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Artists don’t spring to life as fully formed adults. Instead, 

they grow through formative experiences, important 

introductions, and ample resources. For nearly a century, 

these opportunities are exactly what the Scholastic Art 

& Writing Awards have provided for countless creative 

young people. 

Although neither of us received Scholastic Awards  

when we were in high school, we firmly believe in the 

transformative experience that is the hallmark of the 

Awards. Meeting students, educators, and families from 

across the country gives us the chance to see firsthand—

over and over, in new and unexpected ways—just how affirmative and life-changing the  

experience can be, strengthening our commitment to bring our program to even more 

young artists and writers. 

We are moved each year by the intensity of the feedback we receive from our community 

of partners, who tell us stories that are joyous, sometimes heart-wrenching, and always 

highly motivating. We’ve had educators tell us of students who were homeless, or  

who had lost a parent, whose lives were affected immeasurably by recognition of their 

creative work. All of these individual stories make clear the positive, profound, and  

lasting impact of a Scholastic Award.

We also honor the work of dedicated educators, Affiliates, jurors, and supporters who 

have championed and mentored our Awards participants, and we seek to amplify our 

gratitude by providing meaningful opportunities—from residency programs to our 

annual Educator Awards.

While the program continues to evolve, we remain rooted in the vision of our founder, 

Maurice R. Robinson, who wanted a program that, as he said, gave students “who 

demonstrate superior talent in things of the spirit and of the mind” an opportunity to be 

validated and celebrated. We deeply appreciate the tireless work of our supporters and 

partners, who continue to validate, celebrate, and, ultimately, nurture future generations 

of great American artists and writers. Thank you. 

Gregory R. Miller Virginia McEnerney

Chairman of the Board Executive Director

Alliance for Young Artists & Writers Alliance for Young Artists & Writers
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NOTABLE ALUMNI
This year’s recipients join a group of notable Scholastic Art & Writing Awards Alumni—all of whom received the 

Awards’ special recognition as teenagers. Many Award recipients pursue degrees and careers that focus on their  

art and writing, but countless others become inventors, innovators, scientists, public servants, engineers,  

entrepreneurs, and creative leaders across new and changing fields.

ALUMNI 
ACHIEVEMENT 
AWARD  
RECIPIENTS
2008–2017
2017

Paul Chan

2016

Ken Burns

2015

Donald Lipski

2014

Kay WalkingStick

2013

Zac Posen

2012

Edward Sorel

2011

John Baldessari

2010

Mel Bochner
Carolyn Forché

2009

Tom Otterness 
Thane Rosenbaum

2008

Philip Pearlstein
Joyce Maynard

Frances Farmer, 1931

Bernard Malamud, 1932

Robert McCloskey, 1932

Jacob Landau, 1933–34

Harry Bertoia, 1934, ’36

Ezra Jack Keats, 1934

Hughie Lee-Smith, 1934

Truman Capote, ca. 1936

Charles White, 1937

Maureen Daly McGivern, 
1937–38

Richard Avedon, 1941

Philip Pearlstein, 1941–42

Mozelle Thompson, 1944

Andy Warhol, ca. 1945

Lennart Anderson, 1946

Robert Indiana, 1946

Richard Anuszkiewicz, 
1947–48

Sylvia Plath, 1947

Edward Sorel, 1947

Idelle Weber, 1947

Cy Twombly, 1948

John Updike, 1948

Kay WalkingStick, 1948

John Baldessari, 1949

Donald Barthleme, 1949

James Hiram Malone, 1949

Alan Arkin, 1951

Stan Brakhage, 1951

Red Grooms, 1952

Robert Redford, 1954

Peter S. Beagle, 1955

Joyce Carol Oates, 1956

Peter Steiner, 1956

Luis Jiménez, 1957–58

Mel Bochner, 1958

Catherine Murphy, 1959

Arnold Hurley, 1962–64

John Lithgow, 1963

Stephen King, 1965

Donald Lipski, 1965

Joyce Maynard, 1966–71

Carolyn Forché, 1967

Tom Lichtenheld, 1967

Martin Friedman, 1968

Gary Panter, 1968

Dan Fogelberg, 1969

Kevin Bales, 1970

Tom Otterness, 1970

David Salle, 1970

MARC BROWN 
2018 Alumni Achievement Award Recipient

Born in Erie, Pennsylvania, Marc Brown is best known as the author and 

illustrator of the popular Arthur book series. The first Arthur book, Arthur’s 

Nose, was published in 1976. Since then, Brown has written and illustrated 

more than thirty books featuring Arthur and his family and friends.

The Arthur book series has sold more than 65 million books in the United 

States alone. Books, apps, e-books, and television shows based on the  

Arthur character are enjoyed by children in more than 80 countries around 

the world. The books have won numerous awards and have also been on  

The New York Times Best Seller list.

In 1994, WGBH and PBS approached Brown about the possibility of  

adapting the Arthur books to a television series. The objective of this new 

series would be to use the powerful mediums of animation and television 

to excite kids about reading.  Arthur almost instantly became the most-

watched children’s show on television. The series has won six Emmy Awards 

and received twenty-five Emmy nominations. Arthur also received the 

prestigious George Foster Peabody Award for Excellence in Broadcasting. 

Arthur is now the longest-running animated children’s television series  

in history. 

Brown received a Scholastic Award for a hand-colored woodcut in 1963.

Ken Burns, 1971

Michael Bierut, ca. 1974

Thane Rosenbaum, 1976

Rodney Alan Greenblat, 1977

John Currin, 1979

Joe DePietro, 1979–80

Audrey Niffenegger, 1981

Myla Goldberg, 1989

José Parlá, ca. 1991

Paul Chan, 1992

Ned Vizzini, 1996

Lucianne Walkowicz, 1996

Zac Posen, 1998

Lena Dunham, 1999

Erik Madigan Heck,  2002

Michael Raisler, 2003

Tschabalala Self, 2008

ALUMNI PROGRAMS
Even after high school, Alumni of the Scholastic Awards are eligible for unique opportunities. The Alumni Microgrant 

Program provides monetary grants in support of projects in any field of creative inquiry. A Suite of One’s Own, our 

Alumni Writers Residency, provides time and space to two writers with a five-night stay at the Roosevelt Hotel in 

New York City to further their work.

Both programs are initiatives of the Alliance for Young Artists & Writers Alumni Council. Founded in 2015, the  

Alumni Council is a select group of writers and artists who advocate for and champion the arts for teenagers in  

diverse communities across the nation while encouraging other Alumni to remain connected to the program for 

unique networking opportunities. 

To find out more, visit artandwriting.org/alumni-council.
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GOLD MEDAL 

PORTFOLIO AWARDS

Graduating seniors are invited to reach 

for our top award: a Gold Medal Portfolio 

in art and writing. Eight artists and eight 

writers receive the highest honor from  

the Scholastic Art & Writing Awards.  

Gold Medal Portfolios include a $10,000 

scholarship for each student. 

Many writing selections have been shortened. Go to 
artandwriting.org/galleries to read the full works.

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries  
to view more incredible art and writing.

Artwork on Display in New York City, Washington, D.C., 
and Across the Country

So many good things spring from our Exhibition  

Program. For teens, it’s incredibly exciting to see their 

art and writing on display in major cultural institutions. 

And audiences get a chance to be inspired and moved 

by the skill, humor, insight, and artistry that the work 

exemplifies. That is why works receiving our highest 

honors are displayed through our Art.Write.Now.  

Exhibition Program.

The Art.Write.Now. National Exhibition spans two 

locations in New York City: the Sheila C. Johnson Design 

Center at Parsons School of Design at The New School 

and Pratt Institute’s Pratt Manhattan Gallery. The  

opening reception is attended by esteemed jurors, 

artists, and curators, and the show draws thousands 

of visitors from across the country. We host a Student 

Showcase featuring artist talks, film screenings, 

readings, and art-making workshops, giving students 

the chance to learn, network with peers, and share their 

accomplishments with friends and family.

The Art.Write.Now.Tour comprises a curated selection  

of work that travels the country, making stops at 

museums, libraries, and galleries to bring the best of 

the Scholastic Awards to all corners of the U.S. The Tour 

features works by students in host cities, and  includes 

engaging programming, such as workshops, film  

screenings, student readings, and school-group visits. 

Art.Write.Now.DC, at the U.S. Department of Education 

and the Institute of Museum and Library Services in 

Washington, D.C., features more than 100 works that 

are on display for a full year. Every visitor to the U.S. 

Department of Education passes through hallways 

full of student artwork, getting a chance to appreciate 

both the students’ accomplishments and the role that 

art teachers play in developing creative citizens. For 

the opening event, students and families travel from 

all over the United States to view the work on display 

at the opening reception, where we host workshops for 

students and educators.

The Exhibition Program is supported, in part, by the 

National Endowment for the Arts, the New York City 

Department of Cultural Affairs, Blick Art Materials & 

Utrecht Art Supplies, and the New York Life Foundation. 

Learn more about the Art.Write.Now. Exhibition  

Program at artandwriting.org/art-write-now.

ART.WRITE.NOW. EXHIBITION PROGRAM
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VICKY BROWN
Grade 12, Age 17, South Carolina Governor’s School for the Arts 

& Humanities, Greenville, SC. Scott Gould, Mamie Morgan, and 

Alan Rossi, Educators; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; 

Alumni Council Writing Portfolio

KUSH DHUNGANA
Grade 12, Age 17, Livingston High School, Livingston, NJ.  

Susan Rothbard, Educator; Newark Public Library, Affiliate;  

Command Web Offset Writing Portfolio 

All That Was Unfamiliar
SHORT STORY

Since they’d left the station two hours ago for the board-
ing school, the boy watched the window from the train. 
Outside, as the train churned around a bend, he saw the 
graffitied factory walls—first, the image of an elephant 
with octopus tentacles for tusks, then four brightly col-
ored names in bubble letters, then the words forgive me 
inside a pink heart, then the outline of a suited man in a 
gas mask—the thickets of redwood trees, and the morn-
ing redness that lacquered the sky.
    Anything to not look at the woman. Black turtleneck 
sweater, the same one she’d worn the day she’d taken the 
boy to the zoo the year before, when he was eleven and 
he’d thrown morsels of funnel cake through the bars of 
the antelope exhibit. Chipped front tooth. White hairs 
around her ears and at the top of her head. The boy as-
sumed the newborn girl had aged the woman, a force 
that made her old. The illness that kept the woman in 
bed when she came home from work, alone, made her 
old too. So the boy thought the woman had made the 
arrangements to send him away in an attempt to turn 
back time, to become younger and stronger again. He 
wanted to tell the woman it wasn’t his fault, that the 
white hairs appeared only because of the baby. You can 
see the whole sky at night, no buildings, no fog, I prom-
ise, the woman had said when she’d told the boy about 

the school. And I’ll pick you up when I can, she’d said. 
But all the boy heard was, I can’t have you around right 
now, you’re making me old. 
    Down, five, smallest country in the world, the woman 
said. The boy sat across from her on the brown pleather 
seats, and the baby lay wrapped in a crocheted blanket 
on the seat next to her. He watched the woman twirl 
a pencil between her fingers, the newspaper with the 
crossword puzzle splayed on her lap. She had very bony, 
hard fingers from years of operating a sewing machine at 
a garment factory. The air smelled of bitter coffee every 
time the woman set the plastic mug down on the win-
dow ledge. She held the mug with both hands wrapped 
around it as though to warm her fingers.
    Vatican City, the boy said. He liked knowing the an-
swers, proving that he’d be more useful to the woman 
than the baby ever would, but at the same time, he felt 
bad when he thought this, because the boy realized the 
baby had no choice, the woman had no choice.
    She’d said she’d need a few months to save enough mon-
ey for a place near the boarding school. But some days, 
the illness kept her from the garment factory, and she’d 
already missed a day to accompany the boy on the train. 
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Lost in Thought
FL A SH FICTION

Kate wearily got out of bed and meandered to her kitch-
en, where she poured herself a cup of coffee. Sitting at 
the counter, she reached for the remote and turned on 
the TV. Chris Cuomo appeared, with the headline under-
neath: 7.1 Magnitude Argument With Parents.

“Our main story is still Raj’s argument from last night, 
reaching a magnitude of 7.1.” As Cuomo continued to talk, 
Kate flipped through the morning paper. She skimmed 
through a choppier-than-usual “Raj Movie Review” of 
Wonder Woman, then half-finished reading a noticeably 
phoned-in editorial piece, “She Stared Back: What It 
Could Mean,” before looking back up at Chris Cuomo.  

“We’re now joined by Kelly Leona. Kelly, are there any 
new details?”

“A few updates, Chris,” Kelly said. “As mentioned be-
fore, Wednesday night’s argument was with both parents, 
though most of the damage comes from Mom. We have 
about three fires in the amygdala, and the Writing Major 
Topic has officially been labeled a seismic danger zone.”

Kate turned the TV off, uninterested. Yes, she was 
aware that arguments were utter tragedies. But recently, 
arguments seemed almost like an everyday occurrence.

Since the dawn of College season, things had changed. 
It started with a lingering bitter wind, persisting through 
seismic arguments and Category 4 shitstorms, leaving an 
aura of anxiety across the state. Weather became moody, 
erratic; one minute, towns saw week-long floods, inundat-
ing Streams of Consciousness. The other, they faced intense 
droughts, causing severe Food for Thought shortages.

Then it happened. Kate still remembered the day viv-
idly, opening the paper and seeing the headline, “Re-
jected by Top 3 Choices.” The clout of those words sent 
ripples of angst through Kate’s body, causing her stom-
ach to drop. The sky turned to a faint, dusky gray. The 
town went numb.

The next day, the government sent down aid packages 
of Twitter memes and YouTube clips, but citizens were 
completely disinterested—yesterday’s events were still 
fresh in their minds, festering. Riots followed shortly 
after. Disoriented townspeople violently roamed the 
streets, projecting their condemnation of those “snob-
by colleges.” Slashed tires, burning buildings, broken 
Dreams, shattered Egos. Everything was collapsing.

Now, it was a week since The Decisions. Kate looked 
out the window, seeing a town that once showed great 
promise, poise, now almost lifeless, plagued by a demor-
alizing tragedy. Parts of the frontal lobe completely shut 
down, leaving thousands of people without power and 
unemployed. Athletes now struggled to concentrate, 
visibly uninterested in achieving any sort of outcome 
for Raj, only going through the motions half-heartedly.

“He’s on a three-test losing streak!” a man was over-
heard complaining to his friend.

“There’s just no focus. I mean, averaging Eight Missed 
Assignments this week? 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

But all the boy heard was, I can’t have you 
around right now, you’re making me old.
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ALIA BRINGAS-BRAND
Grade 12, Age 17, Interlochen Arts Academy, Interlochen, MI.  

Melinda Ronayne, Educator; Kendall College of Art and Design of Ferris 

State University, Affiliate; Alliance Board of Directors Art Portfolio

“. . . the different phases of making ephemeral art, such as the moment 
of waiting for a material to cure or heat, the anxiety of installation with 
the uncertainty of the work’s survival, and the critical moment when the 
work comes to a climax.” Excerpted from the artist’s statement

Pour (below), Candles (facing page)
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MAYA DIXON
Grade 12, Age 17, Ethical Culture Fieldston School, Bronx, NY.  

Lijung Bae and Clara Lu, Educators; NYC Scholastic Awards, Affiliate;  

Alumni Council Art Portfolio

“What makes the Bronx the Bronx is its toughness and resilience. It’s 
a place where marginalized groups have planted roots and learned to 
thrive. The inherent strength and resilience of those who live here are 
what I strived to capture in this series.” Excerpted from the artist’s statement

Chocolate Children (facing page, left), Wild Style (facing page, center), Slim-Trim Kids (facing page, right), 
Passin’ Me By (above)
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ZARIA DUDLEY
Grade 12, Age 17, Leilehua High School, Wahiawa, HI.  

Keith Sasada, Educator; Hawai ì State Department of Education, Affiliate; 

Lucy Evankow Photography Portfolio 

“With this exploration I was able to listen to my uncle’s stories about 
going yonder in the pastures to feed the cows. I was able to listen to my 
grandmother tell me about how proud she is to see her grandchildren 
grow. I was able to see that they live their own versions of lavish . . .”
Excerpted from the artist’s statement

Combat Vet (facing pace), Just One Minute (above), Bre & Laila (below)
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MALACHI JONES
Grade 12, Age 17, Charleston County School of the Arts,  

North Charleston, SC. Danielle DeTiberus, Francis Hammes,  

and Elizabeth Hart, Educators; Region-at-Large, Affiliate;  

The New York Times Writing Portfolio 

SARENA KUHN
Grade 12, Age 17, Los Alamitos High School, Los Alamitos, CA.  

Karen Yoshihara-Ha, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate;  

Friends of the Alliance Writing Portfolio 

Shooting Pebbles at  
the Sun
POETRY

A child, the residue of sweet
soda fresh on his lips and streaked
across his chest, draws back
the crag of rock he found
in a shallow pond.

His tongue and body keep still
while a truth—not fantasy—travels
to his ears, one his grandmother,
her mind now peeling away
like the bark of birch trees, could not
provide. He had asked

why his mother’s skin was lighter than
his own. Hers: the likeness of autumn
leaves. His: the complexion of dirt.
Mother: a day’s end marked with mellow
setting rays. Son: constellations held
together by a darkness. But his
grandmother had told him things.  

His mother’s absence didn’t mean he was loved
less. Mother nature kissed him more than any
mother could. She could claim to be lighter but
mud has never caked her toes. 

The poem doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries.

In the Orchard
FL A SH FICTION

Beneath a raggedy Band-Aid, her bare skin feels nothing 
but the scratch of cotton and a tap of a leaf now settled 
upon her right knee. As she perches upon her personal 
mountain, two strong arms strap her ankles down to 
earth. She pulls his hair and giggles, squinting through 
the lazy sunlight of a day half passed. The most luscious 
green surrounds them, and she quickly thanks God for 
deciding to put this grass into the ground in just the 
perfect spot so she could, whenever she desired, look at 
it, do cartwheels on it, and have picnics with her old-
er sister. Air passes and greets them with a brisk wave 
that sweeps them, envelops them into the embrace of a 
yawning Autumn who saunters about the valley. She is 
still smiling. Such little hands suspend before her al-
mond eyes, and she runs them through her own hair, 
wondering why the curly strands falling from her scalp 
are red and not brown like Daddy’s. So she almost leans 
down to ask him but catches sudden wonder in a hum-
mingbird zipping by.

Daddy asks, but not at all impatiently, Aren’t you go-
ing to pick one? and she is giggling again. She wears a 
denim dress with the stain of blueberry jam visible not 

as a blemish but as a treasured brooch. Her almond eyes 
delicately rest upon well-established colonies of freck-
les. Sometimes before she goes to sleep, she peers into 
the mirror and imagines they are stars with their own 
constellations and myths.

Her right arm raises with the slightest bit of wiggle—
just a little baby fat, which Mama assures will go away 
soon enough. She almost shivers as her naked elbow 
kisses the afternoon wind. It rests just inches beyond 
those fingers—just inches. A little heave and stretch and 
she’s reaching beyond, beyond toward the target she has 
chosen.

She grasps the sphere and grunts softly as it leaps to 
her from the tree. And now both hands cradle the jewel 
in awe. A red without passion, anger, power, or lust—
no, simply a red as innocent as the color was intended. 
Hungrily she stares at the apple as if to devour the fruit 
while still preserving its untouchable elegance. What on 
Earth could be more wonderful than this red she could 
caress from upon her father’s shoulders? 
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Kiosk
POETRY

My birth (brought upon) (came with) the burden of 
black
mortality.
Perhaps a visual if the news isn’t enough.
Bypass the cemetery and carpool to any mall in 
America.
There between the shopping centers and the food 
court
a shrine to the dead.  
Custom T-shirt kiosks.  
Pictures of young black bodies
stamped on cotton. Their names,
day of delivery and death. And right below, a
dark face, a smile between two beautiful lips.
A second captured in such joy because they never
thought they’d end up here
Pinned against the side of a small storefront
Batman’s logo sitting above them
as if to say their hero came too late.
Used for advertising. A cheap joke
A business model based on these principles:
[check a box when applicable]

1) the persistent lack of prosecution rather than im-
prisoned police forces

2) Boys in gang violence. Proving themselves
—shooting themselves—with guns we never needed.

The poem doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries.

Her right arm raises with the slightest 
bit of wiggle—just a little baby fat, which 
Mama assures will go away soon enough.

14      artandwriting.org 2018 SCHOL A STIC ART & WRITING AWARDS  GOLD MEDAL PORTFOLIO AWARDS    15



FLETCHER JOHNSON
Grade 12, Age 17, Appomattox Regional Governor’s School, Petersburg, VA. 

Susann Whittier, Educator; Visual Arts Center of Richmond, Affiliate;  

Friends of the Alliance Art Portfolio 

Throne (top left), Crown (top right), Throne detail (bottom left), 
Crown detail (bottom right), Helmet (facing page)

“My work is my way of processing myself and the world around me, 
exploring themes of gender, wealth, time, nostalgia, home, and human 
nature as shown through possessions.” Excerpted from the artist’s statement
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MACKIE MALLISON
Grade 12, Age 18, Grant High School, Portland, OR.  

Cristy McCarty, Educator; Oregon Art Education Association, Affiliate;  

The Maurice R. Robinson Fund Art Portfolio

“Seeing, hearing, and feeling emotions has a unique effect that  
filmmaking harnesses. This past year, I have been able to learn about so 
many different people’s lives that, I think if shared, will create that change.”

Excerpted from the artist’s statement

Rapping Saved DaMarhe’a Taylor’s Life (above and left) 

An Artist’s Manifesto (below), Coping with Grief (bottom row)
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OSARUGUE OTEBELE
Grade 12, Age 16, Hollis F. Price Middle College High School, Memphis, TN. 

Chandra Boddie and Diana Gentry, Educators; Region-at-Large, Affiliate;  

The Maurice R. Robinson Fund Writing Portfolio

ALEXANDRA SWERDLOFF
Grade 12, Age 17, Boise High School, Boise, ID. Sharon Hanson, 

Jennifer McClain, and Kathryn Rotchford, Educators; Boise State 

Writing Project, Affiliate; The New York Times Writing Portfolio 

The Young Werewolf’s 
Guide to Adolescence
SCIENCE FICTION & FANTA SY

1.  When you are bitten, resist the urge to panic. Spread 
salve on the wound. Call the hospital.
2.  Don’t tell them what you are, at first. Let them figure 
it out in pieces. When they notice the bite marks, note 
the full moon outside.
3.  When they call your parents, fake a smile. Tell Mom 
and Dad it was nothing more than the neighbor’s stupid 
dog, who everybody knows is harmless anyways.
4.  Scarf down the uncooked steak in secret, when you 
get home.

* * * 
When he got back from the hospital, the first thing Milo 
did was peel off the bandages and stare at his wounds 
in the bathroom mirror. They were ugly, long, and pink 
and festering, stretching from the soft skin under his 
throat to just below his shirt collar. He probed a tooth-
shaped indent with a fingernail and winced.
 He had been careful, he told himself. Hadn’t he? He 
had stayed in the streetlights, hadn’t wandered too far 
from the sidewalk—everything they tell you to do on 
those PSAs. It hadn’t been his fault; who would have 
expected a monster to be hiding in the neighbor’s per-
fectly trimmed gardenias?
 “Milo?”
 It was his mother’s voice, from downstairs. Quickly, he 
splashed water on the scars, savoring the cool relief, and 
rewrapped the bandages before she could open the door.

* * * 
5. For a few more weeks, you will be able to forget. Rub 
salve in the wounds and wrap them in bandages, take a 
few days off from school, shrug off your Mom when she 
fusses. Because you’re fine, really. Right?
6.  When the next full moon comes around, excuse your-
self from family dinner and retreat to your room. Lock 
the door. No, barricade the door. Push the chair under 
the handle, the dresser. Hope it will be enough.
7.  Bite a rag when the fangs pop through—to muffle the 
screaming.
8.  You will grow hair and claws. Resist the urge to panic.
9.  When you wake up in the morning with scratches and 
bruises, and notches in your doorframe, pretend not to 
notice. Splash your face with cold water. Wear a long-
sleeved T-shirt.
10. When your mother asks where those bruises came 
from, say you’ve got no idea.

* * * 
Telling his family wasn’t an option; he knew that. Were-
wolves were distant nightmares that lived in scary 
stories parents told their kids to scare them into good 
behavior, not in sun-drenched suburbia. They were a 
normal family, the kind who had dinner together most 
nights and held barbecues in their backyard during the 
summer. And he had been a piece of that—not to brag or 
anything, but he had been a pretty good kid. Stayed out 
of trouble, got decent grades, played soccer and wasn’t 
half bad.
   But one late-night werewolf attack later, and sudden-
ly, he didn’t fit into this picture of a perfect family.
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Moisture
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

At a young age, fear became my mother’s lotion. She 
made sure to use it daily for the best result and rubbed 
vigorously to reach dry places. She rubbed every crease 
in between her fingers and disobedience out of her chil-
dren. My mother’s favorite brand of fearisturizer was 
shea butter. She said it smelled like home and reminded 
her of the uncles who played house too close to home. 
She said it was strong like her until it reached the palm 
of her hands, so every morning my mother would rub 
shea butter on my face and say, “There is nothing like 
African shea butter on African skin.” My mother fears 
that her children will become too Americanized; she 
hopes that the butter will remind us of home. She is 
afraid to be called black; she says we never wore chains, 
she says that color only brings negative connotations. 
She doesn’t want grandchildren she’ll have to translate 
to. So she rubs and rubs until our skin bleeds and our 
tears confirm that we have not conformed. She cleans 
the excess on her apron and passes out half smiles.
    My mother is beautiful. She walks like villages should 
bow at her feet, like African drums played the rhythm 
of her hips. She dresses in royal garments; her black 

skin is her accessory. Her fear is her bondage, a disease 
that she has passed on to her children. She is scared of 
her husband leaving her, but I know he left a long time 
ago. She hears his keys jangle at night, and as his door 
creaks open she puts her Bible to her chest. My mother 
could pray with her hands tied, so every night she prays. 
She prays that her husband could be gold bonded to her 
hip, and that her shea butter would cure the itching 
between his legs. My father skips out on my mother’s 
morning rubs; he says, “I like cocoa butter better.” My 
mother is mute, and lately, we act like a family born 
lame. We hope that shea butter can save us from the 
eczema of hate, but despite the rubbing, flakes keep fall-
ing. Our lotion is water-based, so our skin is still paled 
when the cold air hits. Our elbows and knees bleed, the 
lotion is iron and sea salt.
    My mother is strong. She remembers carrying water 
on her head while carrying babies on her back and her 
husband on her waist. Her voice carries atomic bombs, 
and our walls can testify. When she is angry, you’ll see 
a general leading a nation to war; you’ll see veins and 
hate. My mother is afraid to be weak. She confuses the 
fear from her children for respect; she is quick to smack 
with her glycerin-slick fingers. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

She walks like villages should bow at 
her feet, like African drums played the 

rhythm of her hips.
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EMILY SHONK
Grade 12, Age 17, Indian Valley High School, Gnadenhutten, OH.  

Sara Dittfeld, Educator; Kent State University at Stark, Affiliate; 

Friends of the Alliance Art Portfolio 

Berners (below), Scott (facing page, top left), Sternberger (facing page, top center), Ignacio (facing page, top right), Baker (facing 
page, bottom left), Cretors (facing page, bottom right)
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JULIE WANG
Grade 12, Age 18, Irvine High School, Irvine, CA.  

Taemin Eum and Yeonjae Yang, Educators; Region-at-Large, Affiliate;  

Roome Fund Art Portfolio 

“I am motivated by challenges and an artistic discomfort. I have found 
that I am the most creative when I am uncomfortable, when faced with 
invigorating uncertainty and copious possibilities. When speaking, I begin 
my sentences without knowing how they will end. Art is like that to me. 
I enjoy its unpredictable potential.” Excerpted from the artist’s statement

Silver Human (above left), Robot Anatomy (above right), Fragments (facing page)

24      artandwriting.org 



CHRISTOPHER VELEZ
Grade 12, Age 17, Gibbs High School, St. Petersburg, FL.  

Yoko Nogami, Educator; Pinellas County Schools, Affiliate; 

Blick Art Materials & Utrecht Art Supplies Art Portfolio 

“What I try to represent in my works is a strong sense of nostalgia.  
Although the images and places represented are not specifically places 
that would traditionally be viewed as idyllic, the distressing gives them  
a sense of history and recalled memory.” Excerpted from the artist’s statement

Portugal Apartment Side A (facing page, left), Napa Auto Parts Building (facing page, center), JR Food Mart Sign (facing page, right), 
Oldsmire Farm House Side A (above left), YOUR AD HERE and JESUS SAVES (above right), Grease Fire (below left), Stevens  
Auto Body (below right)
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SAM WACHMAN
Grade 12, Age 17, Cambridge Rindge and Latin School, Cambridge, MA. 

Ariel Maloney, Educator; School of the Museum of Fine Arts at Tufts 

University, Affiliate; Alliance Board of Directors Writing Portfolio

TRINITI WADE
Grade 12, Age 17, School for Advanced Studies, Miami, FL. Frederick Green, 

Educator; Miami Writes, Affiliate; Scholastic Inc. Writing Portfolio 

Ghost Stories
SCIENCE FICTION & FANTA SY

I told everyone about the ghost that day—how I had 
spotted him by the abandoned barn in the woods, how 
he had stood like a human but walked like smoke from a 
cigarette, like breath on a winter morning, drifting with 
the air currents. How he dissipated when I turned my 
lantern toward him, gone, all at once.

That morning, I told Mom as she sucked the last nico-
tine from her pack of Marlboros and stared down the urn 
on the mantelpiece. She told me not to joke about mat-
ters as serious as death. I told Aunt Bessie as she planted 
daffodils around her bathtub Madonna. She clutched the 
cross that hid the veins crisscrossing her wrinkled bosom 
and prayed for the Lord to cure my hysteria. 

That afternoon, I told Old Leon down at the gas sta-
tion with his shaky hands and his blotchy skin. He told 
me it was just a mirage. I asked what a mirage was, and 
he told me it was a trick of the light. I asked how pho-
tons could be smart enough to trick me, and he laughed 
so hard a thin sheen of sweat pooled on his forehead.

I didn’t expect them to believe me. These were the 

sort of people who walked past gray dandelions with-
out blowing the seeds, who had never turned over logs 
in search of salamanders, who believed the Loch Ness 
Monster was only driftwood and you could catch cold 
by playing out in the rain. In other words, these were 
the sort of people who put up with the world instead of 
living in it. They had forgotten how to hear the voices 
of mere children.

That night, I slipped through my bedroom window 
with a blanket, a lantern, and the camera Dad bought me 
before he died. I shivered in my pajamas as I crossed the 
damp lawn into the forest. Pine needles nicked the soles 
of my feet. The trees there were gangly and hunched 
over, weathered as Old Leon down at the gas station, 
their branches like talons and their bark warped into 
liver spots. Turn back, they warned. These woods aren’t 
meant for little boys.

I clutched the camera that hung around my neck and 
thought of proving them all wrong—Mom and Aunt Bes-
sie and Old Leon down at the gas station—and I walked 
deeper still, the wind whistling through my skeleton. 
The crickets gossiped about the boy out of bed. 
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Coming of Age in  
the Hood
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

I’ve never lived in the suburbs, nor have I ever lived in 
the narrowly defined “hoods” often broadcast on Vice-
land documentaries. Being so young it never dawned on 
me to explore outside of my community, for it seemed 
as if my neighborhood was the only place that mattered. 
There was the corner store where I fell in love to the 
tune of old men with bruised knuckles popping their 
jaws as they played cards for the millionth time. There 
was the laundromat where I stood every Sunday morn-
ing and watched as my mother loaded mounds of clothes 
because we couldn’t afford a new washing machine. 
There were the shabby, abandoned apartment rooms 
that my childhood friends and I isolated ourselves in as 
an attempt to recreate the alternate realities we’d seen 
portrayed on television. In that neighborhood, I formed 
numerous daydreams and personas to fill my days. My 
fantasies became sublime depictions of the “ghetto” I 
soon tried so desperately to escape. The only problem 
was that I couldn’t actually picture myself anywhere 
else yet. If not Opa-Locka, then where? If not Liberty 
City, then where? If I didn’t live confined to the limits 
of my familiar communities, then where could I escape? 
Furthermore, why did I want to escape?
 The common rhetoric in the Miami ghetto seemed to 
be an endless chant of “Don’t go where you ain’t s’posed 
to.” These thinly veiled warnings held little meaning to 

my ten-year-old self. As I grew older, however, it be-
came easier to analyze the connotation behind these 
words and what they meant for a black girl in the hood. 
How would I know where I didn’t belong if I never even 
bothered to walk beyond my front porch? I spent years 
pondering the possible answers to questions like these 
until it seemed as if they were never meant to be an-
swered. Nights spent wrestling between attitude and 
angst prompted me to ask questions that were often 
met with unease and annoyance. No one wanted to hear 
about the awkward ramblings of another poor black kid. 
Thus my quietude became a shield for me to run behind 
whenever the weight of my small world seemed to crum-
ble upon my shoulders. My choice to remain silent be-
came a comforter for me to wrap myself with. It became 
a prayer. It became a plea. It became a daily reminder of 
my own ambivalence toward life.
 It wasn’t long before my heart began to burst with 
myriad possibilities. Before the word escape even grazed 
my tongue, I dreamt of a city in which I existed as a 
whole being, free from the consequences of my past. I 
still tiptoed around the topic of exploration during af-
ter-school conversations with my parents, no matter 
how dedicated they were to my well-being. Growing up, 
I remember hearing that living in the hood was “sur-
vival of the fittest.” I remember hearing how the inno-
cence of little girls with strawberry tongues was often 
stripped away before they could comprehend what the 
phrase meant. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

In other words, these were the sort of 
people who put up with the world instead 
of living in it. They had forgotten how to 

hear the voices of mere children.
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2018 Portfolio and  
Special Achievement Awards

Through the support of our sponsors, the 
Scholastic Awards will distribute more than 
$300,000 in scholarships to students in 2018. 
Students earning Gold Medal Portfolio, Silver 
Medal with Distinction Portfolio, and Special 
Achievement Awards are presented with 
scholarships to encourage them in their  
creative journeys. 

The students listed on the following pages are 
all Scholastic Awards scholarship recipients. 

Many writing selections have been shortened. Go to 
artandwriting.org/galleries to read the full works.

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries  
to view more incredible art and writing.

Gold Medal Portfolio Awards
Graduating seniors are invited to reach for our top 
award: a Gold Medal Portfolio in art and writing. Eight 
artists and eight writers receive the highest honor from 
the Scholastic Art & Writing Awards. Gold Medal Port-
folios include a $10,000 scholarship for each student. 

Art Portfolios
Alia Bringas-Brand, Interlochen, MI
Maya Dixon, Bronx, NY
Zaria Dudley, Wahiawa, HI
Fletcher Johnson, Petersburg, VA
Mackie Mallison, Portland, OR
Emily Shonk, Gnadenhutten, OH
Christopher Velez, St. Petersburg, FL
Julie Wang, Irvine, CA

Writing Portfolios
Vicky Brown, Greenville, SC
Kush Dhungana, Livingston, NJ
Malachi Jones, North Charleston, SC
Sarena Kuhn, Los Alamitos, CA
Osarugue Otebele, Memphis, TN
Alexandra Swerdloff, Boise, ID
Sam Wachman, Cambridge, MA
Triniti Wade, Miami, FL

Silver Medal with Distinction 
 Art & Writing Portfolio 
Students receive a Silver Medal with Distinction  
Portfolio Award for an art or writing portfolio  
presenting exceptional work at the Silver Medal level. 
These students are awarded a $1,000 scholarship.

Sydney Adams, Fort Wayne, IN
Neelam Bohra, McKinney, TX
Andrew Boynton, Lakeland, FL
Caroline Brodt, Hyannis, MA
Shelly Castilaw, Brookhaven, MS
Cindy Clermont, Fort Lauderdale, FL
Amelia Crain, Memphis, TN
Isabel Estrada, Greenville, SC
William Fairnington, Miami, FL
Shannon Ferrari, Lampeter, PA
Aidan Forster, Greenville, SC
Tad Greenwald, Allen, TX
Maya Halko, Chicago, IL
Eileen Huang, Lincroft, NJ
Stella Kozloski, New Fairfield, CT
Josaphine Ladao, Wahiawa, HI
Chelsea Lewis, Pittsburgh, PA
Coco Ma, New York, NY
Annie Muller, Clearwater, FL
Zain-Minkah Murdock, Huntersville, NC
Emma Orfield Johnston, Golden Valley, MN
Juliette Plante, Holliston, MA
Lindsey Potoff, West Bloomfield, MI
Ena Robertson, Arlington, VA
Camila Sanmiguel, Laredo, TX
Cora Schau, Buchanan, MI
Minkyong Song, McLean, VA
Ashley Trowbridge, Tampa, FL
Rebecca Tuska, Parker, CO
Camille Volk, Richfield, OH
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Civic Expression Award 
In partnership with the Campaign for the Civic Mission 
of Schools, the new Civic Expression Award recognizes 
students whose original art or writing demonstrates 
civic knowledge and highlights awareness of American 
civic rights and responsibilities. This Award provides 
$1,000 scholarships to six students.

