
Winning Entries from the 2010 EWF Young Writers Contest 

 
Below you will find a selection of winning entries from the 2010 EWF Young Writers 

Contest.  Some of the winners were comfortable seeing their work posted for everyone to 

read, and some were not – that’s why you will see some entries missing. 

 

No editing took place.  These entries are exactly as they were sent to me, except for 

font/style formatting for consistency.  Grammar errors and typos are purely the work of 

the authors!  Read, and enjoy! 

 

Jean Mills 

Chair, 2010 EWF Young Writers Contest 

 

Junior Poetry 

 

First: Victoria Bell “Memories” 

 

Second: Isabella Taylor “The Curse of Gold” 

           

The Curse of Gold 

 

It was upon a dreary yesterday 

That I gazed upon God’s acre so grotesque 

With feet firmly pressed into the blackened loam 

A soul now pitted in darkness 

Devaluing your life for gold 

To plunge so willingly into Aphrodite’s curse 

 

From rich, chesnut hair to the oiled grey strain of this befallen curse 

Oh, to long for yesterday 

Twas only a shining mineral reflecting gold 

Changing man’s reason to thoughts so grotesque 

A beacon of light now plunged into darkness 

Submerged deep down under the loam 

 

This rich treasure birthed from loam 

Sustaining man’s greedy curse 

A jeweled promise hidden in the darkness 

A drink from Lethe to forget your yesterdays 



Leading you into Hades realm of the grotesque 

No longer having a heart of gold 

 

Who knew when you began this search for gold 

In the innocent, unapologetic loam 

Your shovels would bend so grotesquely 

And under your breath you whisper a curse 

As all your days turn into empty yesterdays 

Continuing the dig deeper and deeper into the abyss of darkness 

 

Every attempt seems to end in darkness 

Temperatures rising in a fever of gold 

With this false hope that today will be better than yesterday 

Your clothes bathed in the scent of loam 

Strengthening you to free yourself from this poor man’s curse 

But I find your fury so utterly grotesque 

 

A joyful clamor with a smile so grotesque 

You finally found a piece of light in the darkness 

However you have not beaten the curse 

A twist of fate brings you only fool’s gold 

With a bellowing cry you fall face down into the loam 

Wishing you could have changed your yesterday 

 

Yesterday, you would have never imagined flecks of gold as grotesque 

The loam blanketing its deceit in darkness 

And you but a mere victim to its golden curse 

 

 

Third: Jacob Rose-Janes “Lego” 

 

Honourable Mention: Alenna Medeiros “If My Family Were a Pencil Case”   

 

Honourable Mention: Tyler Arkell “Lego” 

 

 

 

 

 



Junior Prose 

 

First: Laura Hill “Guinea Pigs of Gill Street” 

 

 

 

Second: Alice Kennedy “Dear Mother Earth” 

 

Dear Mother Earth 

 

Dear Mother Earth, 

How are you? I’m good. Do you know you’re very beautiful?  

You have many beautiful, wonderful parts. I especially love climbing your many tall trees in 

the forest in the spring with the wind blowing at me and making my hair go wild. If feels 

like someone is letting out a breath and I remember it’s all you. 

I like going to the beach in summer and feeling the sand squish between my toes and 

hearing the seagulls. I like to collect leaves in the fall and put them in boxes, and I know I 

have a treasured part of you. 

I like to build snow forts in the winter and feel your cold breath breathing on me. I like all 

these things and so much more. So thank you, Mother Earth. 

I wonder about you sometimes, Mother Earth. So do you mind if I ask you some questions? 

What does it look like in the centre of the earth? Is it tropical? Do any animals live there? 

What does the world look like from where you are? It is okay if you don’t know these 

things, but please try your best , please! 

When people pollute, how does it hurt? Is it a pain? Or just a sadness that some people 

don’t care? Or is it both? I’m really sorry people hurt you. 

I’m going to promise to help you. I’ll reduce, reuse, and recycle. I’ll tell other people to do 

that too. I’ll pick up litter and give money to save animals that are endangered because 

there is only one you. 

Love, Me 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Third: Isaiah Durand “An Open Window 

 

An Open Window 

 

Amazing things can happen when someone leaves a window open.  This tower 

window was normally so dirty that nobody looked out.  But this day, which was about one 

thousand years ago, Antonio peeked out the now open window.  He marveled at the 

beautiful view of Pisa, Italy. 

“Come, Galileo,” Antonio shouted out the window to his friend down on the street.  

“See beautiful Pisa.” 

Galileo called out, “Christopher, Marco, come!  Antonio has pizza in the tower!” 

“Good,” Marco said.  “I hope it is pepperoni!” 

