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ART τ Grades 6-8 
   1st - Kendall Schoenhals (Haven HS, 8th gr) 
   2nd - Shyann Queen (Inman JHS, 6th gr) 
   3rd - Emily Fowler (Hutchinson MS-8, 8th gr) 
ART τ Grades 9-12 
   1st - Hannah Funk (Haven HS, 12th gr) 
   2nd - Freddie Evans (Inman HS, 11th gr) 
   3rd - Veda Ann Mansur (Hutchinson HS, 10th gr) 
 
PHOTOGRAPHY τ Grades 6-8 
   1st - Bella Brownlee (Sterling Elem., 6th gr) 
   2nd - Macy Brownlee (Sterling JHS, 8th gr) 
   3rd - Alisha Burris (Burrton MS, 8th gr) 
PHOTOGRAPHY τ Grades 9-12  
   1st - Aurora Nadeau (Buhler HS, 11th gr) 
   2nd - Chase Swanson (Buhler HS, 12th gr) 
   3rd - Danae Moser (Buhler HS, 10th gr) 
 
 
 
 

POETRY τ Grades 6-8 
   1st - Courtney Ball (Sterling JHS, 8th gr) 
   2nd - Lexi Milne (Inman JHS, 7th gr) 
   3rd - Moriah Harris (Inman MS, 7th gr) 
POETRY τ Grades 9-12 
   1st - Melinna Acevedo (Hutchinson HS, 12th gr) 
   2nd - Timothie Foster (Buhler HS, 10th gr) 
   3rd - Aisjha Miles (Inman HS, 9th gr) 
   
SHORT STORIES τ Grades 6-8 
   1st - Elizabeth Leck (Inman MS, 8th gr) 
   2nd - Gracie Smith (Hutchinson Magnet School/ 
 Allen, 6th gr) 
   3rd - Christina Voth (Sterling JHS, 8th gr) 
SHORT STORIES τ Grades 9-12 
   1st - Cecilia Garcia (Haven Virtual Academy,  
 9th gr) 
   2nd - Allison Bomgardner (Buhler HS, 9th gr) 
   3rd - Aubrey Myers (Hutchinson HS, 12th gr) 

²ƛƴƴŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ /ǊŜŀǘƛǾƛǘȅ /ƻƴǘŜǎǘ ŀǊŜ ǇƻǎǘŜŘ ōŜƭƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŜƴǘǊƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ 
featured in this newsletter. 
Eighty-one teens were represented by the 169 entries received. We thank everyone who 
ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŜƭƛƎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛƴ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Řƻ ǎƻΗ 
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POETRY  

 

 

 

Grades 6-8 

 
 

MY LOST FRIEND 
by Courtney Ball 

 
He was my best friend. 
Haliurose, nice,  kind, 
Clumsy, adventurous, 
Crazy, smart friend. 

We walked around town 
For hours 

Talking about his life, 
Dreams and hopes. 

He always had hope no matter what. 
He loved to dance. 

Danced as much as much as he breathed. 
He was great at it, too. 

Once we were walking around 
And we heard a boom. 

We turned around and saw an old lady on the ground 
We helped her home 

And then left. 
He wanted to make a difference in the world. 

I wish he still could. 
Once he put on makeup 

And a dress just to make me smile. 
I almost died laughing. 
LΩƭƭ Ƴƛǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ 
Full of passion and love. 

I hope he is still dancing and helping 
And watching over me today. 

Oh, how I miss you 
My lost friend. 

1st Place 



ON A STARRY NIGHT 
by Lexi Milne 

 
On a beautiful 

Starry  night,  I  was 
Wondering by the riverside 

Watching the stars go flying by 
From Earth they look so very small 

But   they   are   bigger   than   us   all 
Saturn, Neptune, Jupiter, Mars, all of them among the stars 

Exquisite  elegance,  danger  and  fear 
Brilliant  beauty,  dark  and  dear 

Wondering by the riverside 
Oh,  on  a  beautiful 

Starry  night 

2nd Place 

ALL SUMMER LONG 
by Moriah Harris 

 
All summer long 

I listen to my song. 
It helps me keep calm 
Just like my lip balm. 

 
Sometimes I sing aloud, 

I even sing it proud 
[ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎǊƻǿŘ 

Or a rain cloud. 
 

{ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǿŜƛǊŘ 
But I wish I had disappeared 

To get away from reality. 
I wish they would agree. 

 
I do not like being alone. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ǿŜƭƭ ƪƴƻǿƴΦ 
But when I find my song, 

I begin to feel strong. 

3rd Place 



Grades 9-12: 

RAIN DROPS 
by Melinna Acevedo 

 

I loved you all I could 
.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƳŜΦ 
So all I ask is this, 
You of all people know 
How much I love the rain. 
LΩƳ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘΣ ǘƻƻΣ 
To love me through every crystal drop. 
So next time it rains 
LΩƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ 
That wherever you are 
¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƳŜ 
And what used to be. 
With every rain drop 
Your heart will stop 
And with every thought of this 
A tear will slip. 
 
Those passing by 
²ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŀǘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ 
CƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǘŜŀǊ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ 
Or a rain drop slowly making its way to the Earth. 
 
LΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘǊŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘǎ 
Of water sliding down the glass 
Unconsciously spelling your name 
In all the twists and turns. 
Hidden within the chaos 
Will be the story of us. 
LΩƭƭ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ 
Thinking of how when rain slides across your lips 
LΩƭƭ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ƻƴŎŜ ƪƛǎǎŜŘΦ 

1st Place 



THE DARK CYCLE 
by Timothie Foster 

 
Beginning new, Journey began 
Unaware of the infamous plans 
 
Heading out to start my trek 
My goals I would not and could not forget 
 
Not for riches or for fame 
Simply to relink the flame 
 
The beasts did maul, the poison, fire 
The undead curse ties me down with wire 
 
And when they brought me to an end 
The curse brought me back again 
 
But allies, too, did I meet 
Their help put me back upon my feet 
 
For on the trek, I held my pace 
My goal to save the human race 
 
The sun did fill me up with light 
To go down into the dark and fight 
 
Corruption tried to take me down 
No wraith could bring my hopes to drown 
 
At the end of my long quest 
My fate entwined with all the rest 
 
Sacrificed to the fire 
To momentarily rest the curses dark ire 
 
To keep the flame alight for a thousand years 
Till another faces my fears 

2nd Place  



WE ARE ALSO HUMAN 
by Aisjha Miles 

 
aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊŀƴŘ 

aƻƴŜȅΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƴŘ 

aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ 

CƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƴƎ 

 

aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇƻǊǘ 

²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƭ ƻǊ ǎƘƻǊǘ 

aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻƻŘ 

This is our life, please let us choose 

 

Maybe we look just like a nerd 

.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊŘ 

Maybe we look dark and glum 

All we want is to be loved some 

 

Maybe we are, the best at lying 

Maybe we are, the best at spying 

You did this to us with your own hand 

But no matter what, we are still human 

3rd Place 



SHORT STORIES  
 

 

Grades 6-8: 
RIPPLES ON THE WATER 

by Elizabeth Leck 
 

 The sun shone down upon the water, making it glisten as if a thousand stars and gems were embedded 
within the cool liquid. Adam was with his sister, Adria, sprinting to the shore of a large, crystal clear pond that 
seemed as a lake to the adventurous children. They were in their Secret Place. The place shared only with the 
kind, elderly librarian and his book-mouse. The place with a sea of liquid crystal too grand and immense to pass. 
¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ŎŀǘƘŜŘǊŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΩ ŎŀƴƻǇȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘƘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊōǊǳǎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ 
place with wildlife and untold legends wherever you looked. For the children, the place had no magnificent 
name; it was simply the Secret Place. 

