









































-Seventeen is not a dream-

| can remember, the days

llaid on the couch sunlight dim against me

tears falling down my cheeks as digits got higher
years blend together

there are no big celebrations, no more excitement at age
| feel as if I've lived centuries but I'm only

Sixteen

now I'm turning Seventeen

What a sad, sad age to be

Only songs of suicide to commemorate the year
Pll truly be leaving behind memories

that only belonged to a younger me

books now lay with dust, and the tire swing
stands still

my legos clutter spaces I've long since touched
and college letters are are scattered in places my
DVD’s used to stay

I’'m turning seventeen and everyone thinks

I've got it all together

but only | know when | was 7 life was better

Lily Druge, 3rd place
Category 11 & 12, Grade 11

Bone Chilling Story

It was a cold misty June morning around 3am.
The rain hissed like acid melting plastic.
All he could smell was pizza cooking, breadsticks baking and soda bubbling.
Then out of nowhere his mop fell.
Trash laid on the floor.
Dirt left in piles.
The janitor was missing.
The morning shift crew came in to start their shift.
When they saw the mess and the missing janitor they knew they had a problem.
BOOM!
CRACK!
The rain started to get angrier.
As the morning went on I didn’t know what to do.
I held my head down real low.
Then I saw something out of the corner of my eye.
A clue.
We had a mystery on our hands.

Gavyn Urban, 3rd place
Category 5 & 6, Grade 5






A Square of Satin

The window had been just slightly ajar

When a breeze fluttered in, whispering secrets from afar.

It tickled my tired eyes to open,
And on the window sill | spied a square of satin.

It looked out of place there where it lay,
ltself majestic before a room in disarray.
lts color of the richest green

Was the deepest | had ever seen.

| went to touch it with timid care,
But | was given quite a scare
The lovely, foreign satin square
Instantly vanished in thin air.

| knew not where it went,

| knew not how it was sent.

Still | stared out the window a while longer
Hoping the wind would bring in another.

Linnie Ngamcharoenthana, 2nd place
Category 11 & 12, Grade 11

In Brazil there is

Wildlife all around

Some are cuddly or cute
And other will put

You in the ground.

There are many resorts
And parks

Here in Brazil

Some you dream of
Some are your last resort

If you like fruit

This is the place to be
Some of their many Mangos
Are nature Van Goghs.

The price of everything is
Five times less but

Most of the products

Don’t measure up to the test.

Brazil can be good or bad
Sometimes downright sad
What makes me want to

Go back?

Are the experiences I've had.

Caleb Carrel, Honorable Mention
Category 5 & 6, Grade 5















Dinner

| am too cold. | am too warm. And | can’t breathe. I've never been able to
breathe. | feel my heart flutter, ’'m not in love. | never have been.

Dull light shines through broken orange plastic.

The last light.

“Happy, happy” they've told me

So why not now?

| keep eating more of my favorite meal.

The last meal.

My meal is addicting, it's cold and chalky, and shaped just right. For me to
swallow in one bite.

I lay on the cold floor, this is where | will eat every last bite.

My vision is clearer, is that a face | see? Coming to share dinner with me?
| see true beauty. Rainbows and spirals, faces and voices. They all come
for one last meal, my favorite meal.

| feel my heart flutter again, | feel the wings like one of an Angel grow from
the arteries around my soul.

I love this meal.

The last meal.

The orange tinted light grows brighter, it turns white. What a fascinating
show the voices have put on for dinner. My favorite show. They come
closer. They yell at me.

Rude voices

| feel light, It's finally time for dessert.

Dessert is the best part of my meal, it’s true peace once dessert is served.

| hear the voice of another face, “I'm here with sweets!”
Oh my am | ready for dessert

| start to run to the face as she yells “I'm here with sweeties!”

Blossoming_Shells

It's cold

Droplets trickle down

Explosions blossom bright and bold
Shells scatter like petals

My body is numb and dull

| hear the cries of men begging and praying to the heavens

When | look at the sky

All | see are struggling planes

Why would God make his children play this game?

My friends who once burned with life now lay dead

Their bodies forever praying
Their eyes without light fills me with dread

My light will soon be blown out

It's cold

Droplets trickle my face

My vision blurs with grace
Where are my buddies?

They're waiting for us

God, hear my prayer

Let my body stray away from hell
And dwell with them again

Lilah Kraemer, 2nd place
Category 9 & 10, Grade 9















