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Grade 2 Poetry 
 

“Dear Dragon” – 1st Place Winner 

By Benjamin Williams 

 

You are green as a bean, 

But why are you so very mean? 

 

I want to run, I want to play, 

Dragon, will you come out today? 

 

Dragon, you are no longer mean, 

Now we’re best pals, 

Can I call you Gene? 

 

 

“Unicorn Unicorn” – 2nd Place Winner 

By Chloe Holland 

 
Sparkle Sparkle unicorn, 

With your little pink horn. 

In a meadow with the sun so bright,  

One of my favorite sights. 

 

Shiny Shiny purple hair, 

A unicorn who loves to share. 

A pretty unicorn with a gold body and head, 

Lying quietly on her mossy bed. 

 

Pretty Pretty a unicorn with a mark like a flower, 

Who could graze in the meadow for an hour. 

A unicorn whose name is Rose, 

With a flower marking that sometimes glows. 
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Grade 2 Poetry 

 
“In the Future” – 3rd Place Winner 

By Ben Rafinski 
 

 

What will it be like 

In the future? 

Will there be  

Jetpacks or 

Time machines? 

At least one of  

Them is fine.  

Will scientists  

Figure out 

That Mars 

Has Martians, 

Aliens, or 

Something? 

Will life be  

Different in 

The future 

Like it never 

Has before? 
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Grade 3 Poetry 
 

“Superheroes” –1st Place Winner 

By Araya Sunshine Harrison 

(Goes to the tune of Jingle Bells) 

Superheroes, superheroes Batman’s on his way.  Robin sits in the bat mobile and puts on 

some hairspray. 

Superheroes, superheroes Spiderman saves the day.  Wonder Woman flies downtown and 

sees Green Lantern’s ray. 

Superheroes, superheroes Joker has to pay.  Superman will fight the crime and Batgirl 

screams, “Hurray!” 

 
 

 

“Brothers”—2nd Place Winner 

 By Lucas Swenson 

 
Brothers are usually not nice  

Really fun to play with   

On each other all the time   

Terrifically awesome   

Helpful to each other  

Excellent terrors    

Really rude and annoying  

Still they are my brothers, and I love them  
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Grade 3 Poetry 

 
“Mom-Mom Cindy’s Food is Made with Love”—3rd Place Winner 

By Anson Todd 
 

Mom-Mom Cindy cooks because she loves her family. 

The stuffing is made with all sorts of ingredients. 

I eat three plates every time. 

Meaty meatloaf is moist with juices throughout and just the right amount of salt. 

Her Smith Island cake is a tradition of layers of buttery goodness. 

Mom-Mom Cindy’s food is made with love. 

( 
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Grade 4 Poetry 
 

“A Pencil and Paper”—1st Place Winner 

By Alice Terrill 
 

Writing! Writing! Write all about it! 

I cuddle up in my calming cocoon 

And my imagination explodes on my paper like a volcano.  

Hot bubbly words flow onto my page like lava.  

 

Writing as fast as I can, 

Will I win the race? 

Writing fast, funny and forceful, 

Fast as I can. 

Go! Go! Go! 

Pumping my wrist as fast as I can to win the race! 

 

Write! Write! Write a different story each time. 

Different stories in all of their glory. 

Creative juices flowing like water in a river. 

 

The wheels in my brain are turning like crazy, 

I think my head might explode! 

Wheels turning, hand cramping, 

Words flowing in all different directions, 

Racing to get out and create another story.  

And you can do all that with your pencil and paper! 
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Grade 4 Poetry 
 

“Boogie Board Beach Bum”—2nd Place Winner 

By Savannah Aralyn Wertz 
 

My boogie board in the clutch 

   of my hand. 
 

While I run along,  

the golden sand. 
 

I reach the water's edge. 
 

Then I think about  

the ocean’s pledge. 
 

I’m bold and big. 

I’m safe and sweet, 

And I love the touch of a beach bum’s  

feet. 
 

I dive into the waves,  

feeling nice and sweet. 
 

The sun is blazing down, 

When I hear an amazing sound. 
 

Then I see beautiful, 

  majestic creatures. 
 

With smooth, sparkly,  

gray fin features. 
 

Then there is a perfect wave, 

that starts coming my way. 
 

I get on my board, 

and start to paddle forward.  
 

I ride the wave to shore, 

      and see sea shells galore. 

We have a smile on our face, 

the shore is a happy place! 
 

We have a golden tan. 

While we run along,  

the sparkly golden sand!  
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Grade 4 Poetry 
 

“Autumn”—3rd Place Winner 

By Katlyn M. Hornsby 
 

Autumn feels chilly 

And cool. 

It is not the time 

To go in the pool! 

 

Autumn is colorful  

And bright. 

It is not the season 

With the most light. 

 

Autumn smells delicious 

With all the pie I like. 

It is a good time  

To ride your bike. 

 

Potato pie tastes good 

And yummy. 

It’s like it’s 

Dancing in my tummy. 

 

Autumn sounds like 

Music to my ears. 

It is calming to 

My scary fears. 

 

Autumn reminds me of lots of sweets. 

It is making me 

Sing a delightful beat!  
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Grade 5 Poetry 
 

“Rainbow”—1st Place Winner 

By Jaidan Davis 
 

Droplets of water descend from the 

gray sky. 

The sun hides behind the clouds. 

Hours pass. 

The drumming of the rain on the roof 

lightens at last. 

The sun peers through the clouds. 

The light floods everything from  

miles around. 

I hear a new sound. 

The singing of birds and faint laughter 

fill the air. 

Puddles dry reversing back to the sky. 

I look above as my heart fills with joy 

and glee. 

A collision of vibrant colors fills the sky. 

A rainbow; the most beautiful  

art for the eye. 
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Grade 5 Poetry 
 

“Art”—2nd Place Winner 

By Oscar Gil Leyva 

 

The artist swipes his brush from left to right  

Often it can be breathtaking  

Often it can be confusing 

Art has emotions like depressed, delighted, or angry 

Some artists think bright 

Others don’t think right  

It’s all about your mind 

Take one step at a time  

Art is shapes and lines 

It can take time to master  

Some artists take breaks 

Others work from day to night, weeks to months, and even years 

Eventually there is a masterpiece        
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Grade 5 Poetry 
 

“Achieve a Goal” — 3rd Place Winner 

By Isaiah G. Parker 
 

When I achieve a goal, 

it feels like I get knocked out cold. 

My feet start to shake 

 like an earth quake  

and 

I start to say pinch me! Am I awake?  

My eyes begin to bulge 

 and I shout  

I win!  

I win!  

I WIN! 
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Grade 6 Poetry  
 

“Time”—1st Place Winner 

By Ethan Justice 

 

Time is dreaming in your sleep, 

Waking up to your alarm clock bleep! 

Going downstairs to eat your breakfast cold, 

Then onto the bus with the sheepfold. 

 

School is bleak and cold, 

Budget cuts to pay for foreign wars. 

Deaf to heed knowledge and wisdom, 

Their thoughts astray, 

Students look forward to the end of the day. 

 

Recess a blip in a time of obesity, 

With nobody asking the reason why. 

Back on the bus with the rest of flock, 

The driver shouting to stop the squawk. 

 

Late afternoon after an endless day, 

Back home to see the Republicans bay. 

Howling accusations that should never be, 

They rarely look but then they'd see, 

What's the cost of being free? 

 

At dinner a subtle death, 

Served with liver and roasted with garlic. 

Overeating everywhere, 

And undereating goes to the unfed. 

 

And the cycle repeats, 

And we'll reap, 

The harvest we've sown. 
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Grade 6 Poetry 

“What I Know About the World”—2nd Place Winner 

By Pim Noparat 

 

This world is not kind to man. 

With its people, its animals, and plants. 

This society is cruel. 

With its crime, poverty, and sadistic rule.  

 

Mother Nature is cruel.  

With her tsunamis, hurricanes, earthquakes, and all. 

Cities flood, innocent people dead, the strongest buildings fall. 

She can love us or hate us, 

Or be indifferent to us whenever she wants, with her enchanting lure. 

Nobody knows if our lives are worth dirt or diamonds to her. 

 

And though Mother Nature won't change her ways, 

We could. 

We can. 

We should. 

We can stop our crime and poverty. 

 

We aren't stronger than Nature, as we try to be. 

But we are stronger than anarchy, we can be happy. 

If we try, 

We could live and get by. 

If we get rid of our greed and jealousy. 

We'll try. 

What I know about the world. 
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Grade 6 Poetry 
 

“Be Like Them”—3rd Place Winner 

By Bree Peters 

 

Step One: Wake up on time, so you don’t look like a fool. 

Step Two: Get into some nice clothes, put on the Converse shoes  

and ignore the searing pain in your feet. 

Step Three: Get to school and make sure to talk to the cool kids. 

Step Four: Make it ‘til lunch, sit at a table with at least 4 or more people, 

even if you don’t like them. 

Step Five: Go Home. 

 

Is this what we, as kids, have to do to 

Be like them? 

This is the thing “Normal” kids do 

But you, 

You can do NOTHING to 

Be like them. 

Every day you contemplate what or why you said something, 

Because, 

You want-NO! You NEED to 

Be   Like   Them. 
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Grade 7 Poetry 
 

“When You See a Soldier”—1st Place Winner 

By Grace Pettitt 
 

When you go to bed at night, 

say a prayer for those who defend, 

for those who give their lives, 

for those who protect our freedom and country. 

 

When you fall, 

get up again, 

for those who cannot get up again, 

for those who live and die to protect us every day. 

 

When you see your family, 

do not take it for granted, 

for those who do not see their family, 

for those who sacrifice everything for us to see tomorrow. 

 

When you see a soldier, 

thank them for their service, 

thank them for their sacrifice, 

thank them for your country. 
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Grade 7 Poetry 
 

“I Will Not Read This to the Class”—2nd Place Winner 

By Benjamin O’Brien 

 

I will not shall not read this to the class 

And if you make me I’ll read it very fast. 

I will not shall not read this first 

it truly is the very worst. 

I will not shall not read this now 

I promise you I have made this vow. 

I hope I have made myself very clear  

And just in case you didn’t hear 

I will not! Shall not! Read this to the class. 

 

Oh dear, oh my, you're making me read it. 

I might just throw a fit. 

Oh dear, oh my you're making me read 

My poem about of nothing more 

Than a classroom with just two doors. 

I guess I did read this to the class 

I did it just to pass. 
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Grade 7 Poetry 
 

“Ghost, My Puppy, My Friend”—3rd Place Winner 

By Aidan Todd 
 

So fluffy yet so regal, my best friend you are 

Snuggle with me in front of the fire and run with me when you go 

We dance each day when I come home and you greet me with a lick to play 

Loving and energetic, Ghost, my puppy, my friend 
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Grade 8 Poetry 
 

“What Am I”—1st Place Winner 

By Kiersen Thorne 

 

I am one of a kind and rare to be found.  

You will be lucky if you see me around.  

My beauty will entice and charm,  

But don't worry, I will do no harm.  

  
You may see me for a second, but then I am gone in a flash.  

I am seen as being something that brings great luck but not in the form of cash.  

I am magical, a very special creature,  

I'm proud of my horn, my main feature.  

  

My coat is shiny and glows in the sun,  

I like frolicking in the fields; it is so fun.  

 My mane is a rainbow and I have one horn.  

I live in the never-ending fields surrounded by flowers, not corn. 

 

 I'm like a shooting star, very rare,  

When you see me, you may want to stare.   

Some say that I bring lots of luck,  

If you happen to see me, you may be star struck.  

 

I live in the open fields where I can run all day.  

If you see me galloping in the sun, you may hear me neigh.  

 The magic I bring is simple and true,  

When you see me it feels like deja vu.  

  

I am considered the most magical of all,    

My glittery horn is pointy and tall.    

I'm known as a myth, passed down through the years,  

An ancient old tale that everyone hears.  

 

What am I? 

A Unicorn 
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Grade 8 Poetry 
 

“Dress to Impress”—2nd Place Winner 

By Gracie Bounds 
 

 

Life often questioned. Have you ever questioned yours? 

Bet you never thought what it would be like without me. Or what my life was like. 

 

Turns out life was great. 

My best friend was in my class that year, so I wasn’t alone. 

I made friends easily and fit into groups of people that liked me. 

I was in the school play and nailed my performance. 

I was confident in my friends, how I looked, how I lived my life. 

 

Then like a hurricane, she struck. 

It was never just once, or all at once. 

It was waves of trauma. 

The moment she looked at me, and then blinked, she shot her bullet.   

Lodged in my heart and stung like lightning. 

 

I burst into pieces. 

As blood drips out, I lose myself. 

My life no longer meant anything. 

I tried to be perfect, but I couldn’t keep going. 

The bullet broke me, shattering my life into a thousand pieces. 

 

Blood all over and my vision was lost. 

No doctor or medication could have saved me from her. 

 

From the bully.  
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Grade 8 Poetry 
 

“Growing Up Father”—3rd  Place Winner 

By Andrea Harmon 
 

Growing up without a father, 

Had one son and four daughters,  

He never called to tell me ‘I love you,’ 

Nor did he ever come to support me in school. 

After all of this time, I finally see, 

That after these years he must’ve hated me. 

 

Growing up without my father, 

I have only known my mama and brothers, 

He may not love me but I will him, 

I’ll always have love for my father filled to my rim. 

He may never love me or visit me too, 

But at least I can say “I love you too…” 

 

Growing up without my father,  

All I knew was my mother, 

Even though he didn’t visit me, 

He sure did encourage me, 

He taught me that I will succeed.  
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Grade 9 Poetry 

 

“No Turning Back” —1st Place Winner 

By Raekiya Beckett 
 

    Into the dark void I fell 

    Like a sugar cube into a cup of black coffee 

    Falling deeper after an action that I cannot reverse 

    A sin of the highest order 

 

    My Life replays, days with my friends, 

    No, my family 

    Living our young lives to the fullest  

    Until it happened… 

 

    He was dead and we were extirpated 

The ground beneath our feet crumbling 

 

One friend turned suicidal, one friend driven to insanity 

Another friend in denial, the other coming to the reality of it all 

Another trying his hardest to live a normal life 

And then there was me 

 

On one shoulder, my father abusive to my sister, my mother, and I  

On the other shoulder, one of my closest friends 

The glue to our so called family,  

Was completely eradicated 

 

Those weights on my shoulders were bringing me down  

I was brought into a darker place 

After a while, I finally broke 

He hit my sister again and I couldn’t take it anymore 

It was the last straw that broke me in the worst way 

 

And into the dark void I fell 

Numbness over coming me 

I didn’t care what I did anymore 

My ground was gone 

 

Then the realization washed over me  

Blood covered my hands and clothes 

Regret filled my senses  

What have I done? 
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Grade 9 Poetry 

 

“Growth” —2nd  Place Winner 

By Hannah Perdue 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I have nerve endings in the branches of the 

delicate maples that hover outside my 

window 

Longing for summer’s warm wooly blanket 

As autumn nears 

And gentle breezes’ whistling winds replace 

the melodies 

Of once-tweeting songbirds 

 

We plead with summer 

“Don't leave!” 

But it’s already too far gone to hear our cries  

So the leaves of the maples transform 

From grateful green 

To screaming red 

 

“Notice me!” 

The leaves shout 

As the rest of the cruel world marvels over 

the perfect pain they have finally chosen to 

display 

 

I, too, long for those joy-filled days 

When all was fun and games  

And the din of laughter never ceased 

 

But just as you are in love with the leaves’ 

changing hues 

You’re infatuated with my helplessness  

 

Breezy fall days 

Turn to bitter winter nights 

The cold becomes unbearable  

Browning the leaves 

That such blistering winds will soon force to 

fall 

 

 

And similarly  

I sink to my knees  

For my frostbitten toes 

Just like those branches 

Are no longer able to stand 

As I hold the world’s weight 

On my shaking shoulders  

 

So there I’ll lay 

Silently screaming  

For the stories of my sorrow  

Hinder me speechless  

While I wait 

Watching for the first signs of spring 

Hoping for warm weather’s return  

To thaw my frozen heart 

Then finally 

Those towering bark giants 

Sprout glorious greens 

From their rough brown fingertips 

And the ice melts from my body 

Restoring warmth to my frosty flesh 

Telling me I’m yet again strong enough 

To hold the weight of the world above my 

head  

Even though these hands are 

Wholly human 

 

I have nerve endings in the branches of the 

maple trees 

And together we overcome our sorrows 

For such rapidly changing seasons  

Bring seemingly unsurmountable grief 

But 

Bless us with inevitable 

Growth 
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Grade 9 Poetry 

 

“A Novel Comes to Life” —3rd  Place Winner 

By Kat McCormick 
 

Millions of letters, words, sentences 

Filling my mind 

With a million more stories, 

A million more people; 

All written down 

To form page after page, 

Building up to novel after novel; 

Sucking you in, 

As if you were experiencing 

This all-too-fiction occurrence 

Through your own two eyes; 

Such an underrated happening, 

Yet it ends up  

Changing a life, 

One stanza at a time.  
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Grade 10 Poetry 
 

“An Ocean in my Mind” —1st Place Winner 

By Sophia Peters 
 

My brain is an ocean. 

Some days the water is still, it does not shrill, there is no thrill or power to kill in its movement; it just 

exists. 

But on other days, my ocean is filled with fury. The waves are in such a hurry, dying to scurry away 

from worry and willing to bury anyone who tries to stop the madness of its wake. 

Let’s just say if you could hear my thoughts, you'd drown in them. 

My brain has tides. Lows and highs, great on days the whitecaps rise but as soon as they crash the guise 

dies. 

And it is not safe. 

There is no lifeguard to pull me out of this ocean. When I get caught in the currents, there's no assurance 

that I will survive and I go under. 

Deep, 

Down, 

Under. 

Coming up for air is like an answered prayer, no longer aware of the scares of the blue depths. 

But for some reason I am always diving again even though I know I can't swim. 

Riptides pull me in and out, thrash me about, and I try to shout, but no one hears me or understands my 

screams. 

"She's just playing in the water." 

"She'll be fine." 

But little do they know that their daughter is being slaughtered by these waves, by her thoughts. 

I keep trying to find my way to the shore, knowing I can take no more and that I may as well be done for 

because I can't breathe anymore. 

Somehow, I get out of the water after the horror I’ve faced. 

I dry off. 

Go home, shaken. 

And on the next visit to the beach, after promising myself to stay in the sand, I decide to go play in the 

waves once again. 
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Grade 10 Poetry 
 

“The Endless Storm” —2nd Place Winner 

By Ki’Aira Dashiell 
 

Everyday is an endless storm 

Getting worse & getting bigger 

Sometimes it goes away But 

the next day it comes back 

It effects the people who care 

The endless storm will come & go 

But it mostly likes to stay 

It’s hard to get rid of because 

It never fades away 

Watching, Following, Lurking 

Waiting, Slaking, Planning 

It's all the storm does 

It feeds off my pain, agony, sorrow, & anger 

Because of this it keeps on 

Growing & growing it is slowly devouring 

My shattered soul & my broken heart  

My scream will not be heard 

Slowly yet Painfully I'm dying 

Every Second. Every Minute. 

Every Hour. 

The tears I cry are only the storm laughing at my failure 

But all things must come to an end 

My endless storm will fade away on the day I die. 
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Grade 10 Poetry 
 

“Sailboat Dreams”—3rd Place Winner 

By Devin Wallace 
 

 

Out on the bright blue sea 

Waves splashing, crashing 

On this stalwart boat 

Strong winds push forth 

As we sit, looking north 

Towards the open ocean  

Lost in the beauty 

Of the ancient sea 
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Grade 11 Poetry 
 

“Aliens”—1st Place Winner 

By Eunice Huesca 
 

(Inspired by Jonathan Reed) 

 

I am an alien. 

And I refuse to believe  

we are free. 

I realize this may come as a shock. But,  

"We came for a better life" 

is a lie, and 

"We should get in line and wait our turn." 

 In 30 years, I will tell my children that  

color 

is more important than  

character. 

I tell you this: 

once upon a time 

 America was polylingual, 

but this will not be true in my era  

America only speaks English, 

My president tells me  

we bring drugs and crime  

and I do not conclude that 

we are equal. 

In the future, 

our families will be ripped apart. 

No longer can it be said that  

this is the land of the free. 

It will be evident that  

we don't matter. 

It is foolish to presume that 

we have a bright future. 

And all of this will come true unless we reverse it. 
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Grade 11 Poetry 

 

“My Book of Magical Wonders”—2nd Place Winner 

By Emily Malinowski 
 

I read my book of magical wonders, 

Of knights, of fairies, of pirates who plunder. 

Soon my imagination begins to soar, 

As I start to think of giants who roar. 

 

I run through the starry night, 

Escaping from beasts that give me fright. 

Then through the forest a cottage appears, 

A place to hide from all my fears. 

 

I walk inside, throw my cloak to the ground, 

And then I yell, "Hello? Is anyone around?" 

But no one is home, 

And I am left all alone. 

 

However in my eye I see a shimmer, 

A special potion that gives off a glimmer. 

And so I walk over and decide to have a drink, 

For nothing bad could happen, I think. 

 

All at once comes a wind with a gust, 

And I become completely surrounded by dust. 

Then through the thick appears a fairy, 

Who grabs me by the hand, although I am wary. 

 

She guides me through the dark night sky, 

Over the lit-up cities with people who sigh. 

Around the tall, mysterious, mystical tree, 

Above the ships of pirates at sea. 

 

Home at last we finally land, 

Where a handsome, lone knight awaiting me stands. 

Upon his horse, my fairytale ends, 

A story filled with twists, turns, and bends. 

 

But while my storybook may be finished, 

I know my imagination will never be diminished. 

