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Isabelle Shorter 

Hutchinson, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Summer Happiness 

 

I’m very, very happy, 

I’m not sad at all. 

I think I’ll go see Pappy, 

Or play some soccer ball. 

 

I really am not angry, 

I’m happy as can be. 

No, I’m not hungry, 

Why, don’t you see? 

 

I have to go buy candy, 

At an awesome candy store. 

Now I’ll go see Mandy, 

And be happy a lot more. 
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Cassandra Slusher 

Worthington, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Dewey Decimal System 

 

The Dewey Decimal System is one of a kind. 

If you put it all together, it will blow your mind! 

Starting in 1876 

The day Melvil Dewey 

Made a wonderful mix 

Of letters and numbers 

Different types of books 

In a library of thought; 

A library of hooks. 

This organization of knowing and not 

Was made by a man who’s about lots of thought. 

He knew about trains, he knew about books 

But most of all he knew about looks. 

The special way a book can look 

Can make you dream about every detail. 

The classification of books in a line 

Brings out the best of anyone who is nine. (Like me) 

So, let’s find out and see 

Using the Dewey system 

What these books can be. 
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Cooper Larson 

Hutchinson, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Flower Haiku 

 

Flowers lying still. 

In a beautiful garden. 

Look at them close now. 
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Cody Rauch 

Lynd, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Spin’s Revenge 

 

i, my name is Cody, my mom’s name is Suzie, my dad’s 

name is Chris and my brother’s name is Roy. We are a 

family of pheasants and we live in a grassy prairie in a state 

park. Every morning we sneak across the road into the 

farmer’s field, and sometimes the farmer’s dog spots us and 

chases us back before we get to eat. 

The farmer’s dog’s name is Bella. She’s really big and 

drools a lot, but she is really slow, so we can outrun her most 

of the time.  

 We have a friend named Spin. He is crazy. He spends 

hours spinning in circles and chasing his tail feathers; that’s 

why we call him spin. He’s a funny guy.  

 One day, while we were going to get food, we got to the 

cornfield and the corn was gone! We looked around and found 

a bucketful by the house. We hurried over to the bucket but 

did not see Bella running towards us. “RUN!” said Roy. We 

all tried to get away, but Spin was trapped. He was so scared 

that he started telling jokes. Bella laughed so hard that she 

slobbered all over him, and he got away.  

 By the time Spin got home, he wanted revenge, because 

he was soaking wet and gross. He called a meeting and we 

started making a plan. We decided to get Bella to chase us 

through the pigpen and then fly away so that she gets stuck in 

the mud, and will be dirty and gross. We decided to wait until 

after the next big rain, so that everything would be extra 

messy.  

 Finally, a big rain came. We snuck into the field and 

through the yard. Spin started making funny noises to get 

H 
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Bella’s attention. Then, Bella came running right for him. We 

all took off as fast as we could towards the pigpen. Bella was 

right behind us, and right before we got to the mud, we began 

flying. Bella was going so fast that she couldn’t stop and fell 

right in. We yelled “That’s revenge!”   

 We didn’t have any troubles with Bella after that.   
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Eden Pulkerabek 

Hutchinson, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Biscuit 

 

ur story starts with the birth of a dog. This dog, in 

particular, was born with three legs. This dog couldn’t 

walk. In fact, he didn’t walk until he was two years old. That 

was until he finally got a prosthetic leg. He lived in a home 

for dogs with disabilities, and he was named Biscuit. 

Biscuit made friends with a dog named Rocky. Rocky 

was missing a leg, too. He also had a prosthetic leg. What 

happened to Rocky? He lost his leg in a car accident. Biscuit 

played with Rocky, ate by Rocky, slept by Rocky, and did 

everything else with Rocky. They were best friends until one 

day, Rocky got adopted. Biscuit was lonely. Biscuit made a 

few other friends, but none of them were as close friends to 

him as Rocky. 

A few years passed and Biscuit turned five. On the day of 

his fifth birthday, one of the workers that worked there and a 

family came up to his kennel. They opened his kennel. Was 

this his chance? Could he get adopted? “This is Biscuit,” 

explained the worker. “He is a calm, nice dog.” The worker 

took Biscuit out of his kennel. 

“Puppy!” exclaimed the toddler of the family. 

“Sit!” directed the worker.  

So Biscuit did as he was told. He licked one of the people 

in the family. The family that was looking for a dog to adopt 

was called the Wilsons. There was Jessica, the mom; David, 

the dad; Alisha, the teenage sister; and Alex, the toddler of the 

Wilson family. The Wilsons had always wanted a dog. 

O 
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Biscuit loved this family. They looked nice and caring, 

exactly how Biscuit wanted a family to be. Biscuit hopped 

onto Alisha’s lap and snuggled into her sweater.                                            
Alisha petted his head. Biscuit definitely liked the Wilson 

family. 

“Why his leg gween?” asked Alex. 

 “Alex, it’s a pretend leg,” said Alisha. 

Alisha was 15. Alex was three. “Can we keep him?” 

Alisha asked. 

“I…I don’t know,” Kristy hesitated. “Shouldn’t we look 

at the other puppies?” 

“No!!!!!” whined Alex. “Me like this puppy!” 

“But we have to see the other puppies,” said David. 

“Okay,” sighed Alex. 

So the Wilsons went to other kennels to see other dogs 

and puppies. About a half hour later, the Wilsons came back 

to Biscuit’s kennel. 

“Mom?” said Alisha. “I think Biscuit is my favorite 

puppy we saw today.” 

“Me too!!!!” exclaimed Alex. 

“Well, David?” said Kristy. “Biscuit it is?” 

“I guess Biscuit it is, Kristy,” said David. 

“YAAAAAAAAAYYYYYYYY!!!!!” yelled Alex. 

Biscuit was so excited, he started yipping and yapping 

and wagging his tail. Soon, after the Wilson’s finished their 

paperwork, Biscuit was put on a blue leash and taken to a red 

van. A few minutes later, he was taken into a house. 

“Biscuit!” called Alisha. Biscuit ran to Alisha. Alisha 

picked him up and carried him to her room. “Biscuit, this is 

my room. You will sleep in here,” said Alisha, pointing to a 

dog bed. Biscuit loved his new home. 

For dinner, Biscuit ate in the kitchen. His dog food was 

way better tasting than the food he ate at the shelter for dogs 

with disabilities. He even got some leftovers from the 
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Wilson’s meals. And his dog bed? His dog bed was comfy and 

soft. 

The next morning, Biscuit got to go on a walk with 

Alisha. Biscuit loves walks. Biscuit does not like going to the 

vet, though. Biscuit had to go to the vet every so often. Biscuit 

lived with the Wilson’s for the rest of his life. Biscuit, finally, 

had a home, a place to belong. 
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Nola Lane 

Lynd, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

I Wish I Could Go to School 

 

Chapter 1 

School 
 

 am Nim. I am four years old, but I am pretty tall for a four 

year old. At least that’s what my mom says. I am four feet 

tall. The problem is I want to go to school. My mom, my 

brother, and my dad all say, “You are too young, Nim.” My 

brother is only three feet tall, and he gets to go to school. He’s 

in 3rd grade. 

I wanted to go to school so badly that one day I snuck in 

my brother’s huge backpack. I had built a robot so if my mom 

asked me, “Do you want to stay home?” the robot would 

answer, “Yes.” 

When my brother opened his backpack at school, he saw 

me, so I jumped out and said, “Bye, Tim!” I ran down the 

enormous hall to the Kindergarten room. I quickly sat down 

in an empty desk. School started, and I just sat until it was 

lunchtime because the teacher talked all morning about bus 

safety. 

After lunch, I was still hungry, so I was thinking about 

strawberries. Just then, Mrs. Hannah, the kindergarten 

teacher, came to me and asked, “What’s your name?” 

I said, “Nim.” 

“Well, Nim, if you’re going to be in my class, you have 

to work. Please write your first name, your middle name, and 

your last name.”  

I still had strawberries on my mind, so I accidently wrote 

Nim Lisa Strawberry. 

I 
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Just then, the bell rang, so I said, “Whew! I made it 

through a whole day!” 

Tim came and scooped me up, ran out the door, and biked 

me home. 

 

Chapter 2 

Trouble 
 

When I got  home, my mom was standing there with my 

robot and cords were hanging out of it. She looked mad! “Go 

sit in that chair and think about what you did!” she yelled. 

A few minutes later, she yelled, “Go to your room! 

You’re too noisy!” 

I was really upset, so when I got to my room, I snuck out 

the window. I got some wood and nails from Dad’s workshop 

and went to the bottom of the hill. I started to build. I worked 

all night. Finally at noon, I was done. I had built a house. 

I snuck back through my window and took all my things 

from my old room to put in my new house. My mom noticed 

me carrying my things, and she ran down the hill and knocked 

on the door.  

I looked out the window and said, “What are you doing 

here?” 

“I’m sorry for yelling at you. I was worried,” she replied. 

“Can I come in?” 

I opened the door. She came inside and sat on my bed. “I 

signed you up for school today.” 

I could not believe my ears! I ran across the room and 

hugged her. 

The next day, I got my backpack, ran up the hill, ate my 

breakfast, kissed my mom, ran out the door, and hopped on 

my bike. I raced Tim to school because I was so excited. 

 

 

 



24 

Chapter 3 

School Friends 
 

When we got to school, I saw a new girl. Looking closer, 

I saw she was my cousin, Emma, so I ran over and hugged her. 

She was four feet tall and four years old, just like me! I asked 

her, “Did you have to convince your mom to let you go to 

school early, too?” 

After school, Emma biked me home. When I got there, I 

ran in the house and grabbed an apple before I ran downstairs 

and climbed out the window so I could call Emma from my 

new house down the hill. 

I asked Emma, “Do you want to come to my house to do 

homework? I forgot to ask when we were riding home 

together.” 

Emma replied, “Yes, I’ll be right over!” 

From then on, Emma and I biked to and from school 

together and did our homework together every night. Even 

though we were both younger than most kids there, we loved 

every minute of school! 
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Brenna Wordes 

Renville, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Shadows 

 

I see the shadows slip and fall, dripping from the window sills; 

slithers around and over things, dips itself inside the flowers;  

it hangs on ceiling and living room chandelier; 

it clings to the wall, wades in the wardrobe, 

hides under the bed. I look out the window— 

The sun peeks out from the horizon  

while the shadows slink  

slowly away. 
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Myah Johnson 

Willmar, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Where I’m From 

 

Where I’m from is gymnastics 

And encouraging friends 

Who are always by my side. 

Where I’m from is raspberry-strawberry smoothies 

from Lulu Beans, and salty popcorn 

which I’m always craving. 

I am from feeling like I actually am a character 

in a book, and from a great school, which is where I find them. 

I am from “Tell me!” and “Sweetsicles!” and “Meh.” 

I am from 

Memories, that I can’t seem to forget, 

Flips, which I sometimes mess up on, 

Dreams, which I hope will come true, 

And I am from mistakes, which are okay to make. 

I am from a great family 

Who cares, who loves, who encourages. 

Although… Sometimes I think I’m just not… enough. 

But as I look back on this poem, 

I realize I am perfect just the way I am. 

Where I’m from is… me. 

And that’s all I (and you) need to be. 
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Kiera Lafferty 

Comfrey, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Pumpkin Patch 

 

We all grew up in the same patch. 

But, we all have our differences. 

We should embrace our beauty. 

Instead, we put people down because of it. 

 

We all have guilt and pain. 

Yet, we have an option to be kind. 

That’s why we get carved with a smile. 

Then a candle gets lit inside us. 

 

Everybody can see your beauty shining bright. 

It should always be like this. 

We should light people’s candles instead of blowing them out. 

Life is too short to be sad and upset. 

 

In a week or so we rot away. 

We all go to heaven. 

At least I know I died trying to make the world a better place. 

I know I had a shining light for the whole world to see. 
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Mazzi Moore 

Hills, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

The Royal Curse 

 

he bright Egypt sun was slowly creeping over the sloping 

mounds of golden sand as the soon to be queen of Egypt, 

Ebony Shammas, was gazing out at the endless Sahara Desert 

while her personal servants clothed and fed her. This had been 

her home for all 15 years of her life, but she still barely knew 

anything about the small dusty village beyond, Chorrolater. 

Earlier that day the late queen had passed and before young 

Ebony could mourn the untimely death of her loving mother the 

royal guards rushed her back to the castle. Now she was being 

prodded and poked as the servants shoved her into an ill-fitting 

gold dress. 

This was the day everyone had constantly been telling 

Ebony about. This was not at all what she wanted. 

The unexpected queen’s death left no time to prepare a 

speech, and everyone was depending on her. She had planned to 

discuss these important things with her mother when she was 19 

or maybe 20. Her small pale hands were jittering as the head 

servant examined her. Once Ebony was deemed ready, a pack 

of guards led her through the bustling castle. After two sharp 

rights and a left, the procession walked silently down a tight 

corridor. Only the metallic clanking of the guards’ armor filled 

the claustrophobic hall. Ebony almost tripped on the first steep 

stair. They climbed up 205 steps (yes, Ebony had counted). 

When the awkward group finally reached the door, the guards 

and Ebony plunged into the bright Egypt sun. 

Outside the dark stairwell, her father, the pharaoh, and 

younger sister, Zalika, both stood beaming with pride and joy. 

T 

http://www.sheknows.com/baby-names/name/zalika
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Ebony found herself on a protruding balcony with thousands of 

excited lords, ladies, and a handful of poor villagers. 

Then her father waved a thin elegant finger silencing the 

entire crowd in seconds. Suddenly appearing from behind a 

velvet curtain, a scrawny old man flanked by a crowd of guards 

sauntered out carrying a satin pillow. On top sat a gorgeous 

crown made of pure gold and diamonds. 

This was the crown of Cleopatra, the most prized 

possession in all of Egypt. The man carrying this precious object 

was Gleipnif, the crown-keeper. He was a very mysterious man 

always telling stories about magic and mystical enchantments. 

Sometimes Ebony caught Gleipnif mumbling unintelligible 

strands of words under his breath. No one knew where he was 

from or how long he had worked at the castle. Whenever Ebony 

asked the servants about strange Gleipnif, they quickly shook 

their heads and murmured a polite sorry. The only information 

she had was from her father late one hot summer night. “Oh, 

Gleipnif…..he’s been around the castle as long as I can 

remember. Now off to bed with you darling.” 

Losing her train of thought Ebony was shocked when her 

father announced that she was going to give a quick speech 

before the important crowning. She had nothing—absolutely 

nothing to say. Her mouth seemed glued shut. The only thing 

she sputtered out was a rushed thank you. Ebony glanced at her 

sister for help but only got a sorry look, so she told everyone 

that they didn’t have much time to spare before the big feast. 

Ebony stood still looking out at the huge crowd waiting for 

the crowning to begin. She stepped down from the raised 

podium to face Gleipnif. The whole crowd watched silently as 

Ebony was coronated. 

After the tedious crowning, the loyal crowd clapped 

politely for the new queen. When the applause finally ceased the 

pharaoh announced that the grand feast would begin in twenty 

http://www.meaning-of-names.com/norwegian-names/gleipnif.asp
http://www.meaning-of-names.com/norwegian-names/gleipnif.asp
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minutes. In seconds Ebony was whisked away by a crowd of 

guards and servants to get ready. 

The walk to the luxurious dining hall was bustling with 

servants carrying food and plates to and from the kitchen. Ebony 

thought nothing new about the gigantic gold hall spread out 

before her. Crystal chandeliers hung from a towering mosaic 

ceiling with a banquet table that could sit 1,000 men square in 

the middle. 

When everyone was finally seated the many exquisite 

courses began, from bread and butter, to soups and salads, and 

all the way to dessert. Although Ebony used to love the giant 

feasts, inside a boiling feeling of hatred started to grow. Their 

palettes feasted on Egyptian specialties and those from many 

other cultures. Only after the guests had stuffed themselves to 

the point of popping did the servants start moving away the big 

feast. As the villagers started to amble to the golden gates the 

royals and other lords and ladies started to move to the meeting 

room. 

Once the dignities were comfortably seated on the plush 

chairs the pharaoh asked if anyone had any questions for the 

new queen. The ruler of Amalienborg questioned, “My village 

has not enough water to make it through the miserably dry 

season. Do you have any ideas?”  

Ebony had no clue how to answer him and all she managed 

to mumble was a pathetic, “I don’t know.” 

“Really,” he replied in a disappointed manner. “I would 

think you might have a more complex answer than that.”  

The rage inside of Ebony began to grow and in an infuriated 

voice she screamed a slur of incoherent sounds. With a swift 

ring of her silver bell, the many servants eyes’ glazed over as if 

under a spell. 

“Servants, lock up these merciful peasants in the dungeon! 

NOW!” Ebony cried. 
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As if under command the servants grabbed the hands of the 

lords, ladies, rulers, and leaders marching in a soldier like 

manner out of the room. Hiding unnoticed was Zalika, Ebony’s 

younger sister, who had witnessed the whole ordeal from behind 

a curtain. 

Zalika was frantically pacing across her personal suite. This 

had never happened before; her sister Ebony was always the 

calm and collected one. She had no idea what to do, except ask 

for help. So as quietly as possible Zalika grabbed her bag and 

dashed past the bewildered guards and outside into the bustling 

village streets toward Atsu’s house. 

Zalika raced across the vibrant village square to the 

outskirts of Chorrolater. After she had been running for what 

felt like forever, Zalika started to slow her pace as the colorful 

square melded into drab, dingy apartments and huts. When she 

saw a warm rosy light illuminating the dim approaching block 

she knew she was there. Zalika climbed the crumbling stairs to 

Atsu’s apartment and with the last strength in her body rapped 

three times on the warped door. 

A kind but worried young face opened the door tentatively 

but sighed and smiled when he saw Zalika hanging tightly onto 

a wobbling railing. Except the look on Zalika’s face was not the 

jolly mischievous face Atsu knew well. Instead, it was filled 

with sorrow and grief. He carefully helped her sit down on a 

horrid yellow moth-eaten couch in his quaint living room. After 

she was settled, Atsu went to the barely usable kitchen for some 

room temperature snacks. When he came back, he sat in a 

rickety old rocking chair that looked like it had given out its fair 

share of splinters. 

When the bowl of stale crackers was gone, Atsu asked the 

question, “Why are you here?”  

Zalika didn’t even know; she had just thought the answer 

would pop up out of nowhere. But the best place to start is 

always the beginning. Zalika started at the coronation and went 
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to the royal meeting. All the time Atsu listened intently nodding 

and scribbling notes on a shred of dirty paper. When she was 

finished, he jotted down one more thing and bolted toward the 

walk-in closet he used as a bedroom. Atsu came back with a 

dusty leather book and threw it on a cracked coffee table with 

enthusiasm. Zalika suddenly got super anxious because she 

knew that Atsu only got excited when something great was 

about to happen. She looked at the cover of the book: Ancient 

Egyptian Myths. Atsu flipped open the book to a myth called 

The Cursed Queen. “My mom used to read this to me all the 

time. It’s about a queen who has a cursed crown and the only 

way to break the curse is to find the matching amulet,” said 

Atsu. 

He handed Zalika the ancient book and she read the five-

page passage. When she had finished reading a grin spread 

across her tear stained face. This made perfect sense to Zalika. 

All she had to do was find the amulet and give it to her sister. 

Then Zalika picked up the book again flipping to the end of 

the myth. “Here, the myth says they found the amulet in the 

Cave of Collectibles in the middle of the Sahara Desert!” she 

exclaimed loudly, “But I have no clue where that is!”  

Without an explanation, Atsu rushed back to his room, 

returning with a weathered papyrus map. “This was once my 

great great grandfather’s trading map. He used it to cross the 

Sahara Desert on camelback. Maybe the Cave of Collectibles is 

on it,” said an exasperated Atsu. 

Atsu and Zalika searched the delicate map for many 

minutes before Zalika finally cried out that she had found it. The 

cave wasn’t too far of a journey, but it would be a most 

dangerous trek. Atsu agreed to help Zalika find the amulet and 

let her use his dumpy unfit camel. They planned to leave at dawn 

to beat the early morning heat. 

With bags filled with water and other necessities slung over 

their shoulders the duo started out into the vast Sahara Desert. 



38 

Atsu and Zalika traveled for many days seeing nothing but sand, 

sand, and more sand. Then during a particularly blistering noon, 

a giant patch of shade created by a rocky cavern overlooked the 

desperate friends. 

Zalika knew this was the place the moment she got there 

because a rush of adrenaline zipped through her. She had never 

imagined getting so far. The myth had said that once you found 

the amulet you had only five measly minutes to escape before 

the cave submerges you in rock. But it still had not clarified the 

exact destination of the amulet nor how to exit. 

Zalika jumped off the lazy camel surveying the rocky cave 

for a possible entrance. Finding an opening behind two rocks, 

she beckoned Atsu over to the hole. They lit a small lantern and 

hesitantly climbed through the slim opening. They walked down 

a rocky trail flinching at every noise. After a steep incline, a 

ghostly green glow lit up the path ahead. Zalika caught sight of 

a jade necklace. She darted toward it and without thinking 

lunged for the shining jewel. Zalika shouted to Atsu, “Come 

quick, we only have five minutes!” They raced down the bumpy 

hills as fast as humanly possible. But at the bottom where they 

were sure had been an opening was nothing but more rocky 

walls. Zalika sighed, “We got so far, but now it’s no use.” She 

leaned against the craggy cavern and instead of supporting her 

disappointed body, the tired young girl fell through the 

supposedly strong rock. 

Atsu looked up and Zalika had disappeared! He cautiously 

stuck his hand through the stone and surprisingly it went through 

with ease. Then before his conscience could say otherwise, Atsu 

leaned into the rock. 

