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 Widely regarded as “the father of creativity” in this country, E. PaulTorrance was an eloquent speaker and prolific 
author, contributing many books, articles and monographs in the field and developing his now widely recognized tests of 
creative thinking. Today, his ground-breaking ideas, programs, and models continue to tap the creative potential of 
individuals in all sectors of society and in many countries.
  
 The International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards competition honors the legacy of this great pioneer.  The 
magazine you hold in your hands includes creative submissions of students between the ages of eight and eighteen in 
four major categories: Creative Writing, Visual Arts, Music Composition, and Inventions. 

 Writing was the first award competition in 2009.  Hundreds of children from across the country and around the 
world submitted their poems and short stories.  In subsequent years, visual art, musical composition, and, in 2014, inven-
tions were added to the annual International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards.  Students sent entries from many places, 
among them, the United States, Canada, England, Australia, New Zealand, Poland, China, Singapore, South Korea, King-
dom of Bahrain, and India.

 The enthusiasm of children and young people has continued to expand as more teachers encourage them to 
submit their most imaginative work to the competition.  Every year, the Midwest Torrance Center for Creativity publishes a 
magazine with the prize-winning poems, stories, visual art pieces, musical scores, and invention designs.  It has become 
a heartening sign for teachers and parents that, despite standardized testing and a narrowing curriculum in many schools, 
creativity is alive and well among so many children and young people.

 Over the past nine years, the International Torrance Legacy Awards competition has evaluated student entries 
within similar age levels.  Themes for 2017 submissions included the following:

• The Honor and The Glory
• A Grateful Heart
• What A Mystery!
• Couldn't Help Laughing
•  Journey to Forever
• A Reluctant Adventure
• Who Would've Thought, and
• Exploring a New Universe.

 This year, the competition received an abundance of creative works—many of them strikingly original, diverse, 
and skillfully composed.  In response, we made greater use of the Honorable Mention category, which enabled judges 
to recognize high merit in the submissions of participants who did not receive 1st, 2nd, or 3rd place but whose notable 
compositions showed promise.  Due to space limits, we were not able to include the work of these students, but we hope 
they feel encouraged by this recognition to keep pursuing their creative talents.
     
 Sponsors for 2017 included the following:  The National Association for Gifted Children, the Torrance Center for 
Creativity and Talent Development, the NAGC Creativity Network, Future Problem Solving International, and the Center 
for Gifted/Midwest Torrance Center for Creativity. 

 We hope you enjoy the magazine!

Joan Franklin Smutny
Director of International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards

Overview
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Creative Writing

Joan Franklin Smutny
Director of International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards and Coordinator of Creative Writing
Director of the Center for Gifted/Midwest Torrance Center for Creativity, Glenview, Illinois

 Talented young writers were invited to submit their most creative compositions in 
recognition of the legacy of creativity pioneer E. Paul Torrance.  Over the past nine years, the 
International Torrance Legacy Creative Writing Awards competition has attracted hundreds of 
young writers who took part in two major categories:  poetry and short story.  In this year of 
judging submissions, we were pleased to see evidence of student maturity and growth in 
writing, in composition as well as in depth of feeling and insight.

 Student participation represented ages 8-18.  Poems and stories were assessed in 
four age-level categories: ages 8-10, 11-12, 13-15, and 16-18.  The themes elicited a wide 
range of creative compositions—some strikingly original and imaginative.  Entries also reflected 
a rich diversity of ideas and talents expressed by students throughout the United States and 
other countries, including Canada, Bahrain, New Zealand, Poland, Singapore, and South Korea.

 A panel of three judges, comprised of teachers, authors, and editors in the Chicago 
area, evaluated the quality of student poems and stories.  They were Janet Bartell, Chair; Nancy 
Messman, Co-Chair; and Sarah von Fremd.  Each used rubrics to critique the poetry and stories, 
focusing for stories on such criteria as organization, character and plot development, and for poet-
ry, linguistic expressiveness, imagery, originality, and depth.  All three judges commended 
the maturity and creativity evident in student writing.  
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Creative Writing ~ Ages 8 – 10

POETRY

First Place   
  
Tanmay Kulkarni 
Age 9 
Redmond, Washington 
“Mathus Antonius Speaks” 

Second Place

Priya Bartlett
Age 8
Christchurch, New Zealand
“Change”

Third Place

Hannah Story Steinberg
Age 10
Santa Monica, California
“Over the Mountains”

Maya Wylie
Age 9
Christchurch, New Zealand
“Staying in the Light”

STORIES

First Place

Nina Vigil
Age 10
Katonah, New York
“The Cat-Sitting Calamity”

Callum Wyer
Age 10
Houston, Texas
“The Grasshopper and the Ant, as 
Retold by the Grasshopper”

Second Place

Sarah Franco-Vila
Age 10
Key Biscayne, Florida
“Once in a Blue Moon”

Molly Slupik
Age 10
Longmont, Colorado
“Escape to Monaflorence”

Honorable Mention

Mythri Raghavender
Age 9
Wroclaw, Poland
“My Maiden Sailing Trip”

Zachary Gerber 
Age 10
Highland Park, Illinois
“The Brarindy Boys and the Hope 
Diamond”

Third Place

Hudson Guzman
Age 8
Norwood, New Jersey
“Journal of My Visit to the Capital 
Headquarters of Laboratories and 
Robotics Institutes of Technology”

Violetta Dacre
Age 8
Christchurch, New Zealand
“A Monkey Tale”
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Mathus Antonius Speaks
By Tanmay Kulkarni
Redmond, Washington
First Place

A mathematical parody of Marcus Antonius’ speech in Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar 

Friends, Romans, numerals, lend me your ears;
I come to square Caesar, not to root him. 
The reciprocals that men forge live after them; 
The coefficients are oft lost with their bones: 
So, let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you Caesar was in base-two:
If it were so, it’s a dreadful binary; 
And grievously hath Caesar resolved it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest, — 
For Brutus is a noble exponent; 
So are they all, all noble exponents, — 
Come, I to speak in Caesar’s funeral.
He was my friend, a faithful variable: 
But Brutus says he was in base-two; 
And Brutus is a noble exponent. 

He hath brought many brackets home to Rome, 
Whose axioms did the general theorems fill: 
Did this in Caesar seem to be in base-two? 
When that the primes have left, Caesar hath wept: 
Notation should be made of sterner stuff: 
Yet Brutus says he was in base-two; 
And Brutus is a noble exponent. 

You all did see that on the Modulus
I thrice presented him infinity, 
Which he did thrice refuse: was this base-two? 
Yet Brutus says he was in base-two; 
And, sure, he is a noble exponent. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
But here I am to speak what I can prove. 
You all did love him once, not without logic: 
What logic withholds you, then, to mourn for him? 

O judgment, thou art fled to great mistakes, 
And men have lost their logic! Think with me; 
My decimal is in the coffin with Caesar, 
And I must pause till it come back to me.
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Change
By Priya Bartlett
Christchurch, New Zealand
Second Place

An Arctic fox – stuck –
in the roots of a holly bush.  Deep
in the crisp, crystal snow.
The fox knows the dangers
of the wide world.
Snow drifts gently, earth quakes,
falling snow quietly covers the bushes.
The fox understands.

She hears a scurrying sound.
A rat emerges toward the bush.
Sent out of kindness
from the other side of the world,
the rat gnaws purposefully 
at the roots of the bush,
setting the fox free.
It is too late.

With a grateful heart,
the fox takes a breath as deep as the snow,
sinks to the ground,
lets her soul fly to heaven.  

Staying in the Light
By Maya Wylie
Christchurch, New Zealand
Third Place Tie

     I walk round
the beautiful cave,
   throwing a rock
     into the river
 as it chuckles by.
     A lone swan 
     Slips into the
Cold rushing water.
   Huge trees sway 
     In the wind.
     I look back
    At the castle
Beautiful and alone.
    I push through
     Trees just to
     See nothing.
Only behind me was
     There light. 
In front of me was a 
 Darkness I’ll never
     Explore.
  Not if I was asked
  Not if I wished to.
    Not if the world
   Depended on it
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Over the Mountains
By Hannah Story Steinberg
Santa Monica, California
Third Place Tie

Over the hills and over the sea
Over the mountains I wait for me
I am too bold to want to leave
Even the sea has a grasp on me
Even the fog is holding my sleeve
Even the rock is beckoning me.

Over the hills and over the sea
Over the mountains I wait for me
I am too scared to want to leave
Climbing is what I want but not
Falling.

Though if I fell I would not fall
But just start over
And climb back on the wall
That sheathed me
Return to the fog that sheathed 
me
And follow the wisp of white
Up from the land of the sea.

Over the hills and over the sea
Over the mountains I wait for me
I’m hanging there
In despair
Plotting the path to the apogee
Swinging in the blazing air
Encountering the reflective sea.

Over the hills and over the sea
Over the mountains I wait for me
Falling down
Looking up
Wondering if I could get back up
Gazing over the beauty of sky
My lips curl into a smile.

Over the hills and over the sea
Over the mountains I wait for me
Struggling to get back on the cliff
Mind set to it
Muscles stiff
I can do this
Up on the wall
Climbing begun
Reaching the top
Pulling up and ready to pop
Over the edge, now time to stop.

Over the hills and over the sea
Over the mountains at last I have 
found me
Reliving the terror of the sky
Wondering whether I could fly
If I fell and was destroyed
I would never again know the crisp 
night air
Or the crunch of leaves
Or the fog pulling on my sleeve.
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The Cat-Sitting Calamity

By Nina Vigil
Katonah, New York
First Place Tie

 When the phone started ringing, Kat was sitting on the couch petting the cat, Patti, who was sitting in 
her lap.  Kat quickly stood up, dropping Patti on the floor.  Patti meowed in protest and indignantly padded off. 
 Kat raced over to the phone and picked it up. 
 
 “Hello?”
 The voice that replied sounded old.  
 “Oh, hi.  This is Margaret Miller.  I’ve heard you and your friend Bailey sit for pets.  I was wondering if 
you could come watch my cats for a couple hours tomorrow.  Just from 10 to 12.”
 “Sure!” Kat agreed, while at the same time thinking it was kind of weird to have sitters for only two 
hours.  “What’s your address?”
 “22 Lilac Lane.”
 “Cool.  Anything else I should know?” Kat asked.
 “Oh, no, dear,” Mrs. Miller giggled.
 “Great.  I’ll be there!”  Kat hung up and then called Bailey.
 Kat said into the phone, “Bailey?”
 “Yep,” Bailey replied.
 “Hi.  Someone called Margaret Miller just called me about a job sitting her cats from 10 to 12 tomorrow.  
She lives at 22 Lilac Lane.”
 “You mean that old lady who buys a ton of cat food at the store all the time?”  Bailey asked.
 “I guess so.”
 “Okay.  See ya there!”
 Kat hung up and then looked down at Patti, who was insistently doing figure eights through Kat’s legs.  
Patti looked up and meowed impatiently.
 “Okay, okay,” Kat laughed. 
 She picked up the cat and went back to the couch where she’d been sitting 15 minutes ago.

 The next day, Kat was sitting in the car watching funny cat videos on Bailey’s phone.  They were laugh-
ing at a tabby knocking coffee mugs off the counter when Kat felt the car stop.  She looked out the window.  
They were in front of a small white house.  Kat read the number on the mailbox.  22 Lilac Lane.  This was the 
place.  
 “So this is it,” Bailey said as Kat shut the car door behind them.  “I wonder why the old lady needs a 
sitter for only two hours,” she added, glancing over her shoulder at Kat.
 “I know,” Kat nodded in agreement.  “Pretty weird, don’t ya think?”
 The girls started off for the front door.  Kat walked up the front steps and rang the doorbell.
 It wasn’t long before an old lady opened the door.  She had the classic grandma look—whitish gray hair 
in a bun, small wire-rimmed spectacles perched on the end of her nose, and a cardigan over a dress, complete 
with a cane.  

 “You must be Kat and Bailey.  Come on in, girls,” Margaret Miller greeted them cheerfully.
 They walked inside.  Kat could see Mrs. Miller close the door out of the corner of her eye, but she was 
mostly looking at the room they’d just stepped into.  It was a living room.  There was a small leather chair in one 
corner, a lamp, and a big white couch on one side.
 “Let me show you around,” said Mrs. Miller.
 Kat had almost forgotten she was there.  The two girls followed her through the doorway.
 Mrs. Miller led the girls through the house, starting with the kitchen.  
 “Here’s the kitchen.  The cat food is in the cabinet.  I feed the cats off paper plates, which are on the 
counter if you need them”—and going all the way to her bedroom.  
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 As soon as Kat and Bailey entered the room, they gasped at the same exact time.
 There were 15 cats in the room.  Nine were full grown.  The other six were kittens.  There were tabbies, 
gray cats, silver cats, white cats, orange cats, black cats, and some were a mix of several colors.
 “These are my cats,” Mrs. Miller said, and began to introduce each one.  “This is Tabitha, Rachel, Millie, 
Alice, Sarah and Sally, Wendy, Tom, Julia, Claudia, Mary Anne, Stacy, Shannon, Jenny, and Jessie.”
 “That’s a lot of cats,” Bailey commented out of the side of her mouth.  
 “Agreed,” Kat whispered back.  Now she knew why Margaret Miller needed a sitter for two hours.
 “Well, I have to be going now.  I’ll see you at 12:00.”  Mrs. Miller left the room.  
Kat could hear the door open and close and saw a car drive away outside the window.  For a moment they both 
just stared.  
 Then Bailey said, “Now what?”
  “When I agreed to sit her pets for two hours, I had no idea I would be sitting for 15 cats,” Kat stated.   
 “This is definitely not what I signed up for.”
 “Well, all we can do is hope things go well,” Bailey pointed out.  
 “I guess so,” Kat said slowly.  “We can hope.”

 Things did not go well.
 As if on cue, the cats decided to make matters extremely difficult.  Rachel and Millie started yowling.  
Mary Anne jumped on the bed.  Tom jumped on Bailey and knocked her over.  A swarm of kittens raced over 
and leaped all over her.
 While Bailey was trying to get back up, the cats ran out of the room.  Bailey quickly got to her feet and 
looked at Kat.  

 There was a brief silence, and then the two said simultaneously, “Oh no.”
 Racing out to the kitchen, the girls saw that the cats had turned the kitchen into a complete mess.  
Several cats were sitting on the counter.  Kat opened a cabinet and found three kittens in it.  The smallest of 
the bunch, Jessie, was trying to break into a can of cat food.  Not two seconds after they put the kittens on the 
floor, they scrambled into another cabinet.  Julia was attacking a paper plate.  Sarah and Sally were trying to 
open the fridge.  The rest were, judging from the noise, in the living room.
 “You take care of this room.  I’ll take the living room,” Kat dashed through the doorway and skidded to 
a halt.
 It was just as bad.  Tom was running all over the sofa.  Claudia was trying to retrieve a toy from the top 
of a lamp.  The other three were running haphazardly around the room, banging into everything in sight.  
 “This,” she yelled above the noise, “calls for drastic measures.”

 The girls formulated their plan as quickly as possible and got straight to work.  Kat picked up Claudia 
first, grabbed her toy, and ran up the stairs to the cat’s living area.  She put the kitten and her toy down and 
shut the door.  Kat ran down, grabbed Tom, and deposited him in the room.  She and Bailey repeated the pro-
cess until all the cats were in the room.
 Sure that now everything would go smoothly, the girls left the room.  It wasn’t until they reached the 
kitchen that they realized they’d forgotten to close the door.  But by then it was already too late. 

 The cats swarmed down the stairs.  Tabitha tipped over her water bowl, which splashed all over them.  
The other cats thought this was a great idea and followed suit.  Soon the girls were soaked and laughing so 
hard they could hardly breathe. 
 At 11:58, they finally got the cats up to the room, and this time they remembered to close the door. 
 At 12:00, Margaret Miller arrived back at 22 Lilac Lane.  The first thing she saw was Bailey and Kat, 
soaked and smiling like something extremely funny had happened and it was a secret between them. 
 “Hello, girls,” she said.  “Did the cats do something funny?”
 Kat exchanged a glance with Bailey and replied, “You have no idea.” 
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The Grasshopper and the Ant, as Retold by the Grasshopper         

by Callum Wyer
Houston, Texas
First Place Tie

To: The General Public From: Grasshopperisaniceguy@yahoo.com 

 Hello. I am Grasshopper. I know you have all heard the story of The Grasshopper and the Ant.  
I know you all say, “Oh, Ant is so good! She did the right thing!” The truth is she didn’t do the right 
thing. If I patch a Skype call to her now, she’ll probably deny everything I am about to tell you, so I 
won’t.
 Here’s the true story. I am the good guy!  Or at least the protagonist. There I was just happily 
bouncing and hopping along after collecting the fresh harvest of corn, when Ant stopped me in my 
tracks. She sent Fire Ant up to me and threatened that Fire Ant would bite me if I didn’t hand over all 
my corn. I said, “No,” and I think you can figure out what happened next. (Hint: BITE! BITE! CHOMP! 
CHOMP! SCUTTLE! SCUTTLE!) I had to spend a week in the Grasshopperville Memorial Hospital and 
Ant didn’t even spare me a single grain of corn! 
 The day after I got out of the hospital, when I was happily hopping back home after collecting 
even more corn to replace the grains that Ant took from me, you will never guess who I bumped into. 
Ant! And this time she had Bullet Ant with her. The next thing I remember was waking up in the hospi-
tal, yet again, with an IV drip in my claw-thingy, and no corn to be found! 
 That did it! I was fed up with all the ant-thievery. I rallied together some of my friends and led a 
march to Ant Town. The moment we set foot in the city, Queen Ant took us to court for trespassing, but 
I was the only one who ended up in a jail cell. 
 One bright and sunny morning, I was awakened by the sound of the cell lock breaking. I 
looked up to see my friends, Bumblebee and Wasp, surrounded by hundreds of knocked-out ant 
guards. We made a slim escape, almost getting caught several times. 
 There is another part to Ant’s story that is not true. I did not freeze to death during the win-
ter. If I did, how could I be writing this to you now? What really happened was this: the greengrocer’s 
food carts lining the streets of Grasshopperville were filled with food harvested by all the hard-working 
grasshoppers. There was enough food to sustain all the grasshoppers for the winter, and the honey we 
used to purify our water was provided by my friend, Bumblebee. Wasp also helped by stinging any ant 
thieves who tried to rob us of our corn. 
 Ant’s clan, however, had a completely opposite outcome. They hadn’t stolen enough food to 
sustain a healthy civilization during the long winter. It wasn’t long until they began to fight each other 
over just a crumb of bread. In the end, Ant was the only one left. She now lives alone in a small house 
carved into a mushroom a couple of blocks away from me. She is starting to realize the error of her 
ways, but there is no doubt she will say that all of what I have told you never happened. 

Yours Sincerely, 
Grasshopper
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Once in a Blue Moon
By Sarah Franco-Vila
Key Biscayne, Florida
Second Place

I’m thinking about when I was a sailor; 
spent my time on the open seas
When we’d stay off the coast of Ja-
maica; I’d secretly steal ashore
The natives were waiting for the boy 
with the lazy soul- to sing with the 
sailor….

---Vahevala, written by Kenny Loggins 
and Dan Lottermoser
 
 “Lower the sails!” shouted 
Cap’n.  Finally, we reached land.
 My name is Henry, I ran away 
to work on this ship, The Hornet, five 
years ago at age ten.  Now, in 1517, 
Cap’n Emil “Bloodlust” Stevens ven-
tured on an expedition.  We searched 
for the “Isle o’ Savages,” where trea-
sure was said to be offshore a tropical 
Cape.  My bushy blonde hair wasn’t 
combed for weeks; my tanned biceps 
bulged.  Soon they will all acknowl-
edge me as a swashbuckling sailor.
 Peering over the bow, I saw a 
hill, shiny palms, white sand, and an 
endless turquoise ocean.  The beach 
had coconuts, ripe for drinking.
 “Henry, all hands on deck!” 
shouted Charlie.  Cap’n was upset.  
“Cap’n said he wanted all scallywags 
gettin’ supplies and guns off board, 
“Charlie said.  
 “Aye, do ye think there’ll be 
treasure?”  
 “You’ll never know if ye don’t 
git down.”  
 We dropped to dry ground.  It 
would be swell to stand there, taking 
it all in; if not for the horrifying shadow 
of Cap’n staring me down.  It was no 
less frightening because he was one-
eyed.  In fact, it was scarier.  
 “Ye little scallywag, why are 
ye just standin’ there?  Git to work or 
git thrown over!”
 “Aye, sorry Cap’n, won’t hap-
pen again.”
 “Then, ye better get goin’ – 
Heave ho!”
 We formed a line and pulled 
the ropes.  The first load of guns and 
barrels were hoisted down. Char-
lotte, the red-headed Quartermaster, 

shouted, “All hands on deck!  Powder 
monkey—”
 “Aye!” I shouted.
 “Carpenter—”
 “Aye!” said Jean-Claude, my 
best friend, in his French Hispaniola 
accent.  
 He is nineteen with cinnamon 
skin and dreadlocked hair.  His lean 
muscles split his shirt at the sleeves.
 “Boatswain—”
 “Aye!” Rustle shouted, his 
salty bowl cut blonde hair blowing in 
the wind from the Crow’s Nest.  Rustle 
was nine when he boarded The Hor-
net four years ago.  
 Charlotte continued roll call.  
We all worked hard, sweating but glad 
to be here.  My gaze remained on Am-
bre.  Her long flowing hair shone and 
her green eyes sparkled like diamonds 
in the sun.  Every day whether lighting 
a cannon, looting ships, fighting pi-
rates, or hoisting barrels, she was my 
purpose.  Sometimes when you love 
someone, it’s best to be careful how 
long you stare, because…. 
 “Eh Henry, why’re ye always 
lookin’ at Ambre” came a voice from 
the back of the line. 
 It was Francis Schroeder, the 
most respected pirate on The Hornet.  
He was tan and burly.  Francis wore 
his eye patch with pride. 
 “Why don’t ye shut yer mouth, 
Francis?”
 “Why don’t ye shut yer eyes 
then?” he scowled.  “If you don’t, they 
might fall out.”  
 The men in line laughed as 
humiliation boiled inside me. 
“Ambre just mops the deck, what ye 
want her for?”  Francis’ words were 
anything but funny.  Sometimes, the 
truth stings….
 “I challenge ye to a duel Fran-
cis, useless scab!”
 “Ah, finally toughen up a bit 
did ye?” he responded.
 The men formed a circle.  
Ambre stared from the deck and blew 
a kiss.  He received a blow from my 
sword.  We continued until Francis’ 
arm was sliced and he fell, begging 
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 On return, all the crew drank 
to Jean-Claude’s bravery and honor.  
How would I find the savages who 
killed him?  Would they find me first?  
Who died at my hands?  When the 
crew awoke, we headed straight for 
the hill, surrounded by huts with men 
talking.  
 A few Indians toting spears 
moved toward us.  Rustle shot a bird 
perched above and it fell, lifeless.  The 
noise startled them.  We asked to see 
their leader.  A man who understood 
English approached; it was the Chief.  
Rustle and I entered his hut and ex-
ited as a team a few hours later.  We 
reached a peace agreement to share 
the land and learn from one another.
 A few years later, Charlie 
married the Tequesta Chief’s daugh-
ter.  She inherited his high office when 
he transitioned to the Spirit World.  I 
became Captain of The Hornet and 
married Ambre.  We have two boys—
Jean-Claude and Alex.  Our new clan 
unearthed treasure below the mound.  
Legend held that the remainder lies in 
the ocean to be discovered on a Blue 
Moon summer eclipse.  
 “Eh…Henry?”
 “Yeah Charlie?”
 “Do ye think we’ll ever find 
our way back home?”
 “We already have,” I said with 
a smile.  

Flash-forward, summer of 1977, 
Key Biscayne, FL

	 The	young	girl	fishing	off	Cape	
Florida	marveled	at	the	boy’s	pirate	
story.		The	balmy	summer	breeze	blew	
as	the	afternoon	sun	fell.		A	blue	moon	
rose	over	the	ocean.	“What	was	it	real-
ly	like	here	hundreds	of	years	ago?”	
wondered	the	boy.		The	warm,	gentle	
sea	and	tropical	brush	remained	the	
same.		Suddenly,	the	sun	and	moon	
overlapped	in	a	silvery	sky.		The	girl’s	
hook	struck	something	and	snapped—
an	old	chest!		Floating	in	a	cloud	
above,	an	old	Indian	man	appeared.		

	 He	said,	“We	Tequesta	called	
this	place	Bischiyano:		favored	path	
of	the	rising	moon.		You	children	were	
destined	to	inherit	the	Spirit	of	the	
ocean	and	our	Treasure	of	the	Earth.”			

for mercy.  
 Winning the men’s respect, 
the first mate gave me choice of 
sleeping quarters, new clothes, and 
my own shiny cutlass.  The ladies saw 
me as a confident man who would 
defend their honor.  Francis was now 
a second-rate, lame scallywag.
 One sweltering evening, we 
stole a keg, drank, and sang on deck.  
Suddenly, Rustle’s voice came from 
the Crow’s Nest. 
 “Eh lads—smoke on the is-
land!  Henry, go tell Cap’n.”
 “Why me?”  Taking a few 
drunken steps, I reached the cab-
in door which squeaked open and 
hiccupped, “Cap’n—smoke on the 
island!”
 He ignored me and said 
something that would change every-
thing:  “Henry, it’s important ye know, 
I’m gettin’ old and am fond of ye.  Ye 
will inherit me place as Cap’n.” 
 He limped on deck, ordering 
the crew off.  He announced, “Listen, 
all of ye—one day Henry will be my 
successor….Here’s to Henry!”  
 Almost everyone was drunk.  
JC helped me set up Camp.  Drifting 
off to sleep, I let my thoughts wander:  
What is it like being Captain?  What 
is the smoke?  Would we discover 
treasure?
 As we awoke to the cry of 
gulls and smell of roasting fish, the 
sun blazed, making it difficult to see.  
 “Eh Henry!  We’re sendin’ JC 
and Rustle into that jungle.  Ye’ll be 
leadin’,” said Charlie.  
 Our small team trudged 
through the thick brush.  Something 
scrambled in the bushes.  
 “Stop, shhh.”  
 Three savages with painted 
faces and red skin rushed us with 
stone spears.  
 “AHHR, we’ll fight and die 
with honor!”
 A conch shell sounded and 
two men appeared on the hill, both 
with bows and quivers.  Running for-
ward, a man knocked me down and 
we struggled until my sword slashed 
his throat.  Turning back, a fading 
cry escaped from the bushes.  It was 
Jean-Claude, lying stiff with an arrow 
through his chest and Rustle crying.  
“Thank you” were JC’s last words.  
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Escape to Monaflorence
By Molly Slupik
Longmont, Colorado
Second Place Tie

 “Your Projects are due next week, so make sure to research your artist and 
finish your paragraphs.” 
 There were three weeks until school got out for the summer, and our art 
teacher wanted us to compose a paragraph about a famous artist and then draw 
a copy of one of the masterpieces.  He thought it would be a “fun” way to end the 
school year.  After school, I was planning to visit the museum to work on my drawing.  
I would be researching Michelangelo and copying his Mona Lisa.
 As soon as school released us, I grabbed my backpack and raced down the 
hallway to my bike, then rode to the museum.  Once I arrived, I walked over to the 
information box and started reading on Michelangelo.  I read that he had the power 
to create almost anything, whether it be an airplane, a painting, or a sculpture.  One 
word, in particular, struck me. It was “sfumato”.  As I was pondering what on earth 
that could possibly mean, I began whispering “sfumato” and slowly tracing the 
pattern on Michelangelo’s robe.  Abruptly, there was a flash of bright light and then a 
rush of cold air. 
 When I finally opened my eyes, I wasn’t standing in the museum any more.  
What I saw were magnificent paintings of lots of different people, and many small 
sculptures.  The only other person in the room was an older man who looked like 
Michelangelo.  I got up and started wandering around.  I was planning to ask Michel-
angelo where on earth I was, but before I got to do so, a tiny bell tinkled and he stood 
up and walked away.  Just like that!  Without even noticing me.  
 I had no idea what to do.  But before I even had time to think, the tiny bell 
sounded again, and sure enough, Michelangelo was back.  Thankfully, he spotted me 
and walked over, possibly to ask me what I was doing there.  But no.  He introduced 
himself as the one and only Michelangelo!  I was dumbfounded.  I was actually, liter-
ally meeting HIM!  My most favorite person on earth! 
 “Hello,” I said casually. “I am Molly.” 
 “Hello, Molly,” replied Michelangelo. 
 Before he had another chance to speak, I blurted out my story.  Not even 
thinking of my manners. 
 “And I have no idea where I am,” I finished.  
 Just then, Michelangelo spoke, “Ah, I see.  Well, to start off, I would like you 
to please call me Caravaggio.  It is what everybody else calls me.  Secondly, you are 
in Monaflorence.  I painted this painting and then added the magic that was needed 
to make it come alive.  I have no idea how you got in here though, because the pass-
word is tough.” 
 “I don’t know how I got in here either.  I was just standing in the museum, 
reading the information box and then POOF!  I was here.” 
 “I will tell you how you got in here,” Caravaggio sighed.  “Sfumato.  When 
you say sfumato and trace the pattern on my robe, you are transported to Monaflor-
ence.”  
 It took me a minute, but I soon figured out that Caravaggio was saying exact-
ly what I had been doing before I disappeared into the painting.  
 “I’ll bet that you are wondering how you are going to get out?” Caravaggio 
said questioningly. 
 Oh crackerjacks! I got so caught up in thinking about how I got into Monaflor-
ence, I didn’t even think about how I was going to get out!   
 “To get out of the painting, there are a series of challenges that you must 
compete in against other people in Monaflorence,” he began. 
 “The first competition is a boat race.  You are given one big boat and a hand-
ful of sailors.  You tell them where to go and they will take you there.  There are two 
other ships and three routes.  The water starts off wide and then gets skinnier as it 
goes on.  Only one way is safe.  The other routes are crowded with sea serpents that 
crawl onto your boat and jagged rocks which can slice open the bottom of your boat.  
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You may be forced to sail on one of those routes, so beware.  On your boat you are 
trying to get to the island a mile away from the starting line.
 “The next challenge is a much safer one.  A scavenger hunt.  The scavenger 
hunt is tricky, but will remain in a ¼ mile range.  There are five clues, and your prize 
at the end will be something to help you with the next challenge.  For the scavenger 
hunt, here is my little secret to you:  all of the clues are landmarks, so look around for 
them. 
 “Finally, the last challenge.  You are to save a construction worker whose 
ropes broke and who is stuck on the ledge of a building.  You will use your prize from 
the scavenger hunt to save the person, pull him up to where you stand, and help take 
off his gear.  Then once you have done that, run as fast as you can to the church to 
receive your prize and, if you win, the way out of Monaflorence.  If you lose, you stay 
here.  Any questions?” 
 “Yes!” I replied.  “Is there any other way out if I don’t win?” 
 “No!  Unless you enter the race the next month,” answered Caravaggio. 
 “But I can’t stay that long, so I have to win!” I replied. 
 “The race is tomorrow.  Be there.  For now, go do some exploring, and you 
can come back here to sleep,” explained Caravaggio. 
 So I left through the door that Caravaggio came from and started down the 
narrow path through the crowded town.  As I was walking, I tried to guess who I 
would be competing against.  I saw many people who wore little clothing, but oth-
ers who wore magnificent robes similar to Caravaggio’s.  I wasn’t sure where I was 
supposed to go to explore, so I just wandered around instead.  Throughout the town 
were many small buildings which probably served as houses. In the distance, about a 
mile from where I was standing was an immense, but dazzling cathedral.  I wondered 
if that was where my competition would end.  As I gazed off in wonder, I didn’t notice 
a tall man with a curly beard walking towards me. 
 A stern grunt was what broke my gaze.  I now noticed the tall man standing 
in front of me with a not-so-pretty smile. 
 “What are you doing?” he demanded.  “You do not come from here,” the tall 
man said, gesturing towards me and my clothes. 
 “I got in here by mistake! I mean no harm!” I exclaimed. 
 “Who are you?” asked the man with an evil grin. 
 “I am Molly. Molly Slupik,” I said, worried now.  
 “You said you got in here by mistake, eh?  Well in that case I am one of your 
competitors in the challenge.  Caravaggio should have told you this,” explained the 
competitor. 
 Then, the bearded man walked away, just as Caravaggio had the first time.  
Ugh. I could only hope that the other person in the competition had a better spirit.  
That man gave me the shivers. 
 Nevertheless, I kept walking—looking for the other and (hopefully) friendlier 
competitor.  Not long after my first encounter, my wish was granted.  A stout woman 
dressed in a pomegranate colored dress with brown tassels walked up to me and 
introduced herself as Ismenia Francis.  Just like the person before, she asked about 
my appearance and then told me that she would be the other competitor. 
 “I hope that you see me as a kind companion, unlike Iquebex,” said Ismenia. 
 “Iquebex?” I asked. 
 “Yes. He is my Uncle,” Ismenia replied.
 After a few more minutes of talking with Ismenia, I began retracing my steps 
back to Caravaggio’s studio.  Not far into my walk I realized how hungry I was.  My 
stomach was growling like an angry cat waiting for his dinner.  The last time I had 
eaten was lunch, and I normally ate dinner early in order to make soccer practice 
on time.  As I neared the studio, Caravaggio came out to greet me with the smell of 
chicken noodle soup trailing behind him.  My mouth began to water and my stomach 
growled even harder.
 “How did your exploring go?” asked Caravaggio.  
 “Fine,” I answered.  “I met Iquebex and Ismenia.  While Iquebex gave me the 
shivers, Ismenia warmed my heart.  They are so different to be Uncle and Niece.” 
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 “Yes they are,”replied Caravaggio.  “How about some dinner?  And then I can 
find a spot for you to sleep in my house.” 
 “That would be amazing.  Thank you very much,” I replied.
 After a delicious dinner, Caravaggio took me outside and led me down a 
path towards another small building which I assumed was his house.  As we entered 
through the solid wooden door, I was amazed by what I saw.  All around me were 
massive tables, crowded with model airplanes and hang gliders.  The room was lit 
by one big chandelier hanging from the center of the ceiling.  Paintings of beautiful 
things hung on the walls, and many pastel drawings were taped to the ceiling.  There 
was only one door in the room, which Caravaggio led me to.  I guessed it led to his 
bedroom.  Then, he opened the door.
 “This is where I sleep,” explained Caravaggio, gesturing the cozy looking 
bed.  “And speaking of sleep,” he continued, “follow me.”  We walked back out the 
door, and over to the comfortable couch.  “This is where you’ll sleep for tonight, but if 
you don’t win the race, you’re going to have to find somewhere else to sleep.”  
 The next morning the sun woke me bright and early.  I heard Caravaggio at 
the table fixing one of his models, and birds chirping happily outside.  A few minutes 
later we were walking down a different path together.  
 “Do you remember what your first challenge is?” Caravaggio asked as we 
walked. 
 “The boat race,” I answered. 
 For the next few minutes, we walked in silence.  That was, until we reached 
the grand river with three boats ready to sail.  One was named The Serendipity, an-
other, Esquela, and the last one (which Caravaggio said was mine) was named The 
Moonshine.  Soon, Iquebex and Ismenia arrived and there were five minutes until the 
race started.
 Once four minutes had passed, we were all in our boats—Iquebex in Esquela 
and Ismenia in Serendipity.  Caravaggio was to start the race with a giant bullhorn 
which he was holding in his left hand.  Thirty seconds later there was a countdown 
and at zero, Caravaggio blew the bullhorn.  The race had started!
 We got off to a good start, but a few minutes later the path began to narrow, 
and I was forced into the middle of the two boats, with Ismenia in front.  After we 
were two minutes into the race there was a sharp turn and then a fork in the riv-
er.  While I stayed on the middle course, Ismenia turned right and so did Iquebex.  I 
hoped that I was on the right path.  Later, my wish was granted.  In the distance, I 
could hear screams mixed with strange growls.  So far my path was the right one.  
After ten minutes of safe travels, my shipmates and I spotted the island.  Then, one of 
them came up to me and explained that we were in the lead and that we would arrive 
at the island in approximately seven minutes.  The sailor was correct!  Seven and a 
half minutes later, our boat was pulled up on shore and tied to a tree. As I got off, I 
noticed that I couldn’t see any other boats, so I headed towards the person standing 
on the beach who was holding a piece of paper.
 When I arrived, he handed me a piece of paper with a short paragraph.  As I 
began reading it, I heard a loud commotion on the beach.  I turned around and saw 
that Ismenia’s boat had pulled up on the beach.  Hurriedly, I read the paper that the 
man had given me.  It said:
 “Where the land meets the sea, find the thing that lets you take the sound of 
the ocean with you.”
 Oh, I know! It’s a shell! But not just any shell.  It must look very different.  As I 
scanned the beach, more shouts came from behind me.  Iquebec had arrived.  I kept 
scanning because I had to stay on task, and not long after, I spotted a large shell.  
Quickly I ran over to the shell and picked it up.  There, underneath lay the next clue.
 “Hike up the hill and get your next clue from the statue of the chelonii.”  
 I had no idea what chelonii were, so I hiked up the hill and looked around.  I 
was looking for a big statue of… well, anything!  And then I saw it!  It was a statue of 
a peacock.  I half ran, half fell, to the statue and began searching it intently.
 Even after I had surveyed the peacock twice, I came out with no luck.  It 
must have been another statue, but I didn’t see any more big ones.  Then I had a 
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thought.  Maybe the statue wasn’t as large as I was expecting.  My prediction was 
right because as I looked, I saw another statue of a turtle sitting on a rock—only one 
foot tall!  I ran over to the turtle, half expecting the next paper not to be there.  While 
I searched, I didn’t find another paper, but I did find the next clue.  Inscribed on the 
bottom of the stone statue were the words:
 “Your next clue can be found on the wooden walkway in the town of the 
heavens.  A wooden walkway could be a bridge leading from one place high in eleva-
tion to another.  The town of the heavens! Up HIGH!” 
 As I was looking around, my eyes spotted a rock stairway.  I walked over to 
it and started climbing.  And then I saw it:  a long, wooden suspension bridge that 
extended into the fog.  I saw no clue at the beginning of the bridge, so I crossed to 
the other side and there flapping in the light breeze was my next clue.
 “Take the bike and ride to the next town. Then look for the third house on the 
left.” 
 Sounds easy enough, I thought.  But where’s the… Oh! There it is!  It took ten 
minutes of my precious time to find the obscured town, but not much longer to find 
the third house on the left.  I knocked on the door which was answered by a seven-
year-old boy. 
 “Here’s your clue!” he said proudly. 
 “Thank you kindly,” I replied.  
 After the boy had closed the door, I sat down and read the card.
 “Go to the place with outdoor seating for the guests, and a pit for the enter-
tainment.”
 Oh that’s easy! I thought.  All I have to do is find an amphitheater around here 
and receive my prize.  It didn’t take me long to locate an amphitheater with a little as-
sistance from the townspeople.  The amphitheater had many intricate designs on the 
stone railings and at least 80 rows of benches, also made from stone.  Right in the 
center of the pit was a large treasure box, and I flew down the stairs to find out what 
my prize was.
 Slowly, I lifted the lid of the treasure box, and inside I found two long ropes, a 
harness for a full-grown man, a pulley system, a lollipop, and a paper with the ad-
dress of a building, which was actually three doors down from the amphitheater.  As I 
raced towards the building, I could see a short man balanced on the edge of it.  Right 
away, I knew that was who I was going to be “saving.”  Finally, I arrived and was ush-
ered up a large amount of stairs to the roof of the building.
 Once on the roof, I attached my pulley and one of the ropes to a solar panel, 
and then tied the ropes together.  Then, I tied the harness onto the ropes and threw it 
over the edge of the building. 
 “Put the harness on and hold on!” I shouted over the edge. 
 Soon I felt a quick tugging, so I started pulling on the ropes.  About three 
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minutes later the short man was on the roof and introduced himself as Samuel Clif-
ton.  As I helped him unharness, he kept expressing his gratitude towards me.  
 Finally, I said, “You’re welcome,” and headed down the stairs.
 Once I walked out the door, I began racing towards the church.  I had no 
idea if I was in first or last place, but I was trying my best.  After five minutes of solid 
running, I set foot in the church and saw nobody except Caravaggio.  
 “You did it! You won!” he exclaimed.  “Now you can go back home!” 
 “Yessssssssssss!” I said, out of breath. 
 “Your prize is this baton.” 
 Caravaggio held out his hand from behind his back.  On it was a picture of 
the Mona Lisa!
 “Thank you so much!” I exclaimed.  “And the way out?” 
 “Ahh, yes.  To get out, you must trace this drawing with your finger and whis-
per ‘sfumato,’ just like you did before,” explained Caravaggio. 
 “Ok,” I replied.  “Here it goes. Oh. Thank you for everything!  If I didn’t have 
your help, I would have never made it out of this painting.” 
 Finally, with a deep breath, I retraced the picture.  Once again, I saw the flash 
of bright light and felt the rush of cold air. And I was back.

