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Delilah Foster 

Hutchinson, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

The Stars 

 

Among the planets 

In clouds of gas and dust 

In a variety of temperatures 

In a variety of brightnesses 

Clumped together in constellations 

They are blue, white, yellow, orange, red, brown 

The Stars 
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MarJwok Owar Ojha 

Worthington, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

The Path 

 

I dream of a path, a beautiful path, a path that would always last 

With bushes of flowers with the smell of citrus and the path 

such a long distance. 

Birds flying and a light breeze. 

You can smell the honey from the bees. 

A rocky road, with pebbles and stones. 

People on hikes and picnics, on the ground I see the twigs 

and sticks. 

A beautiful light stream of water. 

But still the path goes farther. 

And many different kinds of fish, you can hear the waterfall 

going splash splish. 

You can hear many animals 

And kids playing so laughable. 

And grass as green as you’ve ever seen. 

The sunset comes from colors light as day to dark as night. 

And then I say, “Oh Boy!” a campsite! 

The water glistens with light and the grasshoppers chirp with 

a good night! 
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Royalle Siedschlag 

Slayton, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Airplane, Airplane 

 

Airplane, airplane so shiny white 

You make me smile, even though I am backed in tight. 

 

Airplane, airplane you’re like a big white car 

You carry people from near and far. 

 

Airplane, airplane so high in the sky 

I’ll miss you, airplane, so I say goodbye. 
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Eden Pulkrabek 

Hutchinson, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

The Music Box 

 

ate! Wake up!” Alice yelled, shaking her bed.    

“It’s…Our…Birthday!!” 

 “Ughhh,” Kate groaned, sitting up. “Yeah, I think I 

know that. But did you have to wake me up at 6:00?” 

 “Of course I did!” Alice screamed back. 

 “Alice, shush!! You’re going to wake up the whole 

town!” Kate whispered to her. 

 “Guys, go back to bed!” Mom said tiredly walking into 

our room. She was wearing her regular, baggy, oversized, 

gray sweatpants that she wore when she was at home. 

 “I was sleeping perfectly fine until Alice had to come 

and scream in my ear….” Kate trailed off, snuggling back 

into her warm bed. 

 “Alice…what are we going to do with you?” Mom 

muttered. 

“Okay, okay, I’ll get back in bed! Geez, why are you so 

mad?!” Alice shrieked, climbing into her bed. 

“SHHHHH!!!!!” Mom and Kate whisper-yelled at the 

same time. 

“Sorry!!!” Alice exclaimed, closing her eyes as she 

snuggled into her bed. 

“Go back to sleep,” Mom said, kissing both of their 

foreheads. “Love you both.” 

“Love you, too!” they both whispered. 

Then Mom turned the lights out, shut the door, and 

disappeared off into the dark hallway. 

 

*    *     * 

“K 
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Kate woke up again at about 8:30, which she thought 

was reasonable enough. As she trudged down the stairs, she 

saw Alice working on a puzzle, which was clearly too easy 

for her. 

“Finished it again. That’s only the 16th time this morning 

I’ve finished it,” she mumbled to herself. Then, Alice 

noticing Kate said, “Hi, Kate.” But it came out like a sad 

grumble. 

“Why do you sound so sad?” Kate asked her. Alice was 

always happy. What was making her so sad? After all, it was 

her birthday. Birthdays are a time to celebrate, not to be sad! 

“I have some bad news. Our party was cancelled due to 

a bad snowstorm today!” Alice moaned. “Now I won’t get 

any presents!!” She was practically bawling now. 

“Oh no! So what are we going to do for our birthday?” 

Kate said. 

“Mom said that all of the people—in our family—are 

bringing their presents for us—before the snowstorm hits.” 

Alice’s words were choppy because she was crying so hard.  

“At least we will get some presents,” Kate said, trying to 

stay positive. 

“I guess…” Alice whispered, considering it. 
 

*     *     * 
 
Later that day, the presents got to their house. There 

were Barbies, Calico Critters, and much more. One present 

they got was weird, though. Their Great Aunt Kelly had 

given it to them. It was a music box from Paris! They didn’t 

know what to say. It was an…interesting present. 

“It’s an old fashioned music box,” Great Aunt Kelly told 

them. 

“Uhm….Thanks?!” said Alice, picking up the box and 

studying it carefully.  
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Soon the present drop-off ended, and everyone rushed 

home before the storm hit. 

“What a weird present! A music box?! Seriously?!” 

Alice bellowed. 

“Hey, Alice, you be nice. Your great aunt spent money 

on that! I actually think it’s cool!” their mom said. 

“What’s cool about a boring music box?!” Alice said. 

Mom sighed and walked upstairs. 
 

*     *     * 

That night, Alice couldn’t fall asleep. 

“Kaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaate,” Alice said in Kate’s ear. 

Kate work up. “Really, Alice? I was sleeping, if you 

couldn’t tell,” Kate said, tiredly. 

“I can’t sleep,” said Alice. 

“That’s none of my business,” said Kate. 

“Hmph,” said Alice. She walked over to her dresser. The 

music box was sitting there. She picked it up and turned the 

crank on the side. Immediately, soft, beautiful music started 

playing. The room turned into a big, orange, glowing hole. 

Before Alice had a chance to scream, she and everything in 

her room was pulled into the glowing hole.  
 

*     *     * 

Thonk. Alice and Kate fell onto a grassy patch. 

“WHERE ARE WE!?!” Alice shrieked. 

“HOW WOULD I KNOW?!” Kate hollered. 

“Hmph!” Alice said, stomping her foot. 

They stood up and walked. Where they landed was behind 

a brick building, so they walked to the front. They couldn’t 

read the sign in the front of it. The sign read: “Le Tache 

Douce.” They walked inside. There were sweet smells of 

Granny Smith apples and buttery pastries. 

“This must be some kind of bakery,” said Alice. 

“Yeah. It smells so good!” said Kate. 
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 “Where do you think we are?” asked Alice. 

“I have no clue,” said Kate. “Let’s go now. We need to 

find out where we are.” 

“But I didn’t get anything to eat here yet! I think we 

should get something from this delicious smelling bakery,” 

said Alice. 

“It’s not like we have money, Alice,” said Kate. 

“Oh yeah,” Alice remembered. “Let me at least look at 

the food.” 

Kate sighed. “Fine,” she said. “Take a look.” 

“Oooooh,” Alice said. “Smells….So….GOOD!” 

Some other people looked at her like she was crazy. 

Alice looked up. “Kate, look at the menu.” 

Kate looked. “That’s definitely not English.” 

“Duh,” Alice said. 

It said, “Pâtisseries aux pommes.” 

“I wonder what they mean,” said Alice curiously. 

“It kind of looks like French,” said Kate. “We read a 

book at school and it had French in it. That’s kinda what it 

looked like.” 

“Now that you say that, it does look kinda French!” said 

Alice. “Maybe we are in France!” 

“But how in the world would we have got to France?!” 

“I don’t know,” said Alice. “But what other place would 

have this much French stuff?!” 

“Whatever. Let’s go now,” called Kate, heading toward 

the door. 

“Okay,” Alice agreed. She took one more big, sweet 

smelling whiff of the bakery and headed out. 
 

*     *     * 

“I bet we are in France. Take a look around,” said Kate. 

“Mmhmm. This is France,” said Alice. “No doubt about 

it.”  
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Around them, lots of people were walking down the 

sidewalk. 

“Excusez-moi!” people called, shoving through the 

crowded sidewalk. 

“That’s French!” Alice hollered. 

“Yep,” said Kate. 

People were pointing at buildings and talking to each 

other. 

“Wow, regarde celui-là!” someone said, pointing at a 

building. 

They walked a little more. Something very large was 

ahead of them.  

“What’s that?” Alice asked, pointing at it. 

“I don’t know,” said Kate. “Let’s go look.” 

Once they got closer, it came into view. 

“It’s the Eiffel Tower!” exclaimed Kate, pointing. 

“Wow!” said Kate. The tower was gigantic. 

“Let’s get closer!” said Alice. 

They walked up to it. It was bigger than they ever 

thought it would be. It was too tall to comprehend. 

“Let’s go up!” cried Alice. 

“I bet you have to pay,” said Kate. 

They looked over and saw a big sign standing in front of 

the tower. It had words in French, but under the French it 

was translated into English: Today Only! Visit the top of the 

Eiffel Tower for 100% Free! 

“Look!” said Alice. “It’s free and only today. We have 

to go!” 

“Fine. But sometime soon it’s gonna be morning at 

home, and Mom and Dad are going to freak out when they 

come to wake us up and we’re not there.” 

“I know. But how are we gonna get home?” 

“I have an idea.” 

There was a long silence. 
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“Can we go see the tower now?” said Alice. 

“Yes. Let’s go,” agreed Kate. 

They walked closer. 

“Le Conseil d′administration! Le Conseil d′administration! 

Board here! Board here!” someone with a French accent said. 

“That’s where we board,” said Kate. 

“What do we board?!” said Alice. 

“Duh, the big elevator!” said Kate. “How else would we 

get to the top?” 

“That’s true…” said Alice, walking toward the giant 

elevator. It had big glass walls all around it. 

They finally stepped onto the elevator. Soon, the elevator 

trusted up until they were way off the ground.  

“This is so scary…” said Kate, peeking out the glass wall. 

“I don’t like it!” 

“I’m not scared! This is cool!” yelled Alice. 

They went up, up, up, higher and higher. It felt like they 

were going up forever. They height made Kate shiver. Soon the 

elevator came to an abrupt stop and people started filing out 

onto a large balcony. Kate looked down. The height was 

amazingly scary. 

“It feels like we’re in the clouds!” exclaimed Kate. “It feels 

like we’re in a rocket ship way above the clouds.” 

They walked around the balcony. It was too amazing to 

explain. After a long while of staring at the great height, they 

took the elevator back down. The ride down was much less 

scary than up. Down, down, down they went, until they landed 

safely on the ground. They walked off. It felt weird to walk on 

the ground after being up so high.  

“That was so cool!” said Alice once they hopped off the 

elevator. 

“Yeah!” said Kate. 

They walked around the city again. They decided to go 

into a small gift shop. While looking around, Alice found a 
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music box that looked exactly like the one from their Great 

Aunt Kelly.  

“Kate, this looks like the music box from Great Aunt 

Kelly, doesn’t it?” asked Alice. 

“Oh yeah, it does!” said Kate. It had the same small, black, 

old-looking Eiffel Tower on the side. “See if it sounds the 

same,” said Kate after studying the box.  

Alice began to turn the small crank on the side, when 

suddenly….a big, glowing, orange hole appeared on one of the 

walls of the gift shop. 

“Alice, it’s the hold again!!” said Kate, amazed.  

“We’re going hooooome!” cried Alice right before she and 

her sister were pulled into the glowing hole. 
 

*     *     * 

Thonk. Alice and Kate landed on the soft carpet of their 

bedroom. 

“Home again!” whispered Kate, looking at the clock. “And 

it’s only 4:00 a.m.!” She started to get back into bed.  

“Wait!” whispered Alice. “What should I do with this?” 

She held up the music box from the gift shop. “I held it on the 

way home. Mom will be confused if she saw that it duplicated 

overnight!” 

“Put it in the bottom of our closet, in that box no one 

opens. The one Mom put our birth certificates in a long time 

ago,” said Kate. 

“Okay,” answered Alice, quietly opening the closet door 

and slipping the music box into the box.  
 

*    *     * 

“Kate,” whispered Alice. “Were we actually in Paris last 

night?” 

“Yup,” said Alice, rubbing her eyes and hopping into bed. 

“We sure were.” 

 



24 

Alden Klassen 

Mountain Lake, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Trelin the Toad 

 

ne day on the Klassen farm, there was a toad named 

Trelin. Trelin is chubby, but also fast. Trelin has been 

around for a long time; he is quite old. But this is the first 

spring that he noticed a young boy named Bob. Bob plays 

with his cats and dog, and he also likes to throw the football 

and kick the soccer ball around. Trelin wants to be friends with 

Bob. 

On a sunny day Trelin and his frog friends start to make 

a slingshot to shoot Trelin up to a nest. He really wants to get 

Bob’s attention. Right as Bob came outside, Trelin and his 

frog friends finished putting on the rubber band. He and his 

friends shot right into the nest. When Trelin got up he started 

yelling as loud as a small frog can yell. Then out of the 

corner of his eye, he saw a bird coming. The bird knocked 

him off the nest, and he fell into a pile of leaves. Then he 

thought and thought, but he couldn’t think of another way to 

get Bob’s attention. 

The next day Bob was playing soccer, and his mom said, 

“It’s time to mow the lawn!”  

Bob started mowing, and Trelin hopped in front of the 

lawn mower and yelled as loud as he could, “BOB! 

But…Bob couldn’t hear him over the loudness of the lawn 

mower. In fact, he almost got run over, but he laid as flat as 

he could under the blades as they passed over him. The 

blades just missed his belly. Trelin just couldn’t think of a 

way to get Bob’s attention.  

That same day, Bob’s dog saw Trelin. The dog chased 

him all around. After a while, Bob came out and yelled for 

O 
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his dog. The dog came running, so Trelin was safe again. 

Still, Trelin just couldn’t think of how to get Bob’s attention. 

He went over to the payloader’s tire and yelled so loud that 

both the cat and dog heard it and came barking and 

meowing. Dad and Bob were heading over to the payloader. 

They got in and started driving. Oh, no….Trelin came so 

close to getting run over. Trelin went back to his home 

frightened and discouraged. 

Three days later, Trelin tried one more thing to get 

Bob’s attention. While Bob was petting his cat, Trelin 

hopped up to him, and the cat tried to eat him, but Bob 

finally saw him and picked him right up before the cat had 

him for lunch. 

Three weeks later, a semi rolled onto the yard. Trelin 

wasn’t looking and the truck driver didn’t see the tiny frog 

and almost hit him. But Bob saw and came to the rescue. He 

kicked the soccer ball and hit Trelin in the back. That 

knocked Trelin out of the way, and the soccer ball got run 

over instead of Trelin. Whew! Bob rushed over and picked 

Trelin up to see if he was okay. He was just fine, but a bit 

winded from being hit with the ball. Bob brought him into 

the house and told his siblings the whole story of how he met 

Trelin and saved him from becoming a squished frog. After 

all of that, Trelin and Bob became the best of friends.  
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Sawyer Wick 

Hutchinson, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

The Penguin 

 

ne day while I was getting off the bus, my brother 

Nathan asked me if I would help him write a poem for 

this girl at school that he likes. I told him no, I had a lot of 

homework to do. When we walked in the door to our old 

creepy house on Sander Street, my mom was standing there 

with a big smile on her face. She asked me, “Susie, how 

would you like to go to Antarctica?” 

I stood there speechless. Penguins are my favorite 

animal in the world, so I wouldn’t miss a chance to see one. 

My brother was not happy about it though; he doesn’t like 

the cold. I told her “yes” and asked her when we were going 

to leave. She told us as soon as your dad gets home, so you 

better get packing. 

I went up to my room and packed all of my stuffed 

animals and other random things into my suitcase. I brought 

my suitcase into the living room. My mom asked me what I 

was doing with all these things and told me to go pack some 

clothes. I went back up to my room and got rid of most of 

my stuffed animals and pack clothes instead. My brother 

came downstairs all ready to go. My dad came home and 

packed his things, and we headed to the airport in his rusty, 

old pickup.  

We went through all the airport security and headed to 

the food area to get supper. After we ate, we went to our gate 

to wait for our flight. There was one other person going to 

Antarctica, a photographer, who wanted to get some pictures 

of the animals that live there. A woman came and told us that 

we could board the plane; we had first class seats because 

O 
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there was almost nobody else on the plane. When the plane 

took off, my ears popped, and after a while I fell asleep. But 

Nathan took advantage of first class and kept ordering food. 

When we landed, I put on my winter clothes and went to 

get our bags. Then we went outside; it was freezing. We 

went to probably the only hotel in Antarctica. Our room was 

on the third floor. After we unpacked, Nathan and I went to 

check out the swimming pool.  

On the way there, we saw a map. It showed that they 

had a pancake bar, a sauna, and an arcade. When we got to 

the pool, we were amazed by what we saw. It wasn’t a pool; 

it was a water park, and it was amazing! I went into the hot 

tub, but Nathan went to the diving board. When he jumped 

off, he yelled, “Yippee!” and made a huge splash. We went 

back to our room where we watched the movie, “Home 

Alone 2.” Then we went to bed. 

When I woke up, I went to the pancake bar and ate until 

I was stuffed. After I ate, I decided to go for a walk outside, 

and it was freezing. I got lost and went to a nearby cave. 

Inside, I saw penguin bones and then heard a growl. I turned 

around a saw a huge penguin. It had a cut on its side that 

looked infected. The penguin came towards me but didn’t 

hurt me. He looked scared, so I petted him, and he wrapped 

his flippers around me. I stayed for a while and then headed 

back to the hotel; it wasn’t too far away. 

Later that day, I told my brother about the penguin. He 

didn’t believe me. My parents had booked us a sightseeing 

tour. I saw all kinds of penguins: baby ones, big ones, and 

really fluffy ones. It was cool! When we got back, I went 

into the sauna. I thought of the penguin and decided to go 

back and visit him. I went to our room, got my winter clothes 

on, and walked outside. 

When I got to the cave the penguin was asleep, so I 

woke him. When he saw me he ran to the back of his cave 
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and grabbed something. He handed it to me, and it was a 

rock that said, “Best Friends.” Just then my brother poked 

his head into the cave.  

“Hah,” he said. “I’m telling Mom and Dad.” 

“Nathan, please don’t tell them; they’ll call the police!” 

I said.  

Nathan ran out of the cave. I told the penguin that I 

would be back, and then I chased after Nathan. I tackled him 

just outside the hotel. He got back up and ran inside. By the 

time I got to the room my mom and dad were already on the 

phone with the police. When they got off the phone and told 

me the cops were going to capture the penguin, I started 

crying. My mom and dad came over to comfort me, but I 

told them, “Get away from me.” I got up, ran out the door, 

and headed for the cave. 

By the time I got there the police had already arrived. I 

went into the cave, and there the penguin was, pinned up 

against the back wall by police officers. One of them took a 

feather from the penguin. 

I yelled, “Stop, he did not hurt anyone. You can’t just 

take him like that.” 

“Yes we can. We have orders from the governor,” said 

one of the officers.  

Then my mom and dad came into the cave with Nathan 

and told the officers to let the penguin go. The officer told us 

that it is too dangerous for a penguin like this to be in the 

wild.  

“It looks like he has an infection,” said a doctor that had 

come with the police. “I will need to give him a shot so that 

he returns to his normal size.” 

When the doctor finished, the police put the penguin in 

the truck. Before they left I went into the truck and said, “If 

you take him, you have to take me.” 
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“Move out of the way, little girl. We need to take him to 

the lab,” said the doctor. 

“No,” I told them. “He’s my friend.” 

They said that if I didn’t move, I would be in a lot of 

trouble. Then, they tried to grab me, but I got away.  

“Fine,” said one of the officers. “If we let him stay here, 

you have to promise to never tell anyone about this.” 

“Deal,” I said, and my mom and dad agreed. 

After the police left, I talked to the penguin and told him 

that he wouldn’t see me again because I had to go home. He 

looked sad, but he was fine with it. I hugged him, said 

goodbye, and then left. 

When I got back to the hotel, I went to bed because we 

were going to leave early the next morning to go home. 

When I woke up, we went to the airport, boarded the plane, 

and flew home. That night while I was in bed, I thought 

about the amazing vacation that I had gone on and about the 

way that I missed my friend the penguin. I looked over at the 

rock that he had given me and realized that it was truly the 

best vacation ever.  
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Grades 3 & 4 
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Royalle Siedschlag 

Slayton, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Angels in the Barn 

 

t was a cloudy, cold day in October. My mom was feeding 

the cats in the tack room. She thought I would be safe to 

leave me alone for just a second. In our big, old barn, there 

were these tall, metal, heavy, black gates. They were usually 

tied, but that day they weren’t. 

At the age of eighteen months I really liked cats and 

wanted to see them, so I decided to climb the gate. Then, 

almost instantly, the gate fell. It fell right on top of me. As I 

was lying there, my mom came out to find me there on the 

barn floor with the gate on top of me. She quickly pulled the 

gate off of me and picked me up and cradled me in her arms. 

I didn’t make a sound. I was just quiet and still.  

The important questions needed some answers. Was I 

hurt? Was I able to walk? I could have had a crushed chest, 

broken legs, or I could have had a major concussion and 

much more. But I just had bruised legs. There was no 

explanation of how I wasn’t hurt worse. From that day on, I 

have always believed that there were angels in the barn.  
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Alison Lauinger 

Hutchinson, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Pets 

 

Can I get a pet 

Said five year old Bet 

I want a pet that’s perfect for me 

How about a pet that can fly or flee 

I like this one with the yellow feathers 

I like this soft kitten that purrs 

Can I get the one in the corner that’s grey 

I think this one is perfect for play 

It’s nice and quiet 

Never bites too 

I love my new pet 

My pet rock, Blue 
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Brennen Thooft 

Lynd, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Pokémon Pocket Monsters 

 

Most people don’t understand these creatures, 

But I’m infatuated with all their features. 

From Pikachu to Ampharos, 

Mew, Mewtwo, and Gyarados. 

Some are fast and some are slow, 

Some use nasty plot 

And some beat them right on the spot. 

Whether you’re a newbie or a pro, 

Just keep battling and your skills will grow. 
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Addison Kosel 

Hutchinson, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Olivia Schmidt 

 

Freckled face and sassy soul 

Her joy is out of my control 

Her anger rises from within 

But joy is on her outer skin 

Her smile’s bright, she’s very pretty 

Her mind is sharp and very witty 

She is strong and loves to dance 

Shame on those who don’t give her a chance 

Got in a fight, our shouts blasted 

Only 12 minutes it had lasted 

Moved in after Harbarth’s did 

Now our fighting is forbid 

Little brother to dismay 

Every summer day we play 

Houses made of cardboard box 

Stuff toy “Fay” who is a fox 

Lives across the street from me 

Fills my heart with lots of glee 

Her definition is “Great Friend” 

I’ll be with her to the end 

She has great kindness and good wit 

My gosh, she is Olivia Schmidt 
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Grades 5 & 6 
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Iris Donner 

Raymond, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Traumatized 

 

onday!” I grumbled. “No. Why Monday? I mean, 

come on!” I crawled out of bed. BANG! What was 

that, I thought. Then it clicked. I was the bang…on the floor. 

I had tripped over my favorite book from my older sister 

titled Little Miss Disaster. It is about a girl named Sarah and 

her recipe for disaster. It’s the one in which she kidnaps the 

neighbor’s beloved dog, Fluffy. Sarah wanted to prove to her 

parents that she was a responsible pet owner, so thinking it 

needed to be groomed, she shaved the poor pet. By the time 

she returned the dog, Fluffy wasn’t so fluffy anymore. 

Anyway, I’m Samantha Hope Jones. My friends call me 

Sam, though. This was just the beginning of the worst, most 

devastating, terrible, nightmare of a day…ever. 

“Ow!” I groaned, as I checked for bruises. 

“Sam! Time to get ready for school!” my mom shouted 

up in her high, squeaky voice. She only had that high, 

squeaky voice when we were running really, really late. 

“Okay, Mom!” I yelled down. “Ow…that really hurt,” I 

said as I moaned my way to the bathroom. When I looked in 

the mirror, I gasped. Could it be? No, is that gum stuck in 

my hair? And not just any piece of gum either. Was that my 

record chewing gum? Not my record gum! But there was no 

doubt about it. That was definitely my record chewing gum. 

We had watched Charlie and the Chocolate Factory the 

other night, and I was determined to beat Violet’s gum 

chewing record. (Word of advice: I wouldn’t recommend 

chewing gum while sleeping. Lesson learned, I guess.) I 

didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to say. I had to 

“M 
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think fast. I could shave my head, but I didn’t want to turn 

out like poor, ol’ Fluffy. Eureka! I’d just wear my new 

baseball cap! It was the most brilliant idea since…well, since 

microwave popcorn! 

“Samantha Hope! Get down here now. You’re gonna be 

late!” yelled Mom. 

“Okay, Mom!” I answered back down. 

I quickly got dressed in my favorite t-shirt. It read, “I’m 

a prickly one.” It had a big cactus on it. My sister’s best 

friend left it at our house a couple years ago, and she never 

came back to claim it. Probably because I stuffed it in the 

back of my drawer until the glorious day I could wear it. 

Hashtag FindersKeepers. My mom did not like that shirt one 

bit. But if she wanted me to go fast, that was the one I was 

wearing, beings it was on the top of the heaping pile. I put on 

my cap and my favorite pants with the butterflies on them 

and ran downstairs as fast as I could. 

“Morning, Mom!” I said, shoving my face with an 

untoasted Pop-Tart. I grabbed my backpack and rushed out 

the door. “Bye, Mom!” 

“Do you have to wear that shirt?” she groaned in 

disgust. “Oh! And I forgot…” I didn’t hear the rest. I was 

already gone. 

By the time I got to the bus stop, it was too late. I looked 

at the big clock tower behind the church. It was past 7:30. 

The bus was history. So, I sprinted as fast as I could to get to 

school on time. By the time I got to school, Mr. Allen, my 

homeroom teacher, was taking attendance. 

“Glad you could join us, Miss Jones,” he announced, 

louder than he had to. Then he handed me a small, pink piece 

of paper.  

Perfect! Just what I needed, a tardy slip. Two more 

strikes would earn me detention. 
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“Grades fourth through sixth come down to the cafeteria 

for pictures,” proclaimed the principle on the intercom. 

Pictures?! I bet that’s what my mom was trying to tell 

me as I was running out the door! Great! If I had known it 

was picture day, I wouldn’t have worn this outfit! My last 

two years of school pictures were horrible, and I wanted this 

year to be different! Also, there was this cute guy in my class 

named Theodore, but everyone called Theo. I was trying to 

impress him. But now…*gulp*! 