For I have my book of magical wonders, 

One of knights, of fairies, of pirates who plunder. 
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Grade 11 Poetry 
 

“Dancing Flame”—3rd  Place Winner 

By Allison Hunter 

 
When I was small,  

before you traded  

your mountain life  

for the sea, 

you lit a candle there  

right in front of me. 

 

My young mind wide  

and full of wonder  

soaks in the heat 

of the flame. 

I saw it in your eyes. 

We're both in a trance. 

 

"Look at it dance,” 

you said. Off the wall 

it flickered. 

A spirit, 

saying, “They're here, go 

on, be happy.” 

 

Years later, 

my memory vague,  

when you became  

the universe, 

I lit a candle, 

saw it dance, 

and swore I felt your spirit.  
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Grade 12 Poetry 
 

“More Than What Meets the Eye”—1st Place Winner 

By Rachael Walker 
 

 

I am melanin. 

Skin as rich as the ivory coast; 

Nigerian-bred pride running thick and uncharted across my tongue. 

 

I am golden stretch marks that lead to shapely hips; 

thick kinks and wide nostrils to finish it off. 

black is all that I am. 

 

I am feminine. 

curled lashes that reach out to touch the sky; 

measured sand resting perfectly to curate my figure. 

 

I am detail after detail pieced together individually to make a whole; 

soft skin and sweet scent to welcome in all. 

female is all I am. 

 

I am young. 

Naively spirited and doe-eyed; 

viewing the world with a childlike curiosity. 

 

I am evolved from all that existed before me; 

excited, yet untouched by the world. 

Youthful is all I am. 

 

The appearances; 

the snap judgements made with a small exchange; 

the Outside peering within; 

form all you know about the world.  

About yourself. 

 

I am more— 

more than the labels placed on me, 

and I will not be caged in. 
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Grade 12 Poetry 

 
“Dungeons”—2nd Place Winner 

By Molly Forsythe 
 

I keep my dungeons tidy. 

They are encased inside of stone walls.  

Oceans pan out around them,  

beast-like waves shattering into millions of glorious diamonds  

when they blanket themselves onto the earth of rock. 

 

And it takes everything within me to maintain those dungeons… 

to keep my dragons from escaping in the midst of my gated slumbers, 

to keep my chains taut, 

to restrain those waters from seeping under the bolted doors 

and into the delicate furnishings. 

 

But then I look closely at everything around me, 

where I’m hugging my knees into my chest and kissing the caps, 

whispering my secrets into them while believing no one can hear me. 

From a distance, everything seems together.  

The voices in my head, unheard from outside of my castle.  

 

All of the sorrows I have witnessed, all of the rage I have caught, 

in every dream where nothing makes sense but  

everyone wants to reveal hidden meanings,  

All I see now is a mess.  

 

From afar, everything seems as though  

I keep my dungeons tidy, 

but...everything is actually a mess…. 
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Grade 12 Poetry 
 

“Seemly”—3rd Place Winner 

By Camryn Sofronski 
 

I hide between the cracks in the wood, my eyes open. 

Hole – and – corner, no warped chimera 

Usually, each day I pray 

Or watch the smoke rise from the ashtray 

 

Oh the burden of man! 

He who makes home a bastion- 

a burden. 

He searches for the source of his dilemma 

 

I crawl through the minefield. 

Alas! I am confined. 

I am confined. 

He fails to realize we are entwined 

 

One bite –  

And it is good night 

The giant falls 

And so do his walls 

 

The allotment of death 

For he who is so near to his last breath 

What do you have to say? 

That you renounce your wrongs? No 

 

I feel the grass directly beneath my feet 

Oh how I have dreamed…longed for 

We share solemn stares 

This is the opposite of an entrance 

- a seemly circumstance.  
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Grade 2 Short Story 
 

The Adventures of Max and Elliott —1st Place Winner 

By Rani Yonker 
 

Once upon a time, there was beagle and a boxer, and their names were Max and Elliott. They were brother 

and sister and loved to joke around with each other. They also liked to compete whenever they did something 

together. 

One day, their owner Kate said, "Today, I have to stay at school later than usual because I am in the 6th 

grade play. I'll be back later! Bye guys, and don't get into any trouble. The last time I left you at home by 

yourselves Max drank Mom's coffee because he thought it was hot chocolate." With the last glimpse of her 

backpack, Kate was out the door and on her way to school. 

Elliott said, "Now that Kate's gone, I can boss you around and tell you what to do. Yesterday you were the 

boss, so today I'm the boss!" 

“NO!” shouted Max. "I'm older. I should be the boss. Ok, ok, how about neither of us should be the boss? 

Let's just go on an adventure in our backyard while we wait for Kate." 

"I miss Kate already," sighed Elliott sadly. 

"SSSHHHH! Be quiet, I hear something in the backyard. I think it's coming from the Gem Waterfall and 

the Dark Cave from our game yesterday." Elliott hushed Max. 

"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" asked Elliott. 

Yeah! Let’s go get some WAFFLES!" Max shouted happily. 

"No, I think we should go on an adventure into the Gem Waterfall and the Dark Cave to see where that 

unusual sound is coming from," exclaimed Elliott. 

'Let's do it! But first, we need waffles! Remember extra whipped cream and chocolate syrup and-!" Max said 

running out of breath. 

"All you care about are waffles!" yelled Elliott as she cut Max off. 

"NO I DON'T!" yelled Max. 

"Waffles are dumb!" mocked  Elliott. 

"How dare you say that about my beautiful, golden-brown waffles!" said Max. 

And off they finally went down the path to the Gem Waterfall and the Dark Cave, 

fighting about waffles. 

"Once we walk thought the waterfall, we will be inside the cave," said Elliott nervously. 

"Oooh, maybe there's a lost treasure," Elliott whispered excitedly. 

"Let's go!" Max shouted and together they ran off towards the Gem Waterfall. When 

they were walking through the waterfall admiring the beautiful gems, Max heard the 

sound they had heard earlier. 

"It's close; I can hear it," said Elliott. 

"I wonder what it is!" shouted Max. “Be quiet!" 

Elliott screamed, "You'll scare it away!" 

"Sorry," said Max. 

"What's wrong?" said Max, questioning Elliott. 

"Oh nothing," said Elliott. 

"Then why did you bark?" Max questioned again. "Spill the beans beagle," Max 

said. 

"Fine," said Elliott, "I heard a voice calling for help.” 
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They realized where the sound was coming from; it was a stray puppy whose paw was trapped in 

the rocks of the Dark Cave. 

"Let’s help," Elliott said eagerly. 

Max and Elliott pushed the rocks away from the puppy's paw. 

The puppy cried, "My name is Lilly. Thank you for saving me. I don't have friends or a family." 

Max and Elliott said together, "You should live with us. We have Kate and waffles." 

Lilly was excited. When Kate came home, she saw Max and Elliott in the backyard playing next 

to their tiny pool and doghouse. There was water everywhere, and all their toys were thrown in the pool. 

It also looked like they had piled up rocks all around their doghouse. They were covered in mud but very 

happy. She then saw a cute puppy with them with no collar. 

Kate said, "Little puppy, did you hurt your paw? I bet we can help." 

So Kate took all the dogs inside and ended up adopting Lilly. A little later, they had waffles. 

THE END! 

 

The Little Leaf — 2nd Place Winner 

By Emilia McGrew 
 

Oh, hi.  My name is Little Leaf.  What is yours?  Oh, I like that name!  Want me to tell you my 

story?  One day I was on my tree in a meadow as happy as could be!  But all of a sudden, a gust of wind 

blew hard and everybody was falling!  I was so scared!  Soon enough I was the ONLY one there.  I was 

SOOOOO cold.  I wiggled and wiggled, but Mom said I would not fall off because I was still green!  

After a long time, I turned yellow and my mom turned brown!  I was red after a week and guess what? I 

fell!  I was cold, lucky, and dizzy.  It was so much fun falling.  Suddenly another gust of wind came and 

blew me away from my friends and family who were on the ground.  Good-bye, my friends.  I hope I see 

you again.   

The Puppy Rescue Club — 3rd Place Winner 

By Scarlett Shimko 

 

Chapter One – A Meeting in the Clubhouse 

I grabbed my phone and ran onto my lawn.  I climbed the ladder to my treehouse and crawled 

through the trapdoor. When I got inside, I plugged in my phone on the charger and started to type an 

email on my computer to my best friends Charm, Ruby, Max, and Charlie.  I wrote, “Meet me in my 

treehouse.”  A few minutes later, Charm, Ruby, Max, and Charlie were in my treehouse.  I said to them, 

“There is a barn down the road, and what do we do with it?”  Everybody was silent.   

Then Charm said, “Look! That dog is limping!”  A dog was passing by my house.   

“What do we do, Ellie?”  Charlie said.   

“We save it,” I said.  At that moment, Max ran down out of the treehouse and onto the 

sidewalk.  He carefully picked up the puppy and brought the puppy into the treehouse.  I took the puppy 

from Max’s hands and put the puppy on a soft blanket.   
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“We’re buying that barn,” Ruby said. 

  That was the beginning of the Puppy Rescue Club. 

Chapter Two – More Dogs! 

The next day we took care of people’s pets so we could earn money for the barn.  Day after day, 

we got more and more money.  By the end of the week, we had enough money to buy the barn.  On 

Monday, we went to buy the barn.  No one wanted to buy the barn at that moment, so we bought 

it.  That afternoon, we went to lounge in the treehouse.  

 “How about we name the dog, Ellie?” Ruby said.   

“Sure!” I said. “Let’s think of a list of names, Ruby!” 

 “OK!” Ruby said.  “Rugby, Rootbeer, Manie, Coco, Hershey…Friday!”  

“Friday sounds like the perfect name!” Charlie said.   

We all agreed.  Then we went home, ate dinner, and went to bed.   

The next day we all met at the barn.  I opened the big, red door and there were lots of hay, 

stables, and buckets.  Inside, there was a tractor.  In the back was a small cart.  Max put a hay bale in the 

cart and picked up Friday and put him in the cart.  Charm climbed into the tractor and drove it through a 

side door.  That afternoon, when we went on a walk, we saw five dogs trapped between thorn 

bushes.  Ruby and Charlie got a stick and pulled the dogs out.  Friday barked with joy.  We took them 

back to the barn.  When we got there, two dogs were whimpering because a thorn was stuck in their 

paws.  I pulled the thorns out of their paws.  Charm put the five dogs in a stable, and we sat down on 

buckets and had a little chat.  

“We are not selling Friday,” I said.  Everybody agreed.  I looked over my shoulder. I saw that 

Friday was tired.  He was napping peacefully.   

The following day, I went to the candy shop with Charm. Charm said, “How will we sell the 

dogs, Ellie?”   

“How about we have a party!” I said.  

“Cool!” Charm said.   

“We could get caramel and chocolates,” I added.   

“Great!” Charm said. 

Chapter Three – The Party! 

The night of the party, I went back to the candy shop and bought the chocolates and caramels.  I 

got my bike.  It had flyers for the party.  I rode my bike around town hanging up the flyers.  When they 

were all hung up, I went to the barn.  The barn was beautiful! Streamers were hung up as well as the 

colorful lights.  Music was playing and the dogs were bathed and groomed.  Cars drove into the rocky 

driveway.  People were impressed by the party.  The food was good, the decorations were pretty, and 

everybody had an awesome time!  By the end of the party, all the dogs were sold except one.  We 

decided to keep her.  We named her Rosie.  Rosie was a good dog, and Friday and Rosie made great 

friends.  The other dogs all had good and nice owners, and they would have happy lives. 
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Grade 3 Short Story 
 

Super Onion and Mr. Cheeseman’s Final Battle — 1st Place Winner 

By Mason Catellier 
 

Super Onion is Onion City’s hero. He got his power from a magic onion when he was five. He 

was eating an onion for lunch when he felt stronger. He went outside and he now had the strength to lift 

a tree! He loves protecting Onion City from Mr. Cheeseman. 

Mr. Cheeseman is Super Onion’s arch enemy. He got his powers when he was left in a field 

when he was three. In anger he turned evil. He now lives in the sewers and steals cheese to make a 

cheese army so he can take over Onion City and then take over the world. While trying to do so he was 

caught red handed by Super Onion and thrown in jail for ten years.                

 Super Onion loved his job. There was only one thing; Mr. Cheeseman had escaped jail. Super 

Onion was patrolling Onion City. While he was patrolling, he saw Mr. Cheeseman coming out of a 

grocery store with the biggest cheese wheel in the world. He couldn’t believe his luck! He could finally 

catch that cheesy bandit once again. The only problem is if Super Onion swoops in, Mr. Cheeseman will 

see him and sneak into the sewers.  

“What should I do?” he said. “I know! I’ll make a boomerang.”  

He looked for a piece of metal that would be strong enough to knock out Mr. Cheeseman.  He 

found the metal on top of a nearby building and made a steel boomerang and threw it at him. It hit him 

right on the head. Mr. Cheeseman fell to the ground with a loud kersplat. Super Onion called 9-1-1 and 

the police took him away. This time, they put him in a special jail on an island surrounded by sharks. 

With no chance of becoming an escapee, that was the end of Mr. Cheeseman, for now.      

Super Onion thought his days of being a super hero were over, but they were just beginning. 

Little did he know, Sharkie, a super villain shark, had an evil scheme that was about to unfold…                 
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Video Gaming Santa — 2nd Place Winner 

By Luna Tapia-Martinez 
 

Santa. Video Game.  No Christmas?  It was Christmas Eve, and Santa had to deliver a few more 

gifts.   

 Suddenly, BEEP!  BOOP!  PEEP!  BEEP!  BOP!  CREAK!  “Santa, what in the little Christmas 

Town are you doing?” yelled a small elf.   

“Why, I was just having a little fun.  It’s not fair that the children get all the entertainment!” 

explained Santa.  

 “That is true, Santa, but you are playing video games in a random house.  That is not what you 

do!” yelled the frightened little elf.   

“Well, I’m not leaving!” said Santa, child-like.   

 Suddenly, CREAK!  The door opened and a small child in a ruby red and snowflake white dress 

walked in.  Her name was Emily.  “Santa, what are you doing?” asked Emily.  “I thought you were 

giving presents?”   

“I’m sorry, Emily.  I got tired and I couldn’t do it,” Santa replied sadly.   

 “Imagine how sad it would be for all other children waking up with no presents under the tree.  

You still have time.  You can still do it.  Go, Santa, go!” shouted Emily.   

 “Thank you, Emily.  First, you have given me courage.  Second, you might have just saved 

Christmas.  But most importantly, don’t tell your brother that I opened and beat his video game!” 

chuckled Santa.   
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The Defender of Mount Magma — 3rd Place Winner 

By Todd Bao 

 
Once there was a dragon named Blitz with nice fancy scales for armor and a fierce sword made 

from fire. As you can already tell Blitz is a fire dragon, but he wasn't always that way.  

You see Blitz wasn't always a fire dragon. Blitz used to be a normal dragon with no power or 

element. Dragons have five years to learn about the element they want to be. But Blitz is a special 

dragon. Blitz is a special dragon because every ten years a dragon is chosen to be the defender of an 

element, and Blitz was chosen to be the protector of fire and protector of Mount Magma after many 

years. Blitz got back from Mount Magma and is going to take a long nap in his dungeon. But once he 

closes his eyes, “BANG”. The water dragons are attacking! Blitz quickly grabbed his sword and rushed 

outside. He got there and he slayed some of their dragons. But then he spots the water defender, 

Tsunami.  

 They fought in a fierce battle nearly destroying the mountain. It`s been five days since the battle. 

Both Blitz and Tsunami are really tired and weakened; everyone left to a new island till they knew it 

was safe. But then a mysterious light shined on both Blitz and Tsunami, and they started to change. 

Then the light stopped. Both Blitz and Tsunami had evolved completely. Blitz now has magma running 

through him. It is the same thing with Tsunami, but water is flowing in him. After they changed, a voice 

came out of nowhere, “Hello, I am Wayvorn, god of all dragons. I am the one who changed you.”  

“But why did you change us?’’ said Blitz. 

“I changed you both because you both proved to me that both of you are worthy of the true 

power of the defenders of water and fire,” said Wayorn.  

“Thank you,” said Tsunami. 

 “You are most welcome. Now, let the real fight begin.” 

 “MOLTING MAGMA!” Blitz starts the battle with a fierce attack that no one has seen before! 

But, Tsunami blocked with a sthield-like move that is called riptide. They both charged. Every hit let out 

a strong wind of power. Now hey took the fight in the sky.  

”INFINITY BLAZE!” 

”TITANIC CRUSHER!” Both Blaze and Tsunami just used their most powerful move. But, then 

a stone came down followed by thousands of other stones, and they started to form a dragon-like body.  

“Enough!’’ It came from the stone body!  

“Who are you?” said Tsunami.  

“I am Rockwing, and I was born to stop you from destroying the lands of the elements,” 

Rockwing said. “Look around you two, don’t you realize the more you fight the worse it gets.” 

 “I agree,” said Blitz.  

And so Blitz, Tsunami, and Rockwing signed a peace treaty to never fight again. Now every 

December first they celebrate the day the peace treaty was born.To celebrate this event, everyone uses 

his or her most powerful blast like what Blitz and Tsunami did. Who ever has the most powerful blast 

gets a tour of all the dungeons and will be second in command of any element they want! But nobody 

was as strong as Blitz,Tsunami, and Rockwing, and everybody lived happily ever after. 
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Grade 4 Short Story 
 

Best Friends— 1st Place Winner 

By Maddi Luffman 
 

Hi, my name is Maddi. I am going to tell you a true story starting with me going to a new school. 

It was the 2nd week of school going well at recess. I was swinging. A girl came up to me. She heard I 

was new, and she wanted to be my friend. She gave me her mom’s phone number. I called it. The girl 

answered and said her name was Gwen. I asked her to spend the night, and her mom said, “Yes.” 

My mom picked her up from her house. We had the time of our lives. I could tell her anything. 

We played a lot at recess. We chased boys and had swinging contests. By the time of the end of the 

school year, we had sleepovers every weekend.  

During the summer, we texted each other telling our biggest secrets. We bought each other 

Christmas, Easter, and birthday presents, and we graduated together. One week before we went to our 

new school, I got my teacher’s letter.  We opened the envelope together. We got the same teacher, and 

we celebrated together.  

In Mr. Curtis’s class, we sat by each other every day until we got assigned seats. We still played 

at recess. One day I got her a best friend’s necklace and she loved it.                                                                                                                                   

The next day I went to her house for the first time. She had two dogs named Batty and Ivy, a cat 

named Snickers, a turtle named Tippy, and a bunny named Jemma. We had dinner together. She had 

four siblings named Zack, Amanda, Kaitlyn, and Max. Her mom loved me. We went to Trunk or Treat 

together and played with Max together every day.  

One day, she lost her best friend’s necklace. We searched everywhere. Our teacher thought she 

found it, but she didn’t and we were sad. We have other friends too named Mable and McKenzie. 

Sometimes we all played at recess.   

I finally had real friends after being so shy through the past years. We liked the same music. We 

would stay up all night and text each other.  

One day, I went to a parade, but she didn’t come. I told the judges we had a new member in the 

First State Ryders. One lady said you guys must be best friends. She remembered me from TV and being 

in the newspaper from the Ocean City parade the year before.  

When I got home, I texted Gwen what I did at the parade, and she was happy. The next day at 

school we became even closer friends. Then I realized that every day we became even closer friends.  

Today we are the best friends we could be. I told Gwen the only reason I’m in the writing contest 

is to show my talent and to prove we have a real friendship that will never end. She smiled, and left for 

the bus.  

                                                   The end 

. 
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The Ghost Painter — 2nd Place Winner 

By Ayla Yonker 
 

 

Once upon a time on the Eastern Shore of Maryland, there was a school named Worcester 

Preparatory School. At that school, there was an art teacher by the name of Ms. T. When all of the 

teachers and students left the school to go home, Ms. T. would stay late and paint portraits of historical 

people from the local town. Often, the next morning when the teachers and students arrived, they would 

find fingerprints, footprints, and smudges of paint on the doors and floors. Students began to wonder 

whom these unusual paint footprints belonged to. And that's where we came in. 

A group of girls from both Mrs. Shimko and Mrs. Motsko's class decided to create a club for 

girls in Fourth Grade who wanted to solve this mystery. Karina, Anisha, Layla, and Olivia from Mrs. 

Motsko's class joined up with Priya, Sydney M., Sydney T., Ava, Hailey, and me. We called our all-girl 

group, the sHERlocks, like the famous detective. 

The first time the sHERlocks met, it was after school on a dark, stormy day. Once we all settled 

down in the library, I stood up. 

"Okay everyone," I began. "First of all, we need to find some evidence of who's committing 

these crimes. If we don't find some suspects, there will be no one to accuse. Any questions about our 

first assignment?" 

Anisha raised her hand slowly and I nodded to her. "It's a great plan, but don't we need to find 

out who is the head of that group of people?" 

"Okay, okay. We'll find the head of the problem, and then we'll search for the suspects. All in 

favor of this plan raise your hands!" I exclaimed gleefully. 

 Everyone's hands shot upward. 

"We need to find out who created the problem. Who could they be? Give me some accusations!" 

I shouted. 

"It could be one of our homeroom teachers!" Olivia hollered from the back of the library. 

“Or it could be one of the special teachers!" accused Priya. 

"Wait," I muttered confused. 

"What is it?" everyone asked in unison. 

"You know how the only evidence has been paint smudges on the wall," "Yes?" they questioned. 

"The only person that paints at school is Ms. T! She has been staying at school late too."  I 

sighed. 

"I doubt she is the culprit, but maybe she is tied to the problem." I said sternly. After our first 

meeting, we decided to split up and search for suspects. Layla thought one of the suspects could be a 

tutored student who stays after school. After silently staking out the student, we realized that he went 

straight home after every tutoring session. When it was time for our second meeting, we decided that the 

best way to find the culprit was to stay after school and set up surveillance. 