Atsu had just fallen through a wall of solid rock! He was on 

his hands and knees but could hear Zalika urging him to get on 

his camel. In record time, only two days later, the exhausted 

camel trotted into Chorrolater. 
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After Atsu and Zalika had weaseled through the busy 

square, they arrived at the giant, gold castle gates. The castle 

guards just nodded at the group, opening the gates without 

hesitation. The amulet in a firm sweaty hand, Zalika crept 

through the well-known halls and staircases. 

They eventually made it to the room of Zalika’s childhood. 

She knocked but didn’t wait for a response and barged into the 

sun kissed room. Sitting on her feather bed was her sister 

weeping into a petite handkerchief. In a calm caring manner, 

Zalika gently sat down on the elegant bedspread and hugged 

Ebony in a comforting way. Taking a risk, she unclasped the 

gold chain on the amulet and secured it around Ebony’s neck. A 

magical shine appeared around Ebony, lifting pounds of regret 

off Zalika’s heart. The curse had been lifted. The iron doors in 

the dungeon unlocked themselves, letting the many unlucky 

prisoners free. 

A few days later the castle was again bustling with servants 

preparing for Atsu and Zalika’s wedding. The night of the 

adventure Atsu became engaged to Zalika. Anyone who went 

could tell you that the reception was joyous, the feasts bountiful, 

and the love was immense. But Zalika and Atsu weren’t the only 

lucky ones. The kind-hearted Queen Ebony offered the crabby 

Gleipnif a job as the royal magic advisor. He gratefully accepted 

because the other choice was a life in prison. 

In the end Egypt grew greatly during the reign of Queen 

Ebony, Princess Zalika, and Prince Atsu. 
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Sam Petersen 

Mountain Lake, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Underground Secrets 

 

n Red Oak, Ohio, there lived a boy named Judah. He had 

just turned thirteen years old and was in the seventh grade. 

Judah’s friend, Harper, was twelve years old and also in the 

seventh grade. Judah’s great grandma, Saluna, had just passed 

away, and Judah’s family inherited her house. They had been 

looking for a place to live but couldn’t afford one, so even 

though this house was run down, they were still thankful for a 

place to call home. Judah’s family was sorting through great 

grandma’s things and cleaning to prepare to move in, while 

Judah and Harper were playing in the basement. The two 

noticed a small door in the wall. Judah’s mom explained that 

it was an old dried up cistern. The kids decided to crawl in it 

to explore. In the cistern, there was an unusual crack that 

caught their attention. Harper peeked inside the crack and 

could see an open space behind it. 

“I think this is a false wall!” Harper exclaimed. 

The two used all their strength to push open the wall, and 

it finally gave way. Inside the cramped room, they found four 

dirty, deteriorated beds and a small table with a clay bowl and 

a pitcher on top. 

“What? Great Grandma had a secret room in her house? I 

want this to be my bedroom!” Judah joked. 

Meanwhile, Harper was looking around for clues as to 

what this room could be. She picked up the bedcovers and 

found an old, ragged-edged paper that said: 

“Dear loved ones, my wife, kids and myself are all safe 

in this house. A kind lady took us into her cistern. We all have 

food, water and a good place to sleep even though it is 

I 
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cramped. These people say they are part of what’s called the 

Underground Railroad—a group of people who take in slaves, 

like us, and give us what we need and then help us escape to 

freedom. We are happy and in a good home for now. Charles.” 

“Wow, there must’ve been a family of slaves that your 

ancestors took in. How cool!” said Harper. 

“Yeah, I hope the family made it to safety and freedom,” 

Judah agreed. 

Harper looked at the note on the bed once more and 

noticed that the mattress was tilted. Judah helped her pull it 

off the frame, and they couldn’t believe what they saw. A trap 

door! Judah pulled the door up and underneath there was a 

dark, dirty tunnel. 

“Let’s go in!” Judah exclaimed. 

The tunnel was very small, just big enough so that they 

could crawl through. They traveled the dark path and came to 

a dead end. The only way out was up. They both stood up and 

found themselves in a dark cabin. 

“I wonder if this place is abandoned?” Harper said. 

“Well, it sure seems like it,” Judah replied. 

Both the kids walked around in the cabin for a while, and 

Harper spotted an old door. 

“Should we open it?” Harper asked Judah. 

“Sure, let’s try it.” 

Harper slowly and nervously twisted the door knob and 

then pulled hard. 

“It must be locked,” said Harper. 

“I’m dying to know what’s in there!” exclaimed Judah. 

“Let’s not give up yet,” Harper responded as she ran her 

hands along the door frame looking for a key, but with no luck. 

Judah glanced out the window and noticed that the old 

building was situated in the middle of the woods. 

“Great,” he said sarcastically. “We are completely lost.” 
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At the same time, Harper was exploring the fireplace 

mantle for a key, but it was also empty, except for a layer of 

dust and thick cobwebs. Judah noticed that one of the bricks 

didn’t have mortar around it. He wiggled the brick to see if it 

was loose, and to his surprise, the brick broke free. Behind the 

brick in a pile of dust was an old iron key. 

“Awesome! I found a key,” said Judah. 

Harper took the key from Judah’s hand, ran to the locked 

door, shoved the key in the lock, and twisted it. 

“It’s opening!” Harper yelled. 

Judah ran through the door to see Harper already looking 

for clues. He also saw a small desk in the corner and an empty 

bookshelf. Judah opened the desk drawer and found a letter 

inside. 

“Hi, Charles, I am wondering how you and your family 

are doing. I am glad we are so close, but since we have been 

hiding we seem so far apart. An elderly man let us live in a 

secret room behind his bookshelf. It is a perfect hiding spot. I 

have good news! When we all get to freedom we won’t have 

any needs because before we came to our hiding spots I was 

able to borrow money from my slave owner. Of course, I have 

no plans to return it. Normally my conscience would get in the 

way, but I do not feel guilty because he was so cruel to us. 

Love, from your sister Polly” 

“This must be the note that responded to the one Charles 

wrote,” Harper said. 

“And did you hear the last part? We gotta go see if that 

money Polly stole is still here, because if it is, we will be rich!” 

Judah replied. 

Judah pulled open the concealed bookshelf door that they 

learned about from the letter. Harper went in first, then Judah 

followed. Right then Judah made a horrible mistake. He let the 

door fall shut behind them and he heard a click. 

“Did that door just lock?” Harper asked Judah. 
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“Well… kinda…not really…okay…yes it locked,” Judah 

said. 

“Do you at least have a flashlight on you?” Harper asked 

him. 

“No, sadly I don’t.” 

The two traveled deeper down the tunnel which seemed 

to take them underground again as they looked for a different 

way out. Right as Judah and Harper began to feel hopeless, 

they saw light peeking through the crack of a cellar door up 

ahead. 

“Yes! We’ve gotten out!” Judah yelled. 

“Not so fast. We are still underground with no tools to get 

out,” Harper replied. 

Judah dug through his backpack to see if he had anything 

to help them pry open the door. “Oops, I did have a flashlight,” 

Judah said. 

“You said that you didn’t have one!” 

Judah felt embarrassed. “I forgot.” 

Harper didn’t feel mad. She just took the flashlight from 

him and started to bang it on the doors. The rusty doors swung 

open and the two crawled out. 

“Well, now we are more lost. I can’t even see where the 

abandoned house is anymore!” Judah shouted. 

There was nothing in sight, so they began to walk in 

search of a way home, still daydreaming that they would find 

Polly’s treasure. After several miles, Judah was getting mad; 

he had walked so much he thought his legs would give out. 

They were going to rest for a while, but just then, they saw 

it—a village on the horizon! They gained strength as they ran 

excitedly toward the village. Once they reached the village, 

Harper checked all the houses on the right and Judah checked 

all the houses on the left. They met in the middle of the 

settlement and both said at the same time, “I think this is a 

ghost town.” 
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They were both very thirsty, so they went to the nearest 

well to get a drink. 

“Come on! There is barely any water down there,” Harper 

said. 

But Judah was so thirsty that he jumped into the well. 

Harper was smart enough not to do this, but Judah wasn’t 

known for wise choices. 

“Are you okay?” Harper called down the well. 

“I’m totally fine, and there is not a lot of water but enough 

to quench my thirst,” Judah said. 

“Umm…Harper there is a box that looks a lot like a 

treasure chest down here,” Judah said in shock. He inspected 

the box and found it was engraved with the initials P.E.B. 

“Could this be the money Polly the slave stole from her 

owner?” 

“Well, open it already!” Harper yelled. 

Judah pulled back the lid. “Harper, I can’t believe my 

own eyes! There are coins!” The box was filled to the brim 

with old gold and silver coins that looked very valuable. 

Harper pulled the chest up using the bucket and pulley 

from the well, while Judah climbed up the side bricks of the 

well. When everything and everyone was up on ground level 

Harper peeked at all the riches, then she put it safely in her 

backpack. 

“This place is still a ghost town so we need to hike out of 

here,” Harper said. 

They walked a few miles until they came to a tiny town 

that this time didn’t look abandoned. Harper and Judah went 

up to the first house, rang the doorbell, then stood back. 

A woman approached the door and said, “Hello? Who are 

you?” 

“I am Harper and this is my friend Judah. He just moved 

to a nearby town and we got lost. Is there any way you could 

try to contact Judah’s parents?” 
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“Oh course! You poor kids. Come on in and tell me how 

to get a hold of your parents. What town do you live in? 

“Red Oak,” replied Judah. 

“Red Oak, Ohio?” laughed the woman. “Well, how did 

you get all the way to Kentucky?” 

“It’s been a long day,” Harper responded. 

The woman called Judah’s parents who had been terrified 

that the children were nowhere to be found. With relief they 

traveled over the Ohio border into Kentucky to pick up the 

kids. When they arrived, they thanked the woman for being 

there to help the kids, and they all started their journey back 

to Red Oak. During the drive home, Judah and Harper shared 

about Charles and Polly, the old man and the treasure. When 

the four got home, the children showed Judah’s parents the dried 

up cistern and the dirt tunnel where their adventure began. 

The next day when Judah’s dad was sorting through 

great-grandma’s old books, he saw an autobiography with a 

familiar name as the author. Polly E. Brown. Judah’s dad 

picked up the treasure chest to compare the initials, and sure 

enough, they matched. Judah’s dad called the kids in, and 

together they read the story of Polly’s life that she had written 

after she and Charles had found freedom. 

“I’m so glad that Polly and Charles escaped,” Harper said 

as she picked up the book. When she did, a photo fell out. The 

photo had three older people in it, and their names were 

written on the back. It was Charles, Polly and great grandma 

Saluna who had sheltered them so many years before. 

“Wow, they stayed friends their whole entire lives,” 

Judah said with excitement. 

“You know, since you two found all that treasure your 

mom and I may be able to afford a nicer house now,” Judah’s 

dad announced. 

In the end they decided to keep the old house that held 

wonderful family memories and many underground secrets. 
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Woodstock, MN 
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Civil War Secret 

 

e careful!” thirteen year old Anna heard her mother’s 

words echo through the woods. It was the summer of 

1861, and war was starting between the North and the South. 

The Confederates were searching for a new place to camp near 

Anna’s home. These soldiers were taking over houses of 

anyone who denied hiding slaves. This is why her father had 

made the quick decision to flee from the town, through the 

woods. He figured they would be seen less easily if they split 

up. Anna had taken her six-year-old brother, Gideon, with her 

into the woods. Both were hoping to find the rest of the Jones 

family unharmed when the tall trees dispersed. 

Although it was the middle of the night, the brother and 

sister could find their way perfectly, since the lanterns from 

the soldiers cast bright light in the dark. 

After running for a few minutes, they came to a clearer 

part of the woods. Anna assumed it would be easier to find the 

rest of the family there. Sure enough, her dad found them, and 

soon her mother and baby sister, Ruth, came from the small 

forest. 

“Look! Our house…” her little brother said, as they sadly 

watched it being raided and destroyed by the unfriendly 

soldiers. 

“We won’t be able to go back there anytime soon,” their 

father stated. “They will take it as their own and set up camp 

around the town. We could stay with your parents, Grace, until 

we get things figured out.” 

Grace, the children’s mother, agreed, and soon they were 

walking the short distance across the state border to the town 

“B 
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of Harpers Ferry. There they met their grandparents and told 

them what had happened. 

Grace’s parents were kind people, and they wanted to 

help in any way they could. It was decided that the Jones could 

stay until they found some place to live. 

That night, the family had a bedtime snack and went to 

the rooms where they were to sleep. Although the beds were 

soft and the house was cool in the hot summer, the Joneses 

could not sleep, for they worried about what would happen 

next. 

The next morning the children came downstairs with 

heavy eyes and tired bodies. Their grandma, Laura, and 

mother had made an excellent breakfast of sausage and 

flapjacks. The children ate until they were more than full 

which helped them feel refreshed and ready for the rest of the 

day. 

Anna helped her mother and grandma with the daily 

chores of washing dishes, sweeping the floor, and hanging the 

laundry. When it was time for supper, the men brought in 

venison from the deer they had hunted, and the women made 

soup. During the wonderful meal, a conversation was brought 

up about the newly arriving war. 

Julian, her father, stated that he was ready to fight for the 

rights of the unfairly treated slaves and a united country. Anna 

did not know that her father and mother had already decided 

this was the right thing for her father to do. 

The children were shocked at this announcement and 

wondered sadly about what it would be like to not have their 

father around every day. “It will only be for a few weeks, at 

the most a month,” reassured their father. “The man at the 

place where I enlisted said that several men with families have 

breaks to visit them.” 

“When are you going to leave, Daddy?” asked Gideon 

quietly. 
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“I will be leaving the day after tomorrow,” said their 

father, as Gideon climbed onto his lap. 

For the next two days, Anna and the rest of the children 

spent as much time with their sad, yet excited father, as they 

could. And when the time came for him to leave, the Jones 

family walked him to the railroad station where they said their 

goodbyes. 

As the days went by, the children were grief stricken. But 

Anna, being the oldest, knew her father was doing the right 

thing. She knew that how people treated slaves was unjust, 

and deep down inside she wished she could help in some way.  

Two weeks after Julian left, the family received a letter 

from him saying he was in good health and missed them 

terribly. Anna received a separate letter from him that read: 

 

My Dearest Anna, 

I know that this has been hard for you for the past couple 

weeks, and I know you are trying to be the best big sister you 

possibly can be. I love you and trust you. This is why I am 

going to tell you something that no else knows—I have found 

two former slaves who were escaping and needing a place to 

hide closer to the north. I have taken them into my own care, 

thus the reason why I will be home later than I expected. 

Please do not tell your mother of these things just said, as I 

don’t want her to worry about me being home later than I 

expected, as she is taking care of baby Ruth. Thank-you for 

being the trustworthy girl I always knew I could depend on. 
 
Love, 

       Father 

 

P.S. You will need to either find a place to hide the slaves 

I will bring along or build a hiding place. Their names are 
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Marcus and Abby and are kind people who will accept 

anything that you find or make. 

 

Realizing how her father had entrusted her with this, and 

what she was to do before he arrived excited her, and Anna 

got to work straight-away looking for nooks or closets where 

the two newly free people could hide. The thirteen year old 

gave up the thought of them hiding in a closet, for that was a 

much too common place for slave hunters to look. Instead, she 

looked for loose boards or hidden compartments off of rooms 

or closets. Her grandparents’ house was practical and did not 

have such things as secret passageways and rooms. 

“Anna, please come down and help your grandma and I 

prepare supper,” her mother called from downstairs. So Anna 

ran downstairs into the kitchen, where she accidentally 

stepped on a loose board by the table. The curious girl 

wondered if there was someplace below, but she kept to 

herself, knowing what her father had said. 

That night, when everyone was asleep, Anna tiptoed 

down to the kitchen to explore the loose board she had stepped 

on earlier. She felt her way around and noticed the board as it 

flipped up slightly. She then took the board out from the floor 

and placed it beside her, as she began to investigate. Anna 

found dirt and withered plants under this floor, which is why 

it seemed to her that there had been no support beams put in 

place there or anywhere very near. She decided to put the 

board back and explore later in the morning when there was 

more light. 

The next morning, Anna awoke late and went to the 

kitchen for breakfast. She stepped on the board again and felt 

a secret excitement about what she might find out today. 

When rest time came and the younger children were taking a 

nap, Anna set off to the bookshelf, where she hoped to find a 

book about digging or building. Luckily, she did and flipped 



50 

through the pages continuously, until she found a page about 

digging and secretive places to hide slaves trying to escape. 

She was interested, and found herself reading the page 

carefully. One thing caught her eye, and she read the caption 

for the picture. It read: “This hiding place will take about two 

weeks to dig.” 

Anna thought this was the perfect thing to make, but it 

would take much too long. She did not know what to do and 

went to bed that night disappointed that she could not find 

someplace for them to hide or could not make something 

herself. 

For the next few days, Anna continued to feel sad. Then, 

she realized that there must be somewhere else in the house 

for the couple to hide. So she searched the place again, but 

every time she thought she found a good spot, she realized it 

was much too obvious. Again, she was disappointed in herself 

and felt she let her father down. 

The days seemed to be getting worse and worse, as 

Anna’s family was worried that Julian was not home at the 

time promised. Anna was in low spirits also, as she had not 

yet found a place for her father’s friends to hide. He was to 

arrive in about two to three days, and Anna was not yet ready. 

She had a great night’s sleep and woke refreshed. Anna 

had a great feeling about the day, and decided she would 

continue on the hiding place no matter how long it took her. 

She was going to make her father proud. 

So just like before, she crept to the kitchen in the middle 

of the night and removed the board. She started to dig with the 

shovel from the garden and discovered there was enough 

space. It would fit two people. Anna was glad she could come 

through for her father. That is, if she could make this secret 

place to hide in time. 

For the next two days, Anna was up almost all night 

trying to dig and stabilize a place comfortable enough for the 
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former slaves. When she was done, the walls were square, and 

the place was comfortable enough to fit two people. 

Anna was setting the table, when she heard the door 

swing open in the living room. She ran to the door, wondering 

who the unexpected visitor was. 

It was her Father! Anna rejoiced and called the others. 

Her mother cried and handed baby Ruth to Julian. 

A little while later, her father told everyone else about his 

two friends and how Anna had found a place for them to hide. 

Her mother was proud that she kept this secret and knew she 

could trust her also. 

This is when their father brought in the friendly couple, 

and everyone was introduced while Julian told the story of 

how they came back. 

That night, Marcus and Abby slept in a comfortable 

bedroom upstairs, hoping that they would not need to use the 

secret place to hide. But then, they heard voices outside and 

woke Anna’s father. 

They rushed downstairs to the hand-made hiding place 

under the table. Julian helped them in as the slave hunters 

approached the door. He confronted them and asked what they 

were doing there in the middle of the night. The leader 

demanded that they should look through the house and pushed 

past the kind man to search. Luckily, Anna had done a great 

job, and the hunters never found what they were looking for. 

Marcus and Abby later became free people and found 

family, who had also escaped. The Jones found a new house 

to live in near the children’s grandparents, and Anna was 

happy she could play an important role in helping the slaves 

become free. 
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Lauren Stoel 

Chandler, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

24 Days 

 

n 2015, I burned myself with boiling water and was in the 

hospital for 24 days, with totes full of gifts, six IVs, three 

surgeries, and one ambulance ride. It was the beginning of the 

Christmas season, my favorite time of year. Those 24 days 

changed my life for the better. 

I was ten years old and in fourth grade. It was November 

27th, the day after Thanksgiving and the day before my sister 

Caroline’s third birthday. My aunt and uncle, Amy and Craig, 

had just gone home that morning. I remember it like it was 

yesterday. My mom and I had just finished putting up the 

Christmas decorations except for the tree and lights. Dad, who 

was working at the elevator, would help put those up when he 

came home. Mom’s back hurt, so she went to go soak in the 

tub while I made supper for my siblings, Logan and Caroline, 

which was Mac and Cheese. I had made that many times 

before. This time was different. 

As the noodles were cooking, a plastic bag got stuck on 

the pan. I didn’t notice this until I went to dump the water out. 

I put the lid on the pot and tried to bat the bag away as I walked 

to the sink, but some water spilled out the front in the process. 

I took a step and slipped. All of the hot water spilled onto my 

wrist and lap. I screamed, and Mom was wondering what had 

happened. I knew I had to get the hot-water-filled clothes 

away from my skin. Mom walked out of the bathroom tying 

her robe just as I pulled the last of the water filled clothes off. 

I was crying so hard I could barely see or talk. I very quickly 

told Mom I had spilled the hot water on my lap, and she rushed 

me to the bathroom. I then got a very cold, 20-minute bath. 

I 
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While I was sitting in the tub, my mom grazed her hand over 

the burns. As she did this, I realized that I couldn’t feel her 

hand on my leg. When I told her this, she decided to take me 

to the hospital. 

Mom helped me put on sweatpants and a sweatshirt. She 

grabbed me my special blanket and my special, stuffed giraffe, 

packed up my brother and sister, and we left for the ER. Just 

as we left town, my mom pulled over to make sure she had my 

health card. While my mom was looking, my dad came around 

the corner. I asked Mom if Dad could come along and we 

turned around and went to find Dad. 

He took five minutes to put the semi away and we sped 

off for the ER. Mom and Dad were talking about which 

hospital to go to. We could either go to the hospital in Slayton, 

which was 15 miles away, or we could go to Avera in 

Marshall, my family’s normal doctor’s office.  In the end, we 

decided to go to Slayton since it was closer than Marshall, and 

so that I wouldn’t be in pain for so long. We made it there in 

record time.  

I sat in the ER for five hours, although it felt like five 

minutes. Mom stayed with me the whole time, but Dad took 

my siblings to Grandma Lorie’s and packed an overnight bag 

for them. The doctor decided I needed to go to a different 

hospital, since the hospital I was at didn’t work with burns, 

and off we went. 

I had a three-hour long ambulance ride and made two 

balloon men and slept during it. The EMT and I blew up two 

gloves and taped the ends together. On one side was Mr. 

Crazy, who was cross-eyed, and there was Mr. Grumpy. I 

named him that because he was wearing a dress and lipstick. 

