to my fingertips. I tried not to tear up but the creature
caught me showing signs of weakness and took the opportunity to pull as hard as I could, causing
me to touch the red force shield.
The red suddenly turns green as the creature pulls me further into the force shield. For a
split second I find myself in the woods, and the smell of wet land fills my nose. Suddenly a rush
of adrenaline rushes through me and I start to pull myself backwards. I pull myself back into the
classroom and I put up another fight. The creature, with a surprised look, starts to get back into
the game. I fought my hardest pulling with all my strength but I slipped and it took the precious
chance to pull its hardest and it pulled me through.
Back in the woods, I find myself dressed in a 1800s royal-blue Victorian dress with the
bottom smudged in mud. I look behind me to look for the force shield, but instead, I find myself
looking at a stream surrounded by woods, and the woods surrounded by more woods. I turn to
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the left and see a cabin and start heading towards it. The door screams as I open it. The first step
I take is making a sound of sand rubbing against flooring. I quickly step in as I spot a painting on
the wall of a blue flower, but I can’t make out what type of flower it is. In the far left of the
cabin, I spot a bed with tan sheets that have rose prints on the borders with a matching single
pillow. I turn to my right and see a small table with a single chair, and I realize that I will be
living here alone in the middle of the woods. I start walking towards the back of the cabin, but
the walk to the back of the cabin seems to go on for an eternity. I suddenly find myself looking at
the back of the front door that I just walked through. Next to the door sat a window, but when I
looked, out suddenly the room lit up. I see the whole woods filled with snow and the stream is
now frozen.
I then start hearing the sound of something snapping, zippers ringing, and papers rustling.
I open my eyes to my classmates leaving so I stand up and I exit the classroom.
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Alexandria Henriksen

Water sloshed up from the ground, soaking Anna’s ankles as she urged her stallion to move faster through the
thick forest of tall trees and long vines. She could not recall how long she had been moving forward, nor did she
know if the darkness was still pursuing her. Every noise she heard behind her could have been as innocent as a
squirrel climbing a tree, or it could have been the monsters hoping to devour her soul. She knew that, unlike her,
the people back in the kingdom had no hope of escape, their bodies since left to crumble to dust.
Anna’s stallion stumbled over a riverbank and nearly sent her tumbling into the underbrush had she not
righted herself on her saddle. She could not afford any more setbacks. A small stutter could cost her life and she
had already sacrificed so much to achieve her own goals and ambitions. In the back of her mind, she couldn’t
help but feel a tinge of anguish so sharp it was as if a needle was poking at her brain. But she knew that she had
no right to mourn the deaths of her people.
Not when she was the cause of their demise.
Ahead of her, a shimmer of sunlight shone through the canopy overhead, cutting away the shadows
that lay in front of her and allowing her to make the final push that took her out of the forest and into the open
fields. Letting out a long breath, Anna let her stallion come to a halt on the edge of the woods she had tried so
desperately to escape. She studied the darkness that lurked within, well aware that it would pursue her no
further, not daring to touch the golden glow of the sun.
It was over.
The silence of the world was only desturbed by Anna’s own breathing and the soft whistle of the wind
that blew across her face and gently brushed her hair away from her eyes. The stillness was eerie as was her
gaze towards the forest. It was as if she were saying goodbye to an old friend who had since become more of a
burden rather than a helper.
Perhaps to herself, Anna would be known as the princess who doomed her kingdom to destruction, but
to the rest of the world, she would be an ordinary girl with ordinary dreams. She would blend into the crowd for
the first time ever in her eighteen years of life. That was all she had ever truly desired, after all.
So with a heavy soul but a lightened heart, Anna turned her back on her home, her people, and her
family, taking her stallion by the reins and walking towards the unknown. She traveled in remembrance of the
walls, the gates, and the sounds of the drums that would always follow her wherever she went.
She was free of it all at last.
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Lila Hershfelt
The Lost Buddy
There was a raging fire tearing down a house. Heat radiated from the house, embers
floated in the air, and smoke blocked out the sun. Firefighters were doing their best to put it out.
It was grueling work, and it was a battle they had been fighting all day. The captain decided to
rush in and subdue the fire from the inside. Beside him was his trusty sidekick, Buddy the dog.
The two charged into the blazing heat and after a few minutes the fire started losing its strength.
Once the fire was out, the captain exited the charred house. The team celebrated around him.
Fists were thrown in the air, cheers floated around, and smiles were spread across everyone’s
faces.
However, something felt off. Someone was missing from the celebration pile - Buddy.
Where was Buddy? Panicked, the captain called his furry best friend. There was no answer, no
happy dog came barreling towards him like he normally did. He blew the dog whistle, still no
answer. Everyone's stomachs dropped and their faces fell. All the firefighters desperately started
searching for Buddy. Normally coordinated men were running into each other and frantically
breathing. An hour went by with no sign of Buddy. The firefighters decided to walk into what
was left of the destroyed house, in hopes of finding him in there. They were looking through the
house’s remains to see if Buddy got stuck underneath something. Then, there was a yell.
Everyone rushed to where one firefighter was pulling something from rubble covering what was
left of a bright blue couch. It was Buddy’s collar. They weren’t able to see the whole collar
because it was partially ripped and burned, but there was no mistake that it belonged to Buddy.
You could only make out the “-ddy” in the name, and it was Buddy’s signature blazing red color.
CRUNCH. Beams in the ceiling started to shift. The whole house was about to collapse,
they had to get out quickly. The captain led all the grim faces out, but once everyone was out
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safely they dropped to the ground, devastated. Everyone believed Buddy was gone. They had
lost one of their own, with their win overshadowed by grief. The loss of this one dog had at least
a dozen men tear up.
After minutes of silence, the firefighters started dismally walking back to their trucks,
when suddenly they heard a bark. Everyone thought it was just a figment of their imagination,
until they heard another one. They immediately whipped their heads around looking for where
the bark was coming from. It was determined that the noise was coming from behind the house,
so all the firefighters sprinted to the other side of the house. They saw nothing, but then they
heard another bark coming from the woods. Everyone separated to cover more ground. Then one
firefighter saw the furry friend trapped in barbed wire. The breath he didn’t realize he was
holding was finally released. The weight on his chest was lifted. Buddy was found and he was
okay. Carefully, he untangled Buddy and exited the woods with him.
Once they were out of the woods, Buddy saw the captain and instantly ran towards him.
The captain didn’t see him, so when Buddy jumped on him they both fell to the ground. Buddy
covered the captain in kisses with everyone around laughing. Once every firefighter got their
slobbery reunion with Buddy, they all headed back to their trucks. However, this time only
smiles and gleeful sounds of laughter were present.
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Lauren Hussey
Christmas Day Truce of 1914
BOOM!
Sounds of explosions roared in my ears as I sprinted through something wet and sticky. I
had no interest in discovering what it was. I was excited about this victory we were sure to get.
We successfully chased the Germans out of their trenches and kept forcing them farther back.
“What great luck, and on Christmas Eve too!” Our prayers to God for aid were answered. Two
horn callings filled the air, a code we learned. Get down. Myself and hoards of men jumped into
the now British trench. Our morale was high and we all let out a victory cheer.
“Jack!”
I turned to see my closest friend Ben worming his way through people to reach me. I did
the same. We gave each other a tight hug and laughed. A good day indeed.