We all pretended that we were having a sleepover at Olivia's house. Since 

Olivia's parents were away, we pretended to be her dad and called all of the girls' parents saying 

it was okay for them to stay at their house. All of our parents bought it, and we stayed overnight at the 

school. Once the teachers and students left, we divided into groups and set out around the school to look 

for clues. I joined Olivia, Layla, and Anisha and headed to Ms. T's room. When I peeked through the 

door, I saw Ms. T painting a portrait of an elderly man wearing old-fashioned clothing standing in front 

of our school. I recognized him as a past headmaster at Worcester Preparatory. When Ms. T got up, 

grabbed her bag and started to walk towards the door, we all hid in Mrs. Brittingham's room. When Ms. 

T. walked out of her classroom, we followed her and watched her leave the school. Then, we heard a 
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strange noise coming from Ms. T's room. We heard paint being knocked off the wall. When we peered 

through the door, we saw a ghost, who just so happened to be the man from the painting! 

"What in the worl-!" Layla yelled before Anisha put her hand over her mouth. The man saw us 

out of the comer of his eye and walked towards us guiltily leaving paint-splattered footprints in his 

wake. 

"Who are you?" I asked. 

"I am one of the school's former headmasters. Ms. T has a set of magical paints which she uses to 

make her paintings come to life. I used to be pranked by my students, but now, I can return the favor. If 

you tell my secret, I will, I will…" he stuttered breathlessly. 

"Your secret is safe with us. Don't worry! We won't tell anyone!" And we never did. From then 

on, the sHERlocks retired ... until the next mystery arose. 

 

Back in Time— 3rd Place Winner 

By Caleb Loring 
 

Today is November 10, 2017. Veterans’ Day! My mom told me that we have had family 

members in just about all the wars up until Vietnam.  I have been thinking about what it must have been 

like way back during the Revolutionary War when our country was fighting for our freedom.  I thought 

it might be fun to use my imagination and make a time machine, so I got a big box, flashlights, and a 

steering wheel from a toy and anything else that I could think of to make it look awesome.  That night 

my mom told me a story about an ancestor of mine who actually was in the Revolutionary War. I fell 

asleep thinking about him and how I would like to have met him…. 

 

WHERE AM I? 

 

The next morning when I opened my eyes, I was scared. My room didn’t look the same at all! It 

was cold, too! I started to cry because I didn’t know where I was or how I got here. Then this little old 

man came in, and asked me who I was! I told him I was Caleb. “Who are you?” I asked him back.   

“My name is Francis DeLong” he said.  

“Where am I? I asked.  

He said, “Why don’t you get up and have breakfast with me and we can find out how you came 

to be in my house.”  

I don’t know why but his name sounded familiar and I wasn’t afraid anymore.  After we ate, I 

asked him again, “Where am I?”  He told me this was his home and it was in New York! I must have 

looked confused because he asked me where my home was. When I told him Maryland, he looked 

confused! He asked me when I was born and I told him January 30, 2008. I thought he was going to 

faint right then! I asked him when he was born—he said June 8, 1759!!!!  Could I have traveled back in 

time in my make believe machine?! 

 

HIS LIFE STORY 

 

“I’m Francis Scott DeLong. I was born in North Carolina in 1759. My mother and father died by 

the time I was 15 years old and I went to live with my Aunt. When I turned 18, the Revolutionary War 

had started, and I enlisted in the Continental Army on September 13, 1777. I served in the Drum & Fife 

Corps. I re-enlisted again on March 12, 1779. That regiment joined General Washington at Valley 

Forge. We marched to West Point in the state of New York, and then we marched to Charleston, South 
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Carolina.” (I couldn’t imagine walking that far!!) Then he got quiet for a few minutes and looked sad. In 

a quiet voice he then said that he and a lot of others were captured by General Cornwallis. “I was kept 

prisoner in a barracks for 5 months and then they put me on a prison ship named the Success-Increase 

for another 5 months. From there they sailed me to Jamaica, and I was there in that heat for six long 

years. After that they sailed me north to Halifax and kept me for another year. Finally, I was taken to 

Montreal for 3 ½ months and then they let me go. I never understood why I was kept so long. I never 

heard from any of my North Carolina relatives again.” 

“I re-entered the U.S. through New England and I settled in New York. I married a woman 

named Mary and we had a big family. My wife died a few years back, but I have sons who live nearby. 

By the way, the year right now is 1859, and I am 100 years old.”  I couldn’t believe that we talked all 

day, and then it was time for bed. He promised me that he would never forget meeting me. 

 

I’M BACK! 

 

When I opened my eyes, I was back in my own bedroom.  Was all of this a dream?  I went 

downstairs and told my mom all about it. She looked at me kind of funny and said that we should go to 

my mom-mom’s house because she has been studying our family history. When we got there, I told her 

what happened and she got really excited and started pulling out her books. She found Francis Scott 

DeLong. He was my 6th great-grandfather!! The story was true! Then she showed me a paper that had 

never made any sense to her. It was a short note that read: “Caleb, I hope to meet you again someday, 

maybe in your time.” Signed Francis, dated Nov. 10, 1859.  We saw that he died on February 8, 1862 at 

the age of 102 years and 8 months. 

 

Grade 5 Short Story 
 

A Carrot’s Life — 1st Place Winner 

By Emaan Ehtasham  
 

Hello everyone, I am an orange, long triangle shaped thing with long green hair, also known as a 

carrot. Carrots are very delicious vegetables. I have been a carrot since I was born, and it gets very 

boring sometimes. I was in the hard, dark, and cold ground as I was growing. The ground was very 

lonely, but I got used to it. 

 Today there was a farmer in denim overalls, who is pulling me from the ground. I had to squint 

because of the light. He then carefully placed me in a big truck with so many other carrots and drove 

away. It was very dark where I was, but I got used to it very soon. I got to meet lots of other lovely 

carrots. There were a few bumps and I shook around, but I got close to more carrots and made more 

amazing friends.  

 We finally stopped, and the man opened the trunk that I was in. Light flooded in; I had to close 

my eyes. He picked us up by the handful and stuffed us in plastic bags. The bags were loaded on a long 

cart, and we rolled inside. 

 There are lots of other types of fruits and vegetables that I am seeing as I open my eyes inside. I 

see juicy red strawberries, delicious blueberries, ripe red cherries, watermelons, honeydew, and lots of 

other delicious foods. We went past the frozen foods where we saw pizza, ice cream, milk, and so many 

other foods that I don’t know the names of. We finally got to the section that I was supposed to be in. 
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The section for us had a couple of other bags of carrots, and it was very cold. The other bags of carrots 

were getting pale, so as the man put the newer bags on the shelf, he took the older ones off. 

 After one or two days of people walking by, I finally saw someone pick up my bag, and look at it 

very closely, and drop it heavily into their cart. (It really hurt). After I was taken out of the cart, I went 

through a thing with a red light that beeped when my bag went on it. We were then put into another bag 

and carried to a car. We bumped each other in the car, but finally we stopped and were taken inside a 

house. Then we all got emptied out into a cool box that I think is called a refrigerator. There was a 

special drawer that had some green leaves in it that I went into. 

 It was freezing cold. 

 

One Day Later… 

A couple of my friends were taken out of the fridge and were never seen again. I wonder where 

they went, but I kind of couldn’t figure it out, so I… “Hey! Where are you taking me?” I was upset 

because I was taken out of the fridge and then put in a clear, plastic container, and then into an 

interesting box. The box just closed with me inside, and I shook around a lot, again. Finally the box 

opened, and I had to close my eyes because of the light. All around me I could hear lots of kids 

screaming and eating food. My eyes opened just in time to see myself being pushed toward a black hole, 

with a red tongue, and yellow teeth like structures. Around me there is a vending machine with soda and 

snacks in it, and some microwaves with numbers with green lights. The black hole is very stinky. Oh 

my! It is a mouth that….AHHHHHHH! 

(I was eaten by a person that did not brush their teeth.) 

 

Midnight Ballerinas— 2nd Place Winner 

By Jillian C. Watson 
 

 When the doors of the Metropolitan Museum of Art closed and the clock struck midnight, the 

Degas ballerinas came to life in their glass cases. They had no names or voices, but they were not 

lacking in cleverness. Over the years, they learned how to escape their cases without sounding the 

alarms. They danced with grace through all the rooms of the museum each night. As the building itself 

was a work of art, they were content to remain inside its walls. They were made to be looked at and 

enjoyed the attention of the people that visited during the day. The ageless dancers always made sure to 

be back in position before the day staff returned each morning to open the museum. 

 One cold night, Claire, the manager’s daughter, was admiring the beautiful ballet dancers. She 

fell asleep, and her father, the manager, accidentally forgot her inside and locked up the museum. When 

she awoke, she saw the dancers and hid. The dancers were so graceful. Claire could not stop watching. 

When the ballerinas were finished dancing, she got out of her hiding place and started clapping. The 

dancers were surprised and ran toward their cases.  

“Wait! Don’t go! Your dancing is beautiful!” Claire said.  

The lead dancer nodded as if to say, Thank you.  

“Can you teach me to dance like you?” Claire asked.  

The lead dancer shook her head as if to say, No.  

“Why?” asked Claire.  

The lead dancer pointed to a sign that said, “Do not take mannequins out of cases.”   

“So?” Claire said. The lead dancer still shook her head. “Oh, you don’t want me to tell anyone. 

Who would I tell? I don’t have many friends,” Claire said.  
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Even though the dancers couldn’t talk, they huddled together and stayed there for a few 

moments. Then they all turned to Claire and the lead dancer nodded her head.  

“Yes!” Claire said happily. The dancers taught Claire how to plie and grande jete.  

They then put their moves to music when suddenly the night janitor appeared. The janitor saw 

them dancing, but was afraid and hid. He quietly took out his phone to take a video. He put it online and 

the next day, it had over two billion views!  

Claire’s dad, the manager, was excited about the positive attention the museum was getting. He 

was very proud of his daughter, Claire, and thought this was a wonderful opportunity for her and the 

museum. Claire’s dad had a stage built which she and the dancers could perform on. Soon, people 

started coming at midnight to watch the graceful dancers. The dancers didn’t seem to mind, and Claire 

was very excited. She had seen the video. This was the third show they had done on the stage. So, every 

night at midnight anyone who had a baby that wouldn’t sleep would come watch the play to see the 

dancers perform. The show was called, “The Nutcracker.” 

 

There’s a Cat in the Attic — 3rd Place Winner 

By Ava O’Neal 
 

Eva is a 10-year old girl, who lives a fun, easy, and a little bit of everything kind of life, and she 

just started 5th grade! She lives in a two-story house (not including her attic), but, unfortunately, bugs 

tend to find a way into her house easily. She also keeps worrying that she will be bullied at school 

because she is getting older. Her mom just tells her to be herself, but she feels that she cannot. 

Tomorrow is her first day of fifth grade, and she is more nervous than she has ever been before the first 

day of school. 

When Eva woke up for school the next morning, she got ready and went outside to wait for the 

bus. Eva's bus finally came, and as soon as she saw it, a swarm of butterflies flew into her stomach. 

She walked onto the bus, and saw her best friend, Gabby, wave to her from behind a seat that she 

was saving. Eva walked back to where Gabby was and sat down next to her.  

"Hi!"said Eva,"I was getting worried that you were going to be mean to me!" she said.  

"Why?" asked Gabby.  

"Well, I just know that we're getting older, and I know that people can change," said Eva.  

"Oh Eva, you know that I of all people wouldn't turn on you and be mean," said Gabby.  

"Well, I guess you're right," said Eva.  

"You don't just guess I'm right. You KNOW I'm right," corrected Gabby.  

"I know, I know," said Eva. 

Soon, the bus arrived at school and the school day ended up being one of the best school days 

ever for Eva. When she got home, she heard a noise that sounded like it was coming from the attic. 

"Mom, do you hear that noise?" asked Eva.  

"Yes," said Eva's mom,"I do."  

"It sounds like it's coming from the attic," said Eva.  

"It sounds like a scratching sound," said Eva's mom. "Let me call Dad," she said as she dialed her 

phone to call Eva's dad. "There's a sound coming from the attic," said Eva's mom, "And my first guess is 

that it's an animal."  

"Oh, well, I'll come home as soon as possible," Eva's father said.  

"Okay," said Eva's mom, "Bye." 

Once Eva's dad got home, he went straight into the attic along with Eva and her mom. 
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“The sound is coming from here," said Eva's dad, as he pointed to the west side of the attic. 

"Let's go check it out," he said. 

So, Eva's dad led Eva and her mom to the west side of the attic where they started to hear a 

meowing sound. "Oh my gosh," said Eva's mom, "I think that there's a cat in the attic." And sure 

enough, Eva and her parents approached a black and white cat with gold eyes that was on top of a 

storage box. "Oh honey, how do you think a cat got in the attic?" asked Eva's mom.  

"Honey, your guess is as good as mine." answered Eva's dad.   

"Well, what do you suppose we do with it?" asked Eva's mom.  

"Let's keep it," Eva chimed in. "Oh, I don't know if I want a cat in the house," said Eva's mom.  

"Well, how about we keep it in the attic?" suggested Eva. "I mean, I could take responsibility for 

it," she said.   

"You know, I think that's actually a pretty good idea!" said Eva's dad.  

"Well, I guess that one little cat wouldn't hurt," said Eva's mom,  "And we should actually keep it 

in the house instead of the attic."  

"Wait, you mean that we can have a cat in our actual house?" asked Eva.  

"Well, yes," said Eva's mom.  

"Yes!" exclaimed Eva.  

"What should we name it?" asked Eva's mom.  

"Hmm, I think that we should name it Topaz like the gem because of its golden yellowish eyes," 

said Eva. Eva was so excited to actually have a cat in her house that she spent her own money on cat 

food and toys. 

The next day at school, Eva's class was learning about house pets in science, and students were 

telling the class what pets they had. “ My pet is a hamster and his name is Coco," said one boy.  

"My pet is a dog and her name is Wilma," said one girl.  

"Eva, do you have a pet?" asked Eva's teacher.  

"Yes," said Eva, "I have a cat named Topaz, and I found it in my attic."  Eva knew that the rest 

of her school year would be wonderful if she just thought of Topaz.  

 

Grade 6 Short Story 
 

Mr. Linden’s Library — 1st Place Winner 

By Cameron Mason 
 

It was December 2, 1942 and a day like every other in her quaint little town of Sharpstown. At 

least that’s what Kelly Elridge thought until... well let me start from the beginning. 

Olivia, Emma, Bridget, and Kelly had a project on Herbology, and they needed a few books for 

research, so Kelly went to her favorite place in town, Mr. Linden's Library. 

"Hi Mr. Linden," the eager girl cheered. 

"Hello there Kelly," Mr. Linden bellowed, "What can I do you for?" 

"Well, my friends and I have a herbology project, and I was wondering if you had any books on 

the subject," the meek little girl questioned. 

"I believe I have 3 or 4, follow me," Mr. Linden replied. 

While they were walking, something green caught the corner of Kelly's eye. 

"What about that book?" Kelly asked. 

"Oh, you don't want that book it's ummm, inaccurate." 

"Well, then I can cross-reference the information," Kelly said determinedly. 
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"Well, don't say I didn't warn you Kelly." 

Mr. Linden seemed angered so Kelly collected the rest of the books and headed home to her 

third-floor bedroom. She thought it was stuffy and decided to open her window, and that was the 

beginning of it all. 

Kelly became tired while reading and eventually fell asleep, but there was one major detail. She 

left the book open. 

The next morning, when Kelly woke up, she looked down at the book and saw it. There were 

vines growing out of it! 

"VINES!?" The startled girl gasped. 

Quickly, she got dressed and gathered her things. Skipping breakfast, she ran out the door and 

down the street to Mr. Linden's Library. 

"Mr. Linden? Mr. Linden!" She cried while gasping for air. 

"Kelly, what's wrong?" The man was panicking due to Kelly's condition. 

"The book, it's growing vines out of it!" Kelly exclaimed. 

"I warned you about the book Kelly, but no one ever listens to old Mr. Linden, now do they?"  he 

screeched with frustration. 

" I know I didn't listen. I was stubborn and rude, I'm sorry, but please, you have to help me!" she 

replied. 

"Fine. I do remember this happening one other time. It was 1920 and the book had far worse 

effects then. The vines took over our whole house!" 

"WHAT!" the disbelieving Kelly shrieked. 

"Not the point though, I did find a way to defeat the vines but you may think I'm crazy." 

"Promise, I won't think you're crazy." 

"Well, I found a wizard's spell and defeated them." 

"OK, do you have it still?" 

"Why yes, it's right here. Just say these words, and hurry. You're almost out of time to get rid of 

them!" 

Kelly ran home and said these words while standing next to the plants. 

"Plants beware the sun will come and your reign of terror will be done!" 

Kelly rose out of bed and looked around. She got ready for school and thought she should stop 

by and say thanks to Mr. Linden, but when she got there she was in disbelief. 

"What?" Kelly was confused. 

Turns out there was no Mr. Linden, No Mr. Linden's Library and her teacher gave no such 

herbology project. 

It was all a dream. 

 

The Run for Life — 2nd Place Winner 

By Allie Jimmerson 

 
“Bella come down stairs. I have a surprise for you!” Mom said. I quickly went down the stairs to 

see the surprise. When I entered the kitchen, I saw a box with a small purple bow. I saw my little sister, 

Riley also standing by the counter holding a box with a blue bow.  

 “Girls, why don’t you see what’s inside?” Mom suggested. I glanced at Riley to see that she was 

unwrapping her gift. I was eager to see what was in my box, so I quickly took off the purple bow and 

lifted the lid of the box. I saw a gift wrapped up in pink tissue paper, so I unwrapped the gift. The tissue 

paper revealed a workout outfit and sneakers that matched the outfit. 
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 “Girls, we want you to be a part of the ten-mile race called, Run for Life. We want you to do 

good so we got you new clothes for running,” Dad said, entering the kitchen. 

 “Could I wear the new outfit to Gym?” I asked because I just started middle school and I have to 

change in a locker room for Gym. 

 “No. We don’t want you to mess up your new clothes, but you can put them on and practice 

running with your sister,” Mom said. I climbed the stairs to my bedroom and shut and locked the door. 

My brothers Robby and Ben always try to get into my room so I always lock the door. When I was about 

to open the door after changing, the door opened by itself and in came Robby and Ben. 

 “How did you get in here!?” I shouted. Giggling, the boys held up one of Riley’s hair clips.  

 “We used Riley’s hair clip to break into your room and we got in, Bella!” Ben said smiling 

happily.  

I gave him my best “you need to grow up face” and scowled at both of them. Rubbing my hands 

together I said, 

 “Get out of my room or I will…!” I threatened. 

 “What are you going to do?” Robby asked. I hadn’t thought of that so I yelled,  

 “Just get out of my room!” They both ran out and into their room. They were always creating 

mischief around the house for no apparent reason. When I passed the boy’s room, I heard them giggling.  

 “What?” I asked, not sure what was so hilarious. I saw they were pointing at me, so I looked 

down. What I saw put my heart in my throat. There was ketchup right where a pink flower was. My 

mom was going to kill me! Not thinking, I ran into the boy’s room and picked up the boy’s favorite 

piggy bank and dropped it. I watched it shatter into a million pieces and then watched my brother’s eyes 

fill with tears.  

Then they started wailing and yelled, “Mommy!” so loudly the whole neighborhood could hear. 

Mom came running up the stairs at lightning speed. She first eyed the broken piggy bank and then my 

new shirt.  

 “What on God’s green Earth is going on!?” she asked with deep anger in her voice.  

 “They squirted ketchup on me so I dropped their piggy bank.” I said with a shrug. Mom eyed the 

boys.  

 “She didn’t let us into her room,” Robby said sheepishly. Mom then turned her anger to the boys.  

 “You know you aren’t allowed into either of the girl’s rooms,” Mom said strictly. 

 “We are sorry,” we all said together. Mom then said she could replace the piggy bank and wash 

my shirt. 

 “Go run. Your sister is waiting.” She said. I quickly ran down the stairs and joined Riley outside. 

We took off at a slow jog and then picked the speed up to a run and then a sprint. Eventually, I was 

running so fast the trees and houses were a blur. I slowed down and looked back realizing Riley was far 

behind me. Panting deeply, she joined me once more.  

 “Who knew lungs can cause so much pandemonium?” She asked me using her favorite 

vocabulary word. Still panting, she took off with me for the second time. I couldn’t help but go my 

lightning speed when it came to running. I looked back every so often to make sure she was still in my 

eye’s reach. As I passed a corner, I noticed I could no longer see her. I waited a few minutes trying to 

give her time to catch up. About twenty minutes after I passed the corner, I decided to go see where she 

was. What shocked me was that she wasn’t anywhere in the area we always run. I knew she couldn’t be 

lost because she knew the course by heart. Panicking, I reached for my phone and tapped the tiny 

glowing numbers until the phone signals reached my mom’s phone. 

 “Hello. You have reached Amy Rosen. Please wait until I am able to attend. Good Bye.” In 

dismay, I quickly tapped my dad’s phone number in.  
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 “Hello?” dad said. 

 “Hi Dad. It’s me Bella. I don’t know where Riley is!” I said, my eyes full of tears and my voice 

cracking. 

 “Oh, don’t worry. Riley came home when she lost sight of you. Make sure you run her speed so 

neither of you start to worry, okay?” He asked. 

 “Okay Dad. Love you,” I said sorry ringing in my voice. 

 “I love you too, Bella. Come home now okay?” he said kindly.  