2018 Civic Expression Award Recipients: 
Lillian Benkoil, New York, NY
Evelyn DiSalvo, Atlanta, GA
Ashley Hajimirsadeghi, Towson, MD
Sydney Jones, Edgewood, KY
Rachel Whitbeck, Monticello, NY
Nathan Zhao, Wayland, MA

The Herblock Award for  
 Editorial Cartoon 
The Herblock Award for Editorial Cartoon, sponsored 
by The Herb Block Foundation, celebrates the legacy 
of four-time Pulitzer Prize–winning political cartoonist 
Herb Block. This Award provides $1,000 scholarships 
to three students.

2018 Herblock Award for Editorial Cartoon  
Recipients:  
Javier Gutierrez, Burbank, IL
Joy Han, Corvallis, OR
Brandon Li, Hicksville, NY

New York Life Award
The New York Life Award, sponsored by the New York 
Life Foundation, encourages bereaved teens who have 
personally experienced a loss through the death of a 
close loved one to create original works that explore 
their responses to a range of grief and emotion. This 
Award provides $1,000 scholarships to six students.

2018 New York Life Award Recipients: 
Danelle Antelo, Miami, FL
Perry Chen, San Diego, CA
Meghan Hayfield, Saint James, NY
Emily Holtzman, Charlotte, NC
Clio Smith, Folsom, CA
Kendall Vorhis, Goose Creek, SC

The Best-in-Grade Award
The Best-in-Grade Award, sponsored by Bloomberg 
Philanthropies, provides an additional opportunity for 
students to have their work recognized amongst their 
peers. This Award provides $500 scholarships to twenty- 
four students and $250 awards to their educators.

Grade 7
Liam Collins, Villa Hills, KY
Danielle Hedvig, Valencia, CA
Daniel Leon, Los Angeles, CA
Lauren Puryear, Scottsdale, AZ

Grade 8
Adam Iglesias, Los Angeles, CA
Kayla Kim, Peachtree Corners, GA
Keshav Vasanth, Plano, TX
Estella Zhou, El Cerrito, CA

Grade 9 
Allina Ai, New York, NY
Jae Ho Kim, Seongnam-si, South Korea
Jaeah Kim, New York, NY
Noah Trevino, Tampa, FL

Grade 10
Eliseo Corona, South Elgin, IL
Pamina Falk, Boston, MA
Pranav Mishra, San Jose, CA
Isabella Vella, Toronto, Canada

Grade 11
Daniel Blokh, Birmingham, AL 
Lilah Krugman, Atlanta, GA
Ester Petukhova, Portland, OR
Kendall Vorhis, Goose Creek, SC

Grade 12 
Vicky Brown, Greenville, SC
M.L.E. DeJaco, West Palm Beach, FL
Sorieba Fofanah, Byfield, MA
Yliuz Sierra Marin, Cambridge, MA

Special Achievement Awards

Dedicated and generous 
sponsors of the Scholastic 
Awards make it possible for 
us to provide additional  
recognition and scholarships 
for select students who  
receive Gold Medals.

We were pleased to add a 
brand-new opportunity for 
students this year—the  
Civic Expression Award—
and to continue our ongoing 
partnerships with New York 
Life, The Herb Block  
Foundation, and Bloomberg 
Philanthropies.
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2018 NEW YORK LIFE AWARD

PERRY CHEN , Changyou’s Journey, Film & Animation. Grade 12, Age 17, Canyon Crest Academy, San Diego, CA.  
Charles Zembilla, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal, New York Life Award

The Many Faces 
of Silence
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

DANELLE ANTELO, Grade 12, Age 17, Miami Arts Charter 
School, Miami, FL. Jen Karetnick and Ariel Lewis, Educators; 
Miami Writes, Affiliate; Gold Medal, New York Life Award, 
American Voices Award

Formation
A protein called p53 assesses cells and determines how 
healthy they are. If too damaged or old, it instructs the 
cells to kill themselves in order to avoid reproducing 
an unhealthy cell. If protein p53 is abnormal or inac-
tive, damaged cells continue to live and reproduce, and 
cancer cells form. Cancer cells grow at an unlimited 
rate—unlike normal cells, which stop once they’ve ful-
filled their purpose—reproducing until they eventually 
result in a tumor. Cancer cells don’t know boundaries; 
they lack the ability to stick to one location. They tend 
to travel through the bloodstream to other parts of the 
body. Once they arrive in a new region, they continue to 
grow, forming more tumors. Unlike their hosts, cancer 
cells are immortal. They have found a way to renew the 
telomeres that, in normal cells, control lifespan, mak-
ing them able to effectively avoid death and reproduce 
infinitely.

My mother was never a quiet person. Her laugh in-
fected the room like a popular opinion; it left you feeling 
as if you had just heard good news. Her voice danced 
with its company, a familiar salsa that reminded you 
it’s important to have fun. However, as we sat in the 
waiting room, her silence was unapologetic. I linked my 
breathing to hers, reaching to stay connected. I was try-
ing my best not to focus on her silence; it was a stranger 
I had no desire to meet. The man behind me coughed 
once every ninth or tenth breath. By the time the doctor 
called his name, I was starting to believe I would nev-
er hear anything good again. I realized sometimes the 
noise isn’t worth listening to. I looked at my mother, her 
mouth slightly opened as if words were trying to slip 
out; they never did. I was holding her hand, or maybe 
she was holding mine, I’m not sure. We held tight, not 
allowing the noise to settle between our palms. I started 
growing comfortable sharing silence with her. Suddenly, 
we weren’t in a hospital, we were just silent. We weren’t 
waiting for news, we weren’t avoiding it, we were just 
existing in the absence of sound.

Stage I
Breast cancer detected during an early stage can be very 
effectively treated. In Stage I, the cancer is evident, but 
confined to the area where the abnormal cells were first 
discovered. The tumor is about the size of a peanut. 
Treatment is required immediately to stop growth, and 
usually involves a combination of surgery and radiation. 
The survival rate is close to 100 percent.

The first time I ever felt restrained by silence was 
when my mother told me the cancer had come back. It 
dripped from her words and formed a puddle at her feet; 
she seemed unaware of the flood she was creating. Her 
bedroom floor was struggling to hold the weight of her 
words. It seemed ready to crack and send us falling four 
floors, down to the lobby. I stared at her, her eyebrows 
furrowed and her eyes distant; she couldn’t look at me. 
The cancer had spread to her kidneys and bones. For 
months, she had told me it was arthritis. She walked 
with a limp at first, then with a cane, and then not at 
all. She had told me it was arthritis. Back then, I didn’t 
know what had inspired her sudden truthfulness, but 
now I know it’s because she realized she couldn’t lie for-
ever. Tragedy has the tendency to make you honest. I 
tried finding anger, but I couldn’t; tragedy also inspires 
forgiveness. The silence that separated us that day was 
bitter. It found its way into my mouth, and prevented 
me from talking. We were silent for a long time.

Stage II
Stage II breast cancer implies that the tumor is grow-
ing but is still confined to the area in which it original-
ly formed. At this stage, the tumor is typically two to 
five centimeters and has spread to five or fewer lymph 
nodes. Stage II cancer requires more aggressive treat-
ment than Stage I; however, it typically responds well. 
The five-year survival rate is 93 percent.

Halloween was always our favorite time of the year. 
There was something about fictional monsters that 
made ours seem smaller. We used to walk to Walgreens 
to rent scary movies, but as I got older and she got sick-
er, I started walking alone. I don’t know why I expect-
ed Halloween to remain unaffected, given the waves of 
changes we were undergoing, but when she told me she 
couldn’t go out with me on Halloween night, it felt like 
betrayal. I looked at her lying on the bed with her peach 
fuzz hair and her quad cane standing at attention by the 
corner of the bed, and I was overcome with petty anger. 
I walked away before she could see it in my eyes.
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

2018 SCHOL A STIC ART & WRITING AWARDS  SPECIAL ACHIEVEMENT AWARDS    3534      artandwriting.org 



2018 THE HERBLOCK AWARD FOR  
EDITORIAL CARTOON

JAVIER GUTIERREZ , Wish You Were Here!, Editorial Cartoon sponsored by The Herb Block Foundation. Grade 12, Age 18, 
 Reavis High School, Burbank, IL. Katherine Kalus, Educator; Downers Grove North and South High Schools, Affiliate; Gold Medal,  
The Herblock Award for Editorial Cartoon

JOY HAN, Women of Comfort, Editorial Cartoon sponsored by The Herb Block Foundation. Grade 10, Age 15, Crescent Valley High 
School, Corvallis, OR. Keith Moses and Victoria Eastwood, Educators; Oregon Art Education Association, Affiliate; Gold Medal,  
The Herblock Award for Editorial Cartoon

When cartoonist Herb Block died in 2001, he left $50 million to establish a foun-
dation to promote and support the causes he championed during his 72 years of 
cartooning. The Herb Block Foundation is committed to defending basic freedoms, 
combating all forms of discrimination and prejudice, and improving the condition 
of the poor and underprivileged. In addition, the Foundation promotes editorial 
cartooning and awards scholarships based on financial need to individuals seeking 
to attend community colleges in the Washington, D.C., metropolitan area.  
 
Find out more at herbblockfoundation.org.
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2018 CIVIC EXPRESSION AWARD

LILLIAN BENKOIL , Dimitrius and Edwin, Photography.  
Grade 12, Age 17, Fiorello H. LaGuardia High School of Music 
& Art and Performing Arts, New York, NY. Jame Schlesinger, 
Educator; NYC Scholastic Awards, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Civic 
Expression Award

RACHEL WHITBECK , Hashtag Black Power, Fashion.  
Grade 12, Age 17, Monticello High School, Monticello, NY.  
Brenda Sywalski, Educator; Hudson Valley Art Awards, Affiliate; 
Gold Medal, Civic Expression Award

Iranian-American
POETRY

ASHLEY HAJIMIRSADEGHI, Grade 12, Age 17, George 
Washington Carver Center for Arts and Technology, Towson, MD. 
Suzanne Supplee, Educator; Region-at Large, Affiliate; Gold 
Medal, Civic Expression Award 

I was a young girl in post-revolutionary Tehran
And Baba told stories of a land paved
With wands of wheat and poetic Farsi blended with
Rough accented English just like saffron ice cream
There, hijabs weren’t chains
And Allah graced everyone
With dollar bills colored like rainforest leaves;
In this place, we could eat all the lavash we wanted
And our hair could waltz openly with the breeze
 
We had left Tehran—the only land I’d ever known
In the hazy summer of 1988, right before Supreme 
Leader
Khomeini had passed away, leaving a legacy
Maman and Baba had whispered condolences
About their decrepit copy of the Qu’ran and condolences
To our nation, which despised Americans
For what they’d done to our country
And how they tried to seize what was left
Of the dry, wispy spirit of the Persians
 
But when we boarded the first flight to Austria,
Maman sobbed into the windowpane, her
Olive skin flushed to a bronze color; she’d cried
Even more on the connecting flight to America,
Her hazel eyes blooming like flowers in the desert
On the first and only rain they’d seen each year
 
On my first day of school I remember the
Blonde blue-eyed girls and boys,
My raven hair and crooked nose standing out—
Another reminder
I was a crow among doves, I will never be one of them
But still I sat tall and proud, a Persian lily
That survived through grains of sand
Eating away at its petals
 
            “Where you from?”
 

English sounded like the vultures
Waiting to ravage my corpse
Among the tribes of northwest Iran,
Where cotton-candy-tipped mountains
Faded to desert and ancestors were buried under
The ever-shifting sands of the Middle East
         
    “Iran.”
 
First there was a spark to light the wick of the candle
It was an ugly candle, filled with waxy hatred and an
Uncomfortable itch that never went away—
Independence, Freedom, Islam—Death to America!
They recall stories their parents passed down
From times where Iranians were seen
As a liability that needed to be erased
And with a condescending breath,
They always seem to say:
 
            “Go back to your country—you don’t belong here.”
 
But those who looked at me with enlightened eyes
With burning fires passed from one immigrant to 
another,
Told me something special
That drenched the desert of my heart:
 
            “You’re an American now.” 
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2018 BEST-IN-GRADE AWARD RECIPIENTS

DANIELLE HEDVIG, Reflection (facing, page top), Mixed Media. Grade 7, Age 12, Rancho Pico Junior High School, Valencia, CA. 
Micayla Frankian, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

ESTER PETUKHOVA , Aditi (above), Painting. Grade 11, Age 16, David Douglas High School, Portland, OR. Maria Galati, Educator; 
Oregon Art Education Association, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

PAMINA FALK , Famine (below), Film & Animation. Grade 10, Age 15, Commonwealth School, Boston, MA. Walter Crump, Educator; 
School of the Museum of Fine Arts at Tufts University, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

2018 SCHOL A STIC ART & WRITING AWARDS  SPECIAL ACHIEVEMENT AWARDS    4140      artandwriting.org 



ISABELLA VELLA , Old Honey, Painting. Grade 10, Age 15, Etobicoke School of the Arts, Toronto, Canada. Matthew Varey, Educator; 
Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

LILAH KRUGMAN, Sexual Assault: What Were You Wearing?, Photography. Grade 11, Age 17, Paideia School, Atlanta, GA.  
Holly White, Educator; Savannah College of Art and Design, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

KAYLA KIM, Groceries, Painting. Grade 8, Age 13, Wesleyan School, Peachtree Corners, GA. Yoonhee Chung, Educator;  
Savannah College of Art and Design, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award



JAE HO KIM, Dried Out (above), Painting. Grade 9, Age 15, Korea International School, Pangyo Campus, Seongnam-si, South Korea.  
Kyung Ju Kwon, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award 

ADAM IGLESIAS, Billy Virus (below), Film & Animation. Grade 8, Age 13, Larchmont Charter School at Lafayette Park, Los Angeles, 
CA. Carly Short, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

DANIEL LEON, Phobetor Comic (facing page), Comic Art. Grade 7, Age 12, Mark Twain Middle School, Los Angeles, CA.  
Michael Jasorka, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award
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Where I’m From
POETRY

LIAM COLLINS, Grade 7, Age 13, Villa Madonna High School, 
Villa Hills, KY. Brian Rapien, Educator; Northern Kentucky Writing 
Region, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

I am from life,
a hilly terrain of doubt,
and the story that I create.
I am from the floorboards,
groaning, scratched, and tinted with age.
I am from the small puddles of rain after a storm,
just waiting in my driveway
to be splashed by my hand-me-down galoshes.
I am from the heavy, humid air of a Kentucky summer
and the sweet mimosa tree,
whose branches I would climb as a child
with my brothers and sister.
I’m from French Toast Casserole
and boisterous talk
from crazy Uncle Bill to sweet Cousin Charlotte,
from the comedians to the doctors,
and everything in between.
I’m from the “Why helloooooooooos!”
and the “Holy Toledos!”
from the simple yet powerful word of
“no”
to the lecture of,
“If they jumped off a bridge,
would you do it too?”
I’m from the different prayers
driven deep into my head.
I’m from the death of my grandfather
and the birth of my newest cousin.
The broken toys whose pieces are long gone
and the old graded papers my mom keeps.
I am the sibling who broke the pattern.
A speck of black on a white canvas. 

The River of Ash
SHORT STORY

PRANAV MISHRA , Grade 10, Age 15, Lynbrook High School,  
San Jose, CA. Connie Willson, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; 
Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

On the day I am to meet my husband for the first time, 
it is positively sweltering. The sun feels the need to pro-
claim its importance in the sky, blazing with a bewilder-
ing intensity like a coin left on hot pavement. My sal-
war-kameez clings tightly to my skin, the layer of sweat 
on my body rendering the cotton garment translucent. 
The chai stall does have a fan, but it’s a clunky old thing 
dappled with rust that squeaks feebly and does little to 
alleviate the agony of a North Indian summer. Outside, 
I can hear the groan of wheels, the snort of rickshaws, 
and I try to soothe myself by getting lost in the familiar 
everyday commotion.

Funnily enough, it was Rashi who agreed to come 
with me to the occasion. She sits on the other side of 
the table, drumming her fingers absently on the cheap 
Formica. Her gaze shifts to the window, toward the 
bleeding river Ganga, bruised by the light of the sun. 
She wears a shawl tightly around her face now in public, 
as she should have started doing years ago. No one gapes 
at the terrible sight of her naked face anymore.

“What are you thinking about?” I ask her.
“Nothing,” she says, pulling her fist to her chest with 

a grin. “Just thinking about what the house will be like 
once you’re gone.”

It is hard to concentrate on what she is saying. I bounce 
my right leg restlessly, with such fervor that our table is 
trembling. I cannot seem to breathe fast enough, and I 
have the most unpleasant urge to use the toilet.

“What would you like to have, madam-ji?” I look up 
to see the shoddily dressed waiter a little too fascinated 
by the translucency of my dress. I swallow and tell him 
I don’t want anything.

Rashi giggles. “It will be fine, Radhika didi,” her voice 
drips with sarcasm. “I’m sure Papa chose the most 
dashing guy around.”

She places her arm on mine, as though to mock me. 
I flinch.

 * * *
My twelfth birthday was the first one after Ma and Papa 
divorced. I remembered Ma had tried her best to make 
that one memorable—she invited all my classmates 
from the convent and bought me a breathtakingly lovely 

dress for the occasion, woven from sleek, diaphanous fi-
ber. Before the guests came, though, there was still one 
more thing left to be done.

I had found Rashi playing with her dolls in the garden 
under a mesh of bougainvillea. She had laid out a tow-
el like a picnic cloth, and had assembled all the stuffed 
animals that existed in our household, although most of 
them had been brutally injured by the servant’s cat. Dis-
gusted, I marched up to her with a fierce stride and tossed 
her over my shoulder as though she were a backpack.

“What are you doing, didi?” she shrieked.
“I told you to stay out of the way, Rashi!” I said 

through clenched teeth. What would everyone say if 
they saw her?

The rooms by Papa’s old office were deserted. After 
he moved out, they had fallen into disuse. The type-
writers coughed up little clouds of dust, and the walls 
spilled over with thousands of fraying, leather-bound 
law books.

“This room should do fine,” I said. I shrugged her off 
my shoulder and then bolted out of the room to lock the 
door before she could realize what I was doing.

“Didi?” Her little, squeaky voice had a telltale twist 
of panic through the keyhole. “Didi! Let me out! Let me 
out or else I’ll tell Ma! Didi? Didi? Are you there?”

In the end, the party was decent. I was lavished with 
gifts, which included stacks of comics, shiny hairclips, 
and a new bicycle that winked with a lustrous gloss. If 
that weren’t enough, Ma had bought two massive cakes 
from the expensive bakery in Civil Lines—tall, elegant-
ly dressed in icing, practically oozing the fragrance of 
butter and cream. It more than made up for the fact that 
I heard a distant sobbing from Papa’s old study by the 
time the party was over.

 * * *
“He’s late,” says Rashi.

I tell myself that this is a bad sign, a terrible sign. 
In spite of the heat, a chill issues from the depths of 
my chest and I shudder. Maybe it would be better if he 
didn’t come at all, so that I could peel myself away from 
this misfortune and none of it would be my fault. From 
the mosque across the street, the midday namaaz hums 
through loudspeakers into the sky. The drone of the 
words bounces back and forth between my brain and my 
skull, so rapidly that I think I almost pass out. I can’t let 
that happen, though, not on a day like this.

 * * *
Rashi was only five the day she was attacked. Of course, 
I was fortunate enough not to see it, but Shefali mausi, 
who worked at the hair salon, did. As most women in 

Notice
POETRY

KENDALL VORHIS, Grade 11, Age 17, Goose Creek High School, 
Goose Creek, SC. Nicholas Geary, Educator; Region-at-Large, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in -Grade Award

Notice:
My brain stole my bike,
pedaled it to a gas station reeking of
fish bait and bad decisions,
bummed a pack of Camels from a
lost businessman, and has
since then been on the run with
a stolen pair of Ray Bans.

The bike is blue with a wicker basket.
It ticks and hums and has a naggy chain
that creaks when it rains and
feels like the fastest damned thing you’d
ever set your assets on—
the handles grip like a widow to
a photograph, and the wheels:
plump with summer days spent exploring and
school nights filled with artful rebellion.
This bike, you see, is vital to my
well-being.

My brain . . . has seen better days.
It’s got a few scars on its amygdala from
a lost fight with logic and
hasn’t had a drop of serotonin in years—cold turkey.
I’ve told it there’s no shame in being
happy, or in feeling at all, but, stubbornly,
my brain keeps up its walls.

My brain hasn’t been the same, really.
In all honesty, I could do without.
It does nothing but cause me a worsening,
dull ache, so, should you
cross paths with such a spiteful heist,
tell it to forget my skull and take a hike.
I no longer want to see it, no longer want to
feel it rot in my head as it brings me
closer to the edge—
I know nothing in this world makes sense, but
why should I have to live with a soiled excuse for
consciousness?
 
The poem doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 
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12 Steps on How to 
Bake a Cake
POETRY

NOAH TREVINO, Grade 9, Age 14, Howard W. Blake High School, 
Tampa, FL. Casey Curry, Educator; Hillsborough County Public 
Schools, Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

I Grab your ingredients at the nearby store. Don’t 
bring your wallet with you because you won’t need it.

II Drive the old woman’s car to your house to begin 
baking the cake.

III Grab a bowl and pour into it the old blood sitting in 
the freezer.

IV Add 3 drops of your former spouse’s tears. Make 
sure the tears were from a time of betrayal and manip-
ulation.

V Crack into the bowl Ra’s heart, Shiva’s eye, Ba’s nose, 
and Zeus’s brain. Mix the ingredients thoroughly.

VI Before placing the batter into the tray, yell at it very 
loudly “I’m pregnant” or “I’m not gay” or “God isn’t 
real.” Then, place the tray of batter into the oven.

VII Turn up the heat to the highest temperature the 
oven can go. The cake will taste better if burnt.

VIII As the cake bakes, rip out more pages from the 
book your grandma gave you on Sunday. You’re almost 
to 400 pages dumped into the recycle bin.

IX Take the cake out of the oven. If the cake failed to 
burn, use the melted candle from your bedroom to try 
to engulf the cake in flames.

X Before digging into the cake, go to the pantry and 
grab the can of sprinkles. You remember Mr. Inferno 
giving it to you when you were born. You’ve had it ever 
since.

XI Sprinkle the can over the top of the cake. It will 
give the cake its fiery kick.

XII Grab a fork and dig in. When eating, you will feel 
guilty. You will feel you did something, like as if you’ve 
disappointed someone. You’ll eventually ignore the 
feeling and continue to eat your devilish dessert. 

Your Hands
(dedicated to the 43 million immigrants who 
now live in America)
POETRY

ESTELLA ZHOU, Grade 8, Age 13, Prospect Sierra Middle 
School, El Cerrito, CA. Rinat Manhoff, Educator; Region-at-Large, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

I memorized your hands.
The way you knit them together
like the faint wrinkles above your brow,
as if your fingers only have each other to console,
the way your thumbs feel
when I grip them in my fists,
muscled but fragile.

The skin on your palms
is fertile soil,
plowed and tilled and furrowed,
rich but spoilt
like that far-off place from which you came,
China.
It is a wasteland from which flowers sprang,
engorged in your sweat,
where crops managed to plunge their roots deep into 
the earth,
into you,
sucking in nutrients from your life.
The worms and insects explore the deep of your past,
A childhood, hazy with time, spent catching cicadas on 
heavy summer nights,
Reciting verses of propaganda of the Culture Revolu-
tion,
watching barges carrying salt, spices, oranges up the 
Grand Canal,
A childhood, so far off.

The creases in your skin
are where the rivers carved through the land,
threads of blue in embroidered silks of green,
and the place right below your index finger where they 
all meet
is the delta where thousands of streams join into one,
thundering, crashing toward the sea,
over which you flew to come to America,
that strange, wonderful place that
filled you with the fresh hope that only comes  
with youth.

Your nails
are the roofs of thousands of villages and cities,
shelters you built from your bones,
from your fragmented shards of remembrance
of the villages of your childhood.
You pieced together the shards
painstakingly,
one at a time,
until there was a cracked mirror again,
but when you looked through it from America
back to China,
everything was the same
and yet it was all different and strange
and unplaceable.
The sounds and colors and culture were foreign
The people were foreign
You were foreign.
You thought the word foreign so much that even it
felt foreign on your tongue,
sour and bitter
like overfermented rice liquor.
When you tell me stories of your beginnings,
the word found a way into your mind,
until even your memories seemed distant.

Your old words tumbled from your mouth
like vomit,
But they were the sweetest thing you had tasted.
You wish that they would become tasteless again like 
they once were,
but they are only so because you have forgotten them.
You do not remember your old tongue
And your hands shake on the page as you struggle but 
fail to recall the words,
but you do not know your new tongue enough
To keep your new words from blurring with accent.

So I studied your hands.
I felt the way they contorted with every crevice,
the way they slacken after each mountain,
how they mold the lines that wear through
you and the valleys that have been engraved into your 
bones.
I tried to see the country that was etched into your 
hands,
and here I am, still trying so hard
because I know that one day when you’re gone,
all that will be left are your hands,
two empty palms and ten fingers
drifting like tattered flags in the wind of everything 
you had seen. 
 

these parts, Shefali had a passion for gossip, and she 
would gladly recount the tale with fierce exaggeration 
and animation upon being asked.

“Well, the foolish girl strayed away from home, good-
ness knows how that happened. She was little more 
than a skinny little gudiya, half the height of an office 
chair, I’d say. Well, anyway, the girl was holding out a 
biscuit in her outstretched hand, the poor fool, trying 
to approach a stray dog that was rummaging through 
the trash. Here doggy, she said, pushing the biscuit 
stupidly into the brute’s face. Good boy! And then it 
happened.” Shefali mausi would snap her fingers at this 
point. “At least a dozen of them leaped out of the con-
struction rubble by the empty lot, and started brutally 
hacking away at the poor thing. Yes, yes, I ran to help 
of course. But the dogs were not ordinary, you see. I’d 
say they were wolves, their haunches were so sinewy. By 
the time good old Hamza from the chicken stall batted 
them off, the poor girl was in the most unrecognizable 
state.”

Rashi took less than a month to mentally heal from 
the attack. I doubt she even remembers the flash of the 
teeth, the scratch of ropy pelts on her skin. But it left 
her with a burden that festered over the years—a con-
stellation of scars across her face, distorting it into a 
disfigured cosmos. Sometimes I fantasized about push-
ing her into the fish pond once and for all. Other nights, 
I would punch my pillows angrily, and ask God why he’d 
left me with such a filthy embarrassment of a sister.

But God never answered. So here I am.
 * * *

A couple of years ago, Ma took us to the Winter Mela, 
the fair at the girls’ school before we broke up for the 
holidays. It was the first and only time I ever went on 
a ride—a decrepit carousel suffering from creaky joints. 
By the time I was done, I was so overcome by nausea 
and vertigo and the bile in my throat that I threw up, 
to the chagrin of passersby, and it felt as though my in-
nards had knotted themselves into a myriad of painful 
shapes. That’s how I feel now, when the man enters the 
tea stall. His face is partially obscured by a motorcycle 
helmet. I pray that it isn’t him, and again I prayed that 
it isn’t him, but the waiter directs him to our table, and 
I see my future husband’s face for the first time.

He is not what one would call attractive, but he is 
young, and thankfully doesn’t sport a potbelly.  
 
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 
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NATIONAL AWARDS
Exemplary students receive Gold, 

Silver, and American Visions and 

Voices Medals in 29 categories of 

art and writing. 

Students receive a Silver Medal 

with Distinction Portfolio Award 

for an art or writing portfolio  

presenting exceptional work at the 

Silver Medal level. These students 

are awarded a $1,000 scholarship. 

Many writing selections have been shortened. Go to 
artandwriting.org/galleries to read the full works.

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries  
to view more incredible art and writing.
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Curandera in the  
21st Century
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

YLIUZ SIERRA MARIN, Grade 12, Age 17, Buckingham Browne 
Nichols High School, Cambridge, MA. Allison Kornet, Educator; 
The School of the Museum of Fine Arts at Tufts University, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal, Best-in-Grade Award

Exploring my grandmother’s house in Colombia was 
always an adventure. You never knew what homemade 
magical potion you would find hidden in the old, wood-
en china cabinet or inside the dark drawers of her bu-
reau. Tall glass jars held thick liquids, foul-smelling 
creams filled dusty metal canisters, miniscule bottles 
with black glass droppers contained precious oint-
ments. I was intrigued by the mysterious concoctions, 
but I never dared to touch any of them out of fear that 
human fat or blood would be among the ingredients. 
My grandmother laughed at my allegations and assured 
me that the burgundy liquid on the shelf was simply a 
concentrated mixture of rose petals and red vinegar for 
toning her skin. In my mind, it was still human blood.

My grandmother kept her favorite potion beside her 
bed. The ancient, glass Coca-Cola bottle contained 
whiskey, spearmint, and cinnamon sticks that were 
thick like a bricklayer’s fingers. It stood tall, guarding 
her against the evil forces that flew at night. Whenever 
I slept over, my grandmother would begin her ritual. 
She would gently tuck me in beside her, reach for her 
rosary beads and Coca-Cola bottle on the nightstand, 
quickly tilt the bottle to let out a small amount of liq-
uid, soak my face, neck, and arms with it, and apply the 
potion to her own face and body. Content with the holy 
shield she had placed on me, my grandmother assumed 
the position of a saint’s statue, eyes closed, head angled 
toward heaven, and palms pressed together. She prayed 
the rosary.

Although the Catechism of the Catholic Church 2117, 
“magic or sorcery . . . are gravely contrary to the virtue 
of religion,” some Hispanics still conduct practices that 
some devout Catholics might consider sacrilegious. My 
grandmother often consulted the horoscope and got tar-
ot readings and had her palm read by self-proclaimed 
clairvoyants. Whenever I left my empty hot chocolate 
mug on the table, she frantically inspected it, search-
ing for a supernatural meaning behind the shapes and 
figures that had dried on the mug. I disregarded her be-

liefs in healing creams and her attempts to peer into the 
future, since I did not want to believe that there was 
something slightly off about my own grandmother, but 
in the back of my mind, I was slightly curious about the 
origins of these unusual practices.

As I got older and learned more about the pre-colo-
nial culture of indigenous peoples in Colombia, I real-
ized that I did not have a “crazy” grandmother. She was 
just honoring the traditions that had been passed down 
generation to generation. At a time with no vaccines, 
no antibiotics, and no painkillers, native communities 
had priests called chamanes, who were responsible for 
brewing remedial potions from plants. In the 16th cen-
tury, chamanes used their herbal medicine to attempt 
to cure the indigenous peoples of the diseases that the 
Spanish conquistadors had brought with them. As the 
Spanish colonized South America and forcefully con-
verted the natives into Catholics throughout the follow-
ing centuries, those indigenous tribal doctors became 
curanderos. A new generation of healers emerged, and 
among them was my great-grandmother. She claimed 
that she had healed countless frail children with her 
remedial creams and baths. Her most successful case 
was her own granddaughter, who had suffered from po-
lio as a child. Most children who suffer from polio re-
quire crutches in order to walk for the rest of their lives; 
however, my great-grandmother claims that bathing my 
aunt with the broth of a cow’s poll alleviated her con-
dition and allowed her to walk with just a slight limp.

The recipe for this remedy was passed down anoth-
er generation to my grandmother, who for months after 
my birth nagged my parents until they allowed her to 
bathe me in this broth. It is believed that bathing the 
child with the broth of a cow’s poll strengthens him and 
shields him from any future harm. So when I was one 
year old—before my baptism, the traditional Catholic 
ceremony where a baby is cleansed from original sin—I 
participated in a ceremony that might have come from 
the chamanes of the indigenous tribes half a millenni-
um ago. In my grandmother’s mind, I was Achilles in 
the River Styx, protected and invigorated by the bath.

In reality, it is unlikely that the broth bath was the 
sole reason for my improved health, and it simply made 
me an excessively greasy baby for the rest of the week. 
It is more likely that the modern medicines and treat-
ments were what actually cured my aunt’s polio. How-
ever, in a constantly changing world in which traditions 
are being left in the past, it is important to value the 
teachings of the previous generations and embrace our 
history before it is lost forever.  