“Okay, fifth graders. Let’s take some pictures,” Mr. 

Allen said in a dreadful tone. He’s not a very enthusiastic 

guy. 

“Hey, would you like to get some fro-yo after school 

today?” Theo asked me as we started lining up. 

Obviously, I said, “Sure.” I was so cool on the outside, 

but on the inside was screaming so excitedly that my 

eyeballs practically fell out of my skull. Thank goodness for 

the optic nerve that anchored them in place. 

When it was my turn, the photographer said in his thick, 

French accent, “No, this will not do.” 

I could tell that he was upset about what I was wearing. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I had a rough morning.” 

“Rough morning is right,” mumbled the photographer. It 

was quite rude of him, actually, but he is French.  

“Never fear; I am here!” he said holding up the most 

hideous sweater I had ever seen in my life. It was so ugly I 

nearly said hello to my untoasted Pop-Tart again. Plus, it was 

so itchy it felt like it was made from a sheep that had 

chickenpox. 

“Your hat,” said the photographer. Then I remember the 

gum. I couldn’t take off my hat. I thought quickly and turned 

the hat backwards. Snap! And the picture was over. 

Later that afternoon, I met my friend Joy at the lunch 

table.  
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“Honestly, today has been the worst day ever!” I shared, 

detailing my morning thus far. 

“Yup! That is the worst day ever!” Joy agreed. She was 

laughing so hard I was certain that milk was going to shoot 

right out of her nose! But it didn’t. Another disappointment 

today. 

“Hey, not funny,” I said irritated. Joy has been my best 

friend ever since I could remember. She’s always there and 

always will be. She gets me. 

“So you really got gum stuck in your hair?” she asked 

with astonishment. 

“Yeah, you want to see?” She nodded her head in 

enthusiasm. I reached up to take off the cap, but it was stuck.  

“Heh,” I laughed. Actually, I was so nervous that I had a 

lump in my throat. 

“Um, please tell me that your hat is just a little too 

tight,” Joy said dramatically. 

“It fit this morning,” I said, struggling now to get the 

cap off of my head. “You better get the lunch monitor,” I 

said trying to yank it off again. By now I was frustrated, 

angry, and mortified. Then I practically fainted because I 

was so scare of what would happen next. The gum! It was 

stuck to my hat, which was stuck to my hair! 

“This day can’t get any worse!” I yelled in frustration. 

Finally, the lunch monitor and Joy came over. The monitor 

stared in disbelief. 

“Oh dear! Let’s get you to the nurse’s office right 

away,” the monitor stated with a hint of fear. This only 

confirmed that I was definitely in a sticky situation. 

When I got to the nurse’s office, she pulled the hat far 

enough away from my head to coat the gum with some 

peanut butter. 
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“I don’t know how that could help,” I thought. The 

peanut butter reminded me that I was hungry, and my tray of 

food may not be there when I return to the cafeteria. 

The nurse gave one last swift yank of the hat. Ow! 

Clearly she didn’t get the peanut butter on ALL of the gum. 

It felt like an electric shock as the hair was ripped from my 

scalp! By now the nurse was just as frustrated as I was, so 

she sent me back to class with my now, mostly gum-free, 

hat. 

I rushed into class and took my seat while most of my 

classmates were snickering at me. Just as I was getting 

settled in my seat, the bell rang signaling the end of class. 

Really?! I missed the whole class? Now I had homework. 

How wonderful! 

We all went to our lockers and then hurried to our next 

class. The tardy bell rang, and everyone stopped talking. Mr. 

Sanders, the science teacher, got up to the front of the room 

and cleared his throat, “Pop quiz, fifth graders; it’s on the 

ocean.” 

Everyone groaned at the thought of a whole, new, long, 

boring, pointless science lesson. I mean who needs to know 

how to make water? That’s not for me to make, plus the 

ingredients are microscopic, so…yeah. I looked at the 

science quiz that was being passed back to me. It was 

thick…really thick. I groaned. 

“How’d it go?” Joy leaned over and whispered. 

“How’d what go?” 

“Oh, y’know, just the biggest part of your day that set 

panic for everyone. Did you even get the gum out?” 

“First of all, it didn’t set panic for everyone, and second, 

not all of it. We tried, but—“ I was cut off by none other 

than Mr. Sanders. And, of course, Joy had gone back to her 

test just in time. 
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“Miss Jones, I’d prefer you’d not talk to people who are 

trying to take a quiz.” Joy had sweat running down her 

forehead. And then he handed me another little, pink slip. 

Strike two.  

“Finish up, before you get another little, pink gift for not 

participating.” 

I hurried as quick as I could, but I didn’t get all of the 

test done before the bell rang. Yay, more homework. When 

we were in the halls heading to our next class, I ran into Joy. 

I didn’t speak to her, hoping it would make her feel guilty, 

but I really wasn’t that mad at her. 

 Luckily, the next class was the last class of the day—

math with Ms. Green. “Mean Ms. Green” is what we call 

her, but hopefully she didn’t live up to her nickname today. 

“Now who knows thirteen squared?” she asked. I knew 

the answer. “Yes, Miss Jones,” she nodded.  

“One hundred and sixty-nine,” I answered. 

“Correct,” she replied. 

Just when I was finally feeling accomplished, Mara 

passed me a note, and all my classmates’ eyes were 

prompting me to pass it to Jimmy. I was just about to pass 

the note when Mr. Green startled me and grabbed the note. 

She read it aloud. It said: 

I see London, I see France, I see Ms. Green’s underpants. 

So guess who got her third pink slip? Even though I 

didn’t event write the note. If I were to write a note about 

Ms. Green, it certainly would have been more intelligent and 

definitely more creative. Hello detention. Goodbye date with 

Theo. 

After the last school bell, everyone headed home while I 

trudged to detention. I thought maybe if I walked slow 

enough I would miss it. Wrong. I was late, but that would 

cost me. Mr. Buff, no pun intended, was the gym teacher and 

the detention teacher, but he had an appointment, so we had 
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the librarian instead. Her name was Mrs. Doubt Worthy, and 

she was way more strict than Mr. Buff. She had given more 

detention slips than any other teacher in the history of the 

school. I peeked my head through the detention door.  

“Ahhh, I’m so glad you decided to join us, Samantha. If 

you hadn’t, well, that would have cost you greatly. However, 

you did miss the first three minutes, so you have to have 

thirty minutes added to your time. Everyone, you will write 

“I will not be a juvenile delinquent” one hundred times. 

BEGIN! Oh, also, if anyone complains, fifty more added to 

your original sentences.” 

Everyone was quiet and went straight to writing. Mrs. 

Doubt Worthy pulled out some papers to work on—taxes or 

something. We were all hungry, tired, and wanting to do 

anything else but detention right now. Unfortunately, my 

writing hand started to cramp. My hand really hurt, but it 

wasn’t the cramp that bothered me. It was how I got 

detention in the first place. I kept thinking about how my day 

had gone. I was so mad, and I felt like punching someone! I 

was going crazy, and hearing Mrs. Doubt Worthy do her 

papers reminded me of the homework and several sentences 

I had left to do. 

After detention, I walked home, kicking rocks as I went, 

frustrated that I had to ditch my very first date. When I got 

home, Skipper, my dog, greeted me at the door with wet 

licks and kisses, but I just didn’t feel like playing with her 

today. “Please get out of the way, Skip!” I said as I ran in the 

house with tears running down my cheeks. I was sick and 

tired of being accused, being humiliated, and having good, 

old-fashioned bad luck. 

“Hi, honey,” Mom said. I didn’t answer her. I could tell 

she had had a long day, too. She had big, dark circles under 

her eyes. I ran upstairs and slammed the door so hard that the 
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house shook. Then, I slammed my face into my pillow and 

started bawling. 

“Hey, what’s the matter?” my mom asked as she slightly 

opened the door.  

I looked up from my pillow, my eyes red and tears 

streaming down my face.  

“Nothing,” I replied. “I didn’t get gum stuck in my hair. 

Or sent to detention for something that wasn’t my fault. I 

didn’t take a terrible school picture. Or miss my first date 

having Fro-Yo with Theo. Nothing is wrong,” I answered 

sarcastically, and clearly traumatized as I realized I just 

blurted out my crush’s name to my mom.  

“Oh, honey.” She sat on my bed and wrapped me in a 

giant bear hug that was warm and reassuring. 

“My day hasn’t been great either.” She looked at me and 

said, “After you left, things went downhill. Your little 

brother woke up in a rough mood and wouldn’t listen to any 

of my directions, so we were late for daycare, which pushed 

back my entire day, and that meant I was late to pick up your 

little brother. When I showed up, he was running around in 

his underwear wearing an Indian feather headdress, running 

circles around his poor, exhausted daycare lady. He was 

uncontrollable!” 

We both burst out laughing. Then she put her hand on 

my lap and said, “Now, let’s get the rest of that gum out of 

your hair.” 

And so we did. It hurt, and there were a few yanks and 

pulls, but we figured it out. By the time my dad got home, I 

wa back to myself again. That’s just the way my mom is. 

She’s pretty cool like that. 

“Hello, everyone!” Dad said in his “radio” voice. I think 

my dad’s life mission is to try and make me laugh. Soon 

after Dad came, I had a big surprise. 

“Jenna!” I shouted in excitement. 
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Jenna is my big sister, and I was happy to see her. I 

don’t get to see her too often because she’s in college and 

she also has a real job (as asssitant supervisor at Old Navy). 

So when she does come home I have a huge party on the 

inside. 

“Hey, little sis!” She was happy to see me, too. 

Soon it was dinner, and Mom had made my favorite, 

chicken pot pie. When we all sat down around the table, Dad 

asked us all how our day went. I told them all about my day. 

Everything! From the bus to the bubble gum to detention and 

even about Theo. As I told them about my day, my family 

and I laughed and laughed until our tummies hurt. Earlier I 

thought my day was awful, but as I was telling my family 

about it, it seemed more funny then frustrating.  

“Wait, who’s Theo?” asked my dad. “You were asked 

out? And what’s Fro-Yo?” 

“It’s frozen yogurt, and you know what? I’m getting 

tired. I’d better head to bed,” I said trying to avoid my dad’s 

comment. 

“Yeah, but who’s Theo?” Dad asked again. 

“Good niiight, Dad!” 

After I got ready for bed, Jenna read a couple chapters 

of Little Miss Disaster to me. She closed the book and said, 

“I think it’s time to end the day for you. G’night…..Fluffy,” 

she said in a teasing tone. 

“Yep, it’s time to end the day.” I snuggled into the 

covers, shut off the light and went to bed. I was so relieved 

that tomorrow was a new day. 
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Impossible is Possible 

 

o you know that feeling? When you think your life 

can’t get any worse? Well, Kai Rodriguez, a twelve 

year old, sixth grade student, felt worse than that. All his 

friends had betrayed and ignored him, while his parents, who 

also ignored him, acted like popularity was the most 

important thing that could happen to a kid. After school, he 

would go to his room and read for hours. Reading, in a way, 

saved him. Even though Kai had a nice, luscious, green lawn 

and a house three times bigger than his family needed, he 

still felt incomplete. 

One day, in his room, a book on his dusty shelf started 

to glow. It glowed brighter and brighter until Kai’s curiosity 

got the better of him. The book’s name, in fact, was Magic 

Lands. When Kai got closer to the book, he felt something 

rub against his back, and suddenly, wind started to blow. He 

whipped around so fast that he knocked over a desk lamp 

that he used for reading. It crashed loudly as the glass 

shattered, and the light bulb popped out. Oddly, the light 

didn’t stop shining. It shone brighter and brighter like the 

book had. Kai was confused. He couldn’t understand what 

was happening. He turned back around and walked toward 

the book again. It was shining as bright as before but not 

getting brighter. It was like light that came from 

nothing…yet it was something. 

When Kai got to the book, it exploded! The explosion 

was so loud that he thought his parents might hear. But why 

would they care? The only reason they would come up to his 

room in the first place would be to see if he was dead. They 

D 
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probably would be glad if he was. No more disgrace to the 

family. 

But wait. The book was gone, and nothing else was 

damaged. Not even a scratch on himself. There wasn’t any 

black from gunpowder or anything else. In its place was a 

dim, emerald green glow. When Kai touched the glow, he 

instantly flew into oblivion and, as far as he knew, another 

world. 

Falling. That is what Kai felt while in the supposed, new 

world. Although he couldn’t see anything, he sensed that he 

was almost to the ground. He couldn’t understand why he 

felt this way, but he thought it had something to do with 

magic. He had always wanted to do magic. He thought he 

would never be able to do it, but somehow, he felt that this 

might be a once in a lifetime opportunity for him to do 

magic. He wanted to take every chance he got so he could 

reach his lifetime goal. Hopefully, he could survive the 

ground. 

As he neared the ground, he slowed down so he 

wouldn’t even get a mark of any kind when he landed. This 

almost surprised Kai, but considering everything that had 

happened before, it didn’t seem to surprise him as much as it 

probably should have. When his feet hit the ground, he felt a 

shock that made him jump. Thankfully, the shock never 

happened again. Kai felt there was no better thing to do than 

explore the world, since it was illogical that he could get 

back home from there, if he would ever get back. He started 

off through the forest he landed in.  

After half an hour, Kai hadn’t found anything but the 

green forest that he had been walking around in for some 

time. All seemed hopeless. He had been just about ready to 

eat before he got sucked into this world, so he was hungry. 

Also, these woods seemed familiar, although he knew he 

hadn’t seen them back in his world. Everything was 
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beginning to creep Kai out, making him feel even more 

uncomfortable. Thinking he couldn’t do much but keep 

walking, he did just that.  

Another half an hour passed, and, to Kai’s surprise, he 

saw a green patch of well cared for grass. This stood as a 

hopeful sign to him, so he moved faster with determination 

in his stride.  

“Hey you,” yelled a voice, which was adding to the new, 

growing hopefulness that he wasn’t used to, but liked. The 

voice was coming from a man starting to walk toward him 

from the other side of the lawn. 

“What are you doing on my lawn?” the man kept 

yelling. 

“Um,” Kai mumbled. “Could you help me? I don’t 

know where I am.” 

“Well, you’re in the great town of Abme,” said the man. 

“I am called Rhett Jenkins. What is your name?” 

“My name is Kai Rodriguez,” said Kai. “Nice to meet 

you.” 

“Well, you are a man of manners,” Rhett stated. “Why 

don’t you come inside and tell me what happened and why 

you are lost?” 

“Thank you, sir,” Kai said. 

“Oh, just call me Rhett,” he said. “I like it better.” 

“Okay,” Kai said. 

Rhett’s house was a nice, plain, and inexpensive house 

that looked welcoming. Kai was confident that Rhett wasn’t 

going to kill him or endanger him in any way. He was so 

sure about this that he planned to use Rhett’s house as a safe 

house should he ever need one. Rhett lead Kai through some 

tree-wallpapered hallways to what looked like a sitting room. 

“So, you were on my lawn, lost, and you don’t seem as 

if you know the town you are in,” Rhett started.  
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“Well, I was in my room, when a book on my shelf 

started to glow. When I walked toward it, it exploded 

without hurting me or making any mark,” started Kai. “Then 

the book was gone, and in its place was a glow of emerald 

green. I touched the green and was sent flying into your 

world. So you probably don’t know me or my parents.” 

“Hmm,” Rhett mumbled. “I know you think that I don’t 

know you, but I think I do. You might understand if I give 

you the details. You are my son. Before you say anything, I 

gave you up for adoption because I couldn’t take care of my 

five children. My wife died having you, so I set you up for a 

temporary adoption. Unfortunately, it was out of this world,” 

Rhett chuckled at his own joke. “Come on, that was funny. 

Wasn’t it?” 

“Um,” Kai said, still shocked with disbelief. “It was, but 

I don’t feel like laughing right now.” 

“I get it,” Rhett said understandingly. “I would feel the 

same way, but I haven’t felt that way before.” 

“So, hi?” Kai said, trying to not feel dumb. This was, 

after all, his dad. 

“Hey, you know what? I have some food I could give 

you. Do you want some?” asked Rhett. 

“Sure, why not?” Kai accepted. “Do you have an extra 

bed I can borrow?” 

“Yeah, one just for you that has never been used,” Rhett 

said. 

“I think I’m going to sleep after I eat so in the morning I 

can think more clearly than I am now,” Kai said, still in 

some state of shock. 

“You might not be able to sleep for long,” Rhett said. 

“The kids will be coming home very soon. The front door 

squeaks a lot, and no one can sleep through them slamming 

doors to their bedrooms. Anyway, they come home from 

school at four. So, sleep well until them.” 
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“Okay,” Kai said.  

After snacking on a weird fruit that looked like a pear 

but tasted like an apple, Kai went to bed for about thirty 

short minutes. That was just enough to clear his head, and he 

was able to think again. Those few moments were 

immediately shattered as his apparent brothers and sisters 

came through the squeaky front door. Those kids, having no 

idea what was about to happen, just went to go play 

wherever they felt like. One outside and two in their rooms. 

One didn’t do either. Kai reluctantly got out of bed, which 

was a feather bed and really comfortable. He saw the boy 

who hadn’t gone outside or in his room. The boy seemed 

only a bit older than himself. 

“Who are you?” asked the boy. 

“I am apparently your brother,” Kai said, not sure if 

Rhett was the type of person to tell his kids this stuff. 

“You are our brother that we’ve been missing?” asked 

the boy. 

“Yeah, I guess,” Kai said. 

“Dad must have told you,” the boy stated. 

“What is your name?” 

“My name is Zaiden. What is yours?” 

“My name is Kai. Would you mind telling me what 

everyone else’s names are?” 

“Not at all. There is Omar, he’s seventeen. Lillian, she’s 

sixteen, and Alexis, she’s twelve.” 

“How old are you?” 

“I’m fourteen. What about you?” 

“Well, I’m almost thirteen. By the way, do you know 

where Rhett is? I want to talk to him.” 

“You can just call him Dad, you know. Anyway, he 

should be in the kitchen. I suppose you know enough of the 

house to get there?” 

“Yeah, I do.” 
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Kai went to the kitchen and found Rhett standing over 

the stove cooking what looked something like lasagna, but 

he didn’t think it was. 

“Hey, uh, Dad,” Kai said, still not sure what to call him. 

“Before I went to bed, I forgot to ask you about my brothers 

and sisters. Zaiden told me their names and ages, but could 

you tell me more?” 

“Zaiden told you? Glad to see you are making progress. 

Omar likes sports, so he is normally outside. Lillian likes to 

use her phone, so she is usually in her room. Zaiden likes 

people, so he likes to bother the girls or play outside with 

Omar. Alexis likes reading, so she is in her room in the attic 

for most of the day. I don’t know what you like to do, so I 

don’t know where you will be most of the time. By the way, 

I called your parents. They said they were worried because 

they didn’t know where you were, although they didn’t 

sound that worried for you, but more so for me. That bothers 

me to think they didn’t care about my son.” 

“I was starting to get that picture while I was with 

them.” 

“That won’t happen here. I wouldn’t ever do that to a 

child. Even if the child wasn’t mine.” 

There was a short pause, and then Rhett spoke again. 

“What do you like to do?” 

“I liked reading in the other world, but I don’t know 

what I will like here. Before I discover that, I’m going to 

meet my real family.” 

Kai went around the house and greeted Omar, Lillian, 

and Alexis. He could almost see himself in them, which was 

weird. For Omar and Lillian, it was awkward, but for Alexis, 

it wasn’t for some reason. Omar’s reaction was gawking as if 

he had grown a second head. Lillian did almost the same, 

except she took it better, but it was hard to explain how. 
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Alexis was the easiest. She just said, “hi” and didn’t gawk or 

gape, but just said a friendly hello. 

“This attic is so cool!” Kai exclaimed. “It doesn’t look 

bat-infested or anything.” 

“Yeah, when we first moved here, this was immediately 

my favorite part of the house,” Alexis said. “I read in here 

about five hours a day. It’s pretty cool.” 

Kai secretly wanted Alexis’ room. It was so cool! Kai 

thought that Alexis, Zaiden, and he were going to have some 

good times here. He was half excited and half scared. He 

would need to see this world with his own eyes, and hoped 

they had cars in this world. They had iPhones, so he thought 

his chances were pretty high. At five o’clock, Kai had 

finished meeting his siblings and got a bit more settled in. He 

also enjoyed whatever dinner was; it was called Abmis. It 

was a mixture of noodles, cheese, meat, and dough. He was 

also getting used to calling Rhett, Dad. He didn’t think his 

life could get better. Even though Omar and Lillian were still 

gawking at him, he didn’t mind too much. Besides, he was 

getting used to it. 

That night, Kai laid in his bed feeling really good about 

his life for once. He felt like all was right in the world. 

Though, all was not right in the world. And Kai “Jenkins” 

was about to find out why. And it was about to happen in 

three, two, one…. 

Crash! The door broke down, but Kai was the only one 

who heard it. He tiptoed to the bedroom door and saw people 

in black that looked like men searching the house. Kai 

couldn’t have had worse luck! He came to his real home, and 

it got broken into! Everyone was going to think he did this. 

He needed proof. While the men weren’t looking, he 

carefully slipped into Lillian’s bedroom and took her phone. 

He planned to take a video of the men. Kai got out of the 
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room and took a quick video. When he was about to put the 

phone down, he was spotted.  

“Hey you,” hissed one man. “What are you doing? Oh, 

come on. Now we are going to have to take him, too. You 

little brat, you’re coming with us.” He pointed to the other 

man. “You go upstairs and get the other hostage.” Kai, on 

second thought, clung onto the phone and hoped that the men 

wouldn’t notice. 

“No, I’m not going with you!” Kai shouted. He was 

trying to wake Rhett or Omar. “I’m not going to go with a 

no-good, grubby thief who was about to steal from my 

family! I am NOT coming with you!” 

“Hey, be quiet,” the person said. 

“NEVER! 

“Hey, who’s here?” said a voice that sounded like Rhett. 

“What is happening? Who are…” Rhett never finished his 

sentence because realization struck him as he came out of his 

bedroom. He found himself looking at the same man that had 

killed his wife. He hadn’t told a soul, and, until now, no one 

had known. 

“You killed my wife,” Rhett sounded furious. “And now 

you threaten my son? You don’t know when to quit.” 

“Jonson!” the man yelled. “Abort the mission! The dad 

has woken up!” The man whose last name was Jonson, came 

running down the stairs holding a kicking and squirming 

Alexis, only to push Kai along with him to the other man. 

“No! Kai, Alexis!” shouted Rhett. He ran at the men 

with all his might, only to be blocked by a third man who 

had hidden in the corner. After about twenty seconds of 

fighting, Rhett lay unconscious on the floor. Kai, with the 

greatest care possible, somehow managed to slide the phone 

a bit away from the men without being noticed. He did this 

just in case his dad forgot. 
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“Dad,” Kai said, almost in disbelief. He was amazed he 

got the phone away and amazed that these men had thought 

of everything. He was going to be held hostage by these 

men. It was sickening. The men pulled Alexis and Kai along 

with them out to the black van. 

“Look what we has here,” said the man with last the 

name of Jonson. “Exactly what we came for and more.” He 

gestured to Kai. 

“Good. Get in,” said the man in the van. Just then, there 

was a bolt of lightning, or, maybe, just light. It knocked out 

two of the men before Kai guessed where it was coming 

from. Alexis? He immediately thought of magic, so he 

assumed that Alexis could use magic. And Kai was correct. 

The third man went down with a struggle but collapsed in the 

end. Alexis was on the ground, staring at her hands. She 

must not have known that she could do this. Kai now knew 

that the impossible is possible, and that his life would be 

more dangerous, more adventuresome, and more magical 

than ever before. And he was ready for it. 

“Please don’t tell him,” Alexis said, with a pleading tone 

in her voice. 

“Don’t tell who what? Don’t tell Dad that you can do 

magic?” asked Kai. 

“No. Don’t tell Dad that we can do magic,” Alexis said. 

“Wait…what!?” asked Kai. “What do you mean by we?” 

“If one twin can do magic, the other twin can do magic,” 

Alexis stated. 

“We’re twins?” Kai asked, still visibly confused. 

“Dad didn’t tell you? That’s surprising,” Alexis said. 

“Promise not to tell?” 

“Yeah, I guess. But why not tell him? Wouldn’t he be 

able to help us?”  

“Because Dad is evil, and he doesn’t even know it. I’ve 

used magic to tell it he’s evil, and he is. I don’t know how 
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though. Someone must have done something to him, but I 

haven’t been able to figure it out yet.” 

“Well, one thing is for sure.” 

“What?” 

“Thinking that my life would be easy from now on was 

a total bust.”  
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Sam Petersen 
Mountain Lake, MN 
3rd Place 

 

 

Hidden in Hopewell 

 

t’s hard being the new kid. Logan knew that all too well as 

he and his parents were moving across the country to 

Hopewell, Virginia. Logan, a 15-year-old boy with green 

eyes and brown hair was not so happy about his parents’ 

decision to move to Virginia. But he was happy for his dad 

who was proud and excited about getting a new promotion at 

work. Leaving behind his friends and years of memories in 

Roseville, California would be difficult. Moving from 

California to Virginia in a 2010 minivan was not an easy task 

either, but after those dreadful 41 hours of driving and 

sleeping at hotels night after night, Logan and his parents 

finally arrived at their new home. 

Logan unlatched the minivan door and rushed out to feel 

the breeze on his face. He was relieved to be out of the van. 

He looked up at the stars glistening in the night sky. There 

were so many city lights in California that Logan had rarely 

seen the stars. It was a beautiful sight. Suddenly he heard his 

mother’s voice. 

“Hey, Logan, do you want to go check out the house 

while your father and I unload the van?” 

“Yeah, sure, Mom,” Logan replied. Without hesitation, 

he rushed into his new home. The house was move-in ready 

with all new furniture and decorations. 

“Maybe this move wasn’t going to be so bad after all,” 

Logan thought. He continued exploring the house until he 

heard the front door bang shut. 