Word spread quickly through the town and in less than ten minutes almost all the 

citizens came up to the tower for pizza.   

“Bla, where’s the pizza?” they all said together. 

“Pisa, no pizza,” Antonio exclaimed.  “Look out the window at this spectacular view.” 

Everyone gathered at the side of the open window. 

“I can almost see China,” Marco Polo yelled excitedly. 

“And I think I almost see India,” declared Christopher Columbus. 

“Then the world has to be round,” Galileo muttered thoughtfully. 

“I’ll have to draw this!” Michelangelo gasped. 

Snap!  Crack!  Suddenly the tower started to fall.  It became deathly silent.  Everyone 

held their breath.  After what seemed like forever, the tower stopped sliding.  Slowly, and 

one by one, they all went carefully down.   

“That was a close call.  Do you think it will fall?”  Antonio asked. 

“Time will tell,” responded Galileo.   

And time did tell.  One thousand years later, the Tower of Pisa is still leaning.  And to 

think, it all started when someone left the window open. 

 

 

Honourable Mention: Raven Griffin “The Cameron Lake Catastrophe” 

 

The Cameron Lake Catastrophe 

 

Sophia sat on her towel, by the shoreline by her cottage, looking towards Cameron 

Lake. Suddenly, she felt freezing water running down her back! She looked up towards the 

grinning face of her friend, Jenna. Sophia pretend to go inside to get a towel, but the second 



she got into the cottage she dashed to the tiny bathroom and filled a bucket with water. 

Then she walked slowly outside, careful not to spill the water. She looked for Jenna to 

dump it on her head, but she was nowhere to be found. 

 She dropped her bucket and called her mom out. “I don’t know, Sophia. Maybe Jenna 

is playing hide and go seek with you. She’s probably just hiding.” Her mom said. But Sophia 

knew better. If Jenna hid, it was at the top of the tallest tree. If she went on a roller coaster, 

she got front seats. She was the most daring out of Sophia’s friends. 

 Sophia searched the trees. No luck there. Then a terrible thought hit her. What if 

Jenna had swam in the water, and drowned? She searched the water. No swimmers, only a 

few boats. Boats! Jenna had probably taken a boat! She looked over the darkening lake 

again. There it was. There was their orange paddleboat, with Jenna in it! Sophia looked 

closer. Yep, it was Jenna. With no life jacket! 

 “Mom! Mom! Mommy! There’s Jenna! She’s in the boat! And she doesn’t have a life 

jacket!” Sophia’s mom came racing out of the cottage, wiping a wet dish that had just been 

washed. “What should we do?” asked Sophia. “Well…we could ask the Johnston family if we 

could use their boat…or…” She wasn’t able to finish her sentence because Sophia was 

already on the Johnston’s doorstep.  

 Ms. Johnston’s face expression changed from happiness to fearsome. “Of course,” she 

said, “But I will have to come with you.” Sophia nodded, and then ran to the boat docked up 

by the wood dock. 

  Ms. Johnston hopped into the driver’s seat, and Sophia sat in the back with a long, 

yellow rope. It took about 2 minutes to get to Jenna, who was wet and shaking like a leaf. 

When they got back to the shore the thanked Ms. Johnston graciously, and ran to their own 

cottage. 

 Straight away, Sophia’s mom called Jenna’s mom, who was very disgruntled after 

hearing the news. She asked if she should pick up Jenna, but Sophia’s mom said it was fine if 

Jenna stayed, as long as she stayed out of trouble. Jenna, who was shivering in her towel, 

happily agreed, and the rest of Jenna and Sophia’s vacation at Cameron Lake was action-

free, except for Sophia pouring a bucket of water (extra cold) on Jenna’s head! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Honourable Mention:  Finn Hunter-O’Connor “King Rye” 

 

King Rye 

 

Chapter 1: Down We Go 

 

Huffing and puffing, Ken finally lifted the seal to King Rye’s tomb.  He lit his torch and set off 

down a dark stairwell.  He shivered.  He only had the torch to give him light and warmth.  

He thought too soon however…a drop from a stalactite burnt out the fire.   

 

“What will I do” he thought, “I’m lost!  I’ll starve!” 

 

Chapter 2: Mouths Down 

 

“Wait” whispered Ken as the torch sizzled in a glint of light.  “Can I get out of this freezing, 

rotten, dark old place?”  He crept down a long and tiny hole.  Then he saw it!  Gold 

shimmered in the smoke of the burnt out torch.  Then in the middle, was King Rye’s coffin.  

Gold, covered with jewel eyes and holding the infamous King Rye.  A grin stretched across 

Ken’s face.  He tiptoed towards the coffin.  Then he heard a rumble.  The roof was 

collapsing.  