 I had no idea how I was going to explain my adventure to my parents and get 
them to believe it.  But I could at least try.  That night at dinner when I told them my 
story, they kept explaining how proud they were of me.  And then I told them that I 
was going to earn an A+ on my art project because I learned so much about Michel-
angelo while I was in the painting.  They said that it didn’t matter what grade I got on 
my art project.  It just mattered that I was back in the real life.
 The next day, I went back to school.  You may remember a time that you 
went home from school sick and when you came back, everybody bombarded you 
with questions.  Well, my return was even worse.  Many kids were asking me why I 
was gone.  
 “Were you sick?”  They asked.  “What happened?” 
 I replied with the same answer every time.  “I was on vacation.” 
 That was enough for most of them.  Others didn’t believe me.  But even if 
they didn’t, I still would never forget my “Vacation” to Monaflorence.
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Journal of My Visit to the Capital Headquarters of Laboratories and Robotics Institutes of Technology

By Hudson Guzman
Norwood, New Jersey
Third Place Tie

Friday, 9:00 p.m.
 It took five hours to get to the Capital Headquarters of Laboratories and Robotics Institutes of Tech-
nology.  I was doing research about artificial intelligence for my science project and was excited to see how 
far humans could go with technology.  When I arrived, I noticed it was HUGE and surely busy.  I heard it was 
the most famous and best laboratory in the universe.  I unpacked my books and bags.  The process took a 
long time.  I was tired from my long ride, so I went straight to sleep. Zzzzz.

Saturday, 7:30 a.m.
 I started my day visiting the time traveling holophone exhibit.  When I got there, I was the only 
person around except for my guide, Professor Gianni.  Professor Gianni was wearing a lab coat with special 
safety gloves and goggles which meant he was working on the time traveling holophone.  He talked about 
the time traveling holophone and then let me use it.  I tried calling Thomas Edison and it worked!  I couldn’t 
believe it.  I could even see his face projected from the holophone.
 “I heard that you made many creations like the concrete house,” I said.  
 “Indeed, I did,” replied Thomas Edison, blushing.  
 I asked him questions like, how many days did it take to build the light bulb.  Then I asked,
 “Since you are one of the greatest inventors on earth, can you please give me advice on how to 
invent things?”    
 “Sure, the first thing you need is a good creative mind and a huge imagination.  The second thing 
you need is intelligence.  Most of all, remember, don’t give up, keep going until you finish your task and you 
are satisfied with your work,” he replied.  
 “Wow, thank you Mr. Edison for all this great advice,” I said.
 “Good luck with your work,” replied Thomas Edison.
 Then I asked Professor Gianni questions like, when was the time traveling holophone invented, and 
he said in 1969.  That was 48 years ago.
 “Amazing!” I exclaimed.
 “Indeed it is,” responded the Professor.
 Professor Gianni said it took 100 years to make the time traveling holophone.  I asked the professor 
if the time traveling holophone just says the answer to your question and makes a CGI face or do you really 
talk to and see whoever you are calling.  He said that you really are calling that person.  I was fascinated.  If 
I ever get to use the time traveling holophone again, I would want to know who will be elected president in 
3017. 

Saturday, 12:00 p.m.
 I had worked up an appetite, so I went to the lunchroom.  I was excited to go, because it is one of 
the top 10 best-rated restaurants in the world.  Professor Gianni told me it is the first restaurant that is fully 
controlled by artificial intelligence.  I wanted to see the waiter and chef bots.
 When I got there, I couldn’t believe my eyes.  There were chef bots cooking, and waiter bots serv-
ing!  Androids were zooming everywhere!  When I looked closely, I realized none of them looked the same.  
Some used wheels to get around, and others used feet to move.  Some were huge!  Some had four arms 
and some two.  
 When I sat down, a waiter bot with only two hands that used wheels to get around detected me and 
rushed toward me and said,
 “Hi, my name is Larry.  What would like to eat, sir?”
 I said I wanted chicken fingers with French fries.  Robot Larry said, “Ok,” and sent my order through 
an infrared signal that a chef bot picked up and then started cooking.  
 Robot Larry went to take other customers’ orders.  A few minutes later, he zoomed toward the chef 
bots and took my tray of chicken fingers with French fries and dashed back toward me.  He delivered my 
meal and said, 
 “I hope you like your entrée, sir.”  
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 I thanked Robot Larry and he went to fill out more orders.  The food was delicious!  After my lunch, 
Robot Larry rushed toward me and asked if I would like my check.  I replied that I would.  He darted back, 
took my check, and sped back toward me and said, 
 “I hope you have a wonderful day!”  
 I replied, “Thank you,” paid the bill, and went to see another exhibit. 

Sunday, 7:30 a.m.
 The next day, I went to see the wormhole.  I wanted to see if it really teleports people.  It is rated as 
the second place out of the top 10 most interesting things to see in the laboratory.  When I arrived, I was the 
only one there. (Well, of course, Professor Gianni was present.)  He explained all about the wormhole and 
then let me ask questions.  The wormhole looked like multi-colored swirls with electrical rims.  Before you 
knew it, I was in another huge conversation!
 Then Professor Gianni called an assistant to go inside the wormhole.  The professor asked the as-
sistant where he wanted to go and the assistant whispered his answer to the professor.  When the assistant 
jumped in, we didn’t see him on the other side of the wormhole!  I asked the professor if the assistant was 
really where he wanted to go or if he was just in a hiding place.  The professor said no, it was not a hiding 
place.  He really was where he wanted to be.
 After 15 minutes, the assistant came back and said he had gone to the Permian Period!  That was 
the period during the earth’s third mass extinction.  He brought back a tabulate coral.  I was impressed.

Sunday, 8:30 p.m.
 Last but not least was the gravity machine.  It can increase or decrease the gravitational force of 
objects within the range of 60 feet.  I really wanted to go to the gravity machine the most, so that is why I 
saved it for last.  As usual, I was the only one there except for Professor Gianni.  He explained a lot about it.  
I mean, so much that my feet hurt from standing.  In other words, like, an hour.  But I didn’t mind because it 
was so interesting and I wanted to hear more. 
 Finally, it was time to demonstrate the gravity machine.  It looked like a mini generator.  Professor 
Gianni rolled in a 4,000 pound weight to show what it will do to it.  He first flicked a switch and then turned 
up a knob and guess what happened?  The professor picked up the 4,000 pound weight with his pinkie.  I 
couldn’t believe my eyes.  I asked the professor if it could lift an airplane.  He said, “yes,” and I said, “wow!”  
Then I wondered if it could lift up a black hole.  
 After that, I had to say goodbye to Professor Gianni and the Capital Headquarters of Laboratories 
and Robotics Institutes of Technology.  On my car ride home, I realized how much humans could do and 
how smart we are.  I wondered if I could ever create anything as amazing as the inventions I had seen.  I 
thought about Thomas Edison’s words, and I remembered very clearly what he said:
 “Don’t give up…don’t give up…don’t give up.”
 And I hope I never do.
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A Monkey Tale

By Violetta Dacre
Christchurch, New Zealand
Third Place Tie

 It was an ordinary night on an ordinary week in an ordinary month in an ordinary year.
 Then….
 Boom! Boom!  In the middle of the night there was a huge, strange sound, followed by a shudder.  
I quickly got out of bed and looked around, but there was nothing to see.  It felt like the house had been 
hit by a tornado.  I peeked out the window, but couldn’t see anything.  So I ran to my Dad and jumped on 
his bed.  He woke up, startled.
 “Who’s there?”
 “It’s me, Dad, Higgity.”
 Higgity is short for Hershey because my Mum likes the chocolate, but I have always been called 
Higgity since I was tiny.  I told Dad that I had heard a strange sound like a swirling wind and banging, but 
when I looked outside I couldn’t see anything but dense fog.  Dad told me it must have been thunder and 
lightning, and sent me back to bed.  I climbed back into my warm bed, but I was very sure that something 
had happened as I fell back to sleep. 
 The very next morning, I woke up and ran to my window and looked out and I knew straight away 
that something extraordinary had happened.  Instead of my garden with fruit trees and a trampoline I saw 
native birds and monkeys swinging from tree to tree.  I gasped when I realized that my house was in the 
middle of a jungle.  Where was I?  I ran to Dad’s room, but he wasn’t there and he was nowhere to be 
found in the house.  I blinked five times and I knew in that moment that this was not an ordinary day! 
 I didn’t know what to do, so I waited for an hour wondering what to do next.  Then…the doorbell 
rang and at the front door were my three best friends.  They had exactly the same problem as I did—a 
house in the jungle and no parents anywhere.  Immediately I felt better to know that I had my friends with 
me.  Now we needed a plan!
 Ten minutes later, one of my friends, called Buttercup, said, “While we are here, we might as well 
go exploring.”
 So, I found some binoculars in a cupboard and hats and clothes and sunblock.  We made some 
sandwiches and took some biscuits and a drink bottle.  We walked out into the jungle past blue and green 
tigers and birds and rainbow monkeys in trees and red giraffes eating leaves.  The sights were astonishing 
and beautiful to see.  This new universe felt like a dream.  I wished that my Dad was there to join us, but I 
was also worried that Dad and the other parents were missing.
 We came across a wild river and couldn’t go around it, so we had to cross.  But it had a very 
strong current and there were pink crocodiles and brightly colored fish swimming. So we climbed a big 
tree which had a huge branch stretched across the river.  We carefully stumbled one by one over the 
branch to the other side.  
 Eventually, after walking for a long time, we could no longer see the jungle, but there were moun-
tains and the air became cold.  It was a good thing that we brought our coats.  Flying over our heads were 
eagles with leopard colored feathers.  We were just starting to get quite scared when one of the largest 
eagles scooped us up, put us on its back and flew us up higher and higher into the mountains.  I felt like 
I was in a movie.  We stopped on the top of a mountain with a brilliant waterfall falling from top to bot-
tom.  We looked through the binoculars and looked back over the way that we could see the jungle in the 
distance.  
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 Beneath the waterfall was a cave which had a dinosaur’s nest that had eggs looking like they 
were going to hatch.  We definitely didn’t want to meet the mother dinosaur so we were quietly backing 
out of the cave when one of the eggs hatched and out came a little dinosaur, well actually quite a big 
dinosaur.  It was a disaster, as the dinosaur thought that I was his Mummy and started chasing us.  Just 
then, Mummy T-Rex arrived and we were trying to explain that we would not be a good dinner for the 
T-Rex family when the eagle came and took us back to my house in the jungle.  Phew, that was close!
 There was still no sign of my Dad and we were all exhausted, so my friends went to their hous-
es and I went to sleep, cuddled up to my special Teddy.  I dreamed through the night about the strange 
things we had seen and wondered where all the people were.  Were there people in this universe?  Did 
they look like us?  What was life like here?  I woke up in the morning and found that there were monkeys 
everywhere outside eating lollipops.  I rubbed my eyes and couldn’t believe it as they were singing, “lolli-
pop, lollipop, oh lolly lollipop.”  I picked up a lollipop and it had an amazing sherbet taste.
 My three best friends arrived at my house and as soon as they saw me they laughed and laughed 
their hearts out.  They said I was starting to look like a monkey.  I looked in the mirror and I thought that 
maybe it was true.  In that moment I realized something: Maybe all the monkeys had once been people.  
This universe was getting crazier by the minute.  Were our parents now monkeys?  I felt sick to my stom-
ach!
 I ran to the cupboards to see if there was a potion to cure me of monkey illness, but there was 
nothing other than cleaners.  So we went exploring in the jungle to find where the lollipops came from as 
it must be the lollipops that changed people into monkeys. The monkeys said that there was a voracious 
monkey beast in the middle of the universe who made the lollipops because he hated humans.  One lick 
would start to turn a person into a monkey.  There was no time to waste for me, so the big eagle came 
and took us there.  We quietly approached the cave on tiptoes.  We destroyed all the lollipops and the 
lollipop making machine. 
 Suddenly the monkey beast came out and shouted angrily, “Where are my lollipops and my ma-
chine?”  
 We asked him how to turn the monkeys back to humans and chanted, “Humans, humans.”  
 The beast told us we would never be able to get the magical waterfall, where the eagles and the 
dinosaurs lived, to drink the water to cure the spell.  We raced off and jumped on the eagle’s back and the 
eagle got all his friends to take the monkeys to the waterfall where we all drank the clear ice water and 
watched in amazement as the monkeys became human.
 “Higgity, my clever daughter, you and your best friends saved us.  Thank you, thank you,” said 
Dad. “Your mother would be so proud.”  Then we went home exhausted to bed.
 Boom, Boom!  There was the noise again.  I woke up and looked out the window.  Fruit trees and 
the trampoline!  Dad was in his bed snoring like a mammoth.  Had it all been a dream?  Then I found a 
leopard colored feather and a half eaten lollipop!
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Creative Writing ~ Ages 11 - 12

POETRY

First Place    
 
Tyler A. Lynch
Age 12
Armonk, New York
“Night Surfing”

Second Place

Deena Al-Dahwi
Age 11
Manama, Bahrain
“To a Brighter Universe!”

Lilo Al-Dahwi
Age 11
Manama, Bahrain
“The Winding Path to Glory”

Third Place

Amanda M. Zhou
Age 12
Memphis, Tennessee
“If She Just”

STORIES

First Place

Sawyer Jacobson
Age 12
Lincolnwood, Illinois 
“Is It Truly Worth It?”

Nicole Rei Ki Koh
Age 12
Singapore
“Exploring a New Universe”

Layla Ellis
Age 11
Lincolnwood, Illinois
“A Problem With Ice Skates”

Second Place

Hamza Hasan
Age 11
Naperville, Illinois
“Land Beyond the Eye”

Ella Guzman
Age 11
Norwood, New Jersey
“The Rising Sun”

Chere Low
Age 12
Singapore
“Black Rain”

Vivien Le Qi Sue
Age 12
Singapore
“2000”

Third Place

Tham Yun Xin 
Age 12
Singapore
“Expectation”

Honorable Mention

Greta Wedel
Age 11
Longmont, Colorado
“The Burden of Truth”

Macy Kemeng Li
Age 11 
Sunnyvale, California 
“Another Universe, Another Friend”

Joey Min Er Ng 
Age 12
Singapore
“A Bully’s Nightmare”

Tay Jia Xuan 
Age 12
Singapore
“Forever”
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Night Surfing

By Tyler A. Lynch
Armonk, New York
First Place

    Waves rolling 
    up and down.
  Moonlight, spread
  across the vast sea.
The beachy air blowing
through the night.  There
it is, the perfect one, like
 a tsunami from Japan.
 Paddling, paddling the
wave on my back.  Then
eerie silence as it falls
atop.  Boosted forward
 I ride through a tunnel.
     I sit and look at
    the stars.  Gazing
     up and up I see
        my destiny 
        written on 
          a golden
              sky.  
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To a Brighter Universe!

By Deena Al-Dahwi
Manama, Kingdom of Bahrain
Second Place tie

Memories of the past fill my head,
As delightful as true love,
The world around me seemed to be,
Peaceful as a graceful dove,

As a baby in my mother’s arms,
I felt serene and secure,
Trusting, happy and caring,
An impeccable Universe, that’s for sure!

We were raised in a large family,
With core foundations for our life,
This Value System kept us safe,
So there was never any strife.

Sharing was vital for peace,
As was trust and giving,
Honesty a key to happiness,
Blissfully, we were living.

Giving to the unfortunate, 
I’ve done since I was four,
It’s heart-warming to help people smile,
Brightens my day evermore!
 
Fast forward to the current world,
Things have changed for the worse,
Fear has replaced safety,
The world is under a curse!

Today the world seems to wander,
Through appalling bloodshed,
Abhorrent wars, flying bombs,
Ending a day with 2 million dead!

It is as if the human race,
Is oblivious to sharing and consideration,
Mistrust between neighbors and colleagues,
Warring peoples, throughout the nation,

Greed! The world’s weakness,
Hunger for power and jewels,
Only caring about one’s self,
The Now Generation’s rules,

I have a lifelong aspiration,
It gives me faith and hope,
Dreaming about this day and night, 
Comforts me and helps me cope…

I awake in a brighter Universe,
Countries agree, peace in every land,
An orb of light shines from within,
Citizens seem to stroll, hand-in-hand,

We are united, free and strong,
The curse is broken, greed is banished,
All the good morals have returned!
All fights are history! Vanished!

This is my sincere longing for the future,
For an exceptional universe, peaceful and new,
It needs huge efforts and collaboration,
Will my dreams ever come true?
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The Winding Path to Glory

By Lilo Al-Dahwi
Manama, Kingdom of Bahrain
Second Place Tie

The path to triumph in life,
 Is paved by the heart’s core,
With choices between good and bad,
 Honor is the victorious door.

This tale is of adventurous Annie,
 Out to seek her triumph-to-be,
She decided to take a stroll,
 To the Lake of Destiny.

Meandering along the forest,
 The waters both agleam,
To her right was Lazy River,
 To her left Hardworking Stream.

On Lazy River was a boat,
 That had a self-rowing oar,
Whereas the Stream had treacherous currents,
 Without a boat, what’s more!

Annie looked closer and chose,
 Her reason was quite fair,
Hardworking Stream led to land, 
 While Lazy River led nowhere.

She dove into the stream,
 Swimming against the current was tough,
But it was well worth it, you see,
 She landed on solid ground, sure enough.

Exhausted as she was,
 Her adventure did not stop,
As just when she had landed,
 She had a sudden drop.

The Pit of Utter Failure,
 Read a sign above her head,
But Annie did not give up,
 She began to climb instead.

As she attempted to climb,
 She slipped back down to the base,
An excruciating pain overcame her,
 As she landed flat on her face.

This setback did not defeat her,
 For she spotted a spade in the sand,
She used it to dig a tunnel,
 Until she returned to steady land.

Acres of exquisite cherry blossoms,
 Lined the tumbling, emerald hills,
Which regally gazed upon,  
 The trying Fountain of Wills.

The Fountain led to Integrity Forest,
 Where Annie encountered a wise, old man 
When delicious fruits appeared at his feet,
 She suspected a further test …a plan.

 “Don’t touch this fruit!” the wiseman warned,
And despite her stomach’s protest,
 Annie obeyed, and did not eat,
She had passed the final test.

Annie’s hunger and exhaustion,
 Were washed away instantly,
For where the vast forestry had loomed,
 Now stood the Lake of Destiny.

When she gazed into the lake,
 Annie saw not her reflection,
Instead she stared at her future self,
 Winning a Presidential Election!

The glistening water of the lake,
  Disappeared… evaporating, I guess, 
The steam forming the words,
 “Hard work leads to Success.”

We hope to all learn from Annie,
 Her tale can help us see, 
That Hard work, Strong Will and Integrity,
 All usher us to our Victory!
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If She Just
 
By Amanda Zhou
Memphis, Tennessee
Third Place 

A girl, sitting in a corner 
Weak and helpless 
Equipped with nothing 
And all she tells us 

Is to leave her alone 
That she wants to live in solitary 
For all she has known 
Is hurt, and people betraying 

Underneath all the armor 
And the shield she keeps up 
She hasn’t yet experienced the feeling of love 

She doesn’t know how a flame of passionate fire 
Could melt a whole ice empire 

She doesn’t let warmth get to her 
Because she’s too wrapped up in the past 

If she just let go of her fears 
And let the past pain only be a reminder 
Not a barrier 
If she just tried to give hope a chance 
And just let a sliver of the euphoria get to her 

If she just stopped dwelling on the past 
And opened her eyes 
She would’ve seen a world with flaws 
But woven with love
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Is It Truly Worth It?

By Sawyer Jacobson
Lincolnwood, Illinois
First Place Tie

WW1, Eastern front 1915

 We waited in the cold, preparing to vanquish our enemy.  I 
didn’t know what the plan was, but we outnumbered them five to 
one and any strategy would work.  Posted in the muddy trench late 
at night, the only thing I heard was the clicking of a telegraph ma-
chine.  As I looked around, the oil lamp illuminated the drizzle and 
the rats squeaking as they ran through the muck.  
 I yawned, and the dim light faded to black.  I awoke to a 
tap on the shoulder, and saw Johnny.  My only friend in the platoon 
laughed and took my place as sentry.  I walked to the barracks and 
fell into my bed, not even bothering to take off my muddy shoes.  I 
was just about to doze off when the alarm came.  
 “All soldiers!  Over the top!” 
 I ran from bed, grabbed my rifle, and climbed up over the 
top of the trench with the rest of the men.  Then suddenly, men 
screamed and we heard the familiar sound of a machine gun.  We all 
ducked down behind the front protective wall, but soldiers behind it 
still died.  I looked behind the trench, and saw flashes of fire through 
the fog.  
 “They have us surrounded!”  A soldier yelled.  
 I ducked and turned around, shooting blindly into the fog.  
Suddenly, a bell rang, and men shouted.  
 “Gas!  Quick boys!”
 I scrambled to pull my gas mask out of its bag and fumbled 
with the handles till it fit snugly.  Looking through the two circular 
eye pieces, all I saw was a cloud of green fog clouding my vision.  
Suddenly, I saw a gas mask in the fog.  
 Communicating through Morse code, I identified him as 
Derek, Johnny’s bunk mate.  We felt for stuff blindly through the 
thick green soup, and as we went, the screams of agony died down 
and I occasionally glimpsed a hand or a gas mask at the edge of my 
vision. Derek and I walked down the line looking for survivors.  As 
we walked, the fog slowly cleared and eventually we removed our 
masks.  The scene was horrifying.  Men lay dead, but I was puzzled.  
 Most of them were wearing gas masks and should have 
survived.  But looking closer, they had the older gas mask mod-
el.  Derek and I concluded that the filters on the old masks didn’t 
protect against chlorine gas.  Later, the rest of the surviving soldiers 
met up with us in the radio room.  
 “Well men, the picture is pretty bleak.”  Johnny and I who 
had a newer gas mask exchanged a worried glance. “The supply 
lines are stretched too thin and that gas attack destroyed most of 
our defenses.  I also don’t think the Germans are going to attack 
the western front after they’ve crippled us this badly.  But!  We are 
sending telegraphs now asking for support.”
 We don’t know what to think.  On the one hand, at any 
moment German storm troopers could come and take us all out, 
but on the other, some form of help should be coming.  We sit and 
wait—cold, tired, but alert.  We sit for hours waiting for the Germans 
to bombard the trench and kill us all, and for the British troops to 
come and help us defend. 
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 “Great news!  The British are sending bomber airplanes to 
take out the surrounding Germans!”  
 We all cheered and troop morale raised. We all grabbed 
binoculars to watch the planes come.  We waited for what felt like 
forever, until finally we hear the whirring of a rotary engine.  We 
cheered again, and watched as an airplane, looking thin and papery, 
flew by low.  
   The pilot waved and smiled as he flew by and we waved 
back, remembering to thank him after this was over.  But suddenly 
our hearts sank and a blood red German plane flew out of nowhere 
and circled around the bomber.
 The lumbering, slow, and heavy bomber was no match for 
the light fast biplane, so its feeble efforts at defense were pointless 
and soon the engine poured out smoke, and the wings folded like 
paper.  As we watched it fall to the ground, we saw the pilot stand 
up, salute, and then be covered by the thick layer of smoke billow-
ing out of the engine.  There was a faint crash, and the plane hit the 
ground, instantly exploding and becoming an unrecognizable ball of 
fire.  
 We all began to cry.  A few men fired shots at the plane out 
of anger.  They knew it wouldn’t do anything, but it felt good.  As the 
triplane circled back down the process started over again because 
we knew we were doomed.  The plane drew closer, and as it flew 
over us, it didn’t strafe us or drop bombs, but instead doped a flare.  
I looked up as lookout while everyone else desperately tried to put 
out the flare.  What I saw was horrifying and shocking at the same 
time. 
 A huge terrifying zeppelin was slowly moving over the 
trench, and as I looked out over the devastated field I saw the 
massive zeppelin’s shadow slowly moving closer.  The rest of the 
soldiers didn’t even notice the huge shadow blocking the sun; they 
were so busy trying to put out the flare.  They eventually buried it, 
but it was too late.   
 I knew we had no chance against such a vast enemy, but 
we all knew we had to try.  The zeppelin went right over the trench, 
and a terrible bombardment began.  We ran for cover, only to find 
none.  Explosions happened all around me, and I was incredibly 
worried about Johnny, but my survival instinct took over.  I ran in a 
mad dash down the line, smoke and destruction right at my heels.  
I eventually made it to a bunker, and waited out the bombing.  But 
when I stepped out, I wanted to go right back.
 At least half of our remaining soldiers were dead.  And 
the others, including Johnny and Derek were futilely trying to fight 
the rapidly approaching Germans, who had come down from the 
zeppelin on ropes.  Then suddenly I saw something that killed me.  
Johnny was firing at the enemy but suddenly fell back limp.  
 “Johnny!”  I screamed as I ran back down the line.  But by 
the time I got there it was clear there was nothing I could do.  The 
ground around him had turned a horrible red color.  He was in really 
bad shape, and was coughing blood.  But oddly, I found myself not 
looking at his wounds, but his eyes.  They seemed to have a sad 
poetic look to them, and tried to say something, but all that came 
out was blood and coughing.  
 With that, he fell back, and closed his sad eyes.  I sat there 
next to him, my pants soaking up more blood by the minute, and 
cried.  Part of me wanted to grab a machine gun and shoot at ev-
erything in sight, but most of me just wanted to sit and cry.  Which 
is what I did.  
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Exploring a New Universe

By Nicole Rei Ki Koh
Singapore
First Place Tie

 The only thing I remembered was the smell of 
petrol after the car swerved and the explosion of flames 
which soon turned into a blazing inferno. The scraping 
of my skin, as if the skin was peeling right from my face, 
and also the searing pain that shot my eyes, blinding me 
in an instant. I was screaming, twitching, and throbbing 
in pain before I blacked-out, where I lost my senses.
 After hours of agony, I woke up, expecting to 
see a ray of light shine through my eyelids, but no. I 
woke up to see a patch of darkness that overwhelmed 
me like a dark cloud. Rubbing my eyes, I blinked, once, 
twice… still darkness. The first questions that popped 
up in my head swam around:  Where was I? Why can’t I 
see? What happened?
 “Mummy, where are you? Daddy! Anyone, help!” 
 I screamed, kicking wildly on the cold, hard mat-
tress. At this moment, the sound of clinking metal rang 
in my ears and soft murmuring. A soft voice rang out.
 “Abigail, I’m Nurse Jill. This is Doctor Lim. You 
are currently hospitalized…”
 “Where’s Mummy? What about Daddy and Baby 
Abby? Where’s Ruff?” I shouted, panic swelling in me. 
“Why can’t I see?” 
 “It… it brings me pain to tell you that, er … your 
family was involved in a car accident and they have … 
passed on. But Ruff is currently injured and is in the pet 
hospital. I know this is huge, but it’s okay; we are here to 
help you.”
 They died… the family that I cherished oh so 
dearly. My parents were still young, and Abby was just a 
baby. How was I supposed to live without them? Tears 
started to flood down my cheeks like a never-ending riv-
er as screams evaded my mouth, filling me with numb-
ing pain. 
 For three whole days, I yanked on my hair, bit 
the covers, and cried till my eyes were red, bloody, and 
sore in an attempt to forget the misery. My sight nev-
er returned and images of the accident flashed before 
me, of how my family died. Soon enough, the whole 
accident returned to me, carved in my memory forever. 
The accident scene kept on playing back in my mind, 
stripping me of warmth and any other feelings, leaving 
only sadness and pain.

 After a week or so, the crying decreased gradu-
ally, till only sobbing was left. Under special permission, 
Ruff kept me company and we went for daily walks to-
gether. He was like my guide dog, a loyal companion. As 
I hadn’t exercised for a long time, my muscles strained 
at even the first few steps that I took, but Ruff gave me 
those imploring sighs, which left me no choice but to 
accompany him. I remember that I used to take these 
walks with my family, but instead of feeling grievous, I 
treated it more like a joyful memory for me to embrace 
for the rest of my life.
 In my new universe of darkness, I finally un-
derstood how blind people felt every day—just plain 
darkness day and night. Some days, I just felt like giving 
up on life when I sat in bed, staring into black space, 
the heavy bandage pressed against my throbbing head. 
However, a kind Samaritan encouraged me every day 
without fail, consoling me when I felt down. She never 
failed to brighten up my day; she was like an angel my 
parents sent from heaven. 
 One day, she told me this, “I’m going on a trip 
and probably won’t come back. You’ll stay strong and 
pull through, and when you’ve found your courage, you 
cannot forget to pass the kindness on.” 
 After I heard this, I nodded slowly and bade her 
farewell. However, she was forever etched in my memo-
ry, reminding me to be compassionate to others.
 On the bright side, my sense of hearing, smell, 
and touch became more enhanced and clearer. I used 
my keen sense of hearing to take note of my surround-
ings. Also, I learned how to do braille. I was filled with 
gladness that I spent my time more productively instead 
of sitting in bed, groaning and moaning my life away. 
 As I was growing up, I gave life lessons to 
younger children who also lost something dear to them, 
including orphans, cancer-struck adolescents, and also 
handicapped children. They were in need of comfort like 
the kind I received from the lady Samaritan. Of course, 
they pulled through the tough times and got on with 
their lives as the cheerful kids they were supposed to 
be. According to the nurses, the children were beaming 
from eye to eye; hence, I could not help but pull a grin 
across my face. Though I could not see them, I felt their 
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happiness radiate off them. Before they were 
discharged, I gave them the message—to pass the 
kindness on to others in need. Of course, they were 
eager beavers and agreed cheerfully. 
 After a few years in my relatively new universe, 
I was featured on the news globally for travelling around 
the world to help the needy. When I was 25, I was 
invited to receive an award overseas and give a speech 
based on my work and success. I was bubbling with 
excitement, yet nervous over the big speech. 
 That day, I stood on stage, to be welcomed by 
a warm round of applause—approximately 100 people, 
esteemed guests from all over. I could hear the clicking 
of cameras and the reporters were probably waiting for 
me to start. Stuttering a bit, I began. 
 “Good morning, I am Abigail and I have a story 
to tell. When I was 9, I lost my family and my eyesight 
in an accident, leaving only me and my dog that died a 
few years back. I was falling into despair until a woman 
put me back on track, encouraging me to be strong and 
compassionate. She taught me a lot and was the one 
who pushed me to encourage others at the toughest 
times. 
 “After that incident, I have strived to help others 
in need, especially children. Some children are not as 
fortunate as us because they have experienced 
losses that can never be recovered. Although I cannot 
see them, I can feel both their pain and joy and this 
warms my heart.”
 After my speech, the auditorium burst with 
resounding applause, causing me to get teary. 
 One reporter asked, “Does your injury still 
bother you as much?” 
 With a smile, I answered, “The accident may 
have taken away my sight, but it allowed me to see 
the world from a different view, or I may call it, a new 
universe. This ‘new universe’ let me see the happiness 
and joy beyond the pain, suffering, and despair. How 
you see the world affects your own judgement.” 
 As I said, my loss of vision opened a new 
universe, where there is light in the darkness, leading 
the way to happiness in despair, positivity amidst 
negativity. This universe may only exist in my 
imagination, but it has surely moulded my path 
on how I want to live my life. 