 Adam and Adria had just escaped the stifling confines of the school building a little bit ago, and they had 
Ǌǳƴ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŜƎƛƴƴŜǊǎΩ ōƻƻƪǎΦ bŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘΣ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 
lay in the cool, soft, shadowed grass as they waited for their hammering hearts to catch up with their growing 
ƭŜƎǎΦ !ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŎŀƳǇŜǊŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŜŘƎŜΣ ǎƴŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǿƛƭŘ ōŜǊǊƛŜǎ ǘƻ 
feast on as they went. 

 At ages six and eight, the children has yet to learn anything but basic numbers and letters. However, 
their minds had the ability to contain and fathom the deep thoughts of only the greatest thinkers, although the 
thoughts were not so elaborate as one might assume. The thinking chambers belonging to the children were 
simpler than those of their peers, yet could comprehend more than most adults. This, of course, was 
unbeknownst to the duo. 

 Adria, after cleaning her fingers of the ambrosial juice (much unladylike slurping involved), headed to the 
ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎǊŜǾƛŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ŜȄǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ōƻȅǎΩ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǎƘƛǊǘΤ ǘƘŜ 
young lady much preferred the freedom of these over the limitations of the society-required dress. While Adria 
went to change behind the privacy of two trees and several bushes, Adam sprawled out on the sugar-fine sand. 
Changed, Adria removed herself from the living wall, and skipped over to replace the clothes she now wore with 
her dress, neatly folding the skirt and gently setting it in place. 

 Adam sighed as Adria sat contentedly beside him. For several minutes, they were intrigued by the 
critters and sunlight dancing through the refreshingly clean air. The boy, youth that he was, could not stay still 
forever, though, and eventually stood. 

 Adria tore her eyes from three flitting butterflies as her brother rose, and watched him select four flat, 
round pebbles from the earth. Adria admired her brother for many things, skipping stones toward the top of the 
list. This would be a show worth watching. 

 Adam walked to the very edge of the water. He had abandoned his shoes some time ago, and the wet 
earth felt blissful as it squished between his toes. Carefully selecting one stone, he gracefully brought his arm 
back, then swung it forward, letting the smooth stone roll off his forefinger like water droplets off a leaf. Both 
pairs of eyes were locked on the stone as it arched downward, barely skimming the water before a second 
ascent and descent, momentum carrying it in a perfect curve. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Seven skips they 
counted. Almost before the first stone sank, Adam released another missile, sending it on its wondrous journey 
ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƻƭ ŜȄǇŀƴǎŜΦ !ŘǊƛŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ !ŘŀƳ ŀǎ ά²ƛƭƭƛŜΣέ ŀŦǘŜǊ 
their elderly neighbor who, in his youth, set the record for skipping with twelve skips covering sixty-four feet. 
Adam held his own with eight. Adria, as well as the great Willie himself, had faith that Adam would grow to be 
the next record holder. 

 !ŘŀƳΩǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǿŀǾŜǊŜŘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛŘƎŜǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ bƻǿΣ ŀǎ 
he watched, the previously smooth water shimmered where the first stone had descended. The shallowest of 
ripples began appearing, and a circular gap parted the waters. 

1st Place 



 ά!ŘǊƛŀΣ ƭƻƻƪΗέ .ǳǘ !ŘŀƳΩǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΣ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƎƭǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ƎŀǇƛƴƎ 
ƳƻǳǘƘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǊƛǎŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜǘǊŀŎŜ ƛǘǎ ǎǘŜǇǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ !ŘŀƳΩǎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ !ŘŀƳ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ 
stunned to catch it as it flew back to his hand, and it fell to the ground. The thin waves dispersed only to 
reappear roughtly a yard away. The process was repeated with the second stone, the small object landing gently 
beside the fist. 

 Astonished, Adam squatted low to the ground, with some difficulty bending his trembling leg. His hand 
slowly retrieved the two stones. He somehow managed to stand up and pocketed the peculiar duo. He 
hesitated, his hand resting on the stones in their stowaway for a moment longer, then decided it was safe to 
keep them there for the time being. 

 Adria noticed that her mouth was still standing awkwardly open, and hurriedly clamped her jaws shut. 
{ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƛǊŜŘΣ ōǳǘ !ŘŀƳΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ōǳƭƎƛƴƎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ 
diminished her doubts; she trusted and admired her brother. Almost anything he believed, she believed. It took 
her only a short time to decide that the stones were definitely magical. 

 Adam inspected the two stones he had not yet thrown, and upon selecting one, he slid the unused stone 
into his empty pocket. He struggled to bring his still quaking arm back, and attempted twice, failing both. It was 
probably just a trick of the eyes. He tried semi-successfully to reassure himself. 

 [ƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜΣ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ ƘƛƳΣ !ŘŀƳΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŜŘ 
from a look of utter confusion to one set in grim determination. He pulled his arm back. He threw with all his 
might, but the third stone came skipping back. 

 !ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳŜǘΦ {ƛƭŜƴǘƭȅΣ ȅŜǘ ŜŀŎƘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜȅ 
made a vow. A vow to discover the meaning and the making of the miraculous stones. 

 

Inspired by The Mysteries of Harris Burdick, by Chris Van Allsburg 



 
FINDING THE WENDIGO 

by Gracie Smith 
 

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƘŜŀǘƛƴƎΣ ŘǳŘŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ .ǊŜǘǘΦ 

 άbƻΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǳŎƪΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ t{t ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ Ƴȅ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅΗέ .ǊŜǘǘ ǘŜŀǎŜŘΦ 

 ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ .ǳǘ L Ǝƻǘǘŀ ǘŜƭƭ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƻƪŀȅΣέ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ 
started recording. 

 άIŜȅΣ IŀƭŜȅΗ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ŦƛƴŜΣ ǎƻ ƴƻ ǿƻǊǊȅΗ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŀȅΦ ¢ŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ Ψ.ȅŜΣέ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘƛƴƎΦ 

 άIŜȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ .ǊŜǘǘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǘ ŘƻƻǊΦ 

 άbŀǘǳǊŜ ŎŀƭƭǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ǊŜǘǘΦ 

 Brett went outside. He felt as if something or someone was watching him, but he brushed it off and did 
his business. He heard some branches break a twig in the trees, and then something jumped at him. Something 
bloodthirsty! He screamed and the creature growled his terrible growl. 