It took two hours to make the balloon men and I slept for the 

last hour. 

At the hospital they said that I would only be there for 

two or three days. They said I had second-degree burns on my 
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right hand, wrist, and lower stomach, and I had third degree 

burns on my legs and pelvis. There are up to fourth degree 

burns. First degree is like a sunburn, second degree is when 

you get blisters, third degree is down through the nerves, and 

fourth degree is to the bone.  

My legs and pelvis didn’t heal so they decided to keep me 

there. I forgot to mention that I love school and didn’t like the 

fact that I was missing some. They gave my parents two 

options. The first one was they could just put some skin over 

the burns and I could go home, but it would mean more 

surgeries for a growing kid like me. The second option was 

they could put Integra (like a stretchy saran wrap) on my legs 

and then put skin on it. This would mean there wouldn’t be 

more surgeries down the road, but I would be in the hospital 

longer. My parents let me decide. With tears streaming down 

my face, I said, “I don’t want to miss any more school, but I 

would rather get better right.” 

On December 4, I had surgery to put the Integra down. I 

was on bed rest for five days which did not sit well with me. I 

was supposed to wait 14 days until the second surgery, but 

because I was so healthy, I only had to wait 10 days. On 

December 14, I had skin removed from my left leg to put over 

top of the burns on my legs and pelvis. 

I had one more surgery after that. It was to pull the staples 

that were holding the Integra and skin to my legs. I finally got 

to go home on December 21, three days before Christmas. I 

surprised everyone in town. It is now two years after the 

accident. I go to Burn Camp in Estes Park, Colorado every 

year. This is a camp where kids like me who have burned 

themselves, can forget that anything happened. I have 

amazing friends there. You can’t tell that anything has 

happened to me. But, every once in a while, I recall my 

hospital stay and think of how grateful I am that those 24 days 

happened. 
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Tyler, MN 
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Thankful 

 

t was a Monday morning, and I was so excited for my 5th  

grade field trip. We were going to the Laura Ingalls Wilder 

Museum. At this time, I didn’t have an alarm clock so my 

mom woke me up every morning. But this morning she let me 

sleep in. 

When she did wake me up, it was around 8:30. I was 

really confused because it was Monday, my field trip day. She 

told me that we needed to have a family meeting. I knew 

something was wrong because we never have family 

meetings, so I grabbed my favorite blanket and I started to 

walk down stairs. I had just woke up, so I could barely keep 

my eyes open. I looked up to see my whole family staring at 

me, and I was very confused. When I got to the couch I lay 

down, and then it got very silent. Out of nowhere, my dad told 

us Uncle Chucky went to heaven today. Something WAS very 

wrong! 

I couldn’t take it in. I was in shock. Out of nowhere tears 

just started flowing, and they didn’t stop. It felt so wrong, like 

a part of me just jumped off a cliff. I had lost a family member. 

I looked up, and I saw the rest of my family crying, also. We 

started to question my dad about things he didn’t have answers 

for. How? Why? When? All he said was to get dressed 

because we were going to the Swansons. I put on my 

sweatpants and shirt and went down stairs. Then the tears hit 

again. I was so scared. At first I thought it was a joke, like this 

could never happen to me. When we got to the Swansons I 

could not find Veronica my cousin. Nia, Mija, and Elizabeth 

were all there but no Veronica. Veronica was my age, so I 

I 
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thought it was my responsibility to comfort her. My dad said 

that she was at school! SCHOOL? She probably thought the 

same as me, that this was not real, and this couldn’t happen to 

me.  

There were so many people at the Swansons that I had no 

clue who they all were, but I still hugged them. It was a time 

to mourn. Cousins of mine were there that I hadn’t seen in 

months. I was so scared and worried. We stayed at the 

Swansons for a long time that day. I didn’t go to school the 

next day either. I went to the Swansons again. Tuesday was 

no easier than Monday. Everyone was crying, and I was 

crying.  

That night I was lying in my bed and a crazy thought 

popped into my brain. Why did God do this? Why would he 

do such a thing to my family and me? Who did he think he 

was? He had no right to do this! I was so frustrated with God. 

I blamed this on him, and I wasn’t ready to accept it. People 

were expecting me to accept it. I had to accept it.  

It took time, but I needed to realize this was my new 

normal, and I couldn’t change that. I was doing ok until they 

had us go and see him, and then, it hit again. It was like it was 

happening all over again. Holding his hand in mine, I was 

angry with God. I felt as if he abandoned me.  

That night as I lay in my bed, I remembered, every 

moment I shared with him, but one I couldn’t let go. One night 

after a basketball practice, I went over to Veronica’s. As my 

aunt drove me to the house, we decided that we should go 

scare Nia, Mija, Elizabeth, and Uncle Chuck. They were all in 

the living room watching a movie so I snuck downstairs and 

back up the other side and into the living room. As I scared 

them, Uncle Chuck grabbed me and he tickled me, and then 

Nia, Mija, Elizabeth, and my aunt all joined in. It was a mess! 

I was laughing, and they were laughing. I will never forget 

that night! 
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When the time came for the funeral it was hard, but I was 

getting used to having the pain, even if it was hard. I still 

remember what I wore, a pink and white chevron dress that 

was Veronica’s so it was a little big. When we got to the 

cemetery, we all had green and yellow balloons and at the end 

we let them go. The ceremony was nice, but it didn’t make up 

for the fact that he was gone. 

Throughout the whole thing I learned many things. I 

learned to be thankful for what I have. I was so stuck up, 

thinking my life was bad, and that I needed more. I didn’t 

realize all the good I had. We should not wish for more days, 

but be thankful for the days God has provided so far. It has 

brought me closer to God. I have learned to let him take 

control. He has his reasons to do what he does. When I found 

out I was DEVASTATED, but I had to realize that it was my 

new normal. 
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I Can’t Feel My Mouth 

 

hen I was six or seven years old, I had something 

happen to me. Something terrifying. I lived in Grover, 

Colorado. I was leaving my living room and going into my 

hallway. 

“Tayden!” said Mom, 

“What?” said my brother. He came from his room, which 

was downstairs. 

“You need to go brush your teeth,” Mom said. Tayden 

didn’t move right away, but he finally went to brush his teeth. 

My grandma was sitting on the couch with my mom talking 

about something in a murmur. I was still standing in the 

hallway waiting for my brother to get done. I turned to my left 

and then all of a sudden, Tayden came crashing into my 

mouth. Pain rushed into my mouth. I fell to the floor. The taste 

of warm blood came rushing into my mouth as well. Tayden 

was sitting on the floor, too, holding his forehead and crying. I 

started screaming immediately. Mom and Grandma didn’t 

lose any time and quickly came to us. Mom saw I was 

bleeding, took me to the bathroom and set me on the counter. 

“Oh honey….” said my mom looking half scared and half 

worried. 

“Look...” she showed me both of my two front baby teeth 

on the blood filled towel. I froze in my tracks. No wonder I 

can’t feel my mouth! I have always been scared to lose my 

teeth, but I never thought that it would happen like this. There 

was a big mirror hanging above the sink, and I said “Can I 

look at my mouth?” 

Mom looked at me fearful and said, “If you want to....” 

W 
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I peeked at the mirror. I froze in terror. The top of my 

mouth was all purple, and blood was still there even after 

washing it out tons of times. I didn’t feel as much pain as I had 

when I ran my teeth into Tayden, but I did still feel pain. I 

looked down from the mirror, looking at my mom. She had an 

expression on her face as if it was asking me, “Are you okay?” 

I was thinking it could be worse. After this whole tragedy, I 

went into the living room and sat down and mom got an ice 

pack for me to put on the upper part of my mouth. I waited for 

her to come back after she put Tayden to bed. She sat by me 

and said, “So, where are you going to put your teeth?” 

“I’m going to put them in the bag with the rest of my 

teeth,” I said with all my th’s sounding like f’s. It was quite 

gross actually. I really don’t know why I did it. Green, fuzzy 

mold was growing on some of the old ones. (Don’t worry, I 

got rid of the bag eventually.) 

“Oh yeah?  What about the tooth fairy?”  said my mom. 

“Oh mom, don’t be silly! I know the tooth fairy is you!”  I 

said, the very smart six-year-old. 

She rolled her eyes and smiled. “You’re pretty cute, you 

know that?” she said. 

My mom, Grandma, and I all just sat there until it was 

time for me to go to bed.  
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The Penny of Gold 

 

A hand full of dirt, 

A heart full of love, 

A little child, 

Eating a bug. 

While we eat a feast, 

And they eat a beast, 

The only thing we know, 

Is that we gotta go. 

The poverty today, 

The wealthy tomorrow, 

All boils down to 

Who will devour. 

Devour a feast, 

Or give a few pennies, 

To the ones that, 

Have no mommy. 

Here comes the food, 

For the little sad child, 

All because of, 

The penny of gold.
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The Narrator 

 

y white Converse dragged on the pavement as I 

followed the narrator down the street. The air was 

drafty and brisk in the spring afternoon and no one was 

outside. 

“Stop following me,” he said in a deep voice. 

“I’m not following you. I’m just curious as to why I can’t 

be the main character. I mean, look at this hair! It’s pink! Isn’t 

that unique enough as it is?” I added in protest. 

“Look boy, I have one job, and that’s to narrate one 

particular person in one particular town on one particular 

night!” he said, turning to face me. After looking at me for 

some time, he turned on his heel and walked on. 

“What if I told you that both of my parents died and no 

one came to adopt me? See? I have pink hair and a tragic 

backstory! What more could you want from someone? Look, 

all I’m asking is that I could be the main character in one story. 

Is that too much?” I pleaded. 

“Yes. You know why? Because I literally have one job. 

And that one job is to narrate the person’s life that I was 

assigned to. They are the main character of the story. You are 

just a side character. So please leave me alone!” he exclaimed, 

turning back around and speed walking in the opposite 

direction. 

I rushed to keep up with him, but suddenly, he turned into 

an alley and I lost sight of him. 

“Crud,” I said under my breath, “maybe he’s 

considering?” 

M 
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I walked on, keeping my eye out for the rather tall man. 

He was an easy target because no one in this small town 

looked anything like him. 

He had a small goatee and red hair with a black suit, so 

he almost looked like one of those magicians at carnivals. The 

only problem was that I didn’t know where to start. 

I kept on walking and looking around. A man like him 

really stood out, but he could also blend in. 

I took a sharp right turn into a pub, went inside, and 

walked around. Everyone knew who I was for the fact that I 

was a troublemaker, always causing some sort of trouble. 

I decided to hang out by the games. There was pinball, 

darts, and a hunting game. Classic pub games. I watched some 

people playing the Ghostbusters pinball machine and, in the 

corner of my eye, I noticed someone in dark clothing leave 

abruptly. I got up from the wall I was leaning on and rushed 

over to the exit. 

Once I got out of the cramped and musty pub I looked 

around. Finally, I caught sight of him a long ways off to my 

left. I jogged to him but kept my distance. 

“Okay, now you’re definitely following me,” he said 

without even turning around. “Seriously, can’t you take a 

hint? You’re not the main character.” 

“Listen, I know that you’re not entirely sold on the idea, 

but I think I can persuade you on this one,” I said in my most 

convincing voice.  

“Okay, what ultra-convincing thing do you have that will 

convince me to not do my job?” he said, turning to face me 

with an annoyed expression. 

“Well, hear me out. What if I told you that I have special 

powers?” I said with a grin, holding my hands out in a 

convinced shrug. 
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“No.” the narrator said and walked on, leaving me there 

with my mouth open wide in disbelief. I scrambled to catch 

up with him and almost tripped over a rock in the process.  

“You’re actually joking right? I’m unique, I have an 

interesting background, and I have super powers. How does 

someone turn that down? I would have let someone be the 

main character if they only had powers, but I have powers, 

cool hair, and no family. C’mon!” I said, counting on my 

fingers to emphasize the point. Who would reject this? 

After a brief pause, the narrator asked, “So, I take it 

you’ve never been rejected before?” 

I stopped and thought about that question. I mean, I get 

rejected all the time, but after my parents died, everyone has 

been pretty sympathetic. Now, despite me being a troublemaker, 

everyone always comes through for me. So, I guess I do tend 

to get what I want. Funny, I hadn’t really noticed. 

I walked on, but didn’t say anything. We passed several 

houses, and I wondered why I even bothered. 

“You can stop now,” he said, sounding highly irritated. 

“Sorry,” I said, “but that’s another reason I should be the 

star. I don’t give up easily.” 

He turned around and looked at me, a confused frown on 

his face. After a while, he turned back around and shook his 

head. 

“You really are delusional, kid,” he grumbled. Although 

even I was getting tired of this, I refused to walk away from 

it. This could be my only chance. 

The narrator was really taking his time walking. 

Wherever he was going, it was a long ways. I really hope it 

doesn’t mean leaving town. All I brought was a light 

sweatshirt, and tonight was especially brisk. 

He seemed to be nearing the place he wanted to go, and 

with a start I realized that we were in a neighborhood, which 

meant that he wanted to go into a house. We must be close 
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because he checked the address on all of the houses as we 

neared them. That’s kinda weird; shouldn’t he know which 

house it is? Oh wait. This is probably the first time he’s 

narrated this person. 

We neared a dark green house and he looked at the 

number. His expression of relief told me that this was the 

house. 

He went up the concrete steps and started to go inside 

when I shouted, “Wait!” so he stopped in his tracks and looked 

at me. “Aren’t you going to tell me whether or not you’ll 

narrate my story?” I asked with desperation in my eyes. 

He looked down, sighed, and walked down. 

“Listen, I was like you when I was your age. I wanted to 

be narrated so bad, and I asked every narrator that walked 

through my town if he was there for me. Every single one said 

no, but then after a while I realized why,” he stopped talking 

and looked at me. Then, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, 

“You get it yet? You’re a narrator like me.” 
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A Friend for Christmas 

 

he old man creaked and groaned as he fell into the arms 

of his rocking chair once again. He closed his eyes, and a 

wistful sigh escaped his lips as he relaxed his worn shoulders. 

Piercing barks suddenly filled the quaint farmhouse causing 

the old man’s chapped hands to grasp the chair. The source of 

the howls soon appeared at the man’s feet, frantically waving 

his stubby tail and padding his oversized paws in his lap. 

“Can you not be quiet for even a minute, Mutt? I am sick 

of all your noise!” he bellowed, stamping his foot on the rough 

wooden floor. The pup shrank back, tucking his white tipped 

tail between his hind legs. 

The old man sighed as he leaned back in his chair. In a 

soft voice he murmured, “Oh, Dog, why do you have to be so 

much trouble?” He patted the stool next to him, and the white 

and brown shorthaired pup hopped up beside him. His tail 

began to wag, and he settled his head on the man’s cracked 

hand. A little hint of pink tongue peeked out of his mouth.  

“Rusty’s tongue was too big for his mouth, too, when he 

was a pup.” Memories of his former dog flooded the old man’s 

thoughts and spilled out of his gray eyes. It was late 

December, almost Christmas, and this would be his first 

Christmas in twenty-one years without his best friend by his 

side. Rusty had passed away in the summertime, and the old 

man got a new pup in the fall. But this little dog was just too 

energetic for him to keep up with all of the time. 

With Christmas only a few days away, and his family all 

deceased or too busy to make time for an old man like him, it 

T 
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looked like Mr. Ben Logan and his little pup would be alone 

for Christmas. 

 

* * * 

 

“You can’t be serious! I didn’t think we were that poor!” 

Levi protested. 

“We are not that poor, Levi. But, we are trying to be very 

wise in how we spend our money so we don’t become that 

poor. Seeing how we are in the midst of a depression, 

spending money on Christmas presents this year is out of the 

question,” Mr. Jacob Miller explained to his son. His pale blue 

eyes looked exhausted, and his forehead creased with distress. 

“Jacob, why don’t you go lay down? You don’t look 

well,” Ann Miller proposed, her forehead beginning to crease 

with worry. Mr. Miller pushed his chair back and rose to his 

feet. He was a tall man, and as he leaned down to kiss his wife, 

his unruly beard brushed her cheek. 

After he left, a soft voice filled the silence. “Mama, is 

Papa going to be okay?” 

“Oh, darling, yes. He’s just a little tired. Now, Jean, why 

don’t you help tidy up the kitchen,” Mrs. Miller suggested as 

she stood, smoothed her wrinkled skirt, and began clattering 

dishes together. 

Jean’s deep blue eyes followed her mother to the washing 

tub where she dumped the dishes. The clatter caused Jean’s 

delicate little hands to grip her chair, tearing her from her 

thoughts. 

“Mama,” she inquired as she grabbed the dirty plates, 

“don’t you think, well, I mean, couldn’t we each have just one 

present?” She dumped the plates in the tub. Levi leaned 

forward. 

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry, no. But, Christmas can still be fun 

without presents.” 
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Levi stood and shuffled out of the room as he muttered, 

“Figures.”  

Jean slumped her shoulders.  

Mrs. Miller sighed and knelt down to look Jean in the 

eyes. “Jean, I know this will be tough for a six year old, but 

I’m asking you to try to be grateful for what you do have, 

rather than be ungrateful. Okay?” 

Jean shrugged. “I don’t know, Mama. I’m gonna go to my 

room.” 

“Alright. Goodnight, Jean.” 

 

* * * 

 

Crisp winter air drifted into the room through the open 

window and wrapped around the old man. Ben’s eyes were 

fixed on the mug of black coffee held in his wrinkled hands. 

The pup laid at his stockinged feet, occasionally grunting with 

impatience. 

Finally, the little dog rolled onto his paws. He stretched 

his back and scratched his ear. Then, he let out a little yip. The 

man’s eyes still did not move. The puppy barked once more, 

louder. The man glanced at the dog, and the pup immediately 

laid down and began rolling on the floor. 

Ben sighed and then muttered, “Alright, Mutt, I give up. 

Let’s go on a walk. It is Christmas, and I didn’t get you a 

present. Hope this is worth it.” The little dog’s tail began to 

wag as he dashed to the door. 

Moments later, man and pup were in a small wooded area 

walking along a narrow path on Christmas morning. 

 

* * * 
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“That was the best breakfast I have had in a long time! 

Thanks, Mom,” announced Levi as he leaned back in his chair 

and closed his eyes. 

Mr. Miller grinned, “It was delicious! Wasn’t it, Jean?” 

Jean lifted her chin a little to say, “Yeah, thanks, Mama.” 

She slumped her shoulders. 

Mrs. Miller frowned at her daughter, but decided to 

ignore her attitude for the time. Then she replied, “Why thank 

you. Now, what should we do to celebrate Christmas?” 

“I know,” Mr. Miller suggested, “we could go on a walk. 

It’s a beautiful day.” 

Soon, the family entered a small wooded area and began 

strolling along a narrow path. Jean lagged behind her family, 

dragging her feet and stomping on sticks. After a while, she 

fell behind quite a ways and plopped down on a rock to wait.  

The little girl sat there alone for a while, mumbling to 

herself, “Why can’t I have a present? All my friends are 

getting presents. It’s not fair!” Jean angrily began to stamp in 

the dirt with her toe. 

Crunch! Snap! Jean’s head popped up at the sound of 

twigs cracking. She pulled her knees to her chest in fright, 

glancing around herself searching for the source. Suddenly, a 

blur of brown and white leapt through the air, attempting to 

land atop the rock. Instead, it plummeted to the base of the 

rock and began barking and chasing its tail in excitement. The 

girl’s curious eyes peered downward, observing the little pup 

in his frenzy. 

“Hello, little puppy!” Jean giggled as she clapped her 

hands with glee. She hopped off the rock, diving into wet dog 

kisses and a wildly wagging tail. After they played together 

for a few minutes, Jean squatted by the dog, rubbing his head 

admiringly. 

A deep voice suddenly cut the silence, “Mutt, where are 

you? Come here doggy!” An old man appeared, fairly tall, 
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with gray wisps of hair blowing around his wrinkled forehead. 

Once again he called, “Here, boy! Come on, pup!” 

The dog tilted his head a bit, perking up his ears and 

listening. Jean leaned around the big rock, inspecting the old 

man. Finally, she rose to her feet and shuffled several inches 

forward. The pup leapt up and raced to the man, yipping and 

jumping at his feet. 

Nervously, the little girl called out, “Uh, um, Sir? Is—is 

this your puppy?” She clasped her hands behind her back, 

anxiously swaying back and forth. 

“Why, yes, he is,” the man answered as he stepped closer. 

“Oh.” Jean gripped her skirt. 

“My name is Ben Logan. What is your name?” 

“Um, Jean Miller.” 

“Ah, the Millers. You just moved into the old Smith 

farmhouse a couple months ago! I guess we’re neighbors then. 

Well, it was nice meeting you, Jean.” Mr. Logan tipped his 

head, picked up the dog, and turned to leave. 

He had only gone a few steps when Jean cried out, “Mr. 

Logan, Sir? Um, what’s your puppy’s name?” 

Mr. Logan strolled back to the little girl and answered, 

“Well, that is a mighty fine question! I haven’t given this pup 

a name yet.” 

The girl leaned forward and whispered to the man, 

concern masking her face, “Why doesn’t he have a name? He 

must be very sad.” She stared at him with serious eyes. 

“Hmmm. I guess we’ll have to think of a name, then, 

won’t we?” 

Jean smiled and plopped herself on the ground. The old 

man settled beside her. 

Mr. Logan started a list, “Lee, Jeff, Joe, Flash, Levi—” 

Jean interrupted, “My big brother’s name is Levi. He’s 

grumpy.” 

“Why is he grumpy?” 
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“We aren’t getting Christmas presents this year. I’m 

grumpy, too.” She frowned to make her point. 

“Why aren’t you getting presents?” 

“My papa says we’re too poor.” Jean patted the puppy’s 

head. 

Mr. Logan grunted, “Umph. Well, I’m not getting any 

presents this year either, but that’s because I live alone. But, 

nonetheless, you, Jean, should be grateful, not grumpy.” 