ZOE BARTHELEMY, Mind on Repeat (facing page), Drawing & Illustration. Grade 12, Age 17,  Lusher Charter School,  
New Orleans, LA. Kyle Sirman, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal 

ANDREW BOYNTON, Hemlock (above), Photography. Grade 12, Age 18,  Harrison School for the Arts, Lakeland, FL.  
Beth Garcia, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Silver Medal with Distinction 

JENNA BELLONBY, The Strength Within Her (below), Photography. Grade 11, Age 17,  Milford High School, Milford, OH.  
Christopher Luessen, Educator; Art Academy of Cincinnati , Affiliate; Gold Medal
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CAROLINE BRODT, Paint by Number (facing page),  
Photography. Grade 12, Age 17,  Barnstable High School, 
Hyannis, MA. Matt Kemp, Educator; The School of the Museum 
of Fine Arts at Tufts University, Affiliate; Silver Medal  
with Distinction

BAILEY BUNICK , Baboon in a Sunny Room (above), Painting. 
Grade 12, Age 17,  Lake Oswego High School, Lake Oswego, OR. 
Katherine Brink, Educator; Oregon Art Education Association, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

JACK BROOKS, Guy with Really Long Limbs in Underwear 
(right), Drawing & Illustration. Grade 11, Age 17, Eldorado High 
School, Albuquerque, NM. Sheldon Richards, Educator; New 
Mexico Art Education Association, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries  
to view more incredible art and writing.
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AUDREY DE LUCIA , Juno (facing page), 
Painting. Grade 10, Age 15,  Everest 
Academy Manila, Taguig, Philippines. 
Alphaliza Quinto, Educator; Region-at-
Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

LUCIE COOPER , Sunshine Devin  
(above left), Drawing & Illustration. 
Grade 11, Age 17,  Mississippi School of 
the Arts, Brookhaven, MS. Kelly Varner, 
Educator; Mississippi Museum of Art, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

YADIRA DIAZ , Estresada (above right), 
Painting. Grade 12, Age 17, Goshen High 
School, Goshen, IN. Cynthia Cooper, 
Educator; South Bend Museum of Art, 
Affiliate; Silver Medal

SHANNON FERRARI, Bloom (right), 
Mixed Media. Grade 12, Age 17,   
Lampeter-Strasburg High School, 
Lampeter, PA. Scott Cantrell, Educator; 
Lancaster Museum of Art, Affiliate;  
Silver Medal with Distinction
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ARIANA FONTANEZ , Manuel (facing page), Photography.  
Grade 9, Age 14, Chicago High School of the Arts, Chicago, IL. 
Eileen Mueller, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate;  
Silver Medal 

CHLOE JUNG , Through the Car Window (above), Painting.  
Grade 7, Age 12, Tenakill Middle School, Closter, NJ. Han Jong Lee, 
Educator; Montclair Art Museum, Affiliate; Gold Medal

VALERIE DEHONNET, Mentor (left), Painting. Grade 12, Age 17, 
Brockton High School, Brockton, MA. Erin DeSimone, Educator; 
The School of the Museum of Fine Arts at Tufts University,  
Affiliate; Gold Medal

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries  
to view more incredible art and writing.
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IRENE LEE, Reflections (facing page, top), Painting. Grade 9, Age 14, Jericho Senior High School, Jericho, NY. Jiyong Park, Educator; 
Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

LOLA HAKIM, On the Go Part 1 (facing page, bottom), Photography. Grade 10, Age 15, Crossroads School, Santa Monica, CA.  
Janice Gomez, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

GWYNETH GRAVADOR , Pile (above), Mixed Media. Grade 11, Age 17,  Stuyvesant High School, New York, NY. Sun Young Kim and 
Hirah Park, Educators; NYC Scholastic Awards, Affiliate; Gold Medal

MONICA CHANG, Shallow (below), Painting. Grade 12, Age 17, North Gwinnett High School, Suwanee, GA. Yvette Kim, Educator; 
Savannah College of Art and Design, Affiliate; Gold Medal
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JOSAPHINE LADAO, Smoke and a Haircut (facing page), Photography. Grade 12, Age 17,  Leilehua High School, Wahiawa, HI.  
Keith Sasada, Educator; Hawai ì State Department of Education, Affiliate; Silver Medal with Distinction

TAD GREENWALD, Composition 6 (above), Drawing & Illustration. Grade 12,  Age 18,  Lovejoy High School, Allen, TX.  
Brice McCasland, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Silver Medal with Distinction
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STEPHANIE LOPEZ , Imprint (facing page), Photography.  
Grade 12, Age 17, Lambert High School, Suwanee, GA.  
Kimberley D’Allen, Educator; Savannah College of Art and Design, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

KATIE GOLDENBERG, Close the Gap (above), Editorial Cartoon 
sponsored by The Herb Block Foundation. Grade 11, Age 16, 
Horace Mann School, Bronx, NY. Chidi Asoluka, Educator; NYC 
Scholastic Awards, Affiliate; Gold Medal

JACKSON FYFE, Triple Bellied Green Crystalline Bottle (right), 
Ceramics & Glass. Grade 17, Age 12, Newton South High School, 
Newton Centre, MA. Jeffrey Wixon, Molly Baring-Gould, and 
Abygale Choi, Educators; The School of the Museum of Fine Arts 
at Tufts University, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries  
to view more incredible art and writing.
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APRIL LEE, Of Weasels and Chickens: Episodes Five and Six (top), Film & Animation. Grade 11, Age 16,  The Nightingale-Bamford 
School, New York, NY. Sarah Ellis, Educator; NYC Scholastic Awards, Affiliate; Gold Medal

MAXWELL WOLFE , Out Back (facing page, bottom), Painting. Grade 11, Age 17, Gettysburg Area High School, Gettysburg, PA. Amy 
Thrush-Dreves, Educator; Commonwealth Charter Academy, Affiliate; Gold Medal

MICHAEL PLACE , A Miserable Victory (above), Photography. Grade 11, Age 16, Mountain Vista High School, Highlands Ranch, CO.  
Kristin Johnson, Educator; Colorado Art Education Association, Affiliate; Gold Medal
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MAX MCGUINNIS, Self-Portrait (facing page), Drawing & 
Illustration. Grade 10, Age 16,  Wauwatosa East High School, 
Wauwatosa, WI. Molly Brennan, Educator; The Milwaukee Art 
Museum, Affiliate; Gold Medal

LIBBY MACKIN, Recreation of Egon Schiele's "Self Portrait  
with Hands on Chest" (above left), Photography. Grade 10,  
Age 15,  Mountain Vista High School, Highlands Ranch, CO.  
Kristin Johnson, Educator; Colorado Art Education Association, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

ENRIQUE MARTINEZ , Adios (above right), Painting.  
Grade 11, Age 16, Grand Island Senior High School,  
Grand Island, NE. Jerome Dubas, Educator; Omaha Public  
Schools Art Department, Affiliate; Gold Medal

NATHAN GRIFFITH, At a Breaking Point (left), Sculpture.  
Grade 12, Age 17,  Hamilton Southeastern High School,  
Fishers, IN. Dan Moosbrugger, Educator; Clowes Memorial Hall, 
Butler Arts Center and Hoosier Writing Project at IUPUI, Affiliate; 
Gold Medal
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DANIEL LEMKE , Girl in Pink (facing page), Painting. Grade 11, Age 17, Saint Mary’s Hall, San Antonio, TX. Logan Blanco, Educator;  
SAY Sí (San Antonio Youth Yes), Affiliate; Gold Medal 

KITTITHAT KAEWSAWANG, After Death, Photography. Grade 10, Age 16, Kent School, Kent, CT. Curtis Scofield, Educator; 
Connecticut Art Education Association, Affiliate; Gold Medal
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EMMA ORFIELD JOHNSTON, Island (above), Photography. Grade 12, Age 17,  Perpich Center for Arts Education,  
Golden Valley, MN. Rebecca Bullen, Educator; Art Educators of Minnesota, Affiliate; Silver Medal with Distinction

NATALIA POTERYAKHIN, Thaw (below), Film & Animation. Grade 12, Age 17,  Wayzata High School, Plymouth, MN.  
Lea Anne Jasper, Educator; Art Educators of Minnesota, Affiliate; Gold Medal

YUNJIN LEE , The Blend of Cultures (facing page), Painting. Grade 11, Age 16, Tenafly High School, Tenafly, NJ.  
Yoon Jeun Kim, Educator; Montclair Art Museum, Affiliate; Gold Medal
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MORIAH ROLAND, Night Out (above), Drawing & Illustration. Grade 9, Age 14,  Power APAC, Jackson, MS. Martha Hamburg, 
Educator; Mississippi Museum of Art, Affiliate; Gold Medal, American Visions Medal

LINDSEY POTOFF, Jimmy, Don't Watch This Part! (below), Comic Art. Grade 12, Age 17,  The Jean and Samuel Frankel Jewish 
Academy of Metropolitan Detroit, West Bloomfield, MI. Alyssa Baron-Klask, Educator; College for Creative Studies, Affiliate; 
Silver Medal with Distinction

JESSE COCKERHAM , Nassau (facing page, top), Painting. Grade 12, Age 17, West Forsyth High School, Clemmons, NC.  
Nathan Newsome, Educator; Barton College, Affiliate; Gold Medal

ADAM RODRIGUEZ , Inverted Vehicle (facing page, bottom), Photography. Grade 11, Age 16, Center Grove High School, 
Greenwood, IN. Jacquelyn Fowler, Educator; Clowes Memorial Hall, Butler Arts Center and Hoosier Writing Project at IUPUI, Affiliate; 
Gold Medal
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AUDREY LENDVAY, Digital Hostage (facing page), Mixed Media. Grade 8, Age 14,  Lavilla School of Arts, Jacksonville, FL.  
Cheryl Lunger, Educator; Northeast Florida Art Education Association, Affiliate; Gold Medal

CAROLINE SENYSZYN , Georgie (top), Photography. Grade 12, Age 17,  Arlington Heights High School, Fort Worth, TX.  
Cheryl Evans-Rogers, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

KATHRYN TREACY, A Girl and Her Two Best Friends (bottom), Photography. Grade 11, Age 17, American Heritage School, 
Plantation, FL. Teresa Smith, Educator; Young at Art Museum, Affiliate; Gold Medal 
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XIAOTIAN SHANGGUAN, One with Nature, Painting. Grade 7, Age 12, Wilmette Junior High School, Wilmette, IL.  
Paige Lunde, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

HENRY SHIELD, February Calendar (facing page), Design. Grade 11, Age 16,  Niles North High School, Skokie, IL.  
Melissa Connell, Educator; Region-at-Large , Affiliate; Gold Medal

2018 SCHOL A STIC ART & WRITING AWARDS  NATIONAL AWARDS    7978      artandwriting.org 



MINKYONG SONG, Monologue (facing page), Painting. Grade 12, Age 18,  McLean High School, McLean, VA. Swapna Elias and  
Ju Yun, Educators; Fairfax County Public Schools, Affiliate; Silver Medal with Distinction

JERRY XIA , Express Cafe (top), Architecture & Industrial Design. Grade 8, Age 14,  Pierce Middle School, Grosse Pointe Park, MI. 
Jane Plieth, Susan Quinn, and Geneva Scully, Educators; College for Creative Studies, Affiliate; Gold Medal

EMILY STEWARD, The Patient Few (bottom), Painting. Grade 12, Age 17,  Whitmer High School, Toledo, OH.  
Matthew Squibb, Educator; Fort Wayne Museum of Art, Affiliate; Gold Medal
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JULIA TALBOT, Moon Kingdom, Comic Art. Grade 12, Age 18, Medford High School, Medford, MA. Candace Van Aken, Educator;  
The School of the Museum of Fine Arts at Tufts University, Affiliate; Gold Medal

THANH THAI, A Primate's Wrath (facing page), Drawing & Illustration. Grade 11, Age 17,  Scripps Ranch High School, San Diego, CA. 
Anne Brady, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Silver Medal 

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries to view more incredible art and writing.
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KENNEDE THOMAS, Two Cakes (facing page, top), Painting. 
Grade 11, Age 17, Stivers School for the Arts, Dayton, OH.  
Julie Anderson and Lizabeth Whipps, Educators; K12 Galley & 
TEJAS, Affiliate; Gold Medal

CAMILLE VOLK , Water Bottles (facing page, bottom), Drawing 
& Illustration. Grade 12, Age 18,  Revere High School, Richfield, 
OH. Robert Pierson, Educator; Kent State University at Stark, 
Affiliate; Silver Medal with Distinction

SOPHIE THOMPSON, Grasping the Cup - Study 3 (above), 
Printmaking. Grade 8, Age 13,  Bromfield School, Harvard, MA.  
Cynthis Harris, Educator; The School of the Museum of Fine Arts 
at Tufts University, Affiliate; Gold Medal

ASHLEY WILLIAMS, All Black Everythang (left), Jewelry.  
Grade 12, Age 18,  Southfield High School for the Arts &  
Technology, Southfield, MI. Jaclyn Hamilton, Educator; College 
for Creative Studies, Affiliate; Gold Medal, 
 American Visions Medal
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SEUNGWON LEE , Old Bus (above), Painting. Grade 10, Age 15, Chattahoochee High School, Alpharetta, GA. Yoonhee Chung, Educator; 
Savannah College of Art and Design, Affiliate; Gold Medal

ZACHARY WILSON, Delta ARC - Beginnings (below), Video Game Design. Grade 11, Age 16,  South County High School, Lorton, VA. 
Robert Christie, Educator; Fairfax County Public Schools, Affiliate; Gold Medal 

MARGEAUX GOULD, Sunday Morning (facing page), Sculpture. Grade 12, Age 17,  Academy of the Holy Angels, Demarest, NJ. 
Christine Wraga DeGennaro, Educator; Montclair Art Museum, Affiliate; Gold Medal
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RAYMOND UNDERWOOD, Pensive (above), 
Photography. Grade 12, Age 17,  Henry Ford 
Academy: School for Creative Studies,  
Detroit, MI. Mara Magyarosi-Laytner,  
Educator; College for Creative Studies, 
Affiliate; Silver Medal

RACHEL TUPLER , Shelter from the Storm 
(left), Sculpture. Grade 10, Age 16, NSU 
University School, Davie, FL. Melanie Cohen, 
Educator; Young at Art Museum, Affiliate; 
Gold Medal

JUNHAN ZENG, Lost Children (facing page, 
top), Mixed Media. Grade 12, Age 19,  Home 
School, Lexington, MA. Danielle Coenen, 
Educator; The School of the Museum of Fine 
Arts at Tufts University, Affiliate; Gold Medal

VIVIAN ZHU, The Perfect Doll (facing page, 
bottom), Mixed Media. Grade 10, Age 15,  
Sentinel Secondary School, West  
Vancouver, Canada. Tracy Chiu, Heng Guan, 
and Yue Ying Wu, Educators; Region-at-
Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

2018 SCHOL A STIC ART & WRITING AWARDS  NATIONAL AWARDS    8988      artandwriting.org 



XON VON OFENHEIM , Diner, Painting. Grade 11, Age 16, Appomattox Regional Governor’s School, Petersburg, VA. 
Susann Whittier, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Normalizing Nonbinary
CRITICAL ESSAY

MAX BROWNE , Grade 11, Age 16, Home School, Sandy Hook, CT. 
Francesca Morrissey, Educator; Writopia Lab, Affiliate; 
Gold Medal

Every three weeks for the past two years, I’ve gone 
to the same support group; I rarely miss a meeting. I 
wake up early on those Saturday mornings, and one of 
my parents drives me for almost forty-five minutes to a 
school in the city. There, I walk up to the familiar sec-
ond-story classroom, where the facilitators have pushed 
aside the tables and made a circle of chairs in the cen-
ter of the room. Sitting in these chairs are kids middle 
school to college-aged, many with bleached or colorfully 
dyed hair, wearing outfits that some of them might not 
be allowed to wear every day. When the group starts, we 
go around the circle and introduce ourselves with our 
names and pronouns—typically, the pronouns are he, 
she, they, or sometimes a combination. Then we get to 
talk about what’s bothering us: family problems, school 
stress, anxiety, and the people who argue with us about 
our genders.

In this support group, I get to talk to dozens of other 
transgender people who know what I’m going through. 
These are the kids who have helped me through my 
journey of realizing that I’m nonbinary. Nonbinary is 
an umbrella term for genders that fall outside of male 
and female, which constitute the “gender binary.” There 
are more specific nonbinary genders, such as bigender, 
genderfluid, and agender, but I just identify as nonbi-
nary. It took me a while to come to that conclusion—15 
years, to be precise—because I, like most people, grew 
up with the assumption that there are only two genders. 
But there are probably a million genders, some of which 
don’t even have words to describe them yet. However, 
there are many people who don’t believe this. Some ar-
gue that there are only two genders, and that these new-

fangled identities are made up by young people who just 
want to feel special, or identify themselves as “other.” 
Countless people think this way—parents, politicians, 
even some binary transgender people. But nonbinary 
people won’t stop existing just because there are peo-
ple who think that nonbinary genders are fake. They’re 
real, and they’re here to stay.

Let’s start with a basic biology lesson. In school, we’re 
taught that there are two genders, and that each gender 
has certain traits associated with it. Females have XX 
chromosomes, estrogen as their main hormone, and a 
reproductive system including a vagina, uterus, ovaries, 
etc. Males have XY chromosomes, testosterone as their 
main hormone, and a reproductive system that includes 
a penis, testes, etc. However, in humans there is much 
more variation regarding sex, and there is also some-
times a disconnect between sex and gender. For exam-
ple, a transgender girl’s technical sex is male, but she’s 
still a girl because that’s how she identifies her gender. 
A nonbinary person’s sex could also be male, but their 
gender is still nonbinary if that’s what they say their 
gender is.

There is a third, very broad category for sex known as 
intersex. The term “hermaphrodite” used to be used for 
these people; the term was coined from a Greek myth 
where a male child of Aphrodite and Hermes merged 
bodies with a nymph, making them one androgynous be-
ing. The Intersex Society of North America explains that 
while this term was used clinically in the past, “the myth-
ological term ‘hermaphrodite’ implies that a person is 
both fully male and fully female. This is a physiologic im-
possibility. The words ‘hermaphrodite’ and ‘pseudo-her-
maphrodite’ are stigmatizing and misleading words.” 
Currently, the word “intersex” is considered the correct 
way to describe this condition. People who are intersex 
can have any number of variations in their chromosomes, 
genitalia, hormones, and reproductive organs. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

But nonbinary people won’t stop existing 
just because there are people who think 

that nonbinary genders are fake. They’re 
real, and they’re here to stay.
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Assassination in the 
Name of a Sweet Soup
CRITICAL ESSAY

JENNY HAN, Grade 8, Age 13, Home School, San Diego, CA. 
Esther Peckham, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Imagine that a small baby bird in a nest is watching as a 
scary stranger grabs its mommy; the innocent fowl sits 
and waits for its caretaker, who will never return. Nu-
merous ethnicities, including Chinese, Japanese, Kore-
an, and many more, often consume a treasured delicacy 
known as bird’s nest soup, a special dish that requires 
birds to be captured or killed for their spit. This trend 
originated from a Chinese myth, stating that one of the 
Chinese’s supreme gods feasted on bird’s nest soup, be-
lieving it would bring him longevity and great health. 
This wondrous tale initiated this craze for the rare soup 
by the Chinese, and the trend has rubbed off on its neigh-
boring countries, as well as other cultures. Throughout 
the years, predominantly Asian communities have been 
eating this expensive delicacy that contains solidified 
bird saliva, collected from various birds and their nests. 
Though many people enjoy this tasty treat and see it as 
one of the most exotic dishes, the process of making this 
soup is more catastrophic than one can imagine.

Many individuals eat unusual kinds of food. They 
think that these dishes will yield delightful results, sat-
isfying individuals with their special needs and wants. 
Most consumers eat bird’s nest soup believing that it is 
nutritious. As a result of these beliefs, consumers name 
this dish as special “white gold.” Consuming “white 
gold” will help to prevent certain illnesses. Some women 
claim that the dish will maintain their “youth as well[,] 
. . . [guarantee a] long healthy life and [give them] a 
strong body.” (Wan) Even so, there have been no records 
of a scientific study that demonstrates those claims. Not 
only do people believe in such antics, they are willing 

to allocate a great deal of money on this meager bowl of 
sweet soup. Just a pound of this product in high quality 
will set someone back about a thousand dollars. While 
others are devouring this luxury, laborers who work to 
retrieve the dried bird saliva from their nests are suf-
fering immense pain. Many of the areas where one can 
find these birds are in destitute rural places. Since the 
swiftlets are aware of their nests being violated by the 
greedy humans, they build their nests high up on cliffs. 
The tools used to reach the nests and birds are gener-
ally very unstable. Many bird collectors have died from 
climbing on long, rickety wooden ladders to reach these 
nests. Craving such a petite appetizer may result in the 
long fall of an innocent human from the unsteady lad-
der. Serving and tasting that scrumptious sweet soup in 
a delicate porcelain bowl does not paint the despicable 
story of how the soup gets to that table.

As a result of the high demand for bird’s nest soup, the 
swiftlet, the bird that provides the saliva, has become 
an endangered species. Often these birds do not even 
have a chance at reproduction because there is such a 
high demand for their dried saliva. The majority of these 
birds are forced to build their nests in farms, meaning 
that few are left in the wild, reducing the number of 
these fowls left. With few primitive swiftlets remaining, 
“bird’s nest farming . . . [has] become something of a 
boom industry across the region.” (Twilley) When har-
vesting the saliva, human hands have handled the nests 
and the mommy birds can smell that their nests have 
been intruded upon. They will abandon the babies in the 
nests, leaving them to starve to death. Other times, the 
intruders will merely toss the hatchlings away if they 
are in their way of extracting the saliva. Though there 
have been ideas and practices of making synthetic nests, 
customers want the real deal, yearning for the “white 
gold” coming from wild nests. Selfish humans have been 
the cause of the decrease in swiftlets’ population. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Ratings, Profits, and 
Fear: How a 41-Year-Old 
Film Predicted the Role 
of the Media in the  
21st Century
CRITICAL ESSAY

BRIAN KIM, Grade 11, Age 16, Langley High School, McLean, VA.
Scott Barycki, Educator; Writopia Lab D.C., Affiliate; Gold Medal

In 1976, a film called Network focused on the idea of 
the American media manipulating the news for the sake 
of ratings. It tells the story of Howard Beale, a news 
anchor for a failing television broadcasting company 
named UBS. The network’s news program is struggling 
to compete with the major news corporations of the 
time—ABC, NBC, and CBS—and eventually decides to 
fire Beale. On that same night, Beale announces that 
he will kill himself on the evening news. Consequently, 
UBS’s network experiences a ratings spike, and soon, 
UBS decides to exploit Beale’s rants instead of pulling 
him off the air. In many of Beale’s rants, he criticizes 
how Americans choose to remain ignorant of the flaws 
of their society and watch their television. 

Forty-one years later, the movie’s message is more 
relevant than ever. The abundance of mass media in our 
world has only caused more confusion rather than the 
actual enlightenment of viewers. Network predicted this 
chaotic world in the seventies. But if we saw this com-
ing, why hasn’t this situation changed after over forty 
years? What’s to blame?

There are three contributory factors: ratings, profits, 
and fear.

There is no question that the media is driven by ratings. 
However, in the midst of ratings, there has always been 
a distinction that many Americans fail to realize: what 
people need to know versus what people want to know. 

James Surowiecki attributes this as “crowd-based 
decisions” in his book, The Wisdom of Crowds. He de-
scribes how crowds have the ability to be wise but can 
also be irrational. The very generalized reason for this 
is that humans are not rational. We cannot always have 
the ability to filter all of the knowledge we hear and ef-
fectively apply it to our lives. For example, crowds may 

have the ability to guess the price of an item at a restau-
rant but are poor at determining the quality of that food 
because many other factors cloud their judgment. Peo-
ple feel the need to follow other people’s ideas because 
of peer pressure, copy other people’s opinions instead of 
thinking on their own, and maintain the status quo in 
order to prevent the possibility of becoming an outcast. 
(Surowiecki) This leaves an important question: What 
does the news believe the crowd wants to watch?

The answer is negativity. In particular, psychologist 
Tom Stafford claims, we may be drawn to stories filled 
with sadness. In a 2014 BBC article, he references a 
study done at McGill University that found people grav-
itated toward articles and news stories with a negative 
connotation. One interpretation is that people truly be-
lieve that “the world is rosier than it actually is.” Many 
Americans believe that their lifestyle is better than av-
erage and as a result, they believe that good will always 
prevail and bad will be vanquished. Stafford says: “This 
pleasant view of the world makes bad news all the more 
surprising and salient. It is only against a light back-
ground that the dark spots are highlighted.” In other 
words, we need the bad stories to make us feel better 
about ourselves. It is a common human psychological 
urge to feel exceptional. 

We find negativity irresistible because it is so anoma-
lous, and therefore compelling, to us Americans. (Staf-
ford) News channels and networks know what people 
want to watch, so they put these stories on the air.

There is no doubt that President Trump has con-
quered the media. Every minute, there seems to be a 
new story about his actions in office. As of May 2017, 
Trump headlines made up 41 percent of all news cover-
age, 80 percent of which is negative. (Patterson) News 
networks cover him for an obvious reason; in return for 
watching hours of Trump, we give the channels high 
ratings every single night.

This concession to news-as-spectacle was also re-
flected in Network. As UBS’s success and ratings build, 
it creates other preposterous shows, such as the “Mao 
Zedong Hour,” a miniseries that follows every move of 
a radical terrorist group. However, behind the camera, 
the network is actually telling the terrorists what to do. 
The film illustrates how a network will do anything to 
get ratings—even if it means sacrificing basic journalis-
tic ethics.

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

 

Though many people enjoy this tasty treat 
and see it as one of the most exotic  

dishes, the process of making this soup is 
more catastrophic than one can imagine.
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Another Day at War
FL A SH FICTION

AVERY DIETZ , Grade 12, Age 18, Covington Catholic High 
School, Park Hills, KY. Diane Ruth, Educator; Northern Kentucky 
Writing Region, Affiliate; Gold Medal

The fear and anxiety begin shortly before the battle. I 
tremble, and a nervous sweat trickles down my brow. 
Self-doubt plagues my thoughts. My heart races. I 
ponder the consequences should I lose, and the spoils 
should I win. If I should fail, all my men would fall; I 
would be humiliated, and worst of all, my rightful place 
as king would be stolen from me. If I win, the glory will 
be all mine. 

I stand at the back of my army. All of my men are at 
my sides and in front of me. Every soldier able to fight 
has come prepared to lay down his life for me and they 
will protect me to their death. 

My wife is at my side. I did not protest when she re-
quested to accompany me. I was glad. She is my most 
trusted adviser and my deadliest assassin. She clutches 
my hand and my racing heart relaxes. I am the king of 
this army and our great nation. Although the circum-
stances that brought us together as a nation are un-
known to us now, we stand united by our cause: to de-
feat our adversary. 

We march onward toward the spot for battle. Over the 
hills, I spy a glance of the enemy, and my heart begins 
to pound again. 

As we approach the shadow of the adversary, the 
presence of our enemy looms over us like a torrential 
storm cloud waiting to burst. The enemy has the same 
formation as my own forces, as if mimicking us. The 
only seeming difference is their skin, not a colored man 
among them. The entirety of their army is white, as if 
the soldiers were made from snow. Their goal is the 
same as ours, to eliminate the enemy and topple the 
leader. The long march to the battlefield has not pre-
pared the men, nor myself, for this moment. I make eye 
contact with the lord of the other kingdom. He stares at 
me with eyes cold enough to freeze hell over. The enemy 
beings to chant cries of war. My men have no such atti-
tude about them.

Although the lump in my throat and the shaking of 
my legs protest, I must speak to my men. I stride to the 
front of the line and begin my speech. “Men!” I shout. 
Even the other side quiets down. The entirety of the 
world centers on me as I speak. I clear my throat and 

proceed. “The enemy will not overtake us today, nor 
any other day. They will come for your wives, your 
lives, your children! They will stop at nothing to outwit 
and outman you. We will not let that happen. We will 
fight not as individuals today but as a nation; a nation 
of brothers, sisters, fathers, and mothers. A nation that 
will not concede. A nation that will rise up when called 
upon to defeat any threat to our lives and our peace. 
And we . . . will . . . win!” The men erupt in shouts of 
approval and instantly their morale is boosted. I step 
behind my men into my proper place and adjust the 
crown on top of my head. 

The enemy gives no warning nor reaction to my speech. 
Instead, a foot soldier responds, marching straight toward 
my army. His white skin crawls as he strides confident-
ly toward us. My hand shakes as I beckon my soldier to 
meet him. The two size each other up but do not engage 
in combat. Another foot soldier joins his white comrade. 
This time instead of biding his time, my soldier strikes 
down the enemy, quick and painless. The enemy attempts 
a flank and my forces counter by positioning knights in 
the center of the battlefield. The fight is just beginning. 

The battle is long and painful. The men have not 
yelled, nor screamed, nor chanted since it began. The 
battle is fought in almost complete silence. Only the 
occasional death of a soldier results in a brief clash of 
armor, and then it is over almost as soon as it began. 
Eventually, the enemy appears to be beating us. Near-
ly all my men have been killed, and even our religious 
leaders have been slain. Our casualities are many, but 
we have put up resistance. The enemy has lost a consid-
erable number of foot soldiers, and half of their legion 
of knights has been defeated. We enter deeper into the 
battle and my nerves get worse. My wife has not yet left 
my side but now she departs, running straight across 
the battlefield to save a foot soldier. 

The battle draws on until it feels like it may never 
end. An enemy’s group of foot soldiers strike down my 
castle, the only protection my army had left. My Queen 
turns and faces me.

My wife looks me in the eyes; she knows what she 
needs to do. She crosses the battlefield in a slow, rhyth-
mic motion. Her final dance as Queen of my kingdom. 
The enemy sees the opportunity and strikes without a 
second thought. The enemy’s castle fires a shot from a 
ballista directly in front of where my Queen is standing. 
She goes down, her head on the other end of a stake.

 
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

To Let Out the Sun
FL A SH FICTION

KAYLEE JEONG, Grade 10, Age 15, Jesuit High School, Portland, 
OR. Jeff Hall, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

When I was five and you were eight, we were always 
peeling grass off our faces and thighs as we skidded 
across the grass trying to reach the soccer ball in time. 
We washed mud from our bare shoulders with the 
sprinklers along the sidewalk. The funniest thing in 
the world was when your entire face turned bright red 
from sunburn and exhaustion. If it didn’t, we ran to the 
bathroom. Too short to see the mirror, we shared the 
blue plastic stepping stool. You pinched your cheeks and 
stuck out your tongue and I fell, shrieking, onto the tile, 
laughing at something that would only ever be ours. We 
sat on old lawn chairs when the sky was clear, and you 
told me that the sunset is God stirring the pieces of old 
sky around with his little finger.

“Every sunset comes from the same pieces. And 
during the golden hour, slivers of light peek through the 
cracks.”

I believed you.
At seven and ten we decided we were grown and 

crept, giggling, into the master bedroom, leaving a mess 
behind us. You clasped the bottle of bright-red nail pol-
ish and we tiptoed out. Sitting in the room we shared, I 
felt the warmth of your clutched breath on my hands as 
you dragged the brush shakily down each small finger-
nail. When you were done, paint covered my fingers and 
a large crimson stain marked the carpet. Mom yelped 
when she saw it.

“Lola, you didn’t!”
But you did. And it’s faded, but I can still see it now, 

next to your empty twin bed.
I think you were twelve when the word little sister 

became too large to hide under tongues, and we swal-
lowed the word friend to make room. It was okay. You 
were mostly still Lola at home. Sometimes the real Lola 

came bubbling to the surface. And in the times when 
you were quiet, I tried to make a name for the hurting 
that wasn’t growing up. When you pulled Mom aside, I 
crept around to hear you whispering to her to keep me 
busy because you didn’t want me to go to the skating 
rink with you and your friends. My hands trembled to 
touch your doorknob because it was locked and would 
rattle and you’d know I was outside. But we watched 
the sunset like always, not on lawn chairs anymore, just 
from the windowsill. Usually you were reading. Some-
times you weren’t there.

But it was okay. During the golden hour, at least God 
kept me company as he stirred the atmosphere around 
and around.

Suddenly, you were fifteen. Suddenly, you weren’t 
enough. Some days you would come home, but you 
wouldn’t really. You spent your hours in the basement 
or in the bathroom. The blue plastic stepping stool was 
gone now and with it the funny faces. The first day I 
caught you throwing your food into the garbage, I asked 
you if you weren’t hungry. You stared at me for a sec-
ond, thinking over your words carefully, opening your 
mouth before pausing, then simply telling me no. When 
I shrugged, your gaze told me I didn’t understand.

I know I would have understood. I know I could have. 
I missed when you let the words escape.

Some days after you came out, I smelled vomit in the 
bathroom. When I asked you, trying to be offhand, what 
the smell was, you looked at me with eyes a thousand 
years old.

“It’s me being beautiful.” You slammed the bathroom 
door and stumbled upstairs, and I watched every month 
that went by drain you. Plastic water bottles filled your 
side of the room, and your clothes grew so ridiculously 
big when I saw you I could only think empty. The last time 
you fainted, it was one summer walking down the drive-
way, the bright sun exposing the paleness of your hollow 
cheeks. You were shivering in your yellow sweater. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

You pinched your cheeks and stuck out 
your tongue and I fell, shrieking, onto 

the tile, laughing at something that would 
only ever be ours. 
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Origin Story
FL A SH FICTION

SOPHIE PAQUETTE, Grade 11, Age 15, Interlochen Arts Acade-
my, Interlochen, MI. Mika Perrine and Joe Sacksteder, Educators; 
Kendall College of Art and Design of Ferris State University, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal, American Voices Award

Every afternoon, the school bus drops the four of us off 
at the old 7-Eleven behind Marsha’s house. We stum-
ble through the door in the same humming clump, 
bell chiming overhead. The register boy looks up, all 
snaggle-toothed, lip hitched where the white edge of a 
molar pokes out. Elsie smiles and waves at the security 
camera, exposing the pink of her palm like something 
secret. (Elsie’s always got an audience.) Here, we know 
the aisles like we know the nooks of our own bodies. 
Marsha slides a finger down the crinkling rows of candy 
wrappers, June tucks bags of chips in her lap, pinches 
the corners until all that’s left inside is dust. Elsie spins, 
spins, spins the sunglasses stand on its axis. (We think 
she could spin the whole world like that if she wanted 
to, flicking the tip of her finger.) We’ve missed so many 
family dinners. At night in the 7-Eleven, flies cling to 
the caged light bulb. Moths rustle and flit. We watch our 
bodies swell through the hemispherical mirrors hung in 
the corners, measure our stretching spines by the num-
bered notches on the door. Grow out of our clothes and 
change into truck-stop T-shirts and cargo shorts. Elsie 
ties her shirt just beneath her bra, black wire visible, 
creamy slice of stomach. She wraps a loop of Slim Jims 
around her waist and counts how many it takes to circle 
back to her bellybutton. She holds the rope out to the 
rest of us, makes us count too. It only takes you three? 
she asks June, eyes hidden behind old ’70s shades, the 
circular kind. June just nods. That’s bullshit, says Elsie. 
Measure again. Elsie is the first to start swearing; she 
calls us all “slut” or “whore” and pretends not to see 
when June pulls three Slim Jims around the flat of her 
tummy and lies, You’re right, Elsie. It takes four. You 
are smallest. Marsha buys a box of tampons, pays all 
in quarters and dimes, change clattering to the counter. 
Even the snaggle-toothed boy’s scaly skin goes a warm 
shade of strawberry Starburst when we ask for the bath-
room key. (It’s tied to a crumbling brick.) Huddled in the 
single-stalled handicap toilet, Elsie unrolls the instruc-
tions, shows us where everything goes, everything, not 
just the tampon. Our giggles echo in the vents like the 
sound a box of Tic Tacs makes, all shaken up. No one is 

surprised when Elsie is the first to bring a boy back to 
the 7-Eleven, that same stall. Ears pressed against the 
door, we listen to the scratch of their sneakers on the 
tile. Later, she shows us how to slip a coin into what we 
all thought was a candy machine, rusty on the bathroom 
wall. Candy? she cackles. You dumb sluts! You Virgin 
Marys! She’s the first of us to lean in real close to the 
snaggle-toothed boy (a man now—adult braces are a 
bitch) and touch the glint of his molar, that tip of her 
finger. June sits in the corner and crunches her chips. 
Elsie pokes the bulge of baby soft squishing out of June’s 
hips and cackles her smoky cackle, says, Let’s see how 
many Slim Jims it takes now, June Bug. June Beetle. 
Junie B. Jones. Elsie’s skin stains yellow like the tiles, or 
the tiles stain the color of her skin. Our voices melt into 
the sound a straw makes, scraping the bottom of a Sty-
rofoam cup, and Elsie tries on so many sunglasses that 
we forget what her real eyes look like. We grow past the 
notches on the door, the hemispherical mirrors crack. 
(Elsie’s still waving at the camera, smiling to all her 
fans.) A procession of boys parade through the 7-Eleven, 
and each time, the snaggle-toothed man slaps the brick 
onto the counter. We press our ears to the handicap stall 
door. Soon, snaggle-toothed man begets snaggle-toothed 
boy, and it is this new child that replaces his father at the 
register that scoops Marsha’s quarters and dimes into 
his smarmy palm. When he comes of age, Elsie pulls him 
into the stall and deflowers him, devours him, snaggle 
and all. We watch Elsie’s belly swell (it takes five, ten, 
twenty Slim Jims now), stretching veins like licorice un-
strung. June chews her chips. Marsha counts her coins. 
The baby is born into the handicap toilet with Moun-
tain Dew hair and gummy worm lips, face wrinkled in 
Red Hot sob. Elsie swaddles her in a crinkly bag, Thank 
You Have a Nice Day, and tucks the plastic with a safety 
pin. Child latched and pruny on her chest, Elsie walks 
out the door—bell chiming behind her, security camera 
tracing the swish and swivel of those hips as they recede 
from the screen. 

A Lunar Absence
FL A SH FICTION

DAVID LIANG, Grade 12, Age 18, Kinkaid School, Houston, TX. 
Casey Fleming and Carolyn McCarthy, Educators; Harris County 
Department of Education, Affiliate; Gold Medal

So the moon is gone. And that’s something.
It was there, at one point, and then it wasn’t.
Which was odd.
But it wasn’t as odd as when Mrs. Plinkerton fell down 

seven flights of stairs that one summer and sprang back 
up again at the bottom, saying, “I’m fine!” in that candy, 
syrupy voice of hers.

It wasn’t as odd as when Sylvester did a belly flop into 
an empty pool one night and woke up in the hospital 
red as a tomato and still half-concussed. Yeah, that was 
weird.

But when the moon vanished in the sky that night, no 
one really talked about it. It was just something people 
had to accept. There was nothing anyone could do to get 
it back, so what was the point of fretting about it?

Occasionally, someone would be staring at the spot 
in the sky where the moon used to be, but then they 
would see the rest of the sky and the missing moon just 
became another starry section of the night.

So yes, it was strange, but it wasn’t the end of the 
world.

Sometimes people wondered where the moon had 
gone. I wasn’t so concerned as to where the stupid moon 
had gone, but as to how it got there.

Maybe someone had just . . . smited it, gotten rid of it 
all in one go.

I wonder who that someone would be. Some divine 

power, some massive hand, reaching down from the 
cosmos to pluck the moon away and just shove it some-
where, someplace.

But where?
Maybe the moon was still out there, doing loops 

around Pluto or Jupiter, perhaps it had slammed into a 
planet and cracked it in half, like when a bowling ball 
had fallen on Jay’s head and he’d just stood there until 
he fell over after a particularly strong gust of wind.

Sylvester had found that funny.
Something about “what a way to go.”
Or maybe it had blown up, like Mister Velvediere had 

after he’d been smoking at a gas station. Perhaps the 
moon had been in the middle of some giant, rare cosmic 
event, and suddenly it had shattered into a million tiny 
shards. Bits and pieces of the moon would show up in 
oceans or rain down on buildings, then, just like we’d 
found bits and pieces of Mister Velvediere in the beds of 
trucks and the fresh fruit stand.

But either way, the moon was gone, and there was 
nothing anyone could do about it. No amount of wish-
ing, or praying, or swearing would bring it back.

I remember seeing Sylvester try his pool stunt again, 
jumping off the top of the Weymore Hotel.