 Siempre hay una luz en la oscuridad—there is 
always light in the darkness.
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A Problem with Ice Skates

By Layla Ellis
Lincolnwood, Illinois
First Place Tie

 One morning in a depressingly loud schoolroom, after he 
received his solid straight C report card, Jimmy Sabel realized it 
was entirely possible that Laura Stalter was a witch.  This hit him 
quite suddenly when she showed him her report card with more 
A+s than there were classes.  They had always been enemies, 
Jimmy and Laura, but the report cards made Jimmy completely 
loathe Laura with a fiery passion only heard of in stories. It was 
the final period of the day and Jimmy tried to quickly think up a 
plan to acquire some evidence before the bell rang.  But all he 
came up with was, “Get some evidence.”
 When Jimmy walked to his locker, a thought struck him. 
What if he followed Laura out of the school, talked with her, and 
then took something of hers when she left?  It was perfect!  Jim-
my was sure that nothing could go wrong.  The rows of lockers 
had been alphabetized by last name, so Jimmy and Laura were 
right next to each other.  This allowed him to follow her out of the 
school.  Jimmy was packed, Laura was leaving, and her backpack 
was in sight.  But Laura didn’t go straight outside.  She went to 
her sister’s locker.
 Cassie, Laura’s younger sister, was a ballerina, and as far 
as Jimmy could tell, despite the witchcraft clearly in her bloodline, 
was normal.  But Jimmy had a crush on Cassie.  Not a healthy, 
hey-I-kind-of-like-you crush, but a full on head-over-heels, car-
toon-hearts-blinding-the-eyes kind of crush.  Around her, Jimmy 
acted more like a blithering idiot than usual.
 A change of plans was in store.  Jimmy had to act quickly, 
though, for Laura and Cassie were leaving.  He had a vision of 
himself and his plans being carried through.  He would be a knight 
in silver armor, complete with a sword and war horse.  He would 
ride gallantly up to an old witch with a beautiful princess she had 
trapped, then grab the witch’s mystic ice skates, which would 
cause her to melt.  He would then invite the princess up onto his 
horse, and she would close her eyes and pucker her lips and…
 “Hey freak!  Move.  You’re blocking the stairwell.”  
 It was Laura.  Jimmy took a deep breath, let out a war cry, 
and then proceeded to grab Laura’s skates and run screaming 
down the stairwell.  He turned around just long enough to see a 
shocked Laura paralyzed to the spot. 
 Jimmy was far enough from the school to slow down and 
stop yelling.  It was clear that Laura had not given chase, for if she 
had he would not have the skates in his hand.  He took a deep 
breath and smiled.  He had succeeded.  But his brief moment 
of happiness was disturbed by a violent wriggling worm in his 
hand.  He looked down and saw not a worm, but the ice skates, 
twitching in his hand.  His screaming started back up again as the 
skates writhed and swung from his sweaty hand.  One skate wrig-
gled free of his clutch and hopped back towards the school.  The 
other continued to squirm, trying to get its laces free of Jimmy’s 
fat-fingered grasp.
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 As badly as he wanted to let go of the skate, the impulse 
to keep it and see what would happen was too much for poor 
Jimmy.  So when he got back to his house, he tied the skate to 
some rope and the rope to the ceiling.  He then ran upstairs and 
collapsed on his bed.  Jimmy’s bed was covered in dirty clothes, 
ranging from a too-small Christmas sweater from two years 
earlier to the superman underwear he had worn the day before.  
Jimmy’s dog, Socks, was awakened quite suddenly when Jimmy 
came bursting through the door.
 Just after his father had come home from work and fall-
en asleep on the couch, beer bottle still in hand, Jimmy decided 
it was safe to go downstairs and check on the ice skate.  When 
he got down the stairs, the skate was still, but Jimmy could 
make out the slightest snoring noise coming from the laces.  
Jimmy sat down on the bottom step of the stairwell and took 
a deep breath.  He had been right.  Laura Stalter was a witch.  
And Jimmy was sure he had stolen the source of her power.  He 
let out a half-hearted laugh and turned to get a snack from the 
kitchen.  He was in the mood for a celebratory donut.  Or cook-
ie.  Or taffy.  He probably would have eaten all of those had he 
not been interrupted by a screech.  Jimmy’s house was full of 
squeaky things, but having lived with them his whole life, Jimmy 
was able to identify this particular squeak as the doorknob on 
the front door.  He looked quickly over his shoulder and gasped.  
Jimmy took a step towards the door.  His heart was pounding.  
He was sure he had seen the doorknob turn.
 The door slammed open, rousing a large amount of dust.  
Jimmy coughed, and when the dust cleared there was nothing 
in the doorway.  He heard the clink of metal and saw not just the 
ice skate he had taken, dangling from the rope he had tied to 
the ceiling, but its pair as well.  Using its laces the second skate 
untied the first one and then flipped upside down and jumped 
several times before dashing out the door, closely followed by 
the first skate.  Before it left, the first skate lifted a lace and 
waved farewell.  Jimmy managed to get out a high-pitched “Bye” 
and then noticed that the second skate had left behind a care-
fully folded note when it jumped.  He closed the door and picked 
up the paper.  In fancy writing it read:
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From the Desk of Laura Stalter

Dear	Jimmy	Sabel,

	 Thank	you	for	your	contribution	to	my	little	witchy	experi-
ment.		You	are	my	unwitting	guinea	pig.		See,	I	wanted	to	know	if	
my	powers	had	reached	the	point	where	I	could	erase	someone’s	
memory	of	my	magic.		By	the	time	you	are	finished	reading	this	
letter,	your	memory	will	be	erased	by	my	witchcraft.

Despite the fact that she had warned him of what was about to 
happen, Jimmy kept reading.
 
When	I	walked	into	ninth	period	and	saw	you,	I	knew	you	were	
the	one.		You	were	so	utterly	average,	almost	below	it.		No	one	
would	notice	if	you	went	missing	or	forgot	everything	you	ever	
learned.

 Jimmy stopped reading for a second and tried to re-
member.  There was a girl.  What was her name?  Maybe it was 
somewhere on the letter.  A letter.  Why was he reading a letter?  
He looked for some clue on the page, but there were no words 
on it except for the ones he was reading at that second.  He was 
confused and looked back at the note.  

	 So	I	spiked	your	emotion	of	hatred	towards	me	and	
enmagicked	some	objects,	and	was	sure	to	let	you	see	them	on	
a	daily	basis.		I	was	so	determined	that	I	even	made	the	teacher	
organize	the	locker	formation	in	alphabetical	order	by	last	name.		
You	were	extremely	slow	to	catch	on,	and	I	doubted	my	decision	
to	choose	someone	so	amazingly	normal.		I	went	overboard	on	
the	signs,	from	making	the	entire	class	except	for	me	burst	into	
song	and	dance,	to	making	all	of	the	boys	in	the	school	except	
for	you	fall	madly	in	love	with	me	for	a	day.		You	are	about	to	help	
me	in	more	ways	than	you	know.	

Many	thanks,

Laura	Stalter
 Then Jimmy blacked out.  
 When he came to, Jimmy was on the steps.  His head 
was foggy and his vision blurry.  He shook his head and stood 
up.  His dad was on the couch, snoring away the world.  That 
was normal.  Jimmy looked around and heard a loud grumble.  
He peered down at his stomach, then went to the kitchen to get 
a donut.
 After his donut had been reduced to crumbs on a plate, 
Jimmy let his dog outside.  No sooner had he done that when 
Jimmy heard a snarl from around the corner.  He went outside 
and exclaimed, “Socks, don’t chew on that!  And where in the 
world did you get an ice skate?”
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Land Beyond The Eye 

By Hamza Hasan
Naperville, Illinois
Second Place Tie
 
 Sarah Jenson reversed out of her apartment 
driveway in New York City. As she drove to work, she saw 
vendors selling different souvenirs from I LOVE New York 
T-shirts to popcorn. Tourists were all over the place going 
into shops and coming out. She turned the radio on, and her 
favorite nature activist, Susan Jones, was being interviewed. 
What she heard paralyzed her for a second. The city of New 
York was selling her favorite park, Lakewood Park, and turn-
ing it into an apartment complex! They couldn’t do this. She 
bit her lip and clutched the steering wheel tighter. She knew 
so many people who loved the park—her family, her friends. 
She practically grew up there. She arrived at work with the 
taste of anger on her tongue. She had to do something 
about this! 
 When Sarah returned home that night she was still 
mad. She slammed the door shut and then shoved her face 
down onto her bed. A ding came from her phone and she 
peered over her pillows to see it. Then it hit her. 
 Sarah went on to her Facebook page and sent out 
a flyer. It said, “Please join me on June 19th, two days from 
now, at Lakewood Park. We will have a peaceful protest at 
the park against the decision to turn the park into an apart-
ment complex. Thanks!” She clicked the blue send button 
and shut down her laptop. Her eyes were halfway closed 
and she was ready for bed. All she could do was wait now. 
She put on her cat pajamas and fell into bed. She fell asleep 
in the blink of an eye. 
 Sarah slept in really late. She hadn’t got enough 
sleep for a while because of work. She woke up at around 
12:00 and had a jalapeno omelet with iced tea for breakfast. 
She eagerly grabbed her Dell laptop and opened it up. Her 
mouth fell open. She stopped for a second. Susan Jones 
had replied to her! 
 The nature activist’s comment said,“Wow, this is 
AMAZING! There are so many people in the world who love 
nature just as much as I. Thank you, Sarah, for sending 
this!” Two days later, everyone gathered at Lakewood Park. 
About 900 people came. Many of the protestors had post-
ers and there was a booth handing out small flags to the 
protestors. The flag had a blue background to represent the 
sky and green text to represent the wildlife. 
 The text said, “Save Lakewood Park!” 
 The protesters walked around the park chanting it 
as well. 
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	 This	way	we	will	bring	attention	to	what’s	happen-
ing, thought Sarah. The air was filled with loud chants and 
with so many people who loved nature. They were all here 
to save what they called home. They marched around the 
park for about an hour and a half before everybody started 
to leave. Sarah hoped that now the mayor wouldn’t sell the 
park. But on the inside she knew it wasn’t enough. 
 When Sarah got home she turned on her television 
and all the news channels were talking about the protest. 
They were discussing possible next moves against selling 
the park. The mayor was pelted with questions at a press 
conference and he really couldn’t answer them. 
 The next day Sarah tried to get in touch with the 
mayor. She remembered that Jeff Young, the brother of 
her high school friend, Lizzie Young, had become a council 
member.  Maybe Jeff could schedule a meeting with the 
mayor for her. But she hadn’t seen Lizzie in so long. She 
dug through her closet and tried to find her stuff from high 
school. She remembered in science class they had written 
down their phone numbers to contact each other. 
 Now	would	be	a	good	time	for	the	science	note-
book	to	show	up, thought Sarah. She found a small box in 
the back of the closet that said High School. She found her 
bright yellow science notebook from her freshman year. It 
didn’t take long to find Lizzie’s number. She called her num-
ber and Lizzie picked up. 
 “Hello.” 
 “Hi Lizzie!” 
 “Who’s speaking?” 
 “Sarah Jenson from NCHS.” 
 “Oh Sarah! How’s it going? Long time no see!” 
 “It’s going great!” 
 They caught up. 
 Finally, Sarah said, “I heard Jeff got onto the 
council.” 
 “Jeff? Oh yeah, Jeff did get onto the council!” 
 “Yeah, can you request him to help me make an 
appointment with the mayor?” 
 “Yeah, definitely! He’ll email the application to you. 
Just fill it out and he can just sign it and give it to the 
mayor.” 
 “Thanks! Hey why don’t we go to the chocolate 
store on Stockup Drive this Saturday?” 
 “Sure!” 
 “O.K., see you Saturday. Bye!” 
 “Bye!” 
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 Sarah filled out the application and emailed it back 
to Jeff. Sarah wasn’t even sure if she would meet the mayor. 
Maybe even her application wouldn’t go through. To her sur-
prise, they met about two weeks later when protests against 
the decision to sell the park were at their peak. Sarah had 
already been interviewed by the New York Times. 
 In it she had said, “When Mother Nature has given 
us something let us not tear it down. Let it be a home to us 
and let it help us.” She had meant that we shouldn’t tear 
down parks and turn them into man-made structures. It 
should be like a home to us with its beauty but only if we let 
it help us by giving us oxygen. 
 They met in the mayor’s office at New York City Hall 
in Lower Manhattan. Sarah had been working on what to 
say for weeks. She talked about how so many people loved 
the park. How it was wrong to sell the park only to make 
money and destroy wildlife and their habitat. The mayor 
retorted that only squirrels lived there. She counter attacked 
by saying it would hurt the animal chain and that destroying 
trees would mean less trees purifying the air and making 
oxygen. After much arguing the mayor said he would think 
about it. 
 Sarah went home grinning ear to ear. Now she had 
the chance to stop them from selling the park. She woke 
up the next day and turned on the television to see that the 
council planned on holding a town hall meeting to discuss 
the situation. 
 Three weeks later, the meeting was aired live on 
CNN. Sarah viewed the entire debate. Through it, her stom-
ach kept somersaulting. The council members looked at 
the pros and cons of the decision. They could make some 
money off of the park. But they were reducing wildlife. Mr. 
Johnson complained they were running low on money for 
the city. Mr. Dunwich said selling the park wasn’t the right 
way to make the money. Mr. Johnson said he didn’t want to 
raise the taxes. Sarah could tell it was getting intense. It was 
anybody’s game from what she could tell. 
 A week later the council took the vote. It turned out 
that they would not be selling the park. They had only won 
by one vote. Sarah jumped up and down in her living room, 
pumping her fists in the air. She did a happy dance and then 
moon walked around the kitchen. She went out with Lizzie 
and ate a bunch of chocolate from the chocolate store down 
the street. It was the best day of her life. Nothing could be 
better than this. 
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The Rising Sun

By Ella Guzman
Norwood, New Jersey
Second Place Tie

 Rain listened for prey in the crisp forest air.  Lately, it had been harder to find good hunting in the 
forest that usually seemed rich with prey.  Rain was one of the better hunters and felt it was her duty to 
take care of the others.  Suddenly, she heard a rustle of leaves and soon found a mouse, nibbling on a 
seed.  She slowly slunk forward, moving so her paws never made a noise.  She bunched up her muscles, 
leaping into the air.  At the last second, the mouse scampered away, too quickly to pursue.

 “Bad luck!”  Grass, her littermate meowed, catching up to her sister. 
 “We needed that,” Rain meowed disappointedly.  “Cloud needed that.”  
 Cloud was their sick brother who was too weak to leave his nest.  
 When entering the clearing, Leaf looked puzzled.  
 “Where are your catches?” she asked.  
 “We don’t have any,” Rain answered.
 Leaf looked disappointed.  “But you always bring something!”
 
 The next morning, Rain had the sudden urge to hunt on a new route.  She jumped over a clump 
of ferns and arrived at a ring of trees around a clearing.  That’s strange, Rain thought.  The trees looked 
ordinary, swaying in the slight breeze.  Patches of bright sunlight danced upon the ground.
 “Rain,” a voice seemed to call.  Rain looked over her shoulder.  There was nothing.  
 “Rain,” the voice called louder.  
 Suddenly, the sky turned dark as storm clouds swirled above.  Lightning cracked overhead and 
the hard pound of rain was all she could hear.  She wanted to run, but felt frozen to the ground.  
 “Rain!”  The voice now thundered, “You must become as fierce as the storm you were named 
after.  Only then may you save the ones you love.”
 Rain lifted her head and blinked the sleep from her eyes.  She felt bewildered.  Why wasn’t she in 
her nest?  Realization flooded over her as she remembered.  She looked for traces of the ferocious storm.  
The sky was blue and the ground was as dry as ever.  It	was	as	if	nothing	happened.

 “Rain!” Grass called.  “Where were you?  We’ve been worried!”
 “I was…er…hunting!” Rain answered quickly.
 What can I do to fulfill my prophecy? Rain thought.  She walked to where Cloud rested.  She 
picked up a squirrel, Cloud’s favorite, from the prey-storage log.
 “Cloud?” Rain whispered to her brother.  Cloud turned over in his nest to face her.  He was a pure 
white cat with unusually bright green eyes.  Now they were dull with sickness.
 “Thanks,” he murmured, “…I know you weren’t just hunting.  I’m not easy to fool.  What were you 
really doing?”
 Rain found herself pouring out all the details.  Surprisingly, Cloud believed her.  He then managed 
to sit up and say, “I know you’re going to figure out what it means.  Be very brave.”

******

 Rain felt a prickle of satisfaction as she carried her blackbird back to the clearing.  I’ve finally 
caught something!  She held her head high as she crossed the field.
 “Rain!” Cloud shouted.  
 Grass and Leaf turned to look at their brother, astonished by his sudden energy.  Rain rushed to 
Cloud’s nest after she’d deposited her catch.
 “I know what you have to do!”  Cloud breathed with excitement once they were in privacy.  “I had 
a dream, and a voice called to me, like the one you described.”
 Cloud paused for breath and continued, “The voice told me, ‘Be like the cloud who wanders 
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freely, but never forget the storm within.’ I then saw clouds racing in the direction of the rising sun.”
 Rain was mystified.  “How could you be like a wandering cloud?”
 “I think it means we’ll have to go where no cat has ever dared,” Cloud explained.
 “If we complete our quest, we will be rewarded like the clouds at the rising sun,” Rain added.
 “We have to succeed!  Everyone’s future is at stake,” Cloud contended.  “We must leave 
tomorrow.”

******

 Rain woke to Cloud prodding her, “C’mon.  Don’t worry about me being too weak.”  
 Rain’s heavy eyelids shot open and she jerked awake, ready for adventure.  Follow	the	rising	sun, 
Rain repeated to herself as they stepped out of the clearing and began their mission.
 The travelers had gone far beyond what they even knew existed by the time they had used up 
their last drops of energy.  Rain’s muscles screamed in protest with every step.  She couldn’t imagine how 
hard it was for Cloud.  
 “Let’s set camp for the night,” Cloud panted.  They caught prey and fell asleep in the cool night 
under the rustling leaves of the trees.  
 When Rain woke, she immediately knew something was wrong.  She sniffed the air and a strong 
reek filled her nose.  Cloud was whimpering in his sleep, kicking violently.  Rain poked him with her paw 
to wake him.  He opened his eyes wide enough for Rain to see the whites.  
 “Dog!” Cloud whispered frantically.  “Climb a tree, fast!”
 Rain was scrambling for a good paw-hold when the dog exploded through the bushes.  Rain sud-
denly lost her grip and found herself clinging onto the branch with only two legs.  Her bottom legs dan-
gled helplessly as she tried swinging away from the dog’s gaping jaws.  Her heart was beating so hard, 
Rain felt like it would hammer its way through her chest.  Cloud was on the branch above her, reaching 
down to help, eyes wide with horror.
 A loud cry rang throughout the forest.  The dog gave one last swipe at the air, turned around, and 
heeded its master’s call.  Once it was gone, Rain and Cloud dropped to the ground.
 “C’mon, we have to go,” she finally managed to speak.
 After a long while, they noticed a strange tang in the air.  No light shined through the trees ahead.  
The darkness seemed to spread, covering all in view.  Rain heard a wail for help, then a scream in rage.
 Suddenly, Rain couldn’t think; there was chaos.  Memories swirled through her head: images 
of playing with Cloud and Grass, quickly replaced by the snapping jaws of the dog; faint images of her 
mother playing with them, quickly replaced by the shock of knowing her mother would never come home 
again.  Every moment in Rain’s life seemed to play before her eyes, in fast motion.  
 You	must	be	as	fierce	as	the	storm	you	were	named	after.
 “STOP!” Rain shrieked.  
 The images suddenly stopped.  Cloud stared at Rain with awe.
  “Did…Did you just—” 
 Rain cut him off with a quick nod of her head.  They both looked upwards.  Rain felt her pelt 
brush Cloud’s.  
 Something was happening.  A blinding light shimmered above.  Rain felt the light, radiating 
through her body, sending a ripple through her spine.  She felt it course through her veins and beat 
through her heart.  The blinding light then eased and began to descend, until Rain could make out a faint 
trace of a cat.  A familiar and sweet scent flooded her senses.  A purr vibrated, resonating through Rain’s 
ears.  
 “I am so proud of you both,” a familiar voice meowed.
 “Mother?  Is it really you?” Rain whispered.
 “I was always with you,” she purred.
 “But I thought—” Cloud stammered. 
 “You have both succeeded,” Wind praised.  “You have found the storm inside.  Cloud, you have 
followed the rising sun.  Rain, you have become as fierce as the storm you were named after.  Together, 
you will save the ones you love.”
 Pressing her head into her mother’s fur with her brother at her side, Rain knew she would fulfill her 
prophecy.  
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Black Rain

By Chere Low
Singapore
Second Place Tie

 As the plane accelerates, my clammy hands grip the controls, tightening with every jolt until my 
knuckles turn white. A wisp of air escapes my mouth as I exhale, every taut muscle in my body relaxing 
momentarily. I spare a glance out of the window. The sky is a salmon pink hue save for the grey strands of 
clouds. At the altitude, the cold permeates through my stiff jacket. My figure hunches as I steel myself for a 
sharp turn towards Hiroshima. 
 The Enola	Gay. It is a beautiful plane, one that had been carefully selected. I had no second 
thoughts when I named it after my mother.  “Paul, if you want to go fly airplanes, you’ll be alright.” I had 
smiled, nodded my head, inwardly appreciating the support and encouragement she provided that my 
father had not offered me. 
 Defending my country is the sole reason I had joined the air corps. It is an honour to be chosen 
over two colonels for the job, being inferior in experience as a lieutenant colonel.
 Little Boy. What an ironic name for such a frightening object. The uranium-based atomic bomb is a 
mere three meters, but the destruction and havoc it is about to wreak will ripple through miles. The “hon-
our” and “glory” it will bring to my nation may be immense while this endless war rages on. 
 “Paul, dropping on my count, 10, 9…” As my finger hovers over the red button, I stare down at the 
lands of Hiroshima, “…2, 1.” 
 My finger descends upon its destination while my mouth opens, struck by the surrealism of the 
moment. Then, almost tenderly, with the gentlest of touches, I exhale and press the button. 
 “Paul, move! Get out of there!” 
 As I awake from my state of stupor, I turn, determined to make it out alive. As I hunch over my 
wheel, my eyes strain in the distance.
 Then there is a pause, and a blip in time. There is a flash and I reel from the blinding white light as 
the force careens into the plane. My surroundings are a blur as I struggle to stabilise the Enola Gay. 
 As I head towards the “safe zone,” I turn back and watch.
 It is as beautiful as it is devastating. A whirlwind raining shards of glass and paper in a terrifying 
velocity, presses down on the Japanese oppressively. The unnatural storm lasts for a long ten seconds till 
the bomb loses its breath and then, finally, there is just silence. The flying debris and smoke rise in a mush-
room cloud, billowing over the ruined city of Hiroshima. The lands once covered by buildings and greenery 
were now stripped barren, the bomb having sent forth a blast of such magnitude that houses ceased to ex-
ist as if they had never been built, the generations of family that lived there had never existed. The ground 
was littered with piles of debris and blood-soaked bodies lacerated by fragments of glass in a matter of 
seconds. 
 However, these are only the deaths caused by the force and the scorching heat of the urani-
um-based detonation. The survivors will be exposed to the spectre of radiation, their eyes and skin seared 
with a hellish heat, invisible poisons that will seep into their bones, causing a slow and painful death. 
 As I fly back to the United States, there is an ache of regret in my heart. Images of a bombed-out 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, of its people suffering and slowly dying of cancers, dance like devils in my mind. 
My eyebrows furrow, as what I thought to myself before I boarded the plane is met with many doubts and 
questions.  My mind is still a surging perplexity.
 It is for my nation. But if this is what honour and glory meant, then I am not willing to earn it. 
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2000

By Vivien Le Qi Sue
Singapore
Second Place Tie 

 They call 2000 the cursed year. 
 Two thousand was the year the government decided to hold an annual purge, where all 
over-eighteens’ names would be written on slips of pristine paper; and those “lucky” enough to get 
chosen would be ruthlessly killed.  It was “in the name of the people,” as the government often said.  It 
was “a sacrifice only for the brave,” or, in other words, an unfair way of controlling the overpopulation 
of the country and keeping the country’s wealth stable for the government and the government only.  
Anyone who decided to protest would be unusually “unlucky” the following year.  

2000—the year I was born. 
 
2015
 Fifteen—the year of young love, when they say love is in the air. Love is taboo though, because 
for what purpose would love be when your lover’s name ends up on that dreadful ticket? 
 Fifteen—halfway to thirty, but I’m not sure I’ll even make it that far. 
 So, they tell me: don’t fall in love.  Don’t even learn to love; it’ll end up in ashes and a cadaver, 
broken hearts and smeared mascara. 
 I ignore their advice.  I fall in love with auburn hair and olive skin, made from the depths of the 
earth and the glitter from the brightest star. “Je ne sais quoi,” as they say.  It is no match for my black 
hair and pale skin that was stitched from that slip of paper and the very coal my parents’ love was burnt 
on. 

2016 
 I sit next to him in class. 
 I learn a lot about him through our not-so-discreet way of passing notes when the teacher 
tells us to “stop talking, for God’s sake.”  I learn (by heart—for who gets the chance to sit next to their 
crush?) the way the sides of his eyes crinkle when he smiles and how, whenever he doesn’t get enough 
sleep, his right eye magically loses its double eyelid. 
 Most of all, I learn how he flinches whenever we talk about family. 
 He talks of how his father was always on a “business trip,” how he always came back home 
smelling like beer and women’s perfume, how he always seemed to have smears of lipstick at the edge 
of his lips.  He talks of how his mother had always known. 
 His mother saw monsters in everything: the trees, the little stray dog, even the back of the cars 
(whenever she drove) and how the backlights and plate number seemed to form an eerie face that 
would swallow her whole.  She had to take little red pills every morning to make them stop. 
 I go over to his house to study one day, and I see his mother (his father absent, obviously) and 
she is friendly, but almost too friendly.  She shakes my hand with such tightness that it almost went 
numb for a second.  Despite her lips painted cherry red, her teeth, yellow and decayed, showed the cig-
arette addiction he had told me about. She reminded me of glass so fragile that a touch would shatter; 
or a balloon filled till it was about to burst. 

2017 
 One year to having my name printed out on that slip of paper, yet I have never been happier. 
 They say seventeen is the year of getting drunk and having house parties, a life like the movie, 
The	Edge	of	Seventeen.  Seventeen—the year of almost maturity, and the very year right before it. 
 Seventeen is spent differently for me though.  I spend it with him.  He does not drink, or attend 
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house parties, or do “stupid immature things,” for “if I’m going to die early, there’s no way I’m going to 
hell.” Seventeen is spent riding tandem bikes through spring, watching flowers bloom (even though he 
can barely ride a bike), sitting at the edge of an abandoned dock watching the ocean (“it’s peaceful, I 
swear”) and (sometimes) stealing snacks from the local grocery shop for movie nights.  We’re still going 
to hell, in my opinion. 
 It is this year that we talk about forever.  The thought of forever scares us, but we decide that it 
is ours nonetheless. 

2018 
 The year my name and his are printed in dark black ink with a new batch of white slips added 
into the box. 
  It is about three months since the start of the year, and a tension is evident.  The day of the 
annual raffle. 
 It was ironic how “raffle” was usually something you would hear at a carnival, something you 
could win.  It is not like this here.  The word “raffle” makes everyone’s eyes darken a shade. 
 My mother, he, and I watch the television at his house.  His mother is nowhere to be seen.  
He says it’s because “whether alive or dead, she couldn’t care less anyway.”  My mother proceeds 
to smack him on his back.  I wonder how my mother feels, watching us, when she was torn by the 
very fact of my dad’s death.  I hear her pray, even if she tries to be quiet.  “Please don’t let it be them, 
please…” I hear her say, and wonder how painful it must be to watch the ordeal every year, each time 
being reminded of how her husband was ruthlessly taken away from her.  Even I remember it.  She 
couldn’t get out of bed for weeks.  
 “Jillian, S23809L, Sansas, D291898T, Megan …” the list goes on, while he and I interlock 
palms, no matter how sweaty, and watch the screen. 
 “That is all. The people whose names I have called please report to the city square now. Thank 
you.” 
 It is then, that we three release our breaths – we are only so much closer to our forever. 

2019 
 Year two of having our names in that box.  It’s for some reason significantly less stressing and 
scary this year. They always say that the first year is the hardest, and over time, I would get used to it.  
Not that I would ever want to get used to my name in a box ready to be pulled out for killing, anyway. 
 That year, we don’t die. 

2020 and beyond 
 I guess there would always be the nagging feeling every March, and I can’t deny that, although 
it has gotten much better.  Now, I can go months without even thinking of that cursed box.  
 It is a rather hasty decision, but we tie the knot. We decide that at the very least we would want 
to die with a ring on our fingers because we will be forever, alive or dead.  We wear our cheap rings 
from Walmart (university bills are way too expensive for diamond encrusted Cartier ones) wherever we 
go, and for some reason, I feel like I’m fifteen again.  
 And maybe it’s the fact that the uncertainty of forever makes us that much more loving; and 
maybe it makes us that much more scared to love, and maybe that’s why nothing will stop us on our 
journey to forever. 
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Expectation

By Tham Yun Xin
Singapore
Third Place

 Ryan exhaled, softly, a small smile forming on his face. He didn’t exactly know why he should be feeling 
anxious; after all, this feeling should have been familiar to him by now. A few stares pierced into his back, and 
there was a hushed silence across the room as pairs of eyes turned towards him. 
 He cleaned his glasses and squinted at the board again, ignoring the whispers and glances. 

1.	Ryan	Fong			296
 His eyes weren’t playing tricks on him after all. It was the top score on the board, he realized, but he 
didn’t feel any sense of satisfaction. Topping the school wasn’t an achievement. In fact, it was an expectation, 
something the highest-ranked student had to fulfill. Shuffling away, his hands in his jean pockets, Ryan forced the 
smile off his face, a blank expression returning. 
 There was absolutely nothing for him to be proud about.

~~~

 Newspaper articles. 
 Ryan was slightly surprised to notice his name on the headlines, featuring a picture of him, taken at the 
start of the year. It was terrifying, actually, how a three-digit number could shock the whole nation with such ease. 
Picking up the newspaper, he casually flipped through the pages, feigning some interest in the football section, 
but what he was really looking for was the full article on his apparently shocking score. 
 “Oh, you’re looking at that?” A woman, who had been reading a magazine, peered over his shoulder. 
“He’s a genius, really. He’s made history; no one’s ever gotten above 285 before, you know.” 
 Ryan remained silent, replying with a polite nod. Returning back to the paper, he glanced at it for a few 
more seconds, his heart nearly stopping when his eyes landed on the pull quotes. 
 “We expect him to continue striving, aiming, and finally, achieving.”
 Expect.
 Yet another expectation he had to live up to, and he inhaled sharply, biting his lip.

~~~
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 “You should be honored.”
 Ryan forced out a smile as the principal congratulated him, shaking his hand before passing him a brown 
envelope. It was a little crinkled at the corners but otherwise in good condition. A chill ran down his spine as he 
noticed the official government postmark in the top right hand corner. Official letters always had a serious tone 
to them that he disliked, mainly because he had seen them so many times that he was sick of the sight of them. 
Opening the flap carefully, he emptied the contents onto the table.
 Ten thousand dollars and a laminated sheet of paper.
  He froze.
 “You’ve been nominated for a scholarship.” There was a tinge of pride in the principal’s tone as she 
spoke. “I would say that it’s quite a prestigious one as well; only the top students of the country are nominated 
for it, and you certainly are one of them. Don’t worry,” she continued with a reassuring smile on her face, “I’m 
sure you’ll be able to maintain your standards, or perhaps even improve.” 
	 But	what	if	I	don’t? He wondered, and the possibility of that thought was frightening. 

~~~

 It was a Friday night, where students would probably be spray-painting “TGIF” on the white walls of the 
streets, partying to their heart’s content, taking a chill pill from the stress of school life.
 Ryan was studying.
 Working himself to the bone before the finals, even though he already knew he had an almost guaran-
teed scholarship which would grant him the opportunity to further his studies and continue satisfying everyone’s 
expectations of him. It was still a few months before the exams, but unlike everyone else, he was burdened with 
the expectations of others, threatened with the prospect of not getting the top position he had always had.
 He had realized that those four marks he had lost earlier on in the year were probably due to a few care-
less slip-ups, and this time, he couldn’t afford to lose the honor that he had worked so hard for. Just one mistake 
and it was possible that everything was done for. Gone.
 Ryan was afraid to think of the consequences.

~~~

2.	Ryan	Fong
 Second.
 His heart sank.
 There were a few gasps, whispers, the chatter died down, and Ryan already knew why. Perhaps they 
didn’t expect him to drop back down to second; perhaps they didn’t believe that he had failed to be the top. He 
rubbed his eyes, looked at the board again, but the number ‘2’ was still there, sitting next to his name, as if it 
were mocking him, screaming that he was not good enough.
 He was never going to be good enough.
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Creative Writing ~ Ages 13 – 15

POETRY

First Place

Shriya Singh
Age 15
Clarksburg, Maryland
“All That I Need”

Jacqueline Lo
Age 15
Saratoga, California
“Lost in Evermore”

Siu Ching Lee
Age 15
Singapore
“Rice Dumplings”

Second Place

Tonya Hu
Age 13
Sugar Land, Texas
“infinitely unstoppable” 

Third Place

Kenny Kim
Age 14
Roslyn, New York
“And After…”

Joel Kai-En Hoe
Age 14
Singapore
“Constantinople”

STORIES

First Place

Christina Wong
Age 15
Los Gatos, California
“Shadow Paintings”

Rachel Liang
Age 14
Clayton, Missouri
“Fraying Constellation”

Cindy Wang
Age 15
St. Louis, Missouri
“That Darn Rabbit”

Second Place

Jingwen Chen
Age 15
Singapore
“Lady of the Eternal Sunshine”

Tiffany Kim Whitfield
Age 15
Seoul, South Korea
“Sacrifices”

Andrea Aw Zhi Yi
Age 15
Singapore
“Homebound”

Third Place

Seongha Choi
Age 14
Seoul, South Korea
“Memory Pills”

Joel Kai-En Hoe
Age 14
Singapore
“Manipulated”

Hiba Jamil
Age 14
Monmouth Junction, New Jersey
“A Connection Lost in Paint”

Nicholas T. Rivelle
Age 14
Pasadena, California
“God Spoke to Me…in Korean”

Honorable Mention

Andrew Xinhao Huang
Age 15
Pleasanton, California
“The Crash”

Phylicia Yi Qing Goh
Age 13
Singapore
“Everlasting”

Ukyung Nam
Age 13
Busan, South Korea
“The Two-Faced Girl”

Jason Whang
Age 14
Seoul, South Korea
“Discovering Myself in Thailand”

Swathi Sureshmoorthy
Age 13
Vernon Hills, Illinois
“Blind, Bitter, and Hopeful”

Dong Min Seo
Age 14
Wroclaw, Poland
“The Destiny of a Boy”

Elise Lacuisse
Age 13
Wroclaw, Poland
“A Journey to Freedom”
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All That I Need

By Shriya Singh
Clarksburg, Maryland
First Place Tie

I have three that stay even when others leave.
They are all that I need.

My sister has a smile that lights up her face, 
but it’s her eyes that everyone talks about.
They contain whorls of the deepest brown along the edges,
hints of chestnut highlighting her eyes
when the sun shines upon her smiling face.
Looking closer,
you can see the richest brown waves curling into a black,
bottomless chasm of beauty.
Her eyes are an intricate piece of artwork,
the longer you look, the deeper they get,
with each tiny section containing thousands of words.

My father is the land you can see through a brutal storm on the water,
holding hopeful and steadfast.
His words are few but they ring true.
He shines bright like the North Star,
forever leading you through darkness,
away from the disfigured beasts lurking in the shadows.