 

Chapter 3: Zing 

 

The boulders were closing in on the ground.  Ken thought harder and harder but all he 

could think was…”Jump!!”   

He did back flips, front flips, 360’s and normal jumps until he got to the end.   

 

“Funny”, said Ken, “Why would there be a hole in the tomb roof?”  Ken stared up at a huge 

hole.  Then he saw something quickly move.  Ken waved his hand in disgust…”probably just 

a rat”.  Then he heard a whistle.  Egyptian guards jumped down the hole.  Soon enough a 

circle formed around Ken.  He used his shovel to slash at a guard with a poison dart.  He 

swiftly did a front flip over the circle.  Ken zoomed away, completely unaware that a poison 

dart was aimed right at him! 

 

Chapter 4: Rumble 

 

Just as the dart was fired, Ken dodged into a hole.  He watched the bare feet running past 

him.  Then he saw the glare of a flashlight. 

 



“Ken”, shouted a voice.   

 

“Here I am!” yelled Ken. 

 

“There’s a truck waiting for the treasure”, said the voice. 

 

Ken crawled out of the hole to see four archeologists. 

 

“Let’s go,” said Ken enthusiastically. 

 

 

Teen Poetry 

 

First:  Erin Mullen  “Cinderella” 

 

Cinderella 

I should say - she is no Cinderella.     

I don’t believe there’s permanent trauma,    

As you state. Treated her same as any other     

Child, like she was mine, I never hurt her.    

With her peacock green eyes, she would stare at   

Me, hissing like some wild street cat.     

Slamming doors with force, breaking windows, where  

Was she going now? With her feet bare     

And her hair mussed? All the doors were locked and   

To smarten her up, a quick backhand  

That never bruised. She would try not to cry,    

And stood, fists on her thin hips, not shy.   

My hands might wander gently over   

Her, my love was pure as an altar. 

A sad heart that beat, buzzing faint and soft     

As a bee, times I prized and she scoffed   

At. Rejecting my attentions, until   

I gave her that brief escape, a pill. 

 

 



 

Second: Deanna Marostica “Workplace Hierarchy in Heaven” 

 

Workplace Hierarchy in Heaven 

 

The Third Sphere 

Bottom rung – the messenger Angel 

Swathed in pastel velvet, making day-trips under the clouds 

Higher are the Archangels, a revelation in white, beating the air and melting the snow 

With their light 

And then burgundy, the economical Principalities, 

Dispensing blessings to the material world 

 

The Second Sphere  

The Powers, distributing out the reigns of kings 

And the winners of battles; 

The Virtues watch the stars turn, pushing the constellations into place 

And the glorious Dominions, with their golden orbs and scepters: 

It’s said they are divinely beautiful, 

Delegating tasks to the other creatures of the firmament 

 

The First Sphere 

The Ophanim, wheels with eyes, beryl justice 

And the four faced Cherubs, with ox, lion, man and eagle, 

Armed guards on the way to Eden 

And finally Seraphim, burning so bright that they can’t be looked upon 

Their job is only to love God 

 

Third: Hilary Stahlbaum “Sonnet of Lies” 

 

Sonnet of Lies 

 

Selfishly hidden beneath your shadows 

Lies that torment me, I thought they were true 

Un-trust like a twisted tree; and it grows 

A tree that is nourished and pruned by you 

From your few words my heart is now burning 

Words you speak so un-carefully to me 

Piercing my eardrums, sounds slowly turning 



Into an aching silence, let me be 

Just at the sight of you my stomach churns 

Powerful emotion that was once love 

Is replaced by hatred that slowly burns 

The problem and the solution thereof 

I plea, never again shall our lips touch 

For I know your evil ways are too much 

 

Honourable Mention: Aglaia Ho “The Little Girl and the Newspaper” 

 

The Little Girl and the Newspaper 

  

Crocked pigtails, bright eyes, contagious smile, 

Pleated skirt, dirty stockings, lopsided sweater, 

A rainbow lollipop dancing to and from her mouth, 

She skips down the sidewalk, but something makes her stop. 

  

A painted wooden stand towering above her, 

Filled high with flimsy papers of black and white. 

Black and white with splashes of color, 

The pictures that reveal a window of the world. 

Innocent eyes fall on a soldier,  

Weary with no happiness, 

Struggling on a bloody leg for that glimmer of life. 

Small hands reach out to flip the page, 

Eyes turn away in fright at the menacing man, 

A man with a frown of hatred, 

Who destroyed the pride and lives of many. 

Twisting her hair, pages turn, 

Eyes meet the eyes of another girl, 

Same age, same pigtails, another world, 

Sitting upon the rubbles of explosions, 

Praying for sunshine to come through.   