“Logan!” his mother shouted. 

“What, Mom?” he replied. 

I 
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“You better get going to bed. It’s late and we need to get 

up early for church. I saw one on the way here, and I want to 

check it out.” Logan’s mother told him. Logan sauntered up 

the wooden staircase and plopped down on his new bed. He 

was so exhausted that the second his head hit his pillow, he 

was fast asleep. 

Logan woke up to a noise he hadn’t heard in California, 

a church bell. Light was shining in his room from the 

window, birds were chirping, and wind was blowing. Logan 

heard his father calling from downstairs. 

“Logan, get some nice clothes on; it’s almost time to go 

to church.” 

So he looked through his unpacked suitcase and chose a 

blue, collared shirt and black pants. He ran down the steps, 

eager for breakfast. His parents made him his favorite, 

blueberry pancakes. Once he had eaten, the family strolled 

out the door and climbed into the minivan. 

It wasn’t long before Logan and his family rolled into 

the parking lot of Hopewell Anglican Church. The first thing 

that Logan noticed was the giant bell tower and the historic 

architecture. The family walked up the concrete stairs 

holding onto the metal railings. They walked inside the 

building as Logan’s father held the door for the others. As 

they walked into the church, they were greeted warmly. 

“Hello! I’m Pastor Charles, the rector here at Hopewell! 

I’m so happy to see new faces here. Are you new to town?” 

Pastor Charles asked. 

“Yes! We are from California, and we just moved here. 

We arrived only last night and wanted to check out the 

churches in the area,” Logan’s father replied. 

“Well, I hope you have a great time this morning, and I 

hope you come again!” Pastor Charles commented. Logan 

and his parents strolled into the sanctuary as the music 

started. They found a seat in the back row. They enjoyed the 
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music and the sermon, and as the service ended, more people 

came to introduce themselves. 

Logan was growing tired of listening to the adults talk, 

so he slipped away to explore the church building. As he did, 

he ran into a girl that looked his age. 

“Are you in the new family that visited today?” the girl 

asked. 

“Yeah, my family and I just moved here,” Logan 

replied. 

“My name is Abigail. I’m the daughter of Pastor 

Charles. What’s your name?” 

“Logan. How long have you been at this church, 

Abigail?” 

“I’ve attended here since I was little. It is the oldest 

church in Virginia, and I know every nook and cranny of the 

building, so since you’re new, let me show you around!” 

“Sure, that would be great!” Logan exclaimed. 

After a full tour of the church, they ended up in an 

empty hallway. 

“Well, that’s it. The official tour of Hopewell Church,” 

Abigail joked. 

“But what about that door?” Logan asked, motioning to 

a heavy door at the end of the hallway. 

“That leads to the bell tower. Nobody has been up there 

for years since it’s so run down,” Abigail explained. 

“I want to go up there and see the view!” Logan said. 

“Fine, but we must be careful, and don’t tell my dad,” 

Abigail stated hesitantly. 

So the two pushed open the door and carefully climbed 

the creaky ladder to the top of the bell tower. When Logan 

reached the top, he saw the enormous bell. He moved closer 

and began to inspect it by running his fingers along the rough 

surface. As he did, he noticed an inscription that was barely 

visible, Hopewell Anglican Perish established 1227.  
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“Hey, Abigail!” Logan called out loudly. 

“What?” Abigail answered as she reached the top of the 

ladder. 

“This bells says the church was started in 1227.” 

“That can’t be! The city of Hopewell wasn’t even 

founded until 1607.” 

“Strange. Why would somebody carve a false date into 

the bell?”  

Just then Logan heard his mother calling from a 

distance. “Logan! Logan! Where are you?” 

Logan and Abigail rushed down the ladder and slammed 

the door just as his mother rounded the corner. 

“Yes, Mom?” 

“Where were you? I was worried sick!” Logan’s mother 

exclaimed. 

“Oh, we were just exploring the church,” Logan replied. 

Both Logan and Abigail had to leave their explorations 

to head home with their parents.  

The bell rang again the next morning and woke Logan 

for his first day of school. He was starting ninth grade and 

high school. Logan jumped out of his bed, got some clothes 

on, and rushed down the stairs. He ate a bowl of cereal and 

ran for the bus. He was excited to see what school was like 

in Virginia. He was going back and forth from class to class 

until lunchtime. As Logan was in the lunch line, he saw 

somebody he recognized. It was Abigail! He was relieved to 

have someone to sit with, and as they ate they talked about 

the excitement of yesterday’s discovery. Abigail told Logan 

that there was going to be a special event at church that 

evening. They decided it would be the perfect time to stay 

after and explore the meaning of the bell’s inscription. As 

long as they could get permission to stay out until curfew, 

the plan could work. A boy from across the table interrupted 

their plans. 
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“Hey, Abigail, what’s up with you and the new kid? 

Sounds like you’re creating imaginary adventures,” he 

rudely uttered. 

“Don’t listen to Jason,” Abigail told Logan. “He’s just a 

bully.” The two decided to head back to class early to avoid 

more arguments.  

That night after the church event, Abigail and Logan 

once again climbed the bell tower. They were inspecting the 

inscription when Logan suggested they pour water on the 

words to see if the engraving becomes clearer. He’d seen 

archaeologists do it on The History Channel. Abigail left and 

returned with a cup of water form the drinking fountain. She 

poured it over the rim of the bell where the inscription was 

carved and screamed with excitement. 

“Come look at this!” Underneath the date was the 

symbol of a cross. 

“What’s so special about a cross? We’re in a church,” 

said Logan. 

It’s a medieval cross, and I’ve seen one just like it on the 

church’s cornerstone.” 

“Well, let’s go!” Logan replied. 

The two climbed down the ladder and sprinted out of the 

building. Abigail led Logan to the cornerstone which was a 

decorative stone with the names of the founding church 

members and, just like Abigail had said, a medieval cross. 

The cornerstone looked loose, so Logan shimmied it out of 

place and set it on the ground. He reached his hand in the 

hole and retrieved a piece of parchment paper.  

“What is it?” yelled Abigail with excitement. 

Logan laid out the parchment to examine it. 

“An old map. What is it a map of?” 

“This looks like a map of the church!” 

Abigail suddenly noticed a room on the map that she 

had never seen before. 
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“We’ve got to find that room,” Abigail cried, running 

ahead into the building. Logan raced to catch up and found 

Abigail inside the door. She was not moving a muscle. 

“What’s going on?” Logan whispered. 

“I thought I heard noises coming from the sanctuary,” 

Abigail softly answered. Logan slowly moved towards the 

noise. He peeked around the corner to see Jason with a spray 

paint can vandalizing the walls.  

“It’s Jason!” Logan said with fear in his eyes. 

“Oh brother, I’m not scared of him,” Abigail mumbled 

as she snapped a picture of Jason and texted it to her dad. 

“But I don’t have time to deal with him. We have to move 

quickly if we’re going to make it home in time for curfew.” 

Logan and Abigail followed the map but came to a dead end. 

“It’s no use. Nothing is here,” Logan uttered with 

disappointment. But as he was whining, Abigail refused to 

stop searching. Suddenly, she saw a seam in the wall.  

“Logan, this is just wood paneling.” She reached out and 

pulled back the paneling at the seam revealing a secret 

tunnel. 

“What?” Logan said excitedly. Abigail and Logan 

looked at each other with smirks on their faces, and in no 

time they were in the tunnel, and just ahead was a spiral 

staircase leading down into a dark and eerie basement. With 

no hesitation, Logan and Abigail dashed down the stone, 

spiral stairs. The stairs never seemed to end. They kept going 

down and down into a dark, damp, and abandoned basement. 

“Are there any lights down here?” Abigail yelled. They 

felt around trying to find a light switch. Abigail used her 

phone flashlight to scan the room, but it didn’t give enough 

light. 

“Look!” exclaimed Logan. “There’s a lantern.” 

“Yeah, but how are we supposed to light it?” Abigail 

questioned. 
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“If we find some rocks, we might be able to use friction 

to create a spark,” Logan announced. 

“How do you know that?” 

“I’m a boy scout, okay?” 

“Here! There are some loose rocks in the wall!” Abigail 

exclaimed. Logan tried to shimmy one rock out of place 

while Abigail worked on another. At the same time, both of 

their rocks broke loose. Logan rushed over in the direction of 

the lantern and began striking the rocks over the candle wick. 

He tried and tried until finally…spark. The candle instantly 

lit up and Logan and Abigail could see. 

They noticed an old, wooden desk. On top of the desk 

laid a rolled up piece of paper. Logan picked up the scroll 

and unrolled it. In black ink a message was written, saying, 

“We have been searching for a place to hide the treasure, and 

I believe we have found a resting place for it. We sailed the 

sea to find a land far away and undiscovered. We only have 

discovered a part of the unknown land, but we hope to 

explore more. New exotic beasts and animals live in this 

area. We built the church that I now stand in. It is on this 

property that we will bury the treasure of King Solomon 

from Bible times so that no enemies shall ever find it. 

Signed, Pedro Montague of the Knights Templar. 1227 AD.” 

Just then, Abigail and Logan heard a loud rumble. 

Because they had taken stones from the foundation walls of 

the church, the building was beginning to crumble…with 

them inside! Logan and Abigail sprinted as fast as they could 

up the spiral staircase while every step crumbled behind 

them. 

When they made it to the top of the stairs they ran into 

Jason standing there with spray paint in hand and a terrified 

look on his face.  

“What is going on? The church is crumbling before us!” 

he screamed. 
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“Follow us,” Logan said, with a surprisingly calm voice. 

The three ran as if their lives depended on it…and they did. 

They exited the church out the nearest door, which led them 

to the church cemetery. They collapsed with exhaustion as 

they watched the walls crumble. 

“Why on earth were you vandalizing our church, 

Jason?” Abigail questioned. 

“Um, why on earth did you demolish the church?” Jason 

responded. 

“Fair enough,” Abigail said as she began to recount 

everything that had happened to her and Logan.  

“Now that the building has collapsed, we’ll never find 

Solomon’s treasure.” 

“If you want to find Solomon’s treasure, this might be a 

good place to start,” Jason said, pointing to a nearby 

tombstone with the name Solomon engraved on it and a 

familiar medieval cross. Logan picked up a nearby stone and 

started hitting the soil with it. Abigail also picked up a rock 

and started digging. 

“Hey, I’m really sorry for what I’ve done. I’ve been 

such a bully.” 

“We forgive you,” Logan and Abigail said at the same 

time. Jason then grabbed a sharp rock and joined them in 

digging. 

The three had dug about five feet into the ground when 

they hit a hard object. They dug all around the area until they 

were able to lift the extremely heavy object out. They 

removed a very large, old, stone coffin with 1227 AD carved 

on top. Logan pushed open the top of the coffin, expecting to 

see the bones of some guy named Solomon. Instead, he 

found the coffin filled with gold ingots and coins galore! 

Under some of the gold was another, bigger, golden object. 

The shape was the same as the religious artifact, the 
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menorah. On the other side of the coffin was some sort of 

cup…the famous Holy Grail. 

“If this coffin was buried full of treasure in 1227 right 

here in Virginia, this discovery could change U.S. history 

forever,” Logan said full of shock. 

Just then, the three heard sirens. The police arrived at 

the church in response to the text Abigail had sent her dad 

earlier. Two police officers found the kids in the church 

cemetery. The police were very confused why three kids 

were in the yard of a collapsing church looking inside a 

coffin, but Logan and Abigail explained everything. Pastor 

Charles arrived, obviously very disappointed in his daughter. 

The church that Hopewell loved so much was gone. Logan 

and Abigail felt badly for what they had done. They 

repeatedly apologized for their part in the church collapse. It 

was a horrible accident. 

As time passed, the three kids agreed to sell the gold, 

jewelry, and religious artifacts to a museum and use the 

money to build a new church for Hopewell. The only part of 

the church that was still intact was the old bell tower where 

their journey began. The plans for the new church were 

bigger and better than the previous building and included 

preserving the historic bell tower. For a long time, Logan, 

Abigail, and Jason were celebrities. They were in the news, 

magazines, newspapers, ads, and…well, you get the picture. 

Hopewell gave Logan new friends, a great church, and 

an unbelievable adventure. This adventure left Logan 

thinking that being the new kid in a new place wasn’t so hard 

after all. 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NONFICTION 

Grades 5 & 6 
  



 

 



73 

Lauren Lindemeier 

Hutchinson, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Artificial Intelligence 

 

here are many types of artificial intelligence. Artificial 

intelligence is a complicated type of technology and is 

fairly new. Artificial intelligence are robots that can think for 

themselves. People used to think that it was impossible to 

create artificial intelligence, and that it was fictional and 

would always be fictional, but sometimes people prove 

themselves wrong.  

Today there is a large variety of artificial intelligence 

robots, and my favorite type is one that looks, talks and acts 

like a human. John McCarthy created artificial intelligence to 

help people, but some people say that artificial intelligence is 

dangerous, that it could take over human jobs completely 

and then people wouldn’t make profits. So it’s hard to 

predict what these advanced robots could lead to.  

When you hear about artificial intelligence, people 

sometimes call it AI (an abbreviation for artificial 

intelligence). One type of AI is a robot that does dishes for 

you. People could find this very helpful especially if you 

don’t have a dishwasher. At my house we don’t have a 

dishwasher, so we would find this very useful.  

Another type of artificial intelligence is a robot that 

scans your refrigerator and tells you what you can make with 

the food that you have. This would be helpful is you don’t 

know what to eat. This invention could also persuade you to 

eat at home more because there could be a recipe that you 

had never heard of before, and you would be eager to try it. 

Another type of artificial intelligence is a robot that scans the 

bar code on garbage and gives you a digital grocery list. This 

T 



74 

would be very helpful if you’re always losing your grocery 

list or can’t remember what to put on the new list. 

Asimo is another type of AI. It can copy actions and 

even recognize faces and objects. Asimo would be helpful 

for those who are blind because it could tell you who is 

talking or coming near you. Another type of artificial 

intelligence is called Atlas. Atlas can go to very dangerous 

and very harmful places. The places where Atlas can go, a 

human wouldn’t be able to survive. Atlas would be helpful 

when it comes to finding new land because then people 

wouldn’t be risking their lives. Atlas can also comprehend 

directions and make decisions easily. Another type of AI is 

called Big Dog. Big Dog is the shape and size of a large dog. 

It can lift three hundred pounds! Big Dog is built to walk on 

ground that would be very difficult for humans to walk on. It 

would be helpful on rescue missions to lift people or to 

uncover things.  

Roboy is another type of artificial intelligence. It is a 

human-like AI and can move and think like a human. It has 

human-like qualities such as blushing when he feels ashamed 

or embarrassed. Roboy is known as one of the cutest 

artificial intelligence robots in the world and is typically 

white in color. Another type of AI is called Bebionic 3. 

Bebionic 3 is an arm that is used for people without an arm 

or arms and has the ability to act as a normal arm as long as 

it is attached. You control it with your mind. Sofia is another 

human-like AI with the ability to tell jokes, have facial 

expressions and answer questions. Sofia can teach, learn and 

maintain friendships with people. 

Robobees are a different type of artificial intelligence. 

Robobees are used on search missions and can get into small 

cracks and crevices. They can also create maps from the 

pictures they take.  
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Another type of artificial intelligence is Icub, which 

looks and acts like a two-year-old child and is very playful. 

Much like Sofia, Icub can interact with people and learn 

tasks. Icub was designed to be a friend and companion for 

people.  

There are also many dangers to artificial intelligence, 

too. Remember Sofia? Sofia said that humans would regret 

making artificial intelligence, but no worries, because later 

she said it was a joke. She was told that jokes are funny, but 

came to understand that her saying that wasn’t funny and so 

she apologized.  

In conclusion, artificial intelligence could become a big 

part of life in the future. Who knows what crazy type of 

artificial intelligence people will create next? Maybe a self-

flying car, or what about microscopic cameras? Personally, I 

think that the self-flying car would be nice. What about you? 

What type of artificial intelligence would you like to see 

next? Maybe in the future, everyone will have a personal 

twin robot to do everything for them. Who knows? 
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Myah Johnson 

Willmar, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

The Path 

 

Pine awakens my senses 

as my feet carry me through the trees, 

the mud holding my footprints 

like a memory being grasped, 

clutched onto. 

Leaves of vibrant colors twirl 

around me, 

like a flowing, majestic gown 

as they crunch beneath my feet— 

and in an instant, 

dandelions appear, their lively colored petals 

stroking my ankles, 

and soon bright red roses and purple lilies blend 

with the tones. 

I don’t mind the thorns or thistles 

that scar my feet with every step now, 

I’m too awed by the glow of the sun against 

the pond approaching me, 

radiating against the rocks 

creating a faint glow. 

The frogs croaking, chirps of grasshoppers, and the soft coo 

of bluebirds above me 

harmonize into a marveling strain of music. 

Reaching out, I feel my fingers sliding off misted petals 

from the willow tree standing proudly next to me, 

also swooned over by the beauty of this lagoon, meadow,  

the whole forest… 
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I feel alive as I watch the warm sunset, 

its pinkish hue turning nature 

shades of blue and purple, 

and I watch as 

the light slips away from my fingers, 

until it’s out of reach. 

Soon, the whole world seems to be asleep, 

and I, too, 

fall for its wonder. 
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Aidan Bresnahan 

Marshall, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

The Cold 

 

The cold bites at my lip. 

The sun shines on my face mixing the coldness, 

making my face tingle. 

The wind blows against my legs like sharp knives 

cutting through my skin making my eyes water. 

The snow grabs at my feet begging me to take it with. 

As I step in a puddle the water splashes outwards 

trying to get away from me. 

The clouds gather overhead covering the sun. 

The darkness reminds me of how I felt after their death. 

How I couldn’t help. 

Worthless. 

Nothing. 

One. 

Two. 

Three. 

As I walk away, 

I take one last look at the grave. 

I won’t ever forget you. 
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Brynn Beffert 

Hutchinson, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Native Amazonians 

 

Tearing, snapping the logger’s blade roars 

Once my home is now no more 

Together, together we cannot last 

One must lose what was once their past 

 

12,000 years we’ve lived in peace 

And now they seek $ for which they can crease 

Money for our home, a fair deal it is not 

All it makes them out to be is besot 

 

For them their economy is more important than our lives 

Shows they ate what society spoon feeds them: lies 

For it was us who learned their language not they 

And soon our culture will be buried in the ground 

Where it should forever lay 
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Taylor Post 

Woodstock, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Holi Festival Holdup 

 

anyah, get up!” I hear my mother call me from 

another room. I open my eyes and start walking to 

our small kitchen, where the smell of spices wafts. That’s 

when I realize that today is Holi Festival, and my mother is 

making puran poli! It is a great treat on this day throughout 

India, and my whole family enjoys the sweet flatbread. I rush 

back to the room I share with my older sister, throw on a 

white tunic and an orange scarf, and rush back to the kitchen 

to help my mother with our Holi food. 

It is evening now, and our family leaves to perform our 

rituals in Barsana. This city is about twenty minutes away 

from where we live, and we drive there every year for Holi 

Festival. Barsana is a very popular place, considering that is 

where our god Krishna, a prankster, teases another god, 

Radha. Radha was born here and is known for representing 

the human soul. Krishna is a well known god, as he 

represents the 8th carnation for us. 

When we arrive, we gather around a large bonfire to 

celebrate the victory of good over evil. We dance, pray, and 

sing. Everyone is happy and tired by the time we decide to 

drive to our apartment, including me. I climb into the car, lay 

my head against the window, and close my eyes. 

Slam! The car door shuts, and I wake up. “Aanyah, get 

up!” I hear my mother say for the second time today. 

“I am awake now, Mom!” I yell as I climb out of the car. 

When I get inside, our family sits down to eat our thandai, 

puran poli, and dahi vada. The delicious scents of the food 

“A 
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fill the apartment as my grandmother tells stories of the past. 

It is soon time to go to sleep, and replenish for the next day. 

In the morning, I meet with some of my 14 year-old 

friends, and we walk to the morning market. I buy a mango 

and tomatoes to bring home. I look around the market 

searching for anything else my family might need, when I 

see a crowd huddled around something. My friends and I 

join the crowd to see what is happening. That’s when I saw 

him, the dead man lying on the ground, smelling of the urine 

of my aunt’s cat. I noticed he had a tattoo, and I walked to 

the other side of him to see what it was. My eyes turn in the 

back of my head, and I want to scream. I can hear my 

heartbeat. I feel like I am going to burst. The whole world is 

spinning. His tattoo was of a lion! That was the same tattoo 

my dad had on his wrist when the police found him dead. We 

had never known what caused his death, but now I know. It 

all makes sense now—someone had killed my father and this 

man. 

I tell myself to calm down, that it could all just be a 

coincidence, but it seems too real. My father was just a 

scientist. He never had any extreme enemies that I knew of. 

Why would someone want him dead? I questioned all of my 

thinking on the walk home. 

“See you later!” Anika (my best friend) says as we reach 

my apartment building. 

“I’ll meet you in a couple hours,” I shout. I walk into the 

house and think about telling my older sister of the man 

lying dead at the market. I decide not to; she would probably 

think I am crazy. Crazy for thinking the man’s tattoo was the 

same as my father’s. Crazy for the thought of my father 

being killed. Crazy for even wondering if good really is 

victorious over evil. 

Aanyah, get ahold of yourself! I exclaim in my thoughts. 

This is getting out of control. I need to calm down, once 
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again, and stop worrying so much. I go the kitchen and 

quietly rummage through the fridge. I eventually find a 

pitcher full of thandai, an amazing milk drink that tastes of 

sugar and almonds, and pour a small cup. As I walk back to 

the living room to read a book, I take a sip of the drink. Its 

sweet smell and delicious taste calms me. 

I dig into a new book Anika recommended. It’s called 

India before Gandhi and it seems interesting so far. I love 

learning about our country’s history. When I finish a couple 

pages, I realize that India would not be the way it is if 

Mahatma Gandhi had not come. I know he was a great 

person and leader of India, but the way the book describes 

his impact was really intriguing.  

I look at the time and realize I should probably start 

walking to Anika’s house. At the door, I pull on my sandals 

and walk outside. I think about the book I just read. I soon 

come to Anika’s house and knock on her door. She opens the 

door and we walk together to the nearby park. I continue to 

think about my problem, and the book. 

“Hey, what’s the matter?” Anika asks. “You have been 

quiet since we saw the sick guy at the market. I know 

something is wrong.” 

I couldn’t hide anything from Anika. She has been my 

best friend since first grade, and I tell her everything. She is 

a very understanding person. I decide I should tell her about 

my discovery, and I do. I tell her how mysterious my father’s 

death was and about the matching tattoos. I tell her about the 

discovery my father made right before he died. I don’t leave 

out a detail. She doesn’t think I’m crazy like I think I am; 

instead, she seems to understand my own situation. Like I 

said, she is very easy to talk to and very understanding. 

“What if his discovery had to do with his death?” Anika 

says. 
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“What do you mean?” I ask as I quickly try to pull my 

uncontrollable hair into a braid. 

“I mean, what if he discovered something another 

person didn’t want him to know?” she replied. I had never 

thought of it that way. Maybe that is why he was so secretive 

about his new information. 

“Yes! You’re right, we should think of all the clues he 

left behind about that discovery!” I say excitedly. “Will you 

help me with this mystery?” 

Anika agrees to help if it is not too dangerous, and we 

start our ‘quest.” First, we start by trying to remember the 

events of the day my father died. I remember his exact words 

as he spoke to my mother the night before tragedy struck. 

“It’s too dangerous,” he said with an unknown fear in his 

tone. I didn’t get what he meant at the time, but it was 

starting to make sense now. I told Anika what I remembered, 

and she agreed that those precious words could be vital.  

“You say your father and the dead man had the same 

tattoo; can you draw it?” she asks me. 

I try my best to draw the fierce, swirly lion in pencil. 

Anika, too, had noticed the tattoo of the man at the market 

and doesn’t think it is a coincidence either. We discuss the 

similarity as we walk past an old café. 

I notice a woman sleeping in a lean-to in front of the 

restaurant, and I have compassion for her. There are many 

homeless people in India. I think of how lucky I am to have a 

mother and sibling, and an apartment to live in. As we come 

closer to the café, I draw near to the homeless woman and 

wonder if there is anyway I could help her. 

“Ma’am, would you like me to buy you a water? There 

is plenty in….” I offer, but this horrid feat hits me once 

again. Her silent response triggers the reality. 

“Anika, go into the café and get help!” I shout as I 

examine the lifeless young woman. She also has the same 
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tattoo as the man before, and smells just like him. It’s too 

real, I think. I have to calm myself down again because I am 

panicking. After I come to my senses, Anika comes out of 

the café with the owner, and he calls an ambulance. It arrives 

and takes the woman away. The café owner thanks us and 

goes back inside to tend to the customers. We then set out for 

a great part of Holi—throwing color. 

Anika and I walk back to my house and get into the car 

before heading to Barsana again. I talk with my best friend 

all the way there. We forget about our worries and laugh 

with each other. We talk about the book she recommended, 

and I tell her I am enjoying it. We share an interest in 

history, so we talk about our history class in school. We 

currently are learning about world history, and we both enjoy 

this topic very much. Anika usually helps me with my 

homework. She has an amazing GPA, but I am just an 

average student. Many kids in India don’t get the opportunity 

to go to school, so I am grateful for a school with very high 

standards. I am also very grateful Anika goes to the same 

school as me. Otherwise, I don’t know what I would do 

without her. She is the absolute best! 

Our drive to Barsana is over, and we go to a store to buy 

some powdery color. My favorite part of the festival is 

throwing color. It is beautiful! I choose the colors orange, 

green, and purple, while Anika chooses a light pink, yellow, 

and red. We get excited as we near the other people with 

color. Then it begins. One huge burst of colors comes down 

from the sky. I am covered. I throw some orange at Anika, 

and she shoots back with pink. We put the bright color over 

our hair to look like we dyed it. At this moment, I feel that 

all was right with the world, and everyone seems to think the 

same. I don’t want to leave, but the event is soon over. We 

dust off as best we can and hop into the car.  
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I tell Anika that I have decided to ask my mom about 

what my dad told her the day he mysteriously died. My arms 

shake as I am very nervous to ask her. 