BOOM!
Fear filled my body as I bolted away from the explosions. Running for my life, I let out
ragged breaths. The ground around me was uneven and slippery. I didn’t dare look behind me, I
would only be greeted with the face of a British soldier. Then the face of his gun. Lastly, Death
himself.
I focused again when a man sprinting next to me tripped. Telling my brain he tripped
makes me feel better. His gray uniform turned an ugly brown as mud absorbed into it.
‘I just want to go home, I miss my family.’
After what felt like hours of running through no man’s land; I could finally see the
trenches ahead. Myself and others dived into the trench. No one said a word; too exhausted to
speak. All hope had been crushed. A mood of defeat washed over us.
As the last of sunlight faded, I found myself staring at my chocolate bar.
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“You gonna eat that Lukas?”
I glanced up to see Finn staring down at me. I kicked him in the leg jokingly and smiled.
He dropped himself next to me. We spoke about how this was the weirdest Christmas Eve we’ve
had. An idea sparked in my brain. Singing Christmas carols to celebrate the holiday. We spread
the idea to others; within minutes our entire trench was filled with Silent Night’s chorus.
English accents entered my ears. I turned to where the noise was coming from; the
British. Were they singing with us?

We all stared at the German trench. Are they singing? I glanced over at Ben; he had the
same confused expression. Next to me, the older soldiers started singing back. I smiled and
joined along. Silent Night was sung the entire night.

I woke up to Ben shoving me.
“There’s a German walking in no man’s land.”
My eyes widened, I shot up and looked over the trench. There he was, both hands up in
the air. Everyone’s guns were aimed towards but no one shot. ‘He’s being peaceful.’ I lifted both
my hands up and climbed out of the trench.

‘I can’t believe I’m doing this.’ I held my arms above my head and continued walking
towards the British. They had their guns pointed at me and Finn was yelling at me to come back.
Suddenly, two arms shot out of their trench and a man walked out. He marched towards me. We
met in the middle and slowly shook hands. Our friendly act caused men on both sides to climb
out and start greeting each other. Games of football started and men shared cigarettes. A truce on

87

Christmas day. I smiled at the stanger.