Inquisitive and insecure, she turns away.   

Innocence has melted into the reality of the world. 

  

Where are the safe arms to hold her? 

Where is her carefree childhood? 

Where is that little girl? 

Why is she forced to live in a world, 



Destroyed by the intolerance and evils  

Of the world’s people who should know better, 

When all she did was look at the pictures? 

  

Honourable Mention:  Kelsey Tripp “Evidence” 

Evidence 
 
Milky fog dreams rule my semi-consciousness. 

Straddling the knife blade 

 that separates imaginings from reality. 

Jolted awake by a crash 

 jarring my second-story window. 

My desire to remain in quilted oblivion 

is overtaken by foreboding curiosity. 

Rain- soaked porch roof shingles  

harbor a mass of iridescent black feathers. 

Motionless, an ill-fated bird’s life 

ends in a flight stymied by a glass pane. 

 

Involuntarily, I gasp. I shudder. 

An eyelid opens to reveal life. 

As rapidly as he initially fell, 

the bird vigorously hops up. 

He puffs his feathers, then violently shakes them.  

Beads of water hurl off his ruffled plumage. 

So close to this formerly lifeless creature,  

am I awake, or submerged in a Poe-like dream?  

Mesmerized, I gawk. 

The bird draws a “figure eight” with his head 

reminiscent of an engrossed jazz singer. 

 

Praying my eyes don’t blink, 

 I focus absorbedly on this wild stranger.  

A blur interlopes my peripheral vision. 

A fleeting glimpse away from the ebony bird 

finds a limp mouse wedged against the roof gutter.  

As if our thoughts are entwined, the bird simultaneously 

spies his earlier obsession 

that led to dangerous distraction. 



He snatches the flaccid carcass with his pointy beak. 

The mouse’s lifeless feet dangle in a chilly breeze. 

Renewed, my morning visitor flies away with his treasure. 

 

Left to ponder, was I sleepwalking? 

Perhaps a victim of night terrors, 

encouraging me to “fly away” from a situation 

or “grab on” to unknown opportunity. 

A  missive to delve and analyze repressed feelings. 

What could this experience reveal? 

Oh posh! Oh rubbish! Oh birdbrain! 

This was not a life-altering reverie! 

My feathered intruder really exists, evident by 

a tiny mouse’s tail, outside my window sill. 

 A gruesome gift, left to rot. 

 

Honourable Mention:  Stephanie Chan “Consumed” 

Consumed  

 

1. {consumed by darkness} 

 

Amorphous dreams and trees 

survive in this shriveled despair 

of a night that has devoured 

all colour 

 and dimmed our spirit. 

 

The darkness has stolen 

And chained up liberty.  

Faded are the days when the rainbow  

Heralded 

 the tempest’s ending. 

  

Forgotten are the old days 

when walls were deaf 

to hushed whispers. 

The shadow of death has destroyed 

 our vibrant voice. 

 



The general’s pallid fingers 

Caress the darkness. 

They grip the heart of its lifeblood 

draining it of all colour 

 chalk-white corpses remain. 

 

We are the dead in a land 

fecund with lies 

watered by illusions 

nurtured with innocent 

 dark blood. 

 

Justice must be sought; 

do not let their burial be in vain. 

The thick clouds are parting 

A torch is being lit, 

 end this starless night.  

 

2. {consumed by fire} 

 

Against the thundering sanguine sky 

A lark’s sweet song rings clear 

Time stops to listen. 

But that moment of serenity 

is lost -  

 the world is on fire. 

 

Quarrels mushroomed into hate 

The rancid reek of charred flesh 

Drifts and disperses with the brutal wind. 

The people cry out: 

Help 

 Our world is on fire. 

  

Earth cries out 

For her land, once a fresh green beast. 

She is hurt because of man,  

and now when she looks out, 

she sees 

 Her world on fire. 



 

There’s a time to tear down 

and a time to rebuild. 

Gentle rain will soon come down 

to begin healing 

the Earth, 

 a world on fire.  

 

3. {consumed by nature} 

 

The earth heaves and trembles 

A shuddering groan 

Shakes all that lay against her bosom 

Stripping cities bare 

 Of concrete and stone. 

 

The volcano erupts 

To find its release. Smoldering lava 

Flows out in raging streams 

Lusting for destruction, the fluid grey ash 

 Seeks obliteration. 

 

The waves clash ashore 

Unleashing their anger 

Fingers of foam uprooting trees 

Grabbing everything on land 

 And drawing it back to the sea.  

 

This cleansing by nature 

Heralds a new beginning 

Wiping the slate clean 

Returning ashes to ashes 

 And dust to dust.  