 ά.ǊŜǘǘΗέ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ 

 Tommy peeked his head out the tent door and saw nothing. Then something began to growl. Tommy 
looked up and saw the creature standing right there. The creature grabbed him and jumped into the trees and 
ran away with Tommy and Brett in his hands. 

 

 ά²ŀƴƴŀ ŘǊƛǾŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 ά5ŜŀƴΣ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀƳ ƛƴ ǎƘƻŎƪΦ 

 άWǳǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦ bŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƻŦŦŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅΦ 

 ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ DǊŀƴŘ WǳƴŎǘƛƻƴΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 άhƪŀȅΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ōƻȅǎ ǿŜƴǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀƳΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ 
5ŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜΚ /ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎΩ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭΚέ 

 άLǘΩǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ L ƳŜŀƴΣ ǿƘȅ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 5ŀŘ ǎŜƴŘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 άaŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 They knocked on the door of the Collins family. 

 άIƛΣ LΩƳ {ŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 5ŜŀƴΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǇŀǊƪ ǊŀƴƎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƴŀƳŜŘ ¢ƻƳƳȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀƳ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ 

 Of course Sam was lying. They were not park rangers. But they needed to stop whatever had made the 
boys disappear. 

 άhƪŀȅΣ LΩƳ IŀƭŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά²ƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ǿŀǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 ά!ōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .Ŝƴ ǎŀŘƭȅΦ 

 They asked many questions, but none of them would help to find the boys. They told them they were 
going to walk through the forest and see what they could find. Sam and Dean left the house and went to their 
hotel to sleep until morning. 

 They woke up early to get to the forest as soon as possible. To their surprise, when they got to the 
forest, Haley, Ben, and some other man were there already. 

 ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ wƻȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŀƭŜȅΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ ά²Ŝ ƘƛǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ŦƛƴŘ ¢ƻƳƳȅΦέ 

2nd Place 



 ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ Ǝƻǘ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ƳƻǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 5Ŝŀƴ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ 

 ά{ǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wƻȅΦ 

 άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΦ L ŘƛŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 ά! ²ŜƴŘƛƎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀƳΦ 

 άaŀƪŜǎ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ ²ŜƴŘƛƎƻǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǳǇŜǊ ŦŀǎǘΗ ¢ƘŜƴ ¢ƻƳƳȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŘŜŀŘ ȅŜǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 They set off into the forest. After a while they heard a growl. It was a loud and terrifying growl. Sam 
ŀƴŘ 5Ŝŀƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǎŀƭǘ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ wƻȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ŀ ōŜŀǊΦ 
.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ²ŜƴŘƛƎƻΦ wƻȅ Ǌŀƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŀǎŜ ǿƘŀǘ 
he thought was a bear. 

 άwƻȅΣ ǎǘƻǇΗέ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ 5ŜŀƴΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ wƻȅΦ 

 ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƭǘ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜ ƘŜǊŜΗέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀƴŘ wƻȅΦ 

 But he stopped after hearing Roy scream and then the screaming coming to a fast stop. Sam knew 
ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ wƻȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘΦ {ŀƳ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ wƻȅ ǿŀǎΦ wƻȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŎŀǇƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ 

 ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ƴƻǿΗέ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ 5ŜŀŘΦ 

 Then Haley came running over. 

 Ψ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ .ŜƴΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘƭȅΦ 

 άLƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƭǘ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

 άLǘΩǎ ŀ ²ŜƴŘƛƎƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ 

 ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 But then the Wendigo grabbed Dean and Haley, and took off to wherever it was keeping the human. 
Sam ran to Ben. 

 ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ IŀƭŜȅ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŀƴΗέ {ŀƳ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

 They took off after the beast but soon lost its trail. 

 άbƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŜƴΣ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ 

 But then he noticed an M&M trail that Dean must have left behind. 

 ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘƛǎΗέ .Ŝƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5Ŝŀƴ ŘƛŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŀƎ ƻŦ aϧaǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΗέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ 

 The M&M trail lead straight to the cave of the Wendigo. They took off inside of it, trying to find Sam 
and Haley. Then they saw them and Tommy. They were hanging from the ceiling with ropes. Ben and Sam cut 
them down quickly. 

 ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ōŀŎƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻƳƳȅΦ 

 ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ƛǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŜƴŘƛƎƻ ǿŀǎ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǊŜ Ǝǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǎǘΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
think they would be able to kill it. But then Dean shot at it once more and hit it right in the head. The 
Wendigo shot up in flames and burned to a crisp. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΗέ .Ŝƴ ŎƘŜŜǊŜŘΦ 

 They quickly got all their stuff and left the cave. They called the police and they patched up their 
wounds. Dean and Sam left, and they never ever came back to that forest again. 



 

UNTITLED 

by Christina Voth 
 

PROLOGUE 

 When a child is born and it laughs for the first time, its soul is fractured. A few of the shards stray 
ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦŀƴǘΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǊȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴ ŀƴȅ ŦƻǊƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ 
chooses; it is the best friend, though no good things can last forever. When a child grows up, the friend fades 
away. They return to their dimension using the gateway key all carry, and then they retire and drink life force 
ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŀǘŜ Χ 
 

STORY 

 IŜΩǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ŦŀŘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΦ Lǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻΤ ²Ŝǎǘƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ 
ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅΦ bƻǿ LΩƳ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿ Χ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǎǇƛƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ 
cheeks τ No! I will not give him up! He is my child! I rise from my place on the floor and angrily wipe away 
my tears, smearing the rainbows I cry. I smooth down my cloud dress and make up my mind; I would protect 
and watch over him forever. I will not lose him. 

 I reach into my pocket, pull out my portal key and open the dimension portal. As I walk through and 
enter my world, I stand dazed momentarily; it has always been breathtaking how beautiful is is. The sky is 
midnight blue, light lilac, and dusty rose where the sun sets. On the other side of me the sun rises, this time 
with an array of golden hues. The cherry blossom trees shed their petals into the warm breeze only to regrow 
once again. All of this around me makes paradise. The humans call it heaven and my kind angels. And we let 
them dream, sweet dreams of paradise and love. If I do this I will never be able to return. I think of Weston, 
and my resolve returns. I fly over to the temple of life and enter. I make my way through the maze of doors 
and halls until I find it. The room of life. It houses all of the vials of life force in the world. I fill my pockets and 
ƎǊŀō ŀƭƭ L Ŏŀƴ ŎŀǊǊȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ ōŜŀǳǘȅ L Ƙŀƛƭ Χ 
and walk through the portal. Saying goodbye forever, I swallow a vial of life force. He may not be able to see 
ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ IŜ ƛǎ ƳƛƴŜ Χ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ 
 

 !ǎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ƛƴǘƻ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƘŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǎŀŘΤ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅΦ IŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎΤ ƘŜ 
had trouble sleeping. He was becoming numb, and somehow I knew that was worse. 