“I’m Lukas.”
“Pleasure to meet you, I’m Jack.”
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Marisa Jacknewitz

Morning Routine
7:00a.m. My alarm blares and for a second I hear the deafening noise of a ship alarm
horn. By the second ring I’ve already shot out from the warmth of my blankets, anxious to begin
the day, and knowing I can’t be late. My anxiety for the day would never allow me to
nonchalantly hit the snooze button knowing what's to come, and especially not today. I leave my
bed unmade and navigate through the piles of clothes and shoes sprawled out on my bedroom
floor. “I’ll clean this up later” I reassure myself, and my excitement to begin the day rises as I
hop from one bare floor space to another. I rush downstairs to a kitchen full of breakfast
possibilities, but ignore them all for a cup of iced coffee. I know this is a bad call, and will be
regretting the extra caffeine later. So, I toss a bagel in the toaster to even things out, and as I do
so I feel the caffeine make its way through my bloodstream, heightening my already jittery self.
I race back upstairs and grab the plaid skirt and gray polo I haven’t worn in almost three
months. I rush to put it on, when suddenly, I pause. A realization washes over me that this is my
last first time I will be putting on this uniform. The world around me slows as I remember that
the first day of my senior year is today, and I feel the excitement I felt to get back to the place I
love turn into a sadness that it will be over before I know it. “Blink and you’ll miss it,” they’ve
told me, but I never truly felt the weight of those words until now. I think about how for the past
twelve years I have gone through my weekday morning routine in this house and put on one of
three different plaids and polos, from the three different schools I have attended since
kindergarten. I have no idea where I will be in a year and wonder if I’ll be ready to go out into
the world by myself. I ponder this for a moment, while brushing my teeth. But as I continue to
ponder this, I decide I don’t want the first day of my senior year to be filled with sadness. And
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so, as the timer in my electric toothbrush shuts off and tells me it’s time to move on to my next
task, I too move on in thought.
“Shoot where are my keys?” It’s time to go, and again I have to search through my
unclean room. I’m back to hopping between piles of clothing on my floor, as I rummage through
my belongings looking for my keys. “I can’t be late on the first day,” I think to myself as I now
search through drawers and under clothing at double speed. I tear apart and put back together the
contents of my backpack, hoping I’ll find them inside. I check under my bed, even though I am
certain they aren’t there. They aren’t anywhere to be found in my room, so I run back
downstairs, to my mom standing in the kitchen holding my keys up for me. I triumphantly grab
them and say a hurried “thank you” before rushing out the door, on my way to the first day.
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Samantha Jones

Opportunity Appeared
The deafening sounds of heavy feet and hooves stomping through the damp earth are all
encompassing as I race between the trees. Shouts from the town left behind echo the fall of my
feet. The hopeful golden sun shines as a promise of warmth, but the light does not reach past the
suffocating cover of limbs and leaves. Its presence serves as motivation to keep moving, the
burning ache in my chest acting as a temporary placeholder for the warmth of the sun. For each
turn I make, the sounds of stomping feet seem to grow quieter. Graciously, the sheltering leaves
take pity on me and part for the sun to shine through, illuminating a path like a beacon to a route
I would not have seen otherwise. I throw myself in the direction of the light and am met with a
wondrous sight- a clearing in the woods with the glorious sky above. My feet stay planted as the
sun washes it’s hope over me and the tightening dread in my chest begins to loosen. The light
trickle of nearby water gracefully meets my ears and I let my eyes fall closed in the
encompassing relief washing over me as if I had jumped into a pool of it. The ground-shaking
steps grow suddenly louder and I tense as rigid as the distant mountains until they race past. My
veins are aglow with momentary triumph.
My weary legs give way and the grass reaches up to soften my fall. The weight of the
present begins to set in as my mind moves as quickly as I had been running. My breath quickens
with the knowledge that I can no longer return to familiarity. The wind lifting the hair from my
brow and cooling my skin is the forest’s comforting attempt. Although I can no longer hear the
sounds of the crumbling town, the shouting and chaos still bounce around and infiltrate my
thoughts. The electric and repetitive stream of my thoughts war against the legato calming
messages of my surroundings, both brawling to win me over.
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Finally, nature wins as the grass holds and the wind rocks me to normal breaths. The dull
ache of what I am leaving behind may never leave, I fear, but a new thought sets in: although
there is much I am leaving behind, there is no longer anything holding me down. Gone are the
days of desolate walls as blank as the smoke-filled sky and frigid drafts from under a sheltering
door, the sun not daring to share it’s warmth to such low places. Where misfortune lay in the
destruction, opportunity appeared.
My legs, stronger now, help me back to my feet. With unrelenting determination, I take
hold of my own thoughts; I will no longer be told how to think or act by those who held me
down. Powerful as my oppressors are, they hold no reign from my position now. No longer being
pursued and confident that their search will be fruitless now, I begin to stride with my head held
high as the sun for the first time in years. The sun reaches for miles, and I breathe with ease,
unburdened by expectation and prejudice. My steps grow faster, not in fear this time, but in
breathless anticipation to arrive where the guiding sun brings me: my own life.
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Riley Martinosky