But my mother is the first snowfall of the winter,
pleasant,
beautiful,
and mesmerizing.
Her dark brown hair,
highlighted with streaks of light auburn, falls right above her shoulders.
Her eyes,
full of the love and care that she exudes.
The rosy lips from which her words envelop you in a warm embrace,
shielding you from the cold world beyond her arms.
When she speaks, her honeyed voice,
like the soft chirp of a nightingale,
awakens you from a deep slumber.
She is like the sunrise,
with its rays of light fighting off the darkness,
bringing peace and light after a long night.
With hues of a fiery orange and golden yellow painted across the sky,
never failing to be anything less than stunning.   

No matter what, I have my three.
The three who definitely love me.
They are all that I need

The Three.  



2017 International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards50 

Lost in Evermore 

By Jacqueline Lo
Saratoga, California
First Place Tie

I forget about the little things. 

Things like Honest Kids in brown paper bags 
and red bandanas that find themselves lost— 
in the musky corners and shelves of my closet. 
I forget about all our petty arguments. 

Arguments like the one over a blue satin dress 
and the end of the world because I remember 
our better moments and those don’t matter. 
I forget about the days spent watching. 

Watching the sky in all its countless shades 
of clear reflections and tracing the ever-changing 
outlines of cotton candy clouds in the spring. 
I forget about my echoing thoughts at five in the morning. 

Mornings like the one arriving tomorrow that I can see 
so clearly in my mind, with a red-orange egg yolk 
peeking behind the mountains in the distance. 
I forget about moving. 

Moving in trains, cars, buses, and taxis until 
even I do not know where I stand any more, 
what state I am in, and where I am going. 
I forget about languid afternoons. 

Afternoons like this one, lying 
across the porch with red paint peeling, fingers 
still sticky and breath reeking of sweet mangoes. 
I forget about what sound sounds like. 

Like the way waves crash against words in my 
mind and your worn yellow flip-flops used to snap 
against the blazing asphalt between lines of white. 
I forget about smoky summer nights. 

Nights taken up by streams of secrets 
and secretive smiles like the time you sent a 
firefly to my window and sang me a lullaby. 
I forget about the games we played. 

Playing hide and seek just to wait for the moment 
we are found, and running away from reaching hands 
during tag the same way I run from your expectations. 
I forget about fast-paced cities. 

Cities like the ones dotting my maps, skyscrapers 
and sleek buildings towering over populations 
like a forest of dead, dried out trees. 
I forget about keeping up appearances. 

Appearances like your blunt a-cut and 
thin, red framed glasses, and even your silly 
dreams of drawing songs onto the backs of my hands. 
I forget about the little things.
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Rice Dumplings

By Siu Ching Lee
Singapore
First Place Tie

The kitchen drips in steamy moonlight,
boiling ginger and earthen pots pulsing along.
My grandmother rubs rice powder
between the folds of her skin and
takes my red-bean heart, pillows it in baby-soft dough against 
the cracked white of her palms.
 
I think of those palms, warm- 
like encompassing moonlight,
against my head
my heart
listening to the soft beat of hers,
thundering monsoon rain roaring over my tears,
my young fears assuaged in her gentle whispers.

I think of those palms, scarred 
by clouded eyesight,
knives, azuki blood
the sacrifice to the setting sun as ten congregate for
soup, herb, deboned lamb. She repeats
“eat” till it becomes almost mantra-like
and yet
her mouth is dry with love. 

I think of those palms, teared
in night-colored ink,
waning and waxing and changing through the years.
Alphabets, equations, Tang Dynasty poetry 
and sometimes-
Rattan canes to beat morals in.
(tough love)

My grandma dusts her palms on her apron, the rice powder
Calling out to her. We’ll boil them now, she says. Wait. My smooth palm
Runs along the bowl, salvages the last of the dough. I stretch it,
as the moon thins in long drawn sighs.

She passes me her red-bean heart, and I tuck it in a bed of dough,
watching it fall asleep.
My grateful heart in hers, and hers in mine.
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infinitely unstoppable

By Tonya Hu
Sugar Land, Texas
Second Place

and we ran through the empty streets
as the rain poured down
pounding the pavement, in sync
with the rhythm of our feet

wet strands of my hair clung to my face
your shirt stuck skin-tight to your torso
and we screamed like banshees, not giving
a care for a nonchalant world and society
set on exterminating any signs of
individuality or nonconformity

we screamed and screamed and screamed
out all the problems we kept trapped
inside a tiny box of secrecy
bulging to the brim with
all the things we never got to say
to do, to experience, to love
with all the things we endured
every day because no one would
take us seriously or understand

we screamed until our voices
went hoarse and we could not
scream anymore lest we break

and then you raised your arms
towards the dark, tumultuous skies
and drank in the tears of God
cleansing your soul of the slime
of faithful friends and curses from
members of a dysfunctional family

and amid all this melancholy monochrome
you grabbed my waist and
pressed your soft lips on mine
and i swear, everything gray and dreary
was suddenly tinged with uncontrollable beauty

but most of all, you
oh my god, you were so damn gorgeous
your face glowing under a flickering streetlight
your heart racing under my palm
from exhaustion and exhilaration
you looked bold and unstoppable
you looking like infinity

and this
is how you find forever
in a fickle, impressionable heartbeat



Creative Writing 53 

And After…

By Kenny Kim
Roslyn, New York
Third Place Tie

The car barely stops and I smell the pungent pines
The whiteness of the sun slowly melts into a calmer state of deep scarlet
Smiles spread across other families like wildfire
And, I wait for the single spark that will ignite me.

I walk up and down the hills of emerald green
Savor the pink cherry blossom and the crimson red of sunset
From the corner of my eye, I see Apollo and his chariot
Hauling the yellow sun closer and closer to the earth’s dark edge.

A clear creek by the lake
Hooting owls and splashing fish
A rustle from above
Where leaves whisper in the breeze
And a canopy of trees obscures the sky.
I am an ant looking up at a patch of grass.

No sight of sky
But tiny specks of light litter the ground
As the sun’s arrows break through the umbrella of the trees.
My hand touches the cold and calm water
Small ripples tease my fingers
Inviting me to linger.  

The brilliant golden light of sun waves his goodbye
Taunts with one last burst of glowing blush
Night falls; the silver moon rises
And, like her brother,
The goddess now offers her own comforting and illuminating light
The culmination of the single spark
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Constantinople

By Joel Kai-En Hoe
Singapore
Third Place Tie

O behold the centre of the 
greatest empire in history
Gleaming spires and domes,
A symbol of East and West meeting.
Greek and Latin
lingering in the buzzing air,
with Persian and Arabic
playing a suitable harmony,
There was no point
where one tongue ended and another began

Sitting on the Golden Horn,
the bustling port
An invaluable tribute
to overflowing wealth
what shall it compare with!

Ringed by the Theodosian walls, but alas
by treacherous Orban’s cannon finally breached
The Hippodrome
a mark of advanced architecture
Circus Maximus bearing glaring resemblance.

This city the mighty centre of Christianity
but a white rose in a bed of red ones
a rock in the ocean
a cross standing out against
the crescent and star backdrop

Through this difficult passage of time it stands
the remnants of the Roman empire it represents
Byzantium her older sister’s name
Istanbul her younger brother’s moniker

Seven hills here
Seven hills in Rome
A new Rome!
There is still hope!

History will remember you always…
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Shadow Paintings

Christina Wong
Los Gatos, California
First Place Tie

 “You were really brave today,” Shadow said, sitting atop Tom’s fleece train blanket.
 Tom nodded grimly as he examined his bruised side.  Slamming him into the lockers earlier that day was James’ 
mark of victory.
 Retard.
 James’ words echoed through Tom’s mind.  Memories of the day’s events overwhelmed him:  the sharp pain of 
the ruler as James dug it into Tom’s fingers, James’ taunting finger waggling in his face.
 Slowpoke.
 James’ hand closed tightly on the hem of Tom’s shirt, pulling him to the ground as he squirmed to get away.
 If you dropped dead, nobody would notice.
 Shadow covered her friend’s hands, looked into his eyes, and smiled, instantly raising his spirits.  Tom smiled be-
fore yawning.
 “Sweet dreams,” Shadow whispered.
 Her world swirled into a black cloud, enveloping her with its cold, empty arms.  As Tom slipped into sleep, Shad-
ow prepared to face the enemies waiting in his subconscious.  Behind her rested a brightly glowing orb, the center of 
Tom’s dreams.  Silver limbs twisted and curled as his nightmares emerged, creeping towards her as hurtful words spilled 
from their mouths.
 Shadow descended to the center of the orb.  Constructing the setting of Tom’s dream, Shadow layered paints, 
color after color, blocking her enemies as they attempted to invade Tom’s dreams.
 Insulated by the orb, Shadow began crafting a simple tale; before Tom rested a broken train engine, brass com-
ponents scattered across the floor.  Piecing the engine back together, Tom placed the engine into his toy train with a grin, 
happiness seeping through his mind. 

~~~~~~

 Can’t	you	speak,	you	little	nerd?
 Shadow felt the tug of Tom’s mind, pulling her back into his reality.
 You	gonna	cry?
 She found herself beside Tom, just in time to witness James’ blow.
 “Tom, duck!” Shadow tried to pull Tom away, but her hand fell through his, her body nothing more than air.  The 
slap of the board painted bruises across his face.
 I	ought	to	kill	you	and	save	the	world	the	trouble.
 “Tom!” Shadow threw herself in front of Tom to no avail, leaving him battered.  Tom curled tightly into a ball, tears 
slipping from the corners of his eyes.  His body shook in anticipation of another strike.
 “James!” a voice shouted.  James’ next violent blow was intercepted.
 “Excuse me?” James sneered as he stopped to see who interrupted him.
 “Knock it off,” the girl said.  Looking up at her, Tom unfurled, the girl’s courage renewing his strength.  James 
rolled his eyes and lifted his arm for the next hit.   
 “Stop,” Tom said.
 “Does the baby have a voice now?” James jeered.
 “Stop it or I’ll report you to the principal!” Bessie shouted.
 “Calm down.  I’m just toying with you,” James chuckled, turning and walking away.
 “Tom?  Are you okay?” Shadow asked.
 “What a jerk.  You okay?” the girl said.
 Tom nodded.
 “I’m Bessie.  Nice to meet you,” the girl smiled, holding out a hand.  “Well?  Are you going to leave me hanging?”
 Wincing from his wounds, Tom slowly extended his hand.
 “We’re gonna be great friends,” Bessie beamed, shaking Tom’s hand vigorously.
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 With Bessie’s help, Tom stood and walked off, leaving Shadow behind.  Shadow disappeared, pulled back into 
the depths of Tom’s mind.
 As the weeks passed, Shadow waited for the next tug of reality, but no tug was forthcoming.  With Bessie’s arriv-
al, Tom had no need for a figment of his imagination.
 No longer drawn into Tom’s conscious world, Shadow spent her time mixing paints and strengthening her de-
fense against the terrors she faced every night.  As the days passed, Tom’s confidence grew, and his need for Shadow 
disappeared.  As Tom grew stronger, so did Shadow, diminishing her nightly defeats.
 One night, though, Tom’s strength collapsed and memories of James’ words flooded in as he closed his eyes.  
Tom’s last waking thoughts left Shadow weak.  Rubbing her temples, Shadow removed her box of paints from her pock-
et.  Her hands shook uncontrollably; straight lines became sloppy scribbles.  Her work began to crack and peel, leaving 
the orb vulnerable to attack.
 From the darkness, the nightmares took form.
 You’re	worthless.
	 Go	back	to	the	dump	where	you	belong.
	 Nobody	likes	you.
 Curled in a ball, Shadow screamed as misty limbs wormed into the orb through the cracks.  Claws reached 
across the canvas and ripped apart her paintings.  Shadow’s legs gave out beneath her, leaving her motionless.
 Shadow had lost this battle.
 Tom shuddered in his sleep, sweat dripping from his forehead.  His eyes snapped open, and he sat up abruptly, 
nearly hitting his head on the headboard.  Taking deep breaths, Tom squeezed his pillow tightly before sliding back under 
the covers.
 As Tom drifted back to sleep, Shadow stood and began rebuilding her defense.  With a clean slate, Shadow 
carefully created a stronger system to better defend against Tom’s nightmares as she prepared for the next attack.

~~~~~~

 “Mom, Dad!” Alfie called, running into the house.  “Milo and I made an awesome sand castle!  Come see!”
 “Milo?” Tom asked, looking to Bessie for an answer.
 Alfie’s small clammy hands gripped Tom’s and tugged him towards the backyard.  Tom pulled his wife, Bessie, 
along behind him.
 “Milo is Alfie’s imaginary friend,” Bessie replied.
 As they approached the backyard sandbox, Tom crouched to examine the sand castle closer.  Small sloppily 
formed towers surrounded a large building in the center.
 “The towers keep watch and tell the guards to close the gate so people can’t get in,” Alfie narrated.  “The bridge 
here is for people to cross the moat, and here’s the king’s throne.”  
 “This is amazing!” Bessie smiled.  “Come on, Alf.  Let’s get you washed and ready for dinner.”
 “Dad, did you have a friend like Milo?” Alfie asked later on as he climbed into bed.
 Before Tom could answer, a young girl dressed in white appeared beside his son, her auburn hair matching his 
own.  Constellations of freckles lined her cheeks, a pattern he saw every day in the mirror.
 “Shadow,” Tom said softly, almost calling out to her.  Tom cleared his throat. “Her name was Shadow.”
 “Did she fight your nightmares, too?  Milo says that when I’m asleep he fights my nightmares so I have a good 
dream.  He said he’s not super strong, so I get bad dreams sometimes.”
 “Yes, she did,” Tom nodded, looking at Shadow fondly.  He kissed Alfie on the forehead.  “Sleep tight!” 
Pulling the blankets over his son, Tom turned off the lights and closed the door.
 “Hey, Tom.”  Shadow stood before him, a young girl frozen in time.  
 “Shadow,” he whispered, eyes welling with tears.  “I’m sorry.  You gave me the courage to save myself all those 
years ago.  You were always there for me, and I never thanked you.”
 Shadow giggled shyly.  “Tom, I am just a part of you.  I simply voiced the truth you buried in your subconscious.”
 Tom wiped his eyes.  “Thank you.  I never told you how much you meant to me.”
 She gave him a thumbs up as she faded away.
 “I knew.  After all, I am you.”
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Fraying Constellation

By Rachel Liang
Clayton, Missouri
First Place Tie

           My wispy, black hair trails behind me as I make my way into a dim hospital room.  
An ancient man with dreary eyes lies in the bed, while a woman with brown hair grasps his 
wrinkled hand.  She knows that he’s dying. 
 I creep towards the old man, walking straight through the oblivious woman and 
stretch my hand out.  My gray tinted fingers gently rest on the man’s course, silvery hair.  
The woman doesn’t see me, but she notices the remaining light drain from his turbulent 
ocean colored eyes.  
 “I hope you become a star in your next life, Father,” the woman whispers.  
 The storm in his eyes reduces into placid seas.  The father lovingly studies his 
daughter’s face for the last time before I take the rest of his life away.  I make my way 
out of the room and go out to see a tranquil village covered in snow.  Slowly unfurling 
my cupped hands, I catch a glimpse of the old man’s spirit before I let it fly off into who 
knows where.  It’s a beautiful soul and glows an amber color.  The spirit is caught by the 
chilly winter wind, and is whisked off into the gray sky.  I sigh.  It’s very lonely being Death 
itself.  I decide to sit on a bench outside the hospital and wonder why humans are so into 
reincarnation and heaven.
 A small voice interrupts my thoughts.  I look up to see a cherub-faced young 
woman with blonde hair that practically glows and the most unusual eyes I have ever 
seen.  Underneath the thick lashes are copper disks splattered with bits of green and 
gold.  Beautiful, I think.  Her red lips break into a beaming crescent moon as she looks 
straight at me.  Wait.  She can see me?  And why do I feel drawn to her?                                                                                                                              
 “Stare much? But seriously, who are you?” she giggles.  
 “Uhhhh, I should be asking you the same thing.  How can you see me?” I gawk, 
observing the freckles on her pale skin.  It’s like her face is the universe, and these brown 
dots are the stars. 
 “My name is Rosa. What’s yours? And I’m not sure why I can see you, because 
no one else seems to be able to,” she responds.
 “Um, my name is Grey,” I say, making something up.  I can’t tell her who I truly am 
or it would squander the only conversation that I’ve ever had with someone else. 
 “Nice to meet you, Grey.  So, are you some kind of guardian angel?  I’ve seen 
you in a few places since I was only four, but you tend to disappear a lot, so I’ve never 
been able to talk to you.  You haven’t changed at all! You’re still gorgeous with raven black 
hair!” she exclaims.
 “I guess you could say that…” I go along with her.  The less she knows the better.
 “Well, Grey, it is rather cold out here.  How about we go to my place to warm our-
selves up?”                                                                                                              
 The outside of Rosa’s place reminds me of a gingerbread house.  It’s warm and 
coffee-colored with brilliant Christmas lights dangling from the snow-caked roof.  Inside, 
the place becomes a gallery: framed canvases of elegant flowers in oil, and watercolor 
figures plastered to the lemon yellow walls. It’s breathtaking.
 “You did all of this?” I ask, trying to take the entire thing in. 
 Rosa nods.
 “Are you joking? This place is a masterpiece.  Does Rafael’s blood run through 
your veins?”
 “Haha! I wish, but I’m not Italian!  I do go to art school though,” she giggles.
 I look at her.  How can someone be so beautiful and talented at the same time?
 Rosa notices me staring at her and shoots me a mischievous glance.
 “Stare much?” she chuckles.
 “You’re the most alluring person I have ever seen,” I blurt out without thinking. 
 Rosa smiles, “Interesting.”
 If Death could blush, it would be doing that right now.
 “Would you like some hot chocolate and gingerbread cookies?” Rosa asks.
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 “I don’t eat food…” I reply.
 “Have you ever tried?”
 “Well, no.”
 Rolling her eyes, Rosa drags me into the kitchen.
 “Sit,” she points at the chairs surrounding a round table.
 I slide onto a chair. A sweet, cozy scent lingers in the small space. Rosa brings a 
plate with gingerbread men and two mugs filled with hot cocoa. She places the plate on 
the table, and I take a cup of hot cocoa. A heavy, creamy scent fills my senses, and I can’t 
help but have a sip. A rich, warm feeling washes through me. My taste buds cry for more 
of the warm, chocolatey sweetness and I finish my drink in two more gulps. 
 “Is food always this delicious?” I ask in awe.
 “Healthy foods are only half as good, but yeah, pretty much,” Rosa laughs.
 I suddenly notice the paleness of her face.  She’s too pale.  It was my fault for 
staying so close to her.  
 “Rosa, you are the first person who has ever talked to me before.  But I’m afraid I 
must leave now.  It’s getting late.”
 “Grey, don’t leave!  My house has plenty of room for guests!” Rosa whines.
 I feel a desperate urge to shout, “yes!”  But I swallow it down.
 “I’m sorry, but I have to go.  Thank you, Rosa.”
 “Grey, please,” Rosa pleads, her burnished, copper eyes boring into my own.
 “Goodbye, Rosa,” I whisper, and disappear before she can see what a hideous 
thing I really am.
           
A	month	later…

 A sharp pain jolts through me at night.  I am constantly feeling urges of bodies 
that are ready to give up their souls.  I’ve gotten used to these tugs after years passed by, 
but this is different.  I feel a much different, acute sensation.  It’s urgent, and it needs me.  
I let the tug pull me to the destination. 
 I drift into a small, dark hospital room.
 It doesn’t take any time to recognize who the person in the bed is. 
	 Rosa.
 She looks utterly exhausted, her face completely drained of color.  She looks 
ready to leave, I think, and instantly recoil from my own thoughts. 
 “Grey?....You came back,” Rosa whispers, a faint smile on her lips.
 “No.  My name is Death,” I say, tears trickling down my face.
 “I always thought that.  You know, I watched you free that old man’s spirit.  You 
were so gentle with it.  I guess I’m in good hands,” she says.
 “It’s my fault that this had to happen.  Rosa, I’m never going to let you die.”
 “My parents abandoned me at a young age and I’ve been very ill for as long as I 
can remember.  I’ve been in pain my entire life.  It’s not your fault.  My time is up.  Grey, 
please free me.”
 The urge to move towards her is overpowering me.  I try to resist but my feet keep 
moving forward.
 “Please Grey,” Rosa whispers, and I cannot control myself.
 I stoop down and pull Rosa into a tight embrace, my tears staining her hospital 
gown.
 “I hope that you become a constellation in your next life, Rosa,” I say.
 “I hope I see you again,” she murmurs.
  I look at Rosa.  Her brilliant eyes beam at me, and then she’s gone forever.

 In my cupped hands is a spirit.  I shut my eyes as I let it fly away into a sea of 
shimmering stars.
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That Darn Rabbit 

By Cindy Wang
St. Louis, Missouri
First Place Tie

 The sun rose high in the blue sky while the white clouds shifted with the globe’s rotation. Birds were 
chirping and humans were chattering. Buses, cars, and bicycles screeched, honked, and braked outside the 
window. Children were walking with children. Parents were waving good-bye. And a young boy with his violin, 
seated in a classroom, was admiring a rabbit. 
 At least, that’s what appeared to be happening, from a third-person, objective viewpoint, obviously. 
But something far more peculiar was taking place in the midst of what looked like an innocent boy appreciating 
nature. 
 The rabbit was situated on a patch of grass outside the window. Sunlight shone on the rabbit, dappling 
its fur, while the rabbit munched happily on a carrot. Taking a short break mid-chew, the rabbit turned its head 
toward the boy and winked. 
 Normally, one would typically be delighted, cooing at that adorable little thing, but this young boy react-
ed a bit differently. Through the oval window, the boy turned his body around to face the rabbit and glared, as 
menacingly as he could, baring his teeth for added emphasis. But in return, the rabbit’s eyes glinted teasingly, 
and the boy was left more frustrated than ever. He swore that rabbit had to be part of some secret, rabbit mafia 
society. 
 He stomped loudly over to the window and pulled the blinds down harshly, creating a makeshift barrier 
between the rabbit and himself. 
 Finally feeling relaxed and at ease, the boy smirked to himself, glad to never have to see that stinking 
rabbit again, until he realized something. That rabbit had a carrot. But carrots don’t grow on grass like that. And 
no one leaves carrots on the ground. All of a sudden, he shot up like a bullet and looked down at his lunchbox. 
That was his carrot. 
 Bristling with anger, the boy tore the blinds down and stared at the rabbit with as much hatred as he 
could emulate. But that darn rabbit was facing the other direction, impervious to his glares. The boy jumped up 
in anger, indignant that the rabbit had the audacity to ignore him, kicking a chair for good measure. 
 Unfortunately, that was his biggest mistake. The tumbling chair crashed into a stack of textbooks which 
knocked down a music stand. The music stand then fell straight into the immobile body of his violin, mercilessly 
slicing it in half. Frozen in place, the boy watched silently as his whole world came crashing down, literally. 
 The boy took a deep breath, turned around, and calmly glanced at the rabbit, now finally facing the right 
direction, before screaming and air-punching the rabbit. And the rabbit simply watched, eyes glinting, clearly 
amused. 
 The boy gave up, fists unclenching as he walked back over to his severed instrument. Tenderly taking 
the broken violin in his arms, the young boy felt something acrid bubbling up in his gastrointestinal tract. Before 
he could register what his body was telling him, the boy vomited all over his damaged instrument and the new 
textbooks. 
 “What in the world happened in here? World War Three? Did North Korea finally launch its nukes? You 
better explain this to me right now, young man,” bellowed the teacher, almost not recognizing her classroom for 
a second. 
 The boy looked up, face still green and trembling with anger as he pointed to a figure outside the 
window, that little rabbit. 
 “Son, I think you should come with me to see the principal, to be sorely punished for your demolition 
of my once-beautiful classroom. And the nurse, because I am sure that the window did not do anything to my 
classroom,” the teacher scolded with deprecation. 
 The boy felt empty, like a hollowed out jar of Nutella, void of any feelings and hopes for vindication. 
On a typical day, he would try and find some way to circumvent the impending punishment, but the young 
boy had finally surrendered to a certain furry, four-legged organism, that stupid rabbit. He gently tapped on 
the principal’s door. 
 “Come in,” a voice responded. And that was exactly what the young boy did. 
 The principal lifted an eyebrow, totally overwhelmed by the scene in front of him. A sickly, de-
pressed-looking young boy with vomit stains on his shirt holding two halves of a violin. That child looked as if 
he had gone through a zombie apocalypse and survived some crazily virulent disease. 
 “What in the world--” the principal spluttered. 
 “That darn rabbit.” 
 Meanwhile, outside the principal’s window, the rabbit winked, chewing on a violin scroll.
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Lady of the Eternal Sunshine 

By Jingwen Chen
Singapore
Second Place Tie

 You can fly. You can ascend the golden road of sunshine and rise up 
to the sky. There, the golden castle awaits, and alongside it comes all the gold, 
riches, and power you could ever want. All men and women desire it. Some 
achieve it. Some dare only to dream of it. An example of the latter is the Reeds, 
who lived in a small cottage with minimal luxuries. The Reed bloodline once 
comprised nobility, but had since descended into poverty and dishonour. 
 From a young age, Lady Avarelle Reed had heard countless legends 
of great men and women who learned to fly and ascended to the top of the 
world, conquering all of the lands, seas, and skies. These tales planted within 
the impressionable young woman a burning aspiration to become one of these 
conquerers, to rise to the top of the world, to have all that she dared desire and 
more. 
 For years, Lady Avarelle listened to the tales of the great men and 
women, and learned how to achieve exactly what they had attained. Once she 
had her heart set on her dream, there was not a chance of her giving it up. She 
endured the hardest hardships and worst agonies in order to achieve her goal. 
Then finally, one day in mid-summer, as the sun shone its brightest, turning the 
sky into a shimmering sea dripping with honey, Lady Avarelle donned her worn 
grey shoes and her great-grandmother’s red dress — an heirloom — and left 
her spartan home, treading onto the delicate, welcoming sunshine. Beckoned 
by the glamorous glow and unwavering warmth, she embraced the sunlight. 
 As the days went by, Lady Avarelle never stopped once to rest, neither 
did she falter in the slightest nor turn back to glance at the worn-out home 
that she left behind. With every step, her grey shoes wore out, giving way to 
a pair of hard white heels studded with pearls that shone at every twitch and 
turn. Sun rays bore down upon her crimson dress, fading it to pink and finally 
white. Still, Lady Avarelle persisted toward the golden sun, unhindered by the 
bright light that blocked out most of her sight. Soon, all that she could see 
were herself and the glaring light that filled her surroundings. Looking down, 
Lady Avarelle saw small pearls adorning her beautiful white gown like tiny snow 
angels hanging from a Christmas tree. Sparkling diamonds lined her neck and 
wrists, and perched upon her silvery blonde hair was a serpentine headdress of 
opals. 
 After some time, Lady Avarelle felt something tug at her heels. She 
looked down — hundreds of sticks and pebbles lay scattered around her feet. 
Many of the pebbles had funny faces scratched into them, and these faces 
looked up at her from where they lay. At first, the pebbles’ expressions were 
friendly and cheerful, some even drawing a smile from Lady Avarelle. However, 
as she made her way through the piles of sticks and pebbles, the faces mor-
phed into mocking expressions that ridiculed the Lady. Confused and enraged, 
she quickened her pace, kicking aside pebbles and sticks as she stormed 
ahead. Picking up speed proved to work against her, as before long she tripped 
and fell onto her knees and arms. Pearls, released from the confinement of her 
gown, were sent scattering into the mass of sticks and pebbles. Still on her 
knees, Lady Avarelle reached out, trying to grab a few pearls, but they slipped 
through her pale fingers and were lost. Now, their expressions were more taunt-
ing than ever. Cursing spitefully, she rose and walked on, sparing not a single 
glance in any direction but ahead. 
 To the Lady’s relief, the piles of sticks and pebbles shrank, and soon 
there was not a single stick or pebble in sight. As strings of jade gradually ap-
peared in place of the lost pearls, she felt a strange lightheadedness and relief. 
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With that lightheadedness came the glimpse of a hazy figure in the distance, its 
pale grey silhouette etched against the brightness. As she picked up pace, the 
figure spoke: 
 “Avarelle?” 
 The figure looked much closer as compared to a mere second ago — it 
must have been a trick the dazzling light played on her eyes. It was clad in a 
simple shirt and old jeans — a stark contrast to the otherwise majestic setting 
— but where its face should have been was a grey featureless rubble. 
 Surprised, she faltered. “Who are you?” 
 “It’s me, Francis. Don’t you recognize me?” 
 The figure was only a few meters ahead now. It remained standing 
motionlessly and faced Lady Avarelle; however, features had appeared on the 
grey rubble and her fiancé’s face flickered before her. Tightness grappled at her 
throat. 
 “Francis!” was all she could manage. 
 “Why did you leave me?” his voice asked, bouncing off invisible walls in 
a series of echoes. 
 For	a	better	future, she wanted to reply. Because	I	deserve	this.	Be-
cause	I	want	this	more	than	I	want	to	marry	you. But it felt as if a large wad 
of cotton had clogged up her throat, rendering her unable to speak a single 
syllable. And so she walked wordlessly past the once-again featureless figure. 
And now, the view ahead was as bright as ever, free from the contamination of 
plainness. 
 The road grew smoother, and as something deep in her heart strength-
ened, Lady Avarelle trod the sunshine sky with a newly discovered confidence 
and power. When the next obstacle came into view, she was hardly surprised 
— one might even say she was anticipating the field of colorful flowers that 
blossomed in her path. It was a captivating sight that would easily coax any-
one to pause and smell the flowers or simply enjoy the undeniably enchanting 
view. Lady Avarelle was unable to perceive such beauty, however; nor did she 
feel pity or guilt as she trampled through the field, the hard, polished diamond 
of her heels crushing the fragile stems and petals of daisies and violets and 
carnations. Whenever a stray petal or leaf clung to the hem of her gown, the 
Lady merely uttered her disgust before giving the hem of her gown a curt shake 
to rid it of the leaf or petal. When her heel caught on the stem of a fallen flower, 
she cursed in contempt and stamped on the flower, reducing it to shreds of 
green and red before making her way through the rest of the field. Before long, 
she passed the final flower of the field, a young innocent violet. As she lifted her 
gown in an attempt to avoid dirtying it any further, her ankle brushed against 
the violet, which exploded in a burst of tiny amethyst crystals upon the touch of 
her skin. 
 And that was all. There were no more obstacles in her way, for she had 
overcome all of them. All that was left was the remaining road leading to the 
final destination. With every step, the tiny shimmer grew closer and clearer, until 
she could see the golden castle gleaming in the distance, surrounded by the 
light of brightness beyond all shades of gold that it had turned to white. 
 She walked on, her satin gown weighing down with enormous citrines 
glaring from a thousand facets. Iolite chains tightened around her white icy 
neck. As she neared the golden castle, the blinding white light shone brighter 
than ever, till her eyes turned into two glassy garnets.
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Sacrifices

By Tiffany Kim Whitfield
Seoul, South Korea
Second Place Tie

 Throughout the entire presentation, she’s constantly in motion.  Sometimes she’s making grand 
sweeping hand gestures, sometimes she’s taking quick, clipped steps across the stage, sometimes she’s 
drumming her long slender fingers on the podium.  Her dark eyes dart back and forth, never quite focus-
ing for long on anything.
 Once, she looks at you, and for a moment you still her with your gaze.  She offers you an un-
steady smile for a half second.  Then it’s broken, and she is back in motion with those infinite little move-
ments.  It’s almost as if she’s worried that if she stops for too long, what she’s saying will catch up with 
her.
 She’s supposed to present for twenty minutes, but to you it feels more like two.  She hops off the 
stage after a short round of applause and takes your hand in hers.  Her normally warm hands are cold and 
clammy, and she’s clenching yours so hard that your knuckles begin to turn white.  She shakes her head 
briefly after you ask if she wants to see the other scientists present, and instead drags you outside.
 “That was great, Annie,” you tell her with your best comforting smile.  “It was a great idea and it 
was a great presentation.  I bet one of the CEOs is gonna come up to you and take the license, and give 
you a job, too, while they’re at it.  Maybe even a government agency.  Hmm?  Wouldn’t that be awe-
some?”
 She shakes her head again and then heads for the bus stop a block away, but you run up to her 
and grab her by the shoulder.  “I think we should treat ourselves to a taxi.  You definitely deserve it after 
how great you were.”
 The taxi ride is supposed to last for around ten minutes, but to you it feels like an hour.  Annie, 
unlike how she had once been constantly moving, is now coldly still.  Her body is mostly slack, except for 
the stiffness concentrated in her pallid expression.  Sometimes you glance at her chest to make sure she’s 
still breathing.
 You try to engage her in conversation to break the silence slowly settling over the two of you like 
winter air.
 “What do you want for dinner tonight?...How about your favorite, shrimp tacos from the nearby 
Mexican food place?...Maybe just a quiet meal at home, then?...Hmph, if you’re not gonna say anything, 
maybe we’ll have your least favorite.  Like, a huge iceberg lettuce salad or something.” 
  But even your playful goading does not rouse her.  Instead she just stares ahead for the whole 
ride.  After five minutes of trying to spark one of her sharp, witty replies, you give up.
 The driver stops at your apartment complex.  After a quick goodbye and a swipe of a card, you 
lead her to the apartment, an old bachelor pad that has transformed into housing for two.  Over the past 
three years, you’ve renovated the kitchen, replaced the single bed with a queen-sized bed (with both of 
you staking claims on the half you’d each sleep in), and, due to Annie’s steadfast insistence, turned the 
balcony into a miniature garden.  The last adjustment turned out to be quite the success, you had to ad-
mit; her fresh tomatoes were much better than the store-bought variety.
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 As soon as the door opens, she makes a run for the bedroom.  You hear a soft ploompf as she 
sinks into the bed.  With a sigh, you start to put everything from the presentation either away or in the 
trash.  Something stops you for a moment, though.  It’s her notes for the presentation, covered in her 
messy scrawl.
 The notes you read are nearly identical to her spoken presentation:  “This particular bacteria, with 
the new technological innovation I’d like to present to you today, has shown to be adaptable for multiple 
uses.”  Your eyes scan over the Gene Therapy section and three or four other sections down to the final 
section.  
 Bioweapon reads the heading in spiky black writing.  Underneath are the five points detailing the 
explanation.  Abstruse words like ataxia and septicemia and medulla oblongata catch at the corner of 
your eye, but what you focus your gaze on are the small R’s dotting the margins of the section.  As you go 
down the page, the R’s get shakier and looser until at the very bottom there is just one giant R with thick 
defined lines and a small hole where her pen punctured through the paper.
 You don’t mention the R’s to her at dinner, which is a subdued affair consisting of lukewarm soup 
and microwaved pepperoni pizza.  You stay silent during the hours after dinner, which is a strict ritual in 
which you are both confined to your own laptops, with sporadic conversation.  Today she never looks up 
from the medical journals or, on occasion, romance novels she loves to read.
 It’s not until both of you are trucked in bed, until your mind is half asleep from the lulling warmth 
of your cocoon of blankets, that you roll over to her side and ask her about the R’s.  And for the first time 
in years, you see her start to cry.  Her thin face and the tear streaks crossing it are dimly illuminated by the 
harsh streetlights outside.  
 “I’m scared,” she whispers, and you are unable to reply, to comfort her in any way.  “I’m scared 
that I’m going to be a murderer.”
 “Don’t be silly,” you murmur reassuringly.  “You’re just the genius behind the idea.  It’s up to who-
ever buys it whether they’ll use it for good or for harm.”
 “But they wouldn’t be using it for harm if it weren’t for me,” she says, hugging herself tightly.  “It’s 
my fault.  And…and I only did it so we could buy the nice house you always wanted, and…”  She trails off, 
fiercely rubbing her eye with a knuckle.
 R.  It’s your first initial, you realize suddenly.  And then it dawns on you why she has been avoiding 
you the whole day, why it seems like she can barely stand to meet your eyes.  She’d written the R’s as a 
reminder—a reminder of who she is giving up her conscience for.
 “Annie,” is all you can manage.  You hug her tightly around the waist and she tiredly leans her 
head against your shoulder.  You stay still until her unsteady breaths slow to deep, even breathing.
Before you roll over back to your side, you finish your sentence.
 “I’m sorry.”
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Homebound