 

Honourable Mention:  Lindsay Pearlman “Songbird Eulogy” 

Honourable Mention:  Caroline Garrod  “The Taxidermists” 

Honourable Mention:  Manuela Haemmerli  “Synthetic Truths” 

 



 

Teen Prose 

 

First: Deanna Marostica  “After the Bomb – A Portrait of Grief in Five Parts” 

 

After the Bomb – A Portrait of Grief in Five Parts 

 

Part I: Making Tea 

 

The shop keeper has been in the store for a very long time. Her face is wrinkled and 

mottled, and her hair is tufty and grey at the temples. But she still has an artless grace, 

especially when making tea, especially when making movements she has been making 

since she was a teenager minding her parents shop in Chinatown, New York in 1963. Now 

her store is somewhere else but it still sells little knick-knacks from the front display, 

cookies and biscuits, coffee and warm milk – and tea, of course, dry in little packages or 

prepared to drink at one of the little tables with cushioned chairs. The shopkeeper makes a 

cup of tea for 60 cents, or a pot of tea for 2.40. 

  

When she prepares the tea, she doesn’t think about anything in particular. First, she goes 

into the back room and takes the teacups out of the dying rack in the sink. Then she brings 

them to the counter and turns them right side up on their saucers, listening for the tiny 

clink that tells her to let go of the handles. She turns around and takes the kettle and goes 

to fill it in the sink in the back room. The kettle used to be the only thing that didn’t match 

in the tea shop, because it was silver and electric with little yellow and red lights to show 

when the water was ready. Everything else was old and wooden. Now more things are 

modern because they had to be replaced too.  

 

After filling the kettle and plugging it in beside the teacups, she straightens her apron and 

comes out from behind the counter, into the shop. She browses the tea collection instantly 

in her mind, and then heads straight like an arrow towards the shelf, taking the little box of 

white peach breakfast tea from the third shelf in the corner. She takes the box and takes the 

scoop, but now she has to wait.  

 

Slowly the sounds of the water get louder, gurgling and splashing unpredictably, until 

finally the kettles whistles a bit and there is a click as it turns off, making the yellow light 

glow yellow. The shop keeper waits a little longer before pouring the water into one of the 

teacups and spooning in the dried tea, which is green and yellow and rough, into a tiny 

strainer. The tea hardly smells at all, except perhaps a bit like dust, but when it hits the 

water it turning into something else all together – bursting, drowning, sending curls of 



orangey yellow down into the clear water, and awakening the scent. It smells like roses, 

like peaches, and like the warm wind in fall, but it’s bitter. The shopkeeper leaves jar of 

honey in the cupboard. She turns the teacup in the saucer, presenting it with the handle 

pointing right. Then she sits down by the window and drinks the cup of tea she made for 

herself. 

   

Part II: Sunglasses 

 

A teen walks in the door, glancing up quickly as if her concentration was broken by 

unexpectedly walking through the door of a tea shop. She looks down again quickly, 

though, transfixed by the glow of her cell phone, and makes her way to the counter as if by 

feel, expertly avoiding the tables in her path.  

 

so how are you ? feeling better ? : ) 

 

She is wearing the layered style and bright colours of the style before the war, decked with 

neon bracelets and plastic earrings. Her phone is overburdened with dangling charms, 

swinging from her abrupt stop at the counter.  

 

i’m fine, nothing has really changed  >.< i just have so much to do before finals 

 

She orders her one favourite drink, strawberry black tea with green apple jellies, served 

cold. It’s vibrant red and green, like a sort of abstract, liquefied strawberry, exploded 

upside down in the plastic cup. She takes out her money with her claw-like fingernails, each 

one carefully painted and jeweled, and passes it delicately over the counter before stabbing 

the strawberry with the big barrel of the straw. 

  

Well good luck : 3 i love you <3 

 

She takes a very small moment to admire the swirling drink. Then she looks back down at 

her cell phone, fingers moving over it in intricate sequences.  As she back out the door, 

pushing it open with her elbow, the sunlight catches her and she stands as a silhouette 

against the broken city, but she pulls her sunglasses down and turns away again.  

 

Part III: Dolphin 

 

A mother comes in with a small child, about four years old, dressed in khakis and a sweater. 

This child has flashing eyes and a gaping mouth, taking in the shelves full of supplies. He 

tugs him arm away from his mother, trying to get a glimpse of everything. She begins 



looking at the herbal teas but he wanders around desperately, taking stock of all the little 

trinkets.  

 

Finally he picks one out, a little glass dolphin, and brings it to his mother, tugging on her 

sleeve. He holds it up like a prize. His mother reaches down and takes it, scolding him. He 

grabs her and hangs on. He asks please. He asks for just one thing. He promises to eat his 

carrots. He promises to make his bed. The dolphin sparkles in his mother’s hand. He tries to 

think of more things to promise. What can he give?  