Something about how, at the end of the day, if the 
moon could disappear, then maybe he could jump again, 
and fly.

I mopped him up at the end of the day, put him in a 
pail and gave it to his mother. “Sorry,” I said.

She nodded, and then tossed the pail into the fire.
“He would have wanted it that way,” she said.
And then she invited me in for a drink, and so we sat 

there on her porch, drinking and talking about Sylves-
ter, like he was still alive, all the while secretly missing 
the moon. 

  Sometimes people wondered where the 
moon had gone. I wasn’t so concerned as 
to where the stupid moon had gone, but 

as to how it got there.

Visit artandwriting.org/galleries  
to view more incredible art and writing.
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Seven
FL A SH FICTION

BENJAMINE MO, Grade 11, Age 16, Manhasset Senior High 
School, Manhasset, NY. Nikki Leahy, Educator; Region-at-Large, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

In Chinese tradition, the number seven, pronounced 
“qi,” is phonetically similar to the words that can mean 
“rise” and “energy of life.” In addition, in certain areas 
of China the seventh lunar month is considered to be a 
“ghost month.” During this month, ghosts and spirits 
of one’s ancestors return to our Earthly world and visit 
the living. 

I.
I know the trade winds. They blow in the living room 
then the kitchen then settle on the stone floor. And they 
kiss my sun-dried feet with lips that numb like tiger 
balm. To sail with their voices is to lie in bed with rain-
clouds.

Once I caught the trade winds between my teeth. 
They cracked my lips and made my gums bleed before 
I spit them out.

He never did, and we worry that one day he will fly 
away with the winds in his belly.

II.
To become a man is to discern sliced ginger from bam-
boo shoots. To bite solid ginger and know this is the 
taste of culture. My father eats indiscriminately, coats 
it all with hot chili oil. To know the taste of culture.
 
III.
I was fourteen when I first looked into the eyes of a fruit 
fly. It was the longest I’d ever stared into eyes. Under 
a lens, fruit flies are whole. They are six-legged with a 
pair of wings, a pair of antennae, a striped abdomen. 
They are red-eyed. Two disproportionately large red 
eyes, eyes as big as their heads, eyes that look a million 
ways and at nothing.

I haven’t killed a red-eyed fly since.

IV.
My grandma makes sure I learn the magic of chicken 
bones. It is for the broth, she says, clearing the bones 
into a plastic bag. 

That night we watch a procession. She drops them 
into boiling water, one by one, bone by bone. There is 

nothing but the whisper of gas and laden breath. For the 
broth. For the broth we will know tomorrow, for weeks 
to come. And for the broth we will eat a whole chicken 
again, and dance to the music of pared bone.

V.
At thirteen we learned about the Chinaman. I saw him 
for the first time up on the board. He had a queue as 
long as my legs, and his name was Exclusion. Through 
the grain of the photograph, he looked like smoke.

At home, Dad made us pasta. I asked him if he knew 
anyone with a queue like that, if he knew anyone like 
smoke. He said he didn’t. Too long ago.

In the mirror, I imagine myself with a queue, a queue 
long like the road. Tomato sauce still sits at the corner 
of my mouth. No, I am not the Chinaman. I can’t be; 
I am solid, condensed, and my name is not Exclusion.

VI.
I sit on the staircase waiting for you, Mama. It is 8:28 
pm, and I can hear the train calling. I count to four with 
my fingers. I’ll see you in four.

Four times this year you’ve taken me to town. At 9:00 
pm we sit alone in Starbucks, and you watch me eat 
an oatmeal cookie. My laughter is set to the rhythm 
of smooth jazz and your half-moon eyes. Three. Three 
times this month you’ve brought home a pharmacy ted-
dy. I’ve always wanted the tiger. If I ask enough, you 
will surprise me on my birthday. Two. Twice this week 
I’ve cried because you missed my bedtime story. Dad 
made one up. Even in broken English, I knew to bury 
myself in his back, hiding. One. Once I was too impa-
tient and I left the house to go to the station myself, 
Mama. And I sat on a bench befriending stars and trac-
ing constellations with my eyes.

There, just by the moon, I see a mother and her child. 
Or maybe just a giant oatmeal cookie.

 
VII.
You ask me why I write, Mama. I write because he once 
called me a chink, and I fractured in three places but 
was reborn in four. Because they laughed at me when 
I couldn’t speak your mother tongue. Because my lan-
guage is not the words of my face. I write to remember 
the weight of a kumquat in my hand, the soul of heri-
tage. To remember the witching hour and a lullaby you 
sang to me in Mandarin: Tiger spirit, don’t bite me, the 
good child sleeps now. 

Fermenting Jar
FL A SH FICTION

DAVID LEE, Grade 12, Age 17, Huron High School, Ann Arbor, MI. 
Aimee Grant, Educator; Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

The day Won-Shik’s dog died, Grandmother called Won-
Shik to the living room. In her hands was a jar of kimchi.

She looked at him, at the dried stains that ran down 
his cheeks, and the dog hair still stuck to his sweater. 
“Come. Help me open this,” she said.

The jar lid, cold and wet, slid under his hands. He 
pushed it away, his throat feeling thick.

Grandmother tutted, gripping the lid tightly under 
her sleeve. “You know, you can use your head once in 
a while.” The jar popped open with a coughing fit; it 
reeked of jeotgal and old fish. She reached in with plas-
tic gloves and ripped off a large piece for Won-Shik, red 
juices dripping.

The kimchi was cold and crisp between his teeth, 
filling his mouth with sour brine and spice. He ate it 
slowly, savoring the harsh bite and the deluge of saliva.

Grandmother sat down and took off her gloves. 
“Good, yes?”

He swallowed. “Yes, Grandmother.”
She was smug. “Meat be damned, you can live the 

rest of your life on kimchi and rice.” Bare-handed, she 
plunged into the jar, bringing a piece to her mouth. Her 
face scrunched. “This is a taste that comes with time. 
You helped me make this batch months ago, remember?”

He did. Grandmother had taught him how to rinse 
and slice the cabbages; he had even learned how to rub 
the red pepper sauce between each leaf, inside the little 

cracks.
“Well you better. We barely had any left after you 

were done,” Grandmother said.
Won-Shik licked his lips. Fresh kimchi was good too. 

It was refreshing and spicy—a taste that got the nose 
running.

Grandmother ate another piece. “Three months pass 
and the flavor becomes sour. But the taste is still kim-
chi. Always kimchi.” She nodded. Satisfied.

Won-Shik stood up, clearing his throat. “May I be  
excused?”

“I have tried my best to age well.” She went on. “But 
in the end, I will not last.”

Grandmother looked up at him, eyes striking through 
their cataracts.

“What will you do when I’m gone?” she asked.
Won-Shik took a while to think of an answer.
“I don’t know. May I be excused?” 
“Will you cry like you did today? Hide in your room 

about something that you knew would happen?”
Won-Shik sat down.
She clutched his hand. “Won-ee-ah, things must al-

ways change. But you must decide if they will change 
for the worse.” He dragged a sleeve across his eyes. “One 
day, I won’t be here, and you will have to open the kim-
chi jars by yourself, no matter how long it takes.” She 
poked his chest, her finger stained red. “And however 
old the kimchi gets, however sour, you will enjoy it as 
you are meant to.” She grabbed a napkin and dabbed at 
his face. “Do you understand?” she asked.

Won-Shik struggled to answer. “Yes, Grandmother,” 
he said, eyes stinging.

She shook her head. “Do not cry. Eat.”
And Won-Shik ate, mouth puckering as he did so. 
 
 

Fresh kimchi was good too. It was  
refreshing and spicy—a taste that got the 

nose running.
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Yelp Reviews of an  
Oak Tree
HUMOR

JULIANA YU, Grade 10, Age 15, Marriotts Ridge High School, 
Marriottsville, MD. Allison Wichmann, Educator; Region-at-
Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Showing oldest reviews first.
Mike S. of Ellicott City, MD: “Solid oak, excellent bark 

for climbing, great tree for the whole family! Highly rec-
ommend. 5/5 stars.”

Sharon S. of Ellicott City, MD: “Best acorns in town. 
Come before the secret’s out! 5/5 stars.”

Joe S. of Columbia, MD: “I’m ‘nuts’ about this oak 
tree! Haha! Seriously though, super oak tree. Stur-
dy branches, plenty of playing room for the kids, and 
acorns galore. 5/5 stars.”

Meghan S. of Catonsville, MD: “The tree was a little tall 
for my taste, but the kids loved it. Hubby also loved the 
hidden hole on the fifth-highest branch. Great hideaway 
from the noise. A little crowded given the tree’s popular-
ity, but all things considered, excellent tree. 5/5 stars.”

Patrick S. of Owings Mills, MD: “I gotta say, I was real 
wary of all the 5-star reviews, but man, was I in for a 
surprise! Abundant acorns, beautiful backyard, ample 
space for burying aforementioned acorns. Wow, what a 
treat. 5/5 stars.”

Jennifer S. of Catonsville, MD: “Great tree, lots of 
acorns, but had an issue with the dog in the backyard. 
I’m a little surprised to see all the 5-star reviews given 
the dog issue. 3/5 stars.”

Amy S. of Columbia, MD: “Seconding Jennifer S’s re-
view. Beautiful tree, but that dog keeps chasing after us. 
Not to sound alarmist or anything, but we had a real 
close call today. Honestly just blessed to be here writing 
this review. Still giving 2 stars for the acorn abundance. 
2/5 stars.”

Notadog D. of Ellicott City, MD: “A+++++++++ tree. 

So many acorns. So much to love. I am not a dog. All 
squirrels recommended to come to tree. Lotsa acorns. I 
am not a dog. 5/5 stars.”

Justin S. of Baltimore, MD: “I’ve also got to agree with 
Jennifer S’s review. Great tree with lots of branches and 
foliage for coverage, but man, what a persistent dog. 
Can’t fully endorse this tree given that. I recommend 
checking out Oak Tree in Crystal Chan’s backyard. No 
dogs, no cats, plus there’s a nice creek nearby so you can 
rehydrate or even go for a dip. 2/5 stars.”

Mark S. of Columbia, MD: “Squirrels beware. This is 
a bait and switch. Like some other reviewers have not-
ed, lots of acorns but a dog’s part of the package. Not a 
friendly one, either. Bite to go with the bark, mark my 
words. If someone hasn’t been hurt yet, it’s only a mat-
ter of time. 1/5 stars.”

Notahawk H. of Ellicott City, MD: “Best tree in MD. 
So many delicious squirrel—acorns. So many delicious 
acorns. Come one, come all squirrels! Highly recom-
mend. 5/5 stars.”

Brett S. of Clarksville, MD: “Seconding Justin’s and 
Jennifer’s reviews. Huge dog issue here. Also now a 
hawk issue. All squirrels beware. Would give 0 stars if I 
could. Check out my other reviews for my top 10 trees 
and power lines in Maryland! 1/5 stars.”

Jess S. of Ellicott City, MD: “Could someone flag Not-
adog and Notahawk? If they’re not trolls, they’re clear-
ly the dog and the hawk all these other reviewers are 
talking about. 1/5 stars.”

Reply from Notadog of Ellicott City, MD: “If I were 
a dog, why would my username be “Notadog”? Think 
about that, you stupid squirrel.”

Amy S. of Columbia, MD: “This place really isn’t what 
it used to be. New ownership and new dog have com-
pletely ruined the experience. Not to mention now the 
danger of getting eaten. 1/5 stars.”

Mike S. of Ellicott City, MD—updated review: “OH 
MY GOD. OH MY GOD. A DOG A ND A HAW K 
JUST ATE MY FA MILY HERE. OH GOD. W HY MY 
FA MILY!? W HY ME!? W HY!??? 1/5 stars.”

Yelpers report this tree as closed for business. 

R.I.P. Harvard Mom
HUMOR

EILEEN CHEN, Grade 8, Age 13, Hewes Middle School,  
Santa Ana, CA. Clarissa Ngo, Educator; Region-at-Large,  
Affiliate; Gold Medal

Once upon a time, the only school Great Aunt Diane 
deemed acceptable for her precious progeny, David and 
Michael, was Harvard. Aunt Diane hammered into 
them that Harvard is the only university that existed 
and all other schools are mere shadows crouching in 
the wake of Harvard’s glory. So all their lives, my aunt’s 
family set their sights on Harvard while all the other 
colleges sweated in their peripheral vision.

And at every family gathering, casual family lunch, 
and dinner with friends, Aunt Diane was always some-
how mentioning how great her little David and Michael 
were, which always ended up with her concluding that 
they were guaranteed to get into Harvard. Conversa-
tions were always like this:

“Yeah, my computer just shut down in the middle 
of FaceTime because my dog peed on the cord. Yeah, 
it was outrageous. And then the line at the computer 
parts store was super long, so it took forever to get out of 
there,” whoever-was-unfortunate-enough-to-be-roped-
into-a-meal-with-Aunt-Diane complained.

“Yeah, that sounds so terrible! But some good news 
is that my sons, David and Michael, are going to Har-
vard,” Aunt Diane would reply to almost any disaster 
you mentioned.

Now, if you were a family member, you would just roll 
your eyes and blank out for the rest of the conversation 
since, knowing David and Michael, we know for a fact 
that this could not possibly be true. (If you’re reading 
this, no offense, David and Michael. You’re both great 
guys. Now please don’t put Vaseline on my toilet seat!)

But unsuspecting strangers would innocently ex-
claim, “Oh! That’s great! What are they majoring in?”

And Aunt Diane would blithely reply, “Oh, they ha-
ven’t applied yet. But I’m sure when they do, it’s in-
evitable. After all, my David just made class president 
of the third grade. And Michael has the top grades in 
his entire class . . . (Please imagine here another one-
hour-and-twenty-seven-minute lecture of all fifty-sev-
en major and minor achievements in the brief lives of 
the incomparable David and Michael, beginning with 
the Miracle of Potty Training at the Age of One and 
Three-Quarters.)

As Aunt Diane yapped on, the poor stranger would 
start fading away slowly by mumbling he had to “go to 
the bathroom.” Aunt Diane once told me she strongly 
suspected the world of Harry Potter truly existed by the 
way her conversation partners would always disappear 
after they claimed “they had to go to the bathroom.”

After a decade of claiming that David and Michael 
were destined for Harvard, David turned in his early 
action application and Aunt Diane counted down the 
days until she could finally buy a license plate that said 
“HARVARD MOM.” She placed a chair right next to the 
mailbox and wouldn’t leave other than to go to the bath-
room or procure more batteries for her portable fan so 
she would be the first to gaze upon its glory when the 
acceptance letter arrived.

When the mailman finally arrived that fateful Tues-
day morning, Aunt Diane practically ate the mailman 
she was so eager to see her son’s results.

“Where is it?” she cried, leaping into the mail truck’s 
rear to check for the famous fat envelope with the gold 
and crimson seal.

The mailman looked at her as if she were crazy.
“Where is what?”
“The letter! The letter from Harvard saying my David 

got in.”
The mailman started to sweat a little. He hadn’t 

thought twice before taking this neighborhood for the 
higher pay this time of year, but by all the Asian moth-
ers sitting outside by their mailboxes with grim expres-
sions, he could now see why he had been given a bonus. 
He had always wondered why mailmen from this neigh-
borhood never came back.

“Hey, don’t blame me, lady. I don’t make the decisions 
around here.” 

The mailman handed her a thin envelope with a gold 
and crimson seal that said “VERITAS,” which is Latin 
for “TRUTH.”

Aunt Diane glared at it. This was not a good sign. Ev-
eryone knew acceptances were in thick envelopes, as 
there is all that paperwork you have to fill out.

“You may go now,” Aunt Diane said stiffly, plucking 
the letter from the mailman’s hand with a pair of twee-
zers she produced from her apron pocket. 

Aunt Diane was feeling faint. It must have been the 
leftover soy sauce chicken she had eaten for breakfast. 
Yes, that was it.

As soon as David trudged through the door, he felt his 
ears start to wiggle in alarm. 
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

I gotta say, I was real wary of all the 
5-star reviews, but man, was I in for  

a surprise!
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Infrastructure in 
Africa: The Fastest 
Road to Development
JOURNALISM

BENJAMIN ZEISLOFT, Grade 12, Age 18, Peters Township  
High School, McMurray, PA. Judy Alexander, Educator;  
California University of Pennsylvania, Affiliate; Gold Medal, 
American Voices Award

The Mathare slum of Kenya is one of the most pover-
ty-stricken, cramped, and economically desolate places 
on the globe. Over 700,000 people, including 100,000 chil-
dren, reside in corrugated metal shanties in the Mathare 
Valley’s three-square-mile area. The Kenyan government 
more or less turns a blind eye to the slum, meaning that 
no sewage, fire safety, or law enforcement services are 
present; imagine a city the size of St. Louis or Cincin-
nati without these basic amenities. Few children attend 
school, since virtually no public education is currently 
provided in the slum. Unemployment is 80 percent, and 
one in three adults is HIV positive.

Unfortunately, the Mathare slum is a matchless mi-
crocosm of Africa. Dozens of slums exist across the con-
tinent, and sub-Saharan Africa is home to the majority 
of the globe’s poverty-stricken people. Even for those 
who do not reside in slums, 47 percent of sub-Saharan 
Africans earn $1.90 or less per day. 

I had the opportunity to visit Mathare in June 2017 
while on a mission trip. Walking through the slum and 
taking in all of the sights, smells, and sounds of suffer-
ing was heartbreaking. When I returned to the Unit-
ed States, I became curious about what is being done 
by the global community to combat extreme poverty 
in Africa. My research revealed that Organization for 
Economic Cooperation and Development (OECD) gov-
ernments give more than $30 billion annually in foreign 
aid to Africa, and that countless thousands of non-gov-
ernmental organizations (NGOs) either transfer philan-
thropic donations to Africa or are fulfilling humanitar-
ian missions on the ground. I now intern for an NGO 
called Welcome the Children, which raises funds for 
one of the four elementary schools in the Mathare slum.

The world community is taking considerable steps to 
combat hardships and enhance living conditions in Af-
rica. Fulfilling the goals of feeding the hungry, promot-
ing education, providing much-needed medical care, 

and increasing access to clean drinking water improves 
the lives of millions. However, the most efficient solu-
tion to African poverty isn’t as glamorous as one may 
expect and doesn’t necessarily present opportunities 
for emotional fund-raising flyers or television advertise-
ments featuring emaciated, wide-eyed African children. 
The ideal solution to Africa’s problems is straightfor-
ward, economically sensible, and frequently overlooked 
by the millions of people worldwide who long to ease the 
suffering of the African people. Infrastructure—roads, 
bridges, railways—is the highway to development of 
sub-Saharan Africa.

Today, the state of Africa’s infrastructure is dismal. 
Only narrow percentages of people in nations such as 
Nigeria and Ethiopia reside near all-weather roads. 
Highway traffic is sluggish across the continent, pre-
venting products and people from traveling between 
major cities. Port facilities are incapable of handling 
shipping volume; goods often remain in ports for 
months or years, creating logistical bottlenecks. Ex-
isting train networks are usually relics from colonial 
Britain or France, resulting in rail technology that is 
sometimes several decades behind modern standards. 
The World Bank estimates that half a trillion dollars 
ought to be invested in order to initiate a response to 
these concerns.

With improvements in infrastructure come improve-
ments in the ability of Africans to meet their basic needs. 
For instance, much of Africa’s rural population is prevent-
ed from leaving subsistence farming lifestyles by calami-
tous road systems, which make the movement of crops to 
markets practically impossible; however, adequate roads 
allow food to travel freely, which decreases the prevalence 
of hunger—both in the countryside and in major urban 
centers. More importantly, infrastructure would permit 
the economy of Africa as a whole to make a much-needed 
transition from agrarianism to industrialism.

No world government recognizes this fact better than 
the People’s Republic of China, which has become the 
dominant economic post-colonial power in sub-Saha-
ran Africa. The Chinese government intends to har-
ness Africa’s ample natural resources, raw materials, 
and low-wage populations to establish the planet’s next 
industrial powerhouse. However, Beijing understands 
that this economic miracle will be impossible without 
infrastructure investment, which is why it has spent the 
past decade investing billions in upgrading infrastruc-
ture throughout the continent. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 
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To be sure, 2017 has brought a bevy of heartbreak and 
outrage, and bold attacks on women’s health, rights, and 
political voices are the cresting apex of this tsunami of 
injustice. But as public discussions of, and references 
to, menstruation have gone mainstream, 2017 has also 
been “the year of the period.”

Low (period) moments include candidate Donald 
Trump’s criticism of Megyn Kelly’s presidential debate 
moderating performance, particularly his less-than-
oblique comment that she had “blood coming out of 
her wherever.” She was out to get him, he implied, be-
cause she was on her period, and therefore, obviously 
emotionally unstable. More tragically, earlier this year, 
a 12-year-old girl from Tamil Nadu in southern India 
committed suicide after her teacher made fun of a period 
stain on her clothing during class. And recent reporting 
has revealed that even here in the United States, girls 
with limited access to menstrual products are missing 
school and even dropping out. Tampons and pads are 
not cheap, and it would be pretty hard for anyone to 
stay focused on school if you can’t keep yourself from 
bleeding through one’s clothes.

Luckily, the tide (if you will) is beginning to turn. 
This past year saw Fu Yuanhui, a Chinese swimmer at 
the Rio Olympics, shatter a longstanding sports taboo 
with disarming casualness when she noted on camera 
that she was on her period. Her period wasn’t the whole 
story of her race experience—just a facet she shared, 
albeit especially noteworthy given China’s persistent 
reluctance to acknowledge menstruation publicly. We 
have also seen an advertising campaign for maxi prod-
ucts that replaces, for the first time, the faux blue dye 
that typically represents menstrual flow, with a more re-
alistic red dye. The television commercial shows period 
blood running down the leg of a woman in the shower.

Campaign takeaway: Period blood is red. And normal.
Closer to home, LASA has begun stocking its rest-

rooms with community-supplied menstrual products. 
No student at our school needs to miss class—or stress 
out—for want of tampon. We can and should make sure 
of that.

In keeping with this trend, legislators across the po-
litical spectrum are beginning to bring forward legis-
lation that aims to ensure that menstrual products are 
accessible for free at prisons, workplaces, and public 
schools. Additionally, numerous bills have been filed to 
eliminate the “tampon tax,” a sales tax on feminine hy-
giene products, because they are not considered neces-
sities. Four of the forty states that tax menstrual prod-
ucts have voted to end the “period penalty” (New York, 
Connecticut, Illinois, and Florida).

Yes, the period has made some notable advances. 
But there clearly remains a great deal of work to en-
sure “menstrual equity.” Indeed, opponents of the re-
cent tampon tax legislative efforts have contended that 
the exemption is not warranted in that, unlike food and 
medicine, which are understood as imperatives, and 
which are therefore tax exempt, menstrual products are 
not “life-sustaining.”

They are wrong.
Menstruation should not prohibit anyone from full par-

ticipation in society. And yet it apparently still does with 
all too tragic consequences. We at the Liberator want to 
add our voice to the chorus of activists fighting for the 
normalization of the period and the disruption of the veil 
of silence associated with menstruation. The personal 
and political costs of concealing this fundamental human 
bodily function is too great. Fellow students, period-hav-
ing or no, the battle to normalize the period is ours to 
win. We cannot afford to be timid as we reconfigure our 
shared understanding of the experience and meaning of 
menstruation. So let’s talk about it, write about it, read 
about it. And no more tiptoeing to the restroom with 
tampon hidden discreetly—agreed? Hold your tampon 
high as you elbow your way through the halls to the bath-
room. You have places to go! Periods can seem endless, 
but passing periods are way too short. 

 
 

Yes, the period has made some notable  
advances. But there clearly remains a great 
deal of work to ensure “menstrual equity.”
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The Scars of Memory
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Brief Summary:
Sydney Adams is writing down the story of what hap-
pened last autumn. She goes back to when she is twelve 
and goes home and is confused by her father’s absence; 
she later learns her father has gone to spy on Nazis for 
the U.S. government. The following weeks pass by in a 
blur, until her birthday comes. Her favorite aunt invites 
the two to her home in St. John’s next summer. Sydney 
makes friends with a new mystery-loving boy named 
Scott. The three go to St. John’s and, after escaping in 
the nick of time, find evidence to convict a horse cheat. 
Sydney realizes she can go back into her memories and 
relive what she’s experienced. Sydney’s father goes 
missing in action; her mother also disappears. Sydney 
overhears her sister calling her old boyfriend, using an 
assumed name, and confronts her, to learn her moth-
er works for a U.S. government laboratory. Soon after-
ward, Sydney’s parents’ obituaries are published in the 
newspaper, although her friends believe her parents are 
alive. Sydney and her sister are kidnapped, with tragic 
consequences. Sydney manages to escape with the help 
of a friend, only to be kidnapped once again. She finds 
the enemy, the horse cheat, and learns something im-
portant about Scott’s father. Sydney’s shot in the arm. 
She blacks out and awakens to find her parents are also 
prisoners. The government arrives, everything ends 
happily; Sydney finishes by revealing mysteries that ex-
plain how she sees the world.

Excerpt:
The Scars of Memory
Dr. Smith said I should write down everything about 
what happened. She’s the psychologist my mother hired 
to help us—to help me—forget about what happened. 
But I don’t want to forget! It is a part of me now, what 
happened, and I am not the same Sydney Adams I was 
a year ago. I shall tell you, any reader who happens to 
come across this simple pile of papers, my story, so that 
you may be judge over me. Am I right to want to remem-
ber what happened? Or am I crazy, that a normal girl 
would want to forget what happened last autumn? Well, 
I am not normal. As you will soon see . . .

Where to begin? When did it all start? So many things 
happened that may have seemed unconnected but are 
actually, looking back, interlocked that it is hard to pin-
point an exact date. Sometimes I think this date, or this 
date, or this, but then I light on another day . . . but I 
am rambling. Mother has tried to curb this habit time 
and time again, but I refuse to be cured. Ah, yes, I have 
it now. I was—yes, I believe I was twelve—and it was 
the day my father went off to war. My mind turns back 
the pages of the days, like turning back in a calendar. I 
have a precise memory, which is why they wanted me—
but I am getting ahead of myself. For now, all that is 
important is that it was June 27. My mind twists and 
turns, faster and faster and faster until it feels like it is 
burning, until finally I arrive at my destination—that 
beautiful summer day when the best things should have 
happened and the worst things did.

Chapter One
In Which We Meet an Unusual Girl
“When life gives you lemons, make lemonade.”

I am an unusual girl. I always have been. I am differ-
ent from all the other kids my age in our small town of 
Dearborn. I don’t listen to the radio shows—Buck Rogers 
and The Lone Ranger—very often. I like to read. Oh, oth-
ers did it too, but it was what I did for entertainment—
at night especially, because I didn’t listen to news. Life 
was depressing enough without the war. I didn’t listen 
to the music. I read newspapers. (I actually tried to get 
the STRAND. It was boring and a waste of time, so I 
canceled.) I loved Sherlock Holmes. It was a mystery 
to me why no one else did. I loved, more than anything 
else, to sit down and go through the adventure from 
start to finish. After I devoured those for the first time, 
I turned my attention to other things. Nancy Drew, the 
new mystery series, I read all that were written. (I read 
the Hardy Boys too, even though they were boys.) I read 
that new English author Agatha Christie, Poe, and any 
other mystery I could get my hands on. Suddenly, the 
whole genre of mystery was open to me as an alternate 
world to escape to, a world where good won and evil was 
vanquished, where logic was used to figure out crimes. 
But nothing was better than Sherlock Holmes. Even 
though it was written in the last century, and occasion-
ally used big words, so that I grew accustomed to sitting 
in my father’s armchair with the magazine or book on 
my lap and the dictionary at my feet, it was my favorite. 
For Halloween, my mother sewed me a deerstalker and 
a checkered coat. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 
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STEPHANIE BRIGGS, Grade 8, Age 13, Concord Junior  
High School, Elkhart, IN. Melissa Huffer, Educator;  
Fort Wayne Museum of Art, Affiliate; Gold Medal

An easy smile slips onto my features as my feet lead me 
outside. I take a deep breath of fresh air before turn-
ing around and closing the wooden door, erasing the 
indoors to take in the beauty of my neighborhood. My 
lips open once more for another deep breath and I sigh, 
taking my thin phone out of the safety of my pocket 
to plug in my delicate, and partially broken, earbuds. 
The fingers of my right hand insert the amplifiers into 
the caverns of my ears; opening the familiar app with 
an eighth note on the cover. I scroll through it for a 
few seconds, carefully searching for the day’s perfect 
mantra. I eventually decide, after slight deliberation 
with one of Beethoven’s symphonies, on the La La Land 
soundtrack.

The fingertips that had been on my ears now light-
ly fall onto the shuffle button and a familiar trumpet 
rhythm electrifies my heart with liveliness. The jazz 
band’s instruments sing at a beautiful forte, enticing my 
feet to keep in time with the beat, swinging my body 
around in an attempt at conveying the beauty of the 
music through dance. I look at my phone’s dark screen 
once more before I place the device into my jacket pock-
et. The time was 12:33 when I left the blandness of my 
cream-painted living room and now, at 12:34, my eyes 
already have a new sparkle about them. My neighbors 
are working or learning or simply foregoing the heat for 
an air-conditioned indoors—I am left completely to my 
own devices in the familiar turns of my little suburb.

The balls of my feet bounce delicately with every up-
beat step I take, trying to spread the joy coming from 
my headphones into the world around them. This sub-
tle movement shakes the square-shaped technology on 

my right hip, almost as if it is dancing right with me. I 
allow my pupils to give into the temptation and look up 
at the light blue of the sky, clouds moving at an impossi-
bly slow pace, contrasting with the sound waves pouring 
into my ears. A sudden flicker of movement captures my 
attention and I delve into the temptation of curiosity to 
observe it. A robin stands a mere five or six feet away, 
having soared out of the towering evergreen to match 
my interested stare. Looking at the red-breasted bird 
widens the already ecstatic smile upon my face as an 
idea blooms. Turning my head a few directions to make 
sure no one is within earshot, I put the idea into place.

The melody that has been played by instruments is 
now flowing gracefully from my mouth in the form of 
little onomatopoeias, ba ba dum, ba ba dum dum ba ba! 
I continue to softly sing to the bird and begin walking, 
slower than the beat this time, so as to not scare the 
small creature. My movement still forces the beauty 
back into its tree, and I stop my childish singing the 
moment it disappears back into its nest. As if the piece 
senses the bird’s absence, it ends, silence ringing in my 
head as the view of my cul-de-sac approaches on the 
horizon. A softer, more heart-felt bit of music begins to 
fill my earbuds and I let out a sigh, not out of discontent, 
but peace.

The melancholy melody cannot counteract the pos-
itivity of the beautiful nature around me, though it 
comes close to doing so. I do not want to ruin the hap-
piness I have already connected to this walk, so my feet 
take a turn down the familiar asphalt pathway to my 
home. My shoes make contact with my concrete drive-
way, and in that exact moment my right hand whips out 
my cell phone, selecting the two-line symbol for “pause” 
in a quick flicker of movement. Silence accompanies me 
as I briskly walk to the door, pulling my earbuds out as 
I do. I turn around to get a lasting glimpse of the out-
doors before returning to the cool air of my living room, 
smiling as I close the door behind me, closing my eyes to 
see the image painted on the back of my lids. 

The balls of my feet bounce delicately with 
every upbeat step I take, trying to spread 
the joy coming from my headphones into 

the world around them.
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Blood. Blood everywhere. I step onto the Greek sand and 
feel shells made millions of years ago surround my feet, 
listening to the birds calling and waves splashing onto 
the rocky ledges of Kamari Beach. The feeling of tran-
quility envelops my body as I am gratified by the beauty 
of nature.

I watch as the sun slowly reaches the horizon. The 
dark blue of the night suddenly changes into a hot, fiery 
red-orange. A gust of wind hits me, and the saltiness of 
the air burns my nose. After the initial shock, I find that 
the wind is soothing. The saltiness doesn’t burn, yet it’s 
just enough to make my nose tingle. I embrace this new 
friend.

Before long, my family calls out to me. We’re heading 
up the trail to dive into the deep blue. We set down our 
things and embark on a once-in-a-lifetime journey up 
Kamari Beach’s cliffs. Halfway up the pathway, I rue not 
taking my shoes with me; the rocks bite away at my feet.

Despite my parent’s warnings, I trek slightly off the 
trail in an attempt to reduce the irritation in my feet. I 
feel the cold moss, wet with dew from the morning. The 
feeling in my feet neutralizes the irritation from before. 
I’m glad I didn’t wear my shoes.

Finally reaching the peak of the cliff, I find that the 
sunrise on the ocean is gone; replaced with clear blue 
skies and a surplus of white puffs, those that were once 
ominously gray.

“I’ll go with any of you if you need me to,” our dad tells 
us in a reassuring tone.

I wanted him to go with me. I’m afraid of heights. 
However, under the weight of my brothers’ eyes, I snap 
like a chain under pressure. I silently refuse his offer 
and creep toward the edge of the cliff.

Teasing me, my brothers pretend to push me off.
“Sam,” my mom says in a serious tone, “stop it. It’s 

not funny.”
“C’mon, it’s not like he’s actually going to fall,” retort-

ed my brother.
We watch as some other people dive in.
“For any of you who know how to dive in swimming 

already, this is pretty similar. Hands straight. Right on 
top of the left. Arms behind the ears. Firm. Don’t let 

your elbows break inward. Aim toward the water with 
your head, not your face. Push off with force. Do NOT 
just fall off. There is a second ledge beneath this one 
that you might hit.”

We silently listen to the guides’ directions. My par-
ents don’t seem to be able to emphasize how important 
it is to do this correctly.

“It’s just like swimming, except I need to push off 
more forward in this,” I think to myself.

Two of the guides perform a dive as an example. They 
followed the safety precautions to the letter. I admired 
their perfect form as they glided through the air in their 
navy-blue diving suits.

I risk leaning over more than I would have liked to get 
a better look. The guides kept their entire body straight 
with their hands and arms firm. They pass the second 
ledge by a good length. I’m glad I risked leaning over.

“Timmy!” I hear my parents screech as my brother is 
pushed into me.

I, who am already off-balance, am pushed off the 
edge, down, into the sea. I regret leaning over.

“ANGE—” My parent’s screams become inaudible as 
the wind rushes into my ears. Faster, faster. The salty 
winds that I had once called my friend now seem to be 
against me.

I try to sneak a glance at the sea. The water, rippling 
with waves, reflecting the morning sun. The rocks, 
rough from the water and wind, chipping away, with 
shades of mahogany, slowly getting darker as it gets 
closer to the point where just the tallest of waves can 
reach.

I look up. Everyone looks down. Eyes wide open, 
mouths gaping.

Finally, I look down. I remember why I had feared 
heights.

“Do NOT just fall off. There is a second ledge beneath 
this one that you might hit.”

The words replay through my brain as the ledge slow-
ly approaches me. Closer, closer. I stare at the rock as it 
stares back, evil, with a mischievous grin.

Crack. My body hits the ledge. The rock cracks under 
me, as I do as well.

The world goes gray. A splintering pain shocks the 
side of my chest. What had once been a clear-blue sky 
is now a malicious gray, waiting for the right time to 
strike.

I sneak a glance at the water. Still blue, but no longer 
blue. I look at the rocks. 
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Definition
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

KATHERINE ZENG, Grade 11, Age 17, Adlai E. Stevenson High 
School, Lincolnshire, IL. Kimberly Musolf, Educator;  
Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Rainbow streamers. Paper cranes. Laughter, dancing, 
and clamorous conversation. Rows of tables, laden with 
trays of food: sesame balls, saffron pudding, pastries, 
fried fish. This is World’s Fair.

Breathing in the spice-saturated air, I am lightheaded 
and uncertain, my fingers closed around a wad of tick-
ets that I don’t remember buying. I could trade them 
for anything, everything: In one corner, the Philippines 
are selling tall glasses of shaved ice, stained purple with 
taro; in another, Taiwan is beckoning with its offer of 
pink-tinged pineapple sticky rice. But what I am search-
ing for is China.

As expected, the tablecloth is fluttering red, pinned at 
the corners by golden replicas of guardian lions. I hear 
the volunteers conversing in Chinese, and suddenly my 
own words are welling up in response, but something 
chokes me. It’s been years since I’ve spoken Mandarin. 
I feel the sentences fracture in my chest, words disin-
tegrating into silence. The uplifting familiarity is swift-
ly replaced by an emptiness that spreads through my 
veins, a transfusion of something cold and lonely.