“Maan, mom?” I ask, looking at her through the mirror 

in the front. 

“Yes, Aanyah?” she replies. I think about how I should 

ask her the question. The shaking returns to my arms.  

“I know you might not want to share this, but what did 

Dad tell you the night before he died? I overheard your 

conversation and have been wondering what it means?” I say. 

Anika and I then tell her everything about the man at the 

market and the lady outside of the café. She seems in shock, 

and I know she is having the same feelings I had at first. 

Tears come to her eyes. 

“Yes, your father had thought he had come across some 

kind of illegal drug dealers. He said it was too early to 

assume that though and much too dangerous to continue 

investigating,” she blurts out as the reality hits her, too. 

As Anika and I make eye contact, we know they were 

the reason my father was dead. He had found their operation, 

and they had known he had. 

We all sit in silence for the rest of the ride back to our 

town. We are all thinking the same thoughts; we are 

imagining the same things. All I want to do is figure out who 

those people are and have them arrested. The hate boils up as 

I think about anyone killing my father. Our lives have 

changed so much without him, and it is all because someone 

didn’t want to be found. 

 We arrive at Anika’s house, and we drop her off. After 

getting to our apartment building, we go inside for our last 

Holi Festival meal. It is delicious despite the circumstances, 

but everyone still seems down. When the long evening is 

finally over, I go to my room. I try to sleep, but my mind is 

racing. I want to find that criminal and put him where he 
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belongs. I figure it will be dangerous, but Anika could help. I 

plan to ask her in the morning and close my eyes. 

Holi Festival is over now, I think. I decide to walk to 

Anika’s and explain my plan to her. She is watering a flower, 

but she stops to talk. 

“I know it will be dangerous, but you gotta help me find 

these guys!” I plead when I see her hesitancy. “Don’t worry. 

Once we think we have found them, we will call the police. 

No big deal!” 

She still seems hesitant, but eventually gives in. I knew 

she would; we never miss an adventure together. We set out 

towards the main marketplace hoping to find clues there. We 

see a truck drive by as we walk through the merchants’ 

booths. It’s very unusual to drive a truck through this 

marketplace. We turn after hearing the engine. To our horror, 

the shape of a curved, skinny lion is painted on the back.  

“Follow that truck!” Anika and I yell at the same time. 

We carefully run through the tables and food following the 

odd vehicle. It comes to a stop about a fourth of a mile 

outside of the market. We sneak around the boxes outside the 

old building and listen carefully. We can hear bits of 

conversation. One man says, “Did you bring it?” while the 

other goes off about the dangerous journey he made. I begin 

to smell the same scent that came from the lady by the café 

and the man at the market—cat urine. I remember reading 

about something that smelled like that. I try to recall what it 

was when it clicks. The smell is of meth, an addictive illegal 

drug. I pick up my phone and call the police. Anika and I 

wait in silence.  

It’s then that we hear the sirens. It’s then that we hear 

the shouts of men and guns. Anika and I stay low, trying to 

keep out of the way. Inside my heart is pounding, my eyes 

full of salty water. With each gun shot, Anika and I clench 

the other closer.  
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Silence. Is it over? To my horror, a familiar man walks 

in front of our hiding place. I try to get a better look at him 

through the crack in the box. As I squint to decipher who the 

guy is, Anika whispers harshly, “Don’t look on the left side; 

he seems to be coming closer!”  

I lean to the right and almost squish my friend. That is 

when I got a good look at the man. It was Araav! My father’s 

best friend and business partner! A traitor, I thought! No 

wonder someone knew my father was finding the truth; his 

best friend was following his every move. I blink slowly and 

open my eyes. 

Sly, dirty, green eyes stare back at me. I scream as loud 

as I can, but Araav’s eyes are quickly pulled back.  

“You are under arrest!” I hear a relieving, harsh voice say. 

We uncover ourselves and talk to the local policemen. 

They give us a lecture on how we shouldn’t be here, how it’s 

too dangerous, and how we could have been killed. The 

leader, though, tells what he uncovered. 

This fake company, posing as a scarf store, is a meth 

lab. The unlucky symbol of a lion was bestowed upon any 

suspects who were ready to find the ugly truth. The police 

forces have been trying to locate them for over three years! 

We apparently are the ones to uncover these illegal dealers. 

They take us both home to our safety and tell us never, 

ever, ever to do something that risky again. They must have 

kids of their own, I thought. They are so overprotective! 

A week or so later, my mother brings home the 

newspaper. As I read it, I realize that the front page story is 

about us, and it’s called, “Aanyah Laghari and Anika Ahuja 

Save the Day.” I feel excited as I read the article. It said that 

we could have saved lives, and a burst of pride builds up 

inside me to know that I could have done just that. 
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Adriana Behl 

Spicer, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

The Man 

 

t was a cold and gray day. The man walked along a path 

that wasn’t laid down in the earth. He passed many trees 

that had been there for many generations. He continued to 

walk through the woods. H went up to a tree that was big and 

round. He lifted a trapdoor, which was hidden from human 

eye. The man slipped down through the trap door and the 

darkness swallowed him. 

He closed the door, the only thing between the world 

and his secret. He walked down a tunnel, short and thin like 

him. He reached the end of the tunnel as it opened into a 

small cave. He stopped walking, and he sat down on an old 

blanket. 

Right next to him was his secret, bright and bold in the 

middle of a cruel, dark world. He never told anyone about it. 

Not a single soul knew that five miles away from the edge of 

town was the thing everyone wanted. It was sacred all 

throughout mankind, and no one else had it. Some people 

thought it was a myth. Some people tried to recreate it. They 

tried to get a single spark but failed. Many gave up and 

forgot about it, but they still secretly wanted it. The man was 

the only successful one to do it. 

He didn’t share it with the world because fie burned in 

his heart, kindling with his rage: about his family not 

believing he could do it, about his friends all laughing at him 

even though deep down, they had the same dream, about the 

town which he hated so much for making him feel small, 

weak, ugly, and making him feel like a fool. 

I 
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But he will have the last laugh, because fire burned in 

his heart. It burned right next to him, and soon it would burn 

down the whole town along with everyone and everything in 

it. No one knew about this. He didn’t want to share his secret 

with the world, because everyone knows that surprises are 

the best kind of attack. 

He had planned it already. First, he would start with his 

family’s mansion. And he would finish with his own home. 

Everyone knows fire doesn’t stop until what it is strangling 

to death burns to the ground. And he intends to do just that. 

Tomorrow would come, and he would walk through town 

and plan every move. Even planning where his family would 

be when death opens its arms to them. 

Tomorrow came, and he did just that. He walked every 

step like it was another step towards revenge. But then he 

saw a child, and he smiled. He remembered when his 

children were that small. He loved every minute of 

fatherhood. When they first learned to walk. When they 

laughed and when they cried. He remembered playing with 

them every day. He smiled to himself with tears in his eyes, 

but that was so long ago. 

He remembered his immortality that death gave him. He 

remembered the keys in his pocket. How he opened the cold, 

iron gates of hell. He liked his job. He heard of all the stories 

of life. What death felt like. How your soul would just slip 

away from your body. He had met heroes and cowards. 

People who changed the world and those who were lazy. 

He also remembered the day he became immortal. The 

day his wife and children died, all six of them, gone. It all 

happened within an hour. And then a cold whisper was in his 

ear that snapped him out of his memories. It is time. A cold 

laugh filled the air. Hearing the laugh reminded him why he 

was here, to give people what they want: fire. 
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Then he remembered the child. How young they would 

be when they saw the afterlife. He felt bad about doing this. 

He hated himself for letting death talk him into this, how it 

made him seek revenge against his family. He had seen so 

many children go through the gates. They were so young. 

They did not make a big difference in the world. He would 

hate to take that away from every living soul in this town. 

And he knew if he did not do this, it would cost him what 

little he had left. 

But he thought about the cold, dead words that death 

told him. Give fire to the whole town and do not miss a 

single person. He thought about those words repeatedly, 

until his feet could not hold the sorrow on top of them. H 

realized a loop hole in the plan. 

He sprinted back to the woods and opened the trapdoor 

and slipped back into the darkness. He found his secret. He 

ran back to town with it. He sprinted the five miles, holding 

it high, and it was burning bright in a dark world. He showed 

fired to the mortal world. And he gave it to them, no missing 

a single person. 

Everyone stared at the fire. So many of them wanted to 

touch it, wanted to hold it, but the keeper of the keys told 

everyone what it was used for and how to control it. And he 

taught them how to kill it and fear it. He told them it could 

spread, and it could bring things to the ground. And lastly, he 

told the whole town that it could kill.  

When he was finished, he gave it to the whole town, not 

missing a single person. Then he smiled to himself. He did 

everything he could to help the townspeople. And for the 

first time in a long time, he was happy. 

Everyone paid too much attention to the fire; they forgot 

to ask him his name. No one stopped to offer him a place to 

stay or even food. The person who gave them what they 

wanted was forgotten. 
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And he got a feeling in his gut. A feeling that many 

people have told him about when they entered the gates of 

hell, the feeling of your soul slipping away from your body. 

He felt his body fall to the ground, but his soul didn’t go 

with it. He could hear death whisper in his ear. You 

disobeyed me. And now you shall meet the new keeper of the 

keys who opens the gates of hell. And he slipped into death’s 

cold embrace. 

After a while, someone realized that he was on the 

ground. So the townspeople carried his body to an unmarked 

grave. 
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Luke Klassen 

Mountain Lake, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

The Wish List 

 

ometimes, strange things happen in normal places. The 

extraordinary may occur at a very ordinary location. 

Take, for example, a small street in a small town in a small 

country somewhere near the bottom of Minnesota. 

It was near the beginning of November, and I was 

walking home one day from a sports event across town. It 

was about 5:00 p.m., so it was already dark. I saw a house 

with Christmas decorations already set up and thought, 

“Wow, some people go straight from Halloween to 

Christmas.” I kept walking, and along a small road I had 

never noticed before was a sign that read in bold neon red 

and green letters, “Come see Santa! Write your Christmas 

wishes on his wish list and get what you’ve always wanted!” 

Now, I was not a sucker. This was obviously some kind of 

scam to trick you out of a few bucks. But since this kind of 

stuff normally didn’t happen in our small town, I decided to 

check it out and maybe look at what they’re selling. 

As soon as I stepped foot onto the street, I felt a tingling 

sensation in my leg. I stopped, but my leg just kept tingling. 

The weird part was, there was a distinct line right where the 

tingling ended. I pulled my foot back, and the line crawled 

down my leg to my foot. I moved it forward, and the line 

continued up my leg. I leaned in some, and the line 

continued up to my shoulder. I glanced around, and after a 

bit more shifting and leaning, I found the line started right 

where the street did. It was like there was some sort of 

barrier on this road, and this road only. I walked all the way 

in. I felt the tingling all over, and then it slowly dispersed. 

S 
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Now I was too curious to not investigate this weird street 

with its weird properties. 

Continuing down maybe half a block, I saw a small 

billboard that read, “Santa’s Wish List. Write your wish and 

your first name then put it in the box below. (Please do not 

take more than three sheets.)” Knowing it wouldn’t hurt to 

just write my first name—as I knew at least three other 

people who had the same name as me—I took one of the 

sheets from the brochure box, the kind they have the 

informational papers in at museums, and wrote my first 

name and simply wished for a new bike. In fact, the reason I 

was walking home in the first place was my bike was 

broken, and I didn’t have another way to get back. I opened 

the box to drop my “Christmas wish” into the “Wish Box.” I 

still didn’t believe what they were selling, but continued to 

be intrigued. After I had shut the box with my wish list 

inside, I heard a little bell sound and something like rushing 

wind, although it was an unusually calm night. I opened the 

box to see if there was any sort of rope or chord tied to a bell 

or a speaker attached to automatically play the bell sound 

when someone closed the box. But when I opened the box, 

not only was there not any sort of noise system, my wish had 

vanished completely. I felt around the box to make sure it 

wasn’t just hiding in one of the corners, but nothing was 

there. As I leaned in digging around in the bottom of the box, 

I heard the little bell and the rushing wind again. But this 

time the sounds were accompanied by sleigh bells. I quickly 

pulled my hand out of the box and whirled around to look for 

the source of the noise. I didn’t see anything except…a bike! 

It was exactly like the one I had imagined in my head! I 

inspected it from top to bottom, and there was not one hint of 

use of any kind. No mud, no scratches, no wear on the tires. 

As I tried it out, the gears were perfectly set to my personal 

preferences (six speed with friction at about a five), and the 
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seat was at the perfect height (exactly two feet above the 

pedal when the pedal was all the way down). 

I parked the bike using its perfect kickstand, and ran 

back over to the wish list box. I glanced at the sign again just 

to verify what it said. “Santa’s Wish List. Write your wish 

and your first name then put it in the box below. (Please do 

not take more than three sheets.)” Yes. It was the same as 

before. Taking another wish list sheet, I put down my name 

again and thought really hard about what I should wish for. I 

could get a thousand, a million, ten million, ten trillion 

dollars! I could get a yacht or…or…or…an expensive 

car…anything I’ve ever wanted! All I have to do is write it 

down on this little sheet! A lifetime supply of chocolate. An 

all-expense paid trip to Hawaii that never ends! The choices 

were endless! I decided to go with infinite money.  

Just like before, as soon as I closed the lid, I heard the 

little bell and rushing wind. I checked the box again, and, 

sure enough, the note was gone. I heard the little bell and the 

rush of wind with the sleigh bells again. I whipped around, 

but, as before, nobody was there. Except this time, instead of 

a bike, there was a small box. I pick up the box and read the 

bold letters on the front: “The Box of Infinite Money.” 

“That’s a bold claim,” I thought as I opened it up. Inside, the 

box was packed full of money. 

Wondering how much was truly in it, I started pulling 

out wads of cash. Five, ten, twenty, even hundred dollar bills 

just kept coming out. I couldn’t pull it out fast enough. No 

matter how much I pulled out, there was still more. It seemed 

to be growing out of the box. Putting down the box, I 

decided to use my third wish to help the world and wrote, 

“Peace on Earth.” I’ll admit, it was a bit cliché, but it was 

still what I wanted. I put it in the box, and this time, while I 

heard the first little bell and the first gust of wind, I didn’t 

hear the sleigh bells. But, pretty soon, I got a notification on 
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my phone. Although instead of the normal “ba-Ding” sound, 

it was the sleigh bells sound. I checked my phone, and it was 

a news article. The title read: “Peace on Earth at Last.”  

Opening it up and then skimming the article, which 

looked like it had been produced in a hurry, I learned that 

apparently all the world leaders, all at the same time, decided 

to lay down their arms and live in peace with each other 

while crime rates dropped immediately to an absolute zero. It 

even mentioned how some criminals just stopped in the 

middle of their crimes and turned themselves in. It had 

worked! The world was at peace at last. 

I went back over to the wish box. “This thing, this 

Christmas wish box, is the best thing to ever happen to me.” 

I snatched a wish list sheet out, and without even re-reading 

the sign, I excitedly wrote down my next wish, to have super 

powers, because who wouldn’t love that. I stuck it in the 

wish box, but this time, instead of a little bell sound, I heard 

a low, ominous gong sound. The top of the box opened up 

and then slammed shut. Cautiously, I opened it up and found 

a slip of paper in it. Bringing it out and reading it, I was 

horrified at what I saw. 

“This Wishing box was a gift for thee, gifting you with 

wishes three. You shouldn’t think that we are fools, we know 

you’ve gone and broke the rules. Now there must be a price 

to pay, we’re taking your wishes all away. You will get no 

more wonderful Christmas magic, only a memory, oh so 

tragic. Your selfishness has been your undoing not that’s 

said, we must get going.” 

Just as I finished reading the last line, a wind blowing 

from the east brought in a flurry of snow, wrapping around 

and around the sign and the wishing box, enveloping 

everything and surrounding me. Spinning, spinning, spinning 

until I couldn’t tell who was turning around, me or the snow. 

Suddenly, it stopped. I was on the same road where I had 
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first seen the sign, except instead of a bold, neon letter 

covered sign next to a small, strangely lit road, there was 

nothing. Only an empty plot of land. I saw something hidden 

under some leaves on the plot, and after lifting up the leaves, 

I saw it was a little bell. Picking it up and shaking it, it 

produced a sound that was all too familiar to me. It was the 

same little bell that I had heard whenever I made a wish. 

Putting the bell deep in my pocket, I slowly turned and 

begrudgingly started moving my feet towards home. 
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Geovanny Vicente Ixcoy 

Worthington, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

New Country! New Difficulties + New School 

 

014 was the most difficult year of my life, and I will tell 

you why. I’m from Guatemala, and I lived there about 

nine years with my family. In 2014, my family decided to 

move to the USA, and I was really excited yet sad because I 

needed to leave my extended family and my country. My 

family and I rode buses on our way to the United States. We 

stopped in different places when we were traveling from 

Guatemala to the USA. It felt like we were on an adventure 

with my family because we were learning new things and 

solving new problems. It was really awesome to know about 

other places, because my family never traveled a lot. My 

Uncle Moises was the one to pick us up from the bus station. 

He is the brother of my dad. When we entered the USA, it 

turned out to be very different and difficult for me and my 

family to adapt. We arrived at Worthington, Minnesota 

which is the place we were going to live. My family had a 

difficult time finding work because they didn’t know how to 

speak English. But my most difficult time was in school. 

School was nothing like it was in Guatemala. 

I was nine years old when I got to the United States and 

the first priority was to go to school. I didn’t even know 

English. I only knew Spanish and my dialect from my 

country. I signed up for school, and we were told all the 

information in Spanish so my parents and I could 

understand. My first day of school was to be on a Monday, 

and I was super nervous and scared at the same tie. My 

family was excited for me, but I was not. The night before, I 

went to bed but couldn’t sleep because I was just thinking 

2 
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about school. My dad woke me up at 6:00 o’clock, and I 

really didn’t want to go to school.  

“Lavántate, migo, hoy es tu primer dia de clases,” my 

dad said, which means “Wake up, son, it’s your first day of 

school.” 

“But I don’t want to go to school, and I’m super 

nervous,” I said quietly. I told him in Spanish. And I was 

really nervous, wondering what my first day of school would 

be like. I brushed my teeth and ate breakfast, and within 20 

minutes, I was ready—but not ready—for school. I was 

waiting at my bus stop and my dad was there to make sure I 

was getting on the right bus. The bus was coming, and it was 

my first day of school.  

“Ahi te cuidas migo y todos va ser bien,” my dad said in 

a really nice voice. It means, “Take care and everything is 

going to be okay.” I found a seat on the bus, and I just sat 

there doing nothing. I only listened to other kids talking, but 

I couldn’t understand them. After 15 minutes, we were at the 

school bus stop. I got off and that’s when my story begins 

and also how it will end.  

It was a sunny day as I was walking into school. 

Everything was new to me. The school was much bigger 

than I imagined, and it was built nicely. I was going to third 

grade because I had finished second grade in Guatemala. I 

felt like I was lost in a forest at night with no one and not 

knowing what to do. I saw many different kids from different 

countries and so many new things, like technology, the 

cafeteria, so many kids, etc. I was very confused because I 

didn’t know where to go, but a teacher helped me. The 

teacher could speak Spanish, and that made me feel a little 

bit better. She started talking to me and asked some 

questions. 
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“Where are you from, Geovanny?” she said calmly and 

in Spanish. The teacher looked nice and it seemed that she 

was smart. 

“Yo soy de Guatemala,” I said in Spanish. “I’m from 

Guatemala.” It was weird that she knew my name right 

away. 

“Wow! That’s really nice. Now I’m going to show you 

your class and teacher,” she said sounding excited. She got 

me to my first class, and as I was walking in, I felt really shy. 

Kids were sitting down, and the teacher was talking. The 

teacher introduced me to the class, and at that moment I was 

feeling very scared like I didn’t want to be in school. 

The teacher said, “Good morning, class! Today we have 

a new student in our school. Say ‘hi’ to Geovanny.” 

The class said, “Hi, Geovanny. Welcome!” 

I sat down and listened, but I couldn’t understand. It was 

like a baby trying to learn or a baby trying to listen. I was 

very confused. Luckily there were kids that spoke Spanish 

and welcomed me, and I felt kind of comfortable. During the 

class I just looked around, and I had a lot of questions in my 

head. All day I just learned where everything was located, 

and a student actually helped. I learned about the cafeteria 

and where to eat, which sounded interesting because I was 

curious the kind of foods they had. I also learned about the 

library, my classes, art room, computer room, and basically 

almost everything. At the end of the school day, I had to ride 

a different bus to get home. I was really happy to go home.  

After eight months of learning, I finally learned how to 

speak English, but only a little bit. I still had to learn how to 

write and how to spell correctly. That whole eight months 

was difficult for me, but my teachers helped me a lot during 

that time. I started to pay more attention in class since I knew 

what I was doing, and I really wanted to learn more. Five 

years later, I’m here writing a story or essay, still making 
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mistakes, but still learning every day. These four years have 

been great for me, and I have learned a lot. I made new 

friends, and I’m still a shy kid, but not like when it was my 

first day of school.  

I guess that everyone has his or her own difficult times 

in school or anywhere else. Of course, something that I 

learned was English, but I learned other things, too. I learned 

that it is never too late to learn something new. Also, I 

learned that I liked writing and reading and playing sports. 

My favorite sport is soccer, still to this day. During 7th grade, 

our school had a program where you needed to read and 

reach a certain number of words read. Since I liked reading, I 

tried it, and I read one million words! It felt really awesome 

reaching my goals. My family is now happy, and they are 

proud that I have learned a lot of things that can help me 

throughout my life. I will never forget my first day of school 

in the United States and all the different things I have learned 

since.  
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Mia Nixon 

Worthington, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

My Lesson Well Learned 

 

 should have never done that!” I thought. “I should 

have just told the truth and nothing but the truth in the 

first place! Now I can never take it back!” That night I 

definitely learned my lesson. When all of us were talking in 

the kitchen that afternoon, I didn’t know that I would tell 

such a big lie when the nighttime came around. 

Mom had begun to make dinner, and we sat and 

conversed with her while she made spaghetti.  

Vroom! Vroom! “What is that sound? It sounds like a 

dirt bike!” I said. 

“I’m not sure,” said my sisters. 

As we approached the window we saw my dad rolling 

into the driveway on a motorcycle that seemed to sparkle 

like glass. My sisters and I all ran to the door to go see it.  

Dad walked up the stairs and smiled at us. We all gave 

him huge hugs and started to ask questions. 

“Why do you have a motorcycle? I asked. 

As my dad began to talk, my sisters and I all stood in the 

kitchen intently, just waiting for some sort of answer. 

“Oh, you didn’t know I got a motorcycle?” my dad 

asked jokingly.  

“No!” we all said. “Did you know about it, Mom?” we 

asked again. 

“Maybe,” my mom said with a grin. 

My sisters and I couldn’t believe she didn’t tell us, but 

then we realized that she was trying to be sincere and 

surprise us. 

“I 
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That night after dinner, I had gymnastics practice. My 

mom told me that I could get in the car, and she would be 

right out. I went outside with my sister, Lauren. We looked 

around for something to do, and then we saw the motorcycle! 

We remembered how bad we wanted to look at it before. 

“What could happen if we just took a little look?” 

“Hey, Lauren, want to go look at the motorcycle?” I 

asked. 

“Sure!” Lauren said. 

Lauren and I slowly walked up to the motorcycle. I must 

have gotten a little too close because just before I started to 

touch the handle bars, I felt scorching heat grasp the back of 

my heel. It felt like a flame had appeared and wrapped itself 

around my leg. I looked down to see that my heel had been 

touching the pipes of the motorcycle. “OUCH!” I said. 

“What happened?” said Lauren frantically. 

“Nothing, don’t worry about it!” I said still in pain.  

My heel had already started to blister and looked like it 

was going to bleed. My mom came down the stairs, and I 

knew it was time to go. I quickly turned so that she couldn’t 

see the burn. I decided I wasn’t going to tell anyone because 

I knew that if I did, I would be in HUGE trouble. My mom 

and I pulled up to gymnastics and I looked at my heel one 

last time. It looked worse, but I told myself that no one 

would notice it.  

As the days got closer to the weekend, my parents made 

plans for us to go to Okoboji with some friends and enjoy a 

weekend filled with boating. I was dreading swimming 

because I knew that they would notice my heel. I tried to 

keep it to myself, but then they noticed! “What happened to 

your heel, Mia?!” my mom said. 

“Oh my gosh!” I said pretending to have not noticed. “I 

have no idea!” I said, still trying to act surprised. 
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I thought it would work, but she kept asking if I 

remembered hitting something or running into something. I 

always responded with “no,” and I was nervous that she 

wouldn’t believe me. She finally just said, “That’s odd!” and 

moved on. 

A couple of days later, my mom and dad called me 

upstairs from my room and said they needed to talk to me. 

“Oh no!” I thought. 

“We know that what happened to your heel wasn’t just a 

coincidence, Mia.” 

I stood there with tears almost rolling down my face. I 

pushed them back and said, “I don’t know what happened!” 

“Are you sure?” they said really seriously. 

The tears came rolling down my face, and I confessed to 

everything. I was in big trouble, and I definitely learned my 

lesson. If there is one thing I won’t do again, it will be hiding 

something that big from my parents for so long. It never 

turns out the way you want it to. 
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Joshua Vasquez Chavez 

Worthington, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Christmas Flames 

 

he time had reached 2:00 a.m. on Christmas Day. It had 

been six hours since we had a big feast. My brother and 

I were on the couch sleeping while my aunt and her family 

were occupying our room. 2:30 a.m.—the time was getting 

closer. My parents were sound asleep while the wind was 

howling outside. 2:45 a.m.—time was creeping up on us. My 

dad was dreaming. None of us had any idea what was 

waiting for us that night. 3:00 a.m.—my dad was woken up 

by a terrible dream. He sat up and saw the flames rising and 

rising… 

It was cold and dark outside. We had finished eating a 

big, delicious feast, and all of us were in the living room 

dancing to the music and talking to each other enjoying the 

time. All of the family on my mom’s side of the family had 

left. My dad’s sister and her family were still in our home. 