 “Okay, bye.” I said, feeling much better now that I knew Riley was safe. I sprinted back home 

because I was in desperate need for a big glass of water and some dinner. When I got home, I saw that 

Mom was putting spaghetti and meatballs in a row of little bowls. That is most likely why Mom did not 

answer the phone when I called her. When dinner was served, I quickly gobbled my food and drank the 

big glass of water. That night, I fell asleep right away. I had a very busy day, but in some parts a little 

scary.  

 Two weeks have passed and the day of the big race had arrived. Everyone was crowded 

nervously at the starting line for Run for Life. Anxiety was built up inside me. The host of the race held 

the horn, his finger hovering over the button. Eventually, the man’s finger dropped onto the button with 

a loud sound following it. As soon as the horn was pressed, I took off at my lightning speed lighting up 

the roar of the crowd. I knew Riley was behind me somewhere and was probably thinking that the crowd 

had caused a lot of pandemonium. I looked behind me and saw a young girl around my age approaching 

me to take first place from me. I will only let her place close to first, I told myself. She can get second as 

long as I get first. I slowed down just a little to confuse the crowd but then I sped up right as we passed 

the 5th mile. The crowd did get confused along with the girl a few lengths away from me. I did have to 

laugh at her expression when I sped up. She must have thought I was getting tired.  

 “Hey,” I called back. “Eat my dust!” I shouted. I looked back and saw that she was not a happy 

camper. Her eyebrows went down, and her eye lids were almost shut. As she scowled; I ran. I sprinted 

past the 7th mile marking. I looked back and couldn’t help but smile. The girl was a long way behind. 

Just then I heard the girl’s voice. 

 “Looking for me?” She said smiling.  

 “Oh, no I was just looking to see if you were behind me or not. After all, I don’t want you to get 

too far behind. We still need someone for second,” I said with high attitude. 

 “Don’t worry. We already have a person getting second. That will be you!” She said and took off 

faster. I took off after her. I kept my eyes on her green bow that was jazzing up her pony tail. Her bow 

will now be my target and my destiny. I must get first place. I ran faster and faster until it was as if I 

were flying. My feet touched the ground with thunder but only touched for half a second. I got closer 

until I could touch her green glittery bow. Finally, I was in front. Unfortunately, we were on the last 

mile. This meant I had to run twice my speed. In airplane terms, I had to go out of mach one and into 

mach two. I quickly picked the pace up even more. My eyes stung from the cold stabbing air as it hit my 

face. Just then, I tripped over a tree root and fell with a sickening bang. Blood was spilling out of my 

elbows, hands, knees, and chin. A stabbing pain was coming from my ankle. I guess I might have 

sprained it.  I heard footsteps coming up behind me quickly.  I braced for her insults to fly, but none 

came.  Instead, I felt someone help me up.  I turned around to see her smiling at me.  I was still bracing 

for her to take off and leave me in her dust, but instead she took my hand and we began walking, then 

jogging, then running again toward the finish line.  We crossed together and tied for first!  I made a 

friend for life that day. 
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The Phoenix of Heroism — 3rd Place Winner 

By Richard Godwin 

 
“The Phoenix Of Heroism, from the Journal of AJ Rosson”, Air Force Pilot 

 

Month One: 

“The war is halfway over and the casualties are well over 40,000 and I have lost my mind over 

this, I hope to survive.”  

  One year before:  The war started over a land issue between Russia and China, but the U.S tried 

to help Russia, then Germany started helping China which turned into World War 3.   Most people 

called it “The War of Fury” because of all the fire, the pain, and all of the injured. I called it the worst 

thing to ever happen to me. My family is still home in Richmond, and I was with them until a retired Air 

Force pilot came to our door and asked if anyone was willing to join the war.  My older brother, Miles, 

just 20, just one year older than me, said he was going to join, and I said if he was, then I was, too.  Next 

thing I know, we were both signing papers, and a week later, we were saying out goodbyes and heading 

to the airport to get flown out of town to a training camp. Now my brother’s in the Navy Seals, and I am 

in the Air Force, but I don’t think it will be long before the war gets worse. Honestly, I really want to 

take a jet straight back to my town. 

 

Month Two: 

  “The first month is over and only 400 casualties have been reported, but 125 people have been 

reported missing and 373 injured and luckily, me and my brother have been spared from death, and 

injury.”  

  So, it is the second month of this war and it does not seem that bad. I am just now getting into 

action and my brother also is too. While we are driving to Station 34, I am having flashbacks about 

walking to my friend Marcel’s house and telling him that I just joined the Air Force, and he said that he 

joined the Marines and that he was going to miss this town and his family, and I said I would, too. After 

the first week at Station 34, nothing happened until over the radio, we heard that the plane that we were 

going to fly over to the battlefront in Russia just landed, so we got on and flew here and I heard that I 

was fighting later today in a fancy F22 Raptor and I can’t wait to fly.   

  My plane just opened its door, and all I saw was smoke in the air and fire all around, I’m 

surprised the plane did not blow up but through all that, I saw the Raptor I was going to fly and it was 

awesome. So I got in and turned on the engine, it sounded like a beast, so I took off and it was fast.  I 

mean, I didn’t even have time to blink before it did and before I knew it, I was in the air and a voice over 

the radio said “…go to the plane fuel up station when you run out of gas…” and I was on a full tank of 

gas, so I did not have to worry.  

  I saw a couple of enemy planes ahead, so I started to shoot, and I had some friends in the air with 

me, so we took them down swiftly and flawlessly. I was almost out of fuel when I saw the fuel up plane, 

an old B2 bomber from the old days, so I went over to it and hooked up to the fueling pump and I 

noticed another enemy plane, but this time with two bombers, so I hopped out of my plane and into the 

bomber, and then the fueling pump blew up with my plane, which unfortunately had my parachute in the 

seat, so I was doomed. The enemy was shooting at the plane and setting it on fire and everyone was 

jumping out and panicking until we all heard a bang and saw trees very close to the plane and we 

suspected that we were going to crash… we were right. I woke up and saw this beach and bodies 

everywhere, it was so scary.  I got up and realized I only had a few gashes, but my buddies were all dead 

from the crash. I had a radio clipped to my belt; it was a radio to communicate with my Captains, fellow 
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pilots, Marcel, and Miles. It was broken and ruined from the crash. After 4 hours of walking to the 

nearest camp, I was hungry, thirsty, and tired, so I slept and a few hours later I woke up to find that we 

just got bombed. All of my crewmates are dead from it. 

 

One Year Later: 

“The war is over, but that does not mean that the pain is. Dead: 67,786   Injured: 23,567  

Missing: 12,340 Cities bombed: 6. Yes, we have won the war, but the enemy has won the war of causing 

pain to families and when I returned home, my city was destroyed from when the enemy started to bomb 

the U.S until we got them. My city was in ashes and my family was lucky enough to have survived in 

the countryside.  My brother was ok but paralyzed from a boating accident, and my best friend Marcel 

was killed when I tried so desperately to save him when his base was under fire by tanks and planes, I 

swooped down and crashed my new plane and parachuted when the base blew up with him inside it, I 

was heartbroken and I cried as the enemy rode past me leaving me for dead with his body, I was picked 

up and his body was sent to the Arlington National Cemetery and his family was notified. Yes, I’m 

happy on the outside but on the inside I’m heartbroken and paralyzed mentally.”  

The war is over and my city is under repair from the bombs that hit the city and killed lots of 

civilians, but my family, my little brother, my mom, my sister, and my dad, all survived out in the 

countryside. When I returned home, we all got an invitation to Marcel’s funeral and we hesitated for a 

minute and then my mom said that we would go. So we went and I was saluting even with tears 

streaming down my face and when it was over, we put up our flag in the front yard and it blew in the 

wind as proudly as it could be. Like I said, the town has recovered and so has the outside of the people, 

but on the inside, we are all still beaten up and burned and bruised, some people even died inside but for 

me I am still strong and tough in and out and as for my family, they recovered and are glad we all made 

it. 

 

45 Years Later: 

 “It has been 45 years since the war ended, and I now have a family of my own and my brother 

does too. This is the last page in this book and it has been good to let it out in writing. As my life lesson, 

never let your tears get you down and keep fighting.”  

 

 

Grade 7 Short Story 
 

Long Distance — 1st Place Winner 

By Morgan Schoch 
 

Suddenly, the bright light hit my eyes. Snapping them shut, I slowly rolled over in my bed, 

trying   to   wake   my   body   up   bit   by   bit,   limb   by   limb.   The   cold   air   blowing   through   

the   vent   in   my room hit me, and all I wanted to do was to slide back under the covers and sleep just a 

few minutes more. Just as I was closing my eyes again, I felt a buzz from my phone alarm. I sprang up 

out of my bed, searching wildly for the phone I had so carelessly tossed next to me the night before. 

“Where is it?” I thought angrily to myself, frantically throwing all the sheets off my bed in vain. “Ha! 

Found it!” I exclaimed, triumphantly holding it in front of my face. I was so excited! Today was the day 

I was going to see my best friend in the world. Who cared about the hundreds of miles I have to drive, 

because I was going to see Claire Rice, who had been my best friend from   1st   grade   to   halfway   

through   college. 
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Lost in my memories, I remembered everything we had been through. Just a couple months ago,   

she   had   been   diagnosed   with   an   abnormality   in   her   brain,   and   she   might   have   only   

had   a   few months   to   live.   That   was   the   worst   day   of   my   life,   the   day   she   called   and   

told   me   everything. However,   just   when   we   had   almost   given   up   any   hope,   a   brain   

surgeon   from   across   the   country came   to   us   with   an   option.   Claire   could   have   a   

surgery,   but   it   would   be   extremely   risky. Her parents had both died in their late 40’s, when Claire 

was only 19, so I had to decide whether or not to have the operation. We talked about it, but I knew 

Claire was definitely set on having the surgery.   The   doctors   operated,   and   she   survived.   Claire   

beat   the   disease,   but   she   has   had   to   take   a pill every morning, since then. 

 I shook the thoughts from my head, because there was a loud knock at the door. With my shoes 

clacking loudly over the hardwood floor, I crossed over to the door   and   opened   it   gently,   unsure   

of   who   would   be   visiting   at   7:00   in   the   morning.      As   the   door opened farther and farther, 

I looked through the opening and my jaw dropped. I was staring straight   at   a   very   familiar   smile. 

“Claire? I was supposed to come to your house later, not the other way around. What are you doing 

here?” I exclaimed happily, embracing her. 

“Well, Callie, I figured it wouldn’t do any harm to show up earlier, and I couldn’t wait to see 

you!   It’s   been   so   long!” 

I couldn’t believe it. The day had been waiting for so long had started off even better than 

planned. Just thinking of all the memories and experiences I had shared with her over the years made me 

start to smile even wider than I thought possible. 

               “What   are   you   waiting   for?”   She asked with a grin.   “My car’s all packed. Let’s go!” 

Two hours later, I was still smiling between bites of the food we had bought at a farmer’s 

market. The food was so good, it was hard to talk because of how fast I was eating. In the driver's   seat,   

however, Claire seemed oddly quiet, compared to her usually happy, bubbly personality that she   

applied just this morning. 

“Claire, is everything okay?” I inquired, confused as to what had happened or if I had done 

something wrong. 

“No, it’s fine.” she replied. “I don’t know. It just feels like something bad is going to happen 

today.   Like.....some   kind   of   accident   or   something.   I’m   not   sure   why.   It’s   just   a   strange   

feeling.”                She   saw   the   questioning   look   on   my   face   and   quickly   added,   “It’s   

probably   nothing.   Don’t worry   about   it.” 

Deciding it would do no good to worry, I was so tired after waking up early and now having 

been in the car for several hours. With her strange thought out of my mind, I turned over and went   to   

sleep. 

*** 

“What time is it?” I asked drowsily, hearing the hum of the car as it sped over the highway. 

“Claire?   What   time   is   it?”   Still   no   answer.   Wondering   what   was   going   wrong,   and   why   

she   was choosing to ignore me. Still half asleep, I turned over to see what was wrong. Suddenly, I 

heard the   loud,   deep   blare   of   a   car   horn   seemingly   right   next   to   me,   and   sat   bolt   

upright   in   my   seat. 

“Claire? What’s going on?” Turning to face her completely, I understood why I had not gotten   

a   response.   She   had   her   head   resting   on   her   chest,   sound   asleep,   and   in   the   middle   of   

the wrong   lane   of   traffic. 

“CLAIRE!” Faster than I had ever moved in my life, in a split second I was unbuckled and 

frantically   reaching   for   the   wheel,   to   try   and   maneuver   us   back   into   the   correct   lane.   

All   my senses   were   in   overdrive,   hearing   the   car   horns   honking   from   every   direction,   
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and   cars desperately trying to avoid us, and careening into each other in the process. I was scared out of 

my   mind,   trying   to   control   a   car   going   over   60   mph   from   the   passenger’s   seat,   but   

the   question that   scared   me   the   most   was,   “Why   hasn’t   she   woken   up   yet?”   There   had   

been   a   couple   seconds of utter chaos, and the noise would have woken anyone else. I was 

desperately searching my mind for any reason she might have been asleep. It was then I started 

panicking. She must have not taken her pill! In that second I realized I needed to pull over immediately, 

but it was a second too late. 

 

Loyalty — 2nd Place Winner 

By Jack Greenwood 

 
"So, I guess we jump now, huh?" I asked, as we both stood in the opening of our helicopter 

looking down on the dark streets of Igoria. 

"Either we jump, or the UAE military will have our heads!" My partner was already out the door. 

I sighed. "Here we go..." I muttered as I jumped off the heli. Freefalling through open air I tried 

not to scream, but the view was pretty good. Lights, towers, buildings, I even spotted a bar that I would 

most definitely be visiting later. I pulled the string on my parachute and landed on a warehouse roof 

with a small thud. "Thanks for waiting, Darek." 

"No problem, partner!" Darek smiled. 

"I'll cut a hole through this roof. Then what? What's your genius plan?" 

"What else? We drop through the hole and kill anyone in the way of the case!" 

"Of the hundreds of missions we've done together, when is that not your plan?" I laughed as I cut 

a hole through the roof. 

"It's a good plan!" Darek argued, "Name one time it hasn't worked!" 

"Let's see.... Paxing, Slaxov, Woni, Reido-" 

"Ok, I see your point!" Darek admitted. "Either way, it'll work this time! Trust me!" Darek 

jumped down the hole and I was alone in the cold air. 

"This'll be fun," I muttered as I jumped down the hole. I landed right next to Darek, hiding 

behind a couple of storage bins. "You know, just once would you wait for me?" 

"Eh, you're too slow," Darek laughed, "Now the case is right over there..." He pointed. 

Sure enough, the case was right where the Captain said it would be. Except, one thing he failed 

to mention, there were 20 guards patrolling the warehouse. 

"What now?" I whispered. 

"Did you not hear my plan? We shoot them all!" 

I shook my head, "Ok, new plan. We'll sneak around the back and steal the case. QUIETLY! In 

and out; the guards won't even notice." 

"I don't know man... I don't do sneaking." Darek argued. 

"Too bad," I laughed, "Let's go!" For once, Darek was following me. 

We were ducking, jumping, sliding, and running across the warehouse. No one even noticed us 

until I tripped on a Roomba and fell into a storage bin knocking it over. Every guard in the building 

turned towards me. 

"Shoot!" I yelled, still stumbling around like a fool. 

Darek grabbed my shirt and pulled me into cover, "Did you just yell 'shoot' to a bunch of guys 

with guns that want us dead?" The whole warehouse filled with gunshots, all of which were directed at 

us. 
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"You know that's not what I meant!" I tossed a grenade over my shoulder towards the nearest 

clump of guards. BOOM! 

"Alright, my plan now!" Darek yelled, "Kill every single one of them until I get my hands on that 

case!" 

We pulled out our pistols, tore off out silencers, and one by one the guards fell. There were a 

couple close calls, most of which involved me almost getting my face shot off. I rolled behind the 

nearest bin and took direct aim at the first guard I saw. I pointed my pistol at him and saw fear in his 

eyes, he was scared, and the last guard left. But, I had a job to do. I pulled the trigger. 

"Well, that’s that then." I walked up to the case and opened it. Inside there were hundreds of 

dollars of currency from every country, and a flash drive. My eyes lit up; the US would give us anything 

we wanted for this.  

"We're rich, Darek!" I turned around to show Darek and I froze. He was pointing his pistol right 

at me. 

"I'm sorry, Kurt, I really am. The Rebellion has my family; it's the case or their lives. I have no 

choice." 

"Darek..." I took a step forward, "Don't do this. You always have a choice!" 

His finger trembling on the trigger, "What are you talking about? They have my family! What 

would you do?" 

I knew right away what I would do, "Darek. You ARE my family." 

"No. That won't work. This isn't some fairytale," Darek shook his head, "Give me the case, 

Kurt." 

I clutched the case to my chest, "My allegiance is to the UAE, Darek! OUR allegiance is to the 

UAE!" 

Darek closed his eyes, finger still trembling on the trigger. Then, he stared me down, with a cold 

look in his eye, "Not anymore," and he pulled the trigger. 

 

The Show Must Go On — 3rd Place Winner 

By Hayley Burnside 
 

 It was pouring rain as Elliot ran through the street passing by people with umbrellas and dry 

clothing. He envied them. He didn’t have enough time to grab his umbrella on the way out of his house, 

so his clothes were soaked. 

 He was almost to the theatre when he tripped and fell into the muddy grass. He groaned and 

continued on his way, this time at a slower pace, with his soaking clothes weighing down every step. 

 As soon as he opened the door he was greeted by an insanely irritated Lilah. “Where have you 

been? And why do you look so gross?” 

 “Hello to you, too,” Elliot sighed 

 “Whatever. Let’s just get you different clothes.” She dragged him backstage, 

 “Hey, Elliot,” Multiple people greeted him as he passed by. 

 A small girl, someone from the stage crew that Elliot didn’t know that well, came running up to 

them. “Have either of you seen Katelyn? We still need to fix her costume, and she promised she would 

be here early.” 

 Both Elliot and Lilah shook their heads. 

 She sighed. “I’ll just ask her at school,” she huffed and speed-walked away. 

 Lilah continued to drag Elliot through the people and eventually spotted what she was looking 

for, “Kade!” 
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 A young man looked toward them and waved. Lilah ran over to him. “Do you have any extra 

clothes for Elliot?” 

 He leaned down to look in his bag, “Yeah, I do.” He looked at Elliot. “What happened to you?” 

 Elliot scratched his arm and looked away. “I fell,” he said quietly. 

 Kade laughed and handed him some clothes. Elliot said, “Thanks” and ran off to the bathroom. 

 When he got out of the bathroom, dressed in clean, dry clothes, the director was calling everyone 

to the stage. He quietly sat down next to Kade. 

 “Okay!” the director said, clapping his hands. “I’m not allowing scripts on stage today. You will 

read your lines before your scene if you don’t have them memorized—even though you should have 

memorized the entire play by now.” 

 Kade leaned over to him, “Why do we have to memorize the entire thing,” he whispered. 

 “It helps you to know your character better,” Elliot whispered back. 

 “Yeah, because I totally need help understanding the guard.” 

 “Yes, you do, actually.” 

 “Why?” 

 “It’s your job to make this play great. Just because you have a minor role doesn’t mean you can 

slack off,” Elliot rolled his eyes. 

 “Yeah, well, Katelyn has a lead role, and I know for sure she doesn’t know her lines.” 

 He rolled his eyes. “Katelyn’s a busy person. You spend all your time playing video games.” 

 He grumbled and looked away. The director was taking attendance. “Alright, who’s not here? 

Looks like we’re missing someone.” 

 “Ben is sick, and Katelyn hasn’t been to any of her classes today. I think she might be sick, too,” 

someone called out. 

 A girl with a tight ponytail hopped off the stage. “I’ll go check her apartment; I know where she 

lives.” 

 “Okay, go ahead. Come back by the end of rehearsal.” 

 She nodded and ran out the doors. 

 “Alright,” the director barked, “Act one, scene one!” 

 Rehearsal was going okay, with only a few people forgetting their lines, when the director called 

for everyone to be quiet. 

 “Hello?” he said into his phone and then paused. “Izzy, calm down. What happened?” Silence. 

His face paled. “Did you call the police?” A pause. “I’ll be right there; just hang on,” he said, then hung 

up. "Rehearsal is over.” 

 “Why? What happened?” Kade asked, coming out from the wing. 

 The director sighed turning towards everyone, “It’s Katelyn. Izzy found her dead.” 

 Then all of the speakers screeched. Everyone started yelling at the control booth until a voice 

bellowed from the giant speakers. It was dark and dangerous, and spoke only one sentence… 

“The show must go on.” 
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Grade 8 Short Story 
 

One Last Time — 1st Place Winner 

By Kendahl Parsons 
 

She gripped the handle of her black iron blade and continued forward.  

"One last time," she muttered to herself.  

One last time. That’s what she had said the time before, and the time before that. The truth was 

that there was no "one last time," not for her. There was no way out of this mess, no way without death, 

that is. The way of her world was kill or be killed. It wasn’t right. In fact, it was very wrong. It shouldn’t 

have been the cruel reality that it was. But, the real problem was that she didn’t mind killing, sure, the 

first couple had hurt, but it didn’t affect her anymore. That was the cruelest thing about the situation. 

She had grown up killing, and killing wasn’t what had bothered her. It was the loneliness. It was the 

loneliness that gnawed at her heart, taunted her. But it was the only thing keeping her human. It was 

because of her job, she was forced to live in the shadows, only appearing to kill.  

She had been selected from her village at a young age by the king himself. At the time, she had 

been grateful to be picked by the king himself for such an important job. Now she knew better. In 

reality, she had been plucked by a controlling dictator out of what would have been a happy life with her 

family. He had destined her to a life of service. She was no more than a slave. She could barely 

remember her parents. Her only memory was of her parents thoughtlessly taking fortune over her. It was 

clear that she was wanted nowhere, belonged nowhere. Maybe it was better that way. The world was a 

cruel place.  