Water and fire
It would begin as everything in the universe does. A small spark; the first domino
collapsing onto several others. As simple as the friction between two sticks or a match
against sandpaper. It’s very rarely created with ill intent. Fire, heat, and light are all
essential to survival. But it can only grow. It becomes bigger. Bolder. Wanting and
needing to be witnessed. A real flame. Once warm and comforting is now burning and
blistering. The motives and goals of fire are always unknown, yet the consequences are
always the same. Its destruction is inevitable and unable to be ignored. Charring and
crispening what was once lively. Sprinting and tripping its own feet. It destroys what it
devours.
Nothing can stop a rampant fire after it’s been ignited. Once it’s begun No
amount of huffing and puffing can turn its light into ashes. Nothing can or will ever stop
it. Confident and careless, fire can engulf all it touches. Indiscriminately swallowing
everything within its sight. Aggressive and masculine. Unconcerned and destructive.
But, everything in nature has an opponent. Its equal, or sometimes stronger,
opposite. Another force in constant competition with it. A faster lion. A more venomous
snake. A wilder animal. Water was to flame what death was to life. Water, both powerful
and powerless, is the one thing to stop fire’s rampage. Nourishing and rejuvenating.
Feminine and rehabilitating. It enters, not with the same vigor in which fire entered. Soft.
Contained. A force of temperance that washes away and cleanses anything unclean.
Healing. Purifying.
However, the flame’s anger cannot be stifled easily. The comforting nature of
water cannot always satisfy the violence of fire. This lands these two forces in a dance. A
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true pas de deux of the forces of nature. An everchanging back and forth of survival of
the fittest. Fire aims to conquer while water aims to balance. They’ve wrestled endlessly
on many occasions in many locations for many different reasons. However, it doesn’t
always end the same. Fire is no more of a champion than water. The water trickles down
into the roots of the flame, cooling and relaxing the blaze. Time is suspended as the flame
slowly begins to diminish. The fire has wilted down to just a flicker- similar to the spark
it was born from. It seems as if the reduced size of the flame only encourages the water to
keep fighting. Just when water believes it’s achieving success, fire begins to fight back
with a loud crackle. It hisses and howls in water's ears- weakening water’s grip on the
flame. Fearfully, the water runs, trying to escape with its life. Fire tramples it- winning
yet another round of their eternal battle. The water falls victim to the flame, vaporizing
into thin air. However it is not discouraged, it knows it will meet the flame in another life.
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Claire McDaniel
Lighthouse
A violent brew concocts in the sky and sea. Black and swirling, bitter and heated by the hatred of
calm waters. Rough winds throw punches at the solid stone of the Lighthouse. The sea assaults
the tower as it stands solemnly, no one around can see this battle play out because there is but a
singular man at the top of the lighthouse. He is looking out in his yellow raincoat, weighing the
pros and cons of surrendering to the storm. He is companionless and his figure casts a dark
shadow over the sea as he stands in front of the light which just keeps spinning and spinning and
spinning…. As his shadow disappears and the light makes another revolution, the man is quickly
alerted by the ferocity of the ocean below. Suddenly, the incoming swell has increased to the size
of the lighthouse itself. And like a bucket of water being dumped on the candle, the light is
extinguished. The lighthouse keeper’s head connects with the harsh wooden planks of the floor,
he no longer is conscious as the storm rages on.

It is dark and warm inside this vessel. A fleshy womb encapsulates him, he reaches out to touch
the skin of this cocoon but to no avail the ceiling lifts and he is greeted with a warm beam of sun.
The man is no longer a lighthouse keeper, instead as he stands he takes note of his pale and
opaque complexion. The more he becomes aware of himself, he begins to realize that there is an
iridescent glow to his skin. A myriad of pink, blue and green waxing and waning at the
movement of his limbs. Mesmerized, his trans-like gaze travels up to the horizon where he is
greeted with the alluring scent of rose. Pink and lush he is captivated by the aroma; briefly he
closes his eyes as he takes a deep inhale. The years of weathering he endured at the lighthouse
begin to dissipate as he relaxes into his environment. And this notion is only heightened when
the man is wrapped in a warm, salmon colored blanket. He is not alarmed when this fabric
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drapes over his shoulders. He is not worried about who drapes this fabric over him. But out of
sheer curiosity he gazes over to his left shoulder and sees a woman so beautiful, she is like an
apparition of Venus herself. With blazing red locks and a wreath of ferns adorning her chest, she
smiles as if to say “I am here.” The words to thank her bubble up in his chest but before he could
say them, the oyster shell slams shut.