By Andrea Aw Zhi Yi
Singapore
Second Place Tie

 Sheila stared absent-mindedly out of the window, drowning herself in the picture-perfect 
view of the ocean.  Her memories swirled past in a vicious whirlwind, her thoughts as disconnected 
as the specks of dust in the musty train cabin.  Recalling an especially painful part of her life, she 
bit down on her lip, unconsciously reaching out to finger her hair, usually scraped up hurriedly into 
an imperfect ponytail.  It was no longer there.  Sheila made a strangled sound.  How could she have 
forgotten?
 The vehicle travelled underground and her view of the ocean was replaced with that of 
impenetrable darkness.  In that momentary absence of light, Sheila caught a glimpse of her reflec-
tion.  She made uncomfortable eye contact with her mirrored self, examining the mess she had sunk 
to.  Hollowed-out cheeks, darkened eye circles, eyebrows knitted into a frown—Sheila could barely 
recognize herself.  The person in the reflection looked so familiar, yet so alien.
 To the hoi polloi, Sheila was just like any other woman on the street, one with charming 
features, if she could say so herself.  However, upon closer inspection, her deceivingly flawless skin 
was caked with makeup and laced with god-knows-what toxic chemicals.  Sheila exhaled.  She still 
regretted cropping her once luscious hair short and dyeing her blonde hair a hideous mousy brown, 
but it was inevitable, wasn’t it?  She would do anything to forget Jake.  
 Her college professor once said that all human cells are destroyed and replaced approx-
imately every seven years.  How Sheila craved the day she would have a body without a trace of 
Jake.  A sudden pang of inferiority shot through her as she compared herself to the businesswom-
an seated opposite her.  Sheila’s memory took her twenty years back to her college days as she 
pictured what she could have accomplished had she not met Jake.  She was witty, assertive and 
dedicated—perhaps a lawyer or doctor?  Well, definitely anything but a depression-ridden housewife 
with an abusive barbarian for a husband.  Letting Jake into her life was the worst decision she had 
ever made in her whole life.
 The train ground to an abrupt halt and Sheila cringed, pulling her son in closer to her.  Con-
cerned, she looked down at Alex, her only ray of hope, praying that his slumber was not disturbed 
by the sudden jolt.  A smile of relief spread across her face as the child continued to snore softly on 
her lap, unruffled.  Sheila gazed at her golden boy.  He had her long fluttery lashes and naturally rosy 
cheeks, and his father’s strong chin and defined nose.  Sheila used to playfully tease Jake about 
them, swearing they were carved out of marble by the heavens themselves.  
 Look at them now.
 Lifting her head, she counted the pieces of luggage stored on the grilles above.  There were 
four in total:  two for clothes, one for books and another for Alex’s toys.  Sheila hoped she had not 
forgotten what few possessions she owned in her haste to leave.  Even if she did, she was never 
turning back.
 A vision of Jake during one of his violent escapades filtered through Sheila’s mind.  His 
chiseled sun-kissed face contorted into an animalistic snarl, his eyes rabid and blasted open, one 
hand grasping a beer bottle, the other placed firmly around her throat, fingernails digging into flesh.  
Sheila shuddered at the thought, subconsciously rubbing at her neck.  Dainty pale fingers met 
thorny cotton fabric and Sheila was reminded of the scarf she draped around herself to cover up the 
wounds. 
 Never	more.  Those words echoed in her mind and Sheila indulged in a rare sigh of relief.  
 Feeling around for the brochure in the pocket of her tattered jeans, Sheila sought comfort in 
its crumpled and waterlogged edges.  She unfolded it gingerly, tracing her finger over the silhouette 
of the house.  With what little amount of money she had, the dilapidated shelter was her best shot.  
It was neither too big nor overly small, perfect for both of them.  It was their sanctuary, their very 
own Jake-less domain, a place they could finally call theirs.  The toddler stirred, pulling at her sleeve, 
bringing Sheila back to reality.   
 She cooed in adoration, “What is it, dear?”
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 “Are we there yet?” Alex babbled, his words mispronounced in a child-like slur.  Sheila 
chuckled, a beautiful melody escaping her lips reserved for him and him only.  Big brown eyes flitted 
to the brochure in her hands and he lit up in curiosity, “Mommy, where’s that?”
 Sheila felt a lump in her throat.  “Oh Alex, it’s our new home.”  
 Alex got off her lap and sat on the seat beside her, tilting his head, a habit he developed 
when thinking hard.  Sheila could practically see the gears moving in his tiny but intelligent head. 
 “There won’t be,” Alex started reproachfully, his demeanor resembling that of a hurt animal, 
“Daddy there, right?”  
 The last three words came out in a whisper and Sheila felt tears well up in her eyes at the 
mention of “Daddy,” a mixture of guilt culminating in that very moment.  It was terribly selfish of her 
to deprive Alex of a father figure in his life, that guilt she felt deep in her very being, but yet, at the 
same time, she knew she couldn’t stand living with a beast, a wolf in man’s skin, any longer.  For 
years she had endured the tantrums and the shenanigans that came along with marrying a man-
child in favor of giving Alex a complete family, but now, she finally decided never more.  
 A tear trickled down her cheek and Sheila wiped it away with the back of her hand.  She had 
to be strong for Alex.  
 “W-Will you miss him?”  Sheila asked, mentally cursing at herself for failing to maintain a 
cool façade.  
 Alex met Sheila’s red, swollen eyes and the sheer innocence of his gaze burned through her 
soul, reigniting the guilt she felt for having torn apart her child’s once idyllic and complete life.  Tears 
started streaming from her eyes in rivers and Alex stood up hastily, wrapping his short arms around 
her.
 “No, I won’t—I pinky promise—I won’t,” he said, determination evident in his naïve and inex-
perienced voice.  “I’ve seen the horrible, horrible things Daddy does to you.”
 Sheila let out a small choke.
 “And if he dares to find you at our new home, I’ll…” Alex paused for a long while, deep in 
thought.  “I’ll use my karate skills on him.”  
 The boy stood up from his seat, breaking the hug and puffing out his chest, resuming a ka-
rate stance in front of Sheila.  She giggled through her tears—the sheer absurdity and preciousness 
of the situation providing her a moment of solace.  
 “I’m very good,” Alex warned.
 “Yes, my dear, yes you are,” Sheila nodded.  
 Pleased with himself, Alex returned to his seat, resting his head on Sheila’s arm.
 “Go sleep.  I’ll wake you when we get there.”   
 Alex shook his head.  “No Mommy, you go to sleep,” he said.  “I’ll keep watch so Daddy 
doesn’t come near you.”  
 Sheila kissed his head. “No, Alex…there’s still quite a long way to go.”
 “How much longer?”
 “Who knows?” Sheila answered.  “Maybe forever.”
 “That’s impossible, Mommy!” Alex cried out.  “This train can’t possibly go on forever!”
 Sheila laughed, stroking his head.  The journey to find a place they could call home may go 
on forever.  But if everything went right, it would only be a matter of three and a half hours.    
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Memory Pills

By Seongha Choi
Seoul, South Korea
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 The five all stared at the blue pill in their hands.   
 “So zis would do eet, oui?” The man in a dark yellow suit asked in a surprisingly humble tone. 
 “Yeah.” The hockey player answered in a gruff voice, eyeing the pill.
 “No one eating pill.” A determined voice rang out. 
 “Why not. Is there anything left to live for?” Joe challenged. 
 Michel cackled, “Ooh zis eez getteng good.” 
 Ming glared at Joe. 
 “You Joe Hayes, not eating pill. Not today, not yesterday, not tomorrow.” 
 She scanned the entire room, looking everyone in the eye. 
 “No one eating pill. Understand?” 
 The hockey player, designer, old man, and girl all nodded.
 Michel was of course the one to break the silence. 
 “Eet eez so boring een here. Pairhaps we should get to know each othair a lit-tell moore.” 
 Frank nodded. “Good idea, Michel.”
 All five of them sat in a circle on the white, spotless floor. 
 “I’ll go first. My name is Frank Williams, as you all know. I’m from Georgia and was a firefighter 
before all this happened. As you can imagine, I was lucky enough to know what to do with the fires that 
happened in the last month.” He paused. “I was a father and a grandpa.”
 A stony silence filled the room. Ming interrupted the silence. 
 “My name is Miranda Ming. I from Guangzhou, and I am mom. My son called Bao Zhi. I make 
good dumpling. Pork and bok choy and onion and...”  
 “Okai, we're good, Ming,” Michel said with a huff.
 “I’m Joe Hayes. I’m from Maine. I started playing hockey when I was five, I was in the NHL, and I 
had a brother and girlfriend.” Joe gave a bitter laugh. “I obviously don’t now, since everyone in the world 
is dead except for us. So who wants to be next in this lovely get to know each other exercise?”
 A brief pause, and then Michel quickly started talking.         
 “Bonjour, je m'appelle Michel. Ai am from Paris, obviously. Ai am a fashion design-air. Céline Dion 
loves mon art. And…” he suddenly gasped. “Mon goodnez, staying with you knukleheads took all mes 
manners away! Ladees first, please.”
 Everyone turned to look at the girl. The girl’s green eyes widened, as if she were about to speak 
for the first time in a thousand years.
 “My name is Allison. I am 13. I had a dog named Luca. I lived with my aunt in Pacifica,” she said 
quietly. 
 “Allison is a lovely name.” Frank said, smiling warmly at her, who just shrank away into a wall. 
 There was a black, circular table in the middle of the room. Half of the walls were also black. Half 
of the walls in the oval room were pitch black, contrasting with the other white ‘c’ shape. The black half 
was made of glass. The room was in the middle of the deep sea, at least 400 kilometers from the ocean’s 
surface. Dark figures would slither by sometimes, but other than that, nothing. The darkness stretched out 
into eternity. There was also a sound, faint, but audible, a sound that was always there. Always. 
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 “It would make sense for us to reach a consensus,” said Frank calmly. “It would just be history 
repeating itself if some of us decided to take the pill while others didn’t.”
 “I agree!” yelled Michel. “I vote oui for the peelz!”
 “That surprises me, Michel, I always thought of you as a lover of life,” said Frank.
 “Beauty, oui. Life without beauty, not so much.” Michel shrugged.
 “So…” Joe muttered. “Quiet and painless, they said. That sounds like a good deal.”
 “YOU NOT EATING BLUE PILL!!” Ming squawked. 
 “Honestly Ming, loss of memory seems like a better option than rotting in this prison cell for the 
rest of my life with you people.” Joe fired back.
 “You, Joe Hayes, not deserve to survive. Not good enough person.”
 “Ming eez right. You are being tres rude,” Michel rolled his eyes. 
 “Okay, and who disagrees with taking the pill?” Frank interfered. 
 “Me,” replied Ming. Alison soon followed. 
 “Before I marry Mr. Ming, I ran marathon. Hard to imagine in my body now, but back in the day, I 
was one good runner!” She grinned. “In end of marathon is always hardest. Many times I want to give up. 
But I don’t. Why? Because after hard part is good part.” 
 “What was the good part?” Alison asked quietly.
 “Family tradition. After marathon, we all make dumplings together. Now, I do the same for my 
son. I watch my son eat dumpling. He eats many dumplings, he looks like dumpling.” Ming giggled, then 
turned solemn, “Bao Zhi in heaven now, but I still have good memories, and I won’t lose them.”
 Allison whispered, “I miss Luca too.” 
 Joe turned around to face the other survivors. 
 “How am I supposed to have a life in this way?” His face was breaking. “My life wasn’t supposed 
to be like this. I can’t live with all the bad memories, they destroy me. I can’t live with the good ones either, 
knowing that I can never go back.”
 “Joe, memories stay with you forever. They are who you are,” Frank replied, “which is why I won’t 
take the pill. I won’t lose myself in order to lose the pain.” He scanned everyone kindly. “We all came 
through everything. We can do this, if we all help each other.”
 “But what good is a memory if it does not exist?” Michel said. 
 “Michel, memories are the only beautiful thing you have left.” said Frank.  
 “Life is too wonderful to be forgotten.”
 Tears ran down Joe’s face. Allison stood next to him, wordless. One by one, the five linked togeth-
er as one, stared into the unknown. They all leaned against and supported each other, silently agreeing. 
Joe looked out the window into the dark sea. He closed his eyes. The sea continued to swell into the 
unknown.
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Manipulated

By Joel Kai-En Hoe
Singapore
Third Place Tie

 One hand on the steering wheel, the other gripped tightly around the handle of a deadly 
submachine gun. Within a split second, a plan formulated in Shane’s mind—the angles of con-
vergence, the speed and impact, all calculated to the finest detail. This was the predatory brain 
of a killer. He floored the gas, and with tires protesting noisily against the tarmac, his car leapt 
forward, a demented beast let loose from hell. He was already committed. No time to think about 
the possibilities of failure, no turning back. 
 Suddenly, the windscreen shattered, transforming into a wall of tiny crystals that hung in 
the air for a moment before collapsing inwards. Bullets riddled the interior of the car, many thud-
ding against his state-of-the-art Kevlar breastplate. An audible ‘pop’ sound indicated that at least 
one of the tires had been punctured. Shane felt himself roar in utter frustration as the car skidded 
out of control. But he still clung onto that thin vestige of hope in his heart, his grip on the steering 
wheel and pressure on the gas pedal unrelenting. He would not give up so easily. However, with 
deft touches to the wheel, he returned the car to its original course. 
 Then, the convoy appeared again from behind a clump of trees lining the adjacent road, 
and he ducked instinctively as another wall of bullets slammed into his car. He gritted his teeth.  
Now was the time to exact revenge. He hefted his gun up, and pressed the trigger. A column of 
flame spat out from the muzzle of his firearm, spraying the entire column with deadly automatic 
fire. Half the escorts careened out of control, their drivers instantly dead in their seats. Only the 
armored limousine, his target, remained untouched. 
 Now! his mind screamed. Jerking the steering wheel, he brought the car to bear on 
the convoy. As the car swerved violently onto the fatal collision course, he leapt out of the car 
window, executed a near-perfect somersault, and landed neatly on the asphalt, like a cat. He 
watched as his car transformed into a battering ram, crushing the limousine at breakneck speed. 
It exploded, sending flaming chunks of metal into the fresh morning air. He walked away without 
another backward glance, speaking into a concealed transmitter, “Mission completed.” 
 
 Classified location, a week later—
 
 The Manipulator observed calmly as his mercenary entered. It was the first time he had 
seen him in person. He was lean and muscular, with the build of an athlete. He had a hooked, 
eagle’s nose, with a deep scar savagely cutting across his left cheek. 
 “Ah,” the boss said, “Nice to meet you, Shane. Congratulations on the successful 
mission.” 
 Shane nodded in acknowledgement, keeping his face emotionless and cold, summoning 
all his self-control to restrain the anger brewing inside him. 
 “It’s time to retrieve your wife and son. If you can.” said the Manipulator with a sinister 
smile. 

 The Paris catacombs, France—

 Shane breathed deeply, perhaps his last breath of fresh air. Deep in his heart, he felt 
that glimmer of doubt. He had heard the many rumors of the beasts that lurked deep within the 
labyrinth, placed there by the Manipulator especially for the purpose of keeping safe the hostag-
es from any rescue attempt. However, Shane dismissed those thoughts. He reminded himself, 
Fear and self-doubt are the keys to failure. Releasing the safety catch on his firearm, he plunged 
headlong into the overwhelming darkness of the Parisian catacombs. 
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 The torch mounted on the underside of his gun revealed the limestone on both sides and 
the ceiling hanging low overhead. After walking for what he guessed was a hundred yards, he 
reached a small chamber. The first fork. Two separate tunnels. Which one was he to go to? The 
sign on top of the first one read, “Fastest Route” and the second, “Long Detour.” The image of 
his long-lost son and wife surfaced in his mind, and, spurred by the thought of reunion, his body 
lead itself down the first path involuntarily. Both sides were lined with countless skulls stacked 
on top of each other—the agony of death replaced by sinister grins and eyes with vacant stares 
which penetrated Shane. 
 The air turned musty, and the sound of water dripping from the ceilings reverberated in 
the confines of the catacombs. And just when Shane thought that everything was all right, that 
the rumors were not true after all, a chill ran down his back and he halted abruptly. He felt as if 
something dark and sinister was watching him. He desperately fought back a wave of panic and 
suppressed the natural human instinct to run, to flee for all he was worth, to just forget about 
this whole thing and go back to killing people, to...leave his dear wife and son to rot in the very 
depths of hell. However, this last thought hardened his resolve and he gritted his teeth, and 
advanced forward once more. He arrived at the next chamber, forking off into three separate 
tunnels. Instinctively, he followed the left-most passage labelled, “Here,” with a faded red arrow 
pointing downwards. 
 The air was thick with death, and the final cries of the deceased rang in Shane’s ears. He 
glanced at the pile of skulls that formed the walls of the labyrinth, but their eye sockets grinned 
back blankly. Soon, he entered another open space. The final chamber. The centermost opening 
was labelled “Emilia and Shaun”…. Emilia and Shaun! The irrationality of love subjugated Shane’s 
safeguards. He dropped his weapon and rushed in, shouting the two names. As he turned the 
final bend, he stopped dead in his tracks. Six green eyes stared menacingly back at him. “Oh 
God,” whispered Shane, retreating slowly, cautiously. But the green eyes advanced slowly. Shane 
froze, feeling something breathing down his neck. He turned and took to his heels. Shadows 
flitted around the corners of the cavern, swooping down to claw at his face. 
 Then, hundreds of dagger-like teeth punctured his shoulder, lungs, neck, and back. 
Shane staggered in pain, collapsing to the ground. With palms slick with sweat and blood, he fid-
dled desperately with his thigh holster in a final effort to defend himself. But he was already in his 
death throes, after losing blood rapidly. In a state of delirium, he could barely make out two faint 
silhouettes through a sea of red mist, being dragged by some unknown force. Emilia and Shaun. 
The last thing he remembered was their terrified screams of pain swamping him like a wave. 
 Never take the shortest route.
 
 The Manipulator’s base, unknown location—
 
 The Manipulator smiled evilly as he spectated the entire event which had just unfolded in 
the catacombs. Watched how the dear fellow Shane had stopped abruptly, perhaps sensing that 
he was being stalked. How he had witnessed his wife and son being devoured horribly with his 
own eyes, only to have his own flesh ripped out piece by piece. What	an	amusing	way	to	get	rid	
of	a	mercenary	who	has	fallen	out	of	usefulness, thought the Manipulator, eyes glinting with mal-
ice, betraying not the slightest bit of remorse. With that, he spun around in his chair, and ticked 
Shane’s name off the list.
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A Connection Lost in Paint

By Hiba Jamil
Monmouth Junction, New Jersey
Third Place Tie

 Words and books had never made much sense to him. What had made sense, however, was 
the way the long, slender paintbrush had fitted perfectly into his calloused hands. Had his hand been 
created only to caress the paintbrush, he wondered? The strokes flowed through him like the very blood 
in his veins—the vibrant colors making his eyes dance with the light of a small joy. A blank canvas, 
splashes of color, stroke of a brush and he had created a world of his own. One that was perfect. Every 
stroke added a new layer. His world of colors dulled the imperfections of his own life.
 As an artist, he had found his influence in his family. However, the only remaining connection 
between them was the hefty check sent home every month. 
 Home. Outside the world of colors, Roberto had only known one home his whole life, his birth-
place, the village of Tellaro. The salty smell of the ocean mixed in his thick black curls. The narrow alleys 
that meandered into the brightly painted houses were the same ones that he explored as a child—the 
alleys where he hoped to see his children play someday. He had longed to share this picture of his 
home with the world and it had led to his success and misery. All his life the love of familia was so dear 
to him until the ground beneath shook and crumbled. A terremoto had left cracks in his family that had 
never healed.
 The idea of an earthquake upending Tellaro was preposterous, that is, until it happened. The 
town was always alive with people. Adolescents would stand around smoking, and the men would go 
to their sea fishing and make a living. One of these men was Babbo. He would rise at the crack of dawn 
and set off in his canoe into the horizon. This was the most reliable job that the people of Tellaro had 
known. When his father’s hands had grown frail, it was his turn to take the fishing pole into his own.
 It was assumed that this would be the future for Roberto. Yet, he envisioned far more than his 
parents’ eyes could see. His love for the picturesque Tellaro had led him to drown his heart in his love 
for painting. He remembered the moment he decided to tell his father. Babbo was in the small cot that 
took up the room—eyelids heavy with sleep, wrinkled skin stretched over his face, a gray, unruly beard. 
Soon, he began to stir and along with him, the whole room seemed to stir. Babbo awakened with a jolt, 
horror crossing over his face.
 “Terremoto!	Terremoto!” “Earthquake! Earthquake !” were the cries. As Roberto began to run 
out, he caught a glimpse of Tellaro. The once picturesque city was crumbling to its core.
 Seven years had passed, and that vision was as clear as day in Roberto’s mind. The way his fa-
ther, risking it all, had saved the life of his brother, Stephano, while sacrificing his own. He remembered 
vividly the way his mother, sheathed in black had wept unstoppably. He remembered his own confusion 
and the look of fright in the eyes of his siblings.
 Now, years later, Roberto had established his dream. When his family had needed him the 
most, he had moved away to the United States and followed his artistic inclinations. With his grow-
ing fame came the growing longing for home and, as a remedy, a heftier check sent. Every so often, 
he called home. Stephano always questioned his return. Eventually, the question dissipated, the calls 
dwindled.   
 The call from his exhibitors stating his artwork had lost its spark had unleashed these memo-
ries, these feelings.  It was true. He had lost his muse, Tellaro. There was only one way to get it back.
 When he had first taken this flight, he was a young man with a thick Italian accent, broken En-
glish, fumbling with his passport, his mind filled with thoughts.  At heart, he was that same man with a 
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thoughtful mind, but more confident, more experienced. Tellaro was a train ride away from the airport. 
 His first sight of his precious land was a hard blow to the heart. As he stepped out of the train, 
the salty smell of the air hit him, the brightness of the colored houses and landscape were hard on 
eyes accustomed to the grey of the American skies and buildings.  The first glimpse of his house took 
his breath away. The roof with its once chipped tiles was replaced with bright red orange panels. The 
windows which were always open were shut tight, the paint on the house fresh. He walked towards the 
house, knocked on the wooden door.
 Suddenly a thousand thoughts went through his head. He had taken the very little that his father 
had left behind and had fled to “chase his dreams.” 
 How could he face his mother? How could he justify that he had thrown away his family’s wel-
fare for his own unreliable dreams? Before he could think, the door opened and there stood a reflection 
of him seven years ago, Stephano. The small child he had once known now stood as tall as he. It took a 
minute, but soon the look of confusion was washed over by joy and recognition.
 “Roberto, it’s you! Oh, how I missed you!” Taken aback, he questioned, “Is everything okay?  I 
never would have thought to see you here again.”
 “Everything is fine,” was all Roberto could say as his siblings came rushing at him, enveloping 
him in hugs and cheerful exclamations. 
 They distracted him from what had been tugging at his mind—his mother. As if reading his 
mind, Stephano gestured him to the side stating to the big Italian family that their brother was tired.
As the siblings began to disperse, the two brothers began to walk through the familiar yet unknown 
house.
 “I can tell, your eyes have been wandering in search of Mama. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier. It 
was so sudden.”
 Roberto’s face swept with a look of anxiety. Could it have been possible that mama had died 
hating him?
 Before he could ask anything, they approached the corner room.  There in a wheelchair, facing 
the window sat a frail woman, her gray-white hair in a bun.
 “Mama!” cried out Roberto. It was like a cry for help had escaped. Something inside him had 
been relieved. However, there was no response from his mother. Was she so angry as to not even ac-
knowledge the arrival of her son? His steps carried him forward, closer to her.
 “She can’t move. There was an accident that left her paralyzed.” 
 Roberto acknowledged this and then walked towards Mama, his every step echoing on the floor 
until they were face to face. She had the same warmth in her eyes that he had always known—her skin 
as frail as ever with wrinkles covering her face. She looked at him and a tear rolled down her face.
 “Mama,” he cried out again, but she just looked down. He understood that she hadn’t forgiven 
him and began to walk away.  There was a cry from Stephano and he looked back. Calling after him 
with an uplifted hand, the same hand she had never moved in years was his mother. It was a miracle 
that had given him a new tomorrow.
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God Spoke to Me . . . in Korean

By Nicholas T. Rivelle
Pasadena, California
Third Place Tie

 I don’t speak Korean.  Not a word, not a syllable.  I don’t have anything against Korean.  It’s just that, 
to me, speaking any Korean would be as unlikely as my dog talking to me in sign language.  But this past 
Christmas, all that changed.  My father began dating a Korean woman, Kwihee, who is not a fluent English 
speaker.  Fortunately, she knows enough English to announce the mealtimes and is an excellent cook.  She 
is also very religious and attends a Korean Christian church.  My father thought it would be “special” if the 
two of us joined Kwihee and her daughters for church at Christmas.  
 The problem, as I saw it, was twofold:  since my father is a recovering Catholic, I had never been to a 
church in my life, and the service was in Korean.  And not just any Korean… it was in a dialect of Korean that 
was peculiar to this church.  Needless to say, I thought it would be a waste of my time and God’s.  I had no 
desire to attend church in any case, and the fact that the pastor would be speaking in a dialect that even 
Kwihee’s two daughters could not understand meant that four out of the five of us would have no idea what 
was going on.  
 A week before Christmas Eve my father and I were in the car, when he said to me, “This will be a 
family bonding time.  It would mean so much to Kwihee, since her daughters never go to church with her.”
 I made it clear that, family or not, I did not wish to go.
 My father persisted.  “You’ve never been to church.”
 “There are reasons for that,” I said.  “Maybe Latin I could handle.  But Korean?”
 “But it would be a cultural experience for you.”
 “I won’t understand a single word!” I exclaimed.
 “But it’s Christmas!  And it’s only one hour out of your life.”
 In the true spirit of Christmas, I asked what was in it for me.
 “Lunch,” my father said.  “After the service, they serve lunch.  Homemade Korean food:  kimchi, 
bibimbap, and hoeddeok for dessert.”
 “Is Kwihee cooking?” I asked.
 “Yes!”
 That sealed the deal for me.
 Kwihee was delighted that the entire “family” was at church.  Her daughters, on the other hand, both 
college students, were far from thrilled.  Emily, the younger one, texted her friends the entire time, while Sky, 
her older sibling, looked like she was waiting for the results of a biopsy.  As it turned out, the service was not 
that awful.  There were English translations of the Scripture projected onto the wall, and the pastor seemed 
to be enjoying himself as he led the service.  This was not the grim stereotype of a Protestant minister I had 
gleaned from television.  And there was music:  a short woman with a big smile led the singing, clapping her 
hands around the microphone; and the choir, in white robes, sang their hearts out.  Everyone seemed to be 
caught up in the spirit, even the ancient people in the back.  The church was interesting, too; light grey con-
crete with graceful curves and stained glass, and bright wooden paneling.  It was a good insight into both 
Korean culture and Korean community.  
 And then there was lunch.  It was, by far, the best part of the experience.  Every member of the 
congregation came up and greeted me, as if they didn’t expect to see a non-Korean child in their midst.  
I had to bow to all of them while Kwihee explained who I was.  Then the pastor came over, a thin, 
middle-aged man with a Bible and a broad, toothy smile.  
 “Hello, Stephen!” he said in perfect English to my father.  “And who is this young man?”
 I bowed and introduced myself.  He asked if I liked the Korean food.  I told him I did and thanked 
him.  Then he asked if I enjoyed his sermon.  I was on the spot, and I knew it; this could be a cultural 
meltdown.
 “I did,” I answered, searching for a way out.  “Especially the part about God.”
 There was a moment’s hesitation, and then the pastor burst out laughing.
 More than anything else about the service, the pastor’s laughter made it all make sense.  Church 
was not such an awful experience.  In fact, I felt that the language barrier, in some strange way, made it all 
the more meaningful.  And it did not get in the way of my enjoying the Korean home cooking.  
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Creative Writing ~ Ages 16 – 18

POETRY

First Place  

Sarah Baldino
Age 17
Bethesda, Maryland
“My Mama’s Roots”

Angkana Annie Chotikul
Age 16
Woodbridge, Virginia
“An Overdue Spoon”

Second Place

Haemaru Chung
Age 16
New York, New York
“A Mountain’s View”

Third Place   

Cindy Song
Age 17
Rockville, Maryland
“Letter to Oscillating Body”

Shelley Choi
Age 16
Seoul, South Korea
“Serving Strokes”

Stephanie Tom
Age 17
Roslyn Heights, New York
“Mechanical Lake”

STORIES

First Place

Emma Kim
Age 16
Shanghai, China
“Terra Forming”

Na Kyoung (Diana) Lee
Age 18
Seoul, South Korea
“31 Flavors, 31,000 Marching”

Haemaru Chung
Age 16
New York, New York
“Into the Thunderstorm”

Nina Curran
Age 17
Sunnyside, New York
“A Thousand Words”

Second Place

Amrita Bhasin
Age 16
Menlo Park, California
“The Lost Key”

Matthew Fan
Age 16
Creve Coeur, Missouri
“Last Night in Little Rock”

Jaeho Kim
Age 17
Seoul, South Korea
“Any Cold Night”

Third Place

Kyra Du
Age 16
Potomac, Maryland 
“Promenade Beginnings”

Jessie Yang
Age 17
Walnut Creek, California
“Their Faces Had Danced”

Honorable Mention  

Bethany Pasko
Age 16
Wellesley, Massachusetts
“Adolescence Fair”

Honorable Mention

Shelley Choi
Age 16
Seoul, South Korea
“A Mirror of Mystique”

Zahra’a Al Tayeb
Age 16
Manama, Bahrain
“Insanity”

Gina Sinclair
Age 17
Seoul, South Korea
“The Elixir”

Junho Kim
Age 17
Seongnam, South Korea
“Space Serendipity”

Shane Qi Kuang
Age 16
Singapore
“Requiem at the End of the World”

Jasmine Lee
Age 17
Seoul, South Korea
“Whispers in the Night”
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My Mama’s Roots

By Sarah Baldino
Bethesda, Maryland
First Place Tie
 
My mama traces her roots to the river.
 
She says she was born tethered to its banks,
umbilical cord snaking around her stomach as she bobbed with its ebb and flow.
 
My mama says that when the sky sobs she can feel it too:
thunder thrums in her ears and passes tremors to her temples
lightning scorches her skin and sends spasms through her spine
and when she moves
she can feel the floods in the density of her bones,
the monsoon’s wrath leaves puddles in the divots of her shoes.
 
My mama says that when the valleys renew so does she:
the grass is thick and glossy like her plaited hair
and her cheeks are stained with the blush of fledgling blossoms.
 
My mama says that when the river basin starves she starves too:
Canyons are cut into the hollows of her cheeks
and her skin pulls taut over the ridges of her ribs,
carving crevices into the arid plains of her body.
 
My mama says that when the trees shed so does she:
when autumn arrives, leaves carpet the forest understory and spill from storm drains
as her hair tangles in matted clumps that clog the shower.
 
My mama says her lineage can be traced through the Ganges’ tributaries.
Her blood courses through the delta just as its water pumps through her veins.
My Mama is rooted to the river.
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An Overdue Spoon

By Angkana Annie Chotikul
Woodbridge, Virginia
First Place Tie

I am trapped.     
in your endless collections of well-told lies, 
You have kept me chained to these cushions 
and spoon-fed me words of new worlds. 

There have been castles and horses and all the mighty more.
We have visited Atlantis and Alice 
There were Matilda and Madeline 
A monkey named “George” and a cat with a hat 
But no -- 

I am older now.
Will we ever move on?
I have outgrown these cushions 
I no longer fit these bean bags 
My pigtails have been loosened 
and I 
repeat 
I can feed myself now. 
The spoon is no longer heavy.
My fingers curl around it with confidence and 
I am able to digest everything.

So, throw it at me.
Go ahead, give it a try. 
I will have pots and pans at the ready 
only to remember that this is a library. 
A library full of lies. 
A place where I am only allowed in the children’s section, 
where the puzzles have missing pieces 
and the chairs are too short.
A place where my Voice will never be heard 
because I 
am not 
allowed 
to Speak.

And so, I have whispered my way out.
I have learned to ask for help.
It is not embarrassing to ask for directions 
because I am not asking to be fed.
I am asking for the spoon
and I will find the food myself. 
Your little airplane no longer flies to my mouth 
because the fuel is in my Brain.
It is forming my Thoughts and Opinions,
the ones nobody is here to acknowledge. 
Because I am whispering. 
And they cannot hear me. 

And so, I have learned to Speak Up. 
To say my words with a power, 
I will Write them in pen. 
Permanent and strong. 
My Voice resembles the spine of a story
Oh, how thick it has become 

I have learned to Shout 
in the library 
because it is okay to break the rules. 
You are allowed to color outside of the lines. 
You don’t have to tell the truth 
because this entire library is full of lies -- 

Dear Mother,
I am not asking you to leave, 
nor am I begging you to go. 
I am simply saying that this chapter is finished. 
The book is long overdue.  
I am strong enough for forks and spoons 
but I cannot yet handle knives.
I still need you to hold my hand, 
but this time let me Lead the way. 

Let me pick my own path 
Let me find my own footsteps
Allow me to choose my own stories 
Allow me 
to Write some 
of my own. 
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A Mountain’s View

By Haemaru Chung
New York, New York
Second Place

When I was young,
Grass stretched to the horizon.
Dark shades of green dotted the land
Where trees and shrubbery thrived.
A blue river wound through the valley,
A glimmering dragon.
Birds cushioned the air,
With euphoric rings and harmonies.

As I grew taller, 
The patches of green multiplied,
Creating a woodland before me.
Thick with trees, rich in life.
Noises from the forest
Intrigued and mystified me.
Each chirp, howl, and cry
a unique story.

Stars ascended every night
Scattered like scintillating powder,
Filling the darkness with hope.
I was humbled and awed
By these ancients
That watched over the sleeping land.
Their pale, enchanting light
Extinguished the loneliness,
Bathing the forest and fields so that
Shadows and flickering spirits danced.

Glinting tools and blades
Left behind flattened fields,
Razed the forest.
Ignoring dying moans 
Of animals and ancient trees,
As well as my agony.
Stumps polka-dotted
The cold earth.
From the desolation of the land 
And myself,
A wooden town was built.

The forest and grasslands are no more.
The once brilliant blue river
So befouled that it resembles a worm.
The primitive wooden town
Became a blinding city.
Thick with skyscrapers,
Rich in people,
A city that never sleeps.
Crashes, Honks, and Beeps
Deafen and confuse me.
No longer can I hear
The familiar chorus
Of the wolf pack at night.
Just a defeated mountain
Alone in a world
Past my comprehension.
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Letter to Oscillating Body

By Cindy Song
Rockville, Maryland
Third Place Tie
 
Last time you were tumbling down 
 a fast yellow river—I tried to save you 

but the rocks were shiny and I was too afraid 
 of slipping. Of course Mother gave me 

these hands that blister under the sun’s 
 berating, turning redder than grandma’s 

hong baos. In this city, where 
 skyscrapers bend under the fast winds 

like white flags, you surrender quickest of them all, 
 too thin, so you tried to grow 

another foot to hold yourself up. 
 No one claimed metamorphosis was easy. 

Summers ago you yielded to yellow rain and 
 let it soak right through your clothes, 

torso twisted to estranged shivering. Now, 
 you are treading miles with hardened feet 

up a twisted ancient mountain path. 
 Our ancestors used to live there too, 

bodies curled at the mouth of the cave. 
 All I’ll say is to behave under all circumstances: 

under the West’s sun and the East’s rain. 
 If you are searching for warmth, 

all you have to do is go back home.
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Serving Strokes

By Shelley Choi
Seoul, South Korea
Third Place Tie

From watching your rosy cheeks die into a papery pale, 
to the tube that held your life on the line, 
to the sheets your lashes cast long gaunt shadows on, 
everything is a sickening white. 