 άIŜȅΣ ²ŜǎǘƻƴΗέ ŀ ŦŜƳƛƴƛƴŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ŀ ƪƴƻŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ L ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŦƭŜǿ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
through the door, and stopped in front of the girl; this girl who wanted to take my boy away from me! Rage 
ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŀǎ L ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ōǳƭƎƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 
ran down the hall. I quickly changed back as I heard Weston open the door. He looked around the deserted 
corridor, and I saw a tear slide down his face. He walked back into the apartment hunched over like a broken 
man. As he laid down to sleep on his couch, I affectionately stroked his hair. 

 ά¸ŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƳƛƴŜ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΣέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΣ 
I decided that I would get him some of his favorite foods from the store. I swooped through the aisles picking 
up cakes, cookies, and candies. I flew through the streets, relishing the warm breeze that reminded me of 
home. As I flew into his apartment, I knew something was wrong. Then I entered the living room, and he was 
ǘƘŜǊŜ Χ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƴƻƻǎŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎΣ ŀ ƴƻǘŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ L ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ 
was sad. I had driven everyone away until he was alone. Tears began spilling down my cheeks τ No! I must 
ǎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ŘƛŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΗ L Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻƳō ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ 
emergency vial of life force. I opened his mouth and poured the vial into it, and waited. Tears of pain and 
anguish blurred my vision as I realized that he would never wake up. An unnatural screech filled the air, and I 
realized it was me. I looked in the mirror at my face. It was distorted and grotesque. I had become a 
bogeyman, and I had murdered my child. I put his noose around my own neck and stopped flying. A single 
tear slipped down my cheek as the world went black and cold. 

 This is my last mark on this world. farewell. 

τ Cloud Princess Annette   

3rd Place 



Grades 9-12: 

DREAMS 
by Cecilia Gracie 

 

1918 

άDǊŀƴŘƳŀΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ aŀǊǘƛƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǎƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ōƻȄ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǎƻŦǘŜƴŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ 
ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊΣ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŀŘǎΣ ǊƛōōƻƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ 
ōŜŀŘǎΦ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ Χ ƛƴ 
1880, I do believe. It was the day I had gotten to my new home from Ireland. I was a little girl, scared out of 
Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦ L ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘΦ L ǎŀǿ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ 
treasures in his house, but this one caught my eye. He gave it to me as a gift, along with this advice. He told 
me to use the dreamcatcher until I met someone who needed it more. I hung it above my bed that night, and 
L ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǾƛǾƛŘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦέ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ 

 άL ǳǎŜŘ ƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜƴ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ Lǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻȄ 
ŦƻǊ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ пл ȅŜŀǊǎΣέ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴΣ ƎƛƴƎŜǊƭȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
ŀǊǘƛŦŀŎǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άL ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǘǊǳŜ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƳŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ 
²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΦέ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ 
grandmother smiled softly as she remembered her childhood, and all the dreams that she had believed in 
because of the dreamcatcher. 

 άaŀǊǘƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƎƻƻŘ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 
ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴƎ ƛǘ ŀōƻǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘΦ !ƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦ ¦ǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ 
ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŜǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ Ǉŀǎǎ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

 Martin took the dreamcatcher back from his grandmother and ran to his bedroom. Martin gently 
hung the dreamcatcher on his bedpost. His room was bare, even through Martin had been living with his 
grandmother for a year. The dreamcatcher added a nice bit of color. Martin ran off to help his grandmother 
finish moving boxes. 

 That night Martin fell asleep, forgetting the dreamcatcher was hanging above him. For the first time 
ƛƴ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ aŀǊǘƛƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ 
swimming in the river outside of town. When Martin awoke, he shook his head, knowing his dreams were 
ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŦŀƴǘŀǎƛŜǎΦ aŀǊǘƛƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƴƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊŀŦǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ 
ǿŀǊΦ aŀǊǘƛƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ .ǳǘ Ƙƛǎ 
grandmother had said that the dreamcather had helped her, and so Martin believed that it would help him, 
too. 

 Later in the day, while Martin was helping his grandmother with chores, he heard a knock on the 
ŘƻƻǊΦ άLΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΣ DǊŀƴŘƳŀΣέ aŀǊǘƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ aŀǊǘƛƴ ǎƪƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƭǳƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǇŜƴΦ aŀǊǘƛƴ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ŀǘ 
ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊƳ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƎǳƭŦŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀ 
bone-crushing hug. 

 The pair stood on the doorstep, holding onto each other. Before long, Martin heard footsteps behind  
ƘƛƳΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ŀ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ƎŀǎǇΦ ά!ƭŦǊŜŘΣ  Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΗέ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎΦ 

 After a long while, the trio pulled apart. They stood in silence on the porch, just staring at each other, 
ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΦ !ǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ŘŀŘ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƪƴƻǿ L Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƻǿ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŜ  ƘŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΚ LǘΩǎ ŀ Ƙƻǘ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 
ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ aŀǊǘƛƴΚέ 

 aŀǊǘƛƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΣ  Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭŜŀƳƛƴƎΦ άLǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘǊǳŜΦέ 

1st Place 



1950 

άaǊΦ .ǳǊƴǎΣέ [ǳŎȅ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΚέ 

 aŀǊǘƛƴ .ǳǊƴǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŀŘƛƴƎΦ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ [ǳŎȅΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘΚέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎƛǊΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ 
ǿŀƭƭΦ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜΦέ [ǳŎȅ ǊƻŎƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƻŜǎΦ 

 aŀǊǘƛƴ .ǳǊƴǎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǇƛŜŎŜ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΣ [ǳŎȅΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
dreamcatcher. My grandmother gave it to me when I was nine, back in 1918. Maybe I can write down what I 
ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άLǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƻƴŜǎ 
ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘǊǳŜΦ L ǿƛǎƘ L ƘŀŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜΦέ [ǳŎȅ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ 

 άIƻǿ ƻƭŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ [ǳŎȅΚέ aǊΦ .ǳǊƴǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 άLΩƳ ŜƭŜǾŜƴΣ ǎƛǊΣέ [ǳŎȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅΦ 

 aǊΦ .ǳǊƴǎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƎŜΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀŘŜΦέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ōŜŀƳŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƛǊΦέ 

 Mr. Burns stood up from his desk and walked to the back wall. Carefully reaching, he pulled the 
dreamcatcher off of the wall. Mr. Burns returned to where Lucy was standing and held the dreamcatcher out to 
her. 

 [ǳŎȅΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘΦ ά{ƛǊΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΗ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ 
ǎŜƴǘƛƳŜƴǘŀƭΚέ 

 aǊΦ .ǳǊƴǎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ 
other thing I must tell you is the same thing my grandmother told me when she gave this to me. She told me to 
ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƻŦ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƛǘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 
ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΣ [ǳŎȅΦέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƛǊΦέ 

 άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ bƻǿ Ǌǳƴ ŀƭƻƴƎ  ƘƻƳŜΣέ aǊΦ .ǳǊƴǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Lucy went straight home, and hung the dreamcatcher on her wall next to the picture of her mother. Lucy 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ǎǳǇŜǊǎǘƛǘƛƻƴǎΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǎƳŀǊǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ .ǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ [ǳŎȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
the smartest people could believe in something fake for comfort. 

 άDƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘΣ aŀƳŀΦ L Ƴƛǎǎ ȅƻǳΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ƭƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƴŜǿ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊΦέ 

 All night, Lucy saw stars and planets and moons. She dreamed that she was floating through space. she 
dreamed that she was happy. 

 

1969 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƴΣ ƻƴŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ƭŜŀǇ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƴƪƛƴŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ŎǊŀŎƪƭŜŘΦ 

 Lucy and the rest of her team cheered. After all of  their hard work, they had finally put a man on the 
moon. For Lucy, this day meant so much more. This was the final product of all her hard work. She had become 
valedictorian, got into her dream school, and finally applied to NASA, and now it was all paying off. 

 After the celebrations had ended, Lucy returned home. While she was getting ready for bed, Lucy 
dropped an earring under her bed. She got on the floor and peered under her bed, looking for the pearl stud. 
Instead, a glimmer of color caught her eye. Lucy pulled out the old dreamcatcher for the first time in years. 

 Lucy looked at the old gift and smiled before hanging it above her bed again. And once more, Lucy 
dreamed of the stars. 



2016 

Queenie read the name on the door before walking in. She had been volunteering at this retirement home for 
the last few months, and she could honestly say that she enjoyed it. Queenie had always loved stories, and 
speaking to the citizens of Sunset Meadows after school provided many stories to listen to. 

 It was the first time that Queenie had ever spoken to the woman in room 17B, Lucy McCartney. Queenie 
ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴΦ άIŜƭƭƻΣ aǊǎΦ aŎ/ŀǊǘƴŜȅΚέ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά/ƻƳŜ ƛƴΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΣέ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǊƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ 
where Lucy McCartney was seated. 

 άIƛΣ LΩƳ vǳŜŜƴƛŜΣέ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƪƴŜŜƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ άLΩƳ ŀ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ǿŀǎ 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ƻǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜΚέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƻǾŜƭȅΣ ŘŜŀǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ 
ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΚέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŘƛŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ LΩƳ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΦ Lǘ 
ƳŀƪŜǎ Ƴȅ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ [ǳŎȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƛƴŎŜǊƛǘȅ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ 
ƻƴ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ vǳŜŜƴƛŜΦ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǎǘŀǊ ƳŀǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻŦ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǎǇŀŎŜΚέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ΨƭƛƪƛƴƎ ǎǇŀŎŜΩ ƛǎ ŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΣ ŘŜŀǊΦ L ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŀǘ b!{! ǿƘŜƴ bŜƛƭ ŀƴŘ 
.ǳȊȊ ǿŜǊŜ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻƴΦ LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŀŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƻōǎŜǎǎŜŘ 
ǿƛǘƘ ǎǇŀŎŜΦέ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘƭŜǎǎΦ ά²ƻǿΣ aǊǎΦ aŎ/ŀǊǘƴŜȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜΦ wŜŀƭƭȅΦ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ 
ŦƻǊ b!{!Κέ 

 [ǳŎȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƪƛŘΦ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ 
what it meant until I was eleven. That was when I realized how much I liked planets and space. Actually, I can 
ǘƘŀƴƪ Ƴȅ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΣ aǊΦ .ǳǊƴǎΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

 ά¸ƻǳǊ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜ ƻŦ ƳŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀŎŜΚέ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά{ǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ŘŜŀǊΦ .ǳǘΣ ȅŜǎΣ aǊΦ .ǳǊƴǎ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ǘǊǳŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǎƻǳƭΦ IŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ 
dreamcatcher as a gift. It was one of the nicest things that had ever happened to me. The world has changed a 
ƭƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƴΦ bƻǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƪƛŘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
apple-what-ƴƻǘǎΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘΣ ŀǎ ŀ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ƛǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜΦέ [ǳŎȅ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ 
joined in. That was when Queenie saw splotches of red and orange out of the corner of her eye. Shifting her 
focus, Queenie saw an intricate dreamcatcher hanging from the dresser. 

 άaǊǎΦ aŎ/ŀǊǘƴŜȅΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘƘŜǊΚέ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 [ǳŎȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά²ƘȅΣ ȅŜǎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ vǳŜŜƴƛŜΦέ 

 άLǘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƳƻǊŜΣ 
admiring the colors. 

 ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Queenie got out of the chair and walked to the dreamcatcher. She carefully picked it up and walked it 
ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ [ǳŎȅΦ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ƭŀƛŘ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ƭŀǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

 [ǳŎȅ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǎǘǊƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ ƳŜ ƻŦ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Řƻ ƳŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘǊǳŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣ vǳŜŜƴƛŜΚέ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǊŜΣ aǊǎΦ aŎ/ŀǊǘƴŜȅΣέ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΦ 

 [ǳŎȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ IŜǊŜΣέ [ǳŎȅ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ 
Queenie. 

 άL ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ τ άvǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ  



 [ǳŎȅ Ŏǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻŦ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ !ƭƭ L ŀǎƪ ƛǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ ¦ǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ 
ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ Ǉŀǎǎ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƛǘΦέ [ǳŎȅ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ 
vǳŜŜƴƛŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀǿŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 Queenie spent the rest of the afternoon with Lucy, then returned home. That night, Queenie slept with 
ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ ŀōƻǾŜ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƪŜΣ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘƛǎŎŜǊƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ǿŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ 
had been random characters and people waltzing through movements with no story. Queenie was let down, but 
continued to sleep with the dreamcatcher. Before long, Queenie gave up that she would determine what her 
dreams meant. 

 ²ƘŜƴ vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ [ǳŎȅ aŎ/ŀǊǘƴŜȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ aǊǎΦ aŎ/ŀǊǘƴŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ 
ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣ vǳŜŜƴƛŜΚέ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŎŀǘŎƘŜǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŀƴŘƻƳ ŦǊŀƎƳŜƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƭƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦέ 

 άbƻƴǎŜƴǎŜΗέ [ǳŎȅ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ 
ŜƴƧƻȅΚέ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άL ŘŀƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ƭƻǾŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΦ 5ŀƴŎƛƴƎ ƘŜƭǇǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΦέ 

 ά5ŜŀǊ vǳŜŜƴƛŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƻǾŜǊǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŎƭŀǊƛǘȅ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ aǊǎΦ 
aŎ/ŀǊǘƴŜȅΦέ 
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Queenie grinned as she took her final bow. After years of working towards this, she had finally completed her 
show. Queenie had found a way to tell her story through movement and dance and music, and it had taken her 
years to get to this point. 

 After leaving the stage and returning to her dressing room, Queenie sighed. She looked to her mirror, 
where a brightly colored dreamcatcher hung. Queenie smiled as she taped a copy of a letter next to the artifact. 