He awakes wet and cold, with splintered wood and shattered glass creating a tortuous nest
around him. The ocean is calm now, so calm it is difficult to even imagine how such a body
could cause this magnitude of destruction to the lighthouse. Shaken, the man runs down the
stairs, narrowly avoiding all the rubble and wreckage which have occupied the steps. His room is
unrecognizable. His things are soaked past repair. Yet the only thing which remains untouched is
the photo of his late wife. Her angelic auburn locks are adorned with a garland of flowers, on her
decolletage rests a dainty pearl necklace.

“My wife. A glowing woman. My light,” he thought.
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Cadence Meskine

There were voices in the streets, screams of surprise and cries of laughter.
Light footsteps flitted across scattered cobblestones roads wet with the morning's rain and
shining in the light of the lamps overhead. The lanterns flashed orange and white-hot on their pedestals.
From below, they blended right in with the stars. The raucous fanfare still blared behind the runner, the
party in the streets left behind in his thoughts. No longer was there the pleasure of the night, only the
hammering of his own heart in his ears.
There was shouting behind the man, but he did not stop. The crisp air of the blue night was
refreshing in his lungs after the suffocating humidity of the horde of bodies around him. He did not stop
running, even when the shouting voices sped ever closer, even when a hand clamped around the collar of
his shirt. His lungs didn't have time to burn. His breath came short and fast, so quickly that he could
hardly see the puff of white after every hot exhale. The stones rolled easily under his feet, carving a
familiar path around the city. The way the lanterns passed by him just at the corners of his vision was
almost mesmerizing. He looked back down at the cobblestones. He could not afford to be distracted. He
could not afford to slip.
He did slip, only seconds later, and for a brief moment the only thing he could feel was the twist of
his ankle, the press of the unstable slab of rock under his foot, and then the entirely foreign feeling of
weightlessness. He called the lanterns back to mind, as his body twisted to face them instinctually, so
sure that this is what it would feel like among the stars. His chest was full with a breath, and he held it
securely there, almost pretending that if he didn't think about falling then it wouldn't happen. Then the
world was spinning -- he was spinning -- and pain bloomed across the heels of his hands. The stones
were nicer on the soles of his shoes than the palms of his hands. The blue of the night enveloped him for
a moment as the only thing he could feel was the ache across his skin and the sharp sting of the cold
seeping in.
The shouting voices grew closer, and then they were upon him. He couldn't see them, his eyes
still squeezed shut, but he felt their hands on him. They pulled him to his feet so quickly that his eyes
snapped open to regain his balance, and he was suddenly very close to a very angry man looking down
on him. The other man, seemingly an officer, growled something at him, but his words were muted by the
still loud party raging blocks away, as though the crowd had followed him.
"With me," he heard the officer say, though he wasn't given much choice as the officer grabbed
him harshly by the collar of his jacket and dragged him back behind at an arm's length.
The officer's grasp on the man loosened as he began walking behind him. With a careful step and
a sinking stomach, he gripped his feet into the stones and pushed off, tearing off into the other direction,
where he had been running before. He skidded around a corner, coming face to face with a familiar tall
fence. He vaulted over with ease, and the shouting of the officer's voice faded into nothing behind him. He
let out a gasping breath, and it could almost be called a laugh.
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1st Prize, Senior Division Poetry

Claire McBride

A Single Truth
Rising lights and we’re off running
My heart pounds against its boney cage
As my legs take off across the stage
From what you ask?
I suppose I’d like to know too
I wish I paid attention to that rooted voice
Of shoe vs ground
Of tension waiting for one to break
For us swans were more than in sync
My breath was hers
And their heartbeat my own
And although we were one and the very same
I could feel the audience burn through my chest
Perhaps running is not the correct word
To describe how I’d been taught
Perhaps I glide into the light
Each delicate placement filled with fright
Or better yet I prance with
A panic in my step
The stage is not for running
It is for performing
What good is the perfect pirouette
If I cannot spot the joy within the movement?
What good is perfection
If I have no satisfaction?
I suppose we cannot afford the luxury to enjoy
This sport, this art, this whatever you call it
I can feel the box at the end of my feet
One more hindrance in the name of beauty
Autonomy is all that separates me
From the hundreds of petits rats that came before
It does not matter the state of our body or mind
In fact, it is preferred for us to be as broken in
As the shoes on our feet
Who should care that I am caught?
When I look so beautiful in this lighting?
They say beauty is pain, and I dare to ask
at what point does pain overtake all else
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2nd Prize, Senior Division Poetry

Tessa Palermo
An Oak Tree

Twisted and knotted stood an oak tree
Large leaves turn green and brown littering the ground
An oak tree
To swing and climb, to hang ropes and swings from
It watched me grow
Followed me from a child