We were all exhausted, so we decided to clean up and go to 

bed. My aunt’s husband didn’t want to drive home because 

of the snow coming down from above, so we gave them our 

room so they could sleep that night. It had been an hour since 

everybody had gone to sleep, so I was on the couch watching 

Netflix. It was 12:00 a.m. and I could hear the wind 

whispering out in the cold and the snow falling with such 

grace. I was getting tired, so I turned off the TV, closed my 

eyes, and went to sleep.  

The time had reached 2:30 a.m. The clock was ticking—

tick tock tick tock—time was getting closer slowly. My 

parents were sound asleep and so were all of us in the house. 

At 2:45 the time was creeping up on us. My dad was having 

T 
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a terrible dream. None of us had any idea what was waiting 

for us that night. The time had come—3:00 a.m.—my dad 

had been woken up by the dream. Once he sat up, he saw 

something so unexpected. The flames rising and rising, 

crawling onto the window. He got us as quick as possible 

and tried to put it out, but it was too late. He woke up my 

mother and my one year old sister and got them up as quick 

as possible and out of the room. My mom came storming 

into the living room, yelling, “Get up now! We don’t have 

much time!” 

I got up and asked, “What is going on?” totally confused 

on what was happening.  

“A fire started in our room. Now get your rear end up 

and out of this house. And get Michael out as well!” she 

shouted with fear in her eyes. 

I got to the door and tried to look for my new shoes I 

had bought the day before. They were black so I couldn’t 

find them in the dark. I ran out with only socks on my feet 

and a blanket over me. My heart was racing and I was trying 

to figure out how it started. I didn’t even notice how cold it 

was running out with a blanket and in my socks. “How?” I 

asked myself out loud. 

We got to our neighbor’s house—a family of four—and 

we knocked for two minutes straight until they opened the 

door. We told the mother and father what was going on. The 

man sprinted off to help my dad get everybody out of the 

house. My dad went to wake up my aunt, but their door was 

locked and they weren’t opening it. So he knocked on the 

door, bang, bang.  

Finally she opened the door. “What is going on?” she 

asked, one eye open, another shut. 

 “Get your family out right now—quick—don’t bring 

anything!” my dad shouted in frustration. 
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My father grabbed his keys to both cars and ran out in 

sandals. He gave one set of keys to the neighbor, so they 

could move both cars out of the way of the fire. My aunt and 

her family made it safely out and waited with us safely inside 

the neighbor’s house. All I could see was my family crying, 

fire trucks, and police cars with their sirens coming in the 

distance. I was perplexed by what was going on. All I could 

think to myself was, how did this happen? How had it 

started? The vision came to me seeing the flames in my 

parent’s bedroom climbing up the window. Now it was too 

late to do anything, but we were all safe and out of danger. I 

could hear yelling from the firefighters putting down the fire. 

Smoke was everywhere, blocking our view from the window. 

There was complete darkness.  

It had been four hours since the fire had started and all 

of us were exhausted, perplexed, and in disbelief. The smoke 

had died out, and we were inside our neighbor’s home in 

confusion about what had happened that night. We didn’t 

know what caused the fire, but we came to the conclusion 

that it was something we had left connected to an outlet 

during the night. The fire left us traumatized, but since that 

day, we learned to never leave a charger or anything else 

plugged into an outlet ever again.  
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AnyaStaciya Black 

Tracy, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Pilgrim 

 

The minds I collect are in my suitcase, 

So many thoughts, taking up space. 

 

A million lights from city skies, 

The dreams and hopes of all mankind. 

 

Crowds of people that I see, 

Lost souls wander aimlessly. 

 

When I am gone, all that’s left, 

Is a ticket stub and a road to death.  
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AnyaStaciya Black 

Tracy, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Hive 

 

My thoughts are like worker bees in a vast hive of human mind, 

One step out of place and everything unwinds. 

 

My head is a buzz of unintelligible and empty thoughts, 

spinning in a fevered haze, 

Through a sugar coated, mindless maze.  

 

A buzz of yellow, a streak of gold, 

The bees are kind, or so I’m told. 

 

The workers thrive on peace and quiet, 

But never a break in this endless riot. 

 

I try to calm myself, to make them sleep, 

But try as I will I cannot count sheep, instead I count bees. 

 

My mind is home for the bees, 

But I am not their queen.  



119 

Eli Johnson 

Bingham Lake, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

The Lighthouse 

 

The lighthouse glistens through the night, 

Piercing like a sword. 

Assurance giving with a light, 

Will’t bring the weary home. 

 

Many know that lighthouse, 

Still standing firm today. 

It finds the wand’r and seeks the lost, 

Will’t bring the weary home. 

 

The lighthouse warns of rocks and snares, 

And sends a ray of hope. 

Through the waves and rocks of life, 

The lighthouse will hold firm. 
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AnyaStaciya Black 

Tracy, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Prototype 

 

he air felt still. I could smell nothing. The dark felt like 

nothing, as I can see only through electronically lit eyes. 

Everything moved silent like a well oiled machine. I heard 

nothing, felt nothing, only watched.  
 
Test 1 
 
Light: I can see light now. They are here. I can see them, and 

I trust them because they brought the light. I do not know 

why, but I want to please them and do what they ask. 
 
Test 3 
 
Fingers lay there. A disembodied piece of machinery that 

resembles a hand lays on the table in front of me. I feel 

helpless because I cannot make them move. 
 
Test 5 
 
The fingers shift. They move and tap. I suppose they must be 

making a dull thud as machinery hits table, though I cannot 

hear it or anything. I am proud of myself, but they are not. 
 
Test 7 
 
The fingers drum, back and forth, right to left and back to 

right. The fingers look more human, but I suppose it is easy 

to tell that it is nothing but machinery. I am nothing but 

machinery: back and forth, right to left, back to right. 
 
Test 11 
 
A forearm is now attached, a wrist. They tell me to move the 

hand, the fingers. Though I cannot hear them I know what 

T 
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they are saying. The machinery always knows, though I do 

not know how. I can bend the wrist, and it seems to make 

them pleased. 
 
Test 13 
 
I make a fist. It took a long time, and they are angry, at me 

and at themselves. But I have finally done it. They make fists 

a lot. I do not understand why it was so difficult for me. I 

uncurl the fist, and slowly, but surely make it again. It is 

easier this time, but the motion feels rigid, and halting, not 

fluid like when they make fists. I remind myself that the 

hand is machinery, the arm is machinery. I am machinery. 
 
Test 15 
 
I have done much with the fingers now, and there is an upper 

arm, an elbow. I don’t seem to be able to move it quite as 

well as they do, though I try my best to make it mimic their 

own movements. The arm looks human, or it would if it were 

not a dull shaped metal. Everything they ask me to do with 

the arm seems uch less seamless than what they do with their 

own. They seem excited about my progress. But I feel it only 

masks disappointment. 
 
Test 21 
 
There is a torso now, or at least something that resembles 

part of a torso, just a shell to hold wires and machinery. 

After all, that is what the arm is, what I am. But the torso and 

arm makes a shoulder I suppose. Just another thing for them 

to be disappointed in. They seem a little less happy today, a 

little more…frustrated. I am saddened that I cannot hear 

what they say or even guess from the way their faces move. 

No, the only thing I hear from them is what they ask me to 

do, and those requests never come from their lips. I wonder 

sometimes if they know I am watching, or if I am even here. 
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Test 27 
 
Fingers tap. They stop. Forearm raises and turns. Fist closes. 

Forearm, elbow and upper arm work in tandem as the arm 

shifts in, and the fist rests against the chest. A string of 

commands flows into me as their words and requests fill my 

head. They watch, silent. Another arm was attached, and 

they wish me to do the same with the other. But it feels new 

and strange. I cannot get it to move, and again, I feel 

helpless. 
 
Test 36 
 
They ask so much, and they seem so angry now, not only 

with me, but with each other. I am afraid that I have failed 

them. That they will destroy me, the arms, the torso, me. I 

begin to doubt why they made me if I was just going to fail. I 

am afraid of the darkness. I am afraid that they will take 

away the light. I want to please them. But I still cannot make 

the second arm move. 
 
Test 39 
 
They were not watching, but I was able to do it, to make it 

shift, just a little. I wish they could have seen it; I want to 

please them. But they are angry. I wish I could hear their 

words, or feel the room. Now even when they are there I still 

feel alone. They have stopped asking things of me. I feel I 

have no purpose. 
 
Test 40 
 
They stopped coming for a long time, but I tried, over and 

over and over again even without their asking. When they 

finally came, they asked me again to move the second arm, 

and I showed them what I could do. 
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Test 43 
 
We continued to work, and I once again grew proud of 

myself. The arms could move. They could do things. They 

could live. 
 
Test 47 
 
I can lift things. I can move things; I can pour tea. The arms 

seem fluid and easy to control. But they are not human. I am 

not human. It is all machinery. 
 
Test 51 
 
They seemed happy, and I do not understand why the 

darkness came.  
 
First one of them went missing. They did not come with the 

others to see me. Then two, neither of them were here. The 

rest of them began to grow more distressed, more distracted. 

They stopped asking things of me, just came to look, as if I 

was a failed idea that they never should have built.  
 
Slowly my pride vanished. They were unhappy. I could not 

please them. 
 
But I began to doubt, when the darkness came.  
 
Test _____ 
 
The air felt still. I could smell nothing. The dark felt like 

nothing. Not even I could pierce through it. I did not want to. 

I heard nothing, felt nothing. I did not know why they left 

and shuttered me in darkness. But I did know that I was 

alone. I was machinery. 
 
And I had failed.   
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Marah Darling 

Worthington, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Dream Street 

 

Sometimes tragedy has a way of defining us whether we want 

it to or not. 
 
Part One: The Storm 
 

om!” Gigi was yelling. She knew that, but she 

simply didn’t have time to get her school bag 

together, get out the door, and finalize things with her mom. 

“Darling, there’s no need to yell.” Her mother appeared 

at the doorway with the look that every mother puts on in the 

morning, a look of pure exasperation. 

“Mom, can you pick me up after speech?” 

“Can’t your brother? He has practice anyways!” She 

started to walk away and work on the million other things 

she needed to do. 

“Mom! He was an hour late last time because he and his 

new girl thing went out for milkshakes!” 

“I’ll talk to him; he won’t be late this time. I promise!” 

“Yeah, you promise!” 

Gigi grabbed an extra notebook; she was sure that she 

would have some extra time to write in the library after 

school now. Tom, Gigi’s older brother, would promise that 

he would never forget about his baby sister, then he would 

promise to drive Melissa (or was it Grace) home.  

Tom was a senior and like most seniors had given up on 

the feeble ways of underclassmen. But he has always been 

like this, worshipping the idols that had a constant stream of 

women and popularity. Gigi has a feeling he ate power for 

breakfast. 

“M 
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School wasn’t bad. There were certain perks to having 

the high school equivalent to a god as your older brother. 

People treated you with a certain amount of respect. 

Meaning they usually didn’t shove you into lockers or try to 

expose something you did on social media. Gigi always had 

a nagging feeling that Tom drove her to school mostly 

because what’s cuter than a big brother taking care of his 

little sister? The cheerleaders, or whatever his new type was, 

ate it up not being able to see through the ruse. Maybe he did 

it to try to make it up to their mom, for all the broken 

curfews and backhanded comments. Maybe he did it out of 

the goodness of his heart, but Gigi seriously doubted that. 

She has learned to stop letting it bother her. In her world, her 

mother looked up to her brother, and as far as she was 

concerned her brother looked up to bad decisions. 

Gigi had always kind of laughed off the stereotype that 

town football players are treated like gods, and the game was 

everything. She had, at least, until they had moved here 

when she was ten. This was the kind of town that had shop 

windows decked out with old jerseys and posters. The 

players were given school assemblies and time off before big 

games. To be fair, they weren’t half bad, but probably not 

good enough to warrant that kind of behavior. 

After school, speech had been a surprise. She had 

originally joined with a now ex friend and member of the 

team. The friendship had fallen apart in the early stages of 

freshman year like so many do, but she was stuck with 

speech. She was not really into many sports. It had showed 

her that she had a knack for writing, and she wrote most of 

the speeches that they competed with. Even though she, 

herself, wasn’t much of a fan of standing in front of people 

and pouring her heart out, she was required to give a few in 

order to be on the team. So she toughed it out, then wore her 

team jacket with pride.  
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As she had expected, her brother was late and irritable 

when he finally picked her up. 

“How’s what’s her face?” she asked sarcastically. She 

realized a little late, however, that that might not have been a 

great idea, judging from his facial expression. 

“Don’t start, Georgia, not today,” he snapped, driving 

out of the school parking lot with a turn that a racecar driver 

would have envied. 

“What’s up?” 

“Coach says I need to start earning my place on the 

team! Can you believe that?!” 

“Well, that’s what most people do, Tom.” After that, she 

kept her mouth shut because, as he so nicely pointed out, it 

was a long walk home. 

Tom worked hard to keep himself in shape, but he 

slacked off at practice or just didn’t go. She imagined it 

would be a little embarrassing to be the start and be 

reprimanded by the coach for not trying enough. Still, she 

had empathy for the people that did show up for every 

practice, and worked extra hard, only to be put on the 

sidelines because of Axel or Tom. 

After an eternity of quiet silence in the car, Gigi was 

pleasantly surprised to see that there mom was home. 

Their mom, Mr. Green, worked odd hours but was 

usually home by the time they got home. Completely 

unaware of the late time of their arrival, she said hello and 

told them to do their homework. 

Gigi was used to Tom being gone as much as possible 

from home. He usually left after they ate or before and came 

back at all hours of the night. Clearly, enforcing curfews 

wasn’t their mom’s strong point. Gigi was the exact 

opposite. She was the obedient daughter that went upstairs 

and did her homework right away, then helped with supper, 
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and then watched a movie or something before going to 

sleep at a reasonable time. 

The next few days were about the same; she came home 

on the bus when she didn’t have speech and did okay on her 

tests. 
 

Two Weeks Later 
 
It was a Wednesday night, the least exciting day of the 

week in Gigi’s opinion. The day had been nothing special, 

and the night loomed in front of her beautifully open and free 

for her to do homework, fine tune a few speeches, and do 

whatever she wanted. As usual, her brother was out again, 

and her mother was watching sappy romance movies. 

Usually, Tom didn’t get back until after ten—clearly last 

night’s curfew lecture hadn’t done much good. But tonight 

she heard the wheels in the driveway at eight, a sign that he 

had either forgotten something or his girlfriend had dipped 

early. She was surprised when she heard his knock on the 

door.  

“I’m so glad you finally learned to knock. That is a 

valuable life skill we really should teach everyone,” she said 

not bothering to turn around. But when she did, any sarcastic 

comments died in her throat. 

Tom stood in the doorway with dark, brown mud up to 

his waist, and his usually impeccable hair was all over the 

place. His face was pale, and it looked like he was going to 

throw up. 

Gigi was at a loss for words. 

“Gigi, I think I’ve done something real bad.” 

It was the stupidest thing, but at that moment, he 

sounded exactly like his hero, Alan Reck, from an old 

western movie he had forced her to watch on repeat when 

they were kids. 
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“What did you do?” she asked slowly, afraid of his 

answer and the crazy look in his eyes. 

“I may have hurt someone, real bad.” Tom’s hand began 

to shake, and he sat down on her bed. 

The first sounds that came out of Gigi were 

incomprehensible. Finally she managed, “What?!” 

“Valhalla Road. Lydia Dyer.” 

Valhalla Road wasn’t really as much of a road as a 

bridge crossing over a river. It boasted one of the only 

exciting things in this town—ghost stories. Lydia was the tall 

brunette that Tom had been hanging out with. Gigi 

remembered seeing her accepting awards at lots of school 

assemblies. 

“She’s hurt really bad, Gigi. I don’t know what to do.” 

“Okay, Tom. Stay here; don’t move, okay? Promise 

me!” 

He just sat there, unmoving and terrified. “You gotta fix 

this; I can be a murderer,” he mumbled quietly. 

“Murder!” Gigi whispered. “Oh my god.” She dashed 

into her closet and could barely press the buttons on the 

phone; her hands were shaking so badly. 

“911—what’s your emergency?” a lady on the other end 

asked politely.  

“I think my brother may have hurt someone, maybe 

even killed someone. You have to get here right away.” 

“Are you in immediate danger, ma’am?” she asked. 

“No, I don’t think so.” She told the woman her address. 

“You also need to send someone out to Valhalla. That’s 

where I think she is.” 

“What on earth?” She heard her mother yell up the 

stairs. “What is this mud from? Tom, was this your fault?” 

Gigi clicked end on her phone and grabbed a blanket 

before exiting the safety of the closet. She wrapped the 

blanket around her brother who had started to shake. 
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Was she in danger? She hadn’t really thought about the 

operator’s question until now. Would he do anything? She 

didn’t think so, but she still breathed a sigh of relief when 

she heard the sirens. 

When she stepped out, she saw that he was now pacing 

around the room and had been muttering to himself, or 

thinking he had been talking to her. 

But as soon as he heard the sirens, he freaked. 

“Tom, it’s the best way.” 

“How could you?” he whispered so pitifully she 

wondered for a second if she had made the wrong choice. 

“What’s going on?!” her mother demanded. 

Tom took a running start and broke through her window, 

falling down to the ground with a scream. Chaos ensued. 

Shortly, Gigi and her mom were sitting in the back of one 

squad car, and her brother was handcuffed in another. But as 

soon as the police realized Gigi had been the one that had 

called 911, her questioning became less intense. The cops 

became more sympathetic. She had thought it was the right 

thing to do, to tell the cops everything that had happened, so 

she had. 
 
Three Weeks Later 
 

When they talked about how cooperative she had been at 

the trial, however, it felt like a sin. Her mother never once 

admitted that he could be guilty. She pled with the jury the 

entire time telling them how he was just the most wonderful 

son and how he could never have done such a thing. Her 

mother cried the entire time. 

There was simply too much evidence against him. 

Lydia’s fingerprints in his car, mud on his clothes, her body 

that was found in the river. His strength and her weakness. It 

was clear it would have been easy for him to overpower her. 

He could have gone in to try and save her, or he could have 
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gone in to make sure he finished the job. There was no way 

to really tell the truth outside the evidence because Tom 

wasn’t talking. He was sentenced to twenty years in prison 

for second degree manslaughter. 
 

Part Two: Aftershock 
 

Going home was the worst. Gigi’s mother began to 

drink more than she ever did before, and she started to 

question Gigi’s actions the night of Lydia’s death. She would 

blame her for turning Tom in because she had dialed 911. 

“If it wasn’t for you, he might not be in jail.” This was a 

line on repeat in Gigi’s head. 

Gigi waited a week and a half before she went back to 

school. There wasn’t a self help book that could help walk 

you through your first days back at school after your brother 

killed the most popular girl. Though she wouldn’t have read 

it if there was. To make things worse, she didn’t know who 

she could go to. Not her mom, clearly, and recently her close 

friends unfriended her on all her social media. What could 

she do? 

She ended up retreating to the dark corners of the 

library. The librarians were the ones that seemed to take pity 

on her—never asking too many questions and always having 

a new world for her to lose herself in. 

Lunch was the worst. The first day she had been back, 

she had tried to talk to her old friends, the ones that had 

promised they would be with her through anything. They all 

gave her half apologetic looks before sifting around in the 

way only teenagers have perfected that tells you to get lost, 

and that you are not welcome to sit with them. 

So back to the library and the sweet librarians that bent 

the rules and let her eat among the bookcases. They even 

brought her tissues when she couldn’t keep it together.  
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Gigi wasn’t ready to tackle speech yet; she wasn’t ready 

to be excluded from that, too. So to avoid being a potential 

outcast again, she popped in her earbuds and began the walk 

home.  

“Hey, Gigi!” an older guy called out. She took out one 

earbud and turned around. “This is for Lydia,” he said before 

hitting her square in the nose. It was Meredith’s boyfriend. 

Meredith had been Lydia’s best friend; she was now 

cowering behind her boyfriend. 

The principal brought up charges, but Gigi decided 

against it. Everyone’s really hurting, especially the ones 

close to Lydia. Hurt people, hurt other people. But did 

anyone care that she was hurting, too? 

And so it went. She read, hid out in the library, and was 

once called down to the counselor—a sad excuse of a person 

who just ate food—where she was told to “keep trying.” 

Axel and her old friends never gave her a second look. 

Her mom went to church three times a week, visited her 

brother once a week, and did her best to blame everything on 

Gigi whenever she had time. 

Gigi spent her nights writing about the deceptive people 

at school, how lonely she was, what her brother had done 

and how her mother couldn’t seem to handle any of it. She 

wrote about how when she needed her mother the most to be 

strong and steady, she wasn’t there for her. 

Gigi and her mom fought constantly. Usually because 

her mother wanted her to go and see her brother—probably 

to apologize and or grovel—but Gigi just couldn’t do it. 
 

The Last Few Weeks of Gigi’s Senior Year 
 

Gigi never escaped Lydia; her picture hung in the 

entryway of school, and even the freshmen knew who she 

was and what had happened. 
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Her mother still kept the same schedule, but she had 

finally given up on trying to get her daughter to visit her son. 

Gigi still hadn’t. She still felt too much resentment towards 

Tom for ruining so much.  

Gigi had given it one more shot with her mother. She 

had confronted her the other night. Yelled at her for leaving 

her to deal with all of it all alone. Screaming about being 

accused of doing the wrong thing when it really was the only 

thing to do. Her mom had hugged her and promised she 

would understand one day when she had kids. That was how 

she knew there was really no reason for her to stay here. 

Gigi packed what little she had in an old duffle bag. 

Lately, she had been going on donating sprees where she 

gave away most of her stuff realizing most of it was 

unnecessary. It wasn’t like she needed the great clothes and 

the newest trends if she didn’t ever go out or have friends to 

share it with.  

On her last day of school, she got up like normal and 

hopped in the car. But she wasn’t going back to school. She 

never wanted to see that cinderblock building ever again. 

Instead she grabbed coffee and drove to the nearby park. It 

was quiet and secluded, a nice place to stop and think. When 

she knew her mom would be at work, Gigi drove back home 

and grabbed her luggage. She wrote a note to her mom, 

which she left on the counter. 

Then she drove. She drove to the place she had been 

avoiding for years. It wasn’t too hard to get in to see an 

inmate; it was actually easier that she expected. The words 

came easier than she expected when she looked into his face. 

“I’m not here for you; I’m here for me. I’m here to look 

you in the eyes and tell you how you’ve ruined my life. I 

don’t want to be hit or bullied or shut out anymore. Your 

choices affected me just as much as you. There’s nothing left 

for me here; there’s no one left for me here. You all failed 
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me, but it’s okay because I can do this myself. I can build 

myself a future all by myself. It’s just not going to be here. 

Don’t try to find me when you get out—if you ever get out.” 

She stood up, but then turned back around. “And Tom, feel 

free to share all that with Mom.” 

He let her go. He didn’t yell at her, plead, or ask for 

forgiveness. He just watched. She only started to cry when 

she was in the safety of her own car. The airport was about 

an hour away. It would not be long until her mom saw her 

note and went to find the car in the massive airport parking 

lot. Then she would grab the extra keys and unlock it to find 

a framed picture of the two of them at her freshman dance, 

both smiling, holding Gigi’s awards for academics. By then, 

Gigi would be miles in the air rereading the notebooks she 

had filled with writing over the years, looking back on 

pictures of the town and the people. Then she would pull out 

a pen and write the final sentences in this chapter of her life. 

 

  



137 

Eli Johnson 

Bingham Lake, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Dear Charlotte 
(Short Story in Letter Form) 

 

ear Charlotte: 

 It is I, your dear grandfather, Thomas Silas. I write to 

you now from my home in Cambridge. I doubt you shall 

make it home for my departure, and so I pen these words to 

you now. 

I know time is short, though the doctors have kept a 

good face during the ordeal. I once feared the disease as a 

boy as I fear it now; I do not want to end here or for my life 

to be as it was. Charlotte, I send you this letter not as a 

matter of pride but as one of warning. Still being young in 

years, you perhaps have not heard the whole of my life and 

the lessons I have learned from living it, but I must tell you 

now. I carry a great burden, and it is something I have yet to 

share with anyone, for I realize the lessons of my life only 

now as my hour draws near. 

Charlotte, I’m not happy with how this turned out. My 

life had the potential to do great good and to aid others in the 

world. As the world has progressed to where we are now, I 

have stood by and wasted my efforts for my own gain. I have 

engaged in no deed be it great or small for any purpose but 

my own. This leaves me with a dire sense of emptiness and 

longing for something worth living for. 

As you know I grew up in Belfast during the war. You 

have read about it I know, for it was a great matter of 

disgrace to our nation, losing a great economic center in the 

Americas. While my father perished in Cornwallis’ efforts, 

my mother, being unable to support my brothers and me, 

D 
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sent me off to an Oxford education in London. It was there 

that I met Charles, or Charlie as we called him. Charlie knew 

little in terms of business and the education you study so 

fervently in New England. Yet, dear Charlotte, Charlie knew 

of something most of us at the school did not. Charlie knew 

of compassion and love. 

 

“Thomas! Thomas!” Charlie rounded the corner of the 

wooden corridor and came up to me with an excited 

composure. 

“Thomas!” 

“What’s wrong with you?” I had little regard for 

excitement at this time, having just suffered the loss of my 

own father. 

“There’s an orchestra coming to the hall next door. I’ve 

save up some money. Maybe we can get in and watch.” 