 The letter was from her old friend, Lucy McCartney, telling Queenie how proud she was of all she had 
accomplished. Queenie had used the letter for inspiration every day that she worked on her show. And when the 
show had finally opened, Queenie had dedicated the show to Lucy. 

 vǳŜŜƴƛŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿΩǎ ŘŜŘƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ǇŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΥ 

¢ƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŜǊǎ Χ ŎƘŀǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ {Ƙƻƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΣ ǊŜŀŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƛƎƘǘǎΣ ōŜ 
in charge.  Just remember that after you achieve your dreams, you should help 
someone else find theirs. 

 Queenie smiled and took the dreamcatcher off the mirror. She had found her dream. It was time to help 
someone else find theirs. 



 

DEMONS OF MY REFLECTION 
by Allison Bomgardner 

 

 I look into a mirror and see a girl with white hair. The hair is stringy and greasy, but soft. It hangs 
ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛŎƪ ōǳƴŘƭŜǎΣ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǇǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǳƴŎƭŜŀǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ŦŀŎŜ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
mass of snowy tangles. The hair whispers in her ears, phrases and words that make her heart beat faster and 
ƘŜǊ ōƭƻƻŘ ōƻƛƭΦ CŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎ ǘǊƛŎƪƭŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƻǾŜǊǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎǇŀǊǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ aŀȅōŜ 
ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǿƛŘŜ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǊ ŘǊƻǇǎΣ ŀ ǉǳƛǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƭƛǇ 
ǇŀƛǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƭŜ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǎƻ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭΦ ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΣ L 
Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΤ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƘǳƴŎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊ 
continues murmuring its honeyed jabs at the person in the reflection. I can catch a few words like 
abandonment and death and emptiness. These words send shivers down my spine and make my hands grow 
ŎƭŀƳƳȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ ǎŜƴǎŀǘƛƻƴΤ ǘƘƛǎ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƘƻǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ŘŀƛƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 
overwhelming, practically drowning me in all of the questions and worst-ŎŀǎŜ ǎŎŜƴŀǊƛƻǎΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎƻ 
bad. After all, I was living in the worse-case scenario. I was almost positive that no one else had to deal with 
ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ōǳǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦ LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōƭŀƳŜΦ L ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ 
and I begin to drown in fear. 

~~~~~~~~~ 

 I look into a window and see a girl with gray eyes. The eyes are wide and bloodshot, but captivating. 
¢ƘŜ ƛǊƛǎŜǎ ǎǿƛǊƭŜŘ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŀƭƭΤ ƴƻΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
draw attention away from the eyes themselves. Silvery spider-webs danced across the cracked irises, forcing 
ƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ τ plain, average 
features τ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƴƻ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŀǘǎƻŜǾŜǊΦ LŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
living. Thoughts gather in her abysmal eyes; wicked, cruel thoughts that make me shudder. Hysterical words 
repeated like a sick mantra, deranged phrases praised and glorified in the mind of this girl. This girl before me 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴƛƴƎΣ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ IŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊǊǳƴ ōȅ ƳŀŘƴŜǎǎΣ ƘŜǊ ƛŘŜŀƭǎ ǿŀƭǘȊƛƴƎ 
with insanity. Pain hides in the corners of her mind, barely recognizable, but still there. Still there, and still 
functioning. It stabs periodically at these thoughts and ideas, a constant in the irregular. It grounds the girl, 
keeps her from crumbling into dust. I can feel these thoughts poking at the edges of my own mind, 
threatening to infest my own body. Wait. Not threatening, but already done. I begin to feel thoughts of my 
own rise in my mind, poking at precarious spots. One wrong move and I would be gone, thrown into the 
whirlpool the girl before me was struggling to fight. I recognize myself in the person, and I begin to drown in 
insanity. 

~~~~~~~~~ 

 I look into a puddle and see a girl with blue skin. The skin is flaky and blotchy, but smooth. It covers 
her entire body, like it should, but it looks eerily normal. Her facial features and the colors of her hair blend 
together, but are in the background when compared to her skin. The skin shines underneath the dim light, 
small ripples flowing across her body as wind moved the water in the puddle. It looked as if she had been 
born of sapphires, but the skin had a cruel kind of beauty. Fat tears ran down sunken cheeks, leaving no trace 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƎƛǊƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ǳƴǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŀōƭŜ ŜȅŜǎ ƎǊŜǿ ǊŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ƻŦ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ 
constant tears. Cracked lips twisted into a permanent frown, her entire body trembling under the stress of 
keeping still. The longer I stare at this girl, the larger and heavier the cloud above me feels. I feel emotional 
ƘǳǊǘ ŀƴŘ Ǉŀƛƴ ǊŜǎǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǳƴōŜŀǊŀōƭŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ  ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ 
girl is still standing up, with so much despair weighing in her mind and gaze. But, as I stare back at her 
ǎƻǊǊƻǿŦǳƭ ŦŀŎŜΣ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƴΤ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǳǇΦ Lǘ ƘƻƭŘǎ ƘŜǊ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ 
ōƻƴŜǎ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǊŜŦǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŘǊƻǇΦ LǘΩǎ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜŀǊȅ ƭƛƳōǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƪƛƴ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƛǎ  

2nd Place 



acting as a barrier τ and a strong one at that τ ȅŜǘ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊǊŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŘƻǿƴǇƻǳǊ ƻŦ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƛƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΩǘΦ L ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
person, and I begin to drown in sadness. 

~~~~~~~~~ 

 I look into a knife and see a girl with red teeth. The teeth are crooked and irregular, but polished. 
They grind together harshly, making me jump back in sync with the girl. The teeth snag at her lips, tearing 
delicate skin and bringing forth a thick liquid the same color as said offending teeth. They bite at her cheeks 
ŀƴŘ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǎǎŀǳƭǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŦƛǎǘǎΣ 
trembling with barely sheathed passion. Her eyes pour forth a torrent of rage, spilling across her facial 
features easily. I feel a heat in my chest, previously buried, rise up. It filled my body with warmth, but I felt 
colder than ice. Pictures and thoughts, injected with intense hatred, flew through my mind. This bitter 
Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴ ƻǾŜǊǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƳǳŎƘΣ much ƳƻǊŜ ƘŀǊƳŦǳƭ ǘƘŀƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ LŦ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 
ǊƻƻǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΣ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƻōƭƛǘŜǊŀǘŜ ƛǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 
understand these irrational feelings, but they threaten to take over me. The girl chuckled cruelly, yet 
ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǎŀŘƭȅΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘŜŘΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ 
ǘŜŜǘƘΣ ǇƛŜǊŎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǎƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǿƻǊƪǎ ƛƴ ƘŀǊƳƻƴȅ ǿƛǘƘ 
the teeth. A shredded red tongue darts out, leaking words and thoughts that the girl was purposefully 
keeping back. Biting phrases and sarcastic comments that are intended to rip at the recipient, hack through 
their confidence and beliefs with ease. Some of these I recognize as things that have flittered through my 
ƻǿƴ ƳƛƴŘΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ LΩǾŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΤ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƛǊƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ 
I recognize myself in the person, and I begin to drown in anger. 
 