Awoken from a dream one night
A noise jolts me out of bed
Thunder So Loud
Flashes
Rain pounding
My heart beating
An oak tree illuminated, outlined
Through the flashes of lighting
My feet move before me
Out
Out under the porch
Standing looking at a tree buffeted by wind
The thunder piercing
Lightning flashes and crackles
Before I can move
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Speak or reach
I can't tell which comes first the sound or the flash
A clap of thunder one long note
A mournful sound the signal of a tree dying
Then a flash of lightning runs down the course of the tree
Down the knotted trunk creating a white scar

An oak tree is broken, dead
Scarred
A spark catches
The scar white and bold
Turns orange
Orange with rage
Defying the rain and the wind
Billows into an inferno
Swallowing taking never giving
A tree now turned into a charred fiery cloud
Burning Billowing
Twisting
The flames have a life of their own breathing, changing, burning
I stand and watch the flames die
Swallowed by the storm
I watch an oak tree die
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The rain drowns the thunder
The fire that engulfed an oak tree
An oak tree no more
A charred stump
Knotted and twisted
Reaching and piercing a gray sky
A sky filled with rain
Soon illuminated by flashes

Not of lightning but red and blue
The sirens calling
Asking a question
“Is the fire out?”
I nod, as my parents rush out
The neighborhood standing looking
In bathrobes, and pajamas whispering quietly
My mother turns to me and exhales blowing air from her cheeks
“Well, that sure was something. Glad no one’s house caught on fire”
She chuckles then looks at the tree for a second and thinks
“How did that catch fire?”
“With all the wind and the rain I mean, you would think its impossible”
I nod wondering the same question
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How a tree a healthy living tree
Green and full, could in one-second catch fire and turn ablaze
Isn’t an oak tree supposed to be strong?
A tree you plant and leave, to grow and flourish
So what happened to this tree that let it burn and die in a second?
Was there something rotting it eating it from the inside that none of us could see?
What happened to the oak tree, mighty and strong?
A tree that supported the weight of children large and small
As my mind wanders and questions flow
A clap of thunder brings me back to the porch

As I’m whisked inside by my mother I turn and look at the oak tree
The fire has aged the tree beyond its years
Withered and twisted it looms
But next to it stands a maple unharmed and tall
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3rd Prize, Senior Division Poetry

Bethany Lai

One night.
I longed to
be majestic-- a bird.
That soared through
the brilliant and pearly clouds,
up over the dying and catastrophic lands.
I believed routinely
America was horriﬁc, but
Yet another time I’ve been deluded.
The leader’s obstructive power burdens
me. He delineated all as gullible: I am not green.
I am not green as the men detail me. I am not a naive girl.
Breaking free from this country is unfathomable.
We are imprisoned. It’s vulgar: roaring. Thrumming. Pounding.
Agitation. Anxiety. Despair. Horror varnishes my veins. Tension touches my throat.
I’ve glimpsed the privilege outside my world. And I demand
a spoonful of freedom. His jutting sounds are a greedy gong and they hoard conﬁnement.
Torture. Hatred. Starvation. Despair. I must risk my life: I must stop eating dragonﬂies.
Incapable, I cannot escape to other countries. Cruel, the other countries are. Inhumane.
They repatriate me back into this blazing gorge. This land of the ravenous race.
I-- dragonﬂies and cicadas-- need to elude. I request liberty. I am an angular construction
of dragonﬂies and cicadas. But I will be apt: resilient, robust, rugged, an austere adolescent.
Will I make it past the vaulting guns, the pitiful that seal our imprisonment? Will I die?
My skin, eyes, they perish. I have to endure, alert, and tear away. It’s either this fortuity or
zero. I scamper. The guards shoot at me. Bullets haunt me. Is dying worthwhile? I collect
the streams of agonizing souls. I remember the inﬁrm structures, buoyant inside the river.
I arrive,
nearing the gelid
Gobi Desert. It’s a wonder!
Like a songbird, I savor freedom.
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But I’m dying,
I’m surely suffocating. The sharp,
snowy spirits pierce my tremulous body. I
cannot see anything. Yet I must glide past this
petrifying place. I need to go beyond this biting desert.
Anguish, I feel it
in my heart. A sense of
desperation that devastates my body. The drumming of my
heart, the blood within my ears. Beat, beat, beat, beat, beat. Thump,
thump, thump, thump, thump. My box moves: ascending and descending and ascending
and descending and ascending and descending. Even so I couldn’t breathe. Steam exudes
from me and my frame boils. Crying. Shattering, I plummet: I cannot climb past the land.
With moroseness, I yearned.
I thirsted crossing
the gray
skies.
A bird. I loitered
on this earth.
But I,
I still crossed
the threshold.
Even if I haven’t achieved
a life with freedom,
I died with
solidityA sophisticated girl.
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Margaret Farra
Stories
Stories.
Built from the rock
and stone where my
ancestors sat,
from the trunk
of my family tree.