Yet, she still desperately longed for someone to talk to, to laugh with, someone to share the 

burdens with. But with her vow to serve, she also vowed to be forever alone. She shook her head, as if 

trying to shake the foolish thoughts away. Her wishes did not matter in her career, if you could even call 

it that. She just had to get the job done and move on to the next. Despite the facts, she still promised to 

herself, one last time. This would be the last time she killed. She needed a new life, before her heart 

turned as cold as the rest of her. Before it was too late.  

She continued walking down the worn path, the wet rocks crunching under her boots. She saw a 

flicker of light and instinctively crouched down and disappeared into the shrubbery at the edge of the 

path. The sun had set about an hour ago, and a light rain sprinkled down from the heavens. She had been 

tracking her next assignment, a thief. He had stolen from a village, and the King wanted him dead. She 

was an assassin, the most skilled in her kingdom. And, this thief was supposedly the most slippery. He 

had stolen hundreds of times, and this time he made the mistake of stealing from the King.  

She slowly inched forward, still on her knees. As she got closer to the source of the light, she 

realized it was a campfire. She saw the outline of a body sitting next to it. That was him, the target. She 

carefully moved closer and closer, staying in the shadows of the tree line along the clearing in which he 

had settled. She heard a stick crack from behind her and she froze. She slowly turned her head only to be 

faced with a curious fox that was now watching her. She shifted her gaze from the fox back to the 

clearing. There was no time for distractions.  

She moved closer to her target, ever so carefully. He was sitting with his back to her, but she 

could tell he matched the description: Tall, muscular, dark hair. That was all she had gotten as a lead, 

but that was all she needed. She stood up swiftly, placing her hand on her hilt. The figure in front of her 

stiffened. As she took a step forward, he lunged. He jumped up from his seat and swung at her with his 

golden blade, the one he had stolen from the King. She easily dodged his attack and countered by hitting 

him in the side with the flat of her sword. He stumbled back, and using that against him she knocked her 
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shoulder against his chest and threw him against a tree. His sword flew out of his hand and she held her 

own at his throat.  

She let out a deep breath. One last time. Then it was done. She carefully cleaned off her blade 

and started back the way she had come after disposing of the body. That would be the last time. Or, it 

was until the King gave her the next assignment.  

 

Revenge — 2nd Place Winner 

By Myra Cropper  

 
The floorboards creaked underneath the boy’s feet as he gingerly walked across them. The 

moonlight shone through the window, casting an eerie light on the bedroom. An old clock on the wall 

read that it was 12:30 a.m., but the boy didn’t care. He had only one thing on his mind. Revenge. 

       “Awww, Mom there’s somebody in my room,” Charlie screamed. 

       “Charlie, are you okay? Are you hurt? ” Charlie’s Mom asked him, immediately appearing in his 

room. 

          “Mom, there’s someone in my room,” Charlie stuttered out of breath.  

          “Charlie you’ve just had a bad dream, there’s no one in your room.” 

          Charlie just stared at his mom, his face white with fright. Just then Charlie's younger brother 

Caleb walked in the room.  

           “What’s going on,” he asked sleepily, rubbing his eyes.  

            “I think I saw something,” Charlie replied nervously.  

            “I doubt anyone would come in your room. Your face would probably scare them away.” 

       Caleb’s Mom sternly glanced at him, and they both went back to their bedrooms.  Meanwhile, 

Charlie laid in bed, shaking with fright.  Charlie tried to calm himself down, but just then he saw another 

unfamiliar shadow moving along the wall. The shadow looked like an outline of a person. Charlie 

ducked under the covers and hoped that the shadow would go away.  Finally, Charlie’s conscience gave 

out and he fell asleep.  

The boy was back. With revenge still on his mind. He slipped in and out of bedrooms. He was 

looking for a particular one.  When the boy found what he was looking for, he stood at the edge of the 

bed.  Then he watched the boy sleep, scheming what he was going to do.  

                “Charlie? CHARLIE! Are you awake?” 

      Charlie screamed and jolted straight up.  

                “Well, that was an extreme reaction. I just wanted to know if negative five was a rational 

number,” Charlie’s math teacher said.   

      Charlie sighed, at first relieved that he was in math class and it was his teacher asking a question and 

not the shadow on the wall that had seemed like it had been following him. Then Charlie’s relief went 

away remembering that he had just screamed in math class. His whole class was laughing at him now.  

         The boy walked into a middle school. He walked in and out of hallways looking for one person. 

The hallways were deserted, and he figured that everyone was in class. The boy walked into all the 

classrooms looking for one person.  Revenge was still fresh in his mind.  

              For the rest of the day, Charlie felt like he was being followed. His friends made fun of him for 

turning around to check if there was someone behind him. Charlie eventually gave up and started to let 

his guard down.  

          “ It was me,” Caleb admitted one day at breakfast. He had wanted to get revenge on Charlie.   

           Charlie didn’t even care that the shadow he felt following him was his brother. He was just glad 

that he could sleep again.  
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           Charlie slept peacefully for a couple of weeks until one day when the shadow appeared again. 

              The boy had found the right room. He would now spend hours patiently watching the boy sleep 

until he would be able to carry out his plan. The only thing on his mind was still revenge. He spent 

weeks waiting until the perfect night to carry out his plan finally happened.  

              Charlie was laying in bed when he saw a shadow that appeared to be following him.  

                    “Quit it, Caleb,” he yelled angrily, thinking that his brother was still trying to revenge.  

              Just then, Charlie’s Mom walked into his room.  

                      “Caleb’s at a friend’s house.”  

                Pain and agony swept over Charlie’s body. He tried to scream. Charlie realized what was 

happening, but it was too late. Charlie’s shadow would now join the boy’s.  

            The boy looked at Charlie’s body and smiled. For his plan had been completed. 

 
 

Death till You Part — 3rd  Place Winner 

By Nicholas Benton 

 
The Story was never about me. It was never supposed to be about me. I was never supposed to 

be something known. I wanted to live a normal life, have normal life, get a normal job, get a normal 

family. Just be another blank face on the face of the planet. The story was never supposed to take this 

path. My fate was never supposed to be this.  

 “D-Dad…” Jessie said. I turned to her, her sickly pale features illuminated by the passing street 

lights.  

“Yes, my angel…?” I said, voice hoarse.  

“I...I can’t feel my fingers…” She said, showing me her darkened fingers. The tips were 

completely black. Frostbite. 

 “We’re almost there, sweetheart...” I said. I turned back to the road, only to see the bright 

headlights. Jessie screamed. I swerved. Pain flared throughout my body. A loud shatter sounded through 

the car, though I could no longer hear it. In less than a second, the seatbelt snapped, sending me flying 

through the windshield, into a tree. 

 I don’t remember how much time passed, but soon, all sound was drowned out by sirens and 

people’s frantic voices. 

 “...and then the car just swerved…” Said an unfamiliar voice. I drowsily opened my eyes, only 

shutting them as fast as I could. Jessie, sweet, innocent Jessie, on the ground, limp. A tear rolled down 

my cheek. I tried to get up, but noticed that there were multiple branches impaling me. No way could I 

get out of the tree.  

 “J...Jessie…” I whispered silently. Soon, all pain was drowned out. I felt nothing. No pain, no 

hurt, no regret. Nothing could be heard. No sirens or people. “I will find you, Jessie…” I whispered. 

 I opened my eyes. It felt like days had gone by. Slowly, I stood up, looking around. Fields of 

green stretched for what seemed like miles. The smell of pollen and damp earth danced around. Distant 

song birds played their songs loudly. 

 A tree sat upon the top of one of the hills. Underneath was a woman, reading a book. Her long, 

brown hair flew through the air. Her soft blue eyes scanned the page softly and quickly, obtaining 

whatever knowledge was on the page. She looked a lot like Margaret, my deceased wife. 
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“Margaret…” I whispered. The woman looked up, and smiled. “Greetings, Colin.” She said, 

voice as soft as silk.  

 “Mommy!” A voice yelled. Jessie came running from around the tree, holding a flower.  

“Look what I found!” she said, voice full of child innocence.  

“Why dear, that’s lovely,” she said, pulling her daughter close. She patted the ground next to her. 

“We have much to catch up on, dear.” she said.  

 “Where am I? What is this place…?” I asked. 

 She smiled, softly. “Why Colin, you’re dead.” 

 

Breaking News: Local Baker, Colin Hendrickson, and his Daughter, Jessie Hendrickson, Perish 

in a car crash. Rumor has it, the baker was drunk, killing both him and his daughter immediately off the 

interstate. The paper read. 

 “This is ridiculous!” I yelled, reading the paper in the farm house. T’was four days after me and 

my daughter's death. Apparently, the death scape kept up on local news from the mortal world. 

 “Dear, there’s no need to worry. You’re dead, and you’re here with me. That’s all that should 

matter.” She said, picking up the plates from breakfast.  

I sighed, standing up. “I’ll be out with Mason.”  

She turned to me, asking curiously, “Who’s Mason?”  

“Isn’t that what we decided to name our son?”  

She chuckled, “Sure, go play with Mason.” Mason was our unborn son who sadly died in the 

womb. We didn’t have time to name him, so I took it upon myself to name him.  

I walked out the front door, towards the tree. He was sitting underneath, sound asleep. I leaned 

against the tree, leaning back against the cool bark.  

“What now…” He whispered from his sleeping position. I sighed, and looked up into the 

branches, where light spilled through the cracks.  

“I don’t know.” I whispered. “I don’t know…” 

 

Grade 9 Short Story 
 

Beautiful Endings — 1st Place Winner 

By Sophia Smith 
 

The sound of my alarm clock pierced through my brain and a feeling of emptiness came before 

my wake. 

 My eyes opened in slow motion. Not sure if I could move, I tried to raise myself, but my entire 

body moaned in grief. I sunk back into pillows, smothering myself with my blanket. I couldn't see the 

point of getting up with nothing to look forward to. My vision was blurred, my mind fuzzy.  

 Do you know what heartbreak feels like? 

 Because I didn’t. But I used to think I did. 

 I thought the cute boy in my physics class who asked me out but never followed up with a date 

was heartbreak. 

 I thought my uptight Mom who forbade me go to a Saturday night party because I had a C in 

geometry was heartbreak.  

 I thought losing my favorite rose gold diamond pendant necklace after weeks of saving up for it 

was heartbreak.  
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 I was so wrong. 

 Somehow dragging myself out of my bed into standing position, I shuffled to my bathroom, 

stared at myself in the mirror and saw a complete stranger staring back. My eyes were dim and glassy, I 

had some sort of weird, miserable glazed-over look on my face, like a depressed mannequin, or 

something. I looked completely defeated and felt entirely disconnected with myself, in all aspects.  

… 

 

It was a chilled autumn day, yet the sun still shone brightly down on all of the colorful harlequin 

trees and corn fields. Nearly every little brick doorstep was accompanied by a tiny jack-o-lantern 

covering a hand-dipped white candle.  

If things were normal, Mackenzie and I would have been walking to the bus stop, thinking up 

ideas for this year’s next iconic twin Halloween costume we’d dress up as together. I’d tell her about my 

older sister’s ridiculously tight fitting, figure-hugging, meagre bunny “costume,” if you could even call 

it that, and she’d tell me how she’d found her mom’s stash of candy and ate more than half of it, and 

there’s no doubt we’d be laughing until our sides hurt. 

But things weren’t normal. 

I was walking alone.  

Mackenzie had been my best friend since the beginning of last year. Why she chose me, I don’t 

know. Before Mackenzie, I was the girl who would sit in the back of the class, sweatpants and a stained 

college t-shirt with knotty, tangled hair pulled into a ponytail, nose buried in a book. Not the first person 

you’d look at when you walk into a room.  

Mackenzie was the opposite.  

I remember the beginning of last year, she’d walk in and turn heads. Her dark, tawny hair 

reminded me of the hard-reddish brown timber from a mahogany tree; her straight, short nose was 

naturally contoured, fitting well within her chiseled cheek bones; her skin glowed so bright you could 

have easily mistaken her for a porcelain doll. There was something dramatic and mysterious about her 

that pulled you in. Planets seemed to flow from her fingertips. Innovative and different, her creativity 

beyond limits. Just looking at her would make you break into smiles. She had such a genuine laugh, 

spilling from her lips like sunshine, her voice honey sweet and soft as butter. She talked so lightly, 

always saying the perfect words. Nobody could get enough of her capriciousness; she’d cast a spell on 

the school. She was a living heartbeat, strong enough to crush volcanos in a single breath, soft enough to 

still oceans with her smile. She was the princess that you’d dream about when you were five. She was 

perfect. 

Mackenzie died in a car accident last week. One moment, they were cruising along, and the next 

a drunk in a Suburban soared over the median and collided with them head on. The car came through the 

back, where she’d been sitting, and killed her within seconds.  

I can barely remember how I felt when I first found out. I remember it being hurt, but a different 

kind. I would’ve rather broken every bone inside of my body than feel it. Everything stopped and 

nothing made sense. It didn’t feel real. Anxiety surged inside of me, like a bad coffee rush, heavy with 

thoughts.  

As the days went by, I gradually wrapped my head around the fact that she was gone. It was like 

drowning, slowly, painfully sinking into my own disbelief. Out of all the people in the world, how could 

the best one die?  

I’d gone to her funeral over the weekend. Her family was Christian, so the church talked about 

God welcoming her into heaven; even though, she’d told me she was agnostic but was too afraid to tell 

anyone. The casket was closed; even though, she’d told me she wanted to be cremated and have her 
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ashes sprinkled into the ocean with rose petals. They played one of her “favorite tunes,” when I had 

listened to her playlist all of the time and had not once heard that song. The minister talked of her and 

her life, emphasizing good things, some relatives spoke briefly, some spoke at length. But none of them 

really knew her like I did. 

… 

I walked into the building, ignoring all of the looks. I couldn’t count the amount of people who’d 

tried to console me. Nothing helped. Their sympathy towards me was so evident, it irritated me, making 

me feel worse, if anything. No one actually cared at all, I could tell. I didn’t want pity, nor did I need 

anyone’s fake personality in my face. I went from the girl that nobody notices to the girl that everyone 

stares at. Now my only wish was to be invisible. 

Finally pushing passed the crowd hopelessly trying to comfort me, I caught a glimpse of Lucas. 

His hands were deeper in his pockets than ever, his gaze focused on the dust on his shoes. His dark eyes 

were empty of any emotion or interest, even when they lifted to meet mine. 

“Hey.” I mumbled. 

He barely grunted in response, his head hanging. 

Relief washed over me. 

Someone who wasn’t replicating the empathy, or trying to seem like they have some sort of 

compassion. 

Silence lapsed between us. But it wasn’t an uncomfortable silence. It was good. There wasn’t 

anything to say.  

Lucas was Mackenzie’s previous boyfriend. They had been the picture-perfect couple, the one 

that everyone looked at and became green with envy, the one that sparked arguments between other 

pairs. Why can’t we be more like them? Everyone wanted what they had, even I did, sometimes. He 

looked at her like life was perfect and the world was new. I can see how she made his soul glow, with 

her vivacious eyes always full of liveliness, her smile so bright it was sunshine. She envisioned so much, 

with her adventurous thoughts, she almost made me look blind. She didn't even have to try at all. She 

sparked his life in ways I'll never know. 

I cleared my throat. I froze, no idea what to say. “Meet me somewhere after school?” 

He looked up at me. I was able to get a good look at him, and could immediately tell that the old 

Lucas was gone. The new one was dull and long faced, his eyes sunk, lost in his own thoughts. 

He finally nodded. “Behind the multiplex down the street,” I told him. He stared blankly at me 

with a soft, morose countenance as I turned around to walk in the other direction. 

… 

 

“I haven’t slept.” It was the first thing he’d said to me, his voice gravelly and hoarse. It sounded 

like it hurt him to talk.  

 We sat on top of a dumpster behind the cinema building on the outskirts of the town, staring out 

at the land stretching for miles, covered with weeds and grass.  

 “How are you feeling, besides that?” He didn’t respond, and didn’t seem like he was going to, 

either. I broke the silence. 

 “I really realized how superficial everyone is. They keep trying to talk to me, but they aren’t 

helping at all. They think they understand, they don’t. I'm living in a world so fake, I’ve nearly lost 

touch of the real me.” I felt his eyes rest on me again. 

 “I keep closing my eyes, imagining what it’d be like if she were still here.” He said, his voice 

still deep and husky. 
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“All I want is to sob my heart out. I want to release it all, set it free, not have to contain every 

feeling inside of me anymore. I’ll get looks, and pitiful stares and whispers, but I don’t care. Yet my 

eyes stay dry. I’m so numb and unable, the pain is so great it doesn’t even resonate with me anymore, 

like my eyes are all cried out. I just feel nothing. My heart has just died.” 

 He remained hushed. I could feel him staring at me, hard. 

 “You asked me how I feel about all of this.” He said, finally. “And really, I’m just at a loss for 

words. I’m hurt, I won’t deny it.” He went quiet again. “I just really feel like I’m losing my mind.” 

 “Yeah.”  

 “No.” He muttered, firmly, like he was yelling at me. “Like, I’m scared of myself. I’ve been 

hearing things. I’ve been talking to myself, too. I’m trying not to be crazy, to keep my composure and be 

strong. I am strong, but I’m weak, at the same time.” The sheer agony in his voice was so distinct, my 

heart broke a little more than it already had. “I miss her so much. What if it gets worse than this? I don’t 

even know what to do anymore. I’m so lost.” A look of hurt flashed behind his eyes.  

“I can't hide this pain. I can't smile like I'm okay, I can't fake it. I have no choice but to carry on 

with this emptiness inside of my chest. I don’t think I’ll ever be whole again.” And then he exploded 

into tears, and I watched him break. He was weeping, bawling, with loud, heartfelt sobs. I forgot about 

my own feelings. I almost felt selfish; it was so painful to see him like this. He was the smiley guy, 

always laughing, always so happy with his arm securely draped around Mackenzie’s waist. Here he was, 

crying in my arms, suffocating with each breath he took. He was suffering. All I could do was hug him 

and let the gush of his tears soak through my shirt, running my fingers through his hair trying to calm 

the war between himself and his mind. I don’t think I’d ever seen so much real and genuine pain in my 

life. 

And then he was still. And I was just holding him. And we were the only two people in the world 

and he was the only one who’d ever understand me. Like he was some sort of sanctuary, where no 

matter what had happened in the outside world, he was a place for me to revive myself. For the first 

time, I felt a little less broken. I felt peace. Or what I think peace was supposed to feel like, I’d mostly 

forgotten. Nothing felt real, like I was in a different realm, full of calmness and equanimity, where 

everything was okay, even though it wasn’t. I felt the weight lift off of my chest. Worries, doubts and 

pain, seemed to just fly away from me. I looked at him, and he looked up at me, his face red and swollen 

and tears still on his cheeks. But he was smiling at me, a soft, delicate smile, and I knew he was feeling 

the same serenity that I was. We both just sat there, loving the moment we were in, hoping it would last 

forever and that the spell over both of us right now would never break. And, we watched the sunset 

together, because sunsets are proof that endings can be beautiful, too. 

 

Dimensions — 2nd Place Winner 

By Arusa Islam  

 
“What do you mean you`re leaving!” My maman cried after Père as he packed up his belongings 

in his luggage. Her hair was neatly put into a bun, small black waves falling at the sides of her face. She 

wore her cream-colored nightgown that went down to her ankles. He was on the other side of the bed 

packing his belongings into his rusty, bulky suitcase. His white shirt untucked, his trousers unbuttoned, 

his black belt falling at his hips, and his brown locks a mess.   

“I have to leave,” He meekly said to her not looking to meet her gaze. My eyes glanced at my 

mother. “Freya, you know I have to leave, to keep the both of you safe, and to keep my people safe.” He 

whispered his eyes glancing at her.  
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Her round face and plump lips gave him a sad smile and said, “I know.” With that she rushed 

passed me and down the stairs.  

“Mia, you should be in bed.” Père said to me as he fixed himself up.  I slowly shook my head no 

and started walking to him.  

“Are you going to come home soon?” I asked him quietly.  

“I don’t know, I don’t know.” His voice lowered.   

I woke up to someone shaking my right arm, startled from my dream, and woke up to find the 

white colored ceiling wall. I felt the shaking again, sat up straight, and squinted to find Maman. I opened 

my mouth to tell her something, but she brought her finger up to her thin lips. Her grey eyes pleading 

with me to remain quiet. At that moment, I realized that beyond the honey-colored light escaping my 

room was a buzzing noise of voices. My eyes glanced from the door to my mother’s suddenly pale 

complexion and her now tinted dark hair.   

“Who is that?” I asked quietly.  

“There isn`t time to explain,” she said hurriedly, getting up from my bed and crouching down on 

her knees to pull out a rickety suitcase from under the bed.  “It`s already packed with essentials and 

emergencies, for your travels. I hope he takes good care of you.” She mumbled the last part under her 

breath   

I did not know what to do; I grabbed her cold hand causing her to look at me.  

“Maman, what is going on? My travels? Aren’t you coming?” I asked as my voice got louder.   

“I promise I will find you, but you have to find him first.” She told me, “But for right now I need 

you to do me a favor. Your wardrobe, I need you to push it all the way over to the side; there is a door 

behind it. You need to open that door, leave, and not look back, all right. I’ll handle the men, and you 

handle escaping.” She said as she kissed my forehead and left the room. There was a clicking noise from 

the other side of the door as my heart started to thump in my chest and my breathing had quickened. I 

turned around and pattered to the side of the wardrobe, pushing it until the door was visible.   

“She`s upstairs!” Someone screamed from below.  