~~~~~~~~~ 

 I look into a TV monitor and see a girl with black lips. The lips are cracked and thin, but full. They are 
naturally painted with the color of the night. The lips make the girl look corpse-like, forcing her skin to look 
ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀƭŜΦ IŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǊŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƛƴΣ ƭƛǇǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴΣ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 
believe. Her lips weave honeyed phrases out of air, jabs about her greasy hair, her freckled skin, her too-small 
ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǇǎ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƛƴŦŜǊƛƻǊ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ Ŧƛƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ τ 
destructive thoughts τ ǿƛǘƘ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ƭƻǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄŜǊŎƛǎŜ ǇƭŀƴǎΦ {ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎƪƛǇǇƛƴƎ 
meals in order to be skinny, in order to fit the ideal of what her lips tell her is beautiful. Even with all these 
horrifying thoughts on the perfect girl, those simply were in one part of her mind. Other parts were 
overtaken by what should be considered socially healthy, the level of athleticism she should be at, and what 
ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀŘŜǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜΦ IŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ {ƭƻǿƭȅΣ L ōŜƎƛƴ 
to examine myself as well. I fit none of the ideals people say I should be fitting, and I feel an overwhelming 
ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƛƴŦŜǊƛƻǊƛǘȅ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǘƘŜ Řƻǳōǘǎ ƻŦ ǿƘƻ L ŀƳΣ ǿƘƻ LΩƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜΣ ǿƘƻ 
people see me as. The lack of faith in myself is soon on par with my insecurities, neither one of them 
outweighing the other, but instead, each one of them working together in merciless harmony. I recognize 
myself in the person, and I begin to drown in doubt. 
 

~~~~~~~~~ 

 I look into a DVD and see a girl with green freckles. The freckles are unsightly and laughable, but 
charming. They cover her entire body with emerald splotches, so much so that her pale skin underneath is 
nearly lost. Her face is the one thing not overrun with the freckles, even though they are splashed across her 
nose and cheeks. The girl sneers, her closed-off face tightening with a nasty expression. She begins to spout 
ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΦ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƻƻƪǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƻ 
be athletic, or to be popular, the girl just wanted more. Sometimes, it goes as deep as her wanting someone 
ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ ŀƴŘ ¢±Σ ǾƛŘŜƻǎ ƻŦ 
people overcoming their problems and others supporting them wholeheartedly. How is it fair that some 
people get support and others are cast aside like dirty rags? I begin to nod along with the girl, disgust welling 
ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ {ƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘŀƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΦ {ƻƳŜ ǘŀƪŜ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ƭŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƘƛǊŘ  



ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŀ ŎǊǳƳō ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ōǳȅ ǘŜƴ ŎŀǊǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǇŀǊƪ ƛƴ ŀ 
musty garage and show off occasionally. Money that could be better spent helping people and saving lives, 
but they Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƛƴŦǳǊƛŀǘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŦŜŜƭ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǳƴŎƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛǎƴΩǘ 
necessarily anger τ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ƴƻǊ Řƻ L ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ τ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ 
ǿƛǎǘŦǳƭ ƭƻŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ LǘΩǎ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ŀǎ Řŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƛǎΦ L ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǿƴ 
in jealousy. 

~~~~~~~~~ 

 I look into a camera and see a girl. Hair the color of fresh blood falls in spirals onto shaking shoulders, 
making her look afraid. Mossy eyes shine from sunken sockets, weighed down by heavy bags as her gaze 
darted around the room sporadically, making her look crazy. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, paired 
ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜŜǇ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ƭƛƴŜǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŜΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪ depressed. She bared her off-white 
teeth, making her look aggressive. Her pink lips were bitten raw unconsciously during her mental struggles, 
and she kept touching them, making her look insecure. Splotches of orange freckles were present across her 
entire body, but heavily splashed across her nose and cheeks, although she seemed to now like them, as she 
was scrubbing at her cheeks with broken fingernails, making her look disgustedΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ 
ƳŜƳƻǊŀōƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ hƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƛǎ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ 
click in my mind. I realize now what I was doing, looking back at my reflections all those times, picking myself 
apart and labeling the emotions I felt most often. The names of my innermost demons bounce around in my 
mind: fear, insanity, sadness, anger, doubt, jealousyΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŀǊȅ 
of my life. Hope. No matter what I went through, I always held a bit of hope, even if it was idiotic for me to 
Řƻ ǎƻΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŀƭƛǾŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ 
ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƴŀǎƪǎ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΣ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƭƻƻƪ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 
My masks were the demons themselves, forcing me to camouflage my true self under the guise of whatever I 
thought I was feeling. These masks are hurting me instead of helping me. My time of looking into mirrors, 
ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΣ ǇǳŘŘƭŜǎΣ ƪƴƛǾŜǎΣ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ 5±5ǎ ŀǊŜ ƻǾŜǊΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ L ǎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳǳƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ƻŦ ƳŀǎƪǎΣ ŀƴŘ 
see what the world has to say about the real me. I recognize myself as the person, and I begin to drown in 
hope. 



 

(UNTITLED) 

by Aubrey Myers 
 

 Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƎǳȅΦ aŀƴȅ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǎƘƻǿƴ ŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΦ bŜŜŘƭŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ LΩǾŜ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘōǊŜŀƪ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ .ǳǘ 
Samuel was different. Yes, our time was fleeting and, yes, I was left heartbroken once again. However, death 
tends to induce a much heavier sadness, a burden that cannot be lifted, a wound that can only be healed by 
time. I tried not to fall in love with Samuel Claflin but, with a laugh like heaven and a face like his, how could I 
not? He was witty and smart, and always a little sarcastic. To top it off, his heart was made of gold, 
nonetheless. His personality gave me life, almost as if I was stealing it from him. 

 I used to lie in bed next to Samuel, imagining the day it would all come to an end for us, for him. I 
ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ  ƘƛƳΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜǾƻǳǎ 
grin waking me up. Or his auburn hair standing every which way, tickling my nose with the scent of his 
shampoo from his shower the night before. He had the prettiest green eyes that were completely incapable 
ƻŦ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎ Ƴŀƴ L ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘΦ ²ŜΩŘ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǎǇƻƴǘŀƴŜƻǳǎ 
weekend getaways and picnics on the beach, always decorated with flowers and candles. He loved to just lay 
out under the stars, the wind blowing gently to make it not too cold but not too hot, either. He always had 
ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀȊƛŜǎǘ ƛŘŜŀǎΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƛǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƻΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ 
met someone full of so much life. 