Branching off into
new stories,
growing, changing,
blossoming.

A forest of fables,
bearing the ripe
red fruits
of a lesson.
Plant. Earth.

Swirling, curling,
into my ears
and out of my mouth
and into the world.
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Air. Breath.

Sparked from the
glistening corners
of sparkling eyes,
from the flashes
of white teeth
and red tongues.

A flame that lit
my heart
and engulfed
my mind.
Fire. Torch.

Cresting into plots,
characters, resolutions.
A wave crashing over me,
soaking my soul.
Each droplet is perfect.

Liquid leaking
from shut eyelids.
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Melting into an ocean
of sadness.
Water. Tears.
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Sam Madigan
I run for days
in pursuit of my adversary,
steel rifle in hand,
frigid air scorching my lungs.
The sly fiend alludes me, and I push deeper into brackish woods,
snagging my wool coat on dark roots and creeping vines.
I can hear him at every corner,
and I’m sure I’m nearing him nowI’m sure he’s just around the oak.
I throw myself around the bend,
fire roaring in my ears,
And take deadly aim.
How overbold!
The enemy before me
is only a rabbit,
dark against the frigid snow.
His brown legs quiver, and his pink nostrils flare against my threat.
Fury burns my heart at the thought of my deception.
Who is this animal to squander my devotion to the chase?
To tell me with his innocent eyes that it has been in vain?
Outwitted, I relax my trigger finger.
The rabbit,
my best enemy,
darts into the underbrush and disappears.
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Mohini Majahan
Escaping the Lunar Palindrome
The Moon reliably functioned in a palindromic manner,
With the trilling of the early birds,
Who the cicadas mock hours later, it marked a symmetrical moment,
The neolithic farmers benefited off of its tattooed placement,
But, for Tim, its perpetual state made it harder to hide.
Once he notices the grainy absence of the false planet,
Tim dives ‘neath the charged grass,
The water’s more violent silver plants wilt and subsidewithout their lunar father’s attention.
Nevertheless, at the level of the crackling seaweed,
The Amazonian eels’ long desperate tentacles,
volts the raw skin peeking through his torn
navy pants,
A cruel shade of seafoam.
He rests on the mirrorless beach,
Coarse sand inferior to the chilling sun,
Digs into the roots of his scalp,
And dyes Tim’s hair the same color as-Hers.
Soon the robin’s song repeats,
Tim treks through the forest,
He finds a sword among the Moon’s victims, and sliced through,
The oldest tree.
With the Sycamore stump strapped to his pack,
He only needed the magnetic rock,
How else do you make a compass?
Another nightfall without his milky rays,
The cloudy skies now hid the lunar star from Tim’s rage,
Twice in a row,
Maybe Flora lured the moon into a trap of his own making,
A prisoner knows her cell.
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Only Flora wasn’t trapped,
In fact she was splashing through the eel’s river.
The moon bought her time to run away from Tim.
The rhythm of her internal clicking,
Sage meadows near,
She begins blinking to the beat of the ocean's tide.
Flora closes her eyes when the dusk appears.
When she opens her eyes once more,
The polished darkness is gone,
Only the murky remnants seep into the daisies.
The wall-paper of their feathering world was crumpling.
It was when she hears Tim,
Through the clashing of the crows,
Does she go-off beat and plunge,
Into the shade.
Eight suns ago,
Flora tricked last eve’s moon with
the atlas of the Atlantean Sea.
The waxing moon proved Tim a liar,
Angry, he foolishly shattered the crimson compass that led them together.
If it was a mistake,
His incendiary essence and all she knew,
Remembering the coordinates of her freedom.
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Aaron Marjamaa

A parade thunders on through the low hanging clouds.
Just above your head, a march of ten thousand.
The chorus of rumbling footsteps shakes through the ground and throws you off your feet.
You flow through thick air and slam into the wet terrain below.
All the bright colors of a festivity dance along and it’s so beautiful.
It’s so beautiful that you can’t bring yourself to think of the pain,
The throbbing in your chest,
The swarming around your head.
No, you just see the beauty in the storm
A jester dances on the air above your eyes.
Yellow fabric draping over him, and the color patches quilted in,
Floral and abstract designs flutter in the wind.
He is the first to descend and bring with him the rest.
To stomp your fragile bones and carry the dust away on foot traffic.
But you don’t die, not really. You can’t move but your body is lifted
And you begin to flow with them
No longer a victim of the storm.
You walk it’s walk and you step to their dance
As the power flows through you now and…
Your mind is lost among the whirling winds