 

Part IV: Liebestraum 

 

When this man comes in, he brings everything with him. He has a satchel filled with papers 

and his hands are full with reading glasses, books, laptop and a pen. The shopkeeper gives 

him a sympathetic look as she hurries over to a table to help him set down his things and 

ask him if he wants black or green tea this time. He spends hours here, sporadically, when 

he can’t be anywhere else.  

 

He’s young, with big round glasses and thick hair. He sits almost perfectly still for a few 

moments, watching the shopkeeper rummage through her cupboard. Then he takes out his 

papers. He looks down at his scratchy handwriting: 

 

Dear Lola 

 

It’s not something he’s going to send. He hasn’t sent her anything in a long time. The still air 

of the tea shop presses down, heavy and dusty. The monotone of the wood dulls in front of 

his eyes.  

 

)ÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÙÅÁÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÅÄȢ 

 

He lets his eyes linger on the line. Beside him, the shopkeeper puts down a cup of black tea. 

She needn’t have asked. He picks up his pen. 

 

)ÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÁÒÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÁÙÓȢ 4ÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÖÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏÔ 

with everyone else around who had lost someone too. It seems like I should feel connected 

×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÇÒÉÅÖÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÍÉÓÓ ÙÏÕȢ 

 

I tried to clean out your dresser again last week. It went better than before. I had Sasha over 

to help me and she took some of your shirts. I brought the rest to the Salvation Army. I think it 

was good ɀ but it was amazing how your smell still clings to all your clothes, even so long 

ÁÆÔÅÒȣ  



 

I do go out, sometimes, like you told me to. I know I should have more friends, but most of the 

time I am working ɀ I published another anthology. I dedicated it to you. 

 

The other day I found your Favourite Classics CD. It was still in the CD changer. I accidently 

turned it on and it blasted that Liszt piece ɀ Liebestraum in A flat. I just sat on the floor and 

ÃÒÉÅÄȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÂÕÔ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÅÔȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ  

I still love you. 

- Tristan 

 

Part V: Fighting 

 

Outside the tea shop, a group of young men is gathered. They are milling around, listening 

to a busker play, but they have severe expressions. Suddenly another man approaches, 

wearing ripped clothes and carrying a plastic grocery bag. His aggressive attitude is visible 

from every angle. Some of the people drinking tea look up. The scene is silent to those 

inside but the tension is palpable as the gang steps into his space, angling their shoulders to 

block his path. And then in an instant, two of the gang members have grabbed his arms and 

two more have run around behind him. The final one kicks him and he opens his mouth in a 

hacking cough. The group lowers itself towards the sidewalk in a mess of dust and limbs.  

People are pushing back their chairs. The shopkeeper goes to the phone. Finally the roars 

of the fight sound through the windows. They’re just an expression, not an explanation.  

 

 

Second: Manuela Haemmerli “The Familiar Stranger” 

 

The Familiar Stranger 

I smile as my phone vibrates in my pocket.   It has to be him, I know it.  Quarter to eleven, in 

perfect time to save me from the dull monotone that is Mr. Richmond’s sophomore history 

class.  After completing a rather tedious explanation of the events leading up to the first 

Great War, Mr. Richmond assigns an entire chapter of blurry, 6 syllable words that fail to 

reach past the retina.  While he immerses himself in failing a half-hazard stack of essays I 

slip my phone from the front pocket of my jeans and check the messages.  Disappointment.  

It’s only Jekki, in need of fashion advice.  She’s out to a party tonight and can’t decide 

between her ‘sex kitten’ denims and her ‘dirty devil’ skinnies.  I sigh and stuff the phone 

unceremoniously back into my jeans.  Jekki can go stark naked for all I care.  I’ve an 

assassinated duke to read about.  I turn back to my open book and attempt to interest 

myself in politics and treaties and ripple effects but my mind can’t stay on the page and 

drifts to thoughts of Jason.  I haven’t heard from him in twelve days.  He moved away a 



month ago and swore that we could make it work.  And we can, he’s probably just busy 

trying to fit in at his new school and catching up on homework.  I shouldn’t expect him to 

drop everything at one call from me.  Or eight.  Jekki’s no comfort, fish in the sea, she says, 

always trying to get me to come along to one of her parties.  That’s not for me, at least not 

anymore.  Jason never liked going to parties with me, he said he’d rather not watch a 

roomful of drunken bastards drool over his girlfriend.  He’s right.  I mean, why should I go 

out to a party if I can stay in and rent movies with Jason?  Now that he’s gone I can’t go to a 

party, it just wouldn’t be right.   