Magically a doorknob appeared on the door, and I grabbed the handle of the luggage, opened the 

door, and entered the dark hallway, closing the door behind me. A shimmering gold light outlined where 

the door was, sealing me shut in the dark room. I stood in place for what felt like eternity, as I waited to 

catch my breath. I turned around and was met by a semi-circle shaped hallway. Torches on either side of 

the hallway led up to a door. My bare feet started to walk towards the door, pulling my luggage along. 

When I finally reached the door, I knocked twice, and then the door opened shortly. Standing at the 

doorway was a plump man in a green robe; he had round spectacles, his head full of white spiral clouds 

and green eyes. That reminded me of my father’s.   

“Who are you?” He questioned.  

“I`m Mia Darlin-” I said.   

“As in Everett Darlington?” He asked, shocked. “Your Mother told me something like this would 

occur, but I didn’t know it would be so soon. Come in child.” He said kindly as he moved to allow me 

in.  

I walked into his warm abode, and looked around his home. The wall near the entrance of the 

house was full of books, and then to the right of that wall was a fireplace, and to my left a staircase and a 

kitchen and dining set.   

“I`ll take the luggage upstairs to your room, and you can warm yourself up by the fire.” He said 

to me. I only nodded and walked over to sit on a plush, velvet colored seat. After a minute, he came 

back from upstairs and sat across from me.  

 “Have you always been living here behind my wardrobe?” I asked him.   
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He gave me an amused look “Sorry? I don’t live behind your wardrobe; I live here in 276 Abbey 

Lane, Wisteria.” He said to me.   

“Wisteria? I thought I was in Annecy, France.” I told him.  

“You entered a different dimension child. This is where your father was raised, and speaking of 

your father, he should be home soon. Mia, I know what he did to you and your mother. He is just as hurt 

as you are, but you have to let him explain.”  

“What? No, I don’t want to see him,” I told him strictly.  

“Mia, just let him ex-.”  

“Messieurs, no, you don`t understand, and he doesn’t either.” I told him hurriedly.  

“Alright, fine then, would you like a bowl of soup?” He sighed.   

“Yes, I would,” I said, as we both walked to the table. I sat on the side facing away from the fire 

as he placed the hot bowl of soup in front of me.  

“Merci.” I whispered to him.  

Then from behind I heard the door open causing both our heads to look up and turn around. 

Standing there was Père in a trench coat, looking no different from the day he left.  

“Father, feeding another girl from the orphanage? I see your kind acts are getting stronger as 

time passes."  

            I stood up from the table and stomped my way to him, “Orphan girl! I`m no orphan girl! I am 

your fille, Mia Darlington! Do you remember me or did you forget your own blood so easily?” I 

screamed at him, and then he realized whom I was, his eyes widened into the size of saucers.  

“Father, will you leave us alone? I have to talk with Mia,” he said.   

The old man had quickly climbed up the stairs leaving him and me to talk. He then led us both to 

the dining table and we both sat down.  

“I know I left you and your Maman, but believe me I really didn’t want to. It was more of an 

obligation of mine. When I met your mother, she knew that I was not from your world, that I was 

different. In the meantime, she and I fell in love and got married and had you. The both of you were the 

two most important people in my life. A week before my disappearance, I had received a letter from my 

father, saying my oldest brother, Leon (who was currently king) had been murdered by King Sebastian. 

That had meant that I was the next heir of the throne, and had to take his place. I knew that one day I 

would come back to the both of you, but who knew that the both of you would come back to me.” He 

said smiling at me.  

“About that, she hasn’t come, a couple men had broken into our home and she told me to go find 

you.” I told him quietly "Wait, are you saying that I`m a princess?"  

 He looked panicked for a moment, but then smiled and said, “We will find her, together.” He 

reassured me as he avoided my inquiry.  

“I`m still mad at you for leaving us, so don`t think just because we are sticking together to find 

Maman means we are atoned.” I told him sternly  

“That’s fine with me,” he said amused. “Now go wear some proper clothing and bid grandpa 

farewell.”   

 “Okay,” I told him as I rushed upstairs to find grandpa eavesdropping on our conversation.  

“It’s not what it looks like,” he said, scared.   

“Oh really?” I said, cocking an eyebrow.  

We both started to giggle, and he walked away to grab a coat from my luggage and a pair of 

shoes. He handed them to me and I thanked him and then left.  

“Ready?” Père asked me   
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“Yes.” I said as I noticed that we had finally reached the outskirts of the forests, and I saw the 

doors of a huge black castle.  

“This is King Sebastian`s castle, a ruthless man who spares no mercy.” 

 Just then, three knights came out of nowhere, grabbed us harshly, and brought us inside the 

castle. Inside was dark and gloomy, as if no one had cleaned up in years.  Giant doors had opened and 

we were in the room where the king sat on his throne.  

“Ah, Everett, how nice to see you and your daughter.” He said venomously, “I take it that you 

are here for Freya, right?”   

“Sebastian, I am only here to take my wife and leave peacefully. No harm will be done to you or 

your people.”  

“Oh, please Everett, I will always be the one doing harm. You and your filthy men always seem 

to save the day.”   

“Where is she, Sebastian?” Père asked boldly. 

“In the dungeons, waiting to be beheaded, but I can give her to you.” He said to us  

“In exchange for what?” I asked  

“Oh, she`s good. Mia is it? I am surprised the both of you are related. Your father was always the 

naïve one, even when we were friends.” He sighed a deep sigh and then smirked, “In exchange for your 

father`s throne, are you willing to sacrifice your glory for family?” He asked evilly.   

I looked over at Père who had an unfazed expression, “Surely, there is something else that you 

want, gold? Money? A truce, perhaps?” Père reasoned.  

Sebastian clenched his jaw, his bleached hair, blue eyes, and his pale skin glowing from the little 

light provided by the fire.   

“I simply said that I want your throne. Now, what will it be, glory or family?” He said again.  

“Family.” Père replied.  

“Fetch her from the dungeons,” Sebastian demanded from the guard at the dungeon gates.  When 

she came towards us, we hugged her. Then Père looked towards Sebastian.  

“You Everett Darlington are never to return to Wisteria; all that you have now belongs to me, 

besides your peasant of a family, that’s still yours,” he said, disgustingly.  

The three of us left the castle and walked to grandpa’s home. “You are going to start a war to 

fight for your country, right?” my Maman asked.  

“Well of course, and this time we will do it together,” he said                               

                                                          La Fin  

 

Poison — 3rd  Place Winner 

By Alexa Hall 

 
The snake wraps itself around my insides suffocating me. Sinking reality into me with its sharp 

and deadly fangs. Venom seeps into my mind. Poison, poisonousness thoughts, actions, feelings. The evil 

pours out from my eyes. The snake leaves like it was never there. But, I know it was because it left a scar. 

The poison stains my cheeks. Eventually sneaking back in my body dripping into my heart. Then from 

my heart it over fills and leaks into my lungs. Preventing me from breathing and slowly tearing my soul 

apart till it’s nothing but a black hole. The poison destroys everything. I spiral round and round in a tornado 

of emotions.  I cry till I’m numb from pain. Fake smiles replace the genuine ones. Feeling un…. important, 

wanted, and loved are the symptoms before it becomes permanent. Next thing I know, I’m invisible. 

Burning alive to freezing to death both ending in feeling numb and dying. I am an example of that, I have 
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burned and been frozen. I may not be dead physically, but I am mentally. Getting bullied, abused, and 

assaulted doesn't help. These things didn’t cause the snake to bite when it happened; the snake just got an 

invite to slowly kill me. Reality, pain, illnesses, growing, and memories caused it. Lost in the raging seas 

wondering if I can ever be found again or if anyone misses me. Half way back in reality and all I want is 

to be accepted, cared for, and loved. Mental illness gets in the way and you fail at fitting in, so you’re 

deemed as strange, freak, not normal. Does no one realize normal doesn’t exist?! Everyone has their own 

opinion on what’s normal and what’s not. Another thing that doesn’t exist is perfection. Perfection is 

thrived by all but is never reached because it isn’t possible. Everyone wants to be treated in the best way 

possible, so why does everyone judge one another? The reasons for judgment are so unreasonable. 

Humans all have feelings and the feelings are dealt with different by every person. Hatefulness can be 

taken to heart and cause the person’s mind more pain, which leads to cutting and suicide. The snake took 

my voice, confidence, and pride. I’ve become quite insecure, scared, lonely, and confused. Even when 

I’m told everything I believed about myself isn’t true, I still believe it is. Sadness, loneliness, and pain 

have moved in. My chest has now become a battlefield of pain. 

 

Grade 10 Short Story 
 

Ordinary — 1st Place Winner 

By Quinn McColgan 

 
 Mr. and Mrs. Shaw were the epitome of ordinary. They lived a life of routine and structure. They 

woke up at 8 a.m. and always ate a breakfast of scrambled eggs and bacon. Mr. Shaw would read the 

newspaper after eating, while Mrs. Shaw would clean the dishes and hum, just slightly out of tune. Then 

at exactly 9 a.m. they would both head off in separate ways to their jobs. Mrs. Shaw was a seamstress 

and her husband, an accountant. 

 The Shaw’s had never left their quaint home to move to a city or modern area. They preferred to 

live a life of serenity in their small town and behind their white fence. This all changed when one day at 

dinner while eating a meatloaf, the telephone rang. 

 “Oh, dearest husband, would you please answer the phone?” crooned Mrs. Shaw. 

 Mr. Shaw obeyed and picked up the landline from the wall. When he heard the voice, he 

immediately hid his face from his wife and lowered his voice to a whisper. 

 “How marvelous! I have been waiting for this opportunity for such a long time,” said Mr. Shaw. 

He talked on for a brief moment, his wife distracted with her meal. 

 “We will be there in two days’ time,” and then in an even lower whisper, “my master.” 

 At the end of dinner, Mr. Shaw broke the news to his loving wife. They must leave their white 

fence and quaint home and move for work. Mr. Shaw explained that he was needed in a more rural town 

where the people’s finances were struggling. His ever accommodating wife agreed to the move without 

too much hesitation. Why should she hesitate? Her husband always had their best interests at heart. 

 And so the Shaws packed up their humble belongings into their little Beetle and drove off. Mr. 

Shaw, the thoughtful husband that he was, knew his wife would be lonely in their new home. So, he 

purchased a small dog for his wife, hoping to ease any apprehension she might have about the move. 

They drove for most of the day without hardly any stops. Mr. Shaw explained to his wife, “We really 

must try to get their soon. There is much work to be done and so very little time, my dearest.” 
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 When they finally arrived, they quickly unpacked their things into their new home. It was small 

and old with touches of Victorian-era embellishments here and there. It was the perfect size for a couple, 

their pet, and maybe a guest or two. 

 Tired from their travels, they settled into the master bedroom and fell asleep quickly. Mrs. Shaw 

was sleeping soundly until she awoke to a noise of footsteps. She rolled over to wake her husband when 

she saw that he was not in bed. Perhaps he had gone downstairs for a drink. She decided to go down and 

see if he wanted her to make him a midnight snack. So, she made her way cautiously down the stairs, as 

it was very dark. Her little pup followed behind her. She had almost made it to the kitchen when her dog 

started to whimper. Her eyes had begun to adjust to the darkness, but she could not see what the puppy 

was barking at. 

 “Dearest husband, is that you?” she called. But, there was no reply. She picked up the dog and 

made her way around the house while trying to comfort the poor creature. 

 She searched through the whole house but did not find her husband. She began to feel her heart 

beat faster. Why would he have left without an explanation? 

 Then, as if almost answering an unspoken prayer, she felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned 

quickly around knowing her husband was playing a joke. But, when she turned around, she saw only a 

dark shadow crawling around the corner of the hallway. She let out a shriek and dropped to the floor. 

 She lay on the floor, hearing her pulse beating in her ears and listening to her heavy breathing. 

She kept an unwavering, terrified gaze on the corner. She waited in silence for what felt like an eternity 

before she finally willed herself to get up. 

 Had it just been her imagination? She raced up the steps into her room and locked the door. She 

pressed her back against the door, trying to regain her wits. She almost didn’t notice her husband curled 

up in bed. She walked over to him and shook him lightly. 

 “Oh dearest husband, I believe there is someone in our house!” she said, voice shaking. 

 Her husband snapped open his eyes. Then he just looked at her, expressionless. 

 “Darling, have you not heard me? A creature is in our house!” she repeated. 

 Her husband opened his mouth as she waited for him to comfort her or tell her what he was 

going to do. But instead, he let out a light cackle. 

 “Oh honey, why must you bother me while I am sleeping?” He said with a sinister smile.  “I 

need not be woken up, for it is you that he is after.” 

 Then her husband rose up from the bed and hovered over to the door, his feet inches above the 

ground. His dear wife lay shocked on the bed. He opened the door just as everything happened in a rush. 

At least twenty dark, crawling creatures surged into the room. They scaled the walls and hung from the 

ceiling. Then spiders began to crawl up from the floor all over the room, and furniture began to tremor. 

The wife lay paralyzed with fear, too horrified to even let out a scream. Then finally, an almost 

translucent figure flew into the room like wind and came face-to-face with the wife. Then the spirit 

released a scream that seemed to reach a pitch that burned ear drums. 

 “I must say your husband did a fine job picking you out. I suppose you have many questions. I 

am willing to answer them before you reach your demise. First, you wish to know why your husband has 

brought you to me,” the demon hissed. “Your husband is bound to me for life. I have made him have 

everlasting life so that he may be eternally in debt to me. Every five years, he must marry a new woman. 

On the week before the fifth year of their marriage is up, he must bring them to this home. This is where 

I shall take your soul and use it to nourish my own soul. As for your body, you wonder? Well, my dear, I 

would think it is quite obvious. You will be drained of blood which your husband will drink in order to 

remain alive for many years to come. And, now that I have answered your questions, you will no longer 

die curious, which is one taste I cannot stand in a soul. Curiosity,” it said. 
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 And then the demon rose, and its eyes never wavered from the wife’s face. The wife had to think 

quickly. She glanced around the room and saw only one option. She leapt from the bed and threw herself 

into the glass window. She fell out and tumbled, down, and down, and down until there was nothing but 

darkness. 

 She later woke up in a hospital. Both her legs and arms wrapped in casts from her fall. When she 

opened her eyes, she had a hard time adjusting her vision because of the light. But, she could just make 

out the figure of her husband standing above her. 

 “You won’t get away so easily the next time.” 

 

Unforgivable Mistakes — 2nd Place Winner 

By William Jay Taylor III  

 
Have you ever wished you could go back in time and fix everything you have ever done wrong? 

Well that’s me, I’m all the time wishing that it could be possible, but I know it’s not. I am nonstop doing 

things wrong, I guess the reason is that I just don’t think before I do. Trust is a very strong word, and it’s 

something I don’t have very much of towards me. I know very well that I have lost my father’s and my 

stepmother’s trust completely, and you probably know that when you lose somebody’s trust, you must 

work very hard to earn it back. When it comes to my biological mother, whom I see every other 

weekend, I am not sure how she feels towards me; I don’t know if she trusts me or not. I know that I 

have tried quite hard to make all of my guardians proud, and to be honest, I’m not sure it should be so 

hard to accomplish it. Most of the time I just give up. It’s like I turn off all my feelings and I just don’t 

care about anything anymore. Then I catch off an attitude over anything, like someone telling me what 

to do or just talking to me. Then when I have an attitude, I get a bad mouth and I go off or just plain out 

get mad. I guess you could say life is hard. I mean it is for me, but I’m sure that it’s hard because I make 

it like that. 

 Let’s go back a few months, towards the beginning of my (2017-2018) school year. I started out 

school as a good kid, just like my (2016-2017) school year, and I met someone who wasn’t the best kind 

of person, but that didn’t change anything. He skipped almost every day all day, and I started going with 

him. I was being a follower, not a leader. Anyway, as we were skipping together daily, I then was talked 

into smoking cigarettes very often. Eventually it caught up to me, I am referring to the skipping not the 

smoking. So, I guess you can say I have a very overprotective father. At the time I was going to James 

M. Bennett High School, and they have this thing set up called X2 or Parent Portal, where when you 

logged in you could see all my grades and see my attendance. My father had gotten the username and 

the password to my account on X2, and I was busted. Every time I skipped, he knew and I then knew I 

couldn’t skip anymore. So, I stopped, not just because my father would know if I did, but because I 

wanted to make him proud of me. All the skipping had brought down my grades tremendously. I had 

worked as hard as I could to bring them up, and I did, by the end of the year I had perfect grades and I 

was proud of myself for once.  

 Then comes this year. I started skipping in the beginning of the school year again, but this time I 

kept my grades up, but I also wasn’t just smoking cigarettes. I had started smoking marijuana. A new 

guy that I had started skipping with taught me about marijuana:  how to use it, where to get it, the whole 

nine yards. He had given me something called a one hitter, for those of you who don’t know what I’m 

talking about, it was a pipe used to smoke marijuana. Again, I made a bad decision; I was being a 

follower not a leader once again. After all of this I was skipping again, and I was outside the school. I 

met up with another guy, and we decided to go to Food Lion and try to shoplift. We had tried stealing 

four Monster energy drinks, and we got caught by the store manager. I was flipping out, I wasn’t even 
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worried about getting arrested, and all I could think about was what my father was going to do or even 

think. Then a police officer showed up and began to ask us a whole lot of questions. He asked us what 

our full names were; how old we were; where did we live; and multiple more. Next thing I knew he was 

pulling out his cuffs. So, the police officer put us in cuffs and walked us out to his car. He then told us to 

lean up against the hood of his vehicle until another officer pulled up. When the second officer pulled 

up, I was put in that police car and the guy I was with was put in the arresting officer’s car. We were 

transported to the police station, and let me tell you that ride was the most uncomfortable thing I had 

done in the longest time. When we arrived at the station, I was put in a separate cell and I just sat there 

and waited. That cell was so cold, I had goosebumps all up and down my arms. After like an hour, the 

officer walked in, uncuffed me and took me through a couple of halls into another room. There he got 

my finger prints and my mug shot, and I was released to my father. I was silent all the way home; I 

didn’t say one word, not one. As soon as I got home, I went straight to bed not saying anything. Now, 

back to what I was saying about the marijuana use, one day I came home, and guess what? I was high. 

 My eyes were blood red, and my father already knew. He didn’t say much about it until I fessed 

up and was truthful with him. I promised I would never do it again, and I didn’t, but I still had the one 

hitter and the lighters in my possession, my stupidity. I came home the next day, after me having red 

eyes with my report card. I was so excited to tell him about my perfect grades, but he was waiting for 

me outside. We had a huge fight about why I wasn’t in seventh period the day I came home with red 

eyes, and it had gotten to the point where he said, “If you can’t follow my rules, then there’s the door!” 

So, I dropped my bag and left.  

I then walked around Salisbury for a while, and then I went to my sister’s job over at Royal 

Farms. I sat down and chilled with her during her lunch break, and she was stressing trying to figure out 

what to do with me. She called my mother, but my mother said I would be going back to my father’s, 

that I couldn’t go to her house. My mother then called my father and told him where I was, and that he 

needed to come get me. So, then my father pulled up, and as soon as I saw him, I ran; I wasn’t going 

back. I was out there for another good three hours, and by then my father had everyone out there looking 

for me, the police, Uber drivers, and even people at Pizza City. I eventually went back to Royal Farms 

again, and a police officer pulled up on me. The officer then called my father, and I was forced to go 

back to his house. Now after all of this, my school recommended I go to alternative school or as the 

students call it, “Choices.” I am now there for thirty days, and I had been working hard to make my 

parents proud, and I was doing it; they started to have hope in me, finally.  

Now remember when I said I still had the one hitter and the lighters in my possession, well they 

were in my jacket pocket and my stepmom had found them. I was screwed. After that, I had lost every 

ounce of hope and trust that they had in me. My father has now given me permission to move back with 

my mother, after not letting me for the longest time, but if my mother doesn’t take me, then my father 

will be calling social services. I understand why. I have screwed everything up in my life and put so 

much stress on my parents. I had just recently taken a tour through the juvenile center, and I know now 

what I have done wrong. From now on, I am going to try my best. I’m going to fix my wrongdoing and 

earn back hope and trust. I have decided I won’t be going to my mother’s.  If I have the choice, I’m 

going to stay here with my dad and make him proud. It is time to be me; time to be a leader, not a 

follower.  

 See if anyone reads my story, you must understand: Be a leader,not a follower. It will get you 

nowhere but in chaos. When the adult figure in your life tells you these things, they’re not lying to you.  

It’s honestly true. Skipping, well, all that will do is get you in trouble; it’s not worth it. Don’t make the 

same unforgivable mistakes I did. You will just ruin your life. Trust me. 
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Growing up a Girl in a Man’s World — 3rd Place Winner 

By Mikayla Denault 

 
My name is Mikayla Denault, and I’m just one of millions of girls who work hard every day just 

to be overshadowed by boys. Society has instilled this idea that men can do most things better than girls. 

But with my life, I am trying to change that stereotype through action. 

Growing up with two moms, feminism has fortunately surrounded me in every aspect of my life. 

In my childhood, my moms taught me that little girls need to grow in an environment where everything 

unique about them, from their bodies to their talents, are celebrated and not shamed upon because it’s 

“unpopular.”  Here’s a glimpse into my childhood, and how my parents molded me into the confident, 

empowered lady I am today. 

Both of my moms, Meg and Missy, inspire me every day through their actions and careers. 

Missy is a Branch Executive at a non-profit while Meg is a Clinical Laboratory Scientist at our local 

hospital and teaches two days a week at a community college. I am so proud of Missy. She is one of the 

most dedicated marathon runners I have ever met. Meg amazes me with sacrificing her time to do two 

jobs every week. Their actions reassure me every day that women can do a variety of activities and 

enjoy many lifestyles. 