Then the nurses shuffle around to carry you away 
into a little blue room that decides the course of my happiness, 
with their blue masks popping among a pasty sea of colorless, 
everything is a sickening blue. 

Then I run blindly home trying to get rid of those two colors, 
sinking into my wooden chair facing the meadow of wildflowers,
their bright colors diverging from the gray mountains, 
and it sparks an idea while my heart and brain still grapple in a deadlock. 

I begin writing a shaky Dear, 
but my train of thought skids to a stop, 
because then again, I’ve never known how to thread pearled letters into something beautiful, 
so I fall back to my habit of rummaging through the musty attic 
to find an unused thin canvas stretched with fabric. 

I add a dash of indigo blue, 
for when we lie underneath a blanket of stars, 
the way you giggled and called me crazy 
when I said I wanted to dye my hair a dark midnight blue. 

I add a dash of canary yellow, 
remembering it’s your least favorite color 
but that’s the only color you would ever wear to concerts, 
because you said it made your hair glow in golden flames. 

Yet with the only stroke that let my feelings roam hungry on the fabric, 
I just slashed through the entire canvas with streaks of bloody red, 
the color that could be hellish anger or fiery love, 
the color of the car you raced before the crash, 
the color that made me crazed with madness when I saw you with pieces of shattered glass. 

So now I pour my love and regret through the piles of strokes, 
each holding a different meaning that I want to say, 
hoping that it will take your mind away 
from the white and the blue, 
and so I wrap the canvas in khaki paper to send to an unwelcoming hospital.



Creative Writing 79 

Mechanical Lake

By Stephanie Tom
Roslyn Heights, New York
Third Place Tie

S is for summer and skipping stones — well, more like 
learning how to. Slight fingers sift through pebbles and 

mother teaches us how to flick our wrists to watch our stones 
go sailing, skimming over the glittering sheen of silver under 

the blue of water — or is it the other way around? We never 
knew the difference, but mother did. She taught us how 

to breathe deeply and how to remember the smaller things; 
how to salvage the life left in them before they faded away. 

There doesn't seem to be a certainty to the bottom of a well, 
and even though lakes aren't as deep, the life in them makes it 

hard to gauge the depth of the shore until it's no longer 
clear to see where the mud squelches between your toes. 

The cattails arch low over the water at the shore, rustling 
with whispered sighs — as if the fish could hear them. 

Catfish glide through the lake, sloughing through the lake bed, 
dredged-up sand clouding behind their fins until the bottom 

is a screen of shadows moving against sepia, silent movies 
winding through film rolls that never seem to come to an end. 

There's never an obvious slow to the rhythm of ripples — 
too many fins and too many currents flipping movie slides 

too fast to follow most times. The lake surface shimmers 
with sunlight; the day is going to wane soon. So it goes. 

I remember last spring when the forest around the lake was 
cleared for a town too small to have a name on a map but 

large enough to erect a factory that groaned with metal bolts 
squealing, broken windows glittering, and pipes gurgling 

with residue sloping into the river upstream. Life persisted. 
Last winter, the silver slick of the lake iced over, fish frozen, 

cattails bobbing still in the frigid air; but the factory kept 
rumbling, kept sloughing residue into the grass instead. 

The whole scene as quiet as movie reels ticking through a 
black and white series — before you remember that it ends. 

Last week, my best friend and I found twelve catfish 
belly-up, eyes rolling backwards, whiskers twitching from 

the current, floating into the lake. Their bodies so still 
you would have thought they were mechanical, the cattails 

so silent you would have thought it was a dream.
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Terra Forming

By Emma Kim
Shanghai, China
First Place Tie

All	the	worlds	turn,
	 Side	by	side,
And	for	every	world’s	dawn,
	 The	sun	will	rise.

 I’m nine years old and graduating high school. Sorry, that’s what we call Red humor. My name is 
Terra, and I’m from Mars. In Standard (Earth) years, I’m just about 17. Every planet has its pride though! 
So we find some fun in the little things that our Solar System’s physics kick our way. 
 Humanity has begun expanding through our Solar System. Jupiter has its buoyant cities which 
trail in the wake of the Red Spot; Neptune has mineral and antimatter harvesting facilities; Earth has 
expanded the hydroponic forests to help the outer rim colonies. As for us, well, the Reds actually have to 
tend Mercury. But here, we call it the Wart.
 Hayashi transmitter stations beam the solar energy collected on Mercury to other planets for 
practically limitless energy, but the solar pods have to be collected on the dark side of the Wart because 
the Hayashi stations would literally go thermonuclear if they were so close to a solar flare. My Mom and 
Dad actually met on the dark side of the Wart, just like both of their parents and so on. My Great-great-
grandpa used to make Darth Vader comments, but now that Episode 37 is due in the second quarter of 
this Standard year, those are definitely old Dad jokes. But here I am, breaking that tradition.
 Normally, colonials stick with their planet. One of the lessons which spread throughout the Solar 
System was keeping grounded. Breaking from your native planet’s orbit is rare (except for the Wart har-
vests), but usually it comes from StarGov job transfers, genetic pool diversification requirements, maybe 
the occasional peacekeeping mission to try and tell the telepaths on Pluto to mind their own minds. But 
that changed when I met Kai.
 Kai’s what Reds call a Daisy: he’s from Venus. Actually, when he transferred to our academy for 
the last semester, he tried an ultra-retro Mars and Venus pickup line. I’m not really good with people, but I 
definitely felt better seeing one of his cheeks turn red after my slap. It made my own blush feel a little less 
obvious—25%, at best.
 Solar education cycles are way different than the archaic Earth system. Nobody has a set gradu-
ation age; it all depends on if and when we pass our 13 qualifying exams. Of course, some people never 
graduate and go “Opt:” meaning they figure out what they want to do and decide to fast-track towards a 
job. Most Reds go Opt because we’re Wart farmers. We bring back power and beam it across the Solar 
System as we pass Earth to use the moon’s Artemis prism for longer distance Hayashi signals. But Kai 
was different. He didn’t want to Opt, but he also didn’t ever take a qualifier. As far as our mentors said, he 
was an odd duck, which, come to think of it, is odd because I’ve never actually seen a duck. They look 
hideous. Kai doesn’t.
 We talked a lot about Venus. Kai’s parents are part of StarGov and he’s apparently been moving 
every two Standard years. That sounds hard, and I’ve told him so. Part of the problem, Kai says, is that 
moving all the time makes it hard to find good friends. Datalinks keep people in touch, and quantum 
computing with holograms makes it seem like you’re literally standing side by side, but if you lean back, 
you can see the flickering pixels – the lack of depth. I know what that’s like. I feel it every day on Mars. 
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Everyone’s locked into the same plan, the same job, and the same dream. We help the Solar System 
survive, but aside from sandboarding and the occasional zero gravity game, there’s not much to do. Our 
mentors show us the plasma geysers on Neptune, Earth’s submarine capital in Neo Atlantis which spirals 
in the middle of the Pacific, and even an occasional panorama of the sulfuric Angel Archipelago around 
Venus’ equator. But seeing holos is not the same as being there. At least that’s what Kai says, and I be-
lieve him. He’s weird, definitely eccentric—an odd….something. Not a duck, but an odd boy. That is why 
we get along so well; I feel a little weird most of the time too.
 My mom told me once that I’m a Gemini, but I have no twin. She’s really into the spiritual stuff, 
but my dad is a devout Catholic. It makes for some fun dinner conversations. I’m not sure what I am. 
Sometimes I wonder if that’s a bad thing. My two older brothers, Tiber and Rado, tell me everything is 
good unless we think it bad—that we’re supposed to make our lives a better place first and then worry 
about the world. Mom gets angry when they say that. Dad usually lets her do the yelling because Jupi-
ter’s baseball league comes on right towards the end of dinner. She weaves dreamcatchers, saying it will 
help her sons stay grounded and her stay sane.
 One thing’s for sure. I don’t think I want to live on Mars for the rest of my life. I don’t want to be a 
Wart farmer. I want to see the outer rim, go gem hunting through the asteroid belt, and see all these won-
derful places Kai has sketched in his journal. He’s a good friend. He’s got dimensions. And, to be honest, 
I want to find out if I have more myself. Kai’s parents are still printing their new house because there was 
a missing crate of filaments so all of their windows were made of plain plastic instead of carbon tempered 
and UV filtering fiberglass. They melted in a couple of days. A few generations ago and it would have 
been instant death—but that all changed with the weather satellites. Now we can control habitable zones’ 
temperatures to an extent, although the older models orbiting Mars don’t have humidity modifiers or Au-
rora Refractors that make the sky glow with ghostly ribbons every night.
 But I will see those things.
 There is a shuttle of peacekeepers from the Red garrison being recalled to head out past our 
System to assist rescue efforts after a comet strike did heavy damage to one of Jupiter’s moons. We’ve 
already found a crate, which ironically had the correct filaments in it for Kai’s windows but now left a 
small room-sized gap in the container. We’ve got supplies, a pair of oxygen masks and water generator 
just in case we get in a little trouble, but Kai also knows one of the peacekeepers – an old man named 
Nikolas. I don’t know why, but he looks the way Hercules would if the demigod was balding with salt and 
pepper hair and a grizzly beard. Our shuttle deploys tonight.
 I’ve left a note for my family on their holopad, but I’m keeping mine off grid until we at least make 
it to Earth’s moon. There are brave new worlds out there, and I will go and see them for myself. Placing 
my left hand’s fingertips just in front of my lips so I can feel the moisture of my breath, I recite the lullaby 
my mom sang to me every night since I can remember.

All	the	worlds	turn,
	 Side	by	side,
And	for	every	world’s	dawn,
	 The	sun	will	rise.
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31 Flavors, 31,000 Marching

By Na Kyoung Lee
Seoul, South Korea
First Place Tie

 Most people know ice cream as soft, sweet, and gentle. Only those who have wrestled it out of the frozen 
tub themselves, fresh out of the Antarctic stockroom, know its true iron will. 
 Renee painfully observed this for the last time as she dug into a tub of Abigail’s signature strawberry lemon 
swirl. It smiled back in all its naive pinks and yellows, stabbing her with a bittersweet bite of departure. 
 Candlelight oozed from sconces, waltzing over faces of old customers, friends, family. Some guests were 
new, called in by whispers. Soft chatter buzzed between the walls. A stranger would have thought it comforting, 
but Renee heard the apprehension, barely masked. The familiar tones, however warm, were hushed, and tense. 
 To each guest, Renee handed an icy pink cup and a soft smile. She weaved among them, exchanging 
assurances and occasionally sharing a spoon. A small crowd had gathered, and Renee had grown up with many 
of them—in red vinyl booths and over triple scoop cones. 
 As sickening as it was to feel frightened, it was undeniably worse to watch her friends and loved ones 
scared. She pressed herself against the soothing chill of the brick wall, and let coarse mortar brush against her 
fingers.
 Kitty, a girl two years older, who had been her mentor and sister as far back as she could remember, spot-
ted Renee alone and softly untangled her fingers from her boyfriend Peter’s. Shuffling forward, Kitty set her back 
against the wall next to Renee’s with a sigh. 
 “You know,” Kitty pointed to the back booth after a soft silence, “Peter and I had our first kiss there.” 
 Renee’s glance momentarily followed hers into the past, as Kitty remembered the sugary double cup of 
cherry cream she had shared with him. In the candlelight, Renee saw Kitty harden from an expression of reminis-
cence to one of resolution.  
 “I love this place,” she whispered. “I always will.”
 It was then that the crowd hushed as Abigail stepped onto the wooden crate at the front of the room and 
into the candlelight. Two decades of ice cream churning had sculpted her shoulders with unmistakable brawn. As 
she swept the crowd with a fiery glare, her shoulders rose and fell. Her face was resolute but her voice wavered. 
It was all that the crowd needed to share the emotion pulsing in her heart. 
 “I can’t believe you all are here,” she whispered, and a soft wave of smiles rolled through the crowd. “We’re 
here tonight,” she declared, “because we know what is at stake. We know who will be here tomorrow at dawn. We 
know the Summer Queen is coming. And we know what she wants.”
 Fury scorched Renee’s chest. The Queen was on a crusade to assert her dominance over her realm, and 
had issued several deadly edicts forbidding all antidotes to the murderous heat ruling the streets. 
 “We are the last ice cream parlor left in the capital,” Abigail paused. Her eyes were those of a woman who 
had seen her nightmares walking the streets. 
 “People out there lie sweating, senseless, drowning in heat, heartbroken by the fact that their childhood 
memories—all their precious moments spent at parlors like ours—are gone, thinking, ‘Now, even ice cream is a 
luxury for the crown and her cronies.’ But they’re wrong,” Abigail blared with the fury of a thousand suns. “We’re 
still here, we’re still here!” The crowd roared in accord, and facing the sea of her beloved friends and customers, 
she roared back, “We’re still here! We’re still here! No matter what the damned Queen says, we are still here!” 
 “Tomorrow at sunrise, her agents will come. They will come armed. They will come ready. They will come 
eager to tell you that to defy them is to defy the law. And for the first time in forever, they’ll be right.” She stared 
into the dark. “I need you all to understand that. Do you understand me?” 
 Renee felt the walls rumble with a collective roar. She knew it was the courageous battle cry of a hare 
against a hawk. Crouching on her stool, her weak knees pressed against her bony chest, she imagined again the 
fates of other shop owners who had resisted. Bloody stories of beatings, incarcerations, and humiliation burned 
through streets like wildfire. But some had survived—and they were here tonight—with her. 
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 As they rummaged through the scanty pile of makeshift weapons, consisting mostly of abandoned kitchen 
equipment, a sense of fatality fell upon them. Their meager stock only sharpened their pitiful odds. Renee knew—
they all knew—that both the battle and war were lost. But they showed up anyway. They couldn’t stay home, silent; 
they couldn’t sit back, cowering; they had to fight, they had to fight, they had to—
 Renee’s heart pounded as she leaned into the soothing cadences of familiar voices—the loving duet of 
Kitty and Peter; the comical banter of Jimmy and Fischer, the most iconic duo of their elementary school (and now 
their city college); the alto of their mentor, Professor Omer; the loving sigh of Mr. Bennet, who practiced reading 
with his son every Saturday using the flavors Renee had etched onto the glass with rainbow markers. His son was 
not with him tonight.
 Renee resigned with a smile. It was a small crowd—a defeated crowd—but it was her crowd. United 
through her ice cream, and Abigail’s, united through childhood memories and sweet times and loving thoughts, 
they were her community. And she was theirs.  
 “Wait,” she frantically scrambled up onto a stool, bony knees flailing. “Wait—wait!” She exclaimed. “Wait!” 
 Shocked, the crowd paused and stared. 
 “Wait,” and she giggled as hysteria and golden relief washed over her. “We don’t—we don’t have to lose!” 
She punctuated her declaration with a mischievous grin. “I have a plan.”   
 

******

 When the Queen’s agents came that morning, they were greeted by an abandoned shop, occupied only 
by the orange of sunrise and a giddy swirl of dust. The rusted tubs, old ladles, anxious rebels—gone. They stood 
staring, confounded. 
 Meanwhile, on the other side of the capital, residents were slapped awake by the song of twenty borrowed 
ice cream trucks blaring together from the streets. 
 A sleepy child happily waddled forward to his first ice cream cone in months. Neighbors up and down the 
street held their breath. A hand stretched out from the window, holding a small yellow sugar cone. 
 Balconies erupted into cheers.  
 The small crowd that gathered soon after quickly became not so small. By the time authorities arrived,
 it was a march. 

******

 “Renee! Agatha!” Jimmy gasped, half-draped over the open ice cream truck counter, “We need more 
lemon! Now!” 
 As Renee tore open a fresh bucket of lemon sorbet, an elated laugh broke free from her chest and roared 
into the crowd.  She had done it—she had harnessed the true iron will of ice cream, and of love. 
 Alongside their battered truck, hundreds of thousands of neighbors marched to the Queen’s palace. In one 
hand, they clutched free ice cream cones and in the other, hands of their loved ones. Shouldered by sisters, lovers, 
neighbors, friends, they lifted their cones into the cloudless sky and they were neither the red of defeat nor the grey 
of hopelessness; they were rainbow—strawberry pink, lemon yellow, melon green—and they were one. They were 
united. They marched forward, together: and that was all that mattered.
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Into the Thunderstorm

By Haemaru Chung
New York, New York
First Place Tie
 
 “Joseph! Can you get our stuff from the lawn?” my Dad called from the kitchen.
 Our picnic gear was heaped in a pile, having been tossed from the back of the car.  I opened the front 
door and was buffeted by a strong wind.  With effort, I managed to drag the bags back inside.  A few razor-like 
leaves had sliced my skin, forming thin lines of crimson.  I slammed the door shut and the howl of the impending 
storm was muted.  
 My family had driven to a lake a couple of miles away to celebrate my ten-year-old brother Alex’s birth-
day.  Just a nice day out with cake and food.  Late into the afternoon, Alex and I were fishing when we heard on 
the radio that a big thunderstorm was heading our way.  Hearing this, our parents decided to go back home.  
Alex’s face contorted into a scowl when our parents told us the bad news.  He didn’t cry, but his grimace 
remained fixed like a gargoyle for the rest of the car ride home.  
 When I went upstairs, Alex asked urgently, “Hey Joey, have you seen Oscar?”  
 “No I haven’t.  Did you pack him when we left?” 
 Alex paused to think, lips set in a tight line.  
 “Wait a minute…didn’t I give Oscar to you before we left?” 
 “No…”  I froze, clenching the doorknob.  
 I remembered it clearly.  Alex had given Oscar to me to pack in my bag before we left, but as I leaned 
to tie my shoe a moment later, I placed Oscar on the bench next to me.  
 “Wait here,” I ordered.
 I raced downstairs and grabbed my bag. I dumped everything in it onto the living room table with a 
clatter.  No Oscar.  Sweat trickled down my neck.  I sprinted up the stairs, almost slipping on the last step.
 “Okay, try not to freak out.  Oscar wasn’t in my backpack and I might have left him by the lake.” 
 Alex was still for a moment before he realized the significance of my words.  His eyes became misty and 
his face turned maroon.  Cries began to bubble up his throat.  Uh-oh.  A single, fat tear drop ran down his pudgy 
cheek. 
 “I’ll get Oscar back, don’t worry Alex!” I declared.
 Alex looked at me with his bushy eyebrows raised high. 
 “You’re going to run three and a half miles to get Oscar, in that storm,” he snorted.
 I looked at the window with a sinking feeling.  The thunder clouds were close to our house now.  
 “Don’t worry Alex,” I said. “Three miles is nothing.  The rain will be refreshing.” A clap of thunder boxed 
my eardrums and shook my body.
 When I quietly stepped out of my house with an umbrella and raincoat, the rain slammed into me from 
above.  I fought to keep my footing on the slippery pavement.  It felt as if I were pushing back an ocean wave 
with my umbrella instead of rain droplets.  I bit my bottom lip and plodded forward, blinking in a futile attempt 
to clear my vision.  After walking for only ten minutes, I ducked behind a neighbor’s house, gasping for breath.  
 What	was	I	doing? I might kill myself trying to retrieve a toy.  I had to walk more than three miles and 
I barely survived ten minutes.  I glanced at the street sign to judge my bearings.  Maple Street.  What	do	you	
know.  I was just a few blocks away from the scene of the accident two years ago.

******

 Alex was getting on my nerves as we walked back home from a long day of school.  I snapped at him, 
tired of his incessant chatter.  He retorted and before long our voices escalated into shouts.  He ran ahead as I 
stayed behind fuming.  It all happened so quickly after that.  Alex sprinted across the street, trying to catch the 
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light.  A blue streak swerved around the curb and the car barreled into Alex with a crunch.
 “ALEX!”
 Alex’s collarbone, ribs, and leg had broken, but he survived.  After the doctor examined Alex’s x-rays, 
he warned us that Alex may have a slight permanent limp and would most likely have trouble running from now 
on.   
 Two weeks later when Alex was well enough to talk, I handed him a gift.
 “I got this for you…as a token of apology.” 
 Alex pulled the teddy bear closer to his face, studying it.  It wasn’t a unique bear.  It was just a brown, 
furry bear with massive circular eyes, but I thought he would like it. 
 “It’s so soft!” Alex proclaimed. “I’m going to name it Oscar!”
 As I looked at Alex playing with Oscar, I resolved that as his older brother, it was my responsibility, 
no, duty, to keep him safe.  I would not let him down again.

******

 The rain didn’t seem like it would let up.  After adjusting my hood, I clenched my umbrella and stepped 
out of the cover of the house.  I staggered like a drunkard in zigzags, barely moving forward.   The raindrops felt 
like steel pellets as they battered my skin.  I kept my head down and careened forward.
 The deluge lessened around an hour and a half later.  The dark clouds dissipated and sunlight pushed 
through.  Rows of trees drooped on either side as I trod over the sodden path.  Shining raindrops trickled off the 
tree leaves.  Branches swayed gently in the breeze.  The scent of pine was sharp and reinvigorating.  The only 
evidence of the violent storm were the various trees that had been knocked down, their great trunks splintered.  
When I finally reached the campsite, I found a massive tree resting on top of the fragments of the table and the 
bench where I had left Oscar.   
 I stumbled forward but slipped immediately.  I crawled back up, my face and limbs covered in slick, 
disgusting mud.  Suddenly my hand brushed something cold, wet, and furry.  I scrambled back in fear.
 Did	I	just	touch	a	dead	animal?
 I was filled with revulsion as I clutched my stomach.  Its matted fur bristled with pine needles.  A single, 
dull, black eye gazed at me lifelessly.  When the green spots faded from my vision, I inched forward, inspecting 
the mysterious object with fascinated horror.  Strange.  Its limb was rounded at the end, with no indication of 
claws.  I tore the debris off the animal, pulling it loose.  It was Oscar.  He was caked with mud, adorned with 
leaves and one of his large eyes was missing.  Oscar’s left ear was also gone and some of the stitching in the 
left side of his face was nearly pulled out.  I collapsed, laughing with relief, delight and perhaps a touch of 
insanity.
 As I walked out onto the highway, a car pulled up and I found myself face-to-face with my Dad.  He 
frowned when he saw Oscar.  He then ushered me into our car and drove me home in silence.  I walked into 
the house without looking at anybody and collapsed on my bed.  When I gained enough energy, my parents 
unleashed their wrath onto me for one straight hour, chastising me for being reckless.  I endured the onslaught 
of rebukes, nodding and apologizing profusely.  After they left, Alex came in to talk.
 “Joey, I really appreciate it but you could’ve been killed out there.  Who else’s gonna look out for me
if you aren’t around?” he said.
 “Don’t worry about it.  It wasn’t that bad,” I smiled. 
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A Thousand Words

By Nina Curran
Sunnyside, New York
First Place Tie

 Feedback from the radio drowned out the patter of rain hitting the window and 
the beating sounds of the screen being pounded by the wind. He didn’t bother getting 
out of his chair to change the station; he was too focused on the portraits staring at 
him from his mantel. He didn’t feed the fire—too much heavy lifting—and Elliot would 
be coming soon. 
 Elliot	can	do	it	for	me, he thought, just as the doorbell rang.
 “Father, why didn’t you light the fire? You’ll downright freeze to death, and I 
have no desire to drag a frozen corpse to the burial home. And with the funeral prices 
these days...”
 Elliot examined the pictures on the mantel one by one. His father stared at 
him, noticing the deep concentration in his eyes. His eyes were blue, the blue of his 
mother's. The blue that got a little less bright on that day in June fifteen years ago, 
and a little bit less every year after that. Three picture frames. There were always three 
picture frames on the mantel, and Elliot knew that. He counted them every time he 
visited his father, purely out of habit.
 Elliot never did like the picture of himself. He was young and awkward, with 
a messy hairdo and bones too long for the skin they were in. His photo sat between 
those of his parents. The frames were a matching set of three and were spaced evenly 
apart from each other.
 “Son, do get on with lighting that fire. As you said yourself, I am on my way to 
becoming a human popsicle.”
 Elliot turned away from the smiling faces and grabbed the firewood. When he 
turned back again, he saw his Father standing in the corner, his face contorted with 
fear. 
 “Wh-wh-who are y-you?” he stuttered to Elliot. 
 “I am your son, Elliot. If this is some kind of trick, I swear... Oh, I get it. Very 
funny, Dad. You were always a joker, and still are, even at your age!”
 “N-no. Get out. Get out now! Before I call th-the police!”
 “You really don’t recognize me?”
 The only response Elliot got was a frightened look. He had heard about 
memory loss in the elderly, but this was so sudden. Hadn’t his Father recognized him 
just moments before? Elliot slowly walked towards the door with his head hanging 
low. Just before he left, Elliot glanced at the pictures on the mantel. Elliot counted to 
himself. One, two... As Elliot left, he thought about which one was suddenly missing. It 
was the photo in the middle. 

******
 Elliot’s Father stared back at the two faces on the mantel, that of himself and 
of the woman he sometimes imagined sitting in the chair across from him. The radio 
was on, tuned in to his wife’s favorite oldies station. The fire had died overnight and he 
shivered a little now, but he didn’t bother to light the fire for himself. Too much heavy 
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lifting, he thought, just as there was a knock on the door. It opened with a squeak and 
he heard a familiar voice. 
 “Top of the morning, sir! I just popped by to check on the fire.”
  It was that boy who had broken into the house yesterday. He watched as the 
boy picked up the firewood and threw it in the fireplace, and with a quick strike of a 
match, the blustery day seemed a little less somber. He watched the affectionate glow 
on the young man’s face as he stared at the two pictures on the mantel.
 “Is this your wife?” Elliot said, already knowing the answer he would receive. 
 “Yes, well, she was. She’s gone now. Your eyes are the same color as hers, 
you know? Blue as sapphires.” 
 Elliot stared at the two remaining pictures and wondered what had happened 
to the picture of himself. Then he stared into the fire and reminisced about the Mother 
he missed so much, and how his Father never left her side during the long illness pre-
ceding her death. But when Elliot raised his head, the image of his Mother was gone 
from the mantel, and the picture of his Father stood alone.
 “Excuse me sir, what happened to the picture of your wife? I could have 
sworn I just saw it here,” Elliot said, turning around to his Father. 
 “I’m sorry but you must be mistaken. I’ve never been married.”

******
 The drip,	drip of the remaining raindrops aligned perfectly with the steady tick, 
tock of the old grandfather clock. The room was dark, except for the few surviving 
embers of the previous night’s fire. These embers shone a dim spotlight on the solitary 
photo resting on his mantel. It looked back at the old man with friendly eyes, eyes full 
of stories and memories. The eyes had a softness that revealed their owner’s kind-
ness. His eyes had done it billions of times: opened and closed like the shutter of a 
camera. Blinking, it was second nature to him. But this time, when those eyes opened, 
they were met with one last snapshot - the sight of an empty mantel.
 

******
 White walls, white floors, white tables, white chairs, yet the room still looked 
dark and gloomy, as if to replicate the sky outside. The harsh fluorescent lights of a 
hospital do nothing to lighten its despondency. Rain had hung up its coat and called 
it a day, but the clouds remained. It was uncommonly quiet, and the only thing that 
could be heard was the sound of silent madness. 
 He sat up in his white bed and made out what he could from the signs: Psy-
chiatric Intensive Care. His eyes wandered to the edge of the bed to a medical chart 
bearing a name. John Doe, the name used for those who have no name, for those 
who have nothing to call their own. Gone were the stories and the memories, stolen 
from his mind like the pictures from the mantel. 
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The Lost Key

By Amrita Bhasin
Menlo Park, California
Second Place Tie

 The piano looms in front of me, an embodiment of my recent past. It seems to taunt me; its black 
and white keys lie untouched, yearning to be played. If you look closely enough, you can even see the 
tiniest speck of dust on the third C key, a reminder of something that I used to know. The sight is unfa-
miliar and unnerves me, and I realize that my parents must have been too preoccupied to do something 
like remember to clean the piano. 
 I reach forward and timidly touch one of the black keys. The room remains silent, and I feel a tug-
ging at my chest, knowing that I have lost my touch. I push the key down harder this time, and the sound 
echoes throughout the room, a sound that used to fill the house every day.
 I remember waking up in the hospital bed. I don’t remember the accident or the driver hitting us, 
but I remember waking up with a sling around my left wrist. 
 I recall the pasty white walls of the hospital room, the absurdly disgusting food, and the nev-
er-ending sweet scent of the lilacs and angelicas that the kids from school brought. 
 My Mom’s tear stained face watched me, concerned. 
 “She’s awake! My God, Alisha’s awake!” My Mom urgently called out to the nurses. 
 They said I was lucky. Only my left wrist was permanently damaged. Every other part of me 
would be fine. 
 But, didn’t they know that the wrist is the only part that matters to a pianist? 
 Some friends from music class came in, bearing bags of candy and baby pink balloons. I could 
see the worry in their eyes, but I could also see something else- a hint of satisfaction. In a way, I couldn’t 
blame them. My injury was a chance for them to earn their way up to 1st chair. The look disappeared as 
soon as it arrived, and I hugged my friends happily. 
 “Alisha, are you okay?” they asked. Okay. The word didn’t really mean anything, I realized. But, I 
nodded anyway to make them feel better. 
 My Dad spent hours taking me to a physical therapist, desperately trying to console me. 
 “You can learn to play piano with one hand,” the physical therapist assured me, her kind eyes 
crinkling. “It will be hard, but you can do it. Here.” 
 She showed me dozens of videos of people with prosthetic limbs and only one hand playing the 
piano. If I closed my eyes and listened, I couldn’t tell if the person had any disabilities, because I could 
feel the energy, that feeling of wonder, even in the low sound quality of the therapist’s computer. 
 My eyes roam over the dozens of trophies and ribbons displayed neatly above the piano. 1st 
Place, 2nd Place, Honorable Mention… 
 A memory comes to mind: my first piano recital, years ago. I was seven years old and terrified. I 
was playing a three-page piece by Bach, and my piano teacher was supposed to turn the pages. I was 
wearing my favorite pink and purple dress that my grandmother had bought me as a seventh birthday 
present. I remember bowing and starting the piece. The first two pages went well; my foot played the 
pedal in perfect sync with the melody. Unfortunately, my piano teacher forgot to turn the third page, and 
I stopped playing, unsure what to do. I remember the silence in the concert hall, the unnatural gap and 
the hesitant stares. Then, my teacher quickly turned the page, and I started playing again, the sound so 
lovely and elegant that I was sure everyone had forgotten the pause. 
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 For a while, that felt like the worst moment in my life. But, I soon forgot what happened, my pia-
no teacher apologized, and I played many more recitals. 
 I play the opening lines of Für Elise with my right hand. I love that song; it was the first piece of 
music I learned to play. 
 The song comes to me instantly, and my hand sweeps across the piano, immersed in each indi-
vidual note. For a moment, I feel like I am a professional concert pianist in the 1800s, playing for some 
rich nobles at a party. I imagine a whole ballroom of people watching me play and dancing to the myste-
rious song. People swirl around the ballroom, dipping and twirling in rhythm, as my fingers fly across the 
keys.
 But, when it is time for the left hand to play, I stop, and there it is again—that silence. The un-
bearable silence. I remove my hand quickly. 
 I am overcome with emotion, an unfamiliar feeling that I cannot describe. I am angry at the drunk 
college student who crashed into our car, and I am angry at myself for being in the car when my parents 
told me not to go to that party. 
 How could I have known what would happen? It was a stupid mistake to go to that party, a mis-
take I can never take back.
 For so long, the piano felt like a part of me—an arm or leg I couldn’t live without. As I poured my 
soul into it, none of my worries seemed to matter, and I could feel my heart racing as a blend of sound 
emerged.  Playing the piano was my message to others, a message I felt obligated to share with the 
world. 
 Without the ability to play piano, I feel lost. There are certain emotions and feelings that one 
cannot put into words. Like painting, piano is an art that allows me to express something I can’t express 
in any other way. 
 I place my pinky finger on the first key, and absentmindedly my ring finger pushes down gently 
on the E flat. I trill the two notes again, and suddenly I don’t want to stop. I know that the left hand part is 
coming, and I won’t be able to play the harmony. As my right hand sweeps across the keys, I skip to the 
melody. It’s the same notes repeating, and it doesn’t sound like Für Elise, but there’s something refresh-
ing about the sound. It occurs to me that I am hearing the tune differently, in a way that evokes a bitter-
sweet emotion. 
 I think about writing a song. I’ve always wanted to, but composing requires a sort of mindset that 
I thought I never had. But now, strangely, it seems almost within my reach.  
 I smile and play the melody of Für Elise. I play for all that was lost, but I also play for all that lies 
before me. 
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Last Night in Little Rock