Earlier in the morning, I had shuffled out of bed, 
lurching through my routines without thought. Leaving 
the heavy warmth of my blankets had felt, inexplica-
bly, like a betrayal as the thin air settled against my 
arms, my legs, my face—all I knew was that, overnight, 
I had been visited by something forgotten. As an invis-
ible thread of obligation dragged me toward the fair, I 
had realized for the first time my original, subconscious 
decision not to attend.

Even now, standing mute in the midst of a crowd, I 
don’t bother to try to understand, not with the hollow-
ness still pushing against my ribcage. Instead, I turn 
away from China and look toward the rest of the world, 
convincing myself that what I really feel is hunger. I 
spend the rest of the day passing from booth to booth, 
a silent transience, trading my tickets for paper plates 
soaked in grease. I eat restlessly, letting the salt sting 
my throat. I eat until I am full, until I feel everything 
sinking to the pit of my stomach like silt. I won’t re-
member any of it in the days afterwards.

Toward the end, I watch stations being emptied of 

their identities: cold food scooped into plastic contain-
ers, posters and decorations tucked into cardboard box-
es, streamers crumpled away. The next day, I will arrive 
at school, its hallways freshly sterilized after the mess 
of culture, and the knowledge is unbearable. Before 
leaving, I find myself lucid for the first time since wak-
ing, wondering: How did I get here?

I was born into a world of language. The earliest ori-
gins of my identity now exist only in memory: the sound 
of my father’s voice, tracing a lullaby in Cantonese, the 
hushed lines of poetry in Mandarin, given to me like 
gifts by my grandfather. In the beginning, even when 
conversation was nothing but a series of unintelligible 
sounds, their language seemed precious to me. I was 
always hungry for words, fascinated by the way they 
fit into the mouth like breaths, the way they allowed 
thoughts to be exhaled and inhaled, from one person to 
the next.

I learned to say my name. First, the family surname, 
hundreds of years of lineage contained in a single, lift-
ing note; second, a synonym for wisdom; third, a short, 
humble sound, halved from a word for which the closest 
translation is “wishful.” Three powerful syllables that 
I wore like a crown. From then on, whenever we had 
company and my parents’ friends asked for my name, I 
answered for myself, voice ringing.

Meanwhile, I grew comfortably into my household. 
Every day, I wore handmade shirts printed with flow-
ers, or dresses with ribbons of silk sashed around my 
waist. I let my grandmother braid my hair, the way she 
had done when she was a little girl in the rain-washed 
city of Guangzhou. I spent hours with my mother, por-
ing over books and memorizing characters, engrossed 
in the sloping grace of their strokes. I paced the halls, 
reciting poetry from my grandfather, some tale of the 
moon goddess and her long-lost lover on Earth.

In those days, I had no need for a name other than my 
own. It was enough to be able to sing in two languages, to 
trace my ideas into characters at will. I had enough po-
etry to last a lifetime. That the world outside was called 
“America” did not matter; as far as I knew, my world—
the only world I was concerned with—was “home.” I was 
content, a Chinese child in a Chinese family.

Preschool was jarring. The moment I found myself 
surrounded by kids spilling mouthfuls of English, I 
wanted to clutch my mother’s skirt and beg her to take 
me home. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 
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This is the fall my life fell apart.
This is the fall when the gods struck their anger down 

upon the tiny island where my roots spread through the 
sea and nestled next to the coquí frogs as they sing their 
symphony every night while Maria raises her mighty 
fist and strikes her mighty blows. This is the fall of the 
boricuas, dancing in the street while the power that’s 
been lost to them is promised to be restored by a hollow 
government that refuses to listen to the cries of the peo-
ple who need it the most. This is the fall of my mother 
embracing me with tears in her eyes as she receives a 
message over Facebook that her aunt is safe and alive 
while waiting on news about other family. Maria strikes 
her wrath down on my island, and here in Wellesley, the 
echo of her wind blows through the leaves like they’re 
crying for the tree that fell on top of my Abuelo’s yard. 
This is the fall of haggling on the phone for hours to 
arrange a generator to be delivered so mis primos are 
able to watch their kids’ shows to distract from the fact 
that Titi and Tío don’t know whether the neighbors will 
make it through the week. It’s my Abuela, 76 years old, 
standing in a line that wraps around the block to try and 
make it into Walgreens to try and get something that re-
sembles food. It’s evacuation plans and sleepless nights 
and breaking down during dinner because you just don’t 
know if anything is ever going to feel OK again.

This is the fall where my mother packed up her bags 
and ran out the door to catch the nearest flight out to 
Puerto Rico because she got the phone call that if she 
wants to say goodbye to my Abuelo, she should go now 
now now and there might never be another. This is a 

week and a half of worrying, of nearly falling out of 
my seat every time I received a text, checking furtively 
because the news was coming and I didn’t want it to 
come. This is living like college students with my dad as 
he tries to figure out how to keep a daughter alive while 
the matriarch is away.

This is the fall where on the day before Halloween, I 
got a text from my mother five minutes before the final 
bell of the day rang that she was going to call me in ten 
minutes and I needed to pick up. This is answering the 
phone with shaking hands and finding a corner facing 
the wall where no one can see the tears roll down my 
face with the intensity of the waves that crashed into 
the beach next to the house where my mother grew 
up. This fall was the words “your Abuelo passed away 
this morning” and listening to my mother stitch herself 
together for one phone call so there will be a chance 
that I think everything is OK, even though we both 
knew her front isn’t working. It’s sobbing into my best 
friend’s shoulder and excusing myself from any clubs to 
go home and eat a tub of ice cream with my laptop and 
three dogs wondering why there’s now an ever-present 
feeling of absence in the house.

This is the fall where my sweet, wise Abuelo was bur-
ied in a simple wooden casket draped with the flag of 
Puerto Rico, the flag of his people, the flag of his burn-
ing joy and passion that is now doomed by a govern-
ment that doesn’t care whether mi gente dance them-
selves into an early grave while their beloved island, 
their vibrant home, sinks into the sea with nobody to 
hear it but the Nuyoricans and a Wellesley girl with the 
flag on her ceiling, breaking the stove making empana-
das and listening to the history of the jíbaros. This is 
crying out to my classmates, my friends, my govern-
ment to do something as mis hermanos persevere and 
continue and live life with the absence of everything 
that makes living life easy.

This is the fall where Puerto Rico lost everything. 
This is the fall of my island.  

Why Willows Weep
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

NOLAND BLAIN, Grade 10, Age 16, Douglas Anderson School 
of Arts, Jacksonville, FL. Jennifer Bundy, Educator; Region-at-
Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

It’s 2:00 am and I am awoken by thunder thumping its 
drumbeat, rain driving its downpour on the roof shin-
gles, all the vibrations running through the walls, my 
mattress, up and across my tiny, six-year-old body. My 
mother threw open my room, red hair on end of a pale 
face. She got an alert on a storm radio: Tornado Warn-
ing, Take Shelter Immediately.

Those great, old analytics of the Weather Channel 
had not predicted such a sudden development. Tropical 
Storm Fay was erratic, unsettled, picking up its swirling 
tempest mass and moving this way, that way, up and 
down Florida State, legs of lightning and storm never 
moving fast enough.

We are on the second floor of our apartment complex, 
a ragged building of rough wood, so there is nowhere we 
can go but within our own home. My brother is awake at 
this point; he is three years older than me, but he is rat-
tling like a weathervane with too much wind. He, too, 
has never seen a tropical storm. The windows are not 
boarded up, and he has glimpsed through them into the 
dim, wet chaos. My mother says not to, but it’s too late.

Our shorthair and our black-striped Maine Coon are 
crouched-down creatures beneath my bed, poised as 
Bastets, eyes very small. I had never seen them stay so 
close to us, and I wondered why.

I’ve heard of cats that can predict disaster. In hos-
pitals, they curl up adjacent, nestled in the crooks of 
the elbows of sleeping, sick people. Then the nurses and 
doctors know: That man is going to die. That woman 
will never see her children again. Is it possible, then, to 
foresee it?

Death?
Why were the cats so close to us, to me?
I am by the pond next to our apartment, in the hu-

mid light of last week’s evening. The water has a pris-
tine glimmer, pairs of gnats doing airborne pirouettes, 
making a dance of the harvest of children’s sweet sug-
ar-sweat. I slap at one somersaulting, miss, but I’m not 
angry. This evening is too orange for angry.

And I lean myself against the wood of this tree. This 
is my favorite tree, I say to my brother, as if to prove 
something. It’s a willow tree, the introspective old-man 

kind that likes to peer down at a pond, the grass, a gnat, 
and see more than just a pond, the grass, a gnat.

These branches make good fishing line, I say with-
out ever having gone fishing. I pluck one of the willow’s 
hairs and feed it into the water’s surface, slowly, as if to 
coax the water to work with me, work with me. Send me 
a fish. A pretty, tiny fish that glows.

My brother and I are in a dry-banked bathtub, Fay 
spilling tides of rain on top of our house, wind howl-
ing and thunder cracking its whip. Our cats are with us, 
huddled against our bodies but prepared to leap. There 
is no light in the bathroom; the power is out. The room 
is dark, dark, deep. My mother casts a beam of light into 
the room, spilling from the font in her hands, her gentle 
hands. It’ll all be alright, she says, It will all be okay. 
Mommy’s here. Mommy’s here.

It is so easy to say that death can be predicted. The 
men with white hair and long names point to charts, 
color-code their graphs like mandalas, insist on the 
holy name of their Ph.D.s that I will live to be 80 years 
old. But no amount of peering into computers or crystal 
balls, nor consultation of divine or medical bodies, can 
say where things will land before they have.

A life is not the weather; it cannot be forecast. Some 
things aren’t shown by focus groups and statistics. Some 
things just don’t line up with probability.

Mommy’s here. Mommy’s here. I’ll be right back.
Her arms unravel from around me. Her face is a moon. 

She gives the flashlight to my brother, who has stopped 
shaking. I am crying without knowing why, only know-
ing that the night is scary and unknown and my cheeks 
are cold and something is about to happen.

I’ll be right back, she says, stay here. Before I can 
grasp her, she slips into the hallway, into the dark, into 
the air. We stay here, in the cloister of the cold porce-
lain, clammy with sweat.

I’m waiting by the pond’s bank, my hand waving a 
willow branch into the shallows of the water. I know, I 
just know, that any moment, a fish will be lured toward 
my bait. Just watch, I say, not knowing if my brother 
was behind me or not.

There are ripples on the mercurial surface, the eve-
ning orange distorting ever slightly in its image.

She is gone, in the hall, and I count the seconds in 
my head, the dull glow of the flashlight humming unde-
tectably the way electric circuits do. But I know there 
is energy going through those wires, impossibly quick, 
like lightning. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Maria strikes her wrath down on my  
island, and here in Wellesley, the echo of 

her wind blows through the leaves like 
they’re crying for the tree that fell on top 

of my Abuelo’s yard.
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Gems of the Holy Land
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

SIDDHARTH SOMASI, Grade 11, Age 16, Carmel High School, 
Carmel, IN. Nicole Palmer, Educator; Clowes Memorial Hall,  
Butler Arts Center and Hoosier Writing Project at IUPUI,  
Affiliate; Gold Medal

An old Hindu tale goes: The god Krishna, in his in-
fancy, came across a fruit seller selling delicious fruit. 
He asked the vendor if she would give him some of her 
goods in exchange for nothing but the fistful of grains 
he had in his hands. Her heart swelling with love for the 
child, she gave him her fruit and he put the grains in the 
basket. As she was walking home, she noticed her basket 
was heavier than usual—the grains were gone, in their 
place, rubies and gold.

Perhaps the reason why the moral of this story, that 
small acts of kindness and piety can go a long way, failed 
to take root with me was because I didn’t understand its 
context, its setting in my parents’ native country of India.

I’ll be blunt. Not only did I not understand India, I 
didn’t care to either: I loathed it. Picturing India, my 
American-born and American-raised mind immediately 
flashed to crowded, littered, badly paved streets and dirty 
bathrooms. And, as I stepped out of the car into Vrin-
davan for a cousin’s wedding, the famed and religiously 
significant birthplace of Krishna, these conceptions were 
only solidified. The place was, to put it lightly, a mess—a 
cacophony of dirt, people, cars, animals, and dilapidated 
houses. In the center of it all stood the Krishna Balaram 
Temple, an admittedly magnificent building shimmering 
white in stark contrast to its surroundings.

My family began the walk to our lodgings, hoping to 
drop off our belongings before attending the wedding. 
My father led the pack, one of the tallest in the vicin-
ity, standing a little over five-and-a-half feet. Next my 
mother, dressed in one of her nicest saris, cradling my 
sleeping sister, who was too young to even take in the 
world around her. Finally, picking at my collar—I hated 
dress shirts—was me, nine going on ten, or maybe eight 
going on nine. The specifics evade me.

What I do remember is, after taking less than a dozen 
steps, I felt a sharp tap on my shoulder. I swiveled to 
stare into the black, sunken eyes of a girl around my 
age. Her skin, matted with dirt, was three shades dark-
er than mine. She muttered something in Hindi and 
jabbed a dirty metal cup into my chest. Her younger 
brother peered up at me as I clenched my jaw, frozen 

with fear. My mom appeared by my side and began to 
cajole the girl: “No, beta, we don’t have any money . . . 
go home, to your mumaa . . . ” Then she grabbed my 
arm and followed my dad down a crowded alley. The girl 
picked up her brother and followed. We began to walk 
faster, but every twenty seconds I would peer back and 
see her walking close enough to touch us, still rambling 
something I couldn’t quite understand. “Nahee dekho, 
beta,” my mom said. Don’t look, child.

The girl realized her pursuit was futile and finally 
receded into the bustling crowd. We walked in silence 
for a minute or two; my parents seemed unaffected, my 
sister was still fast asleep, but I was pale and shaken 
by the encounter. We rounded another bend and this 
time, I found myself in the midst of nearly a hundred 
people, of all ages and genders, with the same hollow 
eyes and dirty skin as the girl from before, shouting and 
frantically gesticulating toward us. Their wails echoed 
in my head. We stood out, I realized that now, with our 
department-store clothes, groomed hair, and washed 
skin. Grabbing my mom’s spare hand, I squeezed my 
eyes shut until we were inside the hotel.

Nothing was said for a while as we relaxed on the sin-
gle king-sized bed and enjoyed the air-conditioning. I 
broke the silence. “I hate India!” I screamed. My dad 
looked frustrated as he gave me the same lecture he had 
given when I had first seen a homeless person in Ameri-
ca. Some people aren’t as lucky as us, or make mistakes 
in life, and that’s just part of the world we live in. But 
this is a holy city, I protested. Why are that sort of peo-
ple living here? He gave my mom a tired look and then 
closed his eyes and turned to face the wall.

We left the hotel and traipsed toward the towering 
temple for the wedding. Emaciated dogs weaved through 
the crowd as we climbed marble stairs to the entrance. 
A woman was shrieking near us. The only things I can 
accurately describe are her piercing eyes and torn cloth-
ing. The rest of her face and body was badly deformed, 
knotted and scarred and twisted. My stomach involun-
tarily churned, and I had begun a mental debate about 
whether or not it was right to feel sick at the sight of 
a less-fortunate person when my mother grabbed my 
chin, turned my head, and led me into the temple.

That day, I prayed. I was already old enough to have 
my fair share of skepticism in religion, but I prayed 
nonetheless. About what, I couldn’t say. Maybe, while 
staring at the youthful, flute-touting, blue-skinned 
Krishna idol, I asked him why he tolerated poverty.
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

I Am 12 Years Old
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

ZOE SMITH-VANN, Grade 11, Age 16, Parker School,  
Kamuela, HI. Jessie Marshall, Educator; Region-at-Large, 
 Affiliate; Gold Medal

I am four years old, and my father picks me up and I 
giggle. He puts me on his shoulders and makes me pan-
cakes and tells me he loves me and I smile. In my eyes, 
he is the best father. Even when he is busy with work, I 
still know that he is the only father I want. He sneaks 
me raspberries from the kitchen in our restaurant and 
I sit on the counter next to him as he cooks. Sometimes 
he gives me jobs to do, and even though I complain 
about polishing the silverware and wiping containers, 
I am secretly happy just to spend time with him. When 
the sun sets, all the hungry customers flood in to have 
a meal before dispersing to the various Tokyo clubs and 
bars. The orders increase, and my father gives me to 
my mother. I cry out and beg him to keep me with him. 
I promise not to get in the way, but he is busy, and it’s 
time for me to go back to our apartment. There I will 
sit quietly and color pictures for dad to praise in the 
morning. My father is a hero; he is a spelunker and a 
backpacker, a world-renowned chef. He even has a na-
tional merit for saving someone’s life. He answers all the 
questions I can ask, and each day I spend a great deal 
of time thinking of a new question, such as, “Why is the 
sky blue?” or “What are all the planets made of?” and 
he answers every one. Because he is smart, I try to be 
smart too. I memorize every answer and work hard to 
absorb as much information as will fit in my brain.

***
I am five years old, and my parents announce that we 

will be moving all the way to Hawaii, which makes me 
upset. I love our home in Tokyo, and I fear these big 
changes, but my mom tells me it will make my father 
happy, so I agree to act pleased about it. We move, and 
for a while we get along great, Dad and I. I try to be ev-
erything he is. He is a good cook, so I learn how to make 
food too. He is funny, so I learn lots of jokes to make 
him laugh. When I am sad, he picks me up and coos, 

telling me jokes and soothing me until I’m calm. I press 
my head into his shoulder and he rubs my back. I adjust 
to Hawaii, gaining new friends and keeping my parents 
company in the new restaurant. I learn to love our little 
town, and my father seems to like it too.

***
I am six years old. One night, it’s late, and I’ve come 

out from my new room for some water. From my par-
ents’ room, I can hear yelling, so I creep slowly up to the 
door and press my ear against the cold wood. I cannot 
make out what they’re saying, but the whole conversa-
tion is filled with unbridled and intense anger. Unable 
to keep myself hidden, I burst in. Silently, I watch as my 
father turns to me and tells me to go to my room. This 
is the first time he’s been this aggressive toward me, 
but I shake my head no and stay firmly planted into the 
carpeted floor, tears rolling down my face. He screams 
at me to get out, every short, fine black hair on his head 
shaking with him. I don’t know the man looking at me. 
Veins are popping out from his neck and his eyes have 
a mad look in them. This isn’t my father. My mother, 
standing across from him, is crying and saying, “Just 
leave honey, please. I’ll be in in a minute, sweetheart, 
just please go to your room.” She turns to my father and 
asks him to please calm down. I shake my head no again.

“Calm down,” he repeats through his teeth and begins 
toward me. I barely have time to scream before his hand 
strikes my cheek. I wail in pain, the slap’s sting echoing 
across my face in the form of a red handprint. My moth-
er is yelling at him to stop. My vision blurs with tears.

“I’m gonna tell you one more time to get into your 
room right now. Are we clear?”

I run across the hall and jump into my bed, covering 
myself with blankets and taking refuge from the mon-
ster that has possessed my father. This is not the man 
who picks me up when I’m crying or cooks me pancakes 
or tells me he loves me. I cry until my eyes are drier 
than a desert, and lie on my side shaking. Several eter-
nities pass while I wait for my mother to come in.

“Mama, mama, mama please,” I whisper under the 
sheets as if I were praying.

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

My father is a hero; he is a spelunker and 
a backpacker, a world-renowned chef. 
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Memories for My Emah
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

TIKVA VELAZQUEZ , Grade 11, Age 16, San Diego Jewish  
Academy, San Diego, CA. Stacey Goldblatt, Educator;  
Region-at-Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

There are leaves on the ground. Everywhere. They’re 
green and red and orange and they’re falling from the 
sky, like wilted raindrops. I don’t know why this is 
the picture that floods my brain when I think about 
my mother. It’s not the only picture, there are others. 
French toast, backyard tea parties, orange cats, and 
a sprouting water geyser. But there are always leaves, 
waving in the wind, allowing little droplets of light to 
flood through, painting a mosaic of sun and wind and 
leaves. It’s been so long I have trouble remembering if 
the memories that play in my mind, like old movies, are 
actually memories or dreams I was never able to forget. 
I choose to believe they are real memories, so I have 
something to hold on to, so I never forget.

***
In my first memory, we are sitting outside around a 

glass table in the backyard. Actually, I can’t say surely 
that this is my first memory, but it’s the first to come to 
mind. The pavement is frigid and cold beneath my feet, 
and the sky is not yet lit by the sun. My mother and I are 
having a tea party. The cups are filled with amber-col-
ored apple tea, and we have baked French toast sticks 
passing as pastries. Like all memories, there is no con-
versation, no words or sounds I can clearly remember. 
Just tea and French toast sticks, and gold nail polish. 
For some reason our unconventional tea party includes 
me painting my mother’s toes gold. I get ready to paint, 
shaking the bottle like I’ve seen her do before, while 
hearing the light tap of the metal bead inside. Then sud-
denly, the bottle slips from my hand and shatters on 
the ground, painting the gray pavement with shiny, gold 
paint. I remember being sad and worried that she would 
be mad with me, but she wasn’t. She moves toward me 
and pushes me away from the mess, ensuring I do not 
step on the glass . . . and that is where the memory ends. 
With me safe and my mother the one protecting me.

In another memory we are sharing yet another un-
conventional meal in an unconventional place. We are 
in the back of the minivan with the sun shining through 
the tinted windows. When I recall it now, with the sun 
and the tan car interior, the world surrounding us looks 
golden and bright, almost heavenly. We are having a pic-

nic with a spread of ramen and grape juice boxes. The 
combination makes me feel uneasy inside now, but then 
we both enjoyed it, in the sanctuary of the same car that 
I still drive today. Again, there are no words. Just me, 
ramen, grape juice boxes, and my mom in the heavenly, 
gold light.

I have another memory in the backyard of our house. 
My mother is sitting on the pavement, but I cannot 
clearly see her. I am on the miniature playground. Its 
colors are vibrant in the early morning light. Its reds 
and oranges and greens stand out against the grass and 
dirt, like a toy lost in a sandbox.

I am brushing my teeth. I remember this clearly be-
cause I didn’t want to brush my teeth alone, so I went 
outside to brush them with her. Silently, the orange and 
white cat from next door jumps the fence and begins 
to walk around the yard. My mother doesn’t move to 
tell me to be careful because this cat has jumped over 
the fence before. We name him Blueberry, because his 
collar is a bright blue. He prowls around for a while 
and then jumps the fence again and the memory ends. 
I can’t recall when I learned this, but that cat was eaten 
by a coyote, and I was introduced to loss at a young age.

My mother told me she was going to die without say-
ing anything. We are at a stoplight when she tells me 
about a doctor’s appointment that day. At least I think 
that’s what she does, I don’t remember any words being 
said. It’s like watching a movie without sound, complete 
silence. At some point the idea that she has cancer fully 
sets up camp in my brain, and I can feel it, that over-
whelming feeling of fear, of the unknown. And being six 
years old, I ask the painfully obvious question,

“Are you going to die?”
***

Those are the only words I can remember being ex-
changed in all these memories I have. They are my own, 
and they are crystal clear.

***
She pulls the car over to the side of the road to a com-

plete stop. Her hands are wrapped around the steering 
wheel so hard, her pale knuckles are even paler. Her 
eyes are covered by big black sunglasses, but she looks 
at me through the rearview mirror and I look back. We 
look at one another for a while, and even though her 
eyes are completely covered, I see their sadness. Then 
she looks back to the road and pulls the car back onto 
the road.

The image of her sunglass-covered eyes in that rear-
view mirror is forever burned into my mind, and mine 
alone, because I have never shared that memory out loud.

The day my mother died, I was at the 
neighbor’s house across the street.

***
My life at the moment seems to be separated into a be-

fore and after. There is the before, a life I can never fully 
grasp as my own, where my mother and I were togeth-
er all the time while my father was deployed. There is a 
part of the before that is filled with family members and 
hospitals, children’s books explaining chemotherapy, and 
flowers. Those memories, for some reason, are clearer.

***
We are all sitting in the living room, in front of the 

giant television. My father, mother, older sister, and my-
self. My mother has just explained to me that when she 
has chemo, her hair will begin to fall out. So being the 
six-year-old I am, I pull out the plastic box of hair clips 
and begin to clip her hair in place, in hopes that it won’t 
fall out, that those clips are magical. There is an actual 
physical picture to go with this memory, of my mother 
from the side, her hair filled with flower-shaped clips of 
every color of the rainbow, and I remember being proud 
because in that moment everything was OK.

The day my mother died, I was at the neighbor’s house 
across the street. I watched my father trek across the 
black street to get me. The house was filled with family 
members and friends. And one by one we said goodbye.

***
I have made the decision to not share the moments 

in which my mother got sicker and sicker. I have chosen 
not to expand on those times because they are not how 
I choose to remember her, or to remember my life. Be-
cause now, I live in the After. I live in a new house, the 
only house I can ever imagine calling home. I am close 
with my dad, who has taken care of me and my sisters 
with unfaltering love. And I will create new chapters in 
my life. I will graduate high school soon, go to college, 
get a job, get married, have kids. I will grow. And I will 

keep these memories because they are a part of me now 
and will be a part of the person I become.

***
There are memories I rewatch sometimes, that I can’t 

find a place for. They don’t fit on the timeline of my life, 
so I let them float around and rest wherever they like.

My mother and I are on the way to school. There is 
traffic building up as we near our turn, and when we 
reach it, there is a geyser of water soaring toward the 
sky. It is coming from one of the drains in the road and 
it is never-ending. The white geyser sails above the cars 
and the nearby trees. The water ending in a splash, 
soaking the already wet pavement. It is a force of un-
natural nature and we admire it, because its power is 
astounding and eternal.

***
I’ve never understood memories. They fascinate me. 

How we grow and then suddenly we are us, and that 
little kid we used to be is a mere memory.

People say reincarnation happens when you die. I say 
it happens every few years. It happens that day when 
you wake up and can no longer recall what you did on 
your fourth birthday. Eventually, faces get mismatched 
and the voices blend together, or go silent, forming the 
pictures that make up your life. A life you remember 
only from stories relatives tell you. A life that seems to 
belong to a different person entirely.

I lost my mother when I was six. I have learned that 
I am a lot like her. That I look like her. I have learned 
that those memories, and that loss, have played a small 
part in who I am. I am resilient, I know grief, and I have 
empathy because of those memories. So I write them 
now to ensure I never forget them. To ensure I never 
forget who I am. 
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An Undelivered Letter
POETRY

LOGAN BAKER , Grade 9, Age 14, Charleston County School 
of the Arts, North Charleston, SC. Danielle DeTiberus, Francis 
Hammes, and Elizabeth Hart, Educators; Region-at-Large, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

It was strange: even though your heart
had stopped, the dishwasher still chugged on,
for another twenty minutes,
probably. And even though your hands
were still, and still cooling,
the hands of the clock twitched
fiercely around their plastic rim.
 
People I had never seen, who had maybe
not known you the way they said they did
brought me to the house, three days
after it happened, whatever did happen,
and showed me that the laundry was shriveled
out on the line.
And also, I think, so I would
throw away the rags molding
in your washing machine.
 
I noticed that there was no sympathy
at the funeral, for the geranium
baking on the windowsill,
or the quarter-full crock curdling in the fridge.
But then again, they weren’t the ones in the casket.
 
My mom always told me that speaking ill
of the dead was wrong, but I think
it must somehow be worse
to lie to them. Like I lied back before all of this
when I said I’d replace the begonias I’d trampled.
So for my mother, not you, I have to admit
that the death of your routine seems
a sorrier affair than your death will ever be. 

White Lighters
POETRY

CHRISTOPHER BARLOW, Grade 10, Age 15, South Portland 
High School, South Portland, ME. Tasha Graff, Educator; The 
Southern Maine Writing Project at the University of Southern 
Maine, Affiliate; Gold Medal

it’s the 4th of july and we play the ‘firework or gunshot’ 
game, sing god bless america while our parents think 
we’re in love. strike a match for every family barbecue 
gone awry.

under the night sky, light a roman candle to lead our 
way home under rosy cherry trees ripe for picking.

wrap your hands around my neck until you can smell 
cologne under your fingernails, i’ll be happy just the 
same. wrap your hands around my neck until they stop 
shaking.

fear is what lives in these woods and in the cartilage 
between my ribs. in the hollow in my chest dread has 
started to rearrange furniture. 

doubt is what lives in my fingertips and quivering lips, 
words you speak to try to hurt me, carve out the piece 
you call most tender and leave the rest for the dogs. 

run home until your legs give out, sweat out your mis-
takes under a moon brighter than porcelain.

you’re not going to 
cry, are you? it’s okay, i don’t know which one of us has 
earned that right either. 

Perils in Young Black 
America
PER SONAL ESSAY & MEMOIR

JACKSON OVERTON-CLARK , Grade 11, Age 16, The Haverford 
School, Haverford, PA. Thomas Stambaugh, Educator; 
Philadelphia Writing Project, Affiliate; Gold Medal

As I approached the Philadelphia International Airport, 
my excitement increased. This was first time I’d leave 
the United States, thus throwing myself into an un-
known culture. Thrilled to receive a peek into Puerto 
Rican life, I also accepted the possibility of alienation 
while immersing myself into a different culture for a few 
days. Fortunately, since it was a class trip, I would share 
the experience with my best friends, which alleviated 
some of the nervousness. I stepped off the bus in my 
bright-orange Adidas sneakers, only to be met with the 
morning wind chill. However, with the combination of 
my excitement and the comfort of my favorite hoodie, it 
didn’t bother me, as my mind imagined the warmth of 
Puerto Rico. Along with being my first trip off the main-
land, this Puerto Rico trip marked my first trip without 
parents. Four teachers held the responsibility of caring 
for a class full of eighth-grade boys and bringing them 
back unscathed four days later.

Following directions, we lined up at the TSA check-
point. Immediately, I thought about what I’d heard 
about TSA officers, stopping people they perceived as 
dangerous. I have no reason to worry, I thought. I’m an 
eighth-grader on a trip with the Haverford School . . . 
there is no way they will stop me. Plus, I’m not carry-
ing anything dangerous. Standing with my best friend 
and a teacher behind me, I felt more at ease. Finally, 
it was my turn to go through the scanner. It’s just like 
the classmate before me, listen to directions and walk 
through. However, as I walked up to the scanner, a TSA 
officer blocked my path. He towered over me in a blue 
uniform, similar to that of a police officer. His look 
pierced through me, as if I just committed a heinous 
crime. I mistakenly assumed his look was in response to 
something else and tried to proceed past him. He didn’t 
allow me to move.

“Why are you here?” he demanded. What does he 
mean, “Why are you here?” I’m here for the same rea-
son as the other sixty people in line. Just let me walk 
through the scanner!

“I’m here with the Haverford School, on a class trip,” 
I responded and tried to pass him once again. Same re-
sult. What’s this guy’s problem with me, does he not 
believe I go to the Haverford School? I mean, he let ev-
eryone else go.

“Then where is your teacher?” Are you blind? She’s 
right behind me! I point back to my teacher, who said 
nothing to the officer. Why isn’t she helping me?

“She’s right here,” I said, a little flustered. Still no 
movement. By this time, my best friend stood next to 
me. The officer didn’t let him pass either. I noticed the 
majority of my classmates waiting on the other side of 
the scanner. I felt isolated, as if my classmates stood 
further away than their position in actuality. Why did 
he let all of my classmates through and not me? We all 
are in the same group, wearing the same clothes, carry-
ing the same items. 

Suddenly, my mom’s words entered my mind. “Look 
around, what don’t you see? You don’t see many people 
that look like you.” This vivid memory at four years old, 
standing in the lobby of the Haverford Lower School on 
my first day of Junior Kindergarten, clarified my cur-
rent situation. The officer's suspicion had to do with my 
race. My white classmates didn’t receive nasty looks nor 
questions. Now, my friend and I, both black, stood here 
being questioned as if we were not harmless eighth- 
graders. This realization caused a shift in attitude. My 
responses no longer had a respectful tone.

“Are you planning to do anything dangerous?” he 
asked. WHAT?! Dangerous? What about me looks dan-
gerous? All of this because of race? 

“No.” I forced the word through my clenched teeth.
“Are you carrying anything dangerous?” I guess the 

answer is yes.
“No.”
He looked stumped; he knew there was no other rea-

son he could keep me. He glared at me, patting me down 
in a hastily and violating way. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

His look pierced through me, as if I just 
committed a heinous crime.
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Summer Falls
POETRY

MIRA BOHANNAN KUMAR , Grade 10, Age 15, Iowa City High 
School, Iowa City, IA. Mandy Sotillo, Educator; Belin-Blank 
Center for Gifted Education and Talent Development,  
University of Iowa, Affiliate; Gold Medal

The mottled chill blows through my window,
through the shadow of my non-aquiline nose
against the fuzz
of the clean bone-china ceiling
and smells too delicious for taste,
like rain
if rain were the cast-off shells of peas.

My homework is finished through
drooping eyelids, square roots
with filed-curve edges
under the watchful eyes
I doodled on my palms in class
when I was
ignoring how to do it.

Outside a bird sings—
or maybe a cricket,
at night my senses slip into their
September horror-movie laziness
and I forget just how a cricket sounds
when it realizes it will never sing professionally
and weeps for its thousands of dollars of student debt.

And I drink up this night,
the carbon dioxide from the lights on the highway
and the curtains that never could keep sun out
but had to let it seep in
Like when you let your lover speak over you
and stay entwined,
even though you know it’s wrong,

Like when summer lets fall through its skin
and they sit
shoulder-to-shoulder, back-to-chest,
even though they know it’s wrong,
because they, and we, and you, and I
follow nothing but each other
and tonight the pea-shells and the cricket-birds.

Like when music is made from nothing.

Like when summer falls. 

 

Mother Nature
POETRY

CAYLEIGH BROWN, Grade 11, Age 16, Providence Senior  
High School, Charlotte, NC. Marva Hutchinson, Educator; 
Charlotte-Mecklenburg Schools, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Mama told me you catch more bees with honey
and cracks in the sidewalk don’t break nobody’s back.
Mama told me to spit in one hand and
wish in the other to see which fills up the fastest.
I wished
and I wished to inherit her spine.
I spit
and I spit like building toothpicks into a tower;
she gave herself a stronger backbone
no matter how long it took
and how many times she would have to do it again.
And when she drove to an empty parking lot
to let me cry
so the breeze could let my cheeks dry,
I knew my mama understood.
Her gentle voice taught me to never waste my time 
plucking
flower petals for boys
and instilled in me that
the thought of spiraling could be dangerous
but to never stop breathing
through the shipwreck of my lungs.
Whenever I felt my back
was going to slice into scattered fragments,
she reminded me that I would only ever bend
and she cradled me until
I was able to stand on my own again.
I can only hope that I am enough
to repay the favor and hold her hands
for all the times she held mine.
A soul she crafted with her own two hands.
I’ll spit in one hand
and wish in the other
for the smiles in my eyes to give her faith.
My mama told me that catchin’ bees
don’t mean nothin’ unless
you got vinegar for the ones who sting.  
 

Apricot Poems
POETRY

TY KIATATHIKOM, Grade 12, Age 17, Auburn High School,  
Rockford, IL. Leslie Arbetman, Educator; Region-at-Large,  
Affiliate; Gold Medal

sometimes i like to play this game
where i close my eyes and pretend to
smell your hair and feel it prickling
against my nose in shimmering strands
like it always did, smelling of god,
or flowers, or my mother’s cooking,
or old books blanketed in sunlit dust
in the libraries we carry within us all.

mother and dust,
mother and dust,
  i am eaten
  by thoughts of you.

other times i find myself lying awake
thinking of how your eyes were the
color of the sky just before hard rain,
when the spines of the storm clouds
snap under the weight of the deluge,
thunder the snapping sinew sounding
something like the wail of ghosts or
like a feeling of falling, or falling
far, or of having fallen once before.

mother and dust,
mother and dust,
  i am drowned
  in search of you.  

other times still i find i let the truth
slip beyond my reach, that i have long
forgotten the smell of your hair, the
glaze of your eyes in the night; that i
invent these verses i mutter to myself,
these syllables signifying nothing,
out of fear that i will one day forget
even to pretend that i remember you.

mother and dust,
mother and dust,
  i am nothing
  but the residue of you. 

 

Sisterhood
POETRY

ARIANA SMITH, Grade 11, Age 16, Las Vegas Academy of the 
Arts, Las Vegas, NV. Sim Dulaney, Educator; Springs Preserve, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal, American Voices Award

When your sister is your hairdresser, you need no 
mirror. —African Proverb

What are we?
  —An omen, a sacrifice.