My thoughts are interrupted by the shrill sound of the bell.  Having stared blankly at the 

page for a good 20 minutes and accomplishing absolutely nothing, I resolve to Google a 

synopsis later.  Scrambling to gather my things I head out the door and weave through the 

teenage traffic of Jaceler High.  Behind me I can hear the husky mumblings of a couple as 

they whisper sweet nothings to each other.  That used to be me, caught up in the tight 

universe that consisted of no one but me and Jason.  Not that I’ve reentered the Milky Way, 

but something has changed in our orbit.  We no longer run circles side by side but loop in 

warped shapes that rarely seem to cross paths.  Stop it, I tell myself, its a few miles, not light 

years. 

After about the fifth try I manage to open my locker, something Jason used to do for me, 

since obviously I am not very skilled in that area.  He had my locker combination down in 

about 2 days.  Jekki thinks it’s weird, but why should I keep secrets from him if I have 

nothing to hide?  Wrestling my lunch bag from my locker a note slips from some unreached 

corner.  A note from Jason, he used to hide notes in my locker while I was in class so I could 

find them later.  ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÅÖÅÒ ÌÏÖÅ ÍÅȢ  It rips at my heart, if only he knew.  

No matter what I say, he seems to think I’ll never care as much about him as he does about 

me.  I know it’s my fault he thinks that way, I don’t appreciate him enough.  Now he’s gone 

and I need him more than ever. 

I meet Jekki outside the cafeteria and she fills me in on all the latest gossip.  I don’t usually 

like the idea of dishing out other people’s personal business.  I suppose that’s a bit naïve.  

Jason was always the realist; he looked out for me, and could peg someone for what they 

were in seconds.  Besides, hopefully he’ll find some dirt interesting, since I’m not exactly 

stimulating conversation.  Rick got hammered at last week’s party and started dancing to 

Thriller , Ali hooked up with some creep from Esther High, Bill and Julie are finally going 

out, Alex was busted for weed and Lexie broke up with her boyfriend, Jack.                                                                                                                                                           

“What? Why?”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

I have never actually met Lexie’s boyfriend, he's a junior so I've never had any classes with 

him.  Lexie tried to set up a double date a few times, but the plans always fell through.  

Jason said he didn't like sharing me, and I guess Jack must have felt the same way.  



Everyone always had something nasty to say about how close they were, but that's just 

jealousy.  After all, they were the perfect couple.                                                    

“Well, I heard from Bridget that he was…abusive”                                                                                                                                                             

“You can't be serious.  You mean he hit  her?"                                                                                                                                                                   

Jekki pauses and I see her take a laboured breath.                                                                                                                                                                                   

“Er…no, I think it was more of an…emotional thing”                                                                                                                                                          

She looks at me tentatively as if expecting some sort of reaction.  I can't stand the way her 

eyes pretend to see something that I don't.  I excuse myself to go to the bathroom, I need to 

get away.  Entering the lunchtime traffic, I wish that Jason was here.  These are the 

moments in which his comfort is the only thing that will soothe me.  Our love is real.  Our 

love is strong.  I need to hear the words.  As I pull out my phone, my fingers begin to trace 

the sacred numbers as if in automated ritual.  Rounding the corner I blindly collide with a 

solid mass of human.  The books once precariously cradled in his arms splay across the 

somewhat dirty hallway floor.  Mumbling an apology, I stoop to retrieve the biology text 

book at my feet.  The smile that receives the battered binding of my penance hits me with 

the force of a flourescent light.  That moment brings a sudden warmth, that in the next is 

gone, replaced by the hollow realization of syntheticity.                                                                                                    

“Jack!”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

The name echoes in my ears, not registering until the moment he turns to respond.  I lurch, 

unseeing, past the mirage of a man I thought I knew and hurtle into the glaring light of the 

bathroom.  The watery sink is my only support as I attempt to steady the tide that rages in 

my stomach.  I look up.  The mirror before me is smudged and dirty, yet I see myself in 

perfect clarity for the first time in months. 

 

Third: Tristan Mills  “Redwall FanFiction: Secret Vigil” 

 

Redwall FanFiction: Secret Vigil 

 

It was well past sundown when Mattimeo snuck out of the dormitory. The abbey 

was silent, full of sleeping woodland creatures. With a single candle he orientated himself 

in the dark halls. Mattimeo knew this place so well, but he still had trouble navigating at 

night. He strode swiftly across the cool stone floor toward his destination. 