By Matthew Fan
Creve Coeur, Missouri
Second Place Tie

 The warm streetlights washed across their faces. The driver’s features were soft, his eyes 
so black that the pupils disappeared into the irises. He searched the road, reminiscing about his life 
in Little Rock that would soon end. How do my friends feel about leaving for college?  Next to him 
a smaller, dark-skinned teen obsessively combed his wavy hair, fidgeting nervously, hoping they 
wouldn’t be robbed or beaten or worse. Why did I let them drag me here? In the backseat, a buff kid 
slouched indifferently, his business-in-the-front-and-party-in-the-back hair resting against the win-
dow. He yawned, lulled by the rhythm of passing lights. Are we there yet? He wondered.
 Turning off the broken asphalt road, the car crunched over trash and gravel, spider-like shad-
ows scattering as the headlights illuminated tall weeds. The driver’s and backseat doors slammed, 
seconds before the passenger-side door tentatively whished shut. 
 “Keep it down! Someone'll hear us,” admonished Tejas.
 “No one’ll care, Tejas. Why’re you taking your keys, Mack? Leave’em in the car,” 
said Knowlton.
 “Sure, Knowlton. But, I prefer not to have my car stolen. Tejas, relax. It’s midnight. No one's 
out walking,” Mack snapped sarcastically.
 “Yeah,” Knowlton said gloating.
 "Quiet down. We’re dead if anyone catches us.”
 They walked along train tracks that led into a tunnel of hypnotic darkness, nervously scan-
ning for guards. Weeds growing between the crosses grabbed their ankles as if they were trying to 
stop the trio. Almost conspiratorially, they muffled their footsteps, transferring their weight carefully 
from heel to toe to heel.
 Cresting a hill, they gasped at the ghostly panorama: twin smokestacks looming hundreds of 
feet over huge, sprawling warehouses, their empty windows glaring ominously. Above what once was 
the heart of a cement factory, red lights pulsed intermittently. Nicknamed “Little Rock," the aban-
doned factory had inspired countless urban legends. After the owner's death, the factory had closed. 
Officially, his death had been accidental, but few believed that explanation. Maybe it had been a set-
up? A conspiracy? Some claimed the owner wasn’t dead but lived hermit-like in the factory. Although 
the boys had mocked the stories, they couldn’t help but wonder as they stared at the foreboding 
view. 
 With the aid of moonlight, they found a section of broken fence. As they approached it, their 
thoughts wandered to the possible consequences of their actions.
 What if the police catch us? Could I still get a job? What about my college?
 The three paused before entering, waiting to see who would make the first move. 
 “I don’t like this,” said Tejas. “I’ve heard about dogs and…"
 “C’mon, this place is legendary. It’s our last night before we're off to college. So don’t be a 
wimp,” replied Mack.
 “What if we're caught? What happens then?”
 “You gotta stop that. Think of tonight as the next chapter. Yeah, we might get caught. We 
might even get arrested. You might not like it, but you can’t run away. We'll remember tonight when 
we’re all laughing on our yachts.”
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 They laughed nervously, not completely reassured, but feeling the tension ease slightly.
 “God, I don’t wanna say you’re right. This is the stupidest thing I’ll ever do, and that’s sayin’ 
something. But you guys'll never let it go if I chicken out. Who knows. Maybe I’ll tell this story when 
I’m famous.”
 “Sure, you’ll be famous,” chimed Knowlton sarcastically.
 “Don’t ruin the mood, doofus.”
 “Whatever. Let’s do this.”
 “Yeah. Nice and quick like a band aid.”
 Their bravado masking trepidation, the boys slipped through the fence and walked to a lad-
der beside the smoke stacks.
 Peering up, Mack coyly asked, “So you guys wanna…”
 “Yes, I’m thinkin’ exactly what you’re thinkin’. I’m in,” Knowlton said.
 Reluctantly, Tejas sighed, “Oh, God.”
 Heads wet with perspiration, arms heavy with numbness, mouths laboring with pants, they 
slowly scaled the ladder. 
 “Don’t fall, Tejas. We’ll have to leave you,” taunted Knowlton.
 “Yeah? Well, then I’ll drag you down too,” Tejas panted.
 Gripping the corroded metal, they gazed at the city lights dotting the landscape like lily pads. 
Apartments and towers lumbered over the city like ocean leviathans. Cars swam, illuminating dark 
streets while clouds drifted lazily overhead. 
 “You know, Little Rock's not bad from here,” Tejas said, enraptured by the view.
 “You mean this “Little Rock” or our home, Little Rock?” asked Knowlton.
 “Obviously our home, smart one.”
 All three surveyed the city with newfound respect, their worries momentarily gone as if they'd 
been baptized by the sea of lights.
 “Dang, now I wanna stay here,” lamented Tejas.
 “Choose one or the other!” hissed Knowlton.
 "I’m gonna miss you idiots.”
 “You better not cry.”
 “Yeah, you guys are alright,” agreed Mack.
 “Just alright?” Knowlton asked sarcastically.
 “Okay, maybe better than alright. Ya’know, on the ride here I didn’t know if I could leave you 
guys. We’re all gonna say goodbye to this place, to our home. I don’t know how I’ll do it. What I’m 
sayin’ is...I’ll miss you morons," Mack mused.
 “Don’t be a whining dweeb,” said Knowlton.
 “Aren't you going to miss us?”
 “I guess…I will. I don’t wanna admit it, but I’ve had good times with you guys. I don’t wanna 
leave, but I can’t hide from life. We’re just gonna have to enjoy this while it lasts,” Knowlton replied 
quietly.
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 “That’s the smartest thing you've ever said,” Mack added, hiding his laughter.
 “Yeah, now who’s the ‘whining dweeb’?” snickered Tejas.
 “When we get down from here, I’ll beat you up.”
 “You’re just trying to hide that you’re a big’ol sap.”
 Before they could laugh, two flashlights scanned the ground below them. Fear seized the 
three.
 “Don’t stare! Go, go, go!” whispered Tejas frantically.
 They silently climbed down, but when their feet thumped onto the gravel, the flashlights 
whipped around, blinding the trio.
 “What're you kids doing here? You’re under…,” yelled an angry cop.
 “RUN!” Mack panicked.
 Fueled with adrenaline, they raced for the fence.
 “Head for the tracks. We can hide in the tunnel,” Mack panted.
 Their chests heaving and legs searing with pain, they sprinted into absolute darkness. They 
curled in the mud, waiting, brush scratching their faces as insects bit them.
 “It was an honor servin’ with you guys,” Knowlton whispered snarkily.
 “Shut up! How many times did I say we shouldn’t have come? A million. And look at us now. 
We’re screwed!” whispered Tejas frantically.
 “They’re coming!” Mack hissed.
 Footsteps pounded, echoing for what seemed like forever. Searching beams crisscrossed 
the walls, passing above the boys’ heads. The three stilled their panting, relieved when the guards 
moved on.
 When they could no longer hear the cops, they emerged from their dingy hiding place. The 
taste of iron touched their tongues, and they inspected their scratches while heading towards the car. 
 Silently, they walked along the seemingly endless tracks, their hearts pounding. Then, a scoff 
sounded. Then, a snicker. Then, laughter overtook them. They clutched their stomachs with boister-
ous laughing, tears streaming from their eyes. 
 “I’d do it again,” sighed Mack.
 “I’d do it again,” agreed Knowlton before the two looked at Tejas.
 “What? I’d do it again too!” laughed Tejas.
 And again they laughed.
 “Do you think we’ll be okay?” asked Knowlton.
 “Yeah. We might not like what’s next, but we’ll be okay,” replied Tejas casually.
 “What? In life? Right now?” Mack questioned jokingly.
 They all paused before nodding in unison, “Both.” They disappeared into the night, 
enraptured in their laughter, their naiveté, and their memories.
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Any Cold Night

By Jaeho Kim
Seoul, South Korea
Second Place Tie

 The alley was dark.
 Nothing lurked through its shadows but the scans of patrolling surveillance drones. It was the perfect poten-
tial crime scene: dark, isolated, unknown. But perhaps those features were too stark, for no evildoer, not even rats, 
passed through its darkness. It was empty: a dark concrete void of nothing.
 The drones would fly over the void once every two weeks at midnight; their life-signal scans would pick up 
just one bleep, but their cameras would pick up nothing in the blinding dark. Their managers deemed the bleep an 
error and never bothered to send someone out there to check it out. There was nothing, the reports said, and frankly, 
no one cared. The bleep stayed within its place in the dark alley from the “lesser” part of town. A few years ago, the 
tax collectors might’ve cared, but after the poor law was passed and the “undocumented” were exempt from taxation 
(and government services), no one cared—not even the rats.
 But the bleep was very much alive. The walls of the alley saw him every day, said farewell and welcome back 
every sunrise and sunset. They always saw him leave north, where the factories are.
 The factories made many things: food capsules, medical equipment, farming mechs, and even weapons. On 
a day like any other, as the bleep entered the sector, all the surveillance cameras and the patrolling drones looked his 
way. A new life signal: the only one in the whole sector.
 The figure the cameras and drones picked up looked more like a beast standing upright than a human. Gray 
hat, gray cloak, gray boots. The bleep was barely “humanoid” to the observers. Well camouflaged against the gray 
city asphalt, he was categorized ‘due for manual verification’—whenever that was. The bleep remained a bleep.
 The bleep’s feet tapped along the asphalt like feathers. He intuited that something new would happen this 
day. He scanned the nearby factories. All the steel factory gates were tightly shut; although unmoving, the sound of 
clanking steel plates seemingly resonated through the air.
 But the bleep wasn’t looking for the usual cold façade of steel. He was looking for one thing: a poster saying, 
“HUMAN WORKER WANTED.”
 Job-hunting used to be easier. The bleep, just a couple of years ago, would’ve sat in the room in his dark 
alley in front of the computer scavenging the internet for the same caption. But after his alley lost connection to the 
grid, he was forced to leave the darkness and go into the slightly grayer outside.
 With hopes high, the bleep eagerly scanned about. Like the drones and the cameras, he would slowly swipe 
left and right, absorbing every detail. Yet, there were no posters in the vicinity. He moved places and scanned again 
and again and again.
 The faint silhouette of the sun passed through the gray sky and hid behind the horizon. The bleep looked 
upon the dying sun. Sunset meant that the sector gates would close in about half an hour. He should’ve set off back 
to the alley. But he felt different today. Desperate. He knew that staying in the sector after closing time, trapped with 
the large security drones, would be his end. But a thought plagued his mind. ‘Just one.’ One poster was what he 
needed: his way out of the alley. 
 Nothing came into view. And so, he sprinted deeper into the industrial sector: the cameras and the drones 
fixed their eyes on him as he bolted into unfamiliar ground. 
 The sector was a carnivorous maze, inhaling the afraid and the uncertain, feeding on the panicked, drawing 
the hopeless into its bowels.
Desperation.
Fatigue.
Despair.
 The bleep stopped in his place when he heard a loud clank of steel from far away. He knew. Time was up. 
A series of swooshes were audible from afar. The bleep knew: the guard-drones were loose.
The bleep had to hide somewhere, but there was nowhere to hide. The factory walls had no dents, no vents, no 
ditches in the neatly set asphalt roads. Moreover, his heart was too loud and stubborn. The bleep was a bleep.
 The bleep began to panic. With panic, his signal became stronger. He knew. The drones were already locked 
on to his signal.
 Fear snapped the bleep back to his senses. He headed south towards the exit, from where the pistons 
clanked, to where his dark alley was. The ground clung to his feet like the hands of the damned; the drones ripped 
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through the air. By the time the bleep could see the large steel sector gates, the drones were already racing towards 
him about half a kilometer away above the roofline. There were three armed drones, each about three meters in width 
and height—machines of death.
 The bleep begged that he make it to the gates quicker than the drones. But then what? The gates were 
locked tightly shut. The bleep’s mind grew tired; it ordered his feet to give up; it explained how it’s no use, but they 
just kept running—out of inertia, out of primal fear.
 When the bleep met the gate, he slammed into it hard. The steel gates didn’t budge, shouting “NO” at him. 
The bleep drooped against the ruthless gates and looked at the three machines approaching him from about a hun-
dred meters away, priming their guns. To stun or to kill? The bleep did not know. He did not care. 
 Despair
 The drones were quick, but they were soon forced to recalculate as they detected more bleeps, dozens com-
ing from outside the gate. The bleeps were climbing over the wall.
 The drones decelerated. But something much faster was approaching them now. It wasn’t a bleep but cold 
lead. A bullet. The lead dug deep into the steel plating of the middle drone and tore its circuits. The other two drones 
soon met the same fate but managed to fire several of their own rounds beforehand. Three of the new bleeps faded 
away.
 The gray bleep slowly stood up. Turning around, he saw a cohort of armed men and women hastily assem-
bling themselves after climbing over the gate. They weren’t in rags like himself, but neither were they neatly dressed. 
They radiated the strong smell of cigarettes. One of the oldest-looking, wearing a thick white beard stained with ash, 
came forth. He was a man, scarred and brawny.
 “Who?” the gray figure murmured.
 “The resistance.”
 “Who?”
 “The new Luddites, as some say.”
 A moment of silence blew through the air. A small tornado of dust was growing in the distance.
 The old, bearded man broke the silence. “Would you like to join us?”
 “But the Luddites failed, last time I checked.”
 “Does that really matter?”
 Another moment of silence.
	 So	much	to	fix	in	this	world, Old Beard thought.
 He asked again. “Answer?”
 The gray figure leaned back on to the wall. He gave a blank stare. 
 After a few minutes, Old Beard spoke again: “We need your help.”
 The bleep’s heart began to beat heavily. He stared into the man’s eyes. As he took off his hat and hood to 
reveal a young, unblemished face, moonlight bounced off his smiling cheeks.
 He looked around.
 “HUMAN NEEDED”
 He finally found it, printed in thick red words in the thick mucky air. At last, the answer that he needed. And 
so, he answered.

 The sound of clanking steel and swooshing pistons echoed through the night.
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Promenade Beginnings

By Kyra Si-Chen Du
Potomac, Maryland
Third Place Tie

 How do you know when you are in love with the girl?  Soon, a voice whispers. You are but a boy, so 
young and shy and lost. 
 How do you know when you are in love with the girl? You stand in front of her locker, watching her put 
away her Honors Psychology textbook, watching as her brows knit together and form a stutter in your heartbeat. 
The voice in your head urges you: ask her. Perhaps then we will know. You ask her, but just in different words. The 
girl’s eyebrows shoot up into her light hairline and you admire the smile which curves across her face and bask 
in the glory of your twin blushes. You study her face like it’ll be the first thing you see every morning, with her 
creases, her dimples, her eyes.  You see twin white orbs which shine and dangle like raindrops when the world is 
upside down.  
 “I don’t have a proper dress for the dance,” she confesses, “just something old from my mom.”  
 You shake your head and say, “Well, that’s a relief because I don’t really have a limo, either.”  
 The girl giggles and the voice inside your head whispers, but she deserves one.  No, you correct.  She	
deserves	a	thousand.		
 How do you know when you are in love with the girl?  Perhaps it’s when you see her that night and tell 
her she looks beautiful, and she replies with, “Repeat it!”  You look confused.  She grins and points her chin to 
the black starless sky, spinning in the empty parking lot of the school; after all, the lights had gone off for the 
night. 
 “Repeat and repeat it louder,” she cries. “Shout it over everything until the whole world explodes into 
fluffy unicorns.” 
 So you do, but the world doesn’t explode, much to her disappointment. Then, you both sneak onto the 
football field, struggling over the wired fence, away from security cameras.  The girl has a football in her hand 
and she’s sprinting down the field in her bubblegum pink prom dress, scuffed high heels digging into the dirt like 
they’re looking for a reason to break.  She’s happy and moves her feet across the earth where she doesn’t slip, 
not even once.

******
 How do you know when you are in love with the girl?  Maybe it is when you’re both sitting in a bar some-
where in Hoboken, New York, and she grabs your faded patched up tie—one of your Dad’s old ones—and opens 
her mouth and says, “don’t think too much and just listen, why can’t you?” 
 The voice whispers, I’m	always	listening, and you watch as her hair covers her eyes and the only thing 
open is her mouth, an upwards crescent moon.  You call a cab, but halfway through the ride you realize you don’t 
have enough money to cover the expenses.  You tell the cabbie so, and the girl’s laughter and the driver’s curses 
sing in your ears as the blood rushes and rushes.  You both end up walking.  
 At home, she moves closer, every step a wink, every swing of her hips a suggestion.  The girl swings and 
tangles in your arms, battling, dancing, laughing. Come closer, she beckons. I dare you. Lights illuminate the city; 
sandy mountains are protecting those who dance without thought.  The space is infinite as your lips meet hers, 
the lights still not on.
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 How do you know when you are in love with the girl? Maybe it’s when you’re late for the first day at work 
and she clutches your hand right before you leave, placing the car keys cool against your sweaty palm. 
 “Let your words run today,” she says, smoothing the brand new tie you purchased from a thrift shop 
somewhere in the back roads of Alabama. “Let them run away from their expectations.” 
 You don’t answer, but it doesn’t matter, because you’re too busy noticing the way her dimples now have 
extra wrinkles behind them.  Safety nets in case the dimple falls off one day, you think. 

******
 How do you know when you are in love with the girl?  It can only be when she’s lying down on a hospital 
bed as white as her hair and the doctor’s got his hand on your shoulder.  Alzheimer’s, he says, pressing a rattling 
bottle into your hand. You stay with the girl for a long time, holding her hand, watching the gold band around her 
finger glint under the fluorescent lights.  The voice in your head is silent.  When she wakes, you open her palm 
and press a white tablet into it. 
 She looks at the capsule and says, “I don’t recall this.” 
 “Swallow it,” you urge. 
 The girl looks up at you and traces the lines embedded in your forehead, right between your eyebrows. 
 “Hello,” she says, and giggles. “Have you come to pick me up in your limo?” Suddenly, her eyes grow 
somber. “Oh, but my dress is just an old hand me down, I can’t possibly go in that.”  
 You cradle her cheeks in your hands and tell her that she could be wearing a ratty old hospital gown and 
she would still be beautiful.  
 The girl closes her eyes and whispers, “Tell me. Tell me about the first time we met.”  
 So you do, and the white pill lies on the table, forgotten.  After a while, the girl falls asleep and the nurse 
steps in to remind you that it’s near midnight. When she leaves, you shut off the light and pull up the white sheets, 
careful not to wake the girl. You slip under the covers and rest your head against the pillow to listen to the lullaby 
of her heartbeats.  The world watches, silent and wondering.  You don’t catch things, you know? You chase them 
down loud alleyways and boisterous laughter until you don’t want to catch it anymore and the running becomes 
enough and you are grateful.
 
 How do you know when you are in love with the girl?  When your love is soundless, the voice answers. 
That is when you will know.
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Their Faces Had Danced

By Jessie Yang
Walnut Creek, California
Third Place Tie

 They stood with their backs against the dying wooden gate. Their lips curved in faint, uncertain smiles, 
observing the Chinos in their neighborhood courtyard. We approached them with one question we all knew:

“Cómo	te	llamas?”

 In the very corner of her youthful eye, a black fly perched. But the young girl stood stoic as a rock. 
When one examined closely, one could see that a cloud of insects perpetually enveloped the children. Those 
even three, four years of age were not spared. Yet not a soul seemed to notice or care. Unable to cope, I waved 
my hat above their heads, hoping to shoo away the flies. Yet they persisted, and in dismay, I realized that such 
was the condition of these children. 
 Out on the yellow dirt road, we jumped rope and gave the children burbujas, to the great  fascination of 
the children. Eventually the amount of bubble solution would dwindle, but the children still excitedly blew with 
all their might at the foam residue on the wands, causing wet pellets to fly into the air. 

“Les	gusta	burbujas?	Muy	divertido?”	
“Sí,	sí!”	they	chanted.	

 Children peeked out from their yards nearby and when I motioned for them, they smiled shyly and 
shook their heads. But eventually, unable to resist the lure of laughter, they joined us. And soon, they had inte-
grated themselves among us.
 Out of nowhere, I felt the drip of water on my back and shortly, pelting bullets of rain. Soon we were 
soaked from head to toe, but the rope kept spinning and the children kept jumping. The wind raged vigorously, 
until the tarp we had set up began to waver violently and required our attention. The yellow dirt road had be-
come brown mud and soon we had all retreated under the tarp, holding onto the poles with all our strength as 
children squealed in excitement and tried to assist us.  One tiny hand held steadfast to the pole and the other 
clutched our legs. And we stayed that way as the storm raged on and on. In that moment, I looked at the faces 
of the children and somehow, time seemed to stop. A small voice in my mind said:
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This	truly	is	a	wonderful	moment.

 Soon another voice was yelling above the wind that the children be moved into the nearby building for 
shelter while the team stayed to pack our items away. The building we entered was not as much of a house as 
it was a shack. It was dark and musty inside; our feet stood on firm dirt; and the only furniture present was a 
stack of wooden crates. The children huddled into a crowd, shivering from the cold.
 We stayed in that dark building as rain poured outside. At the very least, we were dry. I retreated to 
the wooden bench with a young girl. Out of the darkness, a young boy emerged and sat down next to me, 
wrapped in a blanket. 
 “Tienes	frío?” I asked him. 
 He nodded, smiling. I looked down and saw that both the boy and girl were barefoot. 
 “No	tienen	zapatos?” I asked them. 
 “No,” they responded, both their heads shaking with a smile. 
 Children began returning home, leaving in clumps with their brothers and sisters. Soon it was only me, 
the boy, and a few other children. I lifted the boy onto my back and stood there on the muddy ground, looking 
out the door into the pouring rain. When will this boy go home? Wondering, I asked one of the adults where he 
lived.

“Here”	she	replied.	“He	lives	here.”	

******

 Just as quickly as the storm had come, we left. As we drove through the neighborhood, I observed 
men out in the rain digging trenches for their houses. A school bus drove by carrying no children. I saw two 
chickens and a white duck in the muddy streets, engaged in a brawl. 
 That day something had latched onto my heart. Strangely, it was not the bitter taste of sympathy for 
the unfortunate circumstances of these people; it was something else. 

I	felt	happy.	Satisfied.	

Why? Because even through the storm, their faces had danced.
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 The Torrance Creativity Awards Competition for the Visual Arts is now entering its sev-
enth year, and has seen the number of participants and the quality of their submissions increase. 
The visual arts competition asks children between the ages of 8 and 18 to submit any form of 
2D or 3D visual art. The types of 2D or 3D visual art that may be submitted includes, without 
limitation, painting, collage, printmaking, photography, sculpture, ceramics, or other related 
works. The Torrance Creativity Awards Competition for the Visual Arts asks that families submit 
an electronic copy of a photograph of their work, which ensures easy publication of the winning 
entries. 

 Over the course of the year, the Torrance Creativity Awards Competition for the Visual 
Arts has received entries from children  around the world making it a truly international endeav-
or. Although all media have been represented every year, the focus of the children in any given 
year varies—some years we see more paintings, other years more photography, and other years 
more ceramics. Ultimately, however, students submit all types of visual arts media, making the 
competition intense and powerful. The universality of the Torrance themes used, which change 
every two years for variety, inspire the young artists to excellence and distinction. As the compe-
tition expands into the future, we will continue to see work that is creative, comprehensible, and 
coherent as children engage with the marvelous themes established by E. Paul Torrance. 

Stephen T. Schroth
Coordinator of Visual Arts, International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards
Associate Professor of Early Childhood Education, Towson University, Towson, Maryland

Visual Arts
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Visual Arts ~ Ages 8 - 9

First Place

Shinun Oh
Age 9
Wroclaw, Poland
Panda World

Second Place

Hudson Guzman
Age 8
Norwood, New Jersey
Soaring

Third Place

SeoYeong Oh
Age 9
Wroclaw, Poland
The Life of Leaves

Irene Scaltritti
Age 7
Wroclaw, Poland
A Bunny Wish
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Irene Scaltritti

Age 7
Wroclaw, Poland
A Bunny Wish
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Visual Arts ~ Ages 10 - 11

First Place

Hannah Story Steinberg
Age 10
Santa Monica, California
Seascape

Second Place

Shahad Abduljalil Selail
Age 11
Sitra, Bahrain
Imagination

Third Place

Ella Guzman
Age 11
Norwood, New Jersey
Serenity
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Ella Guzman

Age 11
Norwood, New Jersey
Serenity
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Visual Arts ~ Ages 12 - 13

First Place

Elias A. Jabbar Ali
Age 12
Muharraq, Bahrain
Tomorrow
 
Alyssa Schulz
Age 13
Mount Prospect, Illinois
Puppy Love

Soyoung Hur
Age 13
Seoul, South Korea
Pelican

Second Place

Ali Abbas Ezbayel
Age 12
Jidhafs, Bahrain
The Love You Give Will Be Received Again

Hussain Mohamed Aloraini
Age 13
Tubli, Bahrain
The World Development

Third Place

Yaena Chun
Age 12
Torrance, California
Flowers

Angela Deng
Age 12
Lake Forest, Illinois
A Wolf Cub in Snowy Day
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Age 12
Lake Forest, Illinois
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Visual Arts ~ Ages 14 - 15

First Place

Lucy Wang Yue
Age 14
St. Louis, Missouri
Spring and Fall

Tahera A. Aziz Heraiz
Age 15
Muharraq, Bahrain
Pure and Blue

Second Place

Sanjna Ganjam
Age 14
Sugar Land, Texas
The Power of the Ocean

Fatima Ali Hussan
Age 15
Muharraq, Bahrain
A Grateful Heart

Third Place

Claudia Lyn Andrews
Age 14
St. Charles, Illinois
Untitled (Parrot)

Yomna Ayman Abou-ismail
Age 15
A’ali, Bahrain
Content Life

Edward Deng
Age 14
Lake Forest, Illinois
A Wolf Behind Trees
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Age 14
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Age 14
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Yomna Ayman Abou-ismail

Age 15
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Content Life
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Edward Deng

Age 14
Lake Forest, Illinois
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Visual Arts ~ Ages 16 - 18

First Place

Daniel Zhu
Age 16
Lincolnshire, IL
A Reluctant Adventure

Minyoung Shin
Age 16
Seoul, South Korea
Ordinary?

Rayan Salah Alzekri
Age 18
Busaiteen, Bahrain
Female Energy

Kashta Naeem Dozier-Muhammad
Age 18
Savannah, Georgia
Music Man

Yenah Jang
Age 17
Incheon, South Korea
Yenah

Second Place

YeZu Lee
Age 18
Wroclaw, Poland
Night Cityscape

Zainab Sayed Ahmed Abdulla
Age 17
Muharraq, Bahrain
Happiness Is Homemade

Maimoona Adel Janahi
Age 17
Busaiteen, Bahrain
Japanese Wall

Third Place 

So Yi Hong
Age 18
Wysoka, Poland
Assemblage (Portrait)

Erica Hwang
Age 17
Issaquah, Washington
Days We Spent Together

Erika Keilah Young
Age 18
Savannah, Georgia
Voices from the Past

Haemaru Chung
Age 16
New York, New York
Two Mystic Worlds
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Music Composition

Edwin Selby 
Coordinator of Music Composition, International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards 
Senior Associate, Center for Creative Learning, LLC, Branchville, New Jersey

 There were 11 submissions to the Torrance Creativity Awards Competition for Music 
Composition. They came primarily from North America and Asia. Entries fell into 3 levels: 
Elementary (up through age 10), Junior/Middle School (ages 11 through 14), and 
High School (age 15 and up). 

 The submissions covered several genres, with compositions for a variety of instruments 
and voice. They embraced a diverse range of styles, themes, and creative interpretations which 
made for a lively journey through music. 

 Participants won high praise for their work from the judges, both in terms of the level 
of creativity that they represented as well as the technical quality of the compositions. Given 
how much time is customarily devoted to the mastery of technique as compared to original 
composition, these young winners have achieved something unique in the world of music.
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Ages 8-10

First Place

Peyton Nelesen
Age 9
Saratoga, California
Triumph of the Matador

Second Place

Zachary Loden
Age 10
Commerce, Georgia
The Giggling Music Box  

Ages 11-14

First Place

Will Horiszny 
Age 13
Sugar Land, Texas
A Questing Adventurer

Second Place

Sanjna Ganjam
Age 14
Sugar Land, TX
Travels of a Comet

Ages 15-18

First Place

Ethan Prado
Age 17
Lombard, Illinois
War
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The Giggling Music Box

9
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Inventions

Connie Phelps
Coordinator of Inventions, International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards
Director of Gifted Education and Great Plains Center for Gifted Students, Emporia State University
Emporia, Kansas

 The Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards Competition for Inventions challenges young in-
ventors to solve problems using the scientific method. Students from ages 8 to 18 years old create 
original products ranging from enjoyable activities (Arts and Leisure) to playful fun (Toys and Games) 
to helpful solutions (Science and Engineering). Young inventors attend public, private and/or home 
schools and submit applications from North America, Europe, Asia and Africa. They begin with a need, 
develop their concept and design a prototype with detailed instructions and three-dimensional graph-
ic. Applicants select a Torrance Legacy Creative Award theme and submit a 300-500 word description 
with drawings or electronic images. 

 A team of qualified judges evaluate applications in each category with a rubric scoring 
problem-solving skill, real world application, and product presentation. In addition to Torrance Legacy 
Creative Invention Award recognition, previous invention award recipients have received an academic 
scholarship, patented an invention, and appeared in local news media.
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Toys and Games

TOYS AND GAMES

Ages 8-10

First Place

Callum Wyer
Age 10
Houston, Texas
The Greats: Science and Inventors Edition

Second Place

Hudson Guzman
Age 8
Norwood, New Jersey
Business Tycoon

Ages 13-14

First Place

Pon Balaji Srinivasan 
Age 14
Virudhunagar, India
Devote to Defend

Second Place

Dora Ivkovich
Age 13
Okemos, Michigan
Sextillion Space Explorations

Ages 15-18

First Place

Vincent Raja Mariasavari
Age 15
Virudhunagar, India
Ambience Alert

Honorable Mention 

Claudia Andrews
Age 14
St. Charles, Illinois
YouTube Game
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Created by Callum Wyer, age 10  Theme: Exploring a New Universe 

Do you know who invented the printing press? Or who discovered penicillin by 
accident? Or perhaps you know Rachel Carson, the scientist and author who 
figured out that the pesticide, DDT, was harming the environment? How well do 
you know the greatest scientists and inventors in history? Get ready to test your 
knowledge and your S.T.E.A.M. skills in this fast-paced, fun, and educational 
board game: THE GREATS: Scientists and Inventors edition. 

How did I come up with the idea? At the beginning of this school year, my 
teacher asked us to research 10 famous scientists/inventors who contributed 
something great to our world. I created a card game with questions about 
each scientist, and wrote short performance skits about two of the scientists 
meeting each other for the first time, like “What If: Ada Lovelace met Bill Gates” 
and “What If: Jacques Cousteau met Steve Jobs.” I learned so many new 
things about each scientist that I had never known before. That sparked my 
idea for THE GREATS board game, a wonderfully fun game of science! 

THE GREATS board game is designed for ages 10+ (grades 4+). It can be played 
with 2+ people, teams or competing groups, or even by yourself (if you want to 
learn more the greatest scientists or have fun just doing the Build challenges)! 
Teachers, classrooms, after-school programs, or S.T.E.M. clubs would love to 
have this board game as it covers Common Core topics in science, math, and 
technology.  

Included in the board game are fact cards for 44 of history’s greatest scientists 
and inventors, six playing pieces, 132 Question (Q) cards, 44 Build (B) cards, a 
timer, and assorted LEGO® bricks and LEGO Technic® bricks. The Question (Q) 
cards will test your knowledge of the scientist’s life, achievements, or greatest 
invention/contribution to the world. The Build (B) cards will test your engineering 
skills. 

How do you play? Begin at START and move forward to the first space. There 
are 4 different types of spaces you can land on. Follow the directions on the 
space or card drawn. First player to the FINISH, wins! 

THE GREATS: Scientists and Inventors Edition 
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• Question card space (Q): Test your knowledge of the scientist/inventor. 
The player to your right asks you the question card. If you answer correctly, 
move forward 2 spaces. 

• Build card space (B): Using the included assortment of LEGO® and LEGO 
Technic® bricks, you will try and build a creation that looks like the picture 
on the card. All cards will have a picture of one of the inventions or 
experiments from each of the 44 scientists from the game. 

• Lose a Turn space: If you land on this space, read the fun fact on the 
space and lose a turn. 

• Award space: If you land on this space, read the funny sentence on how 
you helped one of the scientists, and move forward 1 space.  

Total Word Count:  473 words 
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Inventor/Scientist Fact Cards for the following great scientists and inventors: 
Albert Einstein   Edwin Hubble   Charles Darwin 

Ada Lovelace   Stephen Hawking   Leonardo da Vinci 

Steve Jobs    Aristotle    George Washington Carver 

Louis Pasteur   Benjamin Franklin   Thomas Edison 

Anders Celsius   Gregor Mendel   Robert Boyle 

Robert Hooke   Zhang Heng    James Watt 

Brahmagupta   Dmitri Mendeleev   Luis Alvarez 

Fibonacci    Rachel Carson   Marie Curie   

Isaac Newton   Jane Goodall   Michael Faraday   

Nikola Tesla    Alexander Graham Bell  Nicolaus Copernicus   

Bill Gates    Robert Fulton   Johannes Gutenberg   

Eli Whitney    Daniel Fahrenheit   Ibn al-Haytham   

Mary Anning   Rosalind Franklin   Alessandro Volta   

Gene Shoemaker   William Harvey   Alexander Fleming   

Jacques Cousteau  Francis Bacon 

 

Board Game: 
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Examples of Questions (Q) cards:  
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Examples of Build (B) cards: 
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                                                                                                            Hudson Guzman 1

BUSINESS TYCOON

Number of players: 2-6

Ages: 4-infinity

Object: This educational game teaches people how to manage money. The object is to be the

player with the most money after a pre-agreed amount of time. Younger players learn about

different denominations of money and how to count spaces, add, and subtract. Older players

learn how to manage money and to choose wisely whether to buy a business.

How to play: Each player starts with $500. Players take turns and roll the dice to move forward.

If you land on a business, the green sticker shows how much you need to pay for a product that’s

for sale. If you see a purple sticker, that’s how much it costs if you want to buy that business. If

you become an owner of a business, then everybody who lands on your store needs to pay you

the price of the product you are selling.

Not all businesses are good deals. For example, at Joe’s Steakhouse, it costs $20 to be the owner,

and $1 is how much players will pay you when they land on it. Players will have to land on the

business many times for the owner to earn back the $20, so it may be a better decision not to buy

the restaurant if you land on it.
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                                                                                                            Hudson Guzman 2

If you land on a space with a yellow sticker, you earn the amount of money that is written on it.

There are special spots on the board. For example, if you land on the bus, you instantly get

transported to the school and earn $100. Also, if you have a ticket, you can fly from the airport

and go anywhere you want on the game board. If you want to fly to the school bus, you can, and

the school bus will transport you to the school on the same turn. If you land on an airport and

you don’t have a ticket because you didn’t buy one from the travel agency, you can only sit at the

airport and you can’t travel anywhere for that turn. It’s a good idea to save up tickets so you can

continue flying all over the place.

When you land on “draw a card,” take a yellow card and flip it over. It may say something like,

“You won a $500 prize.” You can also win a free pass on the plane, so when you land on the

airport, you don’t have to spend any money. A really bad card is “business burned” which means

you no longer own a business that you bought. You don’t earn your money back. There is also a

funny card that says, “You graduated from college, earn $50 from every player,” which is lucky

for you because while you earn $50 from every player, every other player loses $50.

When time is up, the player with the most money wins.

I hope you have fun with this game. Thank you for playing Business Tycoon.
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DEVOTE TO DEFEND 

Our life attainments lie in the contentment we achieve. Defending life is the paramount goal 

of every human. Defending life with blood donation is the divine of all. 

I dedicate this toy invention to those defenders of the world. 

For the trending generation, quenching brain feed is the prerequisite of the moment. 

Alternatively, the toy is a card game that affords intellectual interface with the playfellows. 

The game is been crafted with multiple cards for each blood group.  

The cards are primed in eye catching colours.  Each card has a matchless datum on blood, 

blood group and other specifics allied to blood and donation that instils in minds of the 

players that the need of the hour is blood donation. These cards bear in them the cues with 

respect to blood health also.  

The players get to know more about compatibility and inheritance of blood groups. At the 

initial stage, the hunt for playing is by referring the tables given in the rule sheet. After a 

course of time, the players imbibe the compatibility and inheritance table to their minds that 

they don’t need the table after that period of time.  

One can delight and stack up their knowledge while playing with cards. 

Each card jogs your memory on the ‘World Blood Donor Day’ – June 14 with the slogan 

“Every Blood Donor Is A Life Saver” 

‘Devote to Defend’ is a wholesome bestow to the supporters in the world by Blood 

Donation. 

 

 

 

Pon Balaji Srinivasan
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AGE GROUP: 

7+ years 

PLAYERS:- 
 

2 to 10 

 

Play cards from your hand according 
to the series of instructions given below.  

When you have one card left,     yell 
DEVOTE!! 

CONTENTS:- 

1. Blue Cards: 

o 8 Donor Cards (2 from each blood group) 

o 8 Recipient Cards  (2 from each blood group) 

o 2 Do A Barrel Roll Cards  

o 2  Lights Out Cards 

o 1 Two Pint Card 

o 1 Cross Card 

o 1 Equals Card 

2. Green  Cards:- 

o 8 Donor Cards (2 from each blood group) 

o 8 Recipient Cards  (2 from each blood group) 

o 2 Do A Barrel Roll Cards  

o 2  Lights Out Cards 

o 1 Two Pint Card 

o 1 Cross Card 

o 1 Equals Card 

3. Red Cards:- 

o 8 Donor Cards (2 from each blood group) 

o 8 Recipient Cards  (2 from each blood group) 

o 2 Do A Barrel Roll Cards  

o 2  Lights Out Cards 

o 1 Two Pint Card 

o 1 Cross Card 

o 1 Equals Card 

4. Yellow Cards:- 

o 8 Donor Cards (2 from each negative blood group) 

o 8 Recipient Cards  (2 from each negative blood group) 

o 2 Do A Barrel Roll Cards  

o 2  Lights Out Cards 

o 1 Two Pint Card 

o 1 Cross Card 

o 1 Equals Card 
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5. Purple Cards:- 

o 8 Donor Cards (2 from each negative blood group) 

o 8 Recipient Cards  (2 from each negative blood group) 

o 2 Do A Barrel Roll Cards 

o 2  Lights Out Cards 

o 1 Two Pint Card 

o 1 Cross Card 

o 1 Equals Card 

6. Special Cards:- 

o 5 ABO Cards 

o 5 Four Pint ABO Cards 

NOTE:- 

      The card game can be played in two different ways based upon the age category:- 

o For Ages 7 to 10, the deck can be reduced to 69 cards for the simplicity of the game. The Cards to be 

omitted are as follows:- 

 Donor and Recipient Cards of Yellow and Purple coloured cards – 32 

 Equals and Multiply Cards of all coloured cards – 10 

 Lights Out and Do a barrel roll cards of Purple and Yellow coloured cards – 8 

 ABO Cards - 2 

 4 Pint ABO cards – 2 

 2 Pint cards of Purple and Yellow coloured cards-2 

o For Ages 10+, the deck consists of 125 cards with tougher situations like crossing two blood groups. 