Growing up, I was never told once that I wasn’t good enough to do something, and my parents 

always encouraged me to try everything, so I can experience life to the fullest. My moms exposed me to 

ballet, basketball, swimming, tennis, soccer, art, piano, theater, choir, and other activities so I could meet 

interesting people and find my path. To help me achieve my highest ability, they always helped me 

study in the morning so it could be fresh in my brain, and always took time to sit at dinner as a family to 

discuss the day. My moms are my biggest inspiration; they have a voice that they are never afraid to use 

and I have never seen them back down from anything or anyone when it comes to my well-being. 

As I have grown older, my parents always made sure I learned about successful people and 

found passion through music. Meg even exposed me to classical music in the womb. Music and role 

models played a big part in my confidence. As a very shy little girl, listening to icons and activists’ life 

stories and doing activities similar to theirs really formed my outgoing personality, knowing they went 

through the same thing. Women I am very inspired by are Audrey Hepburn, Missy Franklin, Katie 

Ledecky, Hillary Clinton, Ellen DeGeneres and Mrs. K, my middle school English, singing, and drama 

teacher. My moms, and these women that they have introduced me to, do the unimaginable everyday by 

giving back and using their talents to prepare our future women. These examples are what have helped 

shape my determination and drive to accomplish greatness. 

With my parents being volunteers for our community by starting Tumbling Tots and other varied 

sports’ programs, I was always introduced to new experiences and learned why women empowerment is 

so crucial. When my school needed 8th graders to carry things for setting up an event, they asked for 

boys. When they did this, my best friend and I raised our hands and said that girls are just as capable in 

carrying things. From that moment on, they stopped specifically asking for boys and neutrally stated the 

statement. Another instance of this was when our local newspapers used the girls’ team as a subtitle and 

didn’t mention their scores (undefeated). My mom and I decided to complain to the source directly. 

With our action, the swim team and other girls’ teams were recognized for their amazing achievements. 

I was so lucky as a child to grow up in a generation filled with inspiring women (and men) who 

will or even already have changed the world. I am so grateful for my parents settling in the community I 

live in. In finding friends, I have realized this year at a new school that I gravitate towards friends who 

have a strong sense of drive to do greatness. With the group of friends I made, we all work together to 

achieve our goals and help each other get back up when we fall. 
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Women of the present are laying down this foundation through our actions that we can build 

upon in the years to come. A foundation filled with hope, love, fighting, persistence, confidence, and 

talent to form the blocks of privileges such as women’s suffrage, the ability to apply to the military, and 

the most current issue of receiving equal pay. I have seen what hardworking girls in my generation can 

do, yet some refuse to do it because it’s “uncool.” Girls can code, invent, engineer, conduct experiments, 

save lives, win, share their story through art, and fight for what they believe in all while caring for 

others’ needs with a smile on their face. So I encourage you girls, be out of the box. Don’t care what the 

popular thing is, because most likely the popular thing is not going to help you find success in life. 

Personally, I definitely believe every day I am still working on finding empowerment inside of 

me. In high school, sometimes I may feel very insecure, while other times I feel like I’m on the top of 

the world. I completely understand how this is a part of growing, realizing your worst critic is yourself. I 

want society to start realizing that women come in all shapes and sizes because God created them in His 

image so all of us can be our perfect selves. We are stronger than hate. No person is deserving of 

heartbreak and failure, but sometimes we have to endure this to achieve greatness. 

I feel growing up with two moms has helped me through encountering problems and negativity 

in a straightforward manner. By doing so, I found my voice and went from this shy girl to a shining star 

who can disperse the darkness. This is exactly how I will want my future child to see the world in a 

perspective that boys and girls are both equal in every aspect of life, a life without degrading music, a 

society of girls who support one another, and no male privilege. I know the future is bright when I see 

all of these amazing, empowered girls around me striving to achieve the unthinkable. And, as I glance at 

my moms with thankfulness, all I see is love and power used throughout their lives to give the best 

possible life to me. 

 

Grade 11 Short Story 
 

The Undying Love — 1st Place Winner 

By Lucy Adelizzi 

 
For several generations there is a story about a white mythical fox that could mutate into many 

living and nonliving things. Beginning on the day the fox turned five thousand years, she transformed 

into an elegant woman, with black silky hair, white pale face, slender with beautiful curves, and eyes 

that no one could ever turn away. She walked into the Village of Marketing, towards a seller who was 

retailing hair trinkets.  

“Well, well, well, what do we have here? A beautiful girl who is interested in my hair 

accessories? Please pick any one. It’s on Me,” said the seller, cheerfully encouraging her to take 

something. 

She looked at him and then stared at the hair trinkets. There was one hairpin that sparkled in her 

eyes. It was a beautiful hair stick, which had a violet color on the flower, with a golden spot in the 

middle of the flower, and three hanging jewels that complimented the flower. She picked it up and 

looked at him, putting her hand out to pay.  

“Take it, it’s all yours,” said the seller, pushing back her hand. She turned around, walked 

towards a restaurant outside and sat down ordering white rice and a glass of traditional Chinese wine, 

shaojiu. 

While waiting for her food, a commotion started on the streets. People were yelling “Fight, 

Fight, Fight!” It seems that two drunk men were arguing about which one was stronger, causing other 
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people to watch them as they turned more violent. Both men were wobbly and barely could hit a punch. 

One of them was dressed as a noble while the other was clothed as a commoner. Another man was 

trying to hold down his friend, the commoner, from fighting the other drunken man.  

“Huangdi, you need to stop and not make a scene. You're drunk!” screamed the commoner’s 

friend. Huangdi pushed him back and went straight towards his opponent, each of them punching and 

kicking and hitting each other on the body. Getting closer and closer towards the fox girl with her hair 

stick, eating her food, Huangdi threw a punch at the other guy’s face, missing by an inch. The girl 

ignored the noise, eating her white rice and drinking her shaoji. Huangdi fell on top of the girl, looking 

into her eyes, then collapsing due to all the alcohol in his body. Both men were on the ground floor, 

passed out. She pushed Huangdi off of her, got up from the floor and wiped off the dust. Huangdi’s 

friend ran over to him and picked him up.  

“Thank you for breaking my friend’s fall. I apologize for my friend’s clumsiness. We will give 

you anything in return,” said Huangdi’s friend, bowing at her. She did not speak but with a gesture, 

bowing to the two men, she walked back towards the forest, forgetting to pick up her hair pin. Huangdi’s 

friend picked up the hairpin and put it in his sleeve pocket, wondering if she lived in the forest. 

The next day, Huangdi was sober, sitting on his bed rethinking what had happened the day 

before. His friend came up in his room, taking out the hair pin that he found on the ground, handing it to 

Huangdi. 

“This is from the girl who broke your fall. You should thank her for it and give her hair pin 

back.” 

“Thanks, let's look for her, so I can thank and apologize to her.” He got up from his bed, and 

walked towards his closet, taking out his clothes 

. “Does father know what happened?” 

 “No, I told him that we were hunting and that you got hurt during the event.” Huangdi put on his 

clothes, walking out from his room with his friend.  

“Hey, Pengyou, do you have any idea where this lady is?”  

“The last time I saw her, she was walking back into the forest.”  

“Then the next step is to look for her in the forest. It will only be you, and me, no bodyguards.” 

“But Huangdi, you know that you are the crown prince of the Rein Empire, and that if you die 

what will happen to the empire and your family?” said Pengyou.  

“They can deal with that when I die, but now it is not the time to die. Go get everything ready 

before noon.” 

Huangdi and Pengyou had all their horses and gear ready. They both left, heading straight 

towards the forest. Looking at the trees and animals crawling along the ground, Huangdi noticed a white 

fox staring at him; soon it ran the other way. Huangdi was curious, so he followed it, as it led him 

towards a waterfall. The white fox jumped into the water and swam through it. Huangdi followed, 

swimming through the water fall, as he came out of the water and discovered a girl. 

“Are you the one who broke my fall yesterday?” 

 “You must be the idiot who interrupted me from eating,” she said. Huangdi ignored that word 

and then walked towards her. 

“May I ask what your name is?” 

“It's common courtesy to identify yourself before asking my name.”  

Huangdi smirked, “Its Huangdi. The one who fell on top of you, I wanted to apologize for that. 

As I ask again, what is your name?”   

“I don’t have a name.” 
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“Then I will call you Peony. It’s the flower on this hair pin. It’s a symbol of elegance and sacred 

beauty. Here, I give this back to you.” Handing back the hair pin, Huangdi and Peony heard Pengyou 

calling Huangdi’s name.  

Meanwhile Pengyou was worried, losing Huangdi from sight, “Oh man, I just knew it that I 

should have brought a bodyguard. What will I do if I find him dead?” 

“I have to go, I’ll see you later,” said Huangdi, finding Pengyou. They both left together. 

        The next day, Huangdi and Pengyou went back into the forest to see Peony. They waited and 

waited until Huangdi saw the white fox again. Instead of the fox running away, it just stood there. 

Huangdi came up to it and petted it.  

“You must be Peony’s friend?”  

The white fox stared at him and then leaped into his arms. Since Huangdi did not know that this 

little white fox was Peony, he carried it back to his house. For days, Huangdi and the white fox became 

really close and friendly to each other, taking many long walks in the forest. Peony would meet Huangdi 

there, and then transform back into her white fox form when she was in his house. Soon Huangdi and 

Peony fell in love. He told her everything about himself, about how he was not a commoner but a crown 

prince, who would soon become the emperor. On a special day Huangdi asked Peony an important 

question, “Peony, will you be my wife?” Huangdi asked, on his knees while holding her hand. Peony’s 

heart ran so fast that she couldn’t even count her beats. Her face turned red, and she said, “Yes.” 

In Peony’s fox form she walked into a secret room and found Huangdi’s father, the emperor.  

“So you’re the one that Huangdi has been talking about. I can see that you are not just an 

ordinary white fox; you are the White Nine Tailed Fox spirit that hides deep in the forest. I assume that 

the Red Nine Tailed Fox is your father. So tell me, why are you here of all places?”  

Peony changed into the elegant woman bowing to the emperor in a traditional way, her head 

touching the floor. 

“I have fallen in love with your son, Huangdi and would like to ask you to agree to letting us 

marry.” The emperor looked at her; he thought that if he has the Nine Tailed Fox with him, he will have 

power to take over the world. He could use her as a living weapon.  

“I will abide with this and let you marry my son, but you and I are not allowed to tell him who 

you really are and you are to follow my orders.” Although Peony was known to be a wise creature, she 

could not think about what was the Emperor’s scheme. 

        Soon Huangdi discovered that his father had met Peony and that he had agreed to let them get 

married. They were wed, but sadly a war started a week later against the Laung Empire. The emperor 

ordered ten thousand men to fight. Huangdi volunteered to become the general for the five thousand 

people as five more generals split up the rest of the troops. The emperor told the general and Huangdi 

that he had a secret weapon that could turn around the war.  The only thing that Huangdi didn’t know 

was that the secret weapon was Peony. As the war continued for days, Huangdi could hear screams from 

hundreds of miles, yelling out “It’s a demon!” or “Monster!” Every night he was satisfied that he had 

conquered lands but was still confused how this “Monster” could kill a hundred thousand men each once 

a month when the war happened. Getting closer towards the end of the war, the enemies had a trick up 

their sleeves. It was the Phoenix that could blow out fire from its mouth, targeting thousands of soldiers. 

The final day of the battle, Huangdi witnessed a full-fledged battle of the White Nine Tailed Fox 

versus the Phoenix. He could see the Phoenix clawing at the Nine Tails and the Nine Tails dodging as it 

used its tails to hit the Phoenix. Running towards the majestic creatures, slicing anyone who got in his 

way, Huangdi could see something weird on the Nine Tail’s head. It was the hairpin that started their 

story. Huangdi ran as close to the nine tails to see if his eyes were deceiving himself. The Phoenix saw 

Huangdi, soaring towards him to attack. The Nine Tails could see what was happening and jumped on 
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Huangdi to protect him. The Phoenix’s nails went through her body, piercing her heart. In a blow, 

Huangdi used his sword, cutting off the foot and head of the Phoenix. 

At the moment that the Nine Tailed Fox fell towards the ground, Huangdi caught her in his arms. 

The Nine Tails used her last part of magic to turn her into Peony.  

“I kept this secret for so long. I wanted to tell you who I really was, but I made a promise to keep 

this secret, in exchange to marry you. Your father told me that I had to follow all his orders or else he 

would separate me from you. I have lived in this world for thousands of years. I guess this is my time to 

leave.” Peony cried as she lifted her hand up to his face. Huangdi held her hand against his face, tears 

falling from his eyes.  

“Please don’t speak. You will lose your strength. Just let me hold you a little longer.” Peony’s 

breathing slowed down, becoming weaker and weaker she started to not have enough strength to hold 

her hand to Huangdi’s face. Her body began to disappear; Huangdi held her hand so close to his heart 

praying to her not to leave him.  

“I will always look over you, I love you.” Her body dispersed into the air, leaving the hairpin in 

Huangdi’s hand.  

  

He looked at the sky wiping his tears, “I will always remember you as my beautiful and elegant 

wife, Peony. I love you too.”    

In the next few years, Huangdi became emperor, telling the empire about the legend of the Nine 

Tail Fox and how he was her lover. He never married again, making his nephew the next emperor. 

Huangdi’s reign soon came to an end due to an unknown sickness. It has been said that the people of the 

empire could still hear the joyful laughter of the Emperor and the Nine Tail Fox, reuniting together after 

death.        

The End 
 

Lost — 2nd Place Winner 

By Zoe Michelle Bradshaw  

 
It was quiet, this Armageddon.  The end of the world seemed like it would be a loud affair.  This 

was almost like falling asleep.  People wear masks, hide away their woes.   

The end of the world comes as simply as a spell from a children’s book.   

 All it took was forgetfulness.  Things kept running as they always had, but people just… slipped 

away.  No one really cared all that much; it was like they were never there.  Even the streets still seemed 

to bustle with groups of nameless, faceless people.  For now, not that many people were gone, and the 

ones that were had been so archetypal that they were difficult to miss.  Everyone else just walked around 

in a foggy sort of oblivion.  Maybe forgetfulness was the wrong word.  There just wasn’t enough energy 

left for anyone to care.   

 The energy that was left was funneled into odd disaster after odd disaster.  They would have 

been an interesting story arc, actually.  Perfect, clear days would suddenly turn into pouring rain and 

winds that could rip trees out of the ground in one piece.  When there was fog, it would be too thick for 

anything to shine through.  That gave a whole new meaning to the phrase, “three car pileup.”  Of course, 

whenever something like that happened, there was always someone who tried to fix things.  The same 

three or four people, actually.  And when they talked, it was always jumbled, like they were stuttering- 

or even trying to shove their words back in their throats when they thought they had said something 

wrong.  It was kind of disorienting.   
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 Chunks of time started disappearing.  This, people noticed.  It was not just that there were holes 

in their memories, it was the headaches that everyone seemed to be getting when things felt foggy.  

Some of the things that people could remember did not feel right either.  Memories felt more like 

dreams.  Or maybe they were.  People had stopped dreaming too long ago to really remember what they 

felt like.   

 Finally, time just froze.  No one could have done anything.  Things just stopped where they 

were.   

****** 

 A world away, a young woman sat in front of a computer screen.  Her hair was snarled and 

greasy, her clothes sweaty and covered with yesterday’s food stains.  The room around her was dark; the 

only light was coming from the screen.  It seemed better this way.  If she couldn’t see the old takeout 

containers, spilled cat food, and piles upon piles of dirty laundry, she did not have to deal with them.  

Even if her eyes were starting to feel kind of sandy.  

 Her hands slid listlessly from the keyboard.  She could see the e-mails piling up in the corner of 

the screen.  What was it with people, always wanting more?  Her editor wanted another book, her family 

wanted her to visit and fix everything, and every other person who e-mailed her just had something to 

want, even if they didn’t know her.   

“Well, this time I just can’t deliver,” she said.  It was not that she did not care, it was that she 

could not do anything.  Sure, the requests she was getting sounded easy on paper, but that did not mean 

that she could manage them in reality.  Right now, “counting her blessings” meant being grateful for no 

word count requirement.   

Her stomach growled.  Food.  Food sounded good.  Her stomach was as frustrated as the rest of 

her.  That had to be why she was stuck.  It just had to.  Maybe, just maybe she could cook tonight.  

There had to be something in the kitchen that was safe to eat.  Most of it was stale, she knew that.  But… 

she hadn’t gone grocery shopping in weeks.  She could settle for pizza.  Yes.  Pizza and a shower.  That 

would make things better.  Hopefully the phone still worked.  Had she paid the bill?  Okay, probably 

not.  She had barely bothered to feed herself lately, much less do anything else.  She was lucky that she 

still had the option to turn the lights on.  Her cat got taken care of, but it was fairly self-sufficient to 

begin with.  It was the least demanding aspect of her life, even if it was one of the biggest 

responsibilities she had.   

 She stood up and shut her laptop.  The way she moved felt very final, but at the same time, her 

legs were asleep and her knee locked.  Thank goodness for her chair.  Hospital bills were something else 

she could not manage right now.   When she stood up again- without even really wobbling this time, 

thank goodness- she did not even try to shut the computer down properly or save anything.  There was 

not much point anyway; she had not gotten anything done in over two weeks.  

“Maybe tomorrow I’ll be able to think of something,” she whispered. 

 

I Wasn’t Ready to Say Goodbye— 3rd Place Winner 

By Allison Warrington  

 
I stood there eye to eye with my worst fear, one that had been hanging over me for my entire life. 

I wanted to stop everything and find some way to wake myself up because I knew that it couldn’t be 

happening now. I had been preparing most of my life for this moment, my whole family had, and when 

you prepare for something like this, you think you can plan it all out, you think you’ll be ready; after all, 

you’ve had adequate time to prepare. Then it happens, and nothing goes right, maybe that came out wrong, 

but you can see the point. I haven’t even cried yet. Prior to my worst fear becoming a reality I would cry 
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daily just at the thought of this someday happening, and when it did, it didn’t go right. I know she wouldn’t 

want me to be crying but what about me? What about all the emotions inside me pleading to be felt but 

not given the chance? How can I grieve and move on if I don’t even want to think about it? How can I be 

this selfish? How could I have possibly turned this around to my own pity party? 

… 

On the day she received her diagnosis and found out that she was dying, she wanted to go coffin 

shopping; not because she was depressed or suicidal but because she had that dry, cynical sense of humor 

that everyone wishes they had, the kind that could make everyone laugh. She was the text book definition 

of selfless.  On one of the worst days of her life, she wanted to make those around her feel better. 

“Hi, I’m Olivia, and I’d like to purchase one of your eternal mattresses, if you know what I mean.” 

She said this with a wink. I know it sounds weird and probably creepy, but you’d have to know her to 

understand her sense of humor. 

“I can help you with that. I’m sorry for your loss.  This must be a terrible time for you and your 

family. Follow me and I’ll show you some of our options.” 

“Come on Jessica, you need to be seeing this.  When I croak I don’t want some subpar burial.” So, 

I followed her and did what she wanted me to, keeping in mind what she wanted, after all she was the one 

who was dying.  

“Okay, see this, the nice white coffin with the gold stuff.  I want this one, except: excuse me 

ma’am. Do you possibly have any other colors of fabric for the inside of the coffin?  This grey is too, how 

do I say it, depressing?” she said this with a bright smile on her face that for just a moment made it feel 

like maybe she wasn’t talking about something I would be burying her in.  

“I’m sorry, but the only color for the inside is grey,” she said.   

My sister suddenly became extremely angry and said, “Come on Jess, we’re taking our business 

elsewhere.” She told me demandingly with her nose pointed to the sky as she sashayed out of the place. 

The rest of the day was spent in every place that sold coffins probably on planet earth, until she found a 

place that had a bright pink lining that she loved because it was her favorite color. She was so happy with 

it that she jumped inside to make sure that she’d fit, even telling me that if she grew too big for it that I’d 

have to stuff her in. Suffice to say, she never got to grow out of her coffin size.  

… 

 The sight of her laying there lifelessly, her white dress which she picked out, contrasting greatly 

with the pink interior of the coffin is unreal. I can’t stand it.  I wish it was me instead of her.  I want to 

take back all the pain and sadness she had in her life and put it onto myself. Most of all, I want it to stop, 

I want to scream instead of cry, and I don’t know if I can forgive myself for being this way. We can’t 

control our emotions no matter what is said about them, none of us will ever truly be able to change our 

emotions; so, we hide them on the inside until they go away, and act put together when all we want to do 

is scream and cry.  

… 

“I shouldn’t be feeling sorry for myself” she said, barely audible between the sobs. This was the 

first breakdown she had and the second realization of what her diagnosis meant. 

“No, stop feeling guilty.  It’s okay to feel this way.” I hated to see her like this, but I knew that this 

was the right thing to say; I knew that it’s what she needed to hear. She didn’t respond, she just cried more 

and more. This was also one of the first times I had really started to mourn my sister. It was like I was 

losing her by the second, and there was nothing I could do about it.  Then suddenly, she got up and said 

“No, it’s not.” Then walked away to clean the kitchen which was something she never did. She was doing 

this to hide the emotions, to keep them at bay until they went away, or until they turned into something 

else, just like they had turned into anger in me. 
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… 

 And they did this in her, too.  They twisted inside her till she became angry at the world, her 

cynical sense of humor becoming cruel and bitter. I thought she would die this way, cold hearted and 

mean, but she didn’t.  The night she died in the hospital, I saw her again for the first time in months and 

that’s how I knew it was happening. I knew that she was going to die, and I tried to do all I could, but 

Livy was finally at peace and I couldn’t stop it. She was ready, finally not mad at the world and finally 

ready to say good bye. By the time I could come to this conclusion in the hallway outside her room, my 

mom came out to me with tears in her eyes and I knew it had happened. I knew I had failed her, selfishly 

wanting to go against her wishes and wasting my last moments with her by being invested in myself. 