“That’s what my mama said,” the girl’s soft forehead 

wrinkled. “I just don’t know what to be grateful for!” 

“You have a family that loves you, a nice house, food, 

friends.” 

“How do you know I have friends?” 

“Well, I’m sure a nice girl like you would make many 

friends, and besides,” he shrugged, “I’m your friend.” 

“Oh!” Jean’s face burst with joy, while the rest of her 

body wiggled with excitement. 

“Jean,” he tilted his head in thought. “Where are your 

parents?” 

Jean leaned back on her hands, observing her 

surroundings, “Right over there!” She pointed a dusty finger 

at a family strolling towards them. As they approached, Mr. 

Logan stood up, straightening his shoulders. 

Mrs. Miller cried out, “Oh there you are, Jean! We were 

wondering where you went!” 

“Oh, look, Mama! This is Mr. Logan, and his puppy that 

doesn’t have a name! And Mr. Logan lives alone, so he should 

eat at our house for Christmas! And he told me to be grateful, 

so now I am, which means that Levi should be, too.” Jean 

finished her story by twirling around and clapping her hands.  

Mr. Logan blushed, “Uh, um, you don’t have to—”  

He was cut off by Mr. Miller, “No, no, I insist you come 

for dinner! We’ll enjoy the company.” 



79 

“Okay, I—” Mr. Logan began before he was once again 

interrupted. 

“Yay! And you can bring Matt!” Jean shouted as she 

started chasing the pup and squealing. 

Mr. Logan nodded, “Matt. Why did you pick that name?” 

The little girl halted her game and stared into Mr. Logan’s 

soft gray eyes with her deep blue ones. “‘Cause the first thing 

I heard you call him was Mutt, and I thought that Mutt wasn’t 

a very nice name. So, I named him Matt because it sounds 

kinda like Mutt.” 

“Ah. I’ll tell you something, Jean. I have a Christmas 

present for your family, if your mama and papa say it’s okay.” 

Mr. Logan looked at the Millers. They nodded. He reached 

down and grasped Matt in his arms. Then, with a grin he held 

the pup out to the little girl with a sparkling smile. “Merry 

Christmas, Miss Jean Miller.” And Mr. Ben Logan and Matt 

were wrapped in the joyful embrace of a grateful little girl.
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Life of a Skier 

 

old wind bit at my mouth as I adjusted the scarf up 

towards my mouth. “You can do this! I know you can 

and you know that you can do this.” My coach paused as a 

strong wind blew towards her. “It’s just a practice run; you’ll 

be dealing with this in the Olympics.” 

I grinned as my coach mentioned the Olympics. I had 

finally made it there. With a quick sigh, I crouched down, 

gripping the two poles on the compressed powder. I shrugged 

my shoulders, wiggling my toes. I’m ready for this. . . it’s not 

important, just a quick run-through for tomorrow. 

I dug the poles into the snow, pushing myself forward 

with a grunt. As I slowly crawled towards the hill leading 

down the path, my eyes watched the blue guidelines for the 

path. 

A loud cough interrupted me, and I suddenly remembered 

my mission. I quickly plugged my poles into the ground, 

holding me in place. “I’ll meet you down at the bottom. 

Remember: I’ll be watching from the helicopter and I will 

comment on every mistake that you make.” 

I let myself shiver for a moment, then nodded. “I’ll try 

my best,” I replied, though it was rather muffled from all the 

equipment wrapped around my neck and face. 

“Don’t try your best. Do your best!”  

I grinned at my coach. As always, she made a humorous 

comment. I let out a breath, closing my eyes for a moment. 

Then, I opened them and looked down the path. 

“GO!” screamed my coach, blowing her whistle. 

C 
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Immediately, I propelled myself forward with the poles. I 

continuously pushed myself forward, easily gaining speed. 

After a few moments of skating, I crouched down, rounding a 

corner. By now, I must have been going over 20 miles per 

hour. Or, at least I preferred to think I was going that fast. 

I pushed out my two poles, dragging them to the left to 

get a perfect angle to easily glide past the next turn. I swooped 

past it, showering a bright blue guideline with snow. I let out 

a puff of air, shaking my head to get a chunk of ice out of my 

scarf. That was a smooth turn! I thought to myself, grinning 

with delight. 

I skated forward on my skis, gathering up some speed. I 

knew this track. I knew a jump was coming up. Immediately, 

I forced myself forward, viciously stabbing the compressed 

powder with my poles to accelerate. “C’mon, c’mon!” I 

screamed at myself, my voice thrown away by the wind. 

I crouched down, pulling the poles to my side. Let’s go. I 

flew up the slope, letting myself do a front-flip in mid-air. As 

I straightened myself, the wind knocked me off path. My angle 

towards the red landing pad was off. Oh, great! 

I attempted to shift my body back onto the path and, right 

as my skis collided with the snow, I landed on the edge of the 

illuminated circle. “RIGHT ON!” I screamed, propelling 

myself forward with my poles. Or, close enough to right on. 

Coach’ll be upset and proud with me! 

I turned my focus back onto the course, crouching down 

to go around the next corner. Suddenly, my pole dug into the 

powder instead of skimming it. Immediately, I was slowed 

down. I knew Coach Clark would be upset with that, so I dug 

the poles into the hard powder, quickly gaining speed. I swept 

the snow with my skis until I was at a good pace. 

I held my poles in my hand and slid across the end of the 

guidelines, spraying the walls with fresh, churned up snow. 
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Coach Clark arrived almost immediately. She had the 

helicopter land on a launchpad, squinting. 

I watched as my Coach waved me over and, figuring I 

would get criticized, I groggily pulled myself over. My head 

fell down, hanging as I approached her. “I-I’m sorry, Clark! I 

tried to land correctly, but it was the wind!” 

Coach Clark grinned, pulling my goggles and hat off. 

“Actually, I was going to say that you did very good!” She 

paused, but her smile faded. “But, since you had to say 

something about the landing, I might as well critique it.” 

That was an amazing idea, self! I slapped my face, which 

was free from the goggles and other materials wrapped around 

it. “Okay, throw every insult at me….” I let out a sigh, 

physically upset that I had commented about my landing. 

“Yeah, yeah, I know you said it was the wind, but you 

should be able to get yourself back into place right away.” I 

watched Coach Clark pause for a bit, adding a confused 

expression to her face. “Oh! Why don’t we go to the Ski 

Jumps and work on that for the next hour?” 

I winced, but nodded, figuring it would only make me 

better. “Okay, fine.” 

“Do you want to fail in front of everyone on television?” 

“Not really. . .” 

“Exactly. So, we practice for a while, then you go and get 

everything ready for the next few weeks. Oh, remember to 

bring all of your equ-,” Coach Clark glared at me as I 

interrupted her. 

“I know, I know! You’ve told me this hundreds of time!” 

I quickly rolled my eyes, hoping that she wouldn’t notice.  

“Don’t be so grouchy!” Clark squeaked, patting me on the 

back in a joking manner. “Meet me at the jumps in fifteen 

minutes.” 

“‘Kay,” I shrugged, skating off of the guidelines into 

untreated snow. 
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“You’re going to sink, sweetheart,” Clark snickered. 

Again, I rolled my eyes at her and spun around, back within 

the guidelines. 

“Where do you want me to go, then?” I hissed at her, 

throwing up my poles with my arms. 

“Take your skis off and take the chairlift,” she growled at 

me, lightly stepping across the compressed powder towards 

the chairlift. 

Blah, blah, blah! I growled, stumbling towards the chairs. 

I’m not going to take my skis off. That’s too much work! 

Instead of blabbering on to myself anymore, I pushed myself 

forward with my poles, grunting with effort as my body 

threatened to fall down into the snow. 

“AUGHHH!” I threw one of my poles into the snow, 

whipping my leg back and forth, shaking the soft snow off of 

it. Could this get any worse? I let my shoulders slump as I 

scrambled forward, skipping over the snow. 

“You’re finally here,” snorted my Coach, rolling her eyes 

as she hit the switch to turn the chairlifts on. 

“You don’t have skis on!” I hissed at her, throwing my 

arms up. “Take my poles,” I snarled, throwing them at Coach 

Clark. Her response was simply a snort and, without another 

word, she hopped onto a chair. 

I let out a sigh, throwing my palm at my face. Whatever, 

let her be crabby. . . I let out a few growls as I pulled myself 

onto one of the chairs. Under me, it rocked back and forth a 

bit, but I wasn’t scared of that; it happened all of the time. 

I let out a sigh, staring at the sky as I flew higher into the 

air. Every once and awhile, I would get a little freaked out by 

the heights. I chuckled, glancing at my skis as they dangled 

above the Ski Ridge. 

I relaxed my shoulders, slumping back in the chair. My 

mind bounded away, wondering what the Olympics would be 

like. Hmm. . . “AH!” I squealed, my ski hitting soft snow. 
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“Wow, the ride’s over already?” I asked myself, pushing off 

of the chairlift. 

“Yes, it is,” mumbled Coach Clark, tossing me my poles. 

“Now, let’s run through this until you can’t go anymore!” 

I let out a sigh and pushed myself to the beginning of the 

slope. I dug my poles into the hard snow, shifting forward. I 

dropped down into a tucked position, flying down the hill. 

Right away, the slope yawned in front of me. I slowly pulled 

up from my tucked position. 

With a grunt, I popped out of the crouch, soaring off of 

the slope. I flung my legs up to me, throwing the rest of my 

body behind me. I had successfully managed to perform a 

backflip. I bent my knees a little, destroying a chunk of force 

that would have shocked my legs with pain and slowed me 

down. “YEAH!” I yelled out, showering a tree with soft, fresh 

snow. 

In my ear, I heard a loud squeak, until it stopped and 

Clark’s voice filled my ear. “Great job, sport. Let’s go a few 

more times and try out some more tricks. Just remember that 

if you think that you can’t pull them off, don’t do them. I don’t 

want my star getting hurt right before the Olympics.” 

I nodded, searching for her at the top of the ridge. There! 

She’s over there. I skated towards the conveyor belt, which 

was specially made for the hill. 

It was an extremely slow ride up the conveyor belt. But, I 

endured it anyway and thought about the next few days. 

Especially the plane ride. I did not like plane rides. For some 

reason, planes had an eerie feeling to them. 

I was jerked out of my thoughts as the conveyor belt 

kicked me off, pushing me onto a wooden platform. “COME 

ON! You’re being so slow today,” Clark growled, an 

annoying tone filling her voice. 

“Sorry! I get lost in thought a lot,” I mumbled, pulling my 

goggles over my eyes. 
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“Pick a new trick.” 

“I know!” I hissed, staring at her with a skeptical face.  

“If you know so much, then hurry up!” Clark screamed at 

me, pushing me towards the hill. 

“I’d hurry up if you’d stop rushing me!” Without a 

response, I bounced, soaring down the hill with wind slapping 

at my face. I swayed from side to side, leaving a small zigzag 

behind me in the snow. 

This time down, I had taken the larger slope, so I would 

receive more air. With a grunt, I leapt over the top of the slope, 

flying over it. I tipped myself to my side and performed a 

barrel roll, ending in a front flip. Luckily, I safely landed. I 

almost failed there. . . My one ski was ready to fall into the 

ground! 

I swiveled down the rest of the course, letting my body 

shifting slow me down. “Good!” Clark squeaked, patting me 

on the back. 

“I guess it was good,” I shrugged, fidgeting with my 

poles. 

“Well, if you don’t think it was good enough, do it again.” 

I quickly rolled my eyes to her response. Immediately, I skated 

forward to the conveyor belt. 

“Are you really going to ignore me like that? Right before 

a competition? I can-!” My coach’s voice was taken by the 

wind as I rose up the hill on the belt. 

I did not dare look back at her, figuring that she would get 

even more irritated if I glanced back at her. With an annoyed 

sigh, I pulled myself forward with my poles. I grumbled a bit 

to myself, making a stop at the largest slope. With a quick 

inhale, I jumped down the slope. 

 

* * * 
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“Nice one,” Clark hissed, sending a quick glare at me. “I 

never thought that you would dis me!” 

My eye twitched a bit as I glanced at the ground. “Yeah, 

yeah,” I grumbled, slightly annoyed. 

“I give up….” Clark copied my eye roll. Immediately, I 

smirked. “Go home and get everything ready for the next few 

weeks.” 

“‘Kay,” I chirped, flopping down in the snow. I sat up, 

unbuckling the skis from my boots. Breath billowed from my 

mouth as I let out a sigh. The future is only going to get harder 

and harder. . . I’m not really sure if I’m ready for this. 

I pulled myself up and dashed through the snow. I tripped 

over a root and fell face first. The snow muffled my voice, but 

I laughed. “Well, isn’t this a great start!” 

Instead of standing up, I scooped up a chunk of snow and 

patted it together. It wasn’t exactly a sphere, but it would do. 

I crawled up to my knees and scooted forward. “Aim 

correctly,” I whispered to myself. 

I pulled my arm back, and then launched it. It flew 

through the air, little chunks breaking off as if it was a rocket. 

Then, it smashed Clark in the back. 

“Oh, is that how this is going to be?” She grinned at me, 

then picked up her own snowball. Immediately, she launched 

it at me, and before it hit me, it exploded in my face. 

I rolled my eyes and clutched another chunk of snow, then 

launched it at her. I guess Clark isn’t so bad after all. . . 

 

* * * 

 

The plane ride wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. 

Surprisingly, it was pretty fun. The hotel that we were staying 

at was awesome. There were hundreds of coaches and players 

who were only on my floor! 
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I was amazed with this, but many other things were 

awesome. For a few hours one day, I was able to watch my 

competitors on the ski hills. Then, they had to watch me. I 

thought nothing of them, as Coach Clark had told me to ignore 

the people and watchers. 

After all of the excitement, the big day was coming. “You 

ready for this?” Clark asked, taking a sip of her pop. 

“Yeah, sort of. I mean, I really don’t know what to 

expect.” I replied, glancing at my ski goggles. 

“What to expect from what?” She set her pop down and 

stared at me, as if her face was saying, “ANSWER ME 

NOW!” 

“Well, I don’t know how fast competitors are going to be, 

how many people are going to be watching, et cetera.” 

“Oh, don’t worry. Just go to bed and you’ll totally forget 

about all of this stuff.” As if she were really telling me to go 

to sleep, Clark turned off the lights. “Night!” She slipped into 

a bedroom and locked the door. 

What if I forget about all of the tricks that I could be 

doing, or how to stay calm? I let out a sigh and leapt onto my 

bed. “Good night, self. Please, please, don’t lose tomorrow. 

I’ll be happy with third or something, but not twelfth.” 

 

* * * 

 

By twelve o’clock, I was suited up standing at the top of 

the mountain. Well, it may not have been a mountain. Many 

other coaches and young adults were at the top, cheering each 

other on, quietly talking, or simply standing around. 

First, one person swiveled down the mountain. Then, 

another. After what seemed to be an hour, I let out an annoyed 

growl and threw my arms up. “How long is this going to 

take?!” Every time someone disappeared down the mountain, 

all you could see was their brightly colored number.  
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“Number twenty-one, it’s your turn to go down the 

mountain,” Clark whispered, turning off her headphone that 

was plugged into one ear. “Don’t worry about anything. No 

matter what, you are still a champion. You have already made 

it so far.” 

I nodded and shifted my shoulders a bit, preparing myself 

to go down. I glanced up at the sky for a few seconds, then 

jumped forward. 

Immediately, wind smacked my face. What kind of wind 

is this?! I scowled at myself, skating down the hill. 

Somewhere, at some random time, I knew that a slope would 

appear. But, when it would was what I was wondering. 

Snow and wind continued to battle with my face, which I 

thought would turn me off course, but somehow it forced me 

to go faster. My breath would puff out and almost immediately 

disappear. I had to be going fast. 

Then, it appeared. The huge slope, yawning outward. My 

mouth dropped open for a moment, but I immediately closed, 

it, crouching down to sweep through a turn. Here we go. . . 

We’ve been practicing for this. After trying to encourage 

myself, I was wondering what I would perform. 

Double front flip and maybe a turn? I nodded, then skated 

forward. “Three. . .” I screamed out, letting the slope grow 

taller in front of me. “Two. . .” My skis began to raise as I 

lifted myself up the hill. “One!”  

I felt my skis leave the safety of the snow. Immediately, 

I threw myself forward, performing one flip. Not once did I 

look at the ground. Then, I rolled my legs up again and flipped 

again. 

I didn’t have one second to think; I just did it. I spun 

myself around. After I spun the single time, everything 

seemed to slow down. Oh, gosh, what’s going on? Am I just 

going that fast? 
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My thoughts were cut off as I felt everything go limp. 

Blackness filled my eyes and everything around me 

disappeared. My thoughts were no more. 

 

* * * 

 

Every once in a great while, my vision and mind would 

come back to me and I’d see a flash of light and bursts of 

colors. Nothing else. 

Sometimes, I’d hear someone try to speak to me, but I’d 

just black out again. Then, I seemed to fully wake up. My 

vision returned, but it was extremely blurry. Bodies whisked 

about me, most of them talking to each other or fidgeting with 

something that I couldn’t make out. 

“Everyone, she’s awake!” Someone whispered. 

Immediately, people circled around me, touching my 

forehead. 

“What’s happening?” I hissed, trying to pull myself up. 

Someone pushed me back down. 

“Shhh….Don’t worry, you’ll be fine.” I was sort of 

annoyed. Luckily, I passed out again. 

The next time that I woke, my surroundings were 

different. Beeps filled the background and the world was no 

longer white with snow. Where am I? The door creaked open 

and footsteps sounded from around a corner. Two eyes peeked 

around it, obviously looking to see if I was awake. “Oh, you’re 

up?” They shrugged off a bit of embarrassment and walked 

towards me. 

Suddenly, I realized where I was was. Doctors, beeping, 

gowns, and uncomfortable beds. This has to be a hospital.  

“I-I am Doctor Xandria,” she grinned at me. 

“Why am I here?” I coldly mumbled, staring at her. 

“You just got hurt.” 

“Tell me why I’m here.” 
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“I just did!” she hissed, placing a hand on her hip. “You’ll 

find out sooner or later. Just think about how lucky you are to 

be alive right now.” She turned around and left the room 

without saying another word. 

Pfft. Doctors. I rolled my eyes and looked around the 

room. Not much excitement here….it just looks like your 

average room. I was expecting Clark to come in the room, but 

she never did. I figured that she was too ashamed or something 

had even happened to her. 

I decided to watch something on the television. No harm 

in that. As I went to grab the remote, a pain began to blare in 

my head, screaming. I winced a bit, but lurched forward and 

grasped the remote. I slowly pulled it toward me and turned it 

on. For a few seconds, I studied the buttons, then my eyes rose 

to the TV. 

News Headline: Young Skier Possibly Killed in Olympic 

Accident 

I listened to one word than turned the television off. I 

slowly lowered myself down into the bed. After letting out a 

sigh, I let my eyelids fall close. “Maybe I really am lucky to 

be alive.” 
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Savannah Dobrenski 

Marshall, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Persephone’s Choice 

 

first i belonged to the day. 

i sang sweetly with the birds, 

adorned with crowns made of violets, 

my skin kissed by the golden sun. 

then your dark and terrible eyes 

met mine, 

and i fell, 

and everything shattered 

into millions of pieces… 

or did everything finally come together? 

now you hold me in your thorny arms, 

you bathe me in your dying light, 

slowly turning my days into endless night... 

madness has become my dwelling! 

blackened rose petals, i do sigh at the sight... 

a former solar princess, 

what has become of me? 

i’ve been stolen away, 

my living reign is done. 

now I am in love with the moon, 

i crave the stars that light up my skin: 

a glow-in-the-dark facade, 

in which even tears are ethereal. 

beauty is growing in perpetually dark places, 

you talk of how the reddest rose has thorns, 

what is a mirage, and what is real? 

what does my heart truly feel? 
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i knew not if i belonged to the summer or the eternal cold, 

until i was again given the chance to once more embrace warmth... 

blooms grow from ash, perpetual and finally red, 

for i choose love, 

my life to conquer your death 

now my morning sky is a desert 

of inky black regrets 

but my tired eyes continue to smile, 

...for roses bloom here yet. 
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Zoey Smith 

St. James, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

He Tries, but Fails 

 

Maybe you think you know what he feels, maybe you don’t. 

I’ll assume that you have no idea; 

Welcome to his life. 

He comes home from school on the bus every day, 

Walks into an empty house. 

Momma left him for drugs. 

Daddy’s working. 

Little sister is in foster-care, 

Big brother is deployed in the U.S. Army. 

He refuses to look at his backpack; 

Procrastinating on the homework he barely understands. 

Nine o’clock, he pulls out his homework. 

He looks at the algebraic equations which seem to be 

like a different language that he doesn’t know. 

He tries, but fails. 

He tries to do his chemistry homework. 

He tries, but fails. 

He tries at education. 

He tries, but fails. 

Daddy comes home, drunk again. 

Soon after, daddy’s stumbling over to the poor boy, 

Telling him how useless he is. 

“Waste of skin.” 

“Your mother left because she was ashamed of you.” 

“I wish you were never born.” 

“Why don’t you just die?” 

Welcome to his life. 

This boy has many bruises and scars. 
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Way too many. 

Some scars from daddy, 

Daddy’s abusive when he’s drunk. 

Most scars are self-inflicted. 

He gets sick of this everyday life; 

Drowning in everything. 

Homework, 

School, 

Two jobs, 

Anxiety, 

Depression, 

ADHD, 

And PTSD. 

Welcome to his life. 

You think you know him, but you don’t.  
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Journie Carter 

Jeffers, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

A Tic 

 

A tic 

I know what you’re thinking. 