COME LET’s JUMP INTO THE WORLD OF EXTRAVAGANZA!! 

OBJECT:- 

      The first player to play all of the cards in their hand while their opponents are left holding is the winner. Be the first 

player to rid yourself of all the cards in your hand before your opponents. 

SETUP:- 

     Each player draws a card. Shuffle the deck. Each player is dealt 7 cards. Place the remaining cards face down to form 

a DRAW pile. Turn over the top card of the DRAW pile to begin the DISCARD pile. 

CARDS PERSONAE- 

1. 2 Pint Card – When you play this card, the next player must draw 2 cards and forfeit his turn. If the card is 

turned up at beginning of the play, the first player must draw 2 cards. This card may be played on a matching 

colour or on another 2 Pint card. 

2. Do a Barrel Roll Card – This card reverses the direction of the play. Play to the left now passes to the right, and 

vice-versa. If this card is turned up at the beginning of the play, the player to the right now plays first, and play 

then goes to the right instead of left. This card may be played only on a matching colour or on another Do a 

barrel roll card. 
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3. Lights Out - The next person in line to play after this card is played loses his turn and is ‘skipped’. If the card is 

turned at the beginning of the play, the first player is skipped. This card may only be played on a matching 

colour or on another skip card. 

4. ABO Card – When you play this card, you may change the colour being played to any colour or group( 

including the current colour and group). You may play a ABO card even if you have any other playable card in 

your hand. If this card is turned up at the beginning of the play, the first player choses the colour and group and 

plays his first card. 

5. 4 Pint ABO Card – This card allows you to call the next colour and the group played and requires the next 

player to pick 4 cards from the DRAW pile and forfeit his turn. However, there is a hitch! You can only play this 

card when you don’t have a card in your hand that matches the colour of the card previously played. You can 

play this card when you have a matching group or word in your hand of different colour. If a player has been 

found guilty of using the card illegally, he must draw 4 cards as a penalty. This is possible by a challenger who 

had to draw 4 cards. If the player is not guilty the challenger must draw 6 cards. 

6. Cross Cards – This card can be played when you don’t have any matching card to play. You can play this card 

only if the colour of the cross card and the previously played card is same. Playing this card you have to drop 

another card of your own choice to complete the cross( to be completed by the next player).  

7. Equals Cards- The next player after the cross card must drop an equals card(of any colour) and the cross result 

(of any colour), else he has to draw 3 cards as a penalty. If the cross is not completed, the game resumes 

normally ( based upon donor / recipient) without taking the cross to the next player’s turn. 

START THE GAME:- 

 If the first card on the discard pile is a donor card, 

Then you have to match the recipients of the blood group in the card. Follow the table. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 If the first card on the discard pile is a recipient card, 

Then you have to match the donors to the blood group in the card. Follow the table. 

 For example, 

 If AB+ donor card is the card in the DISCARD pile, then you can play only the recipient cards i.e.,  AB+ 

 If O- recipient card is the card in the DISCARD pile, then you can play only the donor cards i.e.,  0- 

 As for as cross cards are concerned, we need not take the Rh-factor (+ or -) into account. Follow the table given 

below:- 
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 For example, 

 If O+ve Red card is the card on the DISCARD pile, then the next player can drop Red -Cross Card and 

any other card (say O+ve). 

 The next player must drop equals of any colour and drop the correct breeding result (O) of any colour. 

 If a player has no card to play on, he has to draw a card and forfeit his turn. 

GOING OUT:- 

 Before playing  your next to last card, you must say DEVOTE!!!!. If you forget to say, DEVOTE before the card 

touches the DISCARD pile, but you catch yourself before any other player catches you, you are safe and not 

subject to the 4-card penalty. 

 You may not catch a player for failure to say DEVOTE until his second to last card touches the DISCARD 

Pile.Also, you may not catch a player after next person has begun his turn. If the last card played is 2 pint or 4 

pint ABO card, then the next player must draw the card accordingly. 
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Sextillion Space Explorations Dora Ivkovich
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SUMMARY OF THE RULES

The game box contains 25 tiles, commodity tokens, 6 dice (1 red, 5 white), 4 x 3 space ships, goal 

cards, and 14 planet containers. At the beginning of each game, the market tile is positioned in the 

middle, home planet tiles are positioned in the corners, and the remaining 20 tiles complete the board 

randomly, connecting to neighbors in 4 different ways (900 rotations). 

Initially, all planets are unexplored. Each player draws a goal card and places one ship onto 

other players’ home planets. The player with the highest die roll starts. 

When it is a player’s turn, the player moves one ship by 6 steps, undertaking appropriate 

actions along the way. A ship’s carrying capacity is 4 tokens. 

If the ship steps onto an unexplored planet, the planet gets a container filled with fuel, ore, 

and gold (in quantities determined by 3 die rolls). 

If the ship steps onto a planet with tokens, the player may load it (or exchange its current 

content) with the tokens from the planet up to its capacity. 

If the ship encounters a wormhole, the player declares the desired exit wormhole, rolls four 

dice (3 white, 1 red), and moves the ship to the desired wormhole if any of the four dice show the 

desired wormhole number; otherwise, the ship moves to the wormhole indicated by the red die. 

If the ship steps onto own home planet, it may be unloaded! 

If the ship steps onto another player’s home planet, players may trade at mutually agreeable 

exchange rates, involving only tokens from visiting players’ ships. 

If the ship steps onto the market, the player may trade at one-for-one exchange rate (up to 

current market capacity, determined by 3 die rolls). 

If the ship encounters another player’s ship in outer space, the two players may trade at 

mutually agreeable exchange rates, involving only tokens from the two ships. If only one side wants 

to trade, players roll a die; the higher roll picks up to four tokens from the content of both ships; the 

lower roll gets the rest. 

A ship may block a field in outer space by unloading a token onto the field. When a ship runs 

into a block, the block is removed from the board, but the ship may not continue until next turn.
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Sextillion Space Explorations Dora Ivkovich
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                        

 

 

 

 

 

 

GAME BOARD SKETCH 
(ONE OF 1021 POSSIBLE TILE 
ARRANGEMENTS) 

EXAMPLE: CENTRAL SECTION OF THE 
BOARD, TWO DIFFERENT ARRANGEMENTS

SAMPLE GOAL CARD 3-D FEATURE ON 2-D BOARD: WORMHOLES

GAME BOX 
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SEXTILLION SPACE EXPLORATIONS 
Dora Ivkovich 

To avoid boredom and motivate players to keep coming back to a game, game designers must find 

some ways to keep the game interesting. Sextillion Space Explorations is a board game for 2-4 

players that maintains the player’s interest in a unique way—randomness—by allowing players to 

always have a new board! The board is created by placing the 25 tiles randomly to form the board. 

Before its placement, each tile can be turned in 4 ways, upon which it is connected to the other 

tiles to create the board. The name of the game comes from the fact that this construction can 

produce more than one sextillion (1021) different boards.  

At the beginning of a game, each player draws a Goal Card. To win the game, a player 

must travel between various planets and gather all the commodities listed on the player’s Goal 

Card. These commodities are fuel, ore, and gold, represented by tokens on the board. Initially, 

each planet has quantities of commodities determined by rolls of the dice. The players’ race to 

complete their goals is enhanced by the game’s second unique feature, the presence of wormholes. 

There are six wormholes that enable the players to move to a different wormhole on the board 

based on a dice roll. This 3D travel through wormholes, the second unique feature of the game, 

keeps it interesting and lively over time.  

Players load their ships with the tokens and attempt to race back to their home planet so 

they can unload and keep reaching for their goal. Players can also trade with other players or in 

the market, placed in the center of the board. The game starts amicably, with many resources to 

harness. Over time, resources tighten, forcing the players to be increasingly aggressive, 

intercepting other players’ ships. It is a very dynamic and fun game. It is virtually impossible to 

play the game on the same board twice! 
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Ambience Alert

- Vincent Raja 

Education and Entertainment has become the two faces 

of the coin. The Invention Ambience Alert  - an informative educational 

interactive game is for the youthful & adventurous minds.

The game provides an awareness in the players for the 

upkeep of their ambience. The game  provokes the knowledge of the user with 

the interactive quizzing and essentials for Green Earth. The game is intended 

with simplicity and user friendly.

 Ambience Alert, also alarms the infirmity we craft to 

our living planet. The game would dish up as a safe edutainment for the 

growing generations.

Steps to extract the project:

1.Read the instructions clearly in the "  READ ME  "  File.

2. "http://filehippo.com/download_winrar/32/" click the 

corresponding link to download the winrar software and 

extract the rar file.
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Ambience Alert

 (Read the instructions completely and then 
work it out)

System Requirements :
 OS : Windows 10/8/7
 Processor : Pentium® Dual Core CPU 
 RAM : Minimum (2 GB)
 System Type : 64-bit Operating System 
 In case if 32-bit is only available then download all the resources software
 For 32-bit Operating System
 Speakers Or Headphones (Recommended)
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NOTE : Make sure that all the system 
requirements are fulfilled in your 
computer

Primary Task to be done
 Install the WinRAR software that I have sent 
 After the installation extract the rar file that I have sent 
 Now You will be able to see a Folder Named “Alertness In Ambience”
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Steps to play the game :
1. Go to the Resources Folder
2. You can find 2 Software Installers
3. First of all install the JDK into your Computer
4.Then after the installation is successful install the Net 

beans 
5. Now you are all done to play the game
6.Extract the rar file “Evironmental Awareness” in the folder 

“Project”

Opening The Project in Netbeans : Open the netbeans software that you have installed previously
 Now choose file option from menu bar
 Then select open project
 Now go to the location where you have extracted the rar file 

“Evironmental Awareness”
 You will be able to see a coffee cup near the name of the folder
 Choose that file and click open project
 Wait for few seconds till it opens up the project  
 You will be able to see a tab named “Projects” in the left side of 

the screen
 Drag the cursor there and you will be able to see the project that 

you opened
 Now right click the project and choose Run 
 The program will start running and you can play the game
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Program Check :
 To have a look at my source code 
1. Double Click the project in the left side
2. Then Double Click “Source Packages”
3. Again Double Click “Environment”
4.You will be able to see all my JFrames and JForms
5. Double Click any of the JFrames and it will take you to the design 
6.To view the code you have to select the “Source” tab near “Design” tab 

above
7. There you will be able to see my source code

Important 
Do not change any of the code in the file 
Even if a letter is changed you will encounter 

with an error and you will not be able to play 
the game again after changing 
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For any Technical Error : 

Contact Me at : 91+9543387378
Or Email me at m.vincentraja@gmail.com
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Arts and Leisure

ARTS AND LEISURE

Ages 11-12

First Place

Evelyn XinYi Mason
Age 12
Longmont, Colorado
“A Problem with our Phones”

Ages 15-18

First Place

Grace Shin
Age 17
Incheon, South Korea
“Fencing LED Marker”

Second Place

Yejin Choi
Age 16
Seogwipo, South Korea
“Drying Konjac Sponge”

Third Place

Salman Hamad A. Aredha
Jidhafs, Bahrain
“Smart Chair”
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Grace Shin
International Torrance Award

Categories: Arts and Leisure

To me, fencing is one activity that I feel alive doing. I love the shape of my body when I gently 
hold my sword and lean forward to concentrate my entire attention to the tip of my fencing 
sword. This is when my swordsmanship shines. Seamless swordsmanship of marche, retraite, 
and attaque continues on and on. Because I wanted to continue my fencing career in my school, I 
decided to found a fencing club. During fencing games, there are multiple times when players 
are stabbed at the same time. Players always have to check the scoreboard to see which player’s 
light came first or have to rewind the video to check. This process is often a tiresome and let the 
game be very loose to both the players and audience. I decided to create an invention that 
reprimand this. To immediately check the exact location of hit, or stab. I will create fencing 
equipment and clothes that allows small led bulbs to light up when it comes contact with the 
sword. This idea came from our fencing club. At our club, we often put pastel or paint on the tip 
of the sword for fun to check the location of the stab. This practice is not so much practical when 
it comes to actual fencing matches. So LED lighting should easily replace this. So I imagined 
fencing cloths having lights coming out whenever the player is stabbed. Then, players and the 
viewers can see the place of where the body got stabbed. By clearly seeing the exact location of 
hit, the viewers can have an increased visual enjoyment and the players can become more precise 
when stabbing the competing player. Through my invention, I envision fencing to be a more 
popular sports than before. Number of viewers will increase and it will definitely make the game 
more exciting. I would like to catch both awesomeness and practicality with this invention.  
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Yejin Choi

International Torrance Award 

Invention Categories: Science and Engineering

I've invented a new method for drying Konjac Sponge. For those who are not familiar

with what Konjac is I would have to explain this first. Konjac also known as 

Amorphophallus konjac scientifically, is a plant native to warm subtropical to 

tropical eastern Asia. Although not familiar in the western world, it is a popular and 

abundant in countries like Japan, China, Korean and other South East Asian 

Countries. The food made from the Corm of this plant is widely known as yam cake 

in colors of white and black. Different types of food form such as noodle is made with 

this plant. Konjac in 21st century is extremely popular among those who try to lose 

weight as it bring sense of satiation without adding up much calories. Recently 

Konjac producers found other uses of Konjac. It is now used in facial massage 

accessories in a form of sponges. Konjac sponge is a great alternative for 

conventional cosmetic sponge as it is natural and can be used on extremely 

sensitive skin types without causing much epidermic irritation. In the process of 

drying these sponges, a conventional method of hot air drying causes the sponge 

with wrinkles. This is aesthetically less pleasing as this sponge is used for a 

cosmetic purposes. I uses the knowledge in my science class to find a more original

and refined method of drying Konjac sponge without any aesthetic compromises. I 

would freeze the sponge and drying them under state of vacuum. Please see belofw 

for the process I came up with and patented: 

1. Freeze the wet sponge under negative 20 Celsius degrees for 2 to 10 hours. 

2. Dry the frozen Konjac Sponge inside vacuum dryer for 5 to 36 hours. 

3. Keep the state of vacuum at 10-3 Torr.

Please refer the photo provided for the comparative end product for the Konjac 

Sponges. 

 

Yenjin Choi
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The invention of the Smart Chair is an interaction between special needs people with the 

device and how to use it to rely on themselves without the need for external assistance.

Persons with special needs can rely on themselves through the use of this Smart Chair easily 

through a control device used by the disabled for freedom of movement.

The device works by placing a small control device on the disabled person's head so that he 

sends signals to the chair in order to move the Chair in the direction he wants by only tilting 

the head lightly towards the desired direction. Basically, both the chair and the head control 

device are connecting to each other all the way to the disabled brain in order to send signals 

for movements.

The purpose of this smart chair is to minimize the suffering of the disabled and to reduce the 

burden on them. So that the device will not cost them a lot of money because of the use of 

recycling materials in building it. Also, anyone can use it easily and safely. The aim is also to 

introduce the device into the labor market for consumers.

The first-class beneficiaries for the innovation of the Smart Chair are disabled persons, those 

with congenital defects, and injuries and accidents victims. This device is designed for them 

to relieve their pain and suffering and also to get rid of fear and sadness because of their 

situation and the possibility of continuing their daily life without feeling inferior.

Salman Aredha - Smart Chair
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2 
 

I hope that I have succeeded in presenting this invention, highlighting the importance of the 

Smart Chair and the small control device in the life of the disabled and the safety of its use, 

and who are the beneficiary group and its importance in the life of the individual and society. 

Last but not least, I hope this device sows hope and vitality and restore confidence in the 

hearts of the disabled people.
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Science and Engineering

SCIENCE AND ENGINEERING

Ages 8-10

First Place

Callum Wyer
Age 10
Houston, Texas
 “Pollinator Helper 1.0”

Second Place

Alexia Gonzalez
Age 10
Dalton, Georgia
“Ca-Brush”

Ages 11-12

First Place

Ailey Jessica Freeman and 
Maya Chinthani Rajapakse
Age 11
De Soto, Kansas
“The VEC: The Velocipedic Eagle Chair”

Second Place

Tyler Lynch
Age 12
Armonk, New York
“V.R. 30x5”

Honorable Mention

Mohammed Ali Siddiqui
Age 12
Lincolnwood, Illinois
“Water Fountain Invention”

Ages 13-14

First Place

Varun Jha
Age 14
Mumbai, India
“Telepresence”

Ages 15-18

First Place

Lindsey Angelina Chu
Age 15
Bayside, New York
“The Effect of Salt Water on Cloud Albedo”

Second Place

Rajkumar Senthilkumar
Age 15
Virudhunagar, India
“Moisture Monitor”
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   Pollinator Helper 1.0 
 

Across the country, populations of different beneficial pollinators have 
declined over the years. Disease, loss of habitat, loss of host and nectar 
plants, and pesticides have been major factors in the decline of bees 
and Monarch butterflies all across the United States. The Monarch 
butterfly population alone has declined by 90% over the past decade!  

In the Mid-West region of the country, farmers are turning more and more to renting 
“migratory bees”, which are companies that bring in tractor-trailer trucks loaded with boxes 
of bee colonies to help pollinate their crops. That is a large-scale operation on the greatest 
of magnitudes! But what about us little folk? What can individuals do to help pollinate their 
personal gardens, their backyard vegetable garden, or even their local community garden 
when there are fewer pollinators around? 

That question was the spark for my idea to “hack”, or reuse/recycle, a small, remote-
controlled, 4-propeller drone. I searched online and found special “pollination wands” that 
would mimic the tiny, bristle-like hairs on bees legs that collect pollen when they go from 
flower to flower. I attached one to the front of my drone. Adding the pollination wands to 
the front of the drone added more weight so the drone was off-balance. To counter this, I 
made a pair of butterfly wings out of construction paper to add weight and balance the 
drone when in flight. 

The pollination wands are small and flexible so you can adjust them to fit the type of flowers 
you are wanting to pollinate. You will want to use one pollination wand per type of flower. To 
avoid cross contamination between different species of flowers, just soak the pollination 
wands in 70%-90% rubbing alcohol, rinse thoroughly, and let dry; then they are ready to be 
used again.  

How does it work? The drone can fly in all directions: up, down, side-to-side, back and forth. 
The transfer of pollen from an anther to a pistol is known as pollination. When pollen is 
transferred from one plant to another, the process is called cross-pollination. The blades of 
the drone produce enough wind energy to help blow the pollen grains around, and the 
pollination wands collect the pollen from the anthers just 
like bees and butterflies do. Using the drone, fly it from 
flower to flower on the plant you want to pollinate. Not 
only is it easy to use, but fun as well! Families, gardening 
groups, community gardens, school science programs, 
or anyone else will have a great time pollinating their 
plants. If you own a drone with a video camera, you 
can take video of your pollinating experience and share 
it on You Tube or Facebook to bring awareness of the 
decline of the pollinator.                Picture from Easy Science for Kids 

Callum Wyer
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Pollination wand is attached to the drone. 

 

 

 

 

 

I decorated my drone to look like a butterfly. 

The pollination wand is attached to the bottom front of the drone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Back view              Side view 

 

Pollinator 1.0 in action – pollinating the purple flowers of my Sapphire Showers bush. 
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Torrance Creativity Awards 2017 Submission for Inventions:  Science and Engineering 

The Ca-Brush 

    My challenge was to create a Rube Goldberg machine that creates a simple task in a 
complicated way.  Who would have thought that the invention of the Ca-Brush would be the 
result?   

     I got this idea when I was playing with my remote-control car and a vacuum cleaner 
commercial came on the television and something in my brain went "Ding!".  I thought of my 
Rube Goldberg machine becoming a vacuum cleaner, but decided that would be too heavy.  
Then I thought of using a deck brush to clean the floor.  It wasn't too heavy or too light – it was 
perfect!   

     To make a Ca-Brush you need a small remote-control car, a deck brush, a hot glue gun, 
copper pipe, a soldering iron, a cordless cut out tool, a one –inch long hook, and a screw driver.   

Here are the steps I used to make the Ca-Brush: 

1. Disable the car by taking everything off the car base and lay all the pieces out in order of 
removal. 

2. Get an eight-inch deck brush (with a curved front for more detail) and cut out two slots 
for the tires. 

3. Add a one-inch long hook and attach it by using lead-free copper pipe which you solder 
to the rear motor. 

4. Place all of the pieces from the remote-control car in the same order you laid them out. 
5. Hot glue the rear and front lights in place. 
6. Get your remote-control device that came with the car and test it to make sure it works. 
7. It is very easy to control – you just grab the controller and the brush will clean the floor 

for you. 

Anyone can benefit from using this device.  It is useful because you can control where the brush 
is going and you do not have to get on your hands and knees while scrubbing the floor; the Ca-
Brush does it for you!  This would be especially useful for older people or anyone who has 
difficulty getting up and down.  

 

Alexia Gonzalez 

Dalton Public Schools 

Westwood Elementary 

Dalton, GA  30720 
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The VEC: The Velocipedic Eagle Chair 
 
The Problem 
Regular chairs bore the students that have to sit in them all day. First, they are 
uncomfortable. They are not ergonomically correct for the average child. Second, sitting 
altogether is not enjoyable, let alone sitting during a class. Children easily get bored. 
Students need a chair that they can focus in while being allowed to move.   
 
Students unknowingly risk injury while trying to entertain themselves by tipping and 
moving their chairs. For instance, when I was in second grade, my teacher told the 
class to make sure that we sat with all four chair legs on the ground. My classmate had 
her knees on the chair and she accidentally tipped the chair too far back and fell 
between her chair and desk. I, myself, have leaned in my chair and fallen over. I was 
fortunate to not have anything more serious than an ache in my back for the rest of the 
class period. I had disrupted the class and created a negative impact on myself.  
  
Our Solution 
Our goal was to make a safe and comfortable chair that children could move in, while 
understanding that the “fidgeting” should not distract others. Our inspiration to make the 
VEC was a chair in our class that we could sit on in a way that made class a little more 
fun for us. We chose to make a chair that was safe to sit on in that position.  
 
VEC is an acronym, which means that each letter stands for a word. 
V stands for Velocipedic. Though, Velocipedic is not a recognized word, it consists of 
roots.  
     Veloci + ped + ic 
     Veloci = fast, speed, rapid, motion 
     Ped or Pod = of the feet 
     Ic = having some characteristics of 
When you sit in this chair your feet are what keep you moving either fast or still. 
 
E stands for Eagle. Why? Because you sit in the chair like you are an eagle. You can 
lean side to side as if you were flying. 
 
C stands for chair. Why? Because it is intended to be used as a chair. 
 
The VEC’s main features are the super, the braces, the seat, the arch. 
     The SUPER is where you rest your torso and what allows you to sit like Superman,     
     leaning forward in the chair. 
     The BRACES are what keep you from hitting the ground while leaning side to side. 
     The SEAT is what keeps you from sliding off of the chair. 
     The ARCH functions as the legs. 
 
Conclusion 
There is a lack of consideration when a child is uncomfortable in their seat. We are 
trying to make it so that they are able to continue learning comfortably. Some teachers 

Ailey Jessica Freeman and 
Maya Chinthani Rajapakse 
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will allow you to stand, but it is only a partial solution. After some time, your legs get 
tired and you are back to square one. Our research has found that your heart does not 
function as effectively while you are standing still. Standing still for a long period of time 
is bad for your joints and can result with strained legs and feet. Standing will also force 
you to hunch over when trying to write. We put some consideration into the VEC and 
now a safe, fun chair exists. Now students can enjoy school and remain focused.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Super 

The Arch 

The Braces 

The Seat 

side view 

front view back view 
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 A Telepresence bot acts as a surrogate for someone. If I am a person living in Mumbai but want to hold a 
conference with someone living in Bangalore I can do so with the help of a Telepresence bot .It will be able to move 
around and can help bridge the gap. The parts I have used to make this are :

 1) Continuous rotation servos
 2) Standard servo
 3) Arduino
 4) 4 x AA battery holder
 5) 2 x AA battery holder
 6) AA battery
 7) M-type power plug
 8) Caster wheels
 9) Plastic box
 10) Selfie stick
 11) 1/2" ceiling plate flange
 12) Metal coat hanger
 13) 1/4-20 x 7/8" by 1-1/4" base sliders
 14) 1/4-20 nuts
 15) Assorted shrink tube
 16)DTMF Shield
 17)Adafruit microphone module
 18) Distance sensor

 The continuous rotation servos go into the wheels.By having mounted the motors in the middle of the robot, 
I have created a robust drive assembly. The robot will not only be able to go forwards and backwards, but also turn in 
both directions. 
 In fact, not only can the robot veer left or right by differing the speeds of the motors while driving, but it can also 
pivot in place. This is accomplished by rotating the motors at the same speed in opposite directions. On account of this 
capability, the robot can navigate tight spaces.
 The standard servo is attached to the selfie stick with the help of the ceiling plate flange.This allows us to rotate 
the selfie stick which achieves a significant thing. Whenever we talk to someone we look at them and this is made possi-
ble by the rotating selfie stick.
 Arduino is a microcontroller and the brain of the robot. It acts as a coordinator between the servos, phone, 
sensors and the batteries. Attached on the Arduino is the DTMF Shield .  An arduino shield is a special circuit board that 
plugs in on top of the Arduino and adds special functionality to it. DTMF stands for "dual tone multi frequency".On this 
shield 
we have the microphone module. The shield and the module are needed to control the bot. According to the number 
we press on the keypad the DTMF tone is generated by the phone which being caught by the shield gives servos the 
command through Arduino. 
 To power all this up we need 6 AA batteries. But there is a tricky part. The Arduino needs a 9V supply but the 
servos just need 6V. Hence two cables need to be made a 6V and a 3V.The 6V will provide the power to the servos and 
then it will merge with the 3V to provide power to the Arduino.
 But there is a possibility that the robot will collide with something. This needs to be avoided and for that I have 
installed a collision switch. It is a simple switch when pressed will give the bot instruction that it needs to go back . 
However the collision switch is the last resort. The bot shouldn't collide with anything in the first place. Hence there is the 
distance sensor. Whenever there is a object 2 inches away the bot will move away. And if this malfunctions we have the 
collision switch.
 So we have covered it all - The movement, collision and the control. And, one last thing all this is inside the 
plastic box.

MADE BY: VARUN JHA 
STANDARD:10
DIVISION: B
CATEGORY OF THE PROJECT: SCIENCE AND ENGINEERING



Inventions 217 

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  



2017 International Torrance Legacy Creativity Awards218 

1 
 

Many scientists and studies have confirmed that global warming is happening around the world. 
Various ways have been devised to slow down global warming, including reducing fossil fuel 
use, planting trees, reducing waste, and conserving water. This project focuses on a particular 
aspect associated with global warming, namely the albedo or reflective properties of clouds. 
Albedo values range from 0 (i.e., no reflectivity) to 1 (i.e., full reflectivity). Increasing a cloud’s 
albedo may aid in diverting electromagnetic radiation (UV, visible light, infrared) away from the 
earth. The addition of substances to a cloud may help to improve its albedo. 

An experiment was devised to record reflected sunlight and UV from a cloud. An apparatus was 
constructed to create and partially contain a cloud, and an artificial light source was used to 
simulate sunlight and ultraviolet light (both A and B) that would be directed into the cloud. Two 
types of test instruments – a light lux meter and UV A/B meter – recorded data. Different salt 
solutions, aloe solutions, and actual sea water were vaporized to create a “cloud.” Sea salt was 
used to create solutions of 5%, 10%, and 15% concentration (by weight). Aloe was tested since it 
is a natural alternative to sunscreen. Aloe juice was used to create solutions of 5% and 10% 
concentration (by volume). Three trials were performed for each type of solution. 

Data collected were averaged due to limitations of creating a small artificial cloud. The results 
showed that the addition of salt or aloe into a cloud increased the amount of reflected light and 
UV compared to those of a “standard cloud” (i.e., one created from plain distilled water). Salt 
solutions were able to increase albedo by an average of 25%; aloe solutions were able to increase 
albedo by an average of 4%. A small amount of salt added to distilled water appeared to have a 
bigger effect: results of a 5% salt solution were better than a 10% and 15% salt solution. Sea 
water had similar results as the 5% salt solution. 

This experiment demonstrated that the addition of a small amount of salt or aloe can assist in 
increasing the albedo of a cloud. Sea water, with a nominal 3% salt, was also effective at 
increasing reflectivity.  

In conclusion, slowing global warming can be done by increasing cloud albedo through injection 
of ocean water into the atmosphere with a powerful steam ejector from a floating barge. 

Lindsey Angelina Chu
“The Effect of Salt Water on Cloud Albedo” 
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                              MOISTURE MONITOR
                                                                                                    -Rajkumar Senthil Kumar

                      Nature and Science goes hand in hand. Inventions must nurture the traditionl 

practices. My invention “ MOISTURE MONITOR”is of that kind. The appliance serves as the 

boon for the kitchen garden.

                           The moisture for the soil is essential as blood for the life. The appliance 

perform  in dual way. Firstly, it ensures the moisture level  of the soil. Secondly, sends alert 

message to the kitchen gardener. Essentially helpful in the  absence of the gardener.

                                             “Save time: Save plant”

Components used:

                                    Arduino Board

                                         Soil Moisture Sensor

                                    GSM SIM 900 Module

                                         9 V Battery

                                    Wires

                                    LED lights

                                         SIM card

                           The Arduino board is the micro controller of the appliance. The operation is 

coded in C++ Language.The program coding is uploaded into the Arduino. The connections 

are made in different pins according to the serial number in the program. The soil moisture 

sensor and GSM SIM module with a SIM card are connected to the board, the power supply 

is supplied with a 9V battery.

                               The soil moisture sensor continuously reads the soil moisture level. When 

the humidity decreases and the dryness occurs, the pre – typed alert message is sent to the 

gardener whose number is fed in the SIM.

                       Thus the simple & handy ‘ MOISTURE MONITOR’ nurtures the nature.

                                                                     (1)
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Program:

/**Moisture monitor

*The circuit:

* The soil moisture sensor signal pin is connected to A0.

* Connect VCC(sensor) to 5V(sensor) and GND to GND

* GSM MODULE to the arduino board

*/

#include<SoftwareSerial.h>

SoftwareSerial mySerial(9,10);

const int soil_sensor = A0; // Analog input pin that the soil moisture sensor is attached to

int sensorValue = 0; 

// store sensor input value

int led_pin=13;

void setup()

 {

 // initialize serial communications at 9600 bps:

 Serial.begin(9600); 

 Serial.begin(9600);

 delay(100);

}

void loop()

{

if(Serial.available()>0)

if(mySerial.available()>0)

Serial.write(mySerial.read());

// read the sensor:

sensorValue = analogRead(soil_sensor);

// print the sensor results to the serial monitor:

                                                                     (2)
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Serial.print("Moisture Value = " );

Serial.println(sensorValue);

delay(10000);

while(1);

// delay of one second

delay(1000);

if(sensorValue<800)

{

digitalWrite(led_pin,LOW);

}

else

{  

 digitalWrite(led_pin,HIGH);

 Serial.println("AT+CMGF=1");

 delay(1000);

 Serial.println("AT+CMGS=\"+917708892130\"\r");

 delay(1000);

 Serial.println("The moisture level in the soil is low.Irrigation is required");

 delay(200);

 }

 } 

 

 

                                                                        (3)
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                                                          Sensors

Moisture sensor:

GSM Sim900 Module:

                                               (4)
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                                      Circuit 

                                                          (5)
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                            Message sent:(Sample)

   

                                                   (6)
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The Center for Gifted offers an innovative and unique approach to education, providing enriching opportunities for motivat-
ed students to explore diverse subjects in a challenging, creative environment free from the pressures of tests and grades. 
At The Center for Gifted, programs are designed specifically to meet the unique educational needs of advanced learners in 
an environment that is supportive and nurturing of their individual gifts and talents.

Founded in 1983, the Center for Gifted serves children who express capacity for high performance in diverse areas of 
intelligence. Through creative teaching strategies, materials, and curricula, the Center's programs offer unique, hands-on 
activities and inventive modes of participation. Our faculty comprise outstanding professionals - experts in their respective 
fields - who communicate effectively with children and reflect a genuine sensitivity and commitment to learning. Differentia-
tion and creative critical thinking are the cornerstones of our programs.

The Center for Gifted and Midwest Torrance Center for Creativity offers diverse and challenging programs fall, winter break, 
winter, spring, and summer. Programs range from Wondrous Workshops of Saturday or Sunday, Worlds of Wisdom and 
Wonder in the Winter, four or five Sunday afternoons each, to a summer of many exciting one, two, and three week pro-
grams, half day and all day, June, July, and beginning August. Programs reflect courses in science, math, humanities, the 
arts, computers, robotics, all designed to advance the thinking, creating, and producing talents and abilities of participants. 
Courses challenge students to think more perceptively, creatively, deeply, and expansively.

Parent Seminars are offered in conjunction with Center programs held year round. The Director of the Center is a major 
speaker along with others to introduce parents to the world of encouraging bright, motivated children and young people 
to think creatively and critically in both school and home settings through activities, materials, and strategies applicable to 
them. Parents are the most accurate judges of the talents of their students and deserving of knowledge of how to advance 
the abilities, insights, and talents of their children. Parent Seminars will enable parents to encourage their child's ability to 
create, problem solve, reason inductively, and produce. Varied collections of materials will be distributed, and books written 
by the Director and faculty will be available. 
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Creative Writing
Visual Arts

Music Composition
Inventions

Submissions Accepted:  January 1 - July 1, 2018     |     Students ages 8-18

Students are invited to submit their finest creative work to help celebrate the great legacy and heritage of educator 
and creativity pioneer, Dr. E. Paul Torrance, author of more than 2,000 tests, articles, and books.

Themes: Students are encouraged to interpret freely these themes.

Sponsors:  National Association for Gifted Children (NAGC); Creativity Network, NAGC; Torrance Center for Creativity and Talent Development, The University of Georgia; 
Great Plains Center for Gifted Studies, Emporia State University; Future Problem Solving Program International; Center for Creative Learning;

and Midwest Torrance Center for Creativity/The Center for Gifted

Music Composition

Students may submit original musical compositions 
for any solo instrument or any combination of 
instruments or voice (e.g., solo piano, multiple 
instruments, voice and accompaniment, vocal duet).
All submissions must include a recording of the 
composition and a score. All materials must be 
submitted on a CD/DVD to: Elizabeth Brown,
c/o The Center for Gifted, 1926 Waukegan Rd., 
Suite 2, Glenview, IL. 60025 USA

Creative Writing

Poetry and the Short Story  
Creative writers may submit one poem and/or one story, 
responding to any one of our six themes.  There is no 
prescribed word limit for poems; there is, however, a 
1,250 word limit for stories.  Students may find “Tips 
for Writers” supportive of their original ideas and 
expression (see website).

Contact:
Joan Franklin Smutny - (847) 256-1220
www.centerforgifted.org
torranceentries@aol.com

Inventions

Contact:
Connie Phelps ~ (620) 341-5817
www.emporia.edu/gpc-gifted/
cphelps@emporia.edu

Categories: Arts and Leisure; Science and 
Engineering; Toys and Games. Write a 300-500 
word description and include 3D drawings or photos 
of all aspects of the invention. One invention accepted 
per category.

Visual Arts

Contact:
Stephen Schroth ~ (410) 704-4292 or (240) 467-7160
www.centerforgifted.org
torranceentries@aol.com

Students may submit photographs of any 2D or 
3D visual art, including without limitation painting, 
collage, printmaking, photography, sculpture, 
ceramics, or other related work. Please note that 
you must submit a photographic representation of 
your work of art. Each student may submit only one 
submission for the category of 2D or 3D art or both.

Journey to Forever
A Reluctant Adventure
Who Would’ve Thought
Exploring a New Universe

The Honor and The Glory
A Grateful Heart 
What A Mystery!
Couldn’t Help Laughing

Contact:
Elizabeth Brown
elizbrown20@gmail.com
torranceentries@aol.com
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