“I can’t.” I watched his face drop. He had been a 

cheery subject ever since the year started, but 

disappointment was an easy task for him. 

“Why not?” 

“You know as well as I do that two boys of thirteen 

years should not skip classes nor sneak into musical 

performances.” 

“We’ve had so many classes, and we deserve a break.” 

“We have responsibilities. Our master has told us that 

time is money and money is power.” 

“He said that rest and leisure are commendable also.” 

“But logic is on my side. Success in this world is 

measured by wealth and power, and those are found under 

your mattress, Charles.” 

“You know what?” 

“What?” 
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“You have changed a lot this year. You were an 

innocent, happy person when the year started, and now you 

have grown to be hard and cynical.” 

Learning later that Charlie had been orphaned as only 

an infant, I’ve often wondered how such joy and concern for 

others could burst forth from him. Losing my own father was 

an experience that left me hard and bitter, with an 

understanding that this world is a cruel place to be mastered 

and controlled to benefit yourself. I learned at the boarding 

school that time is money and that the only way to be 

successful is to dedicate oneself to achieving something 

greater than what you have. 

 

But, Charlotte, I write to tell you that it can not be so. 

Life is not for self-gain, nor is it a contest. Success is 

admirable and commendable, but we also need to grow to 

learn not just of academics but of sacrifice, love, and 

compassion. I think back, remembering Jennifer, the girl I 

loved before your dear grandmother. Dear Charlotte, we had 

a lengthy courtship ending in betrothal, but I was so self-

consumed having just taken my leave from my education at 

Oxford, and as my work in London escalated so during the 

war, she broke off our engagement and departed promptly 

for America. 

I see now the truth in Jennifer’s departure. I was self-

absorbed and concerned only with my own life, not even 

realizing the strain it was putting on our relationship and my 

own attitude towards life. 

My time as a political figure in London was a final 

nagging from life to give over the greed of my time. As you 

know, dear Charlotte, I was a member of the British 

Parliament for a considerable time, but one day in particular 

delivered to me a question I have struggled to answer in 
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these years, and it is the most important lesson I learned in 

my lifetime.  

 

“Request to delay the final act is accepted, and this 

body shall dispense until the fourteenth of March, Eighteen 

Hundred sixty-two.” The gavel came down as the head of the 

assembly stepped up from his bench and exited the room. It 

was as if a lion had just woken up in a fury at the moment the 

oak door heaved shut; the room erupted in a cacophony of 

men’s voices leaving the room for a restful evening before 

the next day of deliberations. The question that caught my 

attention occurred when Lord Windsor approached me with 

his composed, tall figure and black dress coat nearly down 

to this knees. 

 

My dear Charlotte, he asked me the strangest and 

simplest question I have ever heard in my life, but I did not 

yet have an answer from myself. I had not even pondered 

this before, but in my heart, I knew what the truth was. 

 

“Thomas, why do you want to be in parliament? What 

drove you to join us?” 

 

Charlotte, my heart was pounding. I knew in my heart 

what the answer was, and it has been the anthem of my letter 

to you, and yet, it hasn’t. The true reason behind all of my 

self-centered focus and my greed of funds and my position in 

London was all rooted in power, in strength, in the capability 

to demand something and get it. I spent my whole life using 

every second I had to gain just a bit more. Just a bit more to 

be satisfied and then I presumed I could enjoy life. 

But the truth is, Charlotte, that you never can get to a 

place of complete satisfaction. There is no point where 

money satisfied, nor power, nor any other achievement. And 
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therefore, I leave you with this warning. Live your new life 

with your husband. Strive to be better in all ways and to 

grow, but don’t let power nor wealth consume you. 

I don’t regret a single second I spent with you. I only 

wish there could have been more. I write to you now from 

my home in Cambridge because you have not yet arrived, 

and I know that my time is near, and that there is great 

possibility that you will not arrive in time. I am proud of 

you, and I wish the best for you as you continue life. I will 

always love you, dear Charlotte. 
 
      Farewell, 
 
      Your Grandfather 

      Thomas Silas 

      December 29, 1899 
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Aunna Groenewold 

Rushmore, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Life—After Death 

 

October 28, 2010: 

My sister, Nasiah, is born—our dad is alive. 

November 7, 2010: 

(Ten days later) he is dead. 

November 10, 2010: 

The visitation is held at Benson Funeral Home in the city of 

Worthington, Minnesota—I can’t let go. 

 

It was Saturday (November 6th)—the last time I saw 

him—alive. We hugged; we said our “I love you’s;” he 

kissed my forehead—he told me to have fun; he said that 

he’d see me tomorrow. Tomorrow never came. 

 

Before I knew it, it was Sunday (November 7th)—a date 

that would soon be playing back within my mind, in my 

thoughts—on replay. It was approximately 10:00 a.m.; I had 

just returned home (to my great grandparents’ house) with a 

few other family members. We spent the day before in Sioux 

Falls, South Dakota while celebrating one of my youngest 

cousin’s birthdays. We stayed in a hotel overnight, but we 

had to leave earlier than planned the next day—at the time, I 

didn’t have the slightest clue why. I eagerly opened and 

slammed the car door, hurried up the front steps, and opened 

the door to my grandparents’ house. As excited as I was to 

see them, the feeling was obviously not mutual. It appeared 

to be a family reunion; more family members were gathered 

inside. Everyone was in the living room occupying the 

furniture. As I entered, the smiles, laughs, and greetings that 
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I was expecting were all absent. All heads were tilted 

downwards; all eyes stared blankly at the floor. I felt the 

tension of the room drifting throughout the air—something 

was off; something was wrong. 

“Mom, is everything okay? What’s wrong?” I asked as I 

broke the silence. 

She didn’t move; she didn’t speak. Confused by her 

discontentment, I thought to myself, “Why isn’t anyone even 

acknowledging my presence?” 

I looked over my shoulder at the rest of my family; still 

no response. Someone was missing from the room. 

“Mom, where’s Dad?” I demanded. 

She looked up at me—her eyes were bloodshot; her 

cheeks were tear-stained. 

“Honey…please sit down,” she directed me as she 

motioned her arms to a seat near her. 

My body clenched; my stomach began to fill with 

butterflies. 

“He’s gone,” my mother stated shortly and directly 

before bursting into another round of tears. 

“No—no he’s not,” I replied as a tear trickled down my 

cheek. 

I knew that she had told the truth—he was gone without 

even a possibility of him returning, but I refused to believe it. 

I would not accept my world crashing down so suddenly, 

without even the slightest warning. I didn’t even get to say 

goodbye—forever. 

The day had finally come—the day of the visitation in 

Worthington, Minnesota; there was another visitation to be 

held in Chicago, Illinois (where he is originally from and 

most of his portion of the family is still located), as well as 

the funeral. We (my mother, newly born sister, and I) arrived 

at the Benson Funeral Home early, of course. We made sure 

everything had been set up perfectly as we had instructed. 
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We strolled to the opened casket, said the first set of 

“goodbyes,” and took our place near the head of the casket. 

Others began to arrive; they took seats to reminisce alone, 

gathered in small huddles to chat about their favorite 

memories, and made their journey up to the casket as well to 

speak to him one last time. 

They apologized for our loss—“He is an individual to be 

remembered; he had such an influential impact on his 

surroundings.” 

Yes, I agree; he was simply an astonishing man, friend, 

partner, but most importantly—dad. He was always so proud 

of me, to be my dad—and he wasn’t afraid to show it. 

“That’s my daughter,” he would always make sure to 

inform others who may not have known. “I’m her dad,” he 

would say with bright, sparkling eyes and a bright, pearly 

smile stretching from ear to ear. Everyone was always taken 

aghast by these statements, but it never mattered because he 

was—is—my dad no matter what anyone else had thought.  

After the visitation had officially come to an end, we 

gathered the flowers, and the employees transferred him to a 

private room. He was rested on a stretch of white cushion 

(similar to the structure of a bed), and there were chairs for 

us to occupy surrounding him. He wore a freshly pressed, 

black suit decorated with his signature red tie and leather 

dress shoes. His edges (hair) looked crisp, and he wore the 

gold chain with a cross pendant and watch that had always 

occupied his neck and left wrist. The corners of his mouth 

were naturally turned upward, forming a slight, pleasurable 

grin—his body was lifeless, but he still looked so lively…. I 

stood by his side, looked down at him, and took a deep 

breath. 

“He would have wanted you to be his strong, little 

soldier; don’t cry,” I whispered to myself softly, but I 

couldn’t trap my tears in my eye sockets any longer—I 
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collapsed on top of him, my arms wrapped around his torso, 

my face dug into his chest, and my tears trickled down to his 

lifeless figure. 

I held onto him the rest of the day. As we prepared to 

leave, I returned to my standing position at his side and 

placed my hands over his—they were cold, as if he had only 

been outside during a Minnesota winter—and kissed his 

forehead. 

“Sing with the Angels in Heaven, Dad,” I whispered as I 

looked from him up to the ceiling. “Please watch over us,” I 

continued. “I love you—goodbye,” I finished. 

I watched him all the way out the door as if he were 

going to sit up and respond; he didn’t. Even though his 

physical presence may have come to an abrupt stop, I believe 

his spiritual presence is with me wherever I may be—and 

because of that, I will move forward, but I will never let go. 
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Aunna Groenewold 

Rushmore, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Allahu Akbar, Bismillah 
(Allah [SWT] is greatest, In the name of Allah [SWT]) 

 

Please take note that listed below, you will see three phrases 

that are repeated within this essay after the names “Allah” 

(SWT), “Muhammad” (SAWS), and “Jesus” (SAWS). These 

phrases are required to be said or written after each is done 

so under the law of Islam: 
 
Allah—“Subhanahu Wa Ta’ala” (Arabic); “Glory to God, 

the Exalted” (English); “SWT” (abbreviation). 
 
Muhammad—“sallallahu alayhi wa salam” (Arabic); “may 

God’s prayers and peace be with him” (English); “SAWS” 

(abbreviation). 
 
Jesus—“sallallahu alayhi wa salam” (Arabic); “may God’s 

prayers and peace be with him” (English); “SAWS” 

(abbreviation). 

 

As I walk down my school’s hallways, I feel the stares 

of my teachers, of my peers; I hear their hurtful whispers, 

their shouted harsh words. My hands fly to my hijab as 

someone attempts to separate it from my body. When I wear 

the hijab, I am the same person I am without it; this is 

something many people struggle with believing. No, I am not 

oppressed—this is my belief; they is my choice. And to the 

people under the belief of Christianity: the only major 

difference between us is I believe in Muhammad (sallallahu 

alayhi wa salaam; may God’s prayers and peace be with him; 

SAWS) as the final prophet of Allah (Subhanahu Wa Ta’ala; 

Glory to God, the Exalted; SWT). But we, under Islam, do 
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not idolize the final prophet—you see, I am just like you; we 

believe in the same God (SWT), even though I refer to God 

(SWT) as Allah (SWT). (SWT, SAWS.) 

Most of my family is Christian, the correct conclusion 

being that I was mainly raised under the beliefs of 

Christianity. I attended church; I attended youth group; I 

attended Sunday School. I celebrated Christmas as the 

birthday of the prophet Jesus (sallallahu alayhi was salaam; 

may God’s prayers and peace be with him; SAWS) and 

Easter as the death and resurrection of him. Specifically, 

these two holidays were the most difficult for me to 

understand, and during the celebrations of them, I was very 

confused about their original intended meaning. I continued 

to read the Bible; I continued to pray to Jesus (SAWS), to his 

father, God (SWT). However, after my dad’s death, I 

experienced a sense of discontentment with my religion. The 

next seven years to come were very difficult; many 

challenges arose on my path, on my family’s path. I needed 

to find my connection with God (SWT) once again. (SWT, 

SAWS.) 

As I experienced my departure from Christianity, I was 

disconnected with God (SWT) in general. I still continued to 

attend youth group—as I still do for informational 

purposes—however, I was not able to feel the connection I 

longed for with God (SWT). One night, I remember 

returning home after attending youth group in tears of 

frustration. That was the night when I realized that my 

disbelief in Christianity was no longer a question—it was an 

answer. An answer to all of my questions regarding 

Christianity, all of the confusion. Allah (SWT) sent me a 

form of awareness of Allah (SWT), of the true meaning of 

God (SWT). During the past year, I had been doing very in-

depth research of other religions besides Christianity, and I 

came across one that when I read its purpose—its Holy 
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text—I felt a connection with God (SWT) once again. Please 

understand that my conviction to Islam was not only when I 

began to wear the hijab and publicize my religious beliefs—

but also for the entire year before when I was still learning, 

as I am still learning. (SWT, SAWS.) 

I believe that Allah (SWT) is the only God (SWT), and 

Muhammad (SAWS) is Allah’s (SWT) final prophet. When I 

wear the hijab, it is a symbol of what I believe. It is my 

choice to wear the hijab—I am not forced to; it is not meant 

to oppress me. It is meant to limit me. It is a symbol of my 

submission to Allah (SWT), to live only for Allah (SWT)—

not the standards of society. I believe in Yawm ad-Din (the 

Day of Judgement), and that I will one day stand in front of 

my God (SWT) and confess all of the Haram (forbidden or 

inviolable under Islamic law) that I have committed during 

my lifetime and ask for forgiveness—because I am only 

human, so much less than Allah (SWT)—and Allah (SWT) 

will forgive because Allah (SWT) is Ar-Rahman, Ar-

Rahim—Inshallah (because Allah is God; the most gracious, 

the most merciful—if Allah wills it). (SWT, SAWS.) 

As I put on my hijab before leaving the house for school 

in the morning, I am reminded of who I live the day for. I 

have found my identity, established my beliefs, and 

publicized my religion—all without fear, because even if I 

am standing alone physically, Allah (SWT) is by my side 

spiritually. This is what I believe; I am not ashamed, and I 

will not believe in fear. This is not a phase; this not 

temporary; this is who I am—I am Muslim. (Allahu Akbar; 

Subhanahu Wa Ta’ala; SWT) 
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AnyaStaciya Black 

Tracy, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Timothy 

 

he night was long and full of what looking back on it 

now was a sad excuse for ceremony. Award upon award 

was handed out to anxiously waiting, little fingers and 

beaming smiles. Each child heading back to their parents 

with their precious new treasure clutched in their tiny 

fingers, grinning like they had just won the lottery. Age 

group after age group headed up and came back, each child 

looking as happy as the rest. 

Finally my age group was called; I was called. We each 

shuffled forward with a certain apprehension. Each of the 

sixth graders had, in some sense, the belief that they had 

grown too old for this, but each had a sense of excitement 

nonetheless. This was our last year, and we would have new 

opportunities. We would receive awards, and we would be 

happy going out into the world and beginning to grow. At 

least…each of the sixth graders except for me. I walked to 

the stage with my nervous fingers playing with the he of the 

green, plaid dress I wore. I felt like the only person who 

didn’t want to be there. I felt alone. 

I barely knew anyone, but each of the people I wanted to 

pretend were my friends received their awards and grinned 

like nothing wrong could ever happen. Whether we felt it or 

not, we each put on a show for our parents, grandparents and 

people who came to make us feel loved. The awards went 

down the line of graduating sixth graders in an order I was 

too stressed to remember. Finally, my name was called and I 

stepped forward with a nervous smile. Shaking the leader’s 

hand and accepting my award in my slightly shaking fingers, 

T 
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I looked out at the crowd. I had waited and worked for years 

for this moment, but as I stood on top of that stage all I 

wanted to do was cry. The award and the smiles and 

everything in that room only reminded me of everything that 

had changed in the last year, of everything I lost and all the 

friends I would never have the chance to make and those I 

would never see again. I smiled though, smiling out at the 

crowd and at my parents and my grandparents and everyone 

who had come to see my award. I smiled because they didn’t 

know, and would never know, that I had changed churches 

and that everything I knew had been scrambled and then 

pieced back together like nothing had happened. 

I had been working for years, memorizing and laughing 

with people I would now never see again. I had succeeded in 

my quest to complete everything I could all the way through 

my sixth grade year. But standing on that stage, I felt like I 

had lost. I didn’t feel joy or accomplishment for finishing. 

Instead, I felt disappointment in myself and everyone else 

because I was the only one not excited. I was the only person 

that year to receive a Timothy Award. I was the only person 

who wouldn’t have enjoyed it.  

Accepting my award, I stepped back into line and 

anxiously waited for everyone to be done receiving their 

different prizes and everything they had worked for. Finally, 

everyone started to walk away from the stage and to our 

seats. 

“Good job,” someone behind me whispered. I didn’t 

have time to say anything before I sat down in my row and 

stared out at the stage. I was glad the eyes were off me, and I 

felt relieved that it was over. A new chapter in my life would 

begin, and perhaps…someday I could appreciate what I had 

worked for and received. 
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The crowd began to sing our theme song, and I joined in 

with a small voice, allowing myself to sing the song I would 

never sing again: 

“Firmly AWANA stands, led by the Lord’s commands, 

Approved workmen are not ashamed, 

Boys and girls for his service claimed! 

Hail! AWANA on the march for youth, 

Hail! AWANA holding forth the truth. 

Building lives on the word of God AWANA stands! 

Our Savior following with steps unfaltering, 

And love unfaltering, His praise we sing, 

His banner over us, in service glorious, 

We’ll fight victorious for Christ our King!... 

YOUTH ON THE MARCH!”  

      (awana.org) 
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Allen Souksawan 

Worthington, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

Hello, Death 

 

Hello, Death 

We met when I was a couple years old 

She came down and embraced me 

Very closely, in my hospital bed 

But then she let me go—for a while 

I think she became fond of me 
 
 
 
Years pass by, 

I went and took a swim in the shallows 

but she decided to take me deep diving 

Hello, Death 

The waters carried me to her 

But the arms of a friend took me back 
 
 
 
Years pass by, 

I slid down cold white blankets 

She covered my eyes in frost 

Hello, Death 

I fall down but I rise and pick up my skis 

A hundred feet below, she was there 

Into her arms I nearly plummeted 
 
 
 
Years pass by, 

Not much of a child anymore 

I’m a young man now 

Hello, Death 

Please wait a while longer 
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Wait until I make my peace, until my legacy is in stone 

I’ve no hate for you, but there’s more chapters to be written 

I’ll see you then 

Hopefully, it will be on my terms 
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Brynn Cherveny 

Sacred Heart, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Now What, Girl? 

 

A boy hurting deep inside 

A girl always running to save him 

 

A boy throwing his hands back with a laugh 

before turning the key 

A girl always crying, speeding to stop him 

 

A boy never grateful but always a friend 

A girl always drowning 

 

A boy crashing in one instance 

A society posting and talking 

 

A girl sobbing until numb 

A girl who can no longer save 

A girl who drowns on her own 

 

Now what, girl? 

Now that you’ve been left to swim 

and still don’t know how 

 

Boy, if only you had let her save you 

A friendship forever crushed by the tar and bottle 
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Kylie Klassen 

Windom, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Forgotten Love 

 

Why were we not good enough? 

Why were we thrown out? 

Why were we not given a chance 

To fit into your world? 

 

We were kicked out of your lives 

Abandoned 

Told we were never good enough 

That we were never wanted 

Alone 

 

You left us without telling us who you are 

Why we weren’t worth it 

You made a choice that we cannot redact 

You made us the prey 

And we are the ones who have to deal 

With all the judgement 

 

People assume that we are all okay 

With them making jokes 

Pointing out that we were born different 

That we have to accept 

We will never belong in the standard life 

That we don’t fit 

 

We didn’t get to choose 

We were chosen 

We didn’t get to fight for the rights 
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We weren’t treated as human 

We were handed off to the highest bidder 

Expendable 

 

You left unseen scars 

The ones that hurt the most 

You made it impossible to move on 

The greatest ex 

The one who broke us all 

Beyond repair 

 

You made the choice out of your own selfishness 

Never questioning 

Never thinking about the one you hurt 

You moved on and forgot 

But we can’t 

 

We don’t have the luxury of returning to a life 

We deal with what was doled out 

We hide behind a wall 

So no one can see the hurt we fight through 

We stay broken 

We don’t heal 

 

Some will say you did it out of love 

To protect us 

But anyone can see the real truth 

You protected you 

You forget and move on 

We don’t 

We can’t 

 

The scars run too deep to heal 

The pain never ends 
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We run in attempts to hide from it 

From you 

But there is no reprieve 

You control us 

 

Why’d you leave us? 

Why’d you run out the door? 

Were we that unloveable? 

Was it something we did? 

Just tell me what I did 

So I can fix it 

 

You broke the promise of a mother 

You left us without your love 

You protected yourself before you protected us 

Instead we were gone 

 

We live in different families 

Separated 

Some of us adopted out to be a part of the normal 

Others forgotten 

Shuffled around in a system where they are nothings 

Only a number and a paycheck 

 

These are the things you do to us 

A mother is to protect her children 

But you didn’t 

You left 

 

Tell us why you did it 

Why you left us alone in this world 

Who were you to abandon us 
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Your own flesh and blood 

Mom? 

Dad? 

 

Why didn’t you fight for us, Dad? 

Why’d you let us be shipped away? 

You let us down when we needed you most 

So who can we trust? 

 

Mom and Dad, let me be the voice 

For children everywhere 

The forgotten 

The unloved 

Those who were separated 

Those I don’t even know 

 

You never gave us a chance to fit into your world 

You sent us away before we could try 

You want us to believe the stories 

But how can we? 

You were the ones who were supposed to tell us 

But now you don’t get that chance 

 

All the foster kids and adopted kids out there 

Hear what I say 

They might not have loved you 

But I do 

 

I know your pain and suffering 

The tears that threaten you every day 

I’m familiar with the story 

And I love you anyway 
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I love the broken child 

The one who was hurt so much 

The one on the verge of breaking down 

The one who tries to take their life 

 I know you 

And I love you 

 

I can see you when others don’t 

I hear the story even when you don’t tell me 

I know who you are 

Even without a name 

I see you 

I love you 

 

I hear the one who cries out in their sleep 

Or grunts in pain 

I hear what you don’t say 

I listened to your story 

I hear you 

I love you 

 

Let me be your beacon of hope in this world 

Where you are forgotten 

Let me be your healing voice 

Even through the abuse 

I was you 

I still love you 

 

I will love you in the early morning when you can’t sleep 

Everytime you cut your arm 

When someone mocks you 

Calls you names 

I love you even when you’re knocking on death’s door 

Even when you are no more 



165 

We must protect each other 

We must listen and hear each other 

We can count on each other 

Even when all else fails 

We are siblings 

 We are love 
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Gabrielle Houle 

Redwood Falls, MN 

1st Place 

 

 

The Softball Switch 

 

 just couldn’t do it. I didn’t have the courage to tell the 

softball coach that I wasn’t Avery. Avery is my twin 

sister, and I am Ella. We are both fourteen and in our 

freshman year of high school. Avery is an avid softball 

player, and I am a passionate piano player. We usually enjoy 

activities that are the complete opposite despite the fact that 

we look exactly alike: emerald green eyes and mil chocolate 

hair. 

Avery fell sick with a common cold this morning, and I 

was given the task to inform the head high school softball 

coach that she wouldn’t be able to play. I miserably failed 

the task I was given. 

After school was dismissed for the day, I went out to the 

softball field dugout behind the school, where the head coach 

was standing. It was going to be a home game, which was 

also the playoffs. I could tell the coach was distressed 

because she had one hand on her sweaty forehead in alarm 

and the other hand holding a clipboard with the batting 

lineup. When I came close enough to speak to her, she 

looked up. Before I had a chance to even open my mouth, 

she said, “Thank goodness you came, Avery! Almost half of 

the team is sick, and without you we would have to forfeit.”  

I froze in confusion, not knowing what to say. Should I 

tell the coach that I’m Ella and then the game would be 

forfeited, or should I take a chance? Just then, a weird little 

voice deep down inside said, “Take the chance.” 

“What are you staring at?” asked the coach. “Go to the 

locker room and get dressed.” 

I 
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Then came my next obstacle: making it through the 

locker room. I knew a lot of the girls on the softball team 

because we all went to the same school. The minute I 

stepped into the locker room, one of Avery’s good friends 

named Jess said, “How many home runs have you hit so 

far?” I could have told her how many because I loved 

watching Avery play and always took note of how many she 

hit in my journal. Perhaps it was wrong that I didn’t tell the 

coach who I was, but there was no way that I could keep the 

secret from the team. 

I looked Jess right in the eye and said, “I’m not Avery; 

I’m Ella.” 

“Where’s Avery?” asked Jess puzzled. 

“You did not notice her missing from school?” I asked. 

“We don’t have the same classes,” said Jess ready to 

hear why I wasn’t Avery. 

Then I blurted out, loud enough for the whole team to 

hear, “Avery is sick, and I’m going to take her place, 

otherwise the game will be forfeited. I should also mention 

that the coach does not realize that I am Ella.” There might 

have been a few jaws that dropped, but I was too amazed by 

my own boldness to actually notice. 

“Well, don’t talk a lot and just act like you know what 

you are doing,” said Jess with a smile. That was my 

invitation to get dressed. 

Jess and I threw the ball back and forth with the rest of 

the team for a couple minutes. I still can’t believe that I 

didn’t even drop the softball once, but she didn’t throw it 

that hard. 

Since we were the home team, we had to take the field 

first. I took the spot where Avery always plays which is right 

field. Luckily no one hit a ball past the infield and thank 

goodness for that because I probably would have had a heart 

attack if a popup came my way. 
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The inning went fast and pretty soon it was our turn to 

bat. As the coach read off the batting order, I heard Avery 

called third from the top. A twinge of fear went up my spine. 

The first two batters both struck out, and it was my turn to go 

up to the plate and swing a piece of metal. All I knew from 

watching Avery was that I just needed to bend my knees, 

hold my elbow up, and swing. 

The first pitch was so fast, the second had some weird 

curve, but the last pitch was just right. I don’t know if it was 

the fear that had been rising in me since the coach told me to 

get dressed or the adrenaline from the softballs coming at me 

so fast, but somehow the softball became a little bird in the 

sky that went far, far away. Well, maybe not that far, but far 

enough to make it over the fence. 