Crumbling soil and the salt
Of the sea remind her of
Igbo Landing.
The sun, her star,
A golden light onto brown body,
Carnelian stone.
Women with skin the shade
Of vintage stepping stones,
Skin like fire,
Her touch singes—
Her flesh, an armor.
The muscle of ancestors,
Lineage like silk in our blood.
Girls planted seed by seed
By our grandmothers, grown from spells
Before forced Christianity.
Brown girl, brownstone,
Sitting on the stoop watching
The little ones play double dutch,
Beads hanging down past their
Ears like raindrops.
Hands of master artistry
Braid wool into tight rows
Of Underground Railroad
Escape routes.
Curls like shackles,
Twisting and shaping,
Shifting and welding,
Sleek baby hairs that stick
To scalp like chewing gum,
Poppin’ bubbles like
Our men.

My sisters.
We so fly
but we never
       leave the ground. 
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Don’t Look Down
SCIENCE FICTION & FANTA SY

EKEMINI NKANTA , Grade 12, Age 17, Brooklyn Technical High 
School, Brooklyn, NY. Chris Rabot, Educator; NYC Scholastic 
Awards, Affiliate; Gold Medal

White walls are nothing but trouble. Trust me. I’ve wo-
ken up in enough hospitals to know this by heart.

Everyone always falls for the clean, scrubbed look. 
The cold emptiness never kicks in until it’s too late to 
turn back—and once you’re in these kinds of places, 
there’s no way out. Airplanes leave their terminals. Of-
fices close their doors. Modern therapists seal you in-
side their spherical hubs and run virtual-reality tests on 
you until whatever screws you’ve got loose finally settle 
back in. It’s just the way the system works.

The static crackling in the speakers means the system 
is waiting on me.

“Can we just get this thing over with?” I clear my throat, 
nervously wiping my sweaty palms on my bodysuit. “This 
‘one-size-fits-all’ junk is really cutting off my circulation.”

I’m not even graced with a human response. A syn-
thetic female voice pieces together her words in the 
awkward cookie-cutter style every robot uses, her voice 
resounding from the walls.

“Welcome to your first cognitive-behavioral thera-
py session with New Wave Technologies. Our simula-
tion is designed to desensitize you to your rooted fears 
through gradual exposure in a controlled environment. 
State-of-the-art equipment will be used to create your 
virtual-reality experience. Responses will be monitored 
for subsequent evaluation.”

Evaluation? My shoulders sink in defeat. So I’m being 
graded? Please don’t let this be one of those pass-or-fail 
courses. I’ll be coming back here every week for the rest 
of my life.

“State your current disorder,” the voice commands.
My throat goes dry. I know what I have. Saying it 

aloud gives it too much power over me, makes it real, 
makes it my problem. My tongue scrapes like sandpaper 
against the roof of my mouth. Spit it out. Just say it.

“Fear of heights.” I can barely hear my own voice over 
the blood pumping in my ears.

“Your disorder is: acrophobia.” The voice pauses to play 
a confirmation tone. “Your simulation will begin shortly.”

Before I know it, the entire room is humming. The 
projectors hidden behind the walls curved around me 
are hard at work. I recline my chair until the restraints 
dig into my stomach. Maybe if I lean back far enough I’ll 
escape my body—or at least this suit and all the sweat 
pooling in it. For heaven’s sake, are the temperature set-
tings doubling by the second? My hands fumble around 
for the zipper, slipping and sliding and crashing into 
each other. They’re shaking so violently that they can 
barely grab onto the fabric. Out. I need to get out.

“Let me out!” The words slip free before I realize 
they’re mine. “Cancel simulation! End! Terminate! I 
don’t want to do this anymore, I don’t want to fall, I’m 
not ready, please—”

The walls reply by blinding me.
White light engulfs me from all around. My entire 

frame goes rigid, too scared to move an inch. Silence 
drips into the room for an eternity, filling in the gaps 
between my ragged breaths. The wait feels endless.

And then the room comes alive.
Soft music fades in from the background static. I hear 

guitar notes being plucked from their strings by slow, 
careful fingers: gentle, yet deliberate. The highs and 
lows blend together until they’re nearly layered in har-
mony. A sigh I didn’t know I’d been holding escapes me, 
making my shoulders deflate.

I blink twice and the skies ease in. Cloud textures 
emerge from the walls of the sphere before being paint-
ed in a tropical wash of colors. The leaves of palm trees 
generate line by line, fanning out above my head. It 
drapes close enough to brush past my face with a breeze. 
When I reach my hand out to touch the ends, the space 
I close my fingers around is empty. High-definition ho-
lograms. Amazing.

The world continues to build itself in real time, slow-
ly surrounding me. Trees line themselves up along the 
horizon, twisting and turning in strokes of brown and 
green. Vines crisscross over my head. Tiny droplets 
dance along them, some splashing on my cheek when 
the breeze picks up. I angle my head to watch the scene 
evolve, and take a spray of cool mist to the face. My eyes 
shut instinctively and I sit back, the tension between my 
eyebrows melting away.

The wait feels endless.
  And then the room comes alive.

The details of my reality set in as afterthoughts. Be-
neath me, I feel a thin wall hugging the natural curve of 
my back all the way down to my legs. I find myself slow-
ly rocking with the breeze. I lower my gaze to my feet to 
get a better look of what I’m resting on: a thin sheet of 
blue cocooning my body in midair. My lips part in awe 
. . . and then terror.

I’m lying in a hammock.
The realization hits me like an anchor, smashing into 

the cavity of my chest. How far up am I? I jut my head 
out from the enclosure of the hammock without a sec-
ond thought. Sensory overload seizes my brain in its 
iron grip. My vision warps in and out, stretching the 
ravine below me into an infinite drop. No, no, no . . . I 
bunch up the folds of the fabric in trembling fists.

“Help!” My voice breaks the soundscape, cracking 
above the whisper of rushing water and the cawing of 
birds. “Somebody help me!”

Before I know it, the synthetic robot voice is back, 
jarring me back to reality. “Let’s start some simple 
breathing exercises to help you manage your anxiety,” 
she says.

My jaw drops, despite myself. “Are you kidding me?”
She ignores my attitude and carries on. “Take a long, 

slow breath in through your nose.”
“I don’t need breathing exercises. I need to get down!” 
“Hold your breath to the count of three.”
The thudding behind my ribs grows stronger. “Please!”
“Exhale slowly through pursed lips, while you relax 

the muscles in your face, jaw, shoulders, and stomach.”
I groan in exasperation, feeling beads of sweat gather 

on my forehead. She won’t listen to me. Years of artifi-
cial intelligence and millions in development, and their 
robot can’t listen?

“The goal is to overwrite your fear responses with 
healthy coping techniques,” she chirps in that indiffer-
ent computer-generated voice of hers. “Cooperating will 
lower your stress levels.”

I throw my head back. It’s no use. She’ll just keep 
me trapped in the same loop until I comply or some se-
cret time limit finally elapses and I automatically fail. I 
search frantically for another way out, cycling through 
the options in my head.

Maybe this is what I need. A new approach; a “Plan 
B.” I want to take the elevator in my apartment again. 
I want to be able to travel without shutting down and 
hiding beneath the seats in economy class. I miss my 
old life. If this is the first step I have to take to get it 
back, so be it.

I take my first breath. 

Hunger
POETRY

ZION THOMPSON, Grade 8, Age 13, Home School, Albuquerque, 
NM. Jacquelynne Hernandez, Educator; Region-at-Large, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

Piercing belly cramps doubled
me over in grandmother’s
musty, oversized arm chair
in the impatient wait for
a sumptuous supper last night.
 
Just one scoop from trusted pots
of savory stew I loved
drove me to the kitchen door—
I’m waved back to salivate.
The news, I instead consumed:
 
Racial disharmony,
hatred, war declarations,
trafficking in young children,
technology extortion,
crimes against the down-and-out,
 
Prejudice, ignorance, wrath,
heavy death tolls, division,
oppression and depression,
violent vigilantes,
brazen bigoted bigots.
 
My mind’s parched, thirst-crusted edges
yearned for cooling drops from the
spring waters of contentment—
away from the putrefied
salmonella of agony.
 
My appetite now rages,
but not for come-hither food
I’m starved for equality,
peace, tolerance, grace, truth, and
crunchy, deep-fried self-courage.
 
At the table, with eyes glazed
I passed the platter of bread
buttered with new discernment
of a disconcerted soul
as hot soup slipped through my fork. 
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A Story Told in the 
Perspective of an Atom
SCIENCE FICTION & FANTA SY

MARY GRAHAM, Grade 12, Age 17, Friends Select School,  
Philadelphia, PA. Wendy Buckingham, Educator; Philadelphia 
Writing Project, Affiliate; Gold Medal

I. Hestor Dreams She Is the Sky
Hestor dreamt that she was the sky. She dreamt that she 
was an endless expanse of air, vast and weightless and 
glowing. She dreamt that gravity had no power over her, 
that she could float forever in the heavens, for she was 
the heavens. Hestor’s breath was the dance of the wind, 
her heartbeat the thunder roiling in the clouds, her skin 
shimmering in a thousand colors.

When Hestor awoke, she was not the sky. Neither was 
she human, but a great lonely expanse of nothingness. 
An impossibly small particle amongst a sea of particles 
gently floating within space. Sleep seemed to be a foreign 
concept. She forgot her dream of the sky. She forgot her 
shimmering skin, the thick air in her lungs. She was cold 
and hard, as if dead. Scratchy darkness enveloped her, 
heavy and acidic like she had been buried alive beneath 
one thousand miles of hay. She felt numb, and far away.

“Where Am I.” A thought rose from beneath her like 
the tide. She moved her fingers and felt nothing but a 
surreal electricity miles away from her. Curious, Hestor 
moved her hand close to her and found that there was 
no hand.

“Am I Asleep.” She wondered. Her wonder a thin cloud.
Her body was scattered into nine pieces, all tingling 

and surging with stabs of energy. Hestor cringed, at-
tempting to move from the pain but this caused more 
surges, her faraway body tingling and crackling and 
pulling at her core. It was at this point that a shallow 
field rose from beneath her, and as it enveloped the space 
around her, Hestor knew it to be fear. Hestor let it come. 
She expected her heart to beat wildly and her breath 
to become bated. But there was nothing. Hestor felt no 
heartbeat, nor air entering her lungs. She saw the fear 
before her but could not feel it. She could not control it. 
Another field rose, superimposing itself before the fear; 
panic. The fields continued to rise, they enveloped her, 
and passed away floating somewhere above into oblivion. 
In desperation she attempted to take hold of one of the 
fields, only to realize she reached in the wrong direc-
tion. She had no perception of up, nor down. She could 

not reach, neither physically nor mentally. She existed 
within a different set of dimensional rules.

“Is This a Dream.” A field rose and presented itself 
to Hestor and disintegrated. “What Am I. What Have I 
Become.” More fields. They wove in and out, fluttering 
like flies. She tried to move again, stretching and press-
ing against her invisible bonds but to no avail. All will 
to move was nothing but desperate words flickering in 
and out.

“Move.”
A flicker. A fragment. A cracked shell of a thought.

II. Hestor Dreams of the Universe
Hestor waited. Without imposing her human movement, 
her faraway body felt weightless and devoid of pain or 
stress. She felt as if she were floating in this scratchy 
darkness. Hestor let herself know each part of her body. 
The points she occupied in space were no more than 
constantly vibrating points of heat being eaten alive by 
the darkness. It might have been cause to panic again, 
but Hestor was calm. She did not strain herself, did not 
allow fields of emotion to overtake her. She shook slight-
ly, realizing this was the easiest and least-painful action 
and continued shaking. She allowed herself to know that 
her movement was for the prevention of succumbing to 
the darkness. She moved to stay alive. To keep from im-
ploding into a far hungrier void.

“I Am Afraid.” A thin field of quivering loneliness 
dropped upon Hestor and she knew the profound and 
sinking aloneness of her state. She felt it weighing upon 
her far heavier than gravity. Her faraway body began to 
go cold, she felt as if she were sinking into the scratchy 
darkness. An expanse of dull pain danced around her. 
In a fleeting and precious moment remembered the col-
or of the sky. She remembered the color of her eyes. And 
in the next instant, it was gone. Pain stabbed her sides.

She counted. Small fields rustled away one after the 
other in an endless, pale parade. When Hestor had no 
numbers left, the fields abandoned order, flying around 
her like crows. When Hestor forgot what numbers were, 
and forgot their small, human words, the fields sank 
from her like phantoms, like moving mountains. Hestor 
waited. She continued to quiver and shake, for there was 
nothing else to do. Hestor remembered the color of the 
sky. She remembered the color of her eyes. She remem-
bered a woman. She dreamt that the woman was com-
posed of trillions of tiny grains of sand. She dreamt that 
the sand itself was composed of far smaller particles. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

The Thing from  
the Sticks
SHORT STORY

BROOKE ELLIOTT, Grade 9, Age 14, Central High School,  
Little Rock, AR. Suzann Saltzman, Educator; Region-at-Large, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

 
“Wanna sit down?”

My breath comes heavy and weak through my lips, 
and my flashlight shivers in my hands. I’ve found him. 
I’ve found the bow-backed creature who never leaves his 
ramshackle cabin in the daytime, only walking when 
the moon hangs high overhead. I’ve found the creature 
who, depending on who you talk to, is called the Beast 
of Sunny Forest, the Cat Eater, the Sunny Forest Devil, 
or the Thing from the Sticks. His thin, creaking back is 
to me, ribs stuck through his tattered flannel shirt like 
a starved dogs’ chest.

I don’t want to sit down. I don’t want to get any-
where near the Sunny Forest Devil. My hands slip and 
the flashlight drops into the leafy carpet of the forest, 
where it fizzles out in the damp.

I freeze and shut my eyes. This is how I end. I whim-
per and try to stop my loud breaths, but I know he’ll 
grab me now, and take me to his old ramshackle cabin 
and skin me and cook me and serve me with cats—

“Kid, I ain’t gonna hurt ya.”
He turns his misshapen head toward me in the dark, 

and I get a glimpse of scarred and tattered flesh. I stay 
where I am, dappled by waning moonlight, only shaded 
by the trunk of a sapling oak. The Thing from the Sticks 
sighs and turns away, shoulders hunching further into 
his hungry-dog ribcage.

There’s a long silent moment where I’m too scared to 
stay and too scared to run. He doesn’t grab me. I pick 
my cracked flashlight out of the matted carpet of the 
forest and take a single, halting step forward. Still no 
snatching.

“Is it . . . ” I say, shuffling my feet through the rainy leaves. 
He perks up and turns to me. He doesn’t have a nose.

“Whaddya wanna ask?”
“D’you . . . d’you really eat cats?”
There’s another long pause. I’m going to be snatched 

up. A strange, wheezing sound comes from where he 
sits, scraping like a scatter of leaves on the porch. He’s 
laughing. My face heats up.

“’s that what they’re tellin’ the kids I do? What, ya think 
I ain’t got nothin’ better to do than eat cats?” The Thing 
cackles, rubbing its scarred forehead with one hand.

“Ain’t a funny question,” I say. I sit down on a bare 
patch of dirt. Mean old thing. I only knew what Mama 
and Richie and Samuel Wilkes and the others told me. 
He wipes at his eyes, shoulders jerking up and down 
from the laughter.

“Well, no, I don’ eat cats. I catch squirrels, mostly. I 
cook ’em.”

“With yer bare hands?”
“Course not. I use traps, jus’ like the townfolk. Don’t 

yer Mama make squirrel stew?”
“My mama makes the best squirrel stew in the coun-

ty,” I say, pride creeping into my voice. It’s a fact. No 
one can make squirrel stew like Mama. Mary Ann Daw-
son still tries to sneak looks at our recipe book every 
Christmas.

“Does she, now?”
He ran his hand over his scarred, melty scalp. There’s 

still a scraggle of hair above his lip, like a weed charred 
by a campfire. It twists along his mouth when he talks.

“How’s your mama doin’, girl?”
“Why do you wanna know?” I say, shifting my legs.
He shakes his head and repeats the question, louder 

this time. His tone makes me skittish. I start to stand.
“She—uh—Mama’s doin’ fine. Why?”
“How’s her hand?”
I jump out of my sitting position, ready to bolt for the 

house. He turns on his crooked spine and raises a hand, 
putting the other over his face. His eyes, surrounded by 
folds of skin that hang like burned leather, plead with 
me to stay.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare ya,” he says, voice 
only a whisper. 

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

It’s a fact. No one can make squirrel stew 
like Mama.
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Glass
SHORT STORY

ELLA ROACH, Grade 10, Age 15, Middleton High School,  
Middleton, WI. Jennifer Mathison-Ohly, Educator; Region-at-
Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal 

The headlights of a passing car pierce the windshield; 
a blinding spotlight that blurs your vision. Or are those 
tears, clouding your eyes. Cloudy, everything is cloudy, 
you can’t see the road. You have to see the road to drive. 
You have to drive.

Drive: to control and direct the course of a vehicle. 
Also: to cause to go by force, authority, or influence.

Which was it, then, that your brother used to cause 
you to go? The marks from his fingernails, still sting-
ing in your wrist. Yelling at Mom to call the police, or 
an ambulance, and Mom scrambling with her phone to 
obey him. The neighbors flicking lights on, rushing out 
to stop you because he said so.

All three, then.
In a small box, hurtling through the inky shroud of 

night. You can only see the stretch of road that your 
headlights illuminate. Glistening pavement, slick with 
rain. Smooth and unbroken. Like the lake, on the day 
your world started to crumble.

The memory washes over you, tugging at your hair 
and yanking your head under before you can stop it.

Crack, she shattered the surface of the water with a 
defeated slap of her palm. The facade of your reality wa-
vered just enough to make you believe that you could 
distort yourself to be warped instead of porcelain.

The jagged ripples startled lurking catfish, blowing 
away a hazy memory of sunlight filtering through their 
heads, so they only remembered to return to weeds and 
rotten forgottens—a shoe, a ring, a sunglass lens. All 
without their mates. You watched the fish vanish into 
murky mundanity, whiskers bristling at their sides, fear 
of a hook clinging to their tails, as their way to the sun 
drifted up and away from them; the water shivered at 
the brush of a dead dream, then lay still again.

You wrapped your brother’s fishing line around 
your hand—one, two, three circles. Clenched your fist. 
Yanked. Red lines etched deep in the creases of your 

palm. The soft whisper of the line unraveling from 
the pole kissed your ears like the discordant notes she 
stumbled over on your piano.

She shook her hand, softly, droplets flying off. A silent 
apology.

She took her hand and, softly, brushed your face, fin-
gers still dripping with what may have been tears, or 
lake water, or blood. In the soft dawn rays, there were 
no glares or gasps to jerk her hand back with the sting 
of rejection.

A question—rejection of you, or her—burned on your 
lips, consuming them in a way that even Chapstick 
couldn’t combat.

When you leaned in, then stopped, bracing yourself 
for another sting, worse than the last. Every breath that 
she did not move, the burn blistered and spread across 
your face. Heat on your cheeks, churning throughout 
your body. Then: cool relief, descending on you like 
snowfall. Her nose bumped into you before her lips did.

Her hand rested on your face, droplets of apologies, 
bitten lips, and guilty stares sliding down your cheeks.

There was something in your belly; but you ate half a 
graham cracker with crunchy peanut butter for break-
fast; but you remembered from Biology that your heart, 
with its ventricles and pumps and atria, is in your chest, 
tucked behind your ribs for protection.

What was this in your stomach.
It dissolved, soggy, limp, sad, when her father ducked 

her wild punches and oozing, punctured wails. His 
meaty fingers clamped around her wrists, digging into 
her, sharply. The accusations in her sobs replaced with 
piercing pain.

Her scream sliced through you, a sword buried hilt-
deep in your stomach. The porch slats yelped when your 
knees crashed onto them.

You wanted to cry, but her fingers trailed tears down 
your face on that dock so you would never have to. You 
wanted to close your eyes, but they were jailed in her 
pleading look.

Your brother snapped you in his pincers, whispering 
raspy nothings into your ear, and when that failed to 
soothe you, shouted. Without her, you could get better 
here now. She was sent away so you didn’t have to be.
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

She shook her hand, softly, droplets flying 
off. A silent apology.

A Rosemary for Us
SHORT STORY

MICAH WILLIAMS, Grade 12, Age 17, Alabama Christian 
Academy, Montgomery, AL. Rhea Wynn, Educator; Region-at-
Large, Affiliate; Gold Medal

Imagine with me for a moment. Imagine my seven-
teen-year-old self pruning into a nostalgic-worn, eighty-
year-old senior citizen in the blink of an eye, most likely 
your eye, for mine would be sluggish at the particu-
lar time; but with my mind—my older mind, still tre-
mendously imaginative—I compare this instantaneous 
transformation to the iridescent butterfly changing into 
a stone-gray moth, and laugh my lungs to hoarseness for 
the littlest while, for both these transformations were 
formulated by fallacies that I decided to be facts in the 
moment within my old, imaginative mind.

But here? Here. This must not be imaginary.
The metal bench I sit on feels as rusty and reluctant 

as in my younger years, when there were five other 
hoodlums cramped alongside me. The mosquitos feed 
on my face, on my arms, on my legs toasted by the Ala-
bama sun. It’s one of those sunshower springs.

The flowers start to bloom at the start of May, so there 
is always a chance to sneeze, to potentially scramble my 
skeleton. Bees are racing in the sky. The geese are flying 
behind. It’s these constant things in the garden that give 
me anxiety about nature, but also wonder. And they give 
me great pain. So I stay, pondering this inner phenome-
non all humans have called “memory.”

There are many memories I share with this garden; 
this garden and its ancient, Shakespearean amphithe-
ater, the entire park itself, and the many, many adven-
tures I’ve had with those teenaged hoodlums. I remem-
ber the days we would climb—some dauntlessly, some 
pensively—up the broken walls of once-glorious edific-
es; at the summit, we thought ourselves invincible. As 
free as the bees, the birds, and the butterflies. Then, we 
would climb down, cross the bridge, and meet the ar-
mada of turtles. I remember the biggest turtle, looking 
like a komodo with a shell on, but she was a beauty. She 
could be pet easily. Or perhaps was too lazy to bite off 
any of our fingers. I believe we called her Benni.

We would escape into the meadow to conduct our 
Chick-fil-A picnics. We had no blanket, so I always had 
the ants crawling down my ass. And as teenagers who 
knew everything but to carry a trash bag along for our 
fast-food brunches, we would stroll down to the muse-

um, complain on how pissed we were for a park to not 
have trash bins every three feet, and curse and eventual-
ly banter our way to the theater; past Big Lake, through 
a road, past the waspy windmill, past Small Lake, past 
some trippy, brass deer statues; across another, lame-
because-no-turtles bridge, dangerously beside Mother 
Duck and her ducklings. Finally, we’d reach the theater, 
throw away our trash, and figuratively die.

We laughed at death back then, thinking it would ease 
the thought. Sometimes in the rush of life, we thought 
death nonexistent, like we found the immunity to it in 
each other. But at eighty, death becomes less of a funny 
thing. Not even my old, imaginative mind can counter 
my impending doom, so it chooses to distract me with 
these extravagant memories. What a phenomenon, how-
ever, that this is not imaginary. I engulf the aroma of 
the garden from the chives to the sage to the sprout-
ing dandelions. I explored, relaxed, and even cried here 
many times before, so my old nose is wise and differen-
tiates the smells.

There is one smell my nose refuses to recognize. It is 
the closest plant, front-and-center. I can hobble to it in 
one, straight shot.

The picketed white sign reads “Rosemary”—my heart 
lurches down into the depths of my stomach. From its 
bush, I pluck off one of the ends gingerly like a violinist 
at his strings. The piece measures close to the size of 
my thumb. It limps between my fingers, but when I rub 
it between them, the sensation feels prickly, as if my 
calloused finger pads were sanded by giant, humanoid 
Christmas trees. (There goes my old, imaginative mind 
again.)

It feels so rough, so abrasive. Though on the inside, 
I feel this unrelenting warmth. A wild warmth, with a 
hint of naivety, delicacy. Ha, reminds me of the times I 
spent with those hoodlums.

Why do I call them hoodlums? They were my best 
friends. A squad. A family! They were never some tag-
team of lowlifes, at least in my mind . . . wait, what am I 
saying? We didn’t care about anyone else! We embodied 
the perfect soul of the American teen—the wall climb-
ers, the turtle taunters, the self-claimed conquistadors 
of a state-owned park. To hell with the hierarchy of a 
pompous, suburban school! We could watch from the 
sides and smile at all the talk, then exasperate our true 
selves in the meadow, on the bridge, in the car, in this 
garden. Why dare I call them just hoodlums? The gar-
den’s even punishing me for it!

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 
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Mixed
HUMOR

ALEXANDRA GORDON, Grade 7, Age 12, Salk School of Science, 
New York, NY. Ling Teo, Educator; NYC Scholastic Awards, 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

I am mixed. No doubt about it, though people don’t 
usually assume that. They usually assume that I am 
Hispanic or Indian. And you know what? Of course I’m 
Hispanic! Even though my dad is African-American 
and my mother is British! I personally think that it is 
impossible for two such different cultures to even meet 
each other! I mean, that would be crazy. Everybody 
knows that when you touch a cup of tea to a voodoo 
doll, the world will explode. Anyhow, my black side 
comes from New Orleans. This is my schedule for every 
day that I spend in the city of jazz.
 
8:00 am: I scarf down twenty-three pounds of craw-
fish with paprika, cayenne pepper, Cajun seasoning, 
Kampot black peppercorns, and creole seasoning for 
breakfast.

8:30 am: Go out for my daily round of American alliga-
tor fishing.

9:00 am: Find a random street performer and start 
dancing to some jazz while flinging my hands up in the 
air and clicking my heels to the rhythm. (Because I am 
only half black, I am only half as good a dancer.)

10:00 am: I drive over to St. Patrick’s church and pray 
for an hour.

11:00 am: Take an insanely long time to get home be-
cause I have to stop and talk about voodoo with every 
single person I see.

12:00 pm: Lunch time! I have to get cooking because I 
invited every person within a 50-mile radius to come 
and have some searing hot gumbo that is a registered 
weapon in 74 different countries.

1:00 pm: Everyone arrives! We amble around and make 
conversation about absolutely nothing while interjecting 
an occasional “LORD HAVE MERCY!” that scares the 
bejeebers out of anyone standing within hearing range.

2:00 pm: The kids will drink some raspberry Kool-Aid 
that we made ourselves and go play with the brindle 
pitbull that is standing stoically in the backyard with a 
400-pound anchor chain holding it to the fence.

3:00 pm: Everyone helps with the chores because that 
shindig made an enormous mess, and us New Orleanians 
are so hospitable that everyone offers to mow the lawn, 
fix the leaky roof, wash the car, and do the dishes.

4:00 pm: The guests are trickling out and are leaving 
their various food offerings on the table.

5:00 pm: My family and I eat the leftover honey-glazed 
barbecue ribs that we couldn’t force the guests to take.

6:00 pm: I go out and feed the pitbull.

7:00 pm: I put curlers in my hair, just in case I don’t 
wear my weave tomorrow because my African hair 
normally feels like a lump of Brillo.

8:00 pm: Say my prayers.

9:00 pm: I have to sleep now so that I can wake up 
early to go and see my pasty British cousins. 

Of course my extended family that resides in England 
are so white that they are almost see-through. As I look 
through their family pictures, I will quietly gasp at how 
beaver-like and misshapen their teeth are. Every. Single. 
One. Personally knows the queen and they have tea with 
her every Monday. For my relatives over near her royal 
highness, salt is the only “spice” that they can eat with-
out hyperventilating. My cousins get sunburned in the 
middle of winter, in the snow, with a ski mask on . . . 
(What can I say? We’re pale.) My average day perform-
ing as a British individual usually goes something like 
this:

9:00 am: Drinking tea.

9:30 am: Every breakfast I eat crumpets. They are 
the most amazing thing since sliced bread! (Which we 
invented.) I mean, how could anyone ever get tired of 
a lump of wheat that is drowning in some fatty sub-
stance?

10:00 am: I squeeze into a constricting antique dress 
from the 1700s that is equipped with a whalebone cor-
set and an extra 150 pounds on the skirt.

10:30 am: I then proceed to slather 1,376 layers of 
sunscreen on my face and I place a ski mask over my 
head in order to ensure the ultimate sun protection. 
(If I don’t go through this tedious task every day, I will 
end up looking the color of the expensive red wine that 
I guzzle when I am not (you guessed it!) sipping tea.
The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

Fluke
SHORT STORY

JUNMOKE JAMES, Grade 11, Age 16, Marietta High School,  
Marietta, GA. Keisha Kirkpatrick, Educator; Savannah College of 
Art and Design, Affiliate; Gold Medal

She saw her father once a month. Their time together 
was limited to eating—breakfast at the cramped pan-
cake house, lunch at the local sports bar. But today, 
they hadn’t gone out; he was poor, he reminded her, and 
they couldn’t afford to eat at restaurants anymore. So 
he cooked dinner for them: beef soup, watery and bland. 
She stirred it around, slurped up the vegetables.

The meat was bright red, bleeding. It slipped down 
her throat and swished like mucus in her stomach. She 
almost pushed the bowl away, but when she realized her 
father was watching her, waiting hungrily for her opin-
ion, she licked her lips in satisfaction and finished her 
meal without complaint.

She was only with him for the weekend. And he was 
so lonely—she couldn’t be around him without noticing 
the bareness of everything he inhabited: his spotless 
clothes, the absence of life in his kitchen, the nonde-
script smell of his car. It was almost as if he didn’t exist.

The vomiting began that night, when she was on the 
cusp of falling asleep. It all felt very violent: the brown 
gunk, bursting from her mouth and into the toilet; the 
soreness of her shoulders, which wouldn’t stop shaking. 
Her father was in bed, his lights out. And she was alone, 
chunks of food pouring out of her, her vision darken-
ing in revulsion. When she thought it had stopped, she 
leaned against the wall and blinked at her reflection. 
Nausea was welling up in her again. Her stomach ached; 
it was as if her insides were rearranging themselves. 
When she found herself kneeling over the toilet again, 
she thought of her mother, who was coming for her in 
the morning.

 An hour before she was supposed to leave, her father 

called for her, insisted that she get up. Not hearing a 
response—she was lying on the carpeted floor, eyes 
closed—he knocked on the bathroom door, his voice 
hardening with impatience.

“I’m sick,” she murmured. “I want to go home.”
“Are you okay?” he yelled, speaking over her.  
She reached for the edge of the bathtub and used it to 

haul herself up. Her abdomen throbbed with pain, but 
she forced herself to ignore it, forced herself to open 
the door.

Her father, nervously readjusting his shirt, stepped 
back when she emerged, as if he were surprised. She 
stared at him, then walked quickly to the dining table, 
where all of her things were gathered.

“Your mom will be here soon,” he said, putting on his 
jacket. “Make sure you haven’t left anything.”

She never left anything. She was just as organized 
as him, just as clean. Her father prided himself on his 
cleanliness. When she was younger, he spent hours in 
his office, wiping everything down. She knew which 
room he’d been in by the smell—the intoxicating scent 
of chemicals and lemon.

“Dad,” she tried again. “I think I got food poisoning. 
I can’t stop vomiting.”

He moved quickly behind the table, his hands on the 
chairs, straightening them, making sure everything 
was in order. “Are you sure it’s not that time?”

“What time?” she asked. Then, sensing his uncom-
fortableness, she realized what he was trying to sug-
gest. “No, it’s not that time. It only happened,” she 
hesitated, “after the soup. That was when my stomach 
started to hurt.”

He lowered his eyelids. “I feel fine.” There was an 
implicit understanding in his tone—whatever she had 
come down with was not his fault, had nothing to do 
with him.

“I don’t,” she said, scooping her belongings into her 
backpack. “I feel awful.”

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

There was an implicit understanding in 
his tone—whatever she had come 

down with was not his fault, had nothing 
to do with him.
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Rosa
SHORT STORY

HEATHER JENSEN, Grade 10, Age 15, Red Mountain High 
School, Mesa, AZ. Tracie Garrard, Rebekka Lancucki, and 
Sarah Slater, Educators; Young Authors of Arizona (YAA), 
Affiliate; Gold Medal

You put your dead mother’s lipstick on and throw your 
gold cross necklace into the back of a closet and turn off 
your voicemail notifications. You say a quick whisper to 
God—forgive me for ignoring my father, I promise, I just 
want one night and then I will love only him again—
then Rosa hurries into the bathroom to yank a tiny 
dress over her tiny waist so you’re on back porch bounc-
er duty, setting two bottles of vodka beside the Virgin 
Mary statue holding open the back door and watching a 
long line of girls unfold out of their green junker cars.

As they drift to the back room, there’s a few who steal 
the piano bench, sit with their hips touching and their 
hands intertwined. Others, the ones who show up with 
weed already on their breath, shove a few armchairs be-
neath the neon beer signs and whisper to each other.

Rosa’ll claim the pool table, lying across it.
Always a scene, the end of her dress rising to the tips 

of her thighs. When you were in middle school, it was 
her in a black bikini leaving a blood stain on the table 
cover when she got her first period. Now she sings in 
Spanish and spills vodka and sinks her voice into you.

In the past, you’d laugh about it, the flirting shared 
between the two of you. Always brashly: “Yeah, Rosa, 
I’d kiss you, ’slong as you ate a mint first.”

Tonight it is different.
There is the fact that Rosa can’t stop sketching the 

female figure on her school assignments.
And your preacher father is stuck at the gas station 

with thirty copies of the Bible still in his bag and would 
never suspect you to be a sinner in his own home.

And the two-year anniversary of your mother in the earth 
and Rosa pressing her hands into yours at the funeral.

And finally how Rosa ran after you today, screamed 
“Esma!” across the school parking lot, jutted her chin 
into your face, said, “I’ll help you with the party to-
night” in the kind of tone that meant Esma, Esma, I’ll 

follow you to the ends of the earth tonight. The kind of 
tone that meant climax. The kind of tone that meant 
you’d end the night with a little something to hold you 
over here in this makeshift chapel.

Something crashes in the back room. You grab one of 
the two bottles of vodka from beside the door and leave 
your position.

Rosa’s already there. She’s sitting upright, legs shin-
ing with sweat or oil or something else delicious. Her 
body is sheathed in red, and copper earrings drip down 
her lobes, and you have seen her a million times before 
but this time you get stuck in the doorway.

It doesn’t matter that one of the stoners pulled the 
Corona sign down. It doesn’t matter that you both grad-
uate in a week. It doesn’t matter that your dad would 
kill you.

Rosa turns to you with her face already so pleased to 
see you.

“Esma,” she says. “You’ve joined me.”
There is no one else in the room, only the burning 

lights overhead and the reflections of the party in the 
pool. It is silent, except for her voice.

“I’ve been here the whole time,” you say. “It’s you 
who’s been missing.”

She smiles. God, she smiles and you know this is it.
“Rosa,” you start. You don’t finish. You slide onto the 

pool table beside her. She smells like coconut and salt 
and alcohol. You haven’t had a sip all night. You don’t 
need to. You have never been this unsober.

She plants her lips on your ear. It’s not an accident.
The very first time Rosa said your name and meant 

more than just your name loops in your head: Esma, 
I’m sorry. You can see your dad painting all the Virgin 
Mary statues in the house with your mother’s face. You 
remember touching them and asking Jesus if he could 
pretty please contact your mother up there, you needed 
advice. And Rosa would come around as your dad be-
gan to layer the whole house in crosses and rosaries and 
statues and ask if you needed a place to stay, and you’d 
say no and she would nod but frown at the same time.

Just one time, you remind yourself. Just one sin and 
you’ll be a nun again.

The story doesn’t end here! Read more at:  
artandwriting.org/online-galleries. 