 Ever since returning to the abbey, Mattimeo had wished to return to his old self. His 

future role as warrior of Redwall Abbey had seriously put limitations on his mischief. No 

stealing food, or rough housing with his friends. The life of a warrior is filled with bravery 



and courage, but also truth and trust. Mattimeo remembered how much trouble he had 

gotten into, but it was all behind him now. 

 A once spoiled brat had become so much more after the experience of real life. 

Slagar the Cruel had kidnapped almost all of the children from the abbey, along with others 

from the surrounding Mossflower countryside. With much help from his friends, and after a 

long quest, Mattimeo’s father freed them from the evil Slagar. Mattimeo began training with 

his father and Orlando The Axe the day after they got back. He had so much more 

responsibility now, and his father had so much faith in him. But these outings were the only 

way to quell his yearnings. 

 Mattimeo continued down the many halls of the abbey. In one paw he held the 

candle and in the other Mattimeo held his father’s old green habit. He awkwardly tried to 

put it on over his nightshirt, being careful to not let it touch flame of the candle. Once it was 

on comfortably Mattimeo resumed his normal stroll around the abandoned place. 

 Much to his surprise, he heard footsteps coming from up ahead. Before he could 

move, Mattimeo saw Constance the badger and Auma coming closer every second. They 

were whispering something that he could not hear. Just then Constance saw the candlelit 

mouse. 

 “Mattimeo, what are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be in bed?” Constance asked 

angrily. 

 “I couldn’t sleep so I decided to go for a walk,” Mattimeo replied as innocently as he 

could. 

 “Well whatever you’re up to I hope I don’t hear about it in the morning. You’re 

bound to do something you’re not supposed to eventually.” The badger mother didn’t seem 

in the mood for dealing with Mattimeo’s possible rule breaking. 

 Constance walked away while Auma stayed behind for just a second to say, “don’t 

worry she’s not mad, Constance is just having a long day. But guess what, once I’m ready, 

I’ll be a badger mother just like her.” 

 “Congratulations,” Mattimeo said quietly. 

 “And by the way, have a nice time tonight.” Auma winked at Mattimeo and continued 

to walk behind Constance. And with that, Mattimeo continued his quiet walk through the 

great halls of the abbey. 

 It was strange how Auma knew where he was going; it was supposed to be a secret. 

But then again, if one person finds out around here, then everybody will know very soon.  

 Perhaps it was young Jube, or Sam Squirrel. Both had been paying attention during 

their trek; while looking for a way to escape they could have noticed something else. It 

didn’t really matter who found out, as long as Mattimeo could still sneak away from his bed 

at night. 

 A few minutes had passed since Mattimeo’s run-in with Constance and Auma and he 

heard more pitter-patter of sandals on the stone floor. Worried about who it might be this 

time he looked around frantically for somewhere to hide. 



 Before Mattimeo could find a place to hide, the dignified voice of his father, Matthias, 

rung out at him. “Matti, I’m surprised to see you here.” 

 “I’m surprised to see you too, shouldn’t you be in the gatehouse?” Mattimeo asked, 

trying to counter his father’s suspicion. 

 “Foremole, Skipper, and I have work that needs to be done,” Matthias replied with 

the same innocent tone as his son’s. 

 “Work needed to be done at night?” Mattimeo asked back. 

 Matthias chuckled, “And I don’t suppose you’re just out for a walk, are you?” 

 “No, but don’t worry, it’s nothing… bad.” 

 “Alright then,” Matthias continued to walk, and went past Mattimeo. “Have a good 

night.” 

 “You too,” Mattimeo whispered back to his father as he continued walking. 

 Another couple of minutes went by and Mattimeo had made it to the front door of 

the abbey. He slowly opened the great big wooden door and stepped out into the courtyard. 

Mattimeo paused to look around, and saw another candle burning up on the outer wall to 

the west. 

 He strode through the grass as fresh dew got into his sandals and tickled his feet. 

The cool, crisp night air of autumn felt fresh compared to the stuffy air in the abbey. 

Mattimeo approached the wooden stairs just under the ramparts. He jumped up the stairs 

very quickly, starting to think about what he might say. Mattimeo poked his head over the 

battlements. He rose and approached the figure leaning on the parapet. 

 Right in front of him stood Tess Churchmouse, lit by her own candle. 

 “You’re late,” the beautiful mouse said while walking toward Mattimeo. 

 Mattimeo apologized awkwardly, “I ran into a couple of friends, but don’t worry I’m 

here now.” 

 “I’m glad,” Tess said with a sweet smile. She took Mattimeo’s hand and started 

pulling him along. And so the two of them walked around the ramparts, hand in hand, on 

their secret, nightly vigil. 

 

Honourable Mention: Viktorija Arsic  “Saviour” 

 

Honourable Mention:  Isobel McHattie  “Ours for the Taking” 

 


