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1st Place Poetry

Kodee Wright
V.I.T. High School

High School Nightmare

Round about our black pot go,
In the horrid memories throw.
Hotdog that’s tinted green
PowerAde, juice, caffeine
Spanish book, encrusted spit
B



1st Place Fiction

Alex Nall
United CUSD #304

Aquamarine Geo

Being switched at birth isn’t that bad, I think to myself, as I do every morning at the breakfast table, it’s just like
getting over an addiction; one must go through a series of steps that lead to acceptance.

My father is sitting across from me, a shiny spoon with a load of Lucky Charms in it. As he attempts to eat
his breakfast, a waterfall of the overlapping milk dribbles down my father’s prickly chin.

Me, | am at the head of the table, scratching my head as to why this is the life I live in this corn-chomping
county.

“So, today you've got school?” My father asks, a half chewed diamond oat escaping his jaws.

“Yep,” | remark, staging my monotone as obvious as possible.

“Anything going on afterwards?”

“Band practice, then to Pete’s for movie night.” Like every Monday evening.

“Right right... so what flick is it tonight?”

Flick. God, flick. Only my father can take a commonly used word like “flick” and make it into a word as
vulgar to the lips as “diarrhea” or “scrotum.”

“Dawn of the Dead,” | say.

His bowling ball head perks up in a flash of excitement. “You don’t say! You know | was just entering
college when that came to drive-ins! Your mother and | actually saw it about-"

“Yeah, well this is a remake,” | say, saving myself from the trepid tale.

My father’s smile fades and his eyes blink a couple times. The burrows on his bald head above his eyebrows
scrunch oddly and his cheeks drop a bit. He did the same thing when he heard our Grandma Elton died.

I bid my farewells and grab my skateboard and pack and head out the door.

He’s probably still sitting there, letting his cereal decompose into a pool of psychedelic hues, the
marshmallows sinking like blasted submarines. He’s probably not aware that he’s the biggest dork on the planet.

On Tuesday, after school, I lay out on the lawn doing rock god meditation, staring at the sky, praying that a
reality show host will pop out and tell me it’s all been a cruel joke for the world’s viewing pleasure: a sixteen-year-
old Truman Show.

The only person to appear is my father.

He is in banana colored shorts, a tanktop that has a goofy cardinal twirling a basketball on his finger, and a
John Deere hat covering his bald noggin.

“Grrrrrrreat day,” he says, miming Tony the Tiger, forever ruining Frosted Flakes to my tongue and ears.

I don’t comment and continue staring at the sky. He smacks his lips and then says, “Hey, I've got something
for you. You're gonna like it.”

I don’t move. At the word “something” | had a catalog of images flood my mind, including a series of
fishing lures, a boyhood slingshot, or the remains of baseball cards, weathered and wrinkled.



“C’mon slowpoke, promise, this one’s good.”

He’s got my attention now. The “promise” that this is not what it will be makes me get off the grass and
follow him to the garage where he opens the door.

| see a short sky blue vehicle sitting where my mother’s minivan usually is. | say nothing.



1st Place Non-Fiction

Angela Lee
Washington High School

Emily

She stood quietly at the well



He always left in such a hurry, never revealing his identity, only warming her heart and
hands, which wrote him letters after he’d gone. And so again, they began their task, scribbling the
first line across the parchment.

I’'m nobody. Who are you?