“I’ve been here the whole time,” you say. 
“It’s you who’s been missing.”
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Sammy Rhee
Jensen Villaflor

Florida
Jarah Adams
Paulina Almada
Abigail Altieri
Kelly Anderer
Danelle Antelo
James Balo
Tatiana Barbosa
Maddy Barker
Naomi Benson
Jaclyn Berry
Noland Blain
Ellie Bodor
Sydney Bonchick
Andrew Boynton
Shelby Brackett
Zackary Cantor
Gabriel Chambless
Grey Chandler
Angelo Chen
Caitlin Chen
Gabriel Chez
Kavyasree Chigurupati
Kate Cleary
Cindy Clermont
Michael Coleman
Elizabeth Conklin
Lucas Corrales
Gabriela Coutinho
Amaya Cranston

Sofia Criswell
Alma Dasberg
MLE DeJaco
Gillian Dickinson
Virginia Dragoslavic
Vivienne Dumas
Chidinmma Egemonu
Marina Ellis
Santiago Escobar
Emily Evans
William Fairnington
Anne Fang
Alanna Felton
Melissa Fernandez
Ashley Forkey
Catherine Gardner
Alisha Garnsey
Matthew Gibson
Sophia Giles
Sophya Giudici-Juarez
Philip Glick
Kaia Goodrich
Elena Grant
Rea Gray
Marlon Green
Leeanne Grunow
Jeanette Gu
Julia Guilfu
Shu Yan Han
Ashley Hardway
Tiana Headley
Emilia Hernandez
Gabriella Hesse
Amanda Hindelang
Krystal Honeyghan
Olivia Horan
Jonathan Horbund
Megan Hostetler
Sarah Howard
Coco Hull
Erin Hunter
Louidjy Hyppolite
Miracle Ingram
Karissa Inscoe
N'Jhari Jackson
Tracey Jean-Claude
Arizaith Jimenez
Iona Johnson
Malavika Kannan
Deytona Kelly
Corey Kreisel
Laura La Salvia
Molly Lantinberg
Emily Lawther
Lissette Lendeborg
Audrey Lendvay
Diago Leon
Rachel LeVine
Rowan Lewis
Angel Lin
Raphael Liy
Ava LoCascio
Angel Lopez
Anna Lopez
Linna Lu
Marc Ludwigsen
Leo Lunsford
Enieveah Mapes
Kaitlyn McHugh

Autumn McSwain
Charmae Medina
Olivia Meiller
Rachel Miranda
Mathilde Miroir
Alexander Montalvan
Sneha Moorthy
Annie Muller
Harleigh Murray
Emma Nieves
Timothy Norman
Valeria Orraca
Vincent Palacios
Mia Palomba
Sean Pearl
Karla Pena
Alize Perez
Nefertari Pierre-Louis
McKenzie Prendergast
Rachel Quijano
Jessica Raia
Flora Ranis
Luke Rayl
Rayna Reissman
Quinlan Richmond
Isaac Riley
Oona Roberts
Chelbi Robinson
Brianna Rodriguez
Cristina Rodriguez
Mira Sadorge
Rachelle Saint Louis
Jamesly Saint-Louis
Joyce Santos
Zakhar Sennikov
Molly Sepsenwol
Ana Shaw
Kate Shif
Olivia Siegel
Sydney Sinclair
Will Skinner
Kaylon Smith
Juniel Solis
Isabelle Stratton
Dennis Swift
Maia Tasker
Ashley Teagarden
Sadie Testa-Secca
Elyse Thomas
Ana-Gabriella Thomidis
Valerie Trapp
Kathryn Treacy
Noah Trevino
Ashley Trowbridge
Gabi Trujillo
Rachel Tupler
Caitlyn Vastine
Katie Vega
Christopher Velez
Mary Watson Vergnolle
Hakeem Vilamar
Andy Villegas
Triniti Wade
Z. Yasmin Waheed
Keiona Wallace
Amber Wang
Laura Wu
Felicity Xiong
Seo Yoon Yang

Austin Yuan
Annika Yun
Jimmy Zhu

Georgia
Michael Adaba
Marissa Augello
Eva Batelaan
Lilly Bencich
Caroline Bower
Monica Chang
Ava Changnon
Sooyeon Chung
Caleb Covert
Cyan D'Anjou
Esha Dhawan
Evelyn DiSalvo
Yuzhu Dong
Alexander Durrence
Bahaar Esfahani
Maggie Fei
Ananya Ganesh
Xuefei Gao
Christina Hargett
Jessica Hatfield
Amanda Hollingworth
Alison Hu
Will Jackson
Junmoke James
Michelle Jeong
Yeseon Kang
Chaeha Kim
Jueun Kim
Kayla Kim
Minji Kim
Katie Krantz
Lena Krone
Lilah Krugman
Thomas Kwon
Rachel Laird
Erin Su Min Lee
Sarah Lee
Seotaak Lee
Seungwon Lee
Yoo Sung Lee
Haleigh Lessard
Yijun Ling
Stephanie Lopez
Kristina Lowry
Haibei Ma
Alexia Marshall
Emma Michaels-Giglio
Bibi Muse
Savannah O’Leary
Maya Packer
Semin Park
Sindi Patani
Arantza Popo
Sophie Reiss
Lily Rudder
Mary Seol
Kelsey Smith
Hannah So
Damin Song
Ever Taylor
Emma Traynor
Hyacinth Weng
Tiffany Weng
Jean Williams

Amie Xu
Zhimei Xu
Irene Yoo
Stefany Yoo Park
Minjung Yu
Rebecca Yu Yu
Albert Zhang
Arianne Zhang
Emily Zhang
Vincent Zheng
Grace Zhou

Hawai'i
Zaria Dudley
Leianna Elido
Aiden Field
Joshua Hochman
Kate Jeszenszky
Kyla Korkowski
Josaphine Ladao
Suki Lecher
Charlene Ann Leodones
Lauren Okimoto
Wensley Pasion
Jailee Puaoi
Shaelin Serikawa
Brandon Simon
Zoe Smith-Vann
Kylie Vasconcellos
Jinrui Xiao

Idaho
Susan Goltry
Hallie Hinchman
Catherine Ji
Emily Lampman
Jaden McGinty
Sydney Morrison
Fiona Stanton
Alexandra Swerdloff
Katrina Wright
Anders Zunich
Beatrix Zwolfer

Illinois
Emma Ansah
Sydney Antiporek
Raeana Asefaw
Sarah-Jayne Austin
Marcus Bacerra
Benjamin Ballmer
Julia Baroni
Maccoy Barry
Olivia Bennett
Hailey Blair
Eliijah Blanton
James Brocar
Kevin Byckowski
Daniela Ceja
Daria Cichon
Emmanuelle Copeland
Eliseo Corona
Lee Cowgill
Marion Deal
Amy Dong
Sophie Draluck
Sydney Fields
Ariana Fontanez
Elizabeth Freiburger

Skylar Friedman
Benjamin Gartlan
Shauri Gonzalez
Jack Goodman
Lily Greenberg
Calvin Guo
Javier Gutierrez
Maya Halko
Gabrielle Halterman
Angela Han
Emily Hasson
Lock Hegarty
Jacquelyn Hellyer
Carlos Hernandez Jr.
Molly Houseright
C.C. Huber
Caitlin Hubert
Evan Hultman
Hannah Hutchison
Symone Joyce
Shreya Karpoor
Claudia Kedryna
Michelle Kee
Ty Kiatathikom
Mikala Kozuszek
Ellie Krehbiel
Arja Kumar
Kaylie Kwitkowski
Grace Kwon
Samantha Lasky
Valentine Le Vot
Katie Lee
Seowon Lee
Anwyn Li
Yaxuan Li
Noire Lin
Natalie Lisle
Christina Markovski
Carlos Martnez
Tehya McDonald
Alexa Meza
Jenna Nimer
Cain Nocera
Joy Padua
Ryan Park
Alondra Quezada
Rebecca Rickert
Hailey Rodden
Ianeli Rodriguez
Savannah Rodriguez
Brianna Ronning
Jake Rudolphi
Bart Saminski
Mia Schoenbeck
Emma Segrest
Jonah Shamoon
Xiaotian Shangguan
Henry Shield
Anasthasia Shilov
Leila Sinclair
Emily Sinnett
Alexis Smith
Bianca Smith
Janessa Soliveras
Kaitlyn Stansbury
Nate Sweitzer
Meghan Thayer
Weirui (Nicole) Tong
Emma Uftring

Jennifer Valdivia
Jillian Vang
Esther Veitch
Isabel Walker
Asher White
Maria Zamudio
Katherine Zeng
Helen Zhao
Vivian Zhao
Joyce Zhou
Kaitlyn Zhou

Indiana
Sydney Adams
Brianna Agree
Lily Bair
Rayanna Batchelder
Haley Blanchard
Hailey Boger
Elizabeth Bowling
Blane Bradford
Stephanie Briggs
Makenzie Brown
Jessica Buckey
Josephine Burck
Joie Cao
Isabel Chalfant
Kyleigh Cooper
Sabine Croy
Aimee de las Alas
Geneva Denney-Moore
Yadira Diaz
Thi Do
Taylor Driver
Grace Dunnuck
Djyon Eanes
Ascher Farnsworth
Grace Georgi
Sana Ghazali
Gabriella Gilbert
Katie Gilliam
Mattie Graves
Ellie Griffin
Nathan Griffith
Abagail Hanson
Aubrey Hayden
Elizabeth Heiny
Samara Jimenez
Janae (Deja) Jones-Moore
Madelyn Kaye Kanczuze-
wski
Kamryn Koble
Olivia Krieg
Grace Kuhlman
Emily Larson
Madison Lemler
Jiaying Lin
Macie Livesay
Robbie Majewski
Hannah Martin
Martin Mbuguah
Eric McDonald
Carlee Mckenzie
Kylie McMillan
Taylor Modory
Lydia Mohler
Chloe Monsma
Zoe Moore
Antonio Morrell

Annelise Nauman
Sabrina Nguyen
Maximilian Niebur
Kate Orr
Adhir Patel
Katie Phan
Nathan Phuong
Andrew Quick
Kristina Rea
Halle Rhodes
Adam Rodriguez
Anna Rosato
Mia Santiago
Olivia Schenck
Kendra Shadoan
Brett Shearer
Salem Slater
Abigail Smith
Ella Smith
Emily Smith
Kendyl Smith
Siddharth Somasi
Grant Stanley
Saige Stiner
Lily Wall
Riley White
Kaylei Wiechart
Karly Wolfcale
Kaylee Yoder
Layan Yunis
Trevor Zavac

Iowa
Lucas Bleyle
Mira Bohannan Kumar
Casey Campbell
Emma Carlson
Grace Estenson
Katherine Frevert
Kate Goodvin
Amy Guan
Emma Harrington
Nick Johnson
Tiffany Mayberry
Kallan Paulsen
Chloe Phelps
Megan Shaffer
Emilia Thedens
Theo Whitehead
Jamie Zhang

Kansas
Chrissy Batchelor
Wyatt Carson
Annika Clark
Zach Gillig
River Hennick
Breanna Herrera
Elijah Jackson
Effie Kolb
Maddie Lair
Ali Levens
Jack Lynch
Edgar Mendez
Aaron Moore
Andrea Pagan
Cormac Palmer
Francisca Posadas
Samiya Rasheed

Taylor Reith
Madison Smith
Mckenna Steward
Madison Stratman
Alicia Thurston
Ben Tilghman
Alexis Van Dyke
Kassidy Wagner
Larisa Wolff
Alice Wu

Kentucky
Khadija Abdullahi
Anna Alphenaar
Breanna Ashley
Donald Bailey
Jack Beck
Zachary Bohannon
Will Broomhead
Brandon Canonaco
Kayla Chinn
Liam Collins
Amaiya Crawford
Avery Dietz
Clara Dusing
Grace English
Sabrina Flowers
Kirsten Gallagher
Sydney Jones
Abby Kane
Catherine Kremer
Jennifer Lee
Owen Matthiessen
Owen Michels
Joshua Moore
Michael Nieman
Ellie O’Hara
Sydney O’Shea
John Pham
Emily Raque
Halle Rudloff
Manzar Rzayeva
Megan Slusarewicz
Maggie Smith
Sandra Temgoua
Nathan Whitlock
Autumn Wilding
Kate Williams
Jae’ Lisa Williamson
Brooke Yates

Louisiana
Ashton Adcox
Zoe Barthelemy
Zoe Carter
Grace Clement
Mary Hemphill
Rachel Hewitt
Sully Howard
Jordan Jones
Skylar Jones
Elizabeth Kuehne
Raven Little
Lindsey McGeorge
Esperanza Milla
Bryce Moulton
Louise Olivier
Colin Orihuela
Ellen Rogers
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Elizabeth Sullivan
Akilah Toney
Emily Trinh
Peighton Tubre
Poet Wolfe
Jessica Xu

Maine
Maha Albadri
Christopher Barlow
Rex DeMuro
Makena Deveraux
Lizzie Dunn
Benjamin Folsom
Galen Gaze
Mary Hammond
An Ho
Anna Kelly
Addison Lanoue
Rya Morrill
Rose Rasor
Grace Roberts
Luna Soley
Raina Sparks
Conner Theriault

Maryland
Salihah Aakil
Olivia Anderson
Riya Ashby
Sophie Brenner
Alexander Burton
Camille Caldera
Ethan Childs
Margot Deguet- Delury
Alison Dong
Mikey Fallstone- Killam
Christina Francis
Ella Goldblum
Sheri Guo
Ashley Hajimirsadeghi
Ashleigh Hale
Kevin Ho
Alexandra Huettner
Robin Im
Larisa Kachko
Lyssa Kagel
Malaika Kaiza
Jiyou Kang
Mindy Kang
Michael Kim
Junhee Kweon
Isabella Levine
Matt Lowrie
Judah Lyles
Marissa Michel
Elizabeth Mlinek
Sophia Molina
Julianne Murphy
Jackson Neeb
Frances Marie Panday
Grace Park
Tricia Park
Elizabeth Pence-Scribner
Sara Pfeiffer
Maylis Quesnel
Alim Ringgold
Katya Scott
Craig Selbrede

Sivan Shafrir
Arielle Silbert
Ben Simmons
Julia Sutton
Emily Tian
Lydia Wei
Angela Yu
Juliana Yu
Helena Zhang
Judy Zhou

Massachusetts
Hugh Atkinson
Gavi Azoff
Mary Bancroft
Caleb Barrepski
Olivia Barton-Medugno
Adam Berk
Caleb Blackburn-Johnson
Eric Blair
Jamie Bowdring
Natascha Braase
Rebecca Braimon
Caroline Brodt
Ashley Burgarella
Nathan Carmichael
Mattheus Carpenter
Rose Cautela
Caroline Cavanaugh
Gianny Cepeda
Caroline Chaffiotte
Rachel Chen
Sophia Chen
Tianyi Chen
Rachel Cheng
Maeve Corbett
Brenna Cox
Sean Crimmins
Abigail Daley
Alexander Dalton
Thymen De Widt
Melissa Dee
Valerie Dehonnet
Aida DeWeese-Boyd
Leen Diab
Samantha Dignan
Sarah Dobbie
Halley Douglas
Eleanor Dunne
Grace Elwood
Miranda Eng
Nayun Eom
Justin Ewing
Pamina Falk
Alice Fan
William (Kexin) Feng
Kayley Fiorino
Sorieba Fofanah
Margeaux Fortin
Indë Francis
Ilana Frost
Jackson Fyfe
Audrey Gallacher
Eliza Gallo
Owen Gavis
Angela Girodier
Charlotte Guterman
Katharine Gutkoski
Natalie Hsu

Claudia Inglessis
Taemin Jang
Yanfei Jiang
Cynthia Jin
Nadia Eugene Jo
Sarah Jung
Hyowon Kang
Julia Kautz
Serina Khalifa
Insun Kim
Jimin Kim
Moonjung Kim
Yunkyo Kim
Noah Klavens
Guillaume Knobloch
Glen Kuznetsov
Collethea Lambert
Chanseo Lee
Jiseo (Sophie) Lee
Josie Lee
Soomin Lee
Raissa Li
Jong-Beom (JB) Lim
Kaitlin Lim
Katherine Lin
Macy Lipkin
Yufan Liu
Zhengyi Joyce Liu
Alessandro Lopresti
Cynthia Lu
Lily Macdonald
Maia Madison
Ella Markianos
Carmela Martinelli
Max Masterson
Chloe Mclean
Elizabeth Mickens
Alana Moon
Emily Murdock
Sylvia Murphy
Yoonjae Oh
Hassan Osman
Stephanie Park
Emma Petrovich
Meriel Phelan
Sofia Piccirillo
Samuel Pinto
Juliette Plante
Wilayna Putterman
Alexa Quinn
Elsa Ray
Grant Regan-Loomis
Olivia Ren
Jessica Rice
Arielle Roos
Alice Rufo
Emory Sabatini
Poonam Sahoo
Matthew Sambor
Amar Scherzer
Isabelle Seeman
Niti Seereeram
Emma Selmo Johnson
Audrey Sequeira
Hannah Shaby
Laila Shadid
Rachelle Shao
Elizabeth Sheedy
Sophie Shron

Yliuz Sierra Marin
Josie Stavely
Angela Su
Ryan Sunada-Wong
Maxwell Surprenant
Kiley Sutela
Davin Tackabury
Julia Talbot
Lila Templin
Sophie Thompson
Anna Tkebuchava
Connor Upton
Genesis Valdez
Cecelia Vieira
Sam Wachman
Emily Weyl
Hannah Wiese
Liliana Wollheim-Martinez
Julia Wong
Bryan Wu
Leshui Xiao
Celina Xiong
Jessica Xu
Zitong Xu
Allison Yanco
Aly Yanishevsky
Christie Yu
Anna Yum
Heather Yun
Junhan Zeng
Ashley Zhang
Yuetian Zhang
Nathan Zhao
Jiaxin Zhou
Erik Zou
Kevin Zou

Michigan
Austin Aho
Darius Atefat-Peckham
Logan Ballagh
Lincoln Balmer
Tabitha Balmus
Mariah Barrera
Amanda Bearden
Sophia Bentley
Asia Bonney
Alia Bringas-Brand
Sean Cheng
Erica Conley
Kyle Conroy
Hannah Cripps
Jessica Culverhouse
Amelia Cumming
McKenzie DeLaere
Chloe Ditmer
Yimei Du
Lucy Duan
Nick Ensing
Rachel Falkowski
Lauren Faulkner
Thomas Fazio
Joseph Felkers
Calin Firlit
Sofia Fraccarolli
Jared Freeman
Lilly Geer
Josie Graham
Madie Graham

Lorin Guisgand
Genevieve Harding
Anna Hemsworth
Songyan Hou
Charlotte Howald
Zhijin Hu
Charles Huang
Yoon Sung Hur
Liliana Imboden
Daisy Jaent
Isaiah Johnson
Parker Johnson
Sam Kass
Sam Keshishian
Mariya Khan
Minjae Kim
Lara King
Michelle Kingsley
Max Korff
Harrison Kosak
Sarah Kotajarvi
Julia Kukawka
Julia Kwiatkowski
Selena Land
Daniel Lee
David Lee
Eugene Lee
Jessica Lee
Kathryn Lee
Quinlan Lewis-Mussa
Kelley Liu
Rachel Liu
Adan Llamas-Ruvalcaba
Savannah Lorenz
Natalie Lyijynen
Laurel Lyngklip
Grace Ma
Sophia Maisel
Olivia Maldonado
Eva McCord
Grace Moening
Maria Mora
Lindsay Morel
Maud Negreiff
Emma Neuser
Margaret Nicholson
Helena Notario
Emma O’Beirne
Brian Olenczuk
Xinyi Pan
Taetyn Panagos
Sophie Paquette
Ji Hu Park
Anthony Patterson
Amy Phenjati
Margaret Piazzon
Lindsey Potoff
Marini Qian
Francesca Rahe
Vincent Rever
Lauren Rhoads
Amalia Rizza-Forton
Sophia Robles
Evan Romero-Johnson
Tara Rood
Matia Rourke
Clarisa Russenberger
Destiney Sandle
Cora Schau

Samuel Schroeder
Jiaqi Shao
Jenny She
Julia Shen
Muriel Steinke
Sky Stockton
Julianna Tague
Raymond Underwood
Julia van Reesema
Madelyn Verbrugge
Ethan Vick
Sylvanna Vitali
Melissa Whipple
Ashley Williams
Jerry Xia
Megan Yacobozzi
Elaina Yip
Arianna Zaragoza
Hao Zhang

Minnesota
Jill Ahmann
Tia Borg
Katie Brust
Sandra Chen
Ryan Eiter
Zixi Feng
Claire Fredrickson
Kamryn Friedrich
Sydney Gifford
Ben Gilbertson
Emily Greenlund
Lucas Greenwaldt
Lia Harel
Gianna Haseman
Anna Heinen
Erin Hilgendorf
Gemma Hollen
Sophia Hoppe
Madison Jurkovski
Jared LeClair
Ben Lee
Bek Lillo
Eric Lundstrom
Meti Mekonen
Steven Nye
Lucas Nygren
Deirdre O’Neill
Emma Orfield Johnston
Natalia Poteryakhin
Madeline Raschke
Kate Rekas
Melinda Samaratunga
Edith Sanchez
Anya Schmidt
Caden Sigerud
Yoonjin Son
Olivia Seone Stern
Shea Sullivan
Anushka Thorat
Tré Warner
Pier Wright
Margaret Xiao

Mississippi
Christopher Aaron
Alauran Allen
Advikaa Anand
Kitty Case

Shelly Castilaw
Lucie Cooper
Stephanie Dauber
Anne Hayes Davis
Aidan Dunkelberg
Mallory Extine
Tyler Ferrell
Jordyn Foster
Khyan Freelon
John Godbold
Victoria Gong
Riley Hardy
Lilly Hunt
Annie Jefferis
Celia Le
Haley Leal
Brandon Miner
Mallory Nicholson
Elizabeth Panter
Reed Peets
Helen Peng
Audrey Pilgrim
Grace Powell
Graham Roberson
Dae Robinson
Moriah Roland
Jack Sewell
Octavian Singleton
Hannah Spillers
Hayden Stokley
Amanda Strain
Autumn Webb
Madeleine Wiggs
Abby Young
Hannah Zhou

Missouri
Miranda Chaffin
Danielle Davis
Alison Gill
Aizlynn Harkleroad
Jamie Hill
Eliza Hurwitz
Rachel Legg
Anna Lindquist
Xingtao Liu
Grace Llamas
Ria Mirchandani
Alex Newett
Tess Patti
Bridget Pegg
Brooke Sams
Kialynn Sanders
Julie Sharpe
Oviya Srihari
Alayna Wyatt
Ann Zhang

Nebraska
Gabby Cuevas
Amanda DiMauro
Elizabeth Fox
Larissa Good
Brandon Heusel
Grace Johanningsmeier
Janna Johnson
Logan Kjeldgaard
Benjamin J. Lane

Ivie Lemond
Alaina Mann
Enrique Martinez
Lucy Mason
Sean Monahan
Emily Mulvaney
Caleb Myers
Rebecca Onken
Elisabeth Powers
Camille Rotermund
Eddie Schweikert
Ashley Stanek
Brennan Zatechka

Nevada
Selin Aydin
Madison Ballard
Kyle Brown
Sydney Burns
Annabelle Choi
Eva Damonte
Tanner Dickson
Jacob Foard
Mykayla Gatlin
Ellie Huh
Megan Libres
Rylie Loftis
Andon Miles
Roy Park
Darsh Patel
Isabel Peralta
Gabriella Perez
Kristina Piscos
Margaret Pope
Mikaela Prestowitz
Ariana Smith
Kaylie Smith
Parker Smith
Wendy Thompson
Jessica Visnovits
Olivia Welch
Megan Xin
Alisha Yi

New Hampshire
Isabella Alvarez
Will Baker
Ana Barlow
Renee Bryan
Rebecca Cousins
Rajrishi Das
Andrew Dawe
Madison Elgner-Benway
Georgia Flanders
Jamie Ho
Mai Hoang
Taylor Hoople
Lingyi Hu
Taylor Kane
Sabrina Kearney
Ria Kundu
Eleanor Mallett
Herman Nixon
Fiona O’Shea
Jacqueline Perry
Tobias Phillips
Leeza Richter
Melissa Rojek
Georgia Schill

Yumin Shivdasani
Emily Soule
Ivy Tran
Praise Uzuyem
Xinying Wang
Wendi Yan
Jenny Yang

New Jersey
Sheridan Ameo
Kate Brennan
Edward Cai
Andrew Cao
Matthew Cerha
Amanda Chen
Jamie Chen
Emily Cheng
Wenjing Cheng
Victoria Choe
Euijun Choi
Ashley Chung
Catarina Chung
Gillian Cohen
Mikayla Connolly
Matthew Cuschieri
Grace Davidson
Vivian DeRosa
Kush Dhungana
Krystle DiCristofalo
Emma Dries
Isabel Drumwright
Julia Elisano
Claire Falletta
Zivin Fortin
Sebrina Gao
Kirsten Garino
Natalie Giammanco
Tessa Going
Richard Golden
Margeaux Gould
Elle Grant
Helen Guerrero
Simone Gulliver
Jeong-In Ha
Julia Hames
Joyce He
Liza Heyl
Penny Hill
Eileen Huang
E. Clay Hudson
Irene Hwang
Jay Izzo
Sanaa Jennings
Emily Jiang
Sihan Jiang
Brian Jon
Nate Jones
Chloe Jung
Arnav Kalekar
Isabel Karohl
Natasha Khoo
Jenny Kim
Olivia Kossakowski
Inica Kotasthane
Ezra Lebovitz
Hyun Joon Lee
Jae Lee
Minwoo Lee
Yunjin Lee

Michelle Leung
Alexandra Lewis
Jon Lewis
Brandon Li
Sizhe Liang
Jessie Lin
Xinyu Lin
Iris Liu
Steven Liu
Annie Lu
Vivian Lu
Maggie Ma
Shira Mandelzis
Jennifer Martinez
Prisha Mehta
Zenabu Mohammed
Sunaya Mueller
Jaesun Myung
Samuel Nardone
Ethan Olidge-Evans
Gabriela Ortiz
Ashley Park
Isabelle Park
Liv Pilot
Margot Present
Hyeyeon Rim
Kang Hyun Ryu
Sarah Ryu
Rigo Salvatierra
Hitha Santosh
Deavihan Scott
Mofei Shao
Ava Sharahy
Rebecca Sherman
Stephanie Shue
Vanessa Tamarit
Daniel Um
Sri Harshita Vadapalli
Sarah Vargas
Danya Wang
Emily Wang
Emily Wang
Ivy Wang
Jessica Wang
Anna Williams
Molly Wolf
Yihan Wu
Karena Yan
Linda Ye
Adam Ying
Ashley Yom
JaeByeok Yoon
Julia Zepernick
Lillian Zhang
Xinyi Zhang
Zhou Zhang
Eric Zhong
Jeffery Zhou
Lucy Zou

New Mexico
Rosa Bieber-Stanley
Jack Brooks
Emily Cai
Isabel Gallegos
Cameron Gutierrez
Simone Gwartney
Anabelle Helsell
Elizabeth Johnson Brown
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Maya Land
Jeremy Long
Lex Morris-Wright
Gabriella Preciado
Magdalena Ramos Mullane
Savina Romero
David Salazar
Aries Saxton
Zion Thompson
Toby Utterback

New York
Akhiyar Abdi
Elizabeth Acevedo
Shahzadi Adeena
Inika Agarwal
Allina Ai
Sarina Alexander
Jasmin Ali
Maha Almatari
Alma Angantyr
Adrianna Angotti
Sydney Ashby
Marion Avila
Yumadi Aye
Sara Azcona-Miller
Chloe Azoto
Rhea Balakrishnan
Steven Baltsas
Sofia Baluyut
Isabella Baugher
Sarah Beckford
Andrew Benincasa
Lillian Benkoil
Tau Bennett
Abe Berman
Isabel Best
Daniel Biro
Olivia Bishop
Emma Boockvar
Olivia Brandwein
Geoffrey Brann
Maeve Brennan
Bronwen Brenner
Aluna Brogdon
Gabrielle Broome
Bonnie Browne
Amelie Buc
Jacinta Bujanda-Suárez
Hyeran Byun
Juliette Carbonnier
Sophia Cetina
Anne Chen
Rena Chen
Sophia Chen
Tiffany Chen
Zejia Chen
Cathy Ching
Iris Cho
Eunice Choi
Seyoung Choo
Nora Clarke
Sophie Clinton
Andrella Collins
Catherine Cooney
Maxine Cooper
Elisa Cose
Sophia Cui
Amalia Culpepper-Wehr

Amy Cunningham
Azriel Czerniak Linder
Yiwei Dai
Nikki Daniels
Christopher De La Cruz
Luc Detiger
Jake Diana
Anthony DiBattista
Diamonde Diggs
Amelia Dinallo
Mia DiPietro
Maya Dixon
Elva Dong
Jack Donnellan
Joshua Dorfman
Kevin Drevitch
Dylan Dugourd
Marley Duncan
Zoe Ehrenkranz
Jackson Ehrenworth
Jacob Eldred
Lucinda Empson-Speiden
Rashell Encalada
Julia Falcinelli
Edgar Farley
Jessica Feathers
Rachael Feeney
Jordan Ferdman
Anne Fernandez
Bryan Fernandez
Laurie Fernandez
Lindsey Fox
Tammuz Frankel
Ani Freedman
Lily Gaffney
Natalia Gaither
Sabbia Gale-Donnelly
Sydney Gaul
Karielis Geraldino
Gabriella Gibson
George Gilpin
Madeline Goldberg
Katie Goldenberg
Alexandra Gordon
Lucia Gordon
Mia Grassie-Clarke
Gwyneth Gravador
Sydney Gros
Isobella Grubb-Kovach
Sabrina Guo
Julia Gustafson
Michaela Habibulla
Oamiya Haque
Arthur Harmath
Jacob Harrig
Julia Harrison
Layla Harvey
Meghan Hayfield
Ripley Hoffman
Alexandra Hong
NaRe Hong
Annie Horowitz
Angel Houppert
Joanna Howson
Kalley Huang
Raphael Hunt
Annelie Hyatt
Alfredo Ibarra
Allegra Im

Leya Ivanov
Aroob Jalil
Kayla James
Monica Janvier
Yunseo Jeong
Michael Jia
Niki Jiang
Alana John
Maryam Kajoshi
Yoonseok Kang
Juna Kawai-Yue
Jaeah Kim
Ryan Kim
Sejin Kim
Ethan King
Isabelle Koh
Francesca Komar
Dominik Kopiczko
Violet Kopp
Laura Kramer
Ana Krent
Shannon Kupris
Tessa Lark
Martino Lasalandra
Kirsten Law
Ayline Le Sourd
Annelise Lee
April Lee
Caroline Lee
Irene Lee
Seungjoo Lee
Alexandria Leon
Reed Lessing
Hanah Leventhal
Alyssa Lewandowski
Bridget Li
Sophia Li
Anita Liu
Jenny Liu
Elena Loffreno
William Lohier
Jade Lozada
Lyra Lu
Brianna Luce
Coco Ma
Makaylah Macko
Kaley Mamo
Chrysalis Mandell
Jordan Mangi
Alienor Manteau
Natalie Marcus-Wade
Zoe Markou
Laiza Martinez
Taylor McCullough
Anna McNulty
Paige McSherry
Isabel Mina
Melina Mitsogiorgakis
Benjamine Mo
Fiona Moore
Amelia Morton
Erica Moscato
Hope Myhill
Maya Nachman
Michelle Nedboy
Charlotte Newman
Elijah Newman
Ekemini Nkanta
Phoebe Oblak

Keely O’Connor
Em Odesser
Lily O’Donnell
Gabriella Parisi
Grace (Ho Jung) Park
Hser Moo Paw
Kira Pawletko
Carson Plew
Nicolas Potoskie
Christina Poulin
Alexis Pyke
Kaitlyn Quach
Brinda Rao
Virgil Ratner
Kerri Ravas
Leelu Ravi
Zayira Ray
Yuxiang Ren
Lauren Rooney
Jessica Rosen
Anna Rosenbloom
Annabel Rothfeld
Anne Savage
Avalon Scarola
Adam Schaefer
Ayla Schultz
Uday Schultz
Abigail Sears Mauro
Sarah Senese
Claire Shang
Janeeta Shaukat
Tianyue Shi
Femi Shonuga-Fleming
Kioni Shropshire-Maina
Rylee Sidle
Dana Song
Janet Song
Sebastian Soros
Julia Spande
Miriam Spokojny
Hannah Stevens
Diana Stolar
Taylor Stone
Michelle Sung
Gabrielle Sussman
Abigail Sylvor Greenberg
Nadia Taeckens
Skye Tarshis
Ben Togut
Stephanie Tom
Sydney Topiel
Astghik Vardanyan
Vanessa Vasquez
Isha Vasudev
Montserrat Vazquez
Ava Vernor
Olivia Walker
Colin Walsh
Christina Wang
Janna Wang
Kevin Wang
Xiaoyu Wang
Cyara Washington
Isabella Watts
Olivia Weinstein
Lindsey Weir
Peter Wenger
Rachel Whitbeck
Bryan Willis

Christina Wilson
Tallulah Woitach
Michael Wong
Alexis Yang
Claire Yang
Hao Zhong Yao
Claire Yoo
JieJie Yuan
Ethan Yung
Raniyan Zaman
Jevrier Zapata
Audrey Zhang
Linda Zhang
Allison Zheng
Lisa Zhou
Callie Zola

North Carolina
Sierra Anderson
Natalie Barnes
Genevieve Beatty
Sarah Bradley
Annabelle Brown
Cayleigh Brown
Talia Buksbazen
Alexandra Byrne
Rachel Cavell
Silas Chu
Jesse Cockerham
Morgan Cody
Kelly Copolo
Tess Crabtree
Kelli Crockett
Brianna Cunliffe
Maya Dabney
Katie Danis
Mili Dave
Lily Dinsmore
Ben Ebert
Elizabeth Efird
Evan Ehrhardt
Katie Elder
Zoë Eshan
Alyssa Farrar
Sarah Frisbie
Kathryne Garrido
Emma Gerden
Grace Goff
Evan Goldhagen
Sofia Gomez-Ayala
Sophia Hastings
Amanda Hofmann
Megan Holt
Emily Holtzman
Erin Hovendon
Lauran Jones
Zoe Kaperonis
Anna Keener
Victoria Kern
Sheza Khurram
Elizabeth Kim
Paden Kitchen
Ezra Koenisgberg
Jared Laferty
Tamera Lepore
Isabella Li
RuoTong Liang
Jane Linville
Henry Merchant

Kelly Morgan
Zain-Minkah Murdock
Caitlin O’Brien
Serene Otero
Julia Parks
Carlisle Patete
Vuk Petrovic
Margaret Prost
Grace Richards
Isabella Salazar
Mckayla Singleton
Mary Ellis Stevens
Caroline Sun
Neely Grace Tye
Maggie Tyndall
Vincent Wang
Erin Watson
Cerys Webber
Ashley Weinstein
Erin Westberg
Faith Williams
Emmaleigh Wingate
Caroline Zhang
Alice Zhao

North Dakota
Jakob Bloomquist
Olivia Data
Jude Dill
Olivia Drake
Sana Kathawala
Ainsley Sabo

Ohio
Imane Abdelkamel
Liv Adkins
Jaden Amaya
Ella Attell
Megan Baldwin
Robin Barth
Shreya Basu
Jenna Bellonby
Andra Benninghoff
Celeste Bohan
Maegan Bouchonville
Anna Boyer
Jordan Bozak
Vance Brannon
Emma Brueggemeyer
Lauren Campbell
Megan Cantwell
Allyson Carver
Abby Chen
Dylan Cox
Nick Cucci
Emi Cummings
Maria DiLallo
Regina Egan
Jennifer Ellison
Cole Fallon
Jerry Fantozzi
Cecilia Farrar
Rachel Fox
Nia Franklin
Hannah Froimson
Korissa Frooman
John Gardner
Sophia Geisler
Julia Goedl

Tessa Grant
Natalie Haines
Kali Harrison
Anastacia Hartinger
Lyla Heising
Katherine Herring
Madeline Hofstetter
Alexandra Holmes
Lauren Householder
Chalise Jackson
Aidyn Jones
Katie Jordan
Kaleb Kemp
Anne Knellinger
Tzvi Kogan
Ruth Kramer
Clara Krohn
Gretchen Lee
Seung Hee Lee
Emma Legeay
Olivia Lonergan
Sullivan Manning
Noa Marcus
Desirae Maschek
Kelly May
Grace McCaughey
Grant Menough
Griffin Miller
Eric Miranda
Matilde Mujanayi
Meghan Nadzam
Aidan Nash
Emma Nicolai
Tasha Norris
Rebecca Oet
Amber Olsen
Julianne Origlio
Charlie Parsons
Emily Perry
Caleb Peters
Dominic Pham
Amanda Pittman
Kate Plaugher
Libby Preslock
Sofia Pristash
Janaan Qutubuddin
Gayatri Rajan
Kaavya Ramachandhran
Aadhya Ramineni
Evan Robertson
Serhiy Royter
Maya Schane
Hallie Schreiner
Emily Shonk
Trey Small
Marcus Soltzberg
Emily Steward
Ray Stewart
Olivia Stock
Mallory Stowe
Annabeth Suchy
Daania Tahir
Davontae Talley
Kennede Thomas
Rianna Thomas
Frances Timberlake
Nathan Timm
Donny Timms
Emily Van Kerckhove

Geneva VanHorn
Calvin Viola
Camille Volk
Emily Wachter
Yuou Wang
Zavyer Watson
Lauren White
Zoe Williams
Madeleine Wixom
Xueying Yin