Why are you telling us about a parasite 

Well the answer to that question is 

 I’m not 

I’m going to stick you in my shoes for a day 

I’m going to tell you about a day in the life of  

me  

Me, a girl 

With a nervous system disorder 

 

A tic  

It’s built up in the brain  

Weaved through the nerves  

I’m going to tell you about how this affects a person 

How it affects me 

Every second 

Every minute 

Every hour 

Every day 

 

You wake up  

Waiting for the shadow to grow bigger than the mind 

Somedays are harder than others  

Some days it’s hard to concentrate  

Others are not as hard but still a challenge 

Your mind has just taken over  
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Every specific tic  

Has its own mind  

Its own satisfaction  

And, yes, I did just say each tic has its own satisfactions  

 

Every tic has its own unique way of revealing itself 

How can a tic control the body?  

Well, I’ll tell you 

 

Have you ever had an irritating itch that would not go away 

And you just needed to scratch that troublesome spot  

Well, a tic is similar to an itch  

You have this poking urge to do whatever that tic 

is telling you to do  

But that urge never goes away 

 

     you’re thinking to yourself  

What actually is a tic? 

Well, a tic is an unwanted movement or sound  

When you try to hold back a tic 

The urge gets stronger  

It gets louder in your mind  

The tic festers inside of you 

  

It feels horrible   

Tics are uncontrollable 

A victim of this syndrome  

Usually doesn’t or can’t notice that the tic 

has reared its ugly head 

 

A tic can be  

Clapping  

Sniffling your nose 

Stomping your feet 

Twitching  
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Blinking 

 Repeating words  

 

A tic is strung along by something much more 

Something deeper  

Caused by 

Anxiety  

Fear 

  

More tics 

Louder 

Stronger 

Faster 

 

For some people— 

me personally— 

This only gets worse in public 

It really depends on the person  

And their different fears 

  

It’s a cycle 

The root to every tic is fear  

The root to every fear is a tic 

But not all people with anxiety suffer from tics 

Just some  

 

Sometimes you feel  

Alone 

Unwanted 

Ashamed 

Insecure 

Different 

You just want to be ordinary  

You’re trapped in your own bubble  

Your own world of ticking  
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I’m sharing my story with you  

To stretch you 

To grow your thinking and understanding  

of what you think is negative 

And, perhaps, 

Find a positive   

 

I try to grow in confidence  

Not just in physical confidence, 

A deep down inside  

self confidence  

but it’s hard 

Life’s not supposed to be easy, they say,  

Life’s not meant to be 

 

Everyone struggles but  

That’s okay  

You are your own unique person  

You are a gift  

You were brought into this world for a purpose  

On purpose 

And I know you might not feel it 

But trust me  

God brought you to this earth for a reason 

Everything has a reason 

Good or bad 

 Good and bad. 

 

At the end of the day 

Another struggle  

Another tic 

Another day 

Tic   
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Jessica Novotny 

Buffalo Lake, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Please and Thank You 

 

 stretch out my old but sturdy limbs. I reach forward 

steadily, grab my newest excitement then slide back into 

my seat. I had just recently crafted this brilliant treasure. I 

bring the prized possession close to my chest and whisper into 

it. 

“You are perfect,” I say to the wooden-bound journal. I 

open the book and wood shavings fall to the ground. I look 

with great satisfaction at the lightly drawn lines that took 

hours to paint and dry. I think I did a splendid job. 

“Now what to write?” I wonder, and with a shake of my 

head it hits me. Taking the pages lightly between my fingers, 

I flip to the beginning of the book. There I begin to scribble: 

 

This journal belongs to Ash T. If found, 

please return to Rainbow Plains Nature 

Park. I will be waiting for you by the old, 

wooden playground. 

 

“Now to begin my first entry.” I say flipping to the next 

page.  

 

Entry 1 

One of my favorite hobbies is people watching. It just 

feels like muscle memory to me. It’s like my daily routine and 

it calms me. At my post at the top of the hill, I watch 

everything while I enjoy the breeze. This point on the hill 

gives me a perfect view of the wooden playground. It is 

surrounded by pine trees that double the size of the 

I 
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playground. On the ground there are small rocks that the kids 

often put on the slide so they can slide through them. The 

playground has a pair of two swings and several ladders and 

rock walls used to climb up. The playground is very simple, 

but I think this type of simple is sweet.  

It’s funny. The children come to play, while the adults 

come to socialize. I find this funny because adults have 

dreamed all their lives to be grown-up, to be “free” but they 

never take a break and have fun (they have too much work to 

do). Then you look at the kids. They, like the adults, want to 

hurry and grow so they can become responsible and strong, 

but all they do is goof off and play endlessly. Babies lay next 

to their parents. They squirm and giggle as if talking in their 

own language. Toddlers are much more rambunctious than the 

babies. They tumble down the slides and squirm through 

tunnels. They seem to have a knack for getting themselves 

hurt. The oldest of all the children, the ones that are probably 

in grade-school, enjoy flaunting their skills at the monkey 

bars. They glide across them with childlike ease. 

All the kids are so different in many ways. But they all 

have one thing they take pleasure in. Rocking back and forth 

on the swings; no matter the age they swing! Some swing 

slowly, while others go fast and sometimes, if I’m lucky, I see 

a kid twirl, whirl and swirl on those magical swings! I adore 

how children revel in the fact that they can play independently 

from their parents. 

Many days it seems there is a repeat algorithm that many 

children follow. I have never heard this rule spoken about 

aloud before, but I suspect it is a secret sealed behind many 

pinkie promises. This algorithm begins when I see a family 

with their children wait anxiously by the edge of the 

playground. Suddenly, when the parents give them permission 

to go play, they dart towards the playground. It’s an 
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exhilarating sight to watch. Juveniles are like kites in a gust of 

wind. When they are set free—they fly! 

Another hobby I enjoy is eavesdropping...constantly. 

Most conversations are bland, but if you keep listening, you 

can find a golden conversation. For example, today, when I 

was watching a group of children laughing on the top floor of 

the playground, I spotted a pair of men out of the corner of my 

eye, walking past me on the gravel path. One of them was 

walking a beagle on a red leash, while the other was holding 

a jumble of what appeared to be schoolwork. The dogwalker 

was dressed in a grey T-shirt and blue jeans. The other was in 

a striped, red polo with beige cargo shorts. Gradually Dog 

Walker looked over at his comrade. He smirked. Then his 

mouth fell open and these boastful words spilled out. 

“Have I ever told ya about that one time I went to St. 

Louis for my senior prom?” he asked. 

“Really? How?’ blurted the baffled man that was carrying 

the messy pile of papers, waiting for more. 

“Well…it wasn’t easy, let me tell you.” Dog Walker 

raised his eyebrows, “So I saved up all year for prom but 

decided I didn’t want to go,” he laughs. “I took my date, who 

also was bored with the idea of prom, and hopped a cab to the 

St. Louis Arch,” boasted Dog Walker. 

“No way! Did yo—,” in that moment the wind snatched 

their conversation away from me. Unfortunately, I did not get 

to hear the rest. What a shame. It was just getting good! 

I love watching and listening to people, but I never talk to 

anyone myself. For some reason I feel rooted in place. 

  

Entry 2 

People come to the park everyday, but they never 

recognize my existence. I mean I might be old, but I’m not 

invisible! So to keep my thoughts from driving me insane I 

like to play imagination games. Some of these games are made 
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up situations. My favorite one I have explored is one where I 

tell jokes by transforming into a clown wearing funny clothes 

and stars painted on my cheeks. I imagine the passersby 

giggling at first as they avoid eye contact. But then when I 

impress them with my jokes and puns they explode with 

laughter like an over-inflated balloon. 

Other times I dream of having a family of my own, folks 

that I can link arms with and chat for endless hours about 

nothing and everything. Even just a simple, “Hello,” or some 

sort of support system would work. But no, I am all alone. 

 

Entry 3 

Something new happened today! Men and women 

dressed in neon yellow and orange jackets started painting the 

park with cylinder tubes. They sprayed the most peculiar 

objects. They painted the trees, grass, and benches with 

crimson red. Even the playground was covered in red. They 

even sprayed near my favorite spot on the hill. They got some 

on me, too. 

 

Entry 4 

The people dressed in orange and yellow came back 

today, though this time they brought large, steel machines 

with them. These machines are a faded yellow and built with 

expertise. I think they are wonderful works of engineering. A 

perfect addition to our favorite park. 

 

Entry 5 

The machines are actually metal monsters! Just moments 

after they arrived, they bared their claws and started tearing 

through the park. They smashed everything! Benches, bushes, 

and grass. They broke anything covered in red. 

The playground! The monster just pounded it to shambles. 

And I couldn’t do anything about it! I just watched them, 
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unable to speak, unable to move, as they smashed it to the 

ground. Now because of me and my paralyzing fear, the 

playground is merely wood chips. I loved that playground. 

The children loved it, too. But now—now its GONE! 

There’s one thing about monsters though. Once you think 

they’re done, they come back to stab you one more time. So 

when they finished chopping up the playground, they drowned 

it in gasoline and watched it burn. Some even enjoyed drinks 

by the fire. It was like they were twisting the knife they put in 

my back. 

After that, the monsters dug up the dirt and hid it away in 

a giant truck. They plucked out the benches and bushes and 

set them ablaze. The trees put up a good fight, but they still 

held no chance. I never thought I’d see the day the trees would 

fall to their knees. 

I was stuck in place when they turned towards me. The 

machines grinned maddeningly. I screamed, but it was never 

heard. Was it because of the roar of the machines? 

They approached with fire in their eyes, but I could tell 

that those eyes were colder than ice. A claw appeared right in 

front of my eyes. It grabbed hold of me, squashing me till I 

couldn’t be squashed anymore. Then came a blade and it 

slashed at me. Then the claw let go and pushed me over. I 

started closing the space between the ground and me. I could 

feel the wind rush through me. I hit the ground with the sound 

of crunching leaves. Water filled my eyes, it spilled down my 

cheeks. That’s when I came to one, sudden realization. Those 

kids. The ones I watched every day. They would be 

heartbroken. They would never get to swing on the swings or 

glide across the monkey bars ever again. They would never 

again because it was burning to charcoal! Just like the 

playground, I, too, seemed to be burning but in a different 

way.  
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“Oh god, please—please don’t let that be true!” I pleaded 

with my last breath to anyone who would listen. “Please, oh 

please, all I want is things to go back to normal. I want the 

playground,” no reply. 

Light faded from my eyes like a sun setting over the 

horizon. With the little strength I had left, I turned my broken 

sight onto the burning playground. 

“I guess it’s easy to forget—” but I never finished, for in 

that moment I was taken completely from existence. 

 

  

I stretched out with my weakened arms and one after the 

other I swam. I swam in an ocean of colorless fluid that held 

no wet texture. Even when the waves crashed around me it 

seemed odd. It was like swimming in the blank void of 

nothingness. I felt lost but something deep inside me told me 

I wasn’t. 

I paddled relentlessly in the frigid substance. I moved up 

and down, left and right arriving nowhere. This ocean twisted 

me inside out, then right again. It shaped me. It molded me in 

odd shapes without me feeling any pain. It reminded me 

vaguely of a kid playing with Playdoh or building blocks. That 

child just had to reshape me into his own masterpiece. 

 

Entry 6 

I am sculpted into an unfamiliar shape when I finally 

made it to “shore.” Slowly my senses adjusted to everything 

around me. I started to make out a tin-walled room. It had a 

few small windows each approximately three feet up and three 

feet apart. The room was rectangular shaped and there were 

many items scattered about, including shovels, garden hoes, 

bags of soil, piles of decorative rocks, and a variety of plants 

in many colors. My eyes lingered on each item as if I was 

trying to decipher a secret meaning from each of them.  
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“What are you all doing here?” I asked the objects. No 

answer. 

In a blink of my eyes, the wall to my left cracked open. 

From there white light surged inward along with two outlines. 

I waited for my eyes to focus and when they did I studied the 

appearance of the two people. One was a woman with mud 

slashed on her forehead, arms and legs. Brown hair with 

winding curls protruded from her head. She was tan with a 

muscular build and short stature. The other, was a tall, skinny 

man. He was tall but seemed fragile with his rusty blond hair 

and sunken eyes. They meandered towards the piles of rocks 

and soil then, they headed out with their hands full, but then 

come back for another round. Then another. And another. 

They then turned to me without speaking, but I knew they 

were silently acknowledging each other’s presence. The girl 

blushed as she tried to pick me up by herself. The guy just 

shook his head and grabbed the other end and they hauled me 

out. 

It felt like I was flying through the doors of the tin room 

(which I then realized was a truck). Taking pleasure in 

everything around me, I whipped my head from side to side 

seeing the parks formal glory. And its new glory! It now had 

a cobblestone path that led to a small cobblestone bridge. The 

bridge was complemented by the rushing stream and crab 

apple trees. This place even had a community garden with 

several signs already labeling new plants. 

“It is all wonderful but it doesn’t feel complete without a 

play— Oh my goodness…! Is that? It is.” I gaze at the new 

playground. It wasn’t wood anymore. Instead it was plastic. It 

had more monkey bars and swings than it ever did before. It 

towered over the old playground with another story. It was 

encircled by a red ribbon that children waiedt with greedy 

patience behind. I scanned the faces of the children and 

recognized many, but they all seemed slightly older. 
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Across from the playground a stage was being set up. It 

was surrounded by several oak saplings that sat in fresh soil. 

In the center of the wooden stage a podium stood. There was 

also a banner on the front of the stage that read, “Rainbow 

Plains Nature Reserve.” 

  

Entry 7 

A man approached from the oak saplings. He had a giant 

pair of golden scissors on his belt. This man had a plump 

stomach and white stubble on his chin. He stepped onto the 

stage and moved to the podium. He tapped the microphone 

and it echoed the sound. Then he leaned into it and started a 

speech to a crowd of people. 

“Welcome people of Minnesota! I am here to officially 

open up our new nature reserve. Many of you may not know 

that this park has stood here for over eighty years. It was going 

to be demolished by a cereal company. I think many of us 

believed it was going to be gone for good… but as you can see 

now, there was no need to fear. Our park has been saved by 

all of us, as a team. We, a community of only a few thousand, 

have bonded together and legally saved our park forever as a 

nature reserve. We saved this park for all to admire. Our 

children, our children’s children and their children after that! 

They will all get the chance to gaze on this awe-striking 

reserve,” he stopped to motion at the magnificence around 

him. His round eyes seemed to find mine and he smiled as if 

trying to convey profound gratitude. 

“I am extremely proud of each and everyone here. So 

without further ado, I give you your new park.” The man 

hopped off the stage and stepped up to the ribbon surrounding 

the new playground. He brought his scissors from his belt and 

held them up for everyone to see. As he cut through the ribbon 

the crowd clapped and the cameras flashed. His mouth curved 

up into a smile as the ribbon fell to the ground. 
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It got late. The crowd slowly wandered away and went 

home, though the children left a trail of euphoria behind them 

as they disappeared with their parents. 

  

Entry 8 

A few weeks after the grand opening, I have the place 

memorized already. People walked past me more often now. I 

even had a neighbor! He was a sign made of silver metal. 

Many people have stopped by to read what he has written on 

him. They have read it out loud so many times that I have the 

whole thing committed to memory. 
 
This bench was crafted from an ash tree that used 

to stand in this exact spot. It aged with the park. It 

ended up to be eighty-six years old. This tree was 

approximately the same age of the park before it 

got cut down. The tree was healthy and was torn 

down by a cereal company that wanted to build 

here. Thanks to the efforts of the community and 

several generous donors, the park was saved, but 

the tree wasn’t. About seventy percent of the park 

was torn down including trees, bushes, gardens 

and the playground. We thought hard about how 

we could save them. So we took all the trees that 

were not burned and turned them into benches just 

like the one you see here. They were all placed in 

the places where the trees once stood. So look 

around. Do you see any more benches? All of them 

are made of trees that used to be there. And there 

they will stay. Forever.  
 

Entry 9 

I stand in the same place as before but everything is 

different. The playground, benches, and the children have all 

shifted. Not for the worse, but for the better.  
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Thump, thump—like a string of notes or a heartbeat. 

Water falls from the sky. It trickles down the playground. It 

cascades in resplendent pleasure. Each drop looks like it’s 

own sun falling down. Or maybe they look like erratic fireflies 

diving at meteor-like speed. Either way every drop has its own 

way of falling. Some glide down with grace or race down as 

if they are bullets, but in this way, they are human. It reminds 

me of the people that I watch. They are all separately unique. 

People sit with me now. They talk with me and I still sit 

and listen to their conversations. They read the sign and look 

at me with newfound admiration. It feels nice to be 

acknowledged. So…Thank you. Thank you for the new 

playground that the children love so deeply (and that I love, 

too).  

I guess it’s easy to forget sometimes, when you’re caught 

up in life. You forget to remember, and you lose the ability to 

forget. Isn’t that beautiful? The cycle of learning then losing. 

I may not be human, but I know that much. 

 

Signing off, 
  

Ash T.  
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Summer Janzen 

Mountain Lake, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Behind Boulders 

 

ts floorboards were worn and its only window was cracked. 

Its door creaked and groaned of age when opened and it had 

never seen nor heard of paint. The shack slouched between 

two giant boulders in the midst of tall maple trees. The nearest 

town was four miles west, but the nearest person seemed much 

farther. The withered, grouchy man who lived here would 

insult the shack, calling it garbage and stomping 

discontentedly on its floorboards. The only thing the man 

seemed to love was his filthy pipe.  

Day after day, the man would arise from his bed as dawn 

pulled his eyelids open after yet another dreamless sleep. His 

dull, grey eyes would peer condescendingly out the cracked 

window and over the trail that could have lead him into town. 

Some days, the man would light his pipe and sit on an old, 

three-legged stool. Other days, he would stoop low and tend 

to his garden, which was always full of weeds. However, no 

matter what the man did or what a beautiful day it was, he 

would always find something about which to complain or 

grumble. 

One particular morning, the man awoke and inhaled a 

breath of crisp air. He grumbled his way out of bed. Lighting 

the filthy pipe, he stared out his cracked window. His shack 

had been enveloped in a sea of orange and yellow leaves, and 

his garden had begun to wilt in retreat from the nippy air. 

Sunlight fell through the trees and landed in the brook that 

rippled near the garden. “Winter is coming. Bah,” the old man 

snorted under his breath. Finding a jacket, he covered himself 

and kicked open the door, which groaned in pain.  

I 



114 

Morning passed and the sun climbed high in the sky. The 

man sat on his three-legged stool and smoked his pipe. 

Although he was old, the man’s ears had remained sharp, and 

he thought he could hear the movement of leaves far down the 

trail. At first, the man believed it to be a rabbit, but as the 

sound began to grow louder, the man realized that it was too 

loud of a noise to be caused by a mere rabbit. He decided to 

stand and peer around the nearest boulder to see if he could 

spot what was making such a raucous. The moment he arose 

from his chair, he was bombarded by a hyper, black pup. The 

pup’s whole body shook as his tail wagged, and his pink 

tongue hung loosely from his mouth. Seeing the pup reminded 

the man of a dog he used to have once, and his lips tilted 

upward just a tad, but the smile faded the second he heard a 

voice. 

“Scout! Where are ya Scout?” A boy ran around the 

boulder, but stopped short at the sight of the scowling old man. 

Deciding the man seemed harmless, he crouched and called 

again to the dog, keeping an eye on the stranger. The man 

looked at the boy. It had been months since he’d seen a child. 

His blonde hair fell past his ears, and his blue eyes shone with 

energy and mischief. He couldn’t have been more than ten 

years old. 

“I’m sorry ‘bout my dog, sir,” the boy began. “I’m try’n 

a teach Scout here some manners, but he’s a real slow 

learner.” He waited for the man to respond, but only the pup’s 

panting filled the silence. The boy spoke again, “You don’t 

suppose I could have a small sip of water, could I? Scout and 

me have been exploring all morning and could use a bit.” 

The old man nodded slowly and watched as the boy led 

his dog to the brook. “You from around these parts, boy?” The 

man’s low voice inquired. 

“Well, sort of,” the boy slurped water from his palms. 

“My daddy lives in the town, but my mama lives far away in 
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the big city. I just get to come here once a year to see my 

daddy, and Scout here comes with me wherever I go.” 

“I see. Why are you so far from the town?” the man asked. 

“Me and Scout, we’re out exploring!” the boy stated 

enthusiastically. 

“What’s your name, boy?” 

“Andy Miller, sir,” Andy replied. “What can I call you?” 

“Well, my name is Lincoln.” 

“Like the president, sir? The man whose face is on the 

penny?” Andy’s blue eyes shown. 

“Yes, like the president,” the old man was beginning to 

become irritated with all the boy’s questions. “Why don’t you 

skedaddle on home. Your daddy probably is getting worried 

with you being gone for so long.” 

“Alright. C’mon, Scout!” The boy disappeared behind the 

boulder. 

The next afternoon, Lincoln was down on all fours, trying 

to weed what was left of his quickly dying garden. He 

pondered the boy and his pup, and how strange it was that they 

had shown up at his shack. The old man suddenly felt a bit of 

guilt and scolded himself for not offering the boy an apple or 

two. He arose, and went into the shack to find his pipe. Once 

it was lit, he peered out the cracked window. He was surprised 

to see Scout trotting happily up the path. He kicked open the 

squeaky door and knelt down to pet the pup. A minute later, 

Andy appeared from behind the boulder. “Scout, leave Mr. 

Lincoln alone,” Andy scolded, but Scout didn’t listen. 

“Sounds like your pup could use a lesson or two. Sit, 

Scout, sit,” the old man commanded. Scout simply wagged his 

tail and began to sniff the ground. “How would you like it if I 

helped you teach your pup some manners?” 

Andy’s face brightened, and he showed his crooked teeth, 

“I’d like that very much, Mr. Lincoln!” 
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Andy came back to the shack the next couple days. The 

old man found himself beginning to enjoy the company of 

Andy and Scout, and the chilly air didn’t bother him so much 

anymore. One day the boy asked, “Mr. Lincoln, how come 

you live out here all alone?” 