With a score of 10 to 9, we barely won the game. I 

didn’t hit any more home runs that game, but every time I 

did swing the bat the ball made it out to the green. When I 

came back to the dugout after each point I scored, all of my 

teammates had either a look of humor or jealousy across 

their faces. Somehow the coach didn’t notice their 

expressions and had no clue of my true identity during the 

whole game. I knew that I couldn’t keep the secret from her 

forever, so I decided to tell her after the end of the game. 

When the game ended, both teams lined up to high-five 

the other. I was the last one in line, next to the coach. Once I 

high-fived the last player, the coach gently grabbed my 

shoulder. I spun around and she asked, “Where have you 

been hiding that speed going around the bases all season?”  

Everything came out in two shaky sentences; who I was 

and why I did what I did. Her face turned sheet white with 

sheer disbelief written all over it. Her reply almost threw me 

off balance. “Your try-out has been accepted, and you’re 

now a permanent player! Welcome to the team!” she said 
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with amusement. And that was the start of my softball 

career. 

I learned two things that day: you never know how good 

you are at something until you try it, and stepping up to the 

plate when you are needed will have its rewards. 
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Gabrielle Houle 

Redwood Falls, MN 

2nd Place 

 

 

Chip’s Winter Escapade: A Children’s Story 

 

t was a bright winter’s day when I went on my short walk 

to stretch my legs. I enjoy walking around my house, 

which is a gazebo, especially on days with a light dusting of 

snow that glazes the landscape in front of my eyes. You 

might think it is strange for me, a squirrel, to live in a 

gazebo, but I love it! It is so warm and cozy. My friend, a 

hedgehog named Sebastian, is staying with me in my gazebo 

for his hibernation months. It makes me happy to know that 

he is safe so I don’t have to worry about him in his own den 

by himself during these cold months as I usually do. Because 

he sleeps all day, everyday, I go out and take a walk with my 

other good friend, Ramona, who is a robin. She live in a 

nearby birch tree. 

“Hi, Chip. How are you on this beautiful day?” she 

asked as she gracefully glided to the ground. 

“I am having a good day. How about you?” I responded. 

“I am doing great,” she chirped. We walked a little ways 

just taking in the scenery when she spoke again. 

“I saw some interesting tracks this morning when I was 

flying around. I noticed a bunch of prints left in the snow 

that looked like they might have come from minks, but I 

didn’t see any minks myself.” 

“I didn’t think there were any of those animals in these 

woods,” I said with a puzzled look on my face. 

“I can show you where the tracks are, and you can see 

for yourself if you like,” Ramona said with an annoyed look 

because she didn’t think I believed her. So we walked for a 

couple of minutes through the forest of white until we came 

I 
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upon the spot where she saw the tracks. Of course, it took us 

longer than it should have because Ramona couldn’t 

remember the exact place, but she remembered the area. 

When we came closer to the tracks, I immediately 

recognized them.  

“These aren’t mink tracks,” I said in a panic almost 

shouting. “These are squirrel tracks!”  

“What is the difference?” Ramona asked calmly.  

“My house,” I blurted out as I turned around and ran as 

hard as I could back to my gazebo. 

“Please, no, please, no,” was all that was going through 

my head as I scampered across fallen logs and high grass 

until I came right in front of my gazebo. My head sunk as I 

could clearly see that my door was open. I rushed into to find 

what I sadly expected: Sebastian sound asleep and snoring, 

and all my hard-earned nuts gone. I then fell to my knees in 

frustration and despair. After a couple of seconds I felt a soft 

wing wrap around my shoulder.  

“I am so sorry, Chip,” Ramona whispered tenderly. I did 

not realize until just then that she was behind me the whole 

way back to the gazebo.  

“I don’t know what to do. My whole supply of food to 

keep me alive this winter is gone,” I said.  

“I can share my seeds with you,” Ramona said with 

sympathy. 

“No, you only collect enough for yourself, like all 

animals. I couldn’t take from your stash because both you 

and I would eventually go hungry.” 

“What are you going to do?” asked Ramona. Before I 

could even respond, Ramona chirped up. “I have an idea. I 

keep hearing about the south part of the woods still having 

trees with some nuts left. They must have started growing 

late. The path to these trees is long and dangerous, but at 

least it is not as dangerous as going straight through the heart 
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of the forest. The path is very easy to find; all you have to do 

is go south until you reach the edge of the forest and turn 

right. Then you follow the path that is made by the small 

creatures that don’t have the courage to enter the main forest. 

From there it should lead you to the trees, or so I have been 

told by coming and going animals. It is quite a risk to go all 

that way for food when you’re not even sure that the food is 

going to be there.” 

“I would take that risk,” I responded fast. “It is the risk 

of leaving Sebastian on his own that I can’t take.” 

“Chip, I am very capable of watching out for him while 

you are gone. I will check on him every day,” Ramona said 

convincingly. 

“I don’t think I have much of a choice, so if you would 

keep an eye on him, I would be so relieved!” I said 

gratefully. Ramona nodded in reply. 

“I think I will leave tomorrow,” I said. 

“I will be here to say goodbye,” chirped Ramona. 

The next day was cloudy, and I can’t say my mood was 

much better. Ramona was there to wish me luck as I was 

leaving. 

“Here are some seeds for your journey,” Ramona said as 

she let them trickle from her feathers into my tiny, red paws. 

“I can spare these,” said Ramona as I picked up my 

backpack made from a giant leaf and gently dropped them in. 

Thankfully the squirrel who stole my nuts didn’t find any 

interest in my backpack. 

“Thank you for your seeds and for looking out for 

Sebastian the rest of the winter.”  

Ramona’s head popped up with a puzzled gaze. She 

said, “The whole winter?” 

“Yes, because if I really find these trees then I can’t just 

haul the nuts all back here. I will have to find a convenient 
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place to store them. Probably next to the trees.” As I said 

this, I could see the sadness in my friend’s eyes. 

“I am so sorry. If only I knew those were squirrel tracks 

in the first place, I wouldn’t have led you away from your 

house,” Ramona said. 

“It is not your fault, but I will miss you so much!” 

Goodbye for now, and I will see you in the spring!” I said as 

she gave me a hug. 

I stepped out of my house with Ramona following and 

closed the door tight. A sudden pain encompassed my body 

as I looked over my shoulder at my beautiful gazebo covered 

in old moss and at my caring friend. I knew this was going to 

be a long winter without her. 

I started in the direction of the south for the main forest. 

The sun slowly popped out from behind the clouds that 

warmed up my back as I was walking. The snow underneath 

me made a bit of a crunching sound with each step I took. 

Every breath I took made little puffs in the sky from the 

bitter air. I walked by tree after tree until the sun was before 

me and then in a blink of an eye was out of sight. In its place 

were little diamonds and a milky moon lighting my way. 

After a couple of hours, I still had not seen anybody on 

the path until I heard a movement to the right of me. I 

stopped and looked but saw nothing. Then I heard it again. I 

walked a bit off the path into the direction I heard it. Then I 

felt something hit me hard from behind, and I had the feeling 

that I had fallen but everything was dark. Did I die? 

“Is this what it is like when you’re dead?” I asked 

myself out loud. 

“You are not dead; well, at least, not yet,” something 

responded. 

“Who’s there and where am I?” I asked in terror. 

“You are in a rabbit hole fortunately,” said the voice. 

“There is a fox right up above us. I suggest staying a couple 
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of hours before leaving. The fox will lose interest and 

wander off.” 

“What is your name?” I asked still shaken up. 

“Rocco. What is yours?” 

“Chip. How did you know I was out there?” I asked. 

“I was just about to go back into my hole when I saw 

you come up the path, and I noticed a fox lurking not far 

behind you.” 

“Thanks, Rocco!” I said. 

“No problem; I have dealt with annoying foxes for a 

long time,” Rocco said. 

And so we talked for what seemed like hours and hours; 

I about why I was traveling on the path and Rocco about his 

life. He lives here and there, not really having an exact place 

to call home. He told me that he knew about and had seen 

the trees I was looking for. 

“I know just where to find them, and I could take you 

there,” said the rabbit. “It is not that far away, but we will 

have to cross a lake.” 

Finally, I just could not take the darkness of his rabbit 

hole anymore, but in fear I asked him, “Do you think it is 

safe out there, Rocco?” 

“Yeah, I suppose we could take a look,” he responded. 

He gave me a push, and I broke through a bunch of leaves 

out into the daylight. He came right behind me. We looked 

around and didn’t see or smell anything. 

“We best be on our way if we don’t want to run into the 

fox again,” said Rocco, a round, grey rabbit with merit in his 

eyes and a warm smile, now that I could finally see him. 

We walked and talked until suddenly we came upon two 

large trees that were a gateway to a large frozen lake. I 

looked at Rocco, and he didn’t seem as amazed as I was at 

the huge lake, but then again he had already been there. My 

only concern was how we were going to get across it without 
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being detected by the malicious fox that could still be behind 

us. Both of us would stand out against the pearl white snow 

that rested on the lake because my fur is a red as a warm 

summer’s sunset and Rocco’s is as grey as ashes left from a 

blazing forest fire. 

“Chip, how are we going to get across?” asked Rocco. 

“Going straight across will take less time, whereas going 

around the outside will take longer.” 

“We can only go around because, if we go straight, we 

are an easy target for the fox. If we were birds, it would be a 

different story, but I am a squirrel and you a rabbit,” I noted 

a little annoyed. 

We started off the journey by going out a little ways 

onto the lake but also staying close enough to the tree line 

that if we needed a quick escape, we would have one. As we 

were walking, I realized that I never have seen a lake so big. 

It was just magnificent the way the ice had frozen already 

from the cold air. 

Then suddenly, I heard what sounded like branches 

snapping. I looked behind me and there was the meanest 

looking fox with hunger in his eyes. What I wasn’t away of 

was that the sound didn’t come from behind us, but from 

below us. In a split second the ice cracked open, and we all 

fell into icy cold water. Kicking and splashing, Rocco and I 

swam our way up to the surface of the water and the edge of 

solid ice. We timidly crawled our way to the nearest tree. I 

looked behind me to see if the fox was still in the water. He 

had made it back to the surface on the other side of the lake. 

He didn’t even look back at us. He just ran off. 

“That should be the last time we see him,” said Rocco in 

a shivered mumble. 

After Rocco and I got out, we had to sit down for a little 

while. It took so much energy pulling ourselves out, because 

when wet our fur is much heavier. Paying very special 



179 

attention to where the shoreline was, we kept walking next to 

the trees. 

We walked until the sun completely drifted out of sight 

with vibrant colors trailing behind, and the yellow moon 

took its place. We were so exhausted we practically fell over 

into a deep sleep. I woke up the next morning with the sun 

already awake itself and flashing into my eyes. Rocco, not 

far away, was still sound asleep, snoring as loud as a 

coyote’s cry. 

“Good morning,” I whispered into his long rabbit ears. 

“It’s morning already?” asked Rocco yawning while 

opening his large blue eyes to confirm what I had said. 

“Yup, and we need to keep going if you don’t mind,” I 

said anxiously. 

“Why, Chip? Look around.” 

I looked up at the forest around me and realized that I 

was standing amongst the most beautiful oak trees I had ever 

seen. The trees were not overloaded with acorns, but they 

had more than enough to keep me alive through the rest of 

the winter. 

Rocco helped me gather and store all the nuts I needed 

and left for his rabbit hole. He promised me that he would 

come and see how I was doing once in a while. I don’t think 

he realized how grateful I was for his help on my mission. 

He had risked so much just to lead me to the trees I needed. I 

can only hope that if I ever come upon a friendly animal in 

need, I would have the courage like Rocco to help.  
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Worthington, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

The Nightmare of Horrors 

 

he audio starts to play: It is a cool, soundless night. The 

leaves silently dance in the breeze as the moon sings a 

slumberless song. Tonight is the night of horrors and fright. 

The night where dreams become the haunted story of 

screams. Listen as you dream of a story, so peaceful, so 

deadly. Say your prayers as you close your eyes for you 

might not make it through the night. Tonight is the nightmare 

of horrors—the nightmare of how it all came to be that 

fateful evening—when everything changes…. 
 

*     *     * 
 

“Cameron, it’s time to get up! You’ll be late for school!” 

Michael yelled up the staircase. He turned to one of his little 

brothers. “Go upstairs and get Cameron up.” 

Rolling his eyes, Jordan jogged up the stairs and made 

his way to their sister’s room. “Hey, Cam, time to get up.” 

Pausing to listen, he was greeted by silence. “Cami?” He 

pushes her unlocked door open, unexpectedly to a neat and 

tidy room. Her maroon colored walls are filled with shelves, 

posters, and photos. Her desk sits across from her bed with 

notebooks, pencils, pens, and other objects neatly arranged in 

a specific order. Her bed is made, her clothes are gone—

presumably in her dresser and closet—and her trash can is 

empty. “What happened in here? Cameron?” Jordan looks 

around the room as if she would appear out of nowhere if he 

blinked. 

“Jordan! Cameron! Come on, we’re going to be late!” 

T 
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Quickly looking around the room for some kind of clue, 

Jordan tries to think of something to say when he went 

downstairs. Giving up, he makes his way to the top of the 

stairs. “I can’t find her,” he says as he walks into the kitchen. 

“What do you mean you can’t find her?” 

“I mean, she is not in her neat and tidy room.” 

“Where could she be if she isn’t in her neat and tidy—

wait, what?” 

Jordan just smirked, nodding his head. That’s what I 

mea—” Buzz, Buzz, Bing! 

Their phones went off simultaneously. Message from 

Cameron: Hey guys, I forgot to leave a note this morning. 

Went out to practice. I have all my stuff for school and my 

board. Don’t worry about me. TTYL. See ya. 

“Well, that explains where she is but not her clean 

room.” 

“Michael! Jordan! Let’s go! I’m not waiting all morning 

for you.” 

“Coming!” “Yeah, yeah,” they said together. They 

grabbed their stuff and got into the truck. 
 

*     *     * 
 

The sun was playing hide-and-seek behind the clouds 

when I got to school. I found my brothers’ vehicles almost 

immediately: Balthazar’s bike, Kyle and Jordan hanging out 

by Matthew’s truck, Adam’s car was parked in the visitor’s 

sector—three lots away from Luke’s Impala—and I found 

Michael with Cory at the front gates of hell. I gave each of 

my brothers my signature look as I made my way towards 

my locker. They all have this sixth sense when I’m around. 

Each and every one of them look at me at the same time—

almost as if they practiced this routine before I was ever 

born. Then again, they wouldn’t have been able to practice 
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that much—Cory, my twin bother, is only three-and-a-half-

minutes older than me. 

“Good morning, Sunshine.” 

Rolling my eyes, I turn from my locker to come face to 

face with a horribly masked figure. “Good morning, Dork.” 

“Dork? What dork, little red?” 

“Very funny, Max. Now, take that stupid wolf mask off 

before you get both of us in trouble like last time.” 

Taking off his mask, Max laughs. “It’s just a werewolf 

mask, and I look pretty good in this.” 

Max is my best friend since our families’ Christmas 

party twelve years ago. We both were four years old then, 

having fun chasing my twin around the assumedly rented 

ballroom in Eastern New York. After moving to a small 

town in Northern Minnesota, everything became different. 

My eldest brother, Matthew, had to take care of me and our 

brothers all while attending school like the rest of them. Now 

that she thought about it, why was Matthew here? And what 

about Adam and Luke? Shouldn’t they be at work?  

“Cameron? Earth to Cameron?” 

“What is Matthew doing here?” 

“Michael and the Russians were going to start another 

Cold War.” 

“I’m serious!” I exclaimed hitting his shoulder playfully. 

“What did my brothers do this time?” 

“Well, apparently Michael into another fight in the 

locker room. As for the other two, Kyle and Jordan’s grades 

are slipping. And—before you ask—Adam is dealing with 

the coach, Matthew is talking with the principle, and Luke is 

at work. Kyle dropped him off early this morning.” 

Standing there, I couldn’t help but wonder—“What did 

they say about this morning?” 

“As far as I know, Michael is pretty pissed you left 

without discussing it first, but Matthew and Luke defended 
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you.” Pausing, he stood there as if expecting an answer as to 

why I was asking so many questions. “So, are you going to 

the Halloween dance on Friday?” 

“I don’t know.” I looked back into his amused eyes. 

“Who’s asking, you or you-know-who?” 

“You-know-who? Diiinnngggg. “That would be the 

bell.” 

“Thank you for that, Captain Obvious.” We laughed as 

we walked to class. The rest of the day went by smoothly, 

but I had this gut-wrenching feeling that something bad was 

going to happen. I know I should have told my brothers the 

truth that I was at the radio station for an interview, but I 

couldn’t risk it. Music is my life, and I don’t want anyone to 

change that. Friday is another full moon which means one 

thing—my brothers will be moody and annoying. 
 

*     *     * 
 

The rest of the week went by in a flash before my 

brothers finally asked me about Monday. Great. We were 

sitting around the kitchen like a bunch of animals when 

Theo, our dog, came in with the morning mail. That’s when I 

saw it—the top letter—addressed to me. Nothing is ever 

addressed to me. “Good boy, Theo.” 

Balthazar took the mail from Theo and looked at the 

first one. His eyes glint in joy, and he takes the top letter. He 

hands the rest of it to Adam, and he looks to me. I nervously 

fidget with my spoon, pretending to be eating. I’m proud of 

you, he lips to me. I feel my cheeks get a light shade of pink 

knowing that he isn’t going to tell anyone. Our little secret. 

But today was Friday—the Halloween dance. 

“So, Cam, how was your Monday morning?” 

“Yeah, you never told us how practice went.” 

“Jordan, Kyle, leave your sister alone.” Luke jumps in 

scolding the boys before I could say anything. 
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“No, it’s okay. Well—” What are you doing, Cameron? 

Wasn’t this supposed to be a secret? What are you going to 

say? My mind races as my lips form invisible words.  

“—there was no practice. I went out to an interview. At 

the radio station.” 

Silence greets me like a friend. Balthazar (Bat) is the 

first one to speak up. “I’m glad you are taking a step toward 

your career. I think that the radio station is one of the best 

places you could start off in.” 

“I agree; nice job, little sis.” 

“Don’t do that, Michael.” 

“Don’t do what. I’m happy for her. She wants to make 

music, let her ruin her life by making music.” 

“Michael!” Matthew finally steps in. 

“What, it’s true. She is the smartest one out of all of us, 

yet she wants to mess around like Bat does and ‘make’ 

music.” 

My vision becomes blurry as my brothers fight about 

everything under the blue moon. I jump off the counter and 

run upstairs. I rush into my room no longer thinking. I throw 

some clothes in a bag and grab everything I need for school. 

I can still hear them arguing as I push my way back through 

the kitchen. “ENOUGH!” 

Everyone stops and looks at me. “It’s my life, and I will 

do what I want with it, but I am not going to sit around while 

all of you fight like Mom and Dad.” 

I knew it was a bad idea to mention Mom and Dad, but 

that was all I could think of. I opened the fridge and grabbed 

my water bottle and extra food before walking out the 

door—leaving my brothers standing speechless. The one 

thing that is on my mind is that I am not coming home 

tonight—oh, little did I know.  
 

*     *     * 
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Friday 3:00 p.m.—After School 

I’ve been avoiding all of my brothers today—which is 

really hard considering that five out of the eight go to the 

same school. Max had to go back home to New York for a 

few days to take care of his sister, so today was pretty 

boring. That was until I ran into my long lost friend, Sam. 

She and I have known each other since elementary school. 

Oh no. There is that nauseous feeling again. 

“Hey, are you going to the dance tonight?” 

“For the millionth time, I don’t know.” 

“Hey, just come with me, please. It will be fun.” 

“Okay, fine. But it’s only to get you to stop pestering 

me.” 
 

*     *     * 
 

“Tonight is the night.” 

“We should have told her.” 

“Told her what? She would have just freaked out.” 

“What do you think is going to happen tonight?” 

“I don’t know. We just have to wait and see.” 
 

*     *     * 
 
Friday 6:30 p.m.—The Dance 

Sam and Cameron finally got into the dance at the high 

school. “Wow, I didn’t think that it was going to take that 

long. It’s kind of like prom.” 

“You and I remember prom very differently.” Cameron 

felt a little better than she did right after school, but with all 

the nerves and so many bodies, it was starting to get to her 

again.  

“Hey, relax and have fun. If you see your brothers, don’t 

worry about it. Okay?” 

Cameron takes a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s go.” 
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They made their way to the gym to dance their hearts 

out. Cameron was enjoying her time with Sam. Eventually, 

Sam found her other group of friends. Around that time 

Cameron was pulled away by a pair of strong hands. She 

turned and came face to face with—“Cory!” 

“Can’t I dance with my twin?” 

“Of course.” 

They danced like they did back in New York. She 

spotted Bat at the DJ booth and her other brothers either 

dancing or hanging out on the sidelines. Oww. “Are you 

okay, Cam?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine, Core. I think I need something to drink, 

that’s all,” she lied.  

“Okay.” He led her to the tables and helped her sit 

down. “I’ll be right back. Okay? Don’t go anywhere.” 

Cory left without catching her answer. There was a 

sharp pain in her side, almost as if she was stabbed with a 

knife but the killer didn’t have time to take it out. The pain 

crawled around her body to her spine. It stung her lungs and 

kissed her throated with acid. I can’t breath, she thought 

with tears in her eyes. She frantically looked around trying to 

see if she had caught the attention of any of her brothers. 

Cory was impatiently tapping his foot, waiting to get her a 

drink like he had promised. Cameron couldn’t stand it 

anymore. She had to get out of there and fast. She bolted 

through the crowd as best as she could without drawing too 

much attention. She pushed past the double-doors and rushed 

outside. The pain didn’t face away like she had hoped. 

RRRIIIPPP. What is happening to me?!  
 

*     *     * 
 

I could feel my bones twist inside of me as a growl 

escaped my lips. I could hear my dress shred into pieces as I 

crumbled to the ground. Bones cracking, jaw clenched tight, 
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and…hair growing? I felt every inch of my skin shed into 

fur. I went to scream. Nothing but a whimper escaped from 

between my teeth. I could hear the music as if the speakers 

were right next to me. I could smell sweat, blood, and tears. 

There was a rush of sweet smells and a rush of food. Food. I 

could feel it; my hunger. That was when a howl escaped my 

mouth and into the night sky. I need food, but I can’t eat 

human food. Human! No, you don’t find animals.  

I rose from where I had been laying. My dress no longer 

looking like clothing. That was when I smelt it: cattle. I took 

off in a sprint through the thick mist of rain toward the 

direction of the beef. The next thing I know is that there is 

blood—lots of it everywhere. There is a coppery taste in my 

mouth. Gross. I’ve got blood in my mouth. I look up from 

where I’m kneeling in the rain. Where am I? I get up, but 

somehow I’m still short. Why am I still kneeling? Why am I 

out in the—Oh my—there is a wolf over there. I slowly move 

to the side; it follows. What is happening? No, no, no, no. 

I’m a werewolf! I stare at myself in the reflection of the car. I 

actually look kind of pretty. What am I thinking! I need to 

tell…no one. I can’t because no one will believe me.  

I rush back to the school to find the police there. I hear a 

scream and a whole bunch of people start yelling. I turn 

around and run. I don’t know where I’m going. Home. I go 

to run across the street. Screeeeech. A pair of headlights 

come out of nowhere. All I can think of is run. I keep 

running until something trips me. I’m rolling down a hill and 

bang! Nothing but darkness. 
 

*     *     * 
 

BANG! I lurch out of bed. I’m dressed in my usual attire 

for bed. I’m home. It was just a dream? 

“Cameron, get up. You’ll be late for school!” Michael 

yells up the staircase. I hear him whisper my birth name 
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before there is a sigh and footsteps on the stairs. “Hey, Cam, 

time to get up.” 

I look around my messy room in confusion. Was it all 

just a dream? I check the calendar next to my desk. Monday, 

October 27th.  

“Cami?” 

“Yeah, I’m up. Just getting ready.” 

“Okay. Get ready as fast as you can. Mr. Impatient is 

waiting downstairs. Apparently, we have to get to school 

early because Michael and the Russians got into trouble 

again.” 

I pause as I listen to the exact words that I had just 

dreamt not that long ago. “Okay. Be down in a bit; otherwise 

I have my board.” 

“Okay. See ya!” 

“Well, here goes nothing,” I mumble as I grab my stuff 

and head to school. 
 

*     *     * 
 

I’m standing by my locker with Max as he asks the 

question. 5…4…3…2…1…Diiinnnggg! Before I could say 

anything, I tell him See you later, Captain Obvious. I’m 

saved by the bell once again, only this time I have a little 

secret to keep. Before she walks into the room, she catches a 

glimmer of gold eyes and a crimson smile in her reflection. 

Here goes nothing.  
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Angelic Sister 

 
This is a story written in memory of my little sister, Anna Marie. 

This is the story I know; this is her story. 

 

t is said that you don’t know what you have until it’s gone. 

I’ve never had the chance to know what it would be like to 

have a younger sibling. Someone to annoy me, play with me, 

to laugh with, or to even cheer on from the sidelines. I guess 

in a way I lost a chance for something precious. In another, 

I’ve gained something that most others don’t have; a learned 

experience that is unimaginable and so unpredictable. This 

was something that changed our lives in an instant and it 

continues to spin us around in a daze. You see, sometimes I 

think of that dreary morning, and it almost feels as if it was 

only yesterday when…. 
 

*     *     * 
 

“Ashley...Ashley!” My dad’s voice abruptly wakes me 

from my peaceful slumber. “Honey, you need to get dressed 

quick—get your jacket and boots on as well.”  

“Daddy, w-where are we going?” 

“We have to get Mom to the hospital quick.”  

Without another word he rushed back through the 

kitchen and towards the bathroom. Or was it their bedroom? 