 

Grade 12 Short Story 
 

The Makings of a Goddess — 1st Place Winner 

By Maddy Sherwood 

 
Once upon a time, there was a young girl who was alone in the world, not a dollar to her name. 

She belonged to no one, and no one belonged to her. For years, she wandered. The world was still too 

young for education to be available, so she taught herself. 

 She named the stars after the people she met on the road. She befriended the animal travelers that 

shared her path, and she learned from them. They taught her their language, Ka. They told her the 

dangers of the upcoming road, and the best places to rest her weary head. They offered her protection on 

her way: not from the other beasts, but from her very own kind. 

 The girl was young, hardly over six or seven years of age. But, this did not protect her from the 

men. Even at just six years, the merchants and racketeers of the road were eager to claim her for their 

own, to warm their sleeping quarters, wash their clothes, and cook their dinners. 

 She knew nothing of washing, nor why these men wished to own her. Her honest, innocent eyes, 

the animals mused, They draw the wicked men of the world in. Yet, the girl and her band of protectors 

held their own. She belonged to no one, and no merchant or racketeer would change that. 

 One day, an old, slow wolf approached the girl and her companions. He limped badly and was 

bleeding from a horrible gash on one of his hindquarters. He did not rest upon the hard ground until he 

had deposited two items at the girl’s feet: a gleaming sword, and a ragged, filthy doll. 

 They were from the town on the road ahead. The wolf’s pack had been trying to catch a sheep or 

two to feed their young – it was early spring, and the pups were small and weak, he told her – when the 

villagers attacked. They had slain his pack, brothers and sisters, young and old alike. He had only barely 

managed to escape with his life. 

 He was the sole survivor. 

 He brought the girl these items as an offering, in exchange for helping him to care for the pack’s 

young. He sought protection, for he was old, and the new generation must be saved. The girl grinned and 

patted the wolf’s head, between his great ears. “You needn’t bring gifts,” she smiled, “You and your 

young are more than welcome here.” The wolf bowed his great head, and they set off on the road again, 

towards the deserted dens. They steered clear of the hostile town. 

 None of the animals breathed a word when the girl paused in front of the doll and the sword. A 

pin could be heard hitting the dirt when she ignored the dirty toy in favor of the heavy broadsword. 

 As the girl grew older, the sword seemed to become less and less of a burden and more of a 

godsend. The first few years, she struggled to even lift the silver weapon, opting to let the tip drag in the 
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dust behind her. She did not allow her companions to bear her load. For, when the day she needed it 

came, she needed to possess the strength to wield it in all its glory. 

 The girl sparred with the stunted trees that dotted their desert home. Though they did not fight 

back, she preferred this alternative to fighting her animal friends. The gentle companions that sought her 

out were more than willing to put down their own lives for her, but it was a question she would not dare 

ask. She could not even fathom their devotion for her. For, she was but a girl, with nothing to own and 

no one owning her. 

 She did not think the latter was strange – it had always been that way. She roamed and she saw 

and she learned. And, that was that. 

 The girl felt no need for names, nor title, nor nobility or rank. The fastest walkers scouted ahead, 

and the slow watched their backs. Those who could sniff out water from a mile away did just that. The 

hunters hunted, the foragers foraged, and everything was how it was supposed to be. They steered clear 

of towns, after the old wolf lost his pack. He had since passed on into his next life, but they honored his 

tradition nonetheless. They were happy, the girl and her companions. 

 That is until one day, the girl fell ill. 

 Her slight body baked in the hot sun, no matter how much shade and water they led her to. 

Eventually, she slipped into unconsciousness, and her companions reached a state of panic. With the 

forests of the east more than a fortnight’s run away, the animals were forced to approach the nearest 

town. As the menagerie grew closer to the town with their sick child, more and more humans crossed 

their path. 

 They received hostile, worried, and intrigued stares and overheard whispers they couldn’t 

comprehend; though their girl knew a small amount of the human language, the animals could only form 

the language of the beasts, Ka. The short, broken tongue shared by the humans was foreign and 

unsettling, but they pushed on. 

 Further and further into the reaches of humanity they went, until they reached the center of the 

town, by a gurgling fountain. A large crowd had surrounded the procession by then, following their slow 

march. Whispers and murmurs crowded the sensitive ears of the wild animals; they were beginning to 

become agitated, but they remained stoic for their girl. 

 A man with a sword like their girl’s stepped forward, the blade drawn and poised. He spoke 

softly, calmly, in the foreign tongue, one hand outstretched in a placating gesture. Silently, the animals 

parted to reveal their girl, feverish and weak, swaddled in rough furs, on the back of a donkey. 

 Gasps rippled through the amassed crowd of humans, but she did not stir. The sweat on her 

forehead was shining in the hot sun. 

 The fox, who was the girl’s first companion, stepped forward boldly, towards the man with the 

sword. He locked eyes with him, then looked ruefully back at their girl. A quiet whine escaped his jaws. 

 The human man nodded once, bending to set his sword in the dirt. Unarmed, the man walked 

through the crowd of animals with his hands raised in the air, to the unconscious girl. The animals 

rumbled unhappily when he gathered her and her furs in his arms – they knew the true intentions of 

some men of the road. But, they were in no position to protest. Their girl needed help. Human help. 

 With a sharp bark in Ka, the fox told the menagerie to remain by the fountain. He accompanied 

the human into one of the buildings nearby, to keep an eye on things. There, she was laid upon a cot 

covered in colorful blankets. She lay still, save for her shivering and shallowly moving chest. With his 

nose, the fox nudged another blanket over her frail body. The man was at a wall of spices and herbs that 

tickled the fox’s nose. He grinded away with a stone, until a thick paste was formed. When he 

approached the girl with the bowl, the fox flattened his ears against his narrow head and bared his teeth. 

Frowning, the man looked at the shivering child, then at her guardian. He slowly dipped a finger into the 
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paste, then put it in his own mouth. When he did not immediately drop to the floor, the fox dipped his 

head once. 

 The girl let out a small groan as the man coaxed the concoction down her throat, but otherwise 

did not stir. Her labored breathing relaxed. Within the hour, the fever had broken its grip on the child. 

 Within two days, the travelers were back on the road. No words had been exchanged, save for 

two words from the girl. Thank you, she had said to the town, her voice rough, as if not accustomed to 

speaking in their language. 

 The menagerie still steered clear of towns and human travelers, but always left offerings of furs 

and kills on the outskirts of the town who had helped their girl, to give thanks. 

 In the town, the story of a princess of the wild was born. 

 As weeks passed, the story spread to the surrounding towns; in months, nearly the whole new 

world knew of the girl who roamed the deserts with a sword and a band of animal protectors. 

 Nothing changed in the menagerie. They carried on in their travels, exploring the vast deserts. 

Animals came and went as they pleased. 

 Still, two constants remained. 

 The girl, the princess of the wild, traveled, now nearing fifteen years of age. She was proficient 

with her silver sword, but never used it offensively. It remained strapped to her back, framed by two 

long, dark braids. The rest of her hair was held back with a strip of cloth, torn from an old pair of pants. 

 The fox traveled, though he was nearing the end of his days. His muzzle was now shot through 

with gray, and his eyes grew cloudy as the months passed. But, he marched on. The princess and the fox 

would stay up late into the night, on watch, exchanging stories. In the fluid tongue of Ka, he told her 

how the Earth – or Ta-Fe, as they called her – had come to be. 

 The ancient gods, he said, were young compared to Ta-Fe. She was the mother of all, the creator 

of the sky and the stars. The ground under their feet, the water they drank, it was all a part of her. Her 

breath kept their desert home warm, and her blessings kept their group safe. This was the story that all 

the animals believed. And, as their girl grew older with the years, as her body took shape and her hair 

grew long and her eyes became alert, they believed that she was Ta-Fe, reborn. The sparkle in her eyes 

resembled the stars hung in the sky. The warmth of her hugs and heart reminded them of Ta-Fe’s breath. 

 But, it was the kindness and compassion she showed that truly convinced them. 

 Never had their girl spoken foul or harsh words. Never had she turned away a soul in need of 

help. Never had she hesitated in giving everything she had, though she had little to give. And so, the girl, 

the princess of the wild, became the true daughter of the Earth. She was love and warmth and protection 

and light. 

 She was home. 

 She was Ta-Fe. 

 

The Path to Freedom — 2nd Place Winner 

By Jayden Overton-O’Hara 
 

It has been nine days since he walked into the village after escaping from the king’s men. He 

hadn’t planned on staying long; knowing his presence in the village would bring destruction. Seven days 

since the villagers figured out he was a fugitive. Six days since they broke down the door of the inn 

where he was staying. They didn’t hesitate to shackle his feet and throw him into the dark cell. Five days 

since he begged and pleaded with them to release him. Four since the small sect of the king’s elite rode 

into the village. He knew they were fast, but he didn’t think they would find him that quickly. Three 

since he watched the king’s men silently observe and gather information on the people. He knew they 
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were listening. Trying to figure out exactly how much information the villagers knew about him. Two 

since he watched from the sidelines the futile efforts of the villagers trying to bargain with the men. One 

day since he watched the village become engulfed in red flames. One day since he barely managed to 

escape the smothering ash and fiery explosions. He had left the village running with nothing but the 

clothes on his back.  

 He had been trudging through the forest since late the previous night. He has kept a steady pace 

since then. The forest floor had torn up his bare and unprotected feet. Each step aggravates the many 

cuts and sores. His stomach is growling, and he can feel a headache looming on the horizon. He can’t 

help but ponder, the number of innocent lives taken by the fire. I should never have run. He can’t help 

but feel the overwhelming guilt that weighed on his shoulders. But he can’t look back now. 

He keeps walking. 

The forest around him is alive and teeming with a symphony of sounds. He walks through the 

night and into early morning. His lips are dry and cracked from lack of moisture. He let his mind wonder 

once more. If I hadn’t gone to the village, would they still be alive?  His eyes are not focused on the 

ground before him. His foot catches a rock, the momentum throwing his body forward. His hands fly up 

to stop his fall, but it’s too late. He hits the ground hard; the impact jarring his fatigued body. He can’t 

remember how long he laid there, but eventually, he slowly picks himself up. He had scraped the skin 

off his palms. Dirt is stuck on the abrasions on his knees. He brushes the dirt off. 

And he keeps walking. 

The sun is starting to set on the second day. The last glimpse is the amber rays that peek through 

low hanging branches. Then the sun falls behind the horizon. Unfortunately with the sun went its 

warmth. The clear sky is left to the moon with its soft glow. The night air is crisp and frigid on his skin. 

He wraps his arms tightly around himself. Despite the effort he still shivers like a leaf in the wind. 

Walking for two days straight is taking its toll. His legs overtaken with exhaustion, crumple beneath his 

weight. He falls, and this time he doesn’t get back up. As his eyes drift shut he can’t ward off the 

nightmares that are bound to come. Am I going to die here? He dreams of chaos.  He wakes when he can 

feel the sun’s rays on his face. Gathering his remaining strength, he picks himself up. 

And he keeps walking 

It is the third day. Three days since he had fled. Four since they had found him. And by mid-

morning the familiar trees have given way to grassy plains. For the past 30 minutes he had been slowly 

walking up a small incline. His mind is clouded with doubt and uncertainty. Should I give up? Why am I 

even trying? They are just going to catch me again. Why did I even-No. I had to leave. I didn’t have a 

choice. He’s nearing the top of the hill. The bright sun nearly blinds him. His squinted eyes almost miss 

the farmhouse on the other side of the ravine. He is so taken by relief he barely notices the tears trickling 

down his dirt streaked cheeks. He has never felt freer than he did in this moment. Standing upon the hill 

wind tousling his red hair, and the sun shining on his pale freckled face. The feeling of hope rested just 

beyond the ravine. He smiles, looks towards the east, and begins to walk into tomorrow. He is walking 

towards freedom. 
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The Light of Little Things — 3rd Place Winner 

By Devin Thompson 

 
Me and my friend, Matt, were driving home from the movies late Saturday night-not last 

Saturday-it was Saturday, March 26, 1983 and I was sitting in the passenger seat munching on the 

leftover popcorn.  As we were driving through an intersection, something compelled me to look right; I 

was blinded by a set of headlights. It happened faster than a bolt of lightning, but the thunder was heard 

for miles. That was the last time I saw light.  

……. 

I awoke with a jolt as my heart thudded through my chest, how was this possible? I thought, I’m 

dead, right? However, that wasn’t the only strange thing that was happening, as I looked around my 

room I noticed something odd, it wasn’t the same room I left last night, it was rearranged and the most 

notable thing of all was that it was pink, and butterflies were hanging from the ceiling. My room hasn’t 

been like this since I was 7. What if my life was flashing before my eyes? Is this how it happens? I also 

noticed that I had my “old” teddy bear, Sunny, next to me and a pure form of joy rose inside of me. I 

cuddled it just like I used to. Was I back in my childhood? Suddenly, something caught my eye, just 

outside my window. I got out of bed and rushed over; a giant smile grew on my face; it’s snowing! I 

couldn’t help but run to my parent’s room and jump on their bed. 

“Mommy! Daddy! It’s snowing! It’s snowing!” I said with a slight lisp because I was missing 

one of my front teeth; the tooth fairy gave me a gold dollar for it. 

“Lizzy, calm down, sweetheart,” Mommy said as she brushed my auburn locks out of my face. 

“Can we go play? Pretty please?” 

“Of course, we can,” Daddy said, “But you got to get all bundled up, so you don’t turn into a 

snowman.” He said before he grabbed me and started tickling me. I couldn’t help but laugh. I heard cries 

through the baby monitor,  

“That’s my cue,” Mommy said before she got up to go feed my little brother, Andy.  

……. 

I was walking down the sidewalk in my pink polka dot coat with my sled in hand, and I saw a 

boy making a snow fort. That looks so cool I thought, maybe he needs some help? So, I quickly waddled 

over as fast as I could (cause Mommy made me put on many layers).  

“Hey,” I said to him, “My name is Lizzy.” He looked up from shoveling the snow into a pile 

with a smile on his face,  

“Hi Lizzy, I’m Matt.” 

“Do you need any help? We could use my sled to get snow from other places, so we can make 

the hugest snow fort ever!” 

“Yeah, that’s a great idea!” He said with a lisp; he didn’t have either of his front teeth but that 

didn’t stop him from smiling.  

……. 

Looking back now I could never forget that day: the day me and Matt became best friends 

……. 

I’ve lived every day of the last three years and this year I am going to start the fifth grade. Matt 

and I have the same teacher, and that means we’ll have recess together; I’m so excited! It’s our last year 

of elementary school. Also, Mommy and Daddy are letting me ride the bus this year and Matt is, too! 

It was the weekend before school was supposed to start, and me and Matt were riding our bikes 

in the street like most kids on our block did. I noticed Andy sitting in the yard looking sad; he hadn’t 

learned how to ride a two-wheeler yet, so he wasn’t allowed to ride in the street with us. He could only 
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ride on the sidewalk. That was the moment I decided that I was going to teach him how to ride a two-

wheeler. I told Matt my plan, and he thought it was a good idea. 

I got off my bike and ran up to Andy, 

“Hey Andy, guess what? 

“What Lizzy?” 

“I’m gonna teach you how to ride a two-wheeler.” Matt went to go get my dad, so that he could 

take Andy’s training wheels off.  

“Really?” he said with a big smile. 

“Yep.” He got up and hugged me. 

“You’re the best sister ever!” I helped him put on his helmet and knee pads, and by this time Dad 

was rolling his bike out from the garage without training wheels, and Mom was holding the video 

camera. I could see that Andy was beginning to get nervous.  

“It’s okay. I was scared my first time, too.” I held his hand and walked him over to his bike. “Put 

your feet down to keep it steady, but while you’re riding, just try to keep balance in the middle, okay?” 

“Okay.” He nodded. I put one hand on his upper back and the other on the back of his bike seat. 

“I’m gonna give you a push start. Tell me when you want me to let go.” 

“I don’t want you to let go, Lizzy.”  

“But how will you learn if I don’t let go? Sometimes that’s the only way to learn is to let go. 

Believe in yourself Andy. I believe in you. Ready?” 

“Yes.” I began to push him steady and fast, then, I let go. Andy screamed when he realized it.  

“Pedal Andy!” I shouted, and we all began to cheer. He was doing it, he was riding a two-

wheeler! Mom had gotten it on video, but Andy won’t ever need a tape to remember this moment. Me, 

Matt, and him rode our bikes on the street until the fireflies came out. 

……. 

 April 26, 1979 

   Today was my 13th birthday; my mom said I could redo my room for my birthday; I’ve decided on the 

color, purple; even though, orange is currently very popular. I plan to hang posters all over my walls; 

basically, everything from Brooke Shields to Fleetwood Mac.  

 I’m also having a birthday party. Pretty much every kid on the block came, and of course, Matt 

was the first to show up; we never missed each other’s birthdays. He was my best friend in the whole 

wide world! 

 Later that day, after the party, Matt asked. 

“Can we talk in secret?” 

“Okay,” I said. He grabbed my wrist and led me away from everyone else. 

“I figured it’s time that I-,” he hesitated. 

“That you?”  

“It’s time I tell you that I remember that night and the car accident.” 

“You do? I just assumed this is our lives flashing before our eyes.” 

“That’s what I thought at first, but what if this is our second chance? To live?” I began to think 

and ponder on it.  

“You might be right, but let’s just enjoy it…while we can.” He leaned in and kissed my cheek; 

butterflies began to flap their delicate wings in my stomach. 

……. 

 I can’t believe what just happened, Chad Weston, a senior football player, had just asked me-a 

sophomore-to prom. Later that day, Matt met me at my locker. 

“So, I heard that Chad Weston asked you to prom?” 
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“Yeah. And?” 

“Are you seriously going to go with him?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe?” 

“Why? He’s an airhead and you don’t even like him.” 

“And how do you know I don’t like him?” 

“Cause he’s not your type.” 

“Okay, if you’re such an expert on me. What is my type?” 

“Somebody like me.” Matt said with a smirk.  

“Ha-ha”, I said sarcastically. 

“Please just trust me, Liz. He’s not a good guy.”  

I ended up not going to prom with Chad, but he took some other girl. On the night of prom, me 

and Matt had a movie night; he will always be better than Chad Weston. 

……. 

 Me and Matt decided we were going to go see a movie, but we knew that something had to be 

done about the events that would inevitably follow. 

 Before I left the house, I gave my family hugs, and said that I loved them. I memorized their 

scent and what my room looked like because I really don’t know if this will be the last time. 

 I heard Matt honk his horn out front, as I walked out of the door and a tear fell from my eye. 

When I got in Matt’s car, he took my hand, intertwined our fingers, and promised me that I would be 

okay. 

“How can you say that, Matt? You know exactly what’s gonna happen.” 

“Easy, all we have to do is change the timeline.” 

“Why do you mean?” I looked at him puzzled. 

“It’s possible. I saved Hazel from running into the street last week, and she’s still alive. Don’t 

you see? The timeline changed.” It took me a minute to digest this information. If Matt could save his 

dog’s life, could he save ours?  

We agreed to try. 

……. 

  The movie had ended, and I remained contemplating life. After we got into Matt’s car, he turned 

to me and said. 

“Are you ready for whatever happens?” 

“No. Not even close.” 

“Me either.” He started driving. As we were approaching the intersection, I swallowed the lump 

in my throat. Matt pulled over onto the side of the road, and we waited for a car to speed through the 

intersection. 

“Do you really think this will work?” I spoke up. 

“It’s our only hope.” I nervously snacked on the leftover popcorn, 

“Here. Have some.” He took a handful, and we ate silently while we waited. “Do you remember 

what time it was that we were…uhm…hit.” I say in realization that I almost asked him if he knew what 

time we had died.  

“I think it was around 11:30ish.” We sat the next few moments in silence, barely breathing, but 

before we knew it- it happened. I wasn’t sure how fast it was going, and we couldn’t see the driver; I 

just started to cry. Matt was right, I couldn’t believe it! I would live to see tomorrow. I turned to look at 

him; he had a dumb smile on his face and his eyes were watery, 

“Are you crying?” I asked jokingly.  
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He wiped his eyes, “No, I just-,” he paused, “Shut up and hug me.” We both cried for a few 

minutes at what we just witnessed. “Liz?” 

“Yeah Matt?” 

“I think I love you.”  

I wasn’t surprised by what I heard.  I’ve known for a while, so, I simply say, “I think I love you, 

too.” 

 After we regathered our composure, he drove up to the ridge that overlooks our little town, and 

we sat on the hood of his car, looking up at the stars and the town lights that could never put them to 

shame.  

“Matt?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Why do you think we got a second chance?” 

“I don’t know,” he reaches to grab my hand, “And we’ll probably never know but, I suppose, 

that it’s better to not question it; we should just enjoy it and take it day by day.” 

“I agree with you. So, should we just carry on like a second chance never happened? Like our 

lives are just completely normal?” 

“We should,”  he nodded and looked at his watch.  “We should also get going because it’s almost 

1 a.m.” 

“Okay.” We got back in his car and he drove me home. We sat in my driveway for a moment. 

“I’ll see you later?”  

“I’m not going anywhere.” He kissed me good night and saw me inside. 

……. 

 “Where have you been?” I turned to see my mom staring at me with her arms crossed. 

“Out, with Matt, contemplating life.”  

She looked at me curiously, “I’m interested to know. Just what have you learned?” 

“I’ve learned to enjoy the little things.” I walked over to her and gave her a hug, “I love you.” 

Then, I went to bed knowing that I would see light again. 

 

 

 

   

 

 
 