Lincoln’s brow furrowed, “Well you see, it’s not a matter 

that you should be concerning yourself with. Sometimes, 

people can be just downright cruel.” 

“What’d they do that was so mean?” 

“Well, I just remember one of ‘em telling me that I was 

barely even worth a cent,” Mr. Lincoln’s gaze hit the ground. 

“I’m sorry, sir. Oh, and I thought that I should let you 

know, I have to leave and go back to the city tomorrow. But 

I’ll be back next fall to see you, I promise.” 

Andy kept his word, and every year Mr. Lincoln would 

look forward to fall. The day the leaves began to turn, he 

would spend his time anxiously peering out the cracked 

window, expecting Scout to bound around the boulder any 

minute. Andy would appear a minute later, and the old man 

would smile at the sight of the boy. One fall, Mr. Lincoln 

helped the boy make a slingshot, and the next year, Andy 

brought up some cans of paint. The white coat of paint made 

the old shack seem new. The old door even seemed to regain 

its youth, as it groaned less and less, and the crack in the 

window didn’t bother the old man much at all anymore. 

Years flew by, and soon Scout had grown into a fine dog 

with good manners, and Andy was becoming a fine young 

man. One day, Mr. Lincoln said to Andy, “Why, you must be 

nearing sixteen years old, is that right?” 

“Yep. I’ll be sixteen in a couple months,” Andy beamed. 

“Do you know what you are gonna do with your life? 

Maybe become a farmer?” 

“Well, I have three older brothers, and they all are 

farmers, but I really wanna learn more. I’d love to go to 
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college,” Andy hesitated, “but I promise that I’ll still visit you 

every fall when I come to see my father.” 

The old man was relieved. He hadn’t thought about what 

would happen if Andy would one day decide not to come 

back, but he was an honest boy, and wouldn’t purposefully 

break his promise. “Well, as long as you do something that 

makes you happy, I’m happy,” Lincoln smiled. “I don’t ever 

want you to regret not choosing to take the opportunities that 

life throws at you.” 

Andy and Scout left, promising to return to the shack the 

next fall. The months went by, and Lincoln’s grey hair turned 

to a snowy white. His legs and back began to ache with every 

step, and he often became short of breath. His nights not only 

remained dreamless, but he also had a hard time even sleeping. 

Finally, the world around him turned to gold, and frost 

covered the ground. The old man would spend hours on his 

stool, smoking his pipe, just waiting to hear Scout’s low bark 

and Andy’s excited hollers. The sun continued to rise and set, 

but Lincoln’s ears never heard the sound of the rustling leaves 

for which he longed. 

One morning, the old man gazed out his cracked window. 

The grass was dusted with a light layer of frost, and sadness 

began to surround Mr. Lincoln’s heart. He hobbled outside, 

and sat on his three-legged stool. He arose with a great joy 

when he heard a small sound of moving leaves. Scout rounded 

the corner and his whole body shook with excitement the 

minute he lay eyes on the old man. Lincoln let out a laugh, and 

knelt to the ground as he embraced the dog. He glanced up, 

expecting to see Andy rounding the corner, but Andy never 

came. The old man stood and walked around the boulder, 

hollering the boy’s name. 

After an hour, his voice was hoarse, and his shoulders 

sagged low. He realized that Andy wouldn’t be returning, and 

grief guided his feet to the door of the shack. Inwardly, the old 
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man began to mourn the memories they wouldn’t get to make. 

He kicked open the door, and for the first time in years, he 

noticed how loudly it groaned. 
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Emily Schroeder 

Mountain Lake, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Opportunities 

 

entle sunrays peered through the closed blinds of a 

window. Birds chirped cheerfully outside as the smell of 

bacon floated up from the kitchen downstairs. Suddenly, an 

alarm clock started screaming annoyingly, filling the whole 

bedroom with the noise. A small monstrous figure burst out of 

the sheets and pounced on the clock. “SHATTUP!!!” it 

screeched, picking up the beeping object, banging down on it. 

“It can’t possibly be time to wake up already!” 

The form looked down at the alarm clock, moving a few 

of her tangled blonde bangs out of the way. Choking, she 

stood up throwing the clock across the room. “It can’t be 

THAT late! You stupid thing! You never wake me up on 

time!” she pouted. She brushed her thick, long hair quickly, 

not caring if it wasn’t that good and struggled to take off her 

pajamas and put on her school uniform. In a hurry, she 

practically kicked her door off its hinges, trying to get 

downstairs. 

“Mooom! Why didn’t you wake me up sooner!!!” she 

yelled, stomping down the stairs into the kitchen. 

“I thought you had already left for school, Itsumi,” her 

mom explained calmly. 

“You know you would’ve heard me leaving if I already 

did!” Itsumi growled. 

Meet Itsumi Hirayama, a second year high school student 

in Shinjuku, Japan. She yells too much when she is mad and 

is too bubbly when she is happy. Itsumi is incredibly short for 

her age but is surprisingly super strong. She is the only natural 

G 
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blonde in her class and is popular amongst the other students. 

Oh, yeah, she also had a bad habit of running late for school. 

Itsumi glugged down a cup of milk and stuffed a piece of 

bacon into her mouth. Grabbing a piece of toast for the run, 

she grabbed her school bag and slipped on her shoes. Bursting 

out the front door, she ran all the way to her school holding 

the toast in her mouth. 

While coming into her high school, Itsumi saw her best 

friend, Ayano Mochizuki, also running late.  

“Finally! I’m not the only one who is late and going to be 

embarrassed by the teacher when I walk in!” Itsumi said, 

gasping for air. 

Ayano was too out of breath to say anything back to 

Itsumi. They both went to their lockers to change out their 

home shoes for their school ones. After getting those on, they 

ran to their classroom together.  

When Itsumi took too sharp of a turn on a corner, she 

didn’t see that some else was there, and ended up crashing into 

them.  

“Oh sorry! I didn’t see you there! Are you alright?” a 

male voice asked Itsumi. 

She suddenly realized that she had been knocked down to 

the floor by the impact. A hand was outreached in an offer to 

help her up. Itsumi looked to see who the hand belonged to. 

Seeing that it was Futoshi Suzuki, who was the smartest and 

coolest student in the school, she flushed. Futoshi was a third 

year high schooler, and even though he was a little plainer 

looking, Itsumi sorta had a thing for him. 

Itsumi was silent for a while, looking at his hand. Then, 

she unexpectedly slapped Futoshi’s hand away. 

“Baka! I don’t need your help! Do you think I’m a 

weakling like all the other girls!?” she hollered at him, 

standing up briskly. 
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“I-I’m sorry, I was just trying to help…” Futoshi stuttered 

nervously, stepping away from Itsumi. 

“Baka! Kono baka! I don’t need you!” Itsumi chanted 

while walking away to her classroom. Ayano followed her. 

“You do realize who that was?” Ayano whispered to 

Itsumi. “I mean, isn’t that the guy you like?” 

“Damare! I do not like him… who told you that? Because 

that is a lie,” Itsumi hissed, her face turning red. 

After a few boring, long classes, it was lunch time. The 

lunch that day was pretty good, consisting of softomen 

noodles, a boiled egg, miso soup, vegetables and some milk. 

Itsumi was out of her bad mood by lunch, so she actually was 

happy for the meal. 

Ayano brought her own lunch and didn’t eat the school’s 

food. The two girls would often have a few small bites of each 

other’s meals. 

“What did you bring today, Ayano? Is it something 

yummy?” Itsumi asked, sitting down next to her friend. 

Ayano opened up her bento box and revealed what was in 

it. “Today it is, tamagoyaki, tempura, pickled aubergine, pasta 

salad and sweet chestnuts! Would you like to try any of it?” 

Ayano giggled. 

Itsumi was about to say something, when she suddenly 

paused, glancing to the front of the room. Futoshi has entered 

the lunchroom. Itsumi could feel her face starting to heat up.  

“Come on, Itsumi, it’s obvious you like him,” Ayano 

sighed, snapping her out of the trance. 

Itsumi pouted and looked at her friend. “Fine…yeah, I 

kind of like him,” she confessed. “But don’t tell anyone else 

that! ‘Cause if you do I’ll punch you!” 

“Ok! Ok! I won’t tell anybody! Trust me!” Ayano 

laughed. 

“Cross your heart?” 

“Cross my heart!” 
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Itsumi nodded a little in approval to Ayano’s answer. She 

picked up her chopsticks and started eating the miso soup with 

the noodles. 

“But when will you confess to Futoshi?” Ayano asked. 

Itsumi almost choked on her noodles in shock. “W-

whaaaa!? Confess!? Who said I was going to confess?” she 

coughed. 

“I did,” Ayano smiled. 

“No! I’m not confessing to him!” Itsumi growled, glaring 

at her. 

“Come on, Itsumi, you can’t just push everybody out in 

your life! You need to let some people in so that you’re not 

isolated,” Ayano groaned. 

“But how about you? I’m not isolated, I have you,” Itsumi 

cried. 

“You need other friends besides me, you know,” Ayano 

stated. 

“But…. but you… I-”  

“Itsumi…” 

“You’re not my mom…” 

“Ok, whatever. Go ahead and miss a great opportunity to 

meet your future true love.” Ayano turned back to her food 

and started eating. “You want some tamagoyaki?” she offered, 

holding out a piece in between her chopsticks. 

“No, thank you…” Itsumi sighed, looking down at her 

own food, thinking about what Ayano said. 

After school, Itsumi was waiting outside the school on a 

bench, waiting for Ayano to get out. The glass doors of the 

school swung open. Itsumi stood up and turned around 

expecting it to be Ayano. “Hey, what took you so long 

Ayan…” Itsumi paused seeing that it wasn’t Ayano. It was 

Futoshi  “... Oh, hey Futoshi-senpai…” she blushed. 

“Hey, Itsumi,” Futoshi replied, smiling. “How’s your day 

been?” 
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“G-good. And your’s?” Itsumi stammered. 

“Pretty good,” he replied. After a few minutes of silence, 

Futoshi started walking away. “Anyway, see you tomorrow 

Itsumi!” he called back. 

“Wait! Futoshi!” 

Futoshi stopped and turned around. “Hmm? What is it?” 

“Um…well, it’s not like I have a crush on you or anything 

like that…b-baka…but would you like to hang out tomorrow 

after school…just as friends?” Itsumi felt like hiding her face 

in embarrassment, but she knew she had to get through this 

without failing. 

Futoshi at first just stared at her, surprised that Itsumi was 

actually being fairly nice to him. But he smiled and managed 

to say something. “Yeah! I would love to!” he chuckled. 

Itsumi sighed in relief. “Arigato! S-see you tomorrow 

after school, Futoshi!” she said, bowing slightly. 

Futoshi slightly chuckled at her cuteness. “I have to go 

now, Itsumi. Sayonara, matane!” he beamed, waving goodbye 

to Itsumi. 

She waved back. “Sayonara!” Once he was out of sight, 

Itsumi smiled to herself. She knew this was a start to a new 

future. 
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Aunna Groenewold 

Rushmore, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

The Key to Ballet 

 

t is a face flushed pink, decorated with creases formed from 

hours of dedication. The sides, bottom, and sole are worn, 

which fade into an earthly gray-brown, all showing off its 

short, but dedicated life. There is still so much it has to offer, 

even though its soul is tired, and its life is slowly being drained 

from the long hours in front of a mirror, craving 

perfection. The flexibility is only something every dancer 

could wish for, the threads binding together, able to move in 

any direction possible.  Two elastic straps, a shade darker than 

the shoe itself, cross each other diagonally, offering security 

to its master. A round piece of string almost as small as a 

needle threads its way around, hiding from its audience, 

peaking out at the front, forming a tightly-made bow. The 

bottom has two pieces of added fabric of a charcoal gray, 

much sturdier than the rest, allowing a free and smooth 

movement the dancer can showcase. Each one is purchased 

with an identical twin, their features exactly alike. If it weren’t 

for the tag hidden on the inside of each with illegible print, a 

person would have no clue which foot will wear it. 

A girl strides into the studio with a smile on her face 

reading, “It’s time.” She is dressed in a sparkly night black 

leotard, a skirt like the shade of darkness draped to her mid-

thigh, her hair in a bun so tight her eyes are being pulled up to 

her hairline. She sets her things down in the entrance and 

directs herself straight towards the cubbies, reaching for her 

own on a shelf that has her name printed in small lettering at 

the top. As she clasps her hand around one to slide it on her 

foot, the fabric collapses and forms to her hand. It slides on 

I 
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easily, quickly making a perfect fit to her foot. She does the 

same with the other. 

Class is about to start, so she scurries onto the dance 

floor. The chatter of the other dancers drown out the hushed 

pats and wisps as the dancer chassés into a grandé jeté across 

the floor. They help spring her up to the stars, spotlights 

shining down on her.  The sweet, soft scent of baby powder 

whiffs through the air as the dancer lands elegantly, barely 

making a sound. The dancer had the elegance of an owl, her 

technique flowing as one, just as an owl soars smoothly 

through the air, never needing to beat his wings until he lands 

gently on a nearby branch. Her movements are like paint is to 

canvas, slowly creating a masterpiece with every brushstroke. 

After class she returns to her cubby. The fabric is soaked 

with hard work, the inside doused with salty sweat, soaked in 

during the long hours of practice. Even after they are taken 

off, the passion still strives so strong, they could get up and 

dance by themselves. This proves that some of the most basic 

things have the greatest importance. 
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Brewster, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

An Object of Familiarity, Safety, and Comfort: My Desk 

 

y desk is a gift. It was a very special gift to me. My 

desk is a safe place. It is an inanimate object, but it still 

reminds of a living person: my grandma. It reminds me of 

family and of safety and of comfort. 

My desk is pure, pleasing, pearly white with gold paint 

accents that is chipped at the curved, curly cue legs. It is 

designed in the fashion of the Victorian/Queen Anne style. 

There are six petite drawers, three on each side that are 

underneath the hutch, and one bigger drawer underneath the 

desk. The petite drawers have bronze handles that feel icy and 

have the design of flowers. The hutch stands proud above the 

desk and me, with metal netting on the doors and is curled at 

the top like a moustache would. If you open these rigid doors 

and drawers, they give a low inviting creak. When I imagine 

my desk, I feel safe, and I imagine how it smells of old and 

new books on its shelves, and how calming that smell is. 

To me, my desk is comfort and safety rolled into one. It 

is where I watch my favorite two movies and read my favorite 

books. It reminds me of my grandma because she has similar 

furniture in her house. Coming home from a stressful day at 

school, I can sit at my desk and let the feeling of comfort and 

safety wrap around me and give me a hug. The smell of old 

books and the sight of trinkets like my glass dolphins and my 

hand fans bring back fond memories of times before and after 

receiving my desk. The feeling of rough painted wood helps 

that, too. The sound of stubborn drawers and doors is like 

music to my ears. 

M 
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Everything about that desk is familiar and brings comfort 

not only because of my memories at that desk, but because of 

the fond memories I have that take place with my grandma 

and her laugh and smile lighting up each memory like 

fireworks. Family has always been my rock, but my parents 

and my grandparents have always been a bigger part of that 

than the rest of my family. The look, smell, and feel of that 

desk is as if it were part of my family. To me, it is an object 

of familiarity, of safety, and of comfort. 
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Abigail Bannor 

Worthington, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Nagini 

 

he Clay County Fair was a big deal back at my old town. 

It’s a fair I’ve gone to every year since I was eight. In 

both the middle school and the high school our school would 

give us a one day excused absence to go to it. When you got 

there, horses, cars, and people alike roamed the field-turned-

parking-lot. The fair is a beautiful place with rows of food 

vendors and little shops, but the place I want to focus on is a 

small hut near all of the rides. A big wooden sign outside 

proclaims, “FREAK SHOW,” and that is where my story 

begins. 

While I do not know the intimate details, I will tell you 

what I know. The Freak Show travels, or at least this one does, 

and its next stop was Texas. The problem was, one of their red 

tailed boas had babies. My neighbors, who love snakes and 

already had a python, agreed to take all 12 of them. Since we 

were friends with our neighbors, they sold one to us for a 

lower price, and that is how we got Nagini. She is now one 

year and two months old, and I delight in describing her. 

Her eyes are calculating, yet not cold, almost as if she can 

judge your worth by glancing at you. If she decides you are 

worthy, her eyes are wise beyond her years and curious, 

looking at you as if you are a specimen under a microscope, 

eager to pick you apart and learn how you work. It can be quite 

intimidating at times. Her lithe body is a chestnut hue with 

diamond shaped patches in the lightest of greys along her 

back. Her belly is off-white speckled with black as space. 

She is a creature of silence, moving like a river, fluid in 

its grace. The sole sound she makes is a delicate hiss when 

T 
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aggravated. One of the only times she utters that sound is 

when her eyes turn murky, making her already poor eyesight 

worse, and her skin starts to darken. These symptoms mean 

she is getting ready to shed. 

Her underside is as smooth as finely polished marble. The 

smaller scales on the rest of her body provide a slight bumpy 

texture. She tangles and contorts to find the most comfortable 

position that offers the most heat. When she twines around 

your hand you can feel the powerful muscles squeezing in an 

almost vise-like grip, making your fingers tingle from the 

momentary loss of circulation. 

The smell that hits you when you open her tank is one of 

wood shavings and humidity. Her cinnamon hued cave sits 

directly under the heat lamp, making it the place she usually 

resides. 

I have never “tasted” my snake (oh, that sounds bad). It 

is actually a health hazard to lick or taste anything that has 

come into contact with Nagini. It doesn’t matter that we clean 

her cage twice a week or that we give her baths weekly, it’s 

severely unhygienic and dangerous. She is still growing, and 

should reach around six feet when she is done. 
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Cora Engels 

Ivanhoe, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Listen 

 

Our fingers fly, 

twenty graceful dancers 

floating up and down the keys. 

Squished together on the bench, 

we sway, one with the music. 

I listen. 

 

I listen so the song doesn’t fall apart, 

like a machine out of alignment 

that destroys itself internally. 

I never realized how important 

listening was until there was another brain, 

two other hands, 

creating half of the masterpiece. 

 

I listen, 

and you listen too, 

fitting each piece together 

so that it sounds like one 

magnificently talented person 

is making the piano sing. 

 

We both make mistakes: 

a finger that wanders, 

a key change that escapes my notice, 

but only for a moment, 

because I am listening. 
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I wonder what the world would be like 

if we all just stopped 

and listened. 

 

What beautiful harmonies would be produced 

if we listened to each other, 

if families and communities, 

if countries 

listened? 

 

When we play together, 

both of us make sacrifices. 

Instead of stubbornly slogging through, 

I drop a line here, 

a line there, 

to keep the song moving. 

You leave notes behind 

so the melody can come out 

strong and pure. 

 

We both wish that we could 

play our parts perfectly, 

that we didn’t have to 

skip and adjust. 

But, if we did that, 

we would listen only to ourselves 

and the masterpiece would never be created. 

 

The world would be different, 

so, so different, 

if we listened to someone else, 

and not just our own part. 

If we accepted each other’s mistakes 

and saw how they make our song sweeter. 
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If we made sacrifices,  

and found common ground, 

and worked together, 

the world would be a better place. 

 

Our fingers land perfectly 

on the final chord of our song, 

and as the last note rings throughout the room, 

we look at each other and smile. 

The small crowd applauds, 

and we listen. 

Yes, we listen. 
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Taylor Wolthuizen 

Edgerton, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

More, More, More 

 

My mother has her addiction and I have mine, 

She won’t admit she has problems, I know I must have problems. 

 

I take a daily dose of one album before school  

And as needed throughout the day. 

At home I hook up an IV through my headphones 

Slowly increasing my decibels as needed... 

 

My mother’s breath carries a putrid stench after a drinking binge 

And the stench is strongest and makes me cringe the most 

when she says “I l*** you.”  

 

She’s driving me to my dark side 

It coaxes me over so easily with gloved hands 

Waving me over with an enchanting rock song 

And when I’m there, I get as close as I physically can  

To the intimacies I can’t touch... 

 

I’m immune to the gateway drugs of folk and pop, 

In private I snort lines from Billy Idol’s songs, echoing my 

inner Rebel Yell, 

Which sadly bounces off of my mother: More, More, More. 

 

I entered the world from my mother and I’m disgusted 

by that fact. 

I can’t believe that I found the same solace in her womb  

that I find in music, 

I was conceived a second time through music.  
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I inhale continuous lines from Rebel Yell and take hits from 

other albums, 

And as I do, the gloved hands of a man now wear fingerless 

gloves, 

So I can get closer and feel a human touch… 

 

I run into his arms and bury my face into his leather, 

My tears being repelled by it, 

Echoing my contradictory cry for affection, 

He then lays the jacket on my shoulders, exposing more of 

his body… 

 

I shed the jacket because I do not want to repel him anymore, 

I discard my gloves while I feel his touch through my sheer 

gown,  

Reflecting the true dependency I have on music and him. 

I know I am too far gone with my addiction because all I 

want is More, More, More... 
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Taylor Wolthuizen 

Edgerton, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Purple 

 

Purple is my suffering. 

Purple is my mother’s favorite color. 

My mother made me suffer.  

My bruises are purple. 

 

Purple is pain, red and blue spill forth 

Red is my anger and blue is my depression 

They create pain. Red and blue make purple. 

Is it any wonder why I feel such anguish? 

 

This is why purple is my mother’s favorite 

This is why I associate it with her.  

And why when I gaze upon a sunset 

Sinking into the sea, I feel cleansed.  

 

Purple washes away my problems; 

But they rise again with the sun. 

 

When I meet and swim with the sea 

The water will ease me along the tide and rinse out my brush; 

And drown my mother, 

I HATE PURPLE!
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Gabrielle Houle 

Redwood Falls, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Chip’s Adventure: A Children’s Story 

 

s I scampered down the short road toward his den, I 

could see the sparkle in my friend’s eyes. Along the road 

the trees were of deep gold, blaze orange, and fiery red this 

time of the year. The den was lived in by a very meek 

hedgehog called Sebastian. “Hello,” called Sebastian, “how is 

the weather treating you?” 