 Months went by and Samuel started to wither. His once glimmering eyes were now hollow and dull. 
With sunken cheeks and grey skin, he was hardly recognizable. It was so hard to watch a man who loved life 
so much not be able to live it. He was confined to our bed for many months before being forced into the 
hospital one last time. I was there when it happened. His mother had stepped out for some fresh air, so I sat 
next to him by myself. He had been sleeping for nearly two days, waking up every so often when the nurses 
came in, before dozing off. The room was stuffy and dark, totally drained of any life. The monotonous 
beeping of the monitor rang in my ears; sometimes when I miss him, I still hear it. He knew I was there. 
{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
hospital. Right before it happened, I felt  him waking up. He opened one brilliantly green eye and then the 
other, and just looked at me. I could feel the tears running down my cheeks and I could see them forming in 
his. I held his soft, cold hand in mine and moved as close to him as I possibly could. I could hear him chuckle 
at my desperate attempt to get close to him before he pulled me onto the bed with him. I nuzzled my head 
into the crook of his neck. His skin was icy but covered in sweat. His tears were rolling off his cheeks and 
soaking my hair. I wanted so badly to take away his pain and make him stay, but the time was near. I rang for 
Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ {ŀƳǳŜƭΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƘǳǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ Iƛǎ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ ǘŜƴǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǳƴŜǾŜƴΦ IŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ άL ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ΣŘŀǊƭƛƴƎΣέ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ 
body relaxed and he was gone. 

 I stood with his mother at the funeral and held her hand. She had become family to me, the mother 
that I had never had before. Her body trembled next to mine as the tears took over her petite body. Every 
now and then a small, desperate gasp escaped her mouth, but it was mostly just soft whimpers and silent 
tears. The service was beautiful, decorated with the brightest flowers we could find and lit up by the tall, 
white candles that Samuel had always admired rather than paying attention in church. Towards the end of 
the funeral, his mother made her way to the front to read the eulogy I had helped her write. She wore an all 
black dress and a veil to cover her eyes, but it did not hide the stains on her cheeks from the stream of tears 
ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŘƛǳƳ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ άaȅ ǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎƘƛƴŜ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ŘŀȅǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ 
ά9ǾŜƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊǎǘΣ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ Χέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΦ IŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƴŘ 
so 
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so tightly that the veins in her fingers twitched under her white knuckles. I hurried up to her, catching her 
before she collapsed. I escorted her to the stairs, her shoulders hunched and her head dropped, her heart 
ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎΦ L ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŘƛǳƳΣ Ƴȅ ōǊƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ŘǊŜǎǎ ό{ŀƳǳŜƭΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜύ ǎǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ōȅ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ 
read the rest of the words scribbled on the tear-ǎǘŀƛƴŜŘ ǇŀǇŜǊΦ ά!ƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ {ŀƳǳŜƭ 
L ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

 I made it through the service without a single tear. I felt so numb, as if there was nothing left inside. I 
had been crying for so long and now here I was, looking at the love of my life for the last time and all I could 
do was miss him. I laid my flower on his chest before they shut the casket. It was not till the door was sealed 
that I felt hot tears escape my eyes and once they started, they would not stop. I sobbed horribly, filling the 
empty room with the sounds of my sadness. I held onto the casket, my head resting where his chest would 
be. A hand grasped my shoulder and his mother looked at me sympathetically, for she knew the pain I was in. 
She grabbed my hand and we watched as they took his casket to the hearse. 

 Several weeks after the funeral, I finally built up the strength to go through some of his things to 
return some of it to his mother. Pictures of us decorated the walls, reminding me of a better time. I went to 
his dresser and started to rummage through his clothes before coming across something at the bottom of the 
drawer. I removed a layer of clothes to reveal a neatly wrapped gift. My hand reached the box that had my 
ƴŀƳŜ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƛƴ {ŀƳǳŜƭΩǎ ŎƭŜŀƴ ƘŀƴŘǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΦ L ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘΦ L 
examined the box carefully before opening it. Inside was our favorite movie and the scarf I had been bugging 
ƘƛƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀŘ άǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎŎŀǊǾŜǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ .ǳǘ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ 
under the scarf was an envelope with nothing on it. I opened it gently, and on the top, the note said 
άмлΦсΦмсέ τ two days after his death, our one-year anniversary. 

 άMy heart, my queen. My person, my bean. My love, my life. And now my wife?έ 

 It was then that I noticed the ring taped where the note had been. My hand flew to my wide-open 
mouth. The ring glimmered in the soft light of our bedroom as I slid it on my finger. It fit perfectly. I hurried to 
the bathroom, tears forming in my eyes. I threw the cupboard open and pulled out the two-week-old 
pregnancy test that flashed positive. I looked up to the sky as if I expected to see him there, and whispered, 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŘŀŘΣ {ŀƳǳŜƭΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦέ 



Be our friend! and learn about upcoming events and other cool stuff! 

Just search Facebook for òHutchinson Public Library Young Adult Advisory 

Board.ó  

Find us on              ! 

Young Adult Reading Program 

A short time from now, in a library not so far, 
far away, teens will be invited to participate in 
Ȱ3ÔÏÒÙ 7ÁÒÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ΨΦΧέ  9! ÓÕÍÍÅÒ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ 

program at Hutchinson Public Library. 
 

Registration begins Friday, May 26th, and continues through July 
27th. 
 

Throughout the summer reading program, teens can submit forms 
for each book they read, each two magazines/comics they read, or 
each hour they listen to an audio book. These forms are used for 
weekly prize drawings and for the grand prize drawing at the end of 
the program. 
 

Teens who register also receive a punch card, which is punched when 
ÙÏÕ ÔÕÒÎ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÆÏÒÍÓȢ /ÎÃÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÕÎÃÈ 
ÃÁÒÄȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅ Á ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ȰÐÕÎÃÈ ÃÁÒÄ ÐÒÉÚÅȢȱ 
 

All teens who register for the program will be 
invited to our end of the program party, where 
×ÅȭÌÌ ÁÌÓÏ ÄÒÁ× ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄ ÐÒÉÚÅȢ 
 

Interested? Need more info? Contact us at 
663-5441, x.145, or at 
hutchteens@gmail.com. 

 



Interested in applying for Hutchinson Public 

Libraryõs Young Adult Advisory Board? If 

youõre currently in grades 6-10, you can 

apply. 
 

The YA Board plans programs and activities 

for area teens, and helps with some material 

selection. YA activities sponsored by the 

library include a teen summer reading 

program, gaming days, the creativity contest, and coffee houses. 
 

Application forms are available at the libraryõs circulation desks and in the YA area, 

as well as from some area school librarians. (Thereõs also a form attached to this 

newsletter.) Return your application to one of the Circ Desks by May 15th. Weõll 

have interviews soon after school is out. 
 

Want more info on the YA Board? Contact Terry at the library (663-5441, ext. 

145; terrychristner@gmail.com). 

COMING UP: 
 

May 1st-15th �² Apply for YA Board 
Applications available soon 

from area school librarians & at the public library. 
 

May 26th-July 27th �²  
Teen Summer  Reading  Program 

�³�6�W�R�U�\���:�D�U�V�´ 
 

July 27th �² End-of-the-Program Party 
for teens registered for Teen Summer Reading Program 

NEW BOARD MEMBERS NEEDED 