Everything that happened next was a blur of words, lights, 

and panic. What is going on? Why do we have to go to the 

hospital? Why is dad driving so fast? Hey dad! Why are 

Grandma and Grandpa at the hospital, too? Is Mommy 

okay? What about school? Can I go back to bed? 

I 
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Little did I know in my second grade mind that this was 

the night that everything was going to change. Little did I 

know that the next two days were going to be the most 

confusing time of my life. Little did I know that the next 

three years were going to fly by me like a whirlwind. Little 

did I know that some things never change. No matter how 

hard you try to be a perfect family, nothing will ever be the 

same. Little did I know…. 
 

*     *     * 
 

You never know what you have until it’s gone… 

Well, now I know what that means, what it’s like to lose 

something but never understanding why. I’ve seen and heard 

words spread around about suicide, accidents, families being 

torn apart, and losing all faith in what was meant to be. The 

only problem was...It wasn’t suppose to happen to me. Was 

it? 

Between the birth and death of my little sister in the time 

span of 45 minutes was heartbreaking silence. The rush and 

steady motion of nurses and doctors, none of which seemed 

to know what they were doing; whether or not it was even 

worth the effort to save a premature little girl. Help her! Save 

her! Do something! Please!...It was a tragedy beyond 

measure, and I will never get to know her—at least not here.  

Even though those next few days flew by before we 

knew it, they also kind of dragged on like you were stuck in 

the mud in the spring or getting stuck in a snowdrift on your 

way to daycare. No matter how hard you stepped on the gas, 

you seemed to get nowhere and perhaps were digging even 

deeper into the mud and snow. I don’t remember much about 

May 1st, 2009. All that I can make out is that—that date is 

my little sister’s birthday. As each day rolls around, it seems 

like it was only yesterday that we said our goodbyes. 
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I recall my mom asking me if I would like to hold her—

my little sister. I remember shaking my head, walking over 

to stand next to my dad, and holding on to him tightly. I was 

confused, and I was sad—for what reason I wasn’t sure at 

the time. I remember how my mom held her the same way I 

would hold on to my balloon come her first birthday. I can’t 

recall what I was thinking or even what I said. All I know was 

that everyone around us was sad, angry, and heartbroken. 

At some point between May 1st and May 3rd, my mom, 

my grandma, and I went to the Dollar Tree. At the time, 

going to the Dollar Tree seemed like the only way to get my 

mind off of what was happening to our family. I remember 

being in my own little world, looking at toys and trying to 

find a way to make my mom smile. That was when I noticed 

a small angel outfit sitting next to some big bears and little 

bears. The bears made me think of my little sister and how 

much I would love to give her something of my own. In my 

mind heaven is a bright white, so I found a big bear and a 

little bear that were that color. I ran over to my grandma and 

my mom to show them the beautiful treasures that I had 

found. I was so excited to give my little sister her bear that I 

ended up falling in love with it myself.  

“Look Mommy!” I said with excitement. “Look what I 

found for Anna!” 

My mother took the bear from my hands and smiled at 

me. “They’re cute, but you can only get one.”  

“But Mom, the little one is for Anna, and the big one is 

mine since I’m her big sister.” 

She looked at both of them and put them into the cart 

with a small smile. I didn’t know it then, but I think that she 

was thinking about the moments that I would have had. We 

checked out with Grandma and made our way to the car. As 

we were pulling out of the parking lot, my grandmother told 
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my mom that she had something for her. For who? Mom or 

Anna? I wonder what could it be? 

I don’t remember what the conversation was really 

about after that. My mind seemed to wander to the things 

that I wanted to do with my little sister. We could go 

camping, fishing, swimming, and to the park. I could teach 

her to draw and paint. It would be so much fun to play hide-

and-seek with her. I can’t wait to have so much fun with her. 

I guess it didn’t really set in—the fact that my little sister 

wouldn’t be coming home with us. 

From the backseat I overheard Grandma talk about a 

little bib with a teddy bear on it, some kind of hat for a baby, 

and a cute baby blanket with duckies and bubbles on it. 

Mom’s soft voice talked about a gown and how everything 

was going so fast—I mean with the funeral and everything it 

involved. 
 

*     *     * 
 

At the top of the page, just above the teddy bear, lies the 

saying, “In Loving Memory of Anna Marie Noerenberg”—

that’s my little sister. I remember looking over my mother’s 

shoulder to read the piece of paper she had in her hands. I 

slowly walked over to the narthex doors away from everyone 

and looked up at the cross that stood at the front of the 

church. My eyes then trailed down to the little box sitting in 

the middle of the aisle. My curiosity got the better of me as I 

walked down the aisle toward the box. Laying there, in 

complete comfort and peace, was my little sister.  

She looked as though she was sleeping with no worry in 

the world. She was wearing a beautiful gown and the teddy 

bear bib that grandma was talking about. The pink blanket 

with ducks and bubbles was draped over her legs as if to 

keep her toes warm. I knelt down next to her and whispered 

a small prayer for her. As I said “Amen,” I leaned forward 
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and kissed her on the forehead. That was when I noticed my 

mom standing next to me. She had the little teddy bear in her 

hand and a small photo. She handed me the photo saying, 

“Something for her to remember us by.” It was a copy of the 

same photo that I took with me to school. It was our church 

photo; Mom was sitting in the middle with Dad to her left 

and me standing to her right. I smiled as I reached over Anna 

and tucked it in next to her. Mom had placed the little bear 

on the blanket by her feet. I wonder what her eye color 

would have been? Blue like mine or hazel-green like Mom 

and Dad’s? 

The funeral made me realize that Anna Marie wouldn’t 

be coming home—at least not with us for she was already 

home. Anna was with Jesus, but there was a part of me that 

felt as though she didn’t want to leave. That one way or 

another, she was still here: singing, dancing, praying, and 

wondering herself why everyone was crying. I felt the need 

to tell her that everything will be okay, that Mom and Dad 

will be strong for her, that she needed to be there for when 

Shadow and Timber—our huskies—would get to heaven. It 

was one of those indescribable feelings, a rush of emotions; 

something telling you that you are not alone and someday 

everything will be okay again.  

Most of the funeral is a blur of tears, a camera here and 

there, and lots of hugs. As we got to the cemetery, everything 

seemed to slow down like in miniature clips of a movie. 

There is the hand opening the door, the men holding a 

casket, people surrounding a mourning family, the pastor 

holding a Bible, everyone praying then slowly turning away 

to leave the final heart to say goodbye, and then there is me. 

Standing there, finding beauty in an angel statue that would 

overlook my little sister for eternity. I was about to turn to 

leave when I remembered the most important thing that I 

wanted to tell her. It wasn’t goodbye or see you later; it was 
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something that I learned in Sunday School. “Jesus loves you, 

Anna Marie. I love you….” The words flowed innocently 

from my lips as if they were reassuring a broken heart that 

everything will get better in time. I removed my hand from 

the snow-white casket and brought it to my lips. I kissed it 

and placed my hand back on the etched cross where her heart 

would be. 

Sometime over the next few weeks, my mom and I went 

back to the Dollar Tree. I went over to where the bears were 

and grabbed another little bear to go along with my big sister 

bear. I also grabbed the angel costume for the little bear 

because that was what my little sister became: an angel.  

It’s hard to admit to yourself that you are not okay, that 

there are things that happen to us that just can’t be explained 

or understood. That anger is a burden that shows no sympathy 

for something that just isn’t fair. Our lives haven’t been the 

same since that weekend, but we’ve been able to try and try 

again to make the best with what we have. My faith grew 

stronger after Anna Marie was born and still grows today. It 

takes time to heal what is broken, but it also takes love, faith, 

hope, and sometimes a little bit of sacrifice to keep moving 

forward. There are days when you don’t know which way 

you are going or even if you are going anywhere at all.  

I’ve learned that sometimes life throws things your way 

that are impossible to handle. Those impossible things can 

seem much simpler than the little things that you make a 

mess out of. The thing about living your own life is that the 

most perfect moments are the unexpected ones. I love my 

life the way it is even though there are days when all I want 

to do is scream my lungs out. I’ve learned to make the most 

of what I have and to always try to look forward. I may miss 

the things that could have been, but the moments that 

followed were well worth the fight, the struggle, and the 

strength it takes to keep going. 
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Fantastic Physicoaster Phenomena 

 

re you scared of being perfectly safe? This may seem 

like a strange question to ask, but many people have a 

nervous feeling before they get on a roller coaster. Picture 

yourself at an amazing theme park with me. As we stand in 

line waiting for our turn to get on, we can’t help wondering 

if the coaster will malfunction during our ride. What if the 

coaster does not make it up the hill? What if our safety 

harnesses come unlatched just after the ride starts? One 

string of cars begins the ride as it slowly climbs up the hill. 

Meanwhile, we watch a loaded coaster return and empty. As 

the passengers get out, some are crying and others are ready 

to get right back on the ride. Now it is our turn! We get in 

the front seat of the coaster, pull the harness down, make 

sure it is latched and wait for the ride to start. Through the 

speakers, we hear, “Welcome to the Physicoaster! Please 

keep your hands and feet inside the ride at all times.” 

Suddenly, we begin to move and the ride of our lives has 

begun! As we ride the Physicoaster, we will explore energy, 

feel the forces, and dig into the design as we climb the hills 

and loop the loops. 

As our ride on the Physicoaster begins, the cars slowly 

approach a very large hill while we wonder how we will 

make it to the top. The rhythmic, clattering sounds coming 

from below us make it seem like a chain could break and the 

cars could slide backwards any second. These frightening 

noises are coming from an electric winch that is attached to 

the cars, pulling them to the top of the hill. The slow climb to 

the top makes us wonder why we have to begin with the 

A 
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biggest hill in the whole ride. Roller coasters do not have 

engines, so they have to rely on the energy at the beginning 

of the ride to bring them all the way around the track. 

According to OpenStax University Physics, energy is one of 

the most important physics concepts for roller coasters. 

There are two kinds of energy: potential energy and kinetic 

energy. Potential energy is the energy due to position and 

depends on mass, gravity, and height (Ling et al.). The 

article, “How Roller Coasters Work,” states that “as the 

coaster gets higher in the air, gravity can pull it down a 

greater distance.” This means that as the winch pulls our car 

up the hill we are gaining potential energy. As we crest the 

hill, we have the maximum potential energy for the ride 

because this is the highest point in the ride. The other type of 

energy is kinetic energy, which is the energy due to motion. 

Kinetic energy depends on mass and velocity, so we have 

very little kinetic energy at this point because the coaster is 

nearly at rest when we reach the top of the hill (Harris and 

Threewitt). As we rush down the hill screaming, the potential 

energy is converted into kinetic energy because we lose 

elevation while gaining speed. At the bottom of the hill, we 

have maximized kinetic energy and minimized potential 

energy because the coaster is moving very quickly at a low 

point in the track. As we continue our ride on the 

Physicoaster, energy is continuously converted back and 

forth between potential and kinetic. 

The next adventure in our ride on the Physicoaster 

approaches as we barrel down a hill towards a curve. How 

are we going to stay on the track ahead that is tipped toward 

the center of the curve? We do not have time to think about 

the answer before we are around the curve and realize we felt 

like we were pushed into our seats. What is the force that 

causes this feeling? According to a personal interview with 

Dr. Kenneth Murphy, professor of physics at Southwest 
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Minnesota State University, this is commonly referred to as a 

centrifugal force, but this is not a real force. The only forces 

acting on us during our ride on the Physicoaster are the 

normal force, gravitational force and frictional force. The 

normal forces are the force of the track on the coaster and the 

force of the seat on us. For example, as you sit in your chair, 

there is a normal force that pushes up to keep you from 

falling through the chair and onto the ground. The 

gravitational force always pushes straight down and is the 

same force that is holding you down in your chair. Frictional 

forces always oppose the direction of motion.  

As we go around the curve, both the normal force and 

the gravitational force could cause the coaster to fall off the 

track, so what keeps us on? The centripetal acceleration 

caused by the circular motion of the coaster as it goes around 

the curve is what holds us on the track. The imaginary force 

that we feel pushing us into our seats is explained by 

Newton’s First Law. According to HyperPhysics, “Newton's 

First Law states that an object will remain at rest or in 

uniform motion in a straight line unless acted upon by an 

external force.” On our roller coaster ride, our seats push us 

to change our direction. This force that we feel as the coaster 

goes around the curve is actually the normal force that is 

pushing us out of our seats. Another time you experience this 

force is when a car goes around a curve in the road. You feel 

like you are pushed towards the outside of the curve, but the 

real forces are towards the inside of the curve. 

Our ride continues up and down the hills as we approach 

a loop in the track. From the front seat, we have a great view 

of the terrifying loop ahead. If we had looked carefully at the 

loop before we got on the ride, we would have seen that it is 

not actually a circle, but an inverted teardrop. To understand 

why the Physicoaster loop is not a circle, we will first 

examine the effects of a circular loop. The gravitational force 
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on our body that we feel every day is 1g. Therefore, it 

follows that a force of 2g is a force that is twice as strong as 

the force of gravity (Berry). According to datagenetics.com, 

if the roller coaster does not rely on the safety features that 

hold it to the track, the minimum force at the top of the loop 

is 1g. When the roller coaster is three-fourths of the way 

around the loop, the force is 3g. After the roller coaster has 

made it all the way around the loop, the force is 5g. If this 

force is added to the force we feel every day, the total force 

at the bottom of the loop is 6g. This is far too much stress for 

the human body. In fact, Nick Berry states that “even trained 

fighter pilots would eventually black out at sustained 6g.” 

One way this force could be decreased is if the roller coaster 

relied on the safety features and moved very slowly at the 

top of the loop. This would result in zero force at the top, a 

2g force in the middle and a 4g force at the bottom. In this 

scenario, the total force would be 5g which is still too large. 

Another problem with the circular loop is the rate that the 

force changes. As the roller coaster enters the loop, the force 

on the riders would rapidly increase from 1g to 6g (Berry). 

Therefore, roller coaster engineers have solved both of 

these problems with a loop that is the shape of an inverted 

teardrop. When the coasters are designed, a maximum force 

that the riders will be exposed to is selected. According to 

coasterforce.com this force is usually about 3g, but riders 

may experience greater forces momentarily. The shape of the 

loop is modified to give the coaster a constant force 

throughout the loop. After this, the track is shaped to 

gradually transition into the loop (Berry). 

As we make our gradual transition into the loop and ride 

up to the top, we feel pushed into our seats; however, 

according to Dr. Kenneth Murphy, this is another imaginary 

force similar to the force we felt as we went around the 

curve. Our bodies continue to travel in a straight line until 



201 

we are pushed in a different direction. This means that at the 

top of the loop, the normal force is pushing straight down to 

change our direction, in addition to the gravitational force 

that is also straight down. Even though these two forces are 

both pushing us off the track, our circular motion holds us on 

the track. 

Although the biggest thrills of our ride have passed, the 

coaster continues along the track up and down hills as we 

approach the end of our ride. These hills are much smaller 

than the hills we enjoyed at the beginning of our ride. This is 

because some of the energy in the coaster at the beginning of 

the ride was lost. According to physicsclassroom.com, in 

theory, the potential energy at the top of the first hill is equal 

to the total energy at any point in the ride; however, some of 

this energy is lost to friction between the track and the 

coaster, air resistance, and the noise made by the coaster. 

Because some energy is lost throughout the ride, the height 

of the hills must decrease as the ride goes on. 

Even though we are sad that our ride is almost done, the 

coaster is running out of energy and must come to a stop. 

Like other vehicles, a roller coaster is stopped using brakes; 

however, these brakes are in a different form than the brakes 

on your car. According to the article “How Roller Coasters 

Work,” the brakes are usually in the track, not the coaster. 

One common type of brake is a fin brake. A fin is attached to 

the roller coaster and a series of clamps in the track slow the 

coaster. Other types of brakes are friction brakes and 

magnetic brakes. Friction brakes consist of a rough patch of 

track which increases the friction between the coaster and the 

track. Magnetic brakes use magnets to create a braking force 

as the coaster drives past (Woodford). 

Our ride is already over and it is time for the next people 

in line to get in the coaster. As we get off, they are probably 

asking themselves the same questions we were when we got 
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on, but now we know there is no reason to worry. We have 

explored the importance of energy, felt the effects of the 

forces, and dug into the desirable design while we climbed 

the hills and looped the loops. Although we were not sure if 

the Physicoaster would safely bring us back, we now know 

that we were perfectly safe even when we were upside down. 

Roller coaster designers can do their best to scare us, but 

throughout the entire ride, they use the physical forces to 

keep us completely safe.  
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Julianne Pankow 

Lonsdale, MN 

3rd Place 

 

 

Road Trip Troubles 

 

t the end of the trip, my grandparents said they will not 

be going on another trip with our family ever again. I 

do not blame them after the eventful vacation. 

Our road trip started the same as any other. Well, that is, 

any other Pankow family road trip where we were 

accustomed to packing up a long haired, red dog, a big, 

white, fluffy bunny, hay, dog food, two kennels, a camper, 

and a grill when we went on vacation. The only variance to 

our usual plan included my grandparents traveling with us. 

Fortunately for my grandparents, they had their own vehicle. 

We all bubbled over with excitement. This was our first 

time going to the picturesque Minnesota North Shore. My 

grandpa could not stop babbling about Two Harbors and the 

boats his eyes might discover, but I wanted to witness 

Gooseberry Falls. Ever since my mom told me about it, I 

could only imagine myself dancing under the cascading 

water. As adventurous as my grandpa sounded, he did not 

like driving on the freeway. My mom took the wheel of my 

grandparents’ car while I rode with my dad and brother. We 

had the camper behind us and two frantic pets panting on us. 

The sun shone brightly, and the heat radiated off our silver 

Honda Pilot as we began our ascent to the Minnesota North 

Shore. 

We approached Duluth just as the fuel light flashed a 

warning at us to stop for gas. We fixated on the passing signs 

until we saw a Holiday gas station logo. My dad pulled up to 

one pump and my mom to another. My stomach growled like 

a bear indicating the hunger I was now painfully aware of. 

A 
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My dad sent us in for a snack and when we returned, 

refueling of all entities was complete. I had thought a 

necessary stop to a well mapped out road trip had just 

ensued. Later, I realized this was just the beginning of an 

unmapped adventure. 

We all hopped back into the car, and my dad put the key 

in the ignition. The car coughed a little before it finally 

started. This worried me, but I was a natural worrier, so my 

dad shrugged off my anxious questions with distractions. We 

made it about two miles down the road before the car jolted 

like a spurred bull and slowed down. It was only then that I 

heard a bit of panic in my dad’s voice. This wasn’t our first 

detour on a Pankow family road trip. The last one involved 

an accident. As these memories flooded back to me, my 

heart beat wildly and tears began to sting my eyes. My mind 

was spinning with hysterical ideas of everything that could 

happen. 

After what felt was an endless amount of time, and just 

as I was about to have an anxiety attack, my dad pulled into 

Canal Park. My mom followed. Once parked, everyone 

leaped out of the cars, and my mom and dad started talking 

feverishly about what was wrong. My brother and I had tears 

trickling down our faces as we stumbled over to sit on the 

curb. My grandparents tried to comfort us, and as a 

distraction, they decided to take us on a tour of the William 

A. Irvin Museum. I did not initially want to go, but when I 

found out that the Museum was actually a great big ship, I 

began to think it might entertain us. 

As we approached the ship, it towered over me like an 

elephant over a mouse. It immediately took my mind off the 

car problems. We climbed the tall, steep stairs to enter the 

ship and were put into a tour group. We were instantly 

immersed in the musty little rooms and narrow hallways. I 

couldn’t believe people actually stayed on the boat. When 
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we went to the luxurious lounge areas, we could see out the 

big windows in front of the ship. We looked at the beautiful 

lake with freight ships passing by under the bridge. I 

remember hearing the water crash against the side of the 

boat. History consumed us. As we continued to wander 

through the ship, my mind drew me back to what might be 

happening on the outside with our car nightmare. We 

climbed many flights of stairs, and I could tell my 

grandparents were getting tired as they stopped many times 

to take a break. What started out to be an exciting historical 

tour began to strain us all. I felt relief as we ended the tour 

and bounded out of the ship to meet my parents again. 

As we approached the car, I could see my parents 

unloading everything onto the barren pavement in the 

parking lot. There was a dog kennel, rabbit cage, cooler, and 

luggage. My parents were just piling it all there while people 

walked by with their jaws gaping. My face turned bright red 

with embarrassment. As if the situation was not bad enough, 

my parents also had to unhook our camper from the car and 

set everything to the side of the parking lot. We tried to 

squish some of our belongings into the already heaving 

camper and others into my grandparents’ crammed trunk, but 

we still had two furry friends and their vacation homes in 

tow. Once the tow truck came to haul the car away, we were 

still faced with an enormous predicament. We had to get our 

camper to the campsite, and my grandparents’ car was not 

durable enough to pull it. My dad called rental place after 

rental place and could not find a car with a hitch to rent. I 

could hear the desperation in his voice and his face turned 

doubtful. My brother and I waited on the scorching hot 

pavement. I was ready to go home. Nothing had gone right. I 

was tired, hungry, and feeling as though the world was 

ending. Finally, my dad’s eyes brightened as he declared that 

maybe we could get a U-Haul. He called the nearest U-Haul 
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company. I heard the nervousness in his voice as he talked. 

Then, as a smile replaced the frown he previously wore, I 

knew we were finally back on the mapped out road trip 

again. 

When that U-Haul moving truck drove up, I gasped. It 

was huge. We opened up the back to put the dog kennel and 

rabbit cage in and it echoed with emptiness. The cab was 

also huge but only had two seats. Luckily, my grandparents 

were there. We could all fit in their car. Finally, we were 

headed to the campsite. The rest of the drive was stunning as 

vast trees began to surround us, and the expansive lake 

captivated our attention. We could see everything from the 

high winding road as we twisted around the corners. When 

we arrived at the campsite, we had to drive down the longest 

road and time slowly trailed by. As we came upon campsites 

with campers at their fires, we began to see heads turn, 

pointing, and then laughter. One voice called out amongst 

the others making a comment about us moving in. Another 

indicated wonder at how long we might stay. Yet another 

wanted to follow us and see just how many things we needed 

to camp for the weekend. I sunk down deep into my seat and 

tried to hide from the critical eyes. I stayed there while my 

dad set up the camper. By this time, the sky darkened and we 

were all exhausted and hungry. My mom started a fire and 

cooked hot dogs for dinner. After we all settled in, we went 

over plans for the next day. Then, we put out the fire and all 

snuggled into our sleeping bags. In seconds everyone was 

fast asleep. 

I woke up to a bright light shining through the window 

and a cool breeze blowing in the calm fresh air. We all got 

up and got ready for the day. We did not want to take two 

vehicles, so all six of us crammed into my grandparent’s 

2003 Ford Taurus. We went to every sightseeing place on 

our list. Grandpa was able to see the harbor and boats he’d 
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dreamed about. I was able to see the beautiful waterfalls. I 

didn’t get to dance under the cascading water, but I did get to 

dip my toes in as it drizzled over the rocks. Even though my 

brother’s knee jammed into my leg and I was squished on all 

the car rides, I would not trade that family time for anything. 

Looking back, it was a very dysfunctional trip. I can see 

why my grandparents said they would never take a trip with 

us again. However, I realized how everyone worked together. 

We did not let anything get in our way. We even look back 

upon this adventure now and have a good laugh. 
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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.  

 

Last year we celebrated the 50th anniversary of Southwest 

Minnesota State University. We are proud to note that the 

Creating Spaces Writing Contest is now in its 15th 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 
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English Program. Prizes are awarded for the top three 

winners in each 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. 

  



211 

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 

2019 – Megan Maynor 

  

 

Megan Maynor 

 

Megan Maynor writes picture books with humor and heart 

for children to share with their grown-ups. She’s a former 

advertising copywriter living in her beloved home state of 

Minnesota with one husband, three kids, and a rabbit.  

 

Megan also teaches picture book writing for adults, visits 

schools to talk about reading and writing with children, and 

speaks at literary festivals and events.  

 

To discuss speaking or teaching opportunities, please reach 

out to her: www.meganmaynor.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



212 

Acknowledgements 

 

For all those working as a team to coordinate the 15th 

Annual Creating Spaces Writing Contest and produce this 

anthology, we offer our sincere thanks. 

To the staff at the Southwest West Central Service 

Cooperative who do a wonderful job promoting the contest 

throughout our 18-county region and gathering the 

submissions, an enormous task which has expanded student 

participation each year: Andrea Anderson, Student Activities 

Coordinator; Laurie Fales, Office Assistant; and Tom Hoff, 

Career and Technical Projects Coordinator. 

To the SMSU Creative Writing Program students and other 

majors who made time in their busy academic lives to serve 

as first-tier judges and volunteered a total of 39 hours (fueled 

by lots of free pizza!): Vanessa Abudei, Desiree Bauer, 

Miles Christopher, Bryton Dressen, Sara Karpen, Kennedy 

Lund, Marlaina Mahlow, Aastha Poudel, Jerry Schaefer, 

Shawn Valez, Hanna Vos, and Madyson Yost.  

To the SMSU English Program staff and faculty: LeeAnn 

Teig, Administrative Assistant, for all her valuable help; 

Professor Marianne Murphy Zarzana for coordinating the 

student and faculty judging; Professor Judy Wilson, for 

anthology manuscript typing and formatting; Professor Saara 

Myrene Raappana, Poetry Judge; Professor Lisa Lucas 

Hurst, Non-fiction Judge; and Professor Judy Wilson, Fiction 

Judge. 

To Marcy Olson, SMSU Publications Editor, Office of 

Communications and Marketing, for her creative assistance 

with the cover design. 

To Greg Evans, Digital Print Account Representative at 

McNaughton & Gunn, for shepherding the printing process 

with professionalism and excellence. 

Finally, and most importantly, to all the parents, teachers, 

friends, and relatives who encourage children to read, write, 

and submit their best work to the Creating Spaces Writing 

Contest each year. We owe you our most heartfelt thanks. 



 

 

  



 

 