“Not bad,” I responded. “I cannot take another cold day,” 

said Sebastian. 

You see, cold weather does not bother me because I am a 

squirrel, and squirrels do not sleep through winter, but 

hedgehogs do. Therefore, Sebastian was ready to start his 

hibernation. He was cheerful because he knew that he would 

be sound asleep in the next day or so. That’s why he had a 

sparkle in his eye. “Well, I’m going to miss you very much,” 

said Sebastian sincerely. “Where are you off to next?” asked 

Sebastian.  

“To pack some of my nuts up from under the gazebo and 

go on an adventure somewhere I have not been before.” 

“Please be careful Chip,” stated Sebastian.  

“I will try, but no promises,” I said with a grin. Then I 

gave him a pat on the back without getting pricked and turned 

to walk back down the little road from where I had come. 

The path from Sebastian’s den to the gazebo where I 

stored all of my nuts was a long, but delightful path in the 

woods, made by the friendly deer who come and go on it. They 

always greet you when they pass by and sometimes they start 

up a conversation when they are not in a hurry to get 

somewhere. But today there weren’t any deer on the path. 

A 
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As I was half way to the gazebo I realized how much I 

didn’t like this time of the season because even though it is 

when I take interesting adventures, I miss my friend so dearly. 

Each time I go on an adventure I always meet new animals, 

but I usually never see them again. This time I am going to try 

to meet someone who will be my friend all year round. 

As I was just about to the gazebo, I noticed on the ground, 

a beautiful maple leaf. Leaves make the best backpacks, when 

folded correctly, to hold nuts. So I grabbed the maple leaf and 

went the rest of the way to the gazebo. The gazebo is a place 

that is special to me because I have lived under it for many 

years, and I have many fond memories in it. It is old and the 

wood has moss growing on it. This eight-sided gazebo has 

been next to the pond since I found this part of the woods 

many seasons ago. 

There is a crisscross fence at the bottom of the gazebo. 

The foundation of the gazebo from the crisscross to the ground 

is my height. The entry to my part of the gazebo is under the 

three steps that lead to the top part of the gazebo. When I first 

went into my part of the gazebo the floor was cold and hard, 

so I lined it with leaves that made it softer and warmer. I fill 

my shelter with acorns throughout the summer so I have food 

to eat in the winter. 

When I went into my cozy shelter, I could smell my fresh 

acorns like the scent of the woods after a rain. I grabbed some 

of them, wrapped them up in my maple leaf, and then swung 

it over my shoulder. Then I squeezed my pack through the 

opening and left. The sun was blazing in the middle of the sky. 

It was sad to think that soon the sun’s heat would blanket 

another part of the world. But in another way, I’m sure the sun 

finds it dull just warming the same places month after month. 

Right outside of my home a strange scent went through 

my nose, one I have never smelled before. It came from the 

thick pine trees that were opposite the deer path leading to 
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Sebastian’s road. Every small creature stays away from going 

into the pine trees. It is the heart of the woods. Things live 

there that don’t have any kindness towards smaller creatures. 

But the smell was so unfamiliar that it made me a little curious 

and nervous. 

I decided to creep cautiously down the path that went 

around the pond to see if anything strange was lurking near. 

The deer path that led to Sebastian’s road was very close to 

the path that went around the pond. I kept walking on the path 

that went around the pond till I came upon Sebastian’s road. I 

thought Sebastian might be hibernating already but I should 

check on him to see if he was awake by chance. And if he was 

awake, to see if he needed anything. 

As I came closer to his den he was nowhere to be found. 

So, a little sadly, I thought he must be sleeping. But the leafy 

flap on his den was not all the way closed. As I went up to it, 

I realized there was no Sebastian. I started to panic. I knew he 

was ready to start hibernating. Why then wasn’t he in his den?  

Why was he nowhere to be seen? 

Then I smelled it again, a smell that I had never noticed 

before. There was just something about it that made the hair 

on my tail stand up. It was not far away. I didn’t want to find 

out what the smell belonged to face to face, therefore I 

climbed up the tree nearest to me. I looked and looked but 

could not see anything. I did notice a robin on the tree to my 

right. I jumped over to it on the branches.  

In a panicky voice I asked if she saw a hedgehog lately. 

She looked down and said she did but only for a second. She 

said with sorrow in her voice that a fierce hawk came down 

while the hedgehog was grabbing some leaves and seized him 

with his mighty claws. She said that she wanted to do 

something, but she knew she would have gotten very hurt or 

even died trying. “I’m not a brave bird,” she said a little 

downheartedly.  
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Hawks are one of the meanest creatures in the woods. 

There are very few that come out of the pine parts of the 

woods, and they don’t come out very often. The robin looked 

in my eyes and said, “Did you know the hedgehog?”  

“Yes,” I replied.  

“I’m so sorry,” she said with tenderness. Then she put her 

wing to her head as if she was in deep thought. “I have heard 

through word of beak that this hawk doesn’t harm his prey 

right away. His nest is in the heart of the woods though.”  

“Do you think there is a chance of saving my friend?” I 

asked with a little hope.  

“Yes, if you go after him right now you might be able to 

get to him,” she said. 

“I don’t have a clue which way to go though,” I 

whispered.  

“Is this hedgehog worth your life? Because if you or even 

I get caught, we probably will not make it through it,” said 

she.  

“He is my only friend, and I would do anything for him,” 

I said with passion. 

“I will take you there, but we must go on ground level so 

we will not easily be in his sight,” she said.  

“I can do that and thank you,” I answered.  

“What is your name?” she asked.  

“Chip,” I said. “What is yours?”  

“Ramona,” she responded. 

Then we went to the ground and set out to find Sebastian 

as fast as we could. We went through the night because we 

knew that time could be lost if there was a chance at saving 

him. The night was cold and the wind was singing loudly in a 

foreign language. When the sun broke through the night sky, 

we stopped to rest for a couple of seconds. Ramona said we 

were half way there. We were deep in the pine trees. I had no 

idea where we were. 
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“We must keep going,” urged Ramona. So we kept going, 

but even faster because being this deep in the woods made one 

that is small feel very scared. We travelled by some interesting 

plants and avoided paths that looked unsafe. The sun was just 

about down when all of a sudden Ramona stopped and pointed 

up to the top of a tree. At the very top of this tree was a nest. 

It was a huge nest that had harm written all over it. 

Then Ramona pushed me behind a tree. “The hawk is up 

in his nest adding things to it!” she said with alarm. “We must 

be patient now and wait till he leaves his nest.” 

We waited for a long time. During that time, we talked 

about how we were going to get Sebastian out. Sebastian was 

not the smallest of his type, if you know what I mean. While 

we were talking and thinking, I began to feel extremely 

hungry. Then it hit me that all this time I still had my acorns 

over my shoulder. I shared them with Ramona even though 

she only took tiny pieces because after all she is a bird. 

As we were eating Ramona started staring at the big 

maple leaf and then looked at me with a smile. “This leaf is 

perfect,” she said.  

“Perfect for what?” I asked. 

“A parachute,” she exclaimed.  

“That’s a great idea,” I added. So we had Sebastian’s 

escape all planned and all that was left was to wait for the 

hawk to leave his nest. 

The wind stopped blowing so much at this point, and I 

then smelled the same odor I smelled right outside my gazebo 

and at Sebastian’s den. At this time I started wondering why I 

smelled the scent right outside my gazebo. I told all of this to 

Ramona. 

“This hawk,” she declared, “takes ones that can’t leave 

his nest so easy. He was probably scoping out the area to find 

the easiest animal he could grab.”  
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Then a loud sound of flapping wings filled the air. It 

started close but then got further and further away. We both 

turned to look at the nest and the hawk was gone. 

We didn’t waste a second. It was a huge tree and it took 

me a while to climb up as Ramona flew. When we got up into 

the big nest there was Sebastian asleep and next to him was a 

tiny baby cardinal. The cardinal came over to Ramona and me 

and said, “Please help us. The hawk is going to hurt us at any 

time.”  

“We will,” assured Ramona. “Can you fly?” 

“I can’t,” chirped the cardinal. “I was taken away from 

my parents before they could teach me.” 

As this was happening I went over to wake up Sebastian. 

He opened his eyes after shaking him for a little while. Before 

he even spoke I was telling him how to use the maple leaf as 

a parachute. We all were ready to get out of the nest. Ramona 

was going to take the little cardinal back to its mother and then 

meet Sebastian and I at my gazebo. Getting out of the nest was 

a little hard for Sebastian, but he made it. He then held the two 

ends of the big maple leaf. It glided him down softy to the 

bottom of the huge tree. I almost kept up with the speed of 

Sebastian because going down a tree is much easier than going 

up it. When we were both at the bottom, we hurried as fast as 

we could in the direction Ramona and I had come from. 

It took up to four days to get back to the gazebo because 

Sebastian can’t go as fast as Ramona or I. But we made it 

safely, being cautious of the hawk at all times if he should 

show up. I don’t know where the hawk went but we never saw 

him again. We were both so tired. Sebastian was more tired 

than I since it was his hibernation season. Somehow he stayed 

awake long enough to tell me how he had been so scared up 

in the hawk’s nest. He told me how it was difficult to stay 

cheerful around the little cardinal. 
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He thanked me over and over again for saving him, and 

not giving up. He told me how he was just going to grab a 

couple more leaves for his den right when the hawk came 

down, snatched him up with his claws, and took him to his 

nest. The cardinal was already there in the nest when he 

arrived. The cardinal told Sebastian that he was learning to fly 

when the hawk took him. The little cardinal’s name was 

Carlos. 

Thankfully I talked Sebastian into staying with me 

through the winter so he wouldn’t be an easy target for any 

hawks there, and I could keep on eye on him. Ramona came 

back to spend the rest of the winter being my friend and moved 

into a tree next to my gazebo. I once asked her why she did all 

that she had for Sebastian and I. She said because she wanted 

a friend who would do anything for her like I did for 

Sebastian. She is still here to this day. I found the two things I 

wanted that winter: an interesting adventure and a good friend 

who would be there through all the seasons. 
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Paige Riihl 

Mountain Lake, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

The Tail of Two Kitties 

 

runch, crunch… I munched away on my food in the pink 

bowl in the sunny yellow kitchen. Though I didn’t care 

much for the flavor, I ate it anyway since I knew it’d be a while 

before my Cat-Mom would be home to give me milk, and I 

was hungry. After grazing for a while, I waddled to the 

massive window in the living room and leaped up into my 

favorite spot to sunbathe. My pistachio green eyes met the 

hills of snow on the other side of the glass. Just one glance 

was enough for me to be glad that my brown paws weren’t 

stuck in frigid snow, but instead, tucked underneath my fat cat 

chin. 

A flicker of brown raced by the window and I let out a 

deep growl and beat the windowpane forcibly with my tail. I 

knew that flicker of brown had been the enormous dog that 

came bounding into the safety of the house every now and 

again. The dog could hardly sit for a minute and often galloped 

around the house, stripping me of any chance to have a quiet 

nap. I watched as Hanna, the obnoxious dog, sprinted as fast 

as she could down to the frosted-over lake that was far beyond 

the reach of our property. 

Just then, a muddy white car arrived in the yard, and the 

anger in my tail was traded in for excitement. This was 

because I knew my Cat-Mom, Naomi, was the driver of that 

car. I hopped down from the window and ran as fast as my 

chubby legs could carry me, which I guess isn’t all that fast. I 

propped myself up on my back legs, and leaned back a little 

and got into my favorite position, or what the humans in my 

house call “The Penguin,” with my arms at my side and my 

C 
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feet barely visible from beneath my big round tummy. I could 

hear Naomi getting out of the car and walking to the door. My 

pistachio green eyes watched with anticipation. 

Naomi opened the door and her face lit up when she saw 

me. 

“Hello, Cutie-pie!” Naomi greeted me. 

“Hello, Naomi! I missed you and I’m glad you’re back 

home!” 

I then noticed Naomi had a mobile cat-prison in hand. I 

gasped. My first thought was that it was time for a trip to that 

guy with the scary needles. I swallowed nervously, but then I 

heard a kitten’s voice coming from the cat-prison. 

“Hello? Where am I?” asked the timid kitten. 

“Nevermind that! Who are you?!” I hissed. 

“Zoey, be nice,” Naomi scolded me. She set the cat-

prison on the ground and opened the gate, “This is our new 

kitten, Lucy. Now you’ll have a friend to keep you from 

becoming bored,” 

I looked at Naomi, unenthused, then carefully watched as 

Lucy cautiously crept out of the cat-prison, her eyes darting 

around the room. She looked at me with big ugly eyes that 

reminded me of almost dead grass. Compared to me, she was 

a tiny little twig and needed to eat a little better. 

I instinctively growled at her, but she walked up to me 

and hit me! Some nerve, that kitten! 

I smacked her in the face, but my hit didn’t hurt as much 

because I don’t have any claws anymore. She must’ve thought 

it was a game now, because she hit me again, her claw 

catching my ear. As I pulled away from her and darted off into 

the living room, I could feel something wet and sticky forming 

in my ear. Lucy had barely been here for five minutes and she 

was already wreaking havoc! It was time to give Naomi a 

piece of my mind. 
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Naomi was in her room, working on something at her 

desk, and I sat behind her chair. 

“Mom!” I called, “Lucy is a brat! We need to get rid of 

her,” but Naomi just bent over and smoothed my fur with her 

fingers and smiled at me lovingly. 

“Are you enjoying your new friend, Sweetheart?” Naomi 

asked. 

“No! Are you crazy?! Didn’t you hear me? Do you see 

what that little monster did to my ear?” Naomi just pet me 

more, and kissed my forehead. 

Reminding myself of Naomi’s love for me made me think 

of how I needed to give Lucy another chance. I would do that 

for Naomi. I waddled into the living room, where Lucy 

curiously watched out the window. She was in my spot, which 

vexed me a little, but wanting to be the bigger, better cat, I 

decided to let it slide. 

“Lucy, I would like to speak with you,” I said firmly. 

Lucy ignored me. “Ahem?” 

Nothing. I got nothing from that spoiled cat. I determined 

we would discuss this later and curled up in my favorite brown 

chair for some much needed rest. 

CRASH! I woke with a jolt. Surveying the area, I noticed 

the blue lamp on the small table next to me had been knocked 

over. I cautiously sniffed the pieces, and picked up Lucy’s 

scent. 

“That little monster…” I muttered. Just then, Naomi came 

out of her room, probably to investigate. I looked at her, 

“Mom! Look at what Lucy did!!” 

Naomi looked at me, shocked. “Zoey… What’s gotten 

into you?!” She scolded. 

Now it was my turn to be shocked. “What? What do you 

mean?! It was Lu—” I was interrupted as Naomi tapped my 

nose. It didn’t hurt, but I didn’t like how it felt, and I know 

Naomi only does it when I’ve been bad. I couldn’t believe this. 
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I was taking a hit for that rotten kitten! Where was the little 

scoundrel anyway? 

I scanned the room for the little imp, and saw her, sitting 

in my favorite spot, licking her paws clean as she watched the 

show. Boy, if looks could kill, that kitten would be a goner. 

I didn’t like seeing Naomi upset with me, it was a little 

much, especially since I hadn’t done anything wrong. I 

decided to take refuge in a chair that was tucked under the 

kitchen table. This way, I could watch the feet of bypassers 

while being hidden from sight. I guess it would’ve been smart 

to keep my tail still, too. 

I sat in my new spot and watched the excitement of my 

humans constantly walking to and from the rooms in the 

house. I didn’t even hear my tail beating the chair, but Lucy 

did. As my tail thudded against the seat, Lucy bolted after it. I 

felt her before I saw her as she dug her sharp little claws into 

my tail. 

I cried out in pain, “That hurt, you little vermin!” 

“It did?” Lucy asked, sounding surprised.  

I rolled my eyes. She knew that hurt, she was a filthy little 

liar. “Duh! Claws don’t tickle!” I snapped at her. 

“Oh… I’m sorry.” 

I rolled my eyes again, those words meant nothing to me. 

She was faking it! You have to be pretty dumb to think claws 

aren’t sharp! That kitten had enough cleverness in her to lie, 

so there was no way she could truly believe that claws didn’t 

hurt. 

I brooded, not only over the fact that I got blamed for 

what that little horror did, but also that she had the nerve to lie 

right to my face. I scowled as the little devil pounced and 

jumped around the living room. I was hoping her paws would 

find another vase to break, and that Naomi could finally see 

that kitten in her true colors. It never happened, of course.  
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It was almost time for Naomi to go to bed, and I was still 

hiding under the kitchen table. I was a little hungry, and I 

wanted to see her, but this was the best place for me to be at 

this point in time. I was starting to kind of relax, when Lucy 

decided to come see me. Great. 

“Come play with me, big kitty!” Lucy said. 

“Don’t call me that! My name is Zoey,” I said, annoyed, 

“Now go away. I’m not playing with you.” 

“Why not?” Lucy asked. 

“Because I don’t like you,” I said, “You’re as rude as they 

come! You made my ear bleed, and I got blamed for your 

shenanigans. You ruined my life!”  

“Oh… W-well, I’m sorry,” 

Lies. That kitten’s never been sorry in her life. Lucy left 

my presence and went to play by herself, quietly. I did feel a 

little bad for snapping at Lucy, but it was coming to her 

anyway. Wasn’t it? 

A short while later, Naomi crouched down so that she 

could see me. 

“Zoey, you’ve been very good today with the new 

kitten!” Naomi said, “I haven’t heard you two fight at all, and 

by the way she sprints through the house, I think you’ve made 

her feel welcome here. Zoey, I’m proud of you!”  

My heart sunk, and I felt much worse. I had been nothing 

but nasty to Lucy. I hadn’t made her feel welcome; I made her 

feel like the size of an ant. If Naomi knew what I’d said, she’d 

be so disappointed in me, and I couldn’t live with that. 

“Th-thanks, Mom,” was all I could say. I couldn’t manage 

to explain to her what I said earlier. She gave me a few pets 

and a kiss on the forehead before going to bed. 

I waddled over to the couch, where Lucy lay, sadly. I 

swallowed, then hopped up beside her and sat down. She 

looked at me, scared. 
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“Lucy…” I started, quietly, “I-I’m sorry for how I treated 

you earlier. You weren’t the one that was rude. I was. I was 

selfish of my territory, and I should’ve treated you better. This 

is a new place for you, and you’re probably very confused and 

scared. I didn’t help with that, and I’m really sorry.” 

There was a silence as Lucy just looked at me. I bowed 

my head. She wouldn’t forgive me. Naomi would find out, and 

I’d be out on the streets. 

Lucy nudged me. She nudged me! Even after all I’d done. 

“It’s okay,” Lucy said, “You’ve been here a while, and I 

just crashed in. I guess I should’ve thought of you. Hey! 

Thank you for letting me know my claws hurt! I guess I never 

realized that before.” Lucy giggled, a little embarrassed. 

I smiled at her, and curled up next to her. “You’re 

welcome, Lucy,” I said. 

The next day, I explained to Naomi the horrible way I had 

been treating Lucy. She didn’t seem to be too mad, but 

sometimes I wonder how much she listens to me anyway. 

Nonetheless, Lucy and I still love her, and it felt better to get 

that off my furry cat chest. 

While the humans were gone, braving the treacherous 

outside world, Lucy and I remained in the safety of the house. 

We spent the day chatting and eating our cat food together, 

and all afternoon I watched as Lucy entertained herself, 

running through the house, leaping from table, to chair, to TV 

and to the window. I think she was practicing her parkour, 

which reminded me of the olden days of my kittenhood. The 

look of joy she had on her little kitten face made me smile a 

smile as wide as the chesire cat’s. All it took was a change in 

my heart and attitude for Lucy and I to become friends. I think 

she’ll turn out alright. 
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Rachel Sajban 

Windom, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

The Door 

 

 new house equals new discoveries, at least that’s what 

young Claire Johnson thought. Her dad’s job required a 

lot of moving around, but, unlike most kids, Claire loved it. 

With each new house she would explore top to bottom to see 

what she could uncover. This house was no exception. 

Once her family had settled in, Claire set out on her 

exploration dragging her big fluffy white cat, Marshmallow, 

along with her. They started by inspecting all of the closets in 

the house. The hall closet? Nothing. The bathroom closet? 

Nada. Her parent’s bedroom closet? Zilch. Her bedroom 

closet? Ding ding ding! A small door just big enough for a girl 

her size to fit through lay in front of her. 

Excitement rushed through her as she twisted the tiny 

rusted brass doorknob. Locked. She tugged on the door until 

she could tug no more. She pulled so hard that eventually she 

fell flat on her butt next to Marshmallow. Out of breath, 

realization dawned on her that this was a task she couldn’t 

accomplish on her own. She would need someone’s help. 

Dashing out of her room, black curls streaming behind 

her, she went in search of her mom. 

“Mommy, mommy, I need your help!” 

“I’m in the kitchen.” 

Turning around the corner, Claire entered the kitchen, 

Marshmallow close behind. 

“There’salittledoorinmyclosetandIcan’topenitandIneedy

ourhelp—” she said jumping up and down excitedly. 

“Slow down, please,” her mom said. 

A 
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“I was exploring the house, and I found a little door in my 

closet, but I can’t open it. Could you help?” 

“Of course I can. Lead the way.” 

Claire dragged her mom along to her room, and threw 

open the closet. Her mom bent down inspecting the door. She 

twisted the knob and pulled. The door remained still. 

“Honey, it’s locked.” 

“I know! That’s why I need your help. Can’t you try to 

unlock it?” 

“I’ll try, but don’t throw a fit if I can’t get it open.” 

“I won’t! I promise.” 

“Good, I’ll be right back; I need to grab something,” she 

said exiting the room. 