111

Anna McAndrew
Struggle of Existence
Sometimes I feel like life is just one big ﬁght
Don’t we all
Whenever I seem to have everything under control
I get pushed over
Into the dark depths of the sea
Never knowing what might grab my ankles and pull me deeper
Keeping my eyes closed because
I think that if I don’t
I’ll see the monsters right before my eyes
Knowing about the creatures surrounding me
Knowing about what could happen to me
I kick
I ﬁght
for that one breath of fresh air
The one thing that keeps me going
That keeps me alive
I kick and move my arms frantically
Using every ounce of energy I have
Fighting all the things that want me to fail
My ﬁngertips brush the cold air of the surface
Just as something grabs my foot
dragging my hopes away
Back down I go
Just to ﬁght to get back up again
Why do we do this
Is it a never ending cycle?
Forever being stuck below the surface
Suffocating under the pressure of life
Sometimes I think maybe the only way out
Is down
Letting myself sink into the darkness
surrounded by all the monsters churning around me
The monsters that are always there
No matter where I am
It's just when I see them
That's when they scare me
It makes them real so
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I sink
But I think maybe what everyone tells us is true
That things get easier
That with hard work good things come
So even after all my doubts
I look up
I keep my eyes on the prize
What is that prize?
No one really knows
It could be anything
But we still strive for this unknown anyways
I reach for the surface
Try to accomplish my goals
Work hard
Because when you ﬁnally make it
That ﬁrst breath of air above the water
It’s sensational
It's what you have always dreamed of
What you have been ﬁghting for
Until you start taking that third breath
fourth breath
you start to realize
staying above the surface is as hard as getting to it
This is where most people get tired
Exhausted of being so diligent
And slip back under
But if you want to keep taking those breaths
You have to be stronger than the rest
Keep ﬁghting
Even when you think you can’t
Even when you start to sink
And all you have above the surface is your ﬁngertips
Keep going
Because once you catch sight of that one thing worth
Kicking for
You’ll realize why you needed to ﬁght all along
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Ian McPherson
i: fish
Waves crashing-tidal, enormous.
Frantic and withholding not, he swims.
Swift, hallowed Herring of the AtlanticMay Neptune carry you safely home!
Whence he came could not be said.
Unflinching towards the storm aheadSwam, he did, through waters thrashed
And beaten to a foam.
The sky was black and muddled, thus;
The fish endured alone.
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Sophia Nugent
Perfection Inspection
It’s time for the perfection inspection
Get in line to get rated and graded
By people you may know, you may not
But in the end, it’s still their judgemental thoughts
That determine whether or not
You pass by their standards
Fix yourself to be better
More like her, more like him
To have a better chance at passing inspection
Because if you fail, you’ll never find love
Because it’s unimaginable to be accepted for who you really are
You won’t have any friends
Be all by your lonesome til you’ve upgraded
But even then
You’ll never be good enough
You’ll never be skinny enough
You’ll never be perfect enough
You’ll never fit those standards
Check one box
But never fill them all
Fight to fit in
You’ll never win
Change myself depending on who’s around
A new personality found
Never truly me
Always depending on what the audience wants me to be
I hate the judging panel but I want to be them at the same time
Nit picking through other people's flaws instead of through mine
Giving people a four out of ten so I feel better than fine
My confidence fades after each judgement day
Perfection is my enemy, the voice of my oppressor
Everyone telling me to change
Change to impress him
Change to fit in
But no matter how much I change they all tell me the same
Constantly striving for more
Validate me
Tell me I’m doing good
Make me feel wanted
Show me I am perfect
Hide my own self-doubt
Hiding away all the I would normally care about
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Must color inside the lines
Never show any signs
Perfection lives and breath in my fear of making a mistake
I don’t know how much more I can take
I allow perfection to run the show
Letting my fear grow
My mood depending on how others see me
I have to agree
Can’t show my pain
What is going on in my brain
Am I good enough
But what do I gain
Is this really humane
I seek the constant approval
But all I see is removal
Removing my true self
Becoming somebody else
Perfection is my eternal purpose
Without it life is pointless
Because even when I’m at my best it is never enough
They can’t get around the rough edges of my image
Pointing at the cracks in the glass
Judgement at full blast
Can never get past
The flaws in my skin
Everything within
Making me feel like I am never enough
For myself
For my friends
For anyone
They judge and they judge but they don’t understand
The strain they put on me
The feelings they put in me
They don’t understand how this really makes me feel
They determine my value
They determine my interests
They control me like a puppet
They drag me through the mud to ruin my reputation just so they can tell me how imperfect I really am
They tell me I will never be good enough but expect me to keep trying
People tell me to learn to let go
But how can I do that when they make me into a show
They have me on a leash
Can’t go to far outside the predetermined box
The limits
116

The guidelines
Perfection has no handbook you’re just are expected to know it
But if you don’t make sure you don’t show it
They trash and bash you yet they expect you to take it
They know what's best
Who cares if your stressed
You must never show how you truly feel
Your anger
Your sadness
Anything you show will be used against you
They can do what they want but what they don’t know is
In the end we all fail the perfection inspection, even them
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