Sitting on her bed with Marshmallow curled up beside 

her, Claire imagined what could be behind the door. Maybe it 

was a passageway to Narnia, like in one of her favorite books, 

The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe. Wouldn’t it be 

amazing to explore the land of Narnia like Susan or Lucy? Just 

as she was about to be absorbed into her fantasy her mom 

came rushing back into the room with a bobby pin and a credit 

card in hand. 

“I saw this in a movie once.” Bending down in front of 

the door, she wiggled the bobby pin in the keyhole, sliding the 

credit card along the side. “I’m not sure if it works, but it’s 

worth a try.” 

After a few minutes of messing with the door, Claire’s 

mom slumped back. 

“I’m sorry, honey, but I just don’t think it will open. 

Maybe when your dad gets home you can ask if he can get it 

open.” 

“When will he be home?” 

“In about a half an hour.” 

“BUT THAT”S SO LONG,” Claire whined. 
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“How about you play with Marshmallow while you’re 

waiting. Dad will be home before you know it.” Her mom 

planted a kiss on her forehead and headed back into the 

kitchen. 

Claire plopped down onto her bed next to Marshmallow 

who laid curled in a ball. Turning onto her side, she looked 

right at him, and began to gently pet his ears. His loud, 

contented purrs could be felt rippling through the mattress. As 

they lay there together, Claire imagined what it would be like 

if behind the door lay the forest from the Warriors book series. 

Perhaps Marshmallow could run off and join a clan of wild 

cats. She looked at him and shook away the thought. He was 

much too lazy to be a warrior cat, but maybe he could be of 

some use. She jumped up, frightening him out of his 

comfortable position. 

“While we wait for dad to come home how about you try 

to help me open the door.” 

He cocked his head at her in confusion, yawned, and 

curled back up into a slumbering ball. He let out a yowl of 

surprise as Claire lifted him into her small arms and carried 

him to the door. 

“Maybe your claws are sharp enough to claw your way 

in?” she wondered, holding Marshmallow as close to the door 

as she could. As she forced his paw towards the keyhole, he 

wriggled in her grasp. 

“Calm down, Marshmallow. I just need your help, I’m not 

trying to hurt you,” she tried to reassure him.  

Marshmallow would have none of it; he kept squirming 

until finally he was free of her grasp. He made a dash to hide 

underneath her bed to avoid any more torment.  

Claire sighed. he would be no help, so she just had to wait 

for her dad. She laid down and stared at the mysterious door. 

She pictured that a multitude of small clay dragons filled with 

the fire of life like in The Last Dragon Chronicles might lay 
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behind it. Maybe it was a passageway to a wizarding school 

like in Harry Potter and she would be able to join a magical 

community. Her mind raced with dozens of possibilities of 

what the door could hold, all stemming from some of her 

favorite books or series. 

A knock on her door interrupted her fantasies. She 

glanced up and saw her dad standing there with a toolbox. 

Hopping off her bed, she gave her dad a big hug. 

“I heard that you have a door that you need opened,” he 

said looking down at her. 

Nodding her head with vigor, she led him to the door. 

“I had mommy and Marshmallow try to help, but they 

couldn’t get it open.” 

“Well, how about I take a look,” her dad said kneeling to 

inspect the door. 

She hovered around him as he got to work on the door. 

He took a screwdriver and attempted to twist out the screws 

holding the door hinges in place. They didn’t budge. He kept 

trying, but to no avail. They were rusted into the wall. 

“Sorry, Clairebear, I don’t think I’ll be able to get this 

open. I’ll do some research and see if there are any ways to 

get out stubborn screws, but I probably won’t be able to do it 

right away. You’ll just have to be patient,” He said exiting the 

room. 

Letting out a noise of frustration, Claire plopped down 

onto her bed. Patience didn’t come easy to the young girl; even 

just waiting for her dad to come home had been a struggle. 

Breaking her “no tantrum promise” she picked up a 

stuffed horse, and threw it at her closet out of frustration. She 

jumped in shock when she heard a little clink, as if something 

had crashed to the floor.  

Getting up to investigate she noticed a small key laying 

on the floor with a small note tied to it. The note read, “May 

this key unlock many amazing adventures.” 
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Without hesitation Claire placed the key into the keyhole 

on the tiny door, and lo and behold it worked! Shaking with 

excitement, she entered the small room, and to her 

amazement, it was filled with hundreds of books in every size 

and color imaginable. It was a small cozy room, with an 

armchair resting in the corner. The ceiling was low, perfect for 

a child Claire’s age. Marshmallow trailed in after Claire and 

inspected it for himself. 

“Isn’t it amazing?” 

She grabbed a book at random, and sat down on the 

armchair, Marshmallow curling up on her lap. Relaxing into 

the chair, she began the first of many adventures she would 

experience in this room.
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Rachel Sajban 

Windom, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Dinnertime with Dementia 

 

hanksgiving weekend is hectic for obvious reasons, and 

adding work on top of holiday stress is a difficult feat, 

especially when you work in a nursing home. But with the 

right attitude, I find a bit of joy in the insanity. 

Arriving to work the Saturday after Thanksgiving, I pray 

that I will be in the dementia unit. You may think I’m crazy 

for this, but I’ve realized that when I work in the dementia 

unit, there is always something to do. It keeps me on my feet 

and helps work to seemingly zoom by. Disappointment did 

not befall me on this November evening. Next to the dementia 

unit schedule I see my name in bold letters. 

Typing in the code to the unit, I plaster a smile on my 

face. It’s comforting to the residents when they are greeted 

with an optimistic nurse assistant. As I stroll over to the 

nurse’s station, I notice Margaret, a restless resident, trying 

desperately to get out of her chair. It’s important for me to 

note, Margaret is unable to stand without assistance. If she 

succeeds in getting out of her chair she will tumble to the floor 

like a dead weight. Obviously, I cannot let this happen, so I 

rush to her side and help her to get seated in a comfortable 

position. Distress shows on her face. She doesn’t want to be 

there in her chair; she wants to be able to walk. Unfortunately, 

there is nothing I can do for her. I need to keep her safe and 

comfortable; it’s all part of the job. 

Once I am positive that she is safe in her chair, I start my 

duties of getting everyone ready for dinner. 

 

* * * 

T 
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Some time passes, and all of the residents are now seated 

and have their food in front of them. This is where the fun 

begins. My coworker and the nurse tell me that I am in charge 

of dinnertime duty, that is, watching the dining room while 

they put to bed the residents who are already finished. Sitting 

in my usual spot, a square table by the nurse’s station, I help 

with feeding Susan and Margaret as I continually glance 

around the room to make sure that everyone is okay. No easy 

task when Susan is talking a mile a minute, and Margaret is 

still trying to stand up. Still, I go about my duties and try my 

hardest to feed them while still keeping a keen eye on my 

surroundings. 

While I’m focused on feeding Susan, I hear a choking 

sound coming from across the table. Panic runs through me as 

I see Barb holding a glass of regular water. This probably 

doesn’t sound panic-worthy, but for me it was because I knew 

that Barb was on a thickened liquids diet. It appeared that I put 

Meredith’s water too close to Barb, and Barb drank it without 

realizing it wasn’t hers. 

Instinct overtook me. I got up and rushed over to Barb, 

who was now red in the face. Taking the water away from her, 

I leaned her as far forward as I could and began patting her 

back. After a minute or two she coughed up the water, her face 

returning to its normal peachy shade. Relieved, I returned to 

my seat to continue feeding Susan and Margaret. 

Before I can even give Margaret a bite of her pancakes, I 

notice Frank starting to take his shirt off. Part of my job is to 

protect the residents’ dignity, and a shirtless man in the dining 

room isn’t very dignified. 

Once again, I get up from my seat, heading over to him. I 

explain to him that he is in the dining room and needs to keep 

his shirt on. He looks confused. I think he thought he was in 

his room. Poor guy. Helping him to put his shirt back on, I 

notice Margaret once again trying to stand up. With Frank’s 



165 

shirt only halfway on, I rush over to Margaret and sit her 

down. I can’t allow her to fall and injure herself. 

Making sure she is seated safely, I rush back over to 

Frank and finish putting his shirt on. He thanks me and 

continues with his meal. I go back to finish feeding Susan and 

Margaret.  

* * * 

 As time rolls along, Susan, still talking like there is no 

tomorrow, has finished most of her food, Margaret has tried 

to get out of her chair three more times, one lady has 

threatened me with a plastic fork, and five residents, including 

plastic fork lady, have been put to bed. The hustle and bustle 

of dinnertime in the dementia unit is gradually calming down. 

Or so I thought. I glance at the table across from the one I was 

at, and I see Ruby glaring at her roommate, Alberta, while 

their tablemates gaze on in confusion. Tuning in to their 

conversation, I overhear Ruby claiming that Alberta stole her 

glasses, which in reality she had lost the week before. It’s not 

shocking that she would claim this, as Alberta is a bit of a 

kleptomaniac, but I knew that in this case Alberta was 

innocent. 

I head over and explain to Ruby that her glasses were lost 

a week ago, and she had new ones on the way. She still glared 

at Alberta, but stopped accusing her of thievery. Conflict 

resolved, I head back over to my seat. 

By the time that Susan is finished with her food and put 

to bed, I am left alone with Margaret. Everyone else is now in 

bed resting to their heart’s content, and I am one on one with 

the resident who started my chaotic day. 

I smile as she tries to get out of her chair for the 

umpteenth time. I’m reminded that although you never know 

what to expect in the dementia unit, there are always some 

constants, whether it be Susan talking for an eternity, or 
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Margaret’s restless attempts to stand up. They were all a part 

of the usual. 

Eventually, even Margaret is worn out. She goes to bed 

nice and easy, curled up in her blanket, a smile on her face. 

My job was done. As I typed in the passcode to leave the unit, 

faintly hearing Susan continuing to ramble, I grin and prepare 

myself for my next dinnertime with dementia. 
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Cheyanne Courts 

Windom, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Dabblers and Earthquakes 

 

t’s dangerous to dabble in people’s lives, in one day and out 

the next. Like a recurring earthquake, it shakes up your 

world and then a tsunami hits. You have to pick yourself up, 

gather what you have left and start over again. Just when you 

have about finished rebuilding yourself, it hits again. After so 

many times of this repeated pattern, you wonder if it’s worth 

it to rebuild yourself knowing it may happen again. 

I have a dabbler in my own life; mine just happens to be 

my mom. Ever since I was a little girl, she has dabbled, for 

years at a time. It hasn’t impacted me as much in the past, I 

don’t think. But being a teenage girl, that’s when you need 

your mom the most. As a child, you don’t really understand 

what’s happening. But as a teenage girl you understand more, 

and the earthquakes hit harder than ever, leaving major 

damage. When you get used to someone dabbling and the 

earthquakes hitting, you don’t know what to believe. 

In late October, I ran into my mom at Shopko. With joy 

on my face, I ran up to her. I was so happy to see her; then the 

news came. 

“I’m moving to Montana,” she said, without emotion. 

Sheepishly, I replied with “oh” and just went with it. This 

wasn’t the first time she said she was going to do something 

and didn’t follow through. During my 16 years of life, I don’t 

remember the last time I was told happy birthday on my 

birthday, or even near it. I remember her telling me we would 

go on a shopping trip to Mankato. That was a year ago. I hear, 

“I’ll text you, and months go by, but no text. 

I 
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After talking for a bit in an aisle by the cashier, my 

grandpa said it was time to go. 

With a tight hug, holding the emotions back I heard her 

say, “I love you, honey.” 

In the back of my mind I’m saying, Do you? Do you 

really? 

Even with these thoughts in my mind I still say back, “I 

love you, too, mom.” 

Since that October afternoon, I haven’t heard from her. 

Why couldn’t she call me?  And if not me, why couldn’t she 

call my dad; she knows his number. He’s had the same number 

since they were together. There are so many things that make 

me question how much she actually wants to be in my life.  

It’s especially confusing with how much she says it. 

“Can’t wait to see you.”  “See you soon.”  Those words 

really mean nothing. 

She texted my cousin her new number. My cousin texted 

it to me. With that precious number, I excitedly texted her, 

“hey momma it’s cheyanne”—nothing. I got nothing in return, 

leaving yet again another thought in my mind. Am I not good 

enough? It’s hard to not give up on a dabbler, because there’s 

always a little hope in the back of your mind, even after 14 

years, that dabblers, too, can change. 

Walking into my grandma’s store one day, I got a nice 

greeting from Maria, one of my favorite hairdressers. “Your 

mom moved to Montana, Cheyanne, did you know that?” 

“She said she was going to move, but I didn’t really 

believe it. I never know what to believe. ” 

Maria was in a hurry and had to be somewhere, so with a 

quick loving hug as she was going out the door, she looked at 

me and said, “Keep your chin up hon. I love you.” 

Maria loves me and shows it, but not my mom. I have to 

fight to think I am loveable. 
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Hearing that my mom moved was, once again, tough. In 

the past, I reacted badly when she moved or didn’t follow 

through on her promises. Hearing about her moving to 

Montana shook me but not too badly. Maybe I am getting used 

to her antics. I might have been thinking: Heck, it’s only a 

couple states away, and maybe it’ll only be for a couple of 

years anyway. She’s done this before and been gone for five 

years. 

A couple days later, I experienced the same scenario 

walking into a greeting from Maria as she was leaving for the 

gym. “Your mom is moving to Texas.”  

I know she said something else, but my mind froze. 

TEXAS?  Why? 

This felt like a level five earthquake hit me square in the 

face. Maria showed me pictures, postings, and messages from 

mom’s Facebook account. And there’s the tsunami. 

Destroying my world of emotions. Dragging me under. I don’t 

even remember how I reacted totally, but I remember Maria 

just looking at me. Her face was sad, for me, and showed 

anger, for my mom. 

“I’m sorry you have a mom like this. You don’t deserve 

this in your life. Your dad is the same way, and he’s only 10 

miles away from you. They don’t know what they’re 

missing.” 

With a nod I just say, “I’m used to it, I guess.” 

“I’m used to it” is one thing you should never hear a 16 

year old girl say about their parents, but it’s hard not to when 

they are both dabblers. 

Once again Maria hugs me and says, “Keep your chin up, 

hon.” 

It’s been a month and I’m still struggling with this, more 

than usual. That’s the devastation of a tsunami. I’m going 

through life wondering after every earthquake and tsunami if 

there is a point to rebuild myself. Wondering why I should put 
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the effort in to rebuild myself to only have it destroyed again 

by dabblers.  But a light breaks through the storm and I realize 

something. Looking around at all the figures in my life that 

are like moms to me, though they will never replace or be my 

real mom, they are there to help me rebuild my life. 

God puts you through many trials, and you will get torn 

down, but you don’t have to rebuild yourself on your own. He 

makes sure to fill in the missing pieces caused by the storms 

of life, and if you ever have an earthquake of your own and 

wonder if it’s worth rebuilding yourself, know that it is. It is 

because you have many others who want to see that strength 

grow in you and others who will help you rebuild yourself 

along the way. Even in a life of dabblers, causing earthquakes 

and tsunamis that you have to deal with, God always provides 

a light and a way. 
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Emily Samdal 

Windom, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

A Shaky Life 

 

magine for a moment that your life is about to change 

forever. The way you do things is going to be different. The 

way you walk, talk, eat, and do daily tasks such as putting on 

socks. Everything is going to be different, and life is going to 

be shaky. Parkinson's disease. It’s a deathly diagnosis that will 

change your life forever. 

Making his grand appearance, as usual, shouting, “I’m 

here!” Ross entered the front door. Decked out in his dirty 

baseball hat and a denim on denim outfit, which is a rather 

questionable fashion statement, it became apparent that things 

had gotten worse. Opening a door is a challenge because you 

cannot stay still long enough to grasp the handle. Pressing 

forward through the embarrassment, shame, and frustration, 

Ross greeted everyone with a hug, as He always did. 

Instantly Ross darted straight for the couch to watch the 

football game. After all, “watching football is a Thanksgiving 

tradition,” Ross stated. As the family gathered around it was 

impossible to not notice the struggle. Grasping the TV remote 

to turn up the volume is a two-minute ordeal when your body 

is constantly shaking. The pain and agony was visible in 

Ross’s eyes, how frustrating it must be to be unable to do 

things even small children can do. 

Dinnertime rolled around and all Ross could do was 

worry. “What if I bump into someone at the dinner table?” he 

questioned. To avoid mishaps and embarrassment, Ross ate 

Thanksgiving dinner by himself, on the couch, watching 

football. He used the excuse, “I love football so much, I don’t 

want to miss the game.” The pain that comes from separating 

I 
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yourself from your family members to avoid the possibility of 

embarrassment is unimaginable. The game continued on, and 

to Ross’s excitement, the Vikings won. To cover up the pain 

he was feeling and the hurt in his heart, which was evidently 

present, Ross talked about the great victory of the game, 

avoiding all discussion about how he was really feeling. 

You know that crazy uncle that everyone seems to have? 

Ross is the perfect definition of that in our family. “Have you 

been staying out of trouble lately?” a question Ross asks every 

time I see him. I always answer with, “Have you met our 

family? We are all trouble.” He slyly remarks with a silly old 

man grin, “You get it from your crazy mother.”  Ross is 

constantly cracking jokes at everyone. He wouldn’t be the 

Ross we all know and love without a little sarcasm and a few 

jokes.  As time has gone on and the disease has gotten worse, 

the jokes have become fewer, but the sarcasm has never left. 

In the midst of pain and suffering, Ross still finds a way to be 

himself. 

The day came to an end and it was time for Ross to make 

the hour-long drive back home to Blue Earth, Minnesota. We 

said our goodbyes, which may possibly be our last, and he 

hopped into his big, fancy, red pickup truck. I want you to 

imagine riding in a vehicle driven by someone with 

Parkinson’s disease, head bobbing and hands shaking. I do not 

know if it’s because of the disease or his driving abilities, but 

riding in a car with Ross driving is terrifying. I said a little 

prayer in my head for a safe drive home for him and his wife 

Lu. 

Michael J Fox who suffers from Parkinson’s disease says, 

“One’s dignity may be assaulted, vandalized, and cruelly 

mocked, but it can never be taken away unless it is 

surrendered.” I have seen first-hand the way a disease can 

control someone’s life and take away their dignity. I have also 

seen how we can love and support our family members who 
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are struggling. On Thanksgiving, when I said goodbye to 

Ross, I hugged him just a little more tightly than usual, so he 

knows he is loved, and because it is possible that will be the 

last time I see him.  
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The History of the Annual Creative Writing Contest 

sponsored by Southwest Minnesota State University 

& Southwest West Central Service Cooperative 
 

The Creative Writing Program at Southwest Minnesota State 

University, working in partnership with Southwest West 

Central Service Cooperative, designed and conducted the first 

annual Creative Writing Contest in the spring of 2005.  

 

The contest was subtitled Giving Voice to the Youth of 

Southwest and West Central Minnesota and was established 

to encourage a love of language and writing among the 

region’s young people. We wanted to recognize gifted young 

writers in this area of Minnesota. That first annual contest 

unearthed a wealth of talent and demonstrated the desire of 

our young people to tell their stories and express their 

imaginations through writing. The endeavor was so successful 

that SMSU and SWWC Service Cooperative have continued 

the contest on an annual basis.  

 

As we celebrate the 50th anniversary of Southwest Minnesota 

State University this academic year, we are proud to note that 

the Creating Spaces Writing Contest is now in its 14th year as 

a collaborative, outreach effort that supports young writers in 

our region. 

 

The contest is open to all students in grades 3-12 attending 

public, private or home schools within the 18-county area of 

southwest and west central Minnesota. Students may enter the 

contest through a classroom assignment or on their own. The 

categories for submission are Fiction, Nonfiction and Poetry. 

Students are allowed to enter in more than one category.  

 

Once submitted, the student’s written work is first screened by 

SMSU creative writing students who score the submissions 

according to a rubric. Each submission is scored by multiple 

student judges. The works with the highest scores are 

submitted to the final judges, faculty in the SMSU English 

Program. Prizes are awarded for the top three winners in each 
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category and grade group. The most coveted prize for the 

contest is one of the $2,000 SMSU tuition scholarships 

awarded to the three first-place winners in the 11th/12th grade 

categories.  

 

The highlight of the contest is the Annual Creating Spaces 

Awards Ceremony, hosted by the SMSU English Program on 

a Sunday in April each year. At the awards ceremony, student 

writers gather with their families and teachers to be 

recognized for their achievements. They receive medals and 

the Creating Spaces anthology in which the winning pieces 

from every category and group are published. The first-place 

winners in the 11th-12th grade category for fiction, nonfiction 

and poetry each receive an SMSU First-year Tuition 

Scholarship. This celebration begins with a keynote address 

by a published Midwest writer followed by a reception where 

the student writers meet each other, the SMSU student and 

faculty judges, and the keynote author. 
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Keynote Speakers at the Creating Spaces Writing Contest 

 

2005 – Larry Gavin 

2006 – Rebecca Fjelland Davis 

2007 – Bill Holm 

2008 – Vincent Wixon 

2009 – Mary Logue 

2010 – Kristin Cronn-Mills 

2011 – Rebecca Fjelland Davis 

2012 – Nicole Helget and Nate LeBoutillier 

2013 – Thomas Maltman 

2014 – Saara Myrene Raappana 

2015 – James A. Zarzana 

2016 – Christine Stewart-Nuñez 

2017 – James Autio 

2018 – Geoff Herbach 

 

Geoff Herbach 

 

Geoff Herbach is the author of several young adult novels 

including the Stupid Fast series and Fat Boy vs. The 

Cheerleaders.  His books have received the Cybils Award for 

Best Young Adult Fiction, The Minnesota Book Award, 

Outstanding Book by a Wisconsin Writer, and have been 

listed in the year’s best by the American Library Association, 

the International Literacy Association, and the American 

Booksellers Association. In the past, Geoff wrote and 

performed comedy and produced radio. He teaches in the 

MFA program at Minnesota State, Mankato. His newest 

book, Hooper, was published by HarperCollins in February of 

2018.
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