Oklahoma
Ava Bumgarner
Annemarie Cuccia
Hong Dang
Alexa Eastman
Rosalind Hobbs
Carmela Holt
Jadyn Miranda
Jewellia Nance
Virginia Rokisky
Megan Self
McKenna Stroud
Kate Sykora
Jordan Tacker
Stella Thomas
Claire Wintle

Oregon
Lucy Adams
Michaela Alexander
Xenia Balashova
Olivia Banks
Mia Barnes
Alicia Beatty
Chloe Berton
Immacula Bixby
Olivia Boatwright
Allison Brist
Brice Brown
Chitali Buge
Bailey Bunick
Devon Burt
Sarina Carlaw
Erin Carty
Rebecca Celsi
Pamela Corral
Sergio Correa
Megan Cox
Hana Damon-Tollenaere
Jake Deering
Dylan Dietz
Mitchell Dorn
Samantha Dossett
Jessica Elliott
Nichole Furey
Florence Gao
Bakari Grady-Willis
Maria Gray
Georgia Greenblum
Helen Grimes
Abby Gross
Zhongou Guan
Joy Han
Riley Hansen
Peri Heath
Berritt Heinz-Morris
Sasha Hennig
Ella Higgs

Kylee Holder
Samuel Hoskins
James Houghton
Eliana Imes
Michelle Ivezic
Julius Jacobs
Audrey Jenkins
Kaylee Jeong
Allyson Johnson
Emma Kappel
Tess Kelleher
Anna Kim
Ashlie Kim
Ethan Kim
Gaeun Kim
Geo Kim
Hyunjeong Kim
Nicole Konicke
Isabel Kristensen
Juliana Kromminga
Claribel Laguna
Lillian Landis-Croft
Kayano Laws
Libby Lazzara
Gina Lee
Kendall Legum
Ashley Lekan
Victoria Leus
Nicholas LeVee
Julie Luong
Gabrielle Lussier
Alexandra Lyon
Zoe Macey
Mackie Mallison
Isabeau Mandelkow
Maya McDarragh
Isabella Melendez
Aiden Mervar
Grace Munn
Evie Murphy
Len Nguyen
Shae Nguyen
Ameya Okamoto
Leticia Pacheco
Heather Parker
Ester Petukhova
Claudia Prado
Ava Procter
Adrienne Reed
Samantha Reeves
Shelby Rich
Celeste Rodriguez
Nate Salsburg
Grace Schlemmer
Nyssa Schulz- Rodriguez
Skylar Scott
Alexandra Shenson-Collins
Malia Shipsey
Edgar Shotts
Michael Smith
Nina Spellman
Megan Strait
Katherine Strom
Sabrina Suminski
Katie Sundquist
Hanah Thurman
Grace Tran
Alma Tzintzun
Kiernen VandenHoek

Piper Westhead
Kassie Worley
Zoe Wright
Emily Wymbs
Jessica Xiao
Caitlynn Young

Pennsylvania
Jade Adelman
Jillian Aiken
Aaliyah Alvarez
Kara Armstrong
Fatima Asghar
Sophie Barnes
Bethany Barrall
Tess Becket
Addie Best
Saira Bhatti
Connor Cai
Peyton Cassel
Erin Chang
Tiffany Chen
Michael Cheng
Annika Clifford
Darnell Colston
Anna Crawford
Edna Creelman
Kelly Cross
Molly Cutler
Jessica Eichen
Devan Eickhoff
Khawla Fentis
Haley Ference
Shannon Ferrari
Emma Gallagher
Joanna Gerber
Carson Gilleland
Hayden Goldberg
Sydney Goldberg
Antoinette Goodrich
Mary Graham
Nora Greer
Amber Gunderson-Smith
Condor Hall
Husnaa Hashim
Madalyn Hay
Andrea Hebel
Kaitlyn Hernandez
Kitty Holder
Ava Hough
Mary Huynh
Laila Islam
Isabella Jenkins
Maeve Killion
Audrey Kim
Brianna Kline Costa
Joshua Kulak
Ray Lapinski
Lily LaRegina
Nia Lartey
Tiffany Lee
Sarah Lenker
Chelsea Lewis
Jia Li
Sihan Ling
Alissa Liu
Emmaline Lombardo
Amanda Lu
Megan Lunny
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John Lyons
Rowan Margerum
Jack Martin
Zehra Mehdi
Sarah Miller
Helena Muñoz
Julia Naumann
Faith Nguyen
Linh Nguyen
Natalia Orlovsky
Jackson Overton-Clark
Lauren Pash
Alexander Perkins
Robert Putnick
Dylan Ragas
Christopher Rodes
Iris Roth-Bamberg
Alex Rusinko
Imaan Saeed
Michaelyn Schneider
Gretal Shank
Shruthi Shivkumar
Ciara Sing
Pia Singh
Aliyah Smith
Amelia Staresinic
Morgan Starliper
Elizabeth Stifel
Danielle Strafford
Corinne Swann
Linsey Szabo
Sophia Wang
Emily Weiss
Maxwell Wolfe
Alexandra Yao
Ashley Young
Madeline Young
Eric Yu
LeeAnna Zagrodnik
Daniel Zeballos
Benjamin Zeisloft
Serena Zets

Rhode Island
Daly Cheng
Brandon Chin
Leah Huntley
Simon Li
Yufan Lu
Ben Salinger
Abigail Swift
Nikki Velletri

South Carolina
Sasha Audier-Johnson
Logan Baker
Sooruj Bhatia
Abigail Bonner
Laura Brown
Vicky Brown
Elena Castro
Alex Clifford
Maya Cline
Kylie Cordell
Isabella Eraula
Isabel Estrada
Michael Ferro
Quinn Filler
Aidan Forster

Ayanna Gadsden
Kellayia Gailes
Sydney Gambrell
Isabel Gray
Kate Grayson
Taj Hamilton
Charlie Hastings
Kevin Hopkins
Leo Horton
Louisa Hranowsky
Elliot Hueske
Lauren Hymes
Kamya Johnson
Sierra Jolly
Malachi Jones
Olivia Jones
Taylor Kahn-Perry
Sabrina Kindervater
Roey Leonardi
Mia Leone
Lauren Lesley
Christina Lewis
Rohshaye Lincoln
Alyssa Mazzoli
Jenna Montgomery
Kiran Narula
Spencer O’Connor
Mollie Pate
Marshall Peace
Olivia Provosty
Hannah Pulaski
Kai Ravenell
Emma Sargent
Logan Shainwald
Charlotte Shuler
Lucinda Siegler
Olivia Sisson
Reagan Strader
Meredith Tomlinson
Dani Valenti
Kendall Vorhis
Skye Weimann
Layla Wheelon
Pierce Wilson
Richard Yurewitch
Sandy Zhang
Mikayla Zwerdling

South Dakota
Bailey Durham
Elita Eastman
Aerin Geary
Karris Webb

Tennessee
Tierra Anderson
Lizzy Asad
Shridhar Athinarayanan
Taelen Boyd
Erek Campbell
Emily Cea
Jennifer Chiu
Christina Conrady
Amelia Crain
Katelin Dora
Eleanor Ellsworth
John Eshun
Natalie Eslami
Isabel Fitzhugh

Hailey Fox
Madison Gabay
Haley Gill
Kathryn Gilmore
Ella Gregory
Jayla Hall
Harrison Hamm
Alison Heverly
Galen Hicks
Sydnee Jackson
Aayush Jain
Nicklaus Kuntzman
Yasmin Lanehart
David Lee
Diamond Liggins
Katherine Lindley
Morgan Maben
Meredith Magness
Atornubari Meneh
Maya Misra
Stokes Myers
Maria Osipovich
Osarugue Otebele
Emi Otsuki
Carly Owens
Madeline Pewitt
Valerie Sheehan
Dakota Shelton
Denee Stewart Freeman
Katie Taylor
Sofia Tomov
Elizabeth Towers
Shelby Vandegrift
Stephanie Wang
Madison Weathers
Haviland Whiting
Elizabeth Wood
Zheng Wu

Texas
Apollonia Aguirre
Liliana Aleman
Parker Allen
Hasan Ansari
Lauren Aung
Harvey Bailey
Anushka Behal
Mackenzie Bellew
Emma Bennett
Claire Boatman
Neelam Bohra
Jamie Brewton
Isabel Burke
Meredith Cambis
Jessalyn Carmona
Karla Carranza
Alexis Cazares
Daniel Chambless
Amanda Chen
Michelle Chen
Spoorthi Cherivirala
Natasha Chugh
Jadon Cooper
Jessica Cotrofeld
Jayda Davis
Kara Davis
Savannah De La Rosa
Connie Deng
Alexis DePinho

Luana Do Sacramento
Hetian Duan
Katie Dulevitz
Sarah Espino
Michelle Fang
Paola Flores
Meera Gangasani
Esha Garg
Zoe Glover
Issac Godfrey
Mia Gomez
Halle Gordon
Tad Greenwald
Anna Grace Gregory
Julia Guillory
Walter Hammann
Mollie Hanna
Crawford Helbing
Ruby Henson
Sophia Hernandez
Julia Grace Holden
Anissa Howard
Patrick Hsu
Annie Hu
Noor Iqbal
Alexandra (Burning Rose) 
 Irwin
Celia Jairala
Avery Johnson
Mark Johnson
Renee Josse de Lisle
Rukmini Kalamangalam
Olivia Kane
Andreas Kapetanakis
Mary Helen Kennedy
Gretchen Kupferschmid
Megan Le
Nhi Le
Issa Legaspi
Daniel Lemke
Amabel Letrung
Maya Lewins
Bridget Li
David Liang
Julia Lin
Élise Machado
Cg Marinelli
Sophia Markey
Nicole Mattey
Emma Matthews
Jacob Mendez
Luke Miller
William Miner
Arriana Monsey
Austin Montgomery
Sarah Moorman
Amandaa Morgan
Morgan Mortensen
Anika Mueller-Hickler
Lauren Mullins
Arianna Muñoz
Perry Naseck
Amber Navarra
Gracin Nguyen
Desirae Nyatenya
Letzy Perez
Marisol Peters
Olivia Pierce
Shasidhar Pinninti

Katlyn Powell
Ananya Rao
Emilio Recio
Anna Redman
Blake Reeves
Eduardo Rivas
Maya Robles
Valita Rodriguez
Kevin Ryann
Sophie Saland
Gabriel Sanchez Ainsa
Camila Sanmiguel
Caitlin Savage
Thira Schlegel
Heidi Scholz
Caroline Senyszyn
Ruju Shah
William Sharpe
Kaitlyn Sheroke
Katelyn Simonsen
Jack Smith
Maddie Smith
Elizabeth Smitherman
Marco Sosa
Melissa Sosa
Audrey Stedman
Eva Strelitz-Block
Kendrah Su
Qianqian Subbiah
Hannah Swartz
Tea Swingler
Marisa Tambur
Jessica Teague
Anya Thakur
Morgan Thomas
Sandra Tsang
Kelly Tseng
Keshav Vasanth
Natalie Wang
Nicole Wang
Gage Wenderski
Emma Wigginton
Max Woods
Annie Wu
Grace Xiao
Jie Xiao
Yuqing Xu
Lauren Yang
Isabelle Zamora
Saranna Zhang
Sharon Zhang
Christina Zhou
Shirley Zhu
Isabella Zou

Utah
Ryann Abunuwara
Rhiannon Gray
River Knight
Danju Liu
Gillian Ruppel
Katie Sanyal

Vermont
Samantha Aikman
Alexandra Contreras-
 Montesano
Marion Ely
Rachel Fickes

Eva Gondelman
Patrick Nkubito
Jack Nop
Isabel Pless
Eliza Strauss Jenkins

Virginia
Konika Akter
Salem Alhussaini
Grace Allen
Chloe Anderson
Rebecca Ashley
Reyane Ashtar
Grace Baldwin
Lina Barclay
Ashley Benitez
Carmia Betts
Emily Brooks
Katie Bushman
Amanda Campbell
Annie Castillo
Janey Cavallaro
Jacob Chang-Rascle
Anoushka Chintada
Ashley Choi
Emma Choi
Rachel Choo
Darleen Clanton
Owen Cullen
Karina de Leede
Michael Deng
Jenna Devanney
Isabelle D’Souza
Trinity Dunkerley
Leyla Ebrahimi
Hazar Elbayya
Natalie Emerson
Emily Engelken
Martina Essert
Samantha Evans
Hunter Fuller
Kristin Gatuslao
Tusar Gayali
Sky Gisin
Cole Goco
Andrea Gonzalez
Irka Gonzalez
Ashlyn Graham
Mel Gross
Bella Halsaver
Kevin Harvey
Isaiah Hattix
Maaru Higuchi
Kristin Hines
Gracie Hobbs
Teodora Hryshchyshyn
Amy Huang
Hannah Hwang
Shana Jackson
Tamia Jackson
Emily Jansen
Rachel Jeong
Fletcher Johnson
Jayla Jones
Ella Juengst
Alizeh Khalid
Brian Kim
Julia Kindle
Rachael Ladnier

Joanne Lee
Sophie Levengood
Dorcas Lin
Michelle Lin
Isabel Lloyd
Aimee Loviza
Alexis Ma
Regina Martinez
Ben Mataloni
Helen Matheson
Sarah McFarland
Maggie McKenna
Matthew Medrano
Cristian Mejia Arbaiza
Hannah Melin
Paul Miller
Chelsea Modeste
Natalie Moreno
Tenzin Namgyel
Vy Nguyen
Yeanpu Nimely
Marina Noseck
Berkeley Oglesby
Sebastian Olmsted
Sereen Othman
Esther Park
Sharon Park
Maria Payton
Sirena Pearl
Maiya Pencile
Grace Peterson
Taylor Petteway
Claire Phan
Kian Pierce
Abby Prior
Baylina Pu
Aisha Qureshi
Adithi Ramakrishnan
Solveig Reda
Sophie Roberts
Ena Robertson
Rachel Robinson
Harrison Roderick
Bianca Rodriguez
Audrey Scharrer
Sahara Sidi
Ein Sim
Minkyong Song
Seita Takanashi
Hays Talley
Estelle Timar-Wilcox
Olivia Tucker
Alyssa Tyson
Marie Ungar
Xon von Ofenheim
Kristupas Vorobjovas
Claire Vroom
Mary Waclawski
Hallie Wilson
Sophie Wilson
Zachary Wilson
Sarah Wimbish
Andrew Wood
Emma Wright
Zhiyan Xing
Chabeli Yumang
Rosabel Zhang
Yihan Zhou

Anna Zielinski

Washington
Lindsay Ardry
Riley Grace Borden
Darina Bulbotka
Rachel Chen
Jun Choi
Abigail Dahl
Lizzie Dowdle
Olivia Forslund
Sheharbano Jafry
Clare Kaiyala
Angie Kim
Chris Kim
Joohye Lee
Makenna Littell
Liana Lobchinskiy
Meghan Obernberger
Arryn Owens
Marlowe Pody
Ken Razo
Flynn Thomas
David Trueblood
Mia Tukey
Tomas Urvizo

Wisconsin
Emma Andreasson
Margot Armbruster
Emma Barany
Nolan Barber
Laura Bogyay
Teejay Bouressa
John Cargille
Ari Cobb
Sarah Fernandez
Katie Foreman
Dylan Frey
Megan Gass
Benjamin Herzfeld
Anna Hietpas
Erica Kallas
Olivia Keenan
Rowan Kern
Maia Koehnlein
Berkeley Krell
Jae Lee
Susan Li
Jessica Liu
Brianna Marconnet
Isabel McClain
Max McGuinnis
Hannah Messersmith
Leena Meyers
Chris Nelson
Ella Nowicki
Amma Otchere
Katrina Parra
Tate Peters
Ella Roach
Amanda Roessler
Isabel Schmitt
Caitlyn Se
Olivia Vazquez
Kaitlyn Von Behren
Madeline Warren

Lilah Wojcik

U.S. Virgin Islands
Savanna Capdeville

Canada
Annabel Berthoff
Noah Brown
Stephanie Chang
Arwen Chen
Jennifer Chen
Katie Chen
Mary Chen
Callum Donovan-Grujicich
Belinda Du
Noah Gehman
Tessa Hill
Macy Kerrigan
Peter Lai
Jessica Le
Grace Liu
Cam Marshall
Jessica McDonald
Kailey Moulson
Jaime Pattison
Grace Qian
Max Shoham
Isabella Vella
Jessica Wang
Claire Wiseman
Jiaxin (Helen) Yan
JoJo Zhang
Rachael Zhang
Vivian Zhu
Claire Zuo

China
Elena Jiang
Sewon Lee
Andrew Z. Lu
Richard Xue
Yan Zhou

Croatia
Bea Duric

Egypt
Kinda Atassi
Mason Fraser

Hong Kong
Yereem Chun

Indonesia
Hyunsuh Kim
Dewi Sofia Laurente
Natasha Sondakh

Philippines
Audrey de Lucia
Sang Yun Jee
Georgia Isabel Limcaoco
Seungbihn Park

Qatar
Fiorentina Huang

Russia

Libby Sherr

Singapore
Mai Johnson
JiaLin Li

South Korea
Kyuin Baik
You Mi Chang
Lauren Cho
Kate Choi
Jin Chung
Andrew Siyoon Ham
Jiyeon Im
Yu Jin Jung
Jiyun Kang
Catherine Soyeon Kim
Jae Ho Kim
Rose Kim
Sun Min Kim
Sung Woo Kim
Yuna Kim
Christina Koo
Stephanie Koo
Seoyoung Kweon
Anne Lee
Daheon Lee
Janie Lee
Simon D. Lee
Vivianne Lee
YeoEun Lim
Sihyun Min
Seo Hyun Oh
Ethan Park
Hee-Eun Park
Lena Park
Yeonsu Park
Samantha Pyo
Ellie Ryo
Moon Kyu Seong
Julie Son
Stefanie Suk
Danielle Jisoo Sung
Soo Young Yun

Taiwan
Sean Chen
Thomas Chen
Dana Chiueh
Claire Fang
Claire Hong
Claire Moy
Li-Chun Pan
Ashley Yu
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2018 EDUCATOR AWARDS
The Alliance for Young Artists & Writers gives special thanks to the educators who provided support, guidance, 

and encouragement to the National Medalists in the 2018 Scholastic Art & Writing Awards.

GOLD MEDAL PORTFOLIOS

Lijung Bae
Oogie Art
New York, NY

Chandra Boddie 
Hollis F. Price Middle College 
High School
Memphis, TN

Danielle DeTiberus
Charleston County School of 
the Arts
North Charleston, SC

Sara Dittfeld
Indian Valley High School
Gnadenhutten, OH

Taemin Eum
ICON Art & Design 
Irvine, CA

Diana Gentry
Hollis F. Price Middle College 
High School
Memphis, TN

Scott Gould
South Carolina Governor’s 
School for the Arts & 
Humanities
Greenville, SC

Frederick Green
School for Advanced Studies
Miami, FL

Francis Hammes
Charleston County School of 
the Arts
North Charleston, SC

Sharon Hanson
Boise High School
Boise, ID

Elizabeth Hart
Charleston County School of 
the Arts
North Charleston, SC

Clara Lu
Oogie Art
New York, NY

Ariel Maloney
Cambridge Rindge and Latin 
School
Cambridge, MA

Cristy McCarty
Grant High School
Portland, OR

Jennifer McClain
Boise High School
Boise, ID

Mamie Morgan
South Carolina Governor’s 
School for the Arts & 
Humanities
Greenville, SC

Yoko Nogami
Gibbs High School
St. Petersburg, FL

Melinda Ronayne
Interlochen Arts Academy
Interlochen, MI

Alan Rossi
South Carolina Governor’s 
School for the Arts & 
Humanities
Greenville, SC

Kathryn Rotchford
Boise High School
Boise, ID

Susan Rothbard
Livingston High School
Livingston, NJ

Keith Sasada
Leilehua High School
Wahiawa, HI

Susann Whittier
Appomattox Regional 
Governor’s School
Petersburg, VA

Yeonjae Yang
ICON Art & Design 
Irvine, CA

Karen Yoshihara-Ha
Los Alamitos High School
Los Alamitos, CA

SILVER MEDAL WITH  
DISTINCTION PORTFOLIO

Alyssa Baron-Klask
The Jean and Samuel Frankel 
Jewish Academy of 
Metropolitan Detroit
West Bloomfield, MI

Kayce Bayer
The Chicago High School of 
the Arts
Chicago, IL

Alyssa Boehringer
McKinney High School
McKinney, TX

Alan Brown
High Technology High School
Lincroft, NJ

Rebecca Bullen
Perpich Center for Arts 
Education
Golden Valley, MN

Scott Cantrell
Lampeter-Strasburg High 
School
Lampeter, PA

Mara Cregan
Pittsburgh Creative and 
Performing Arts School
Pittsburgh, PA

Casey Curry
Howard W. Blake High School
Tampa, FL

Anne Davey
Hutchison School
Memphis, TN

Jina Davidson
Wakefield High School
Arlington, VA

Swapna Elias
McLean High School
McLean, VA

Beth Garcia
Harrison School for the Arts
Lakeland, FL

Scott Gould
South Carolina Governor’s 
School for the Arts & 
Humanities
Greenville, SC

Beverly Herrera
John B. Alexander High School
Laredo, TX

Stacey Jenkins
Dillard High School
Fort Lauderdale, FL

Matt Kemp
Barnstable High School
Hyannis, MA

Douglas Lack
Holliston High School
Holliston, MA

Rosanne Main
New Fairfield High School
New Fairfield, CT

Brice McCasland
Lovejoy High School
Allen, TX

Sandra Miller
Buchanan High School
Buchanan, MI

Mamie Morgan
South Carolina Governor’s 
School for the Arts & 
Humanities
Greenville, SC

Robert Pierson
Revere High School
Richfield, OH

Marcia Reybitz
Clearwater High School
Clearwater, FL

Alan Rossi
South Carolina Governor’s 
School for the Arts & 
Humanities
Greenville, SC

Keith Sasada
Leilehua High School
Wahiawa, HI

Clinnesha Sibley
Mississippi School of the Arts
Brookhaven, MS

Jamie Smith
Homestead High School
Fort Wayne, IN

Amanda Soesbee
North Mecklenburg High 
School
Huntersville, NC

Cheresse Thornhill
Design and Architecture 
Senior High
Miami, FL

Kalen Thornton
Legend High School
Parker, CO

Christopher Winchester
Léman Manhattan 
Preparatory School
New York, NY

Ju Yun
J Art Studio
Annandale, VA

BEST-IN-GRADE MEDAL

Rita Attuquayefio
Otto Middle School
Plano, TX

TJ Beitelman
Alabama School of Fine Arts
Birmingham, AL

Wook Choi
Oogie Art
New York, NY

Yoonhee Chung
Aineo Cultural Art Center
Duluth, GA

Walter Crump
Commonwealth School
Boston, MA

Casey Curry
Howard W. Blake High School
Tampa, FL

Micayla Frankian
Rancho Pico Junior High 
School
Valencia, CA

Maria Galati
David Douglas High School
Portland, OR

Nicholas Geary
Goose Creek High School
Goose Creek, SC

Brittany Hennessey
South Elgin High School
South Elgin, IL

Michael Jasorka
Venice Arts
Venice, CA

Ashley Jones
Alabama School of Fine Arts
Birmingham, AL

Allison Kornet
Buckingham Browne & Nichols 
School
Cambridge, MA

Kyung Ju Kwon
Hyun Art
Seoul, South Korea

Rinat Manhoff
Prospect Sierra Middle School
El Cerrito, CA

Kwoya Maples
Alabama School of Fine Arts
Birmingham, AL

David Oxton
The Governor’s Academy
Byfield, MA

Kasumi Parker
Hunter College High School
New York, NY

Brian Rapien
Villa Madonna High School
Villa Hills, KY

Alan Rossi
South Carolina Governor’s 
School for the Arts & 
Humanities
Greenville, SC

Ellon Sears
Rancho Solano Preparatory 
School
Scottsdale, AZ

Carly Short
Venice Arts
Venice, CA

Christine Tieche
A.W. Dreyfoos School 
of the Arts
West Palm Beach, FL

Matthew Varey
Etobicoke School of the Arts
Toronto, Canada

Holly White
Paideia School
Atlanta, GA

Connie Willson
Lynbrook High School
San Jose, CA

BLICK EDUCATOR AWARDS
Daniel Brown
Okanogan High School
Okanogan, WA

Dean Graf
Rufus King Intermediate 
High School
Milwaukee, WI

Joshua Muller
Hooker High School
Hooker, OK

Sharon Russell
Albert Hill Middle School
Richmond, WA

Whitney Still
River Valley High School
Yuba City, CA

GOLDEN ARTIST 
RESIDENCY EDUCATORS
Rebecca Buchanan
Hillsboro High School
Hillsboro, OR

Lucy Harackiewicz
Westwood High School
Jamaica Plain, MA

Elizabeth Stainton
Brearly School
New York, NY

Shannon Molter, Milwaukee Art Museum, presents a Blick Educator 
Award to Dean Graf, educator at Rufus King Intermediate High School.
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AFFILIATE PARTNERS  
Recognizing young artists and writers begins with the Alliance’s Affiliate Partners, which administer 122 art and 

writing regions across the country. They are responsible for bringing the Awards to local communities, educators, 

and students. Affiliates also work closely with local funders and universities to provide scholarship opportunities 

for top recipients. With our Affiliates, we awarded  nearly 90,000 works this year with Gold Keys, Silver Keys, and  

Honorable Mentions. It is because of our Affiliate Partners’ extraordinary dedication that the Scholastic Awards have 

been able to reach more participants and provide additional opportunities to creative teenagers across the country. 

Alaska 
Young Emerging Artists, Inc.

Arizona 
Young Authors of Arizona 

California 
Community Memorial Museum of  
Sutter County

Pacific Grove Art Center 

Yuba Sutter Arts

Colorado 
Colorado Art Education Association

Connecticut 
Connecticut Art Education Association 
University of Hartford’s Hartford Art School

Delaware 
Arts Center / Gallery at Delaware  
State University

Diamond State Branch, National League  
of American Pen Women, Inc. 
Delaware State University; Delaware  
Division of the Arts; National Endowment  
for the Arts

District of Columbia 
Writopia Lab

Florida 
Educational Gallery Group (Eg2) 
Mary D. Fisher; The Armory Art Center; 
Marjorie Fisher 

Hillsborough County Public Schools 
Suncoast Credit Union Foundation;  
University of Tampa; Hillsborough  
Education Foundation

Miami-Dade County Public Schools 
Rubell Family Collection; Dade Art  
Educators Association

Miami Writes 
The Miami-Dade County Fair & Exposition

Northeast Florida Art Education  
Association

Pinellas County Schools 
Raymond James; Suncoasters of  
St. Petersburg    

Sarasota County Schools 
Sarasota County Board of Education;  
Ringling College of Art & Design

Young at Art Museum 
Joe DiMaggio Children's Hospital

Georgia 
Savannah College of Art and Design 

Hawai ì 
Hawai ì State Department of Education 
Hawaì i State Foundation on Culture and  
the Arts

Idaho 
Boise State Writing Project

Illinois 
Chicago Area Writing Project

Downers Grove North and South  
High Schools 
Community High School District 99 

John R. and Eleanor R. Mitchell Foundation / 
Cedarhurst Center for the Arts

Mid-Central Illinois Art Region 
Springfield District 186; Springfield Art 
Association

Indiana 
Clowes Memorial Hall, Butler Arts Center 
and Hoosier Writing Project at IUPUI

Fort Wayne Museum of Art 
PNC Bank

South Bend Museum of Art 
The Stanley A. and Flora P. Clark Memorial 
Community Trust Foundation; Jack and 
Yumiko Champaigne; Macy’s; South Bend 
Art Center Foundation; Walmart–Goshen IN; 
Zilky Charitable Trust

Iowa 
The Connie Belin & Jacqueline N. Blank  
International Center for Gifted Education 
and Talent Development, University of Iowa 
University of Iowa School of Art and Art  
History; The Grant Wood Art Colony; Iowa 
City UNESCO City of Literature

Kansas 
Mark Arts 
Elizabeth B. Koch; K.T. Wiedemann  
Foundation, Inc.

The Western Kansas Scholastic Art Awards 
Western Kansas Scholastic Art Association

Kentucky 
Jefferson County Public Schools 
Fund for the Arts; KMAC Museum; Louisville 
Area Fiber and Textile Artists; Louisville  
Visual Art; University of Louisville Hite  
Art Institute

Northern Kentucky Writing Region

Southern Kentucky Performing Arts  
Center (SKyPAC) 
Anonymous Donor

Louisiana 
Greater New Orleans Writing Project 
The Clayton-Royer Family Fund

Northwestern State University  
Writing Project

Maine 
Maine College of Art

The Southern Maine Writing Project at the 
University of Southern Maine 
The Betterment Fund

Massachusetts 
School of the Museum of Fine Arts at Tufts 
University 
The Boston Globe Foundation 

Michigan 
College for Creative Studies 
Macomb Community College

Kendall College of Art and Design of Ferris 
State University 
Howard Miller

Minnesota  
Art Educators of Minnesota 
Regis Center for Art; Weisman Art  
Museum of the University of Minnesota

Minnesota Writing Project 
University of Minnesota

Mississippi 
Eudora Welty Foundation  
C Spire Foundation; Mississippi Department 
of Archives and History

Mississippi Museum of Art 
Atoms Energy

Missouri 
Greater Kansas City Writing Project 
Missouri Writing Projects Network;  
The University of Central Missouri

Kansas City Art Institute

Nebraska 
Omaha Public Schools Art Department

Nevada 
The Nevada Museum of Art

Springs Preserve

New Hampshire 
The National Writing Project in  
New Hampshire

The Scholastic Art Awards of  
New Hampshire 
The New Hampshire Institute of Art; The New 
Hampshire Charitable Foundation Grant 
from The Putnam Fund

New Jersey 
Montclair Art Museum

Newark Public Library

New Mexico 
New Mexico Art Education Association

New York 
Arnot Art Museum 
Community Foundation of Elmira-Corning 
and the Finger Lakes; Chemung Canal Trust 
Company; New York State Council on the 
Arts; Chemung County; Town of Horseheads; 
Anderson Foundation; ARTS Council of the 
Southern Finger Lakes; Tripp-Rose  
Endowment Fund

CNY Art Council 
M&T Charitable Foundation

Hudson Valley Art Awards 
Sullivan, Dutchess, Orange, Ulster County 
BOCES; Enlarged City School District of 
Middletown; Orange County Arts Council

NYC Scholastic Awards 
Parsons at Open Campus; Eugene Lang 
College of Liberal Arts

Writopia Lab

North Carolina 
Asheville Art Museum 
Asheville Area Section of the American 
Institute of Architects

Barton College

Charlotte-Mecklenburg Schools 
Mint Museum of Art; University of North 
Carolina at Charlotte

North Dakota 
Plains Art Museum and the Red River Valley 
Writing Project at NDSU 
Wells Fargo; Fredrikson & Byron, P.A.

Ohio 
Art Academy of Cincinnati  
Elsa Heisel Sule Foundation; The School  
for Creative and Performing Arts at  
The Erich Kunzel Center for Arts and  
Education; Summerfair Cincinnati; Jos.  
Berning Printing Co.

The Cleveland Institute of Art 
Cuyahoga Arts and Culture

Columbus College of Art & Design

K12 Gallery & TEJAS

Kent State University at Stark

Lorain County Regional Scholastic  
Arts Committee 
Nordson Corporation Foundation;  Lorain 
County Community College Foundation;  
The Stocker Center Foundation

Youngstown State University 
Youngstown State University Department 
of Art; Akron Children’s Hospital Mahoning 
Valley; Community Foundation of the  
Mahoning Valley; Boardman Rotary; BOC 
Water Hydraulics Inc.; Trumbull County 
Educational Service Center

Oklahoma 
Tulsa Community College School of Visual 
and Performing Arts 
Tulsa Community College Foundation

Oregon 
Oregon Art Education Association 
Pacific Northwest College of Art; Portland 
Art Museum; Oregon State University;  
Central Oregon Community College;  
Little Bird Arts

Pennsylvania 
California University of Pennsylvania

Commonwealth Charter Academy

East Central PA Scholastic Art Awards

Lancaster Museum of Art

Philadelphia Arts in Education Partnership

Philadelphia Writing Project 

Western PA Writing Project &  
The University of Pittsburgh School  
of Education

Rhode Island 
Rhode Island Art Education Association

South Dakota 
The University of South Dakota

Tennessee 
Cheekwood Botanical Garden and  
Museum of Art 
The Tennessee Credit Union

Memphis Brooks Museum of Art 
The Brooks Museum League

Spring Hill Arts Center 
City of Spring Hill; Rippavilla Inc.

Texas 
Harris County Department of Education 
Texas Art Supply; Midtown Arts & Theater 
Center Houston: MATCH

SAY Sí (San Antonio Youth Yes) 

St. Stephen’s Episcopal School

Wayland Baptist University and the  
Abraham Family Art Gallery 
Plainview Cultural Arts Council, Inc.

Vermont 
Brattleboro Museum & Art Center

Virginia 
Arlington County Public Schools

Fairfax County Public Schools

The Fine Arts Center for the New  
River Valley 
Town of Pulaski; Pulaski County;  
The Southwest Times; Shelor Motor Mile;  
Al’s on First; Pulaski Yankees

Visual Arts Center of Richmond

Washington 
Cornish College of the Arts

Schack Art Center 
BSNF Railway Foundation; Everett Cultural 
Arts Commission; The Boeing Company

Wisconsin 
The Milwaukee Art Museum 
The Heller Foundation and Mary Ellen Heller 
in memory of Avis M. Heller; Peter and Debra 
Johnson; Vanguard Computers, Inc.;  
CompURent; an Anonymous Donor; James 
and Carol Wiensch

Southeast Wisconsin Scholastic  
Writing Region 
Harborside Academy; Carthage College; 
University of Wisconsin - Parkside

Still Waters Collective
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REGION-AT-LARGE PARTNERS
Students across the country and abroad who live in areas that don’t have an Affiliate Partner participate in the 

Scholastic Awards through the Region-at-Large program. This program is administered by the Alliance’s national 

office in New York City. More than 60,000 works were submitted to the Region-at-Large program for the 2018 

Awards. This year, the Alliance collaborated with nearly 50 adjudication partners to recognize more than 19,000 

works with Gold Key, Silver Key, and Honorable Mention awards. Our network of Region-at-Large Partners 

consists of national writing organizations, educational institutions and programs, galleries, and museums. The 

remarkable enthusiasm and dedicated support of the Region-at-Large Partners are invaluable assets to the  

Alliance’s mission to identify the next generation of great artists and writers.

826NYC
Appleseed Writing Project
Ashcan Studio of Art
Belin-Blank Center
Boise Art Museum
Boston Writing Project
Cal State Northridge Writing Project
Central Texas Writing Project
Central Virginia Writing Project
Coastal Bend Writing Project
Connecticut Writing Project
California Writers Club-Central Coast Branch
California Writers Club-High Desert Branch
California Writers Club-Marin
California Writers Club-Mt. Diablo Branch
California Writers Club-Orange County Branch
California Writers Club-Writers of Kern
Denver Writing Project
East Texas Writing Project
Educational Gallery Group
Elk River Writing Project
Endless Mountain Writing Project
Gallery Aferro
Hawai’i Writing Project
In the Loop Program of Success

Leatherstocking Writing Project
Live Oak Writing Project
Louisiana State University Writing Project
Louisville Writing Project
Middle Tennessee Writing Project
Montana Writing Project
Morehead Writing Project
National Writing Project at Kent State University
National Writing Project at Rider University
National Writing Project at Rutgers University
Oklahoma State University Writing Project
Philadelphia Writing Project
Red Cedar Writing Project
Red Mountain Writing Project
Route 66 Writing Project
South Mississippi Writing Project
Third Coast Writing Project
Top-of-the-Mitt Writing Project
Tuscaloosa Academy
University of Mississippi Writing Project
West Tennessee Writing Project
Western Massachusetts Writing Project
Wiregrass Writing Project
Wyoming Writing Project

“Many thanks to the Scholastic Art & Writing Awards for giving us a chance to 
participate in this wonderful work. Each time we participate, our teachers are 
inspired by the compelling student work they read, and they find inspiration for 
their own classrooms from the diverse genres and varied creative pieces.  
Top-of-the-Mitt Writing Project appreciates this opportunity!”  
 
Toby Kahn-Loftus, Top-of-the-Mitt Writing Project

Association of Independent Colleges  
of Art and Design Participating Schools*

Art Academy of Cincinnati 
Art Center College of Design 
California College of the Arts  
California Institute of the Arts  
Cleveland Institute of Art  
College for Creative Studies  
Columbus College of Art & Design 
Cornish College of the Arts  
Kansas City Art Institute  
Laguna College of Art & Design  
Lesley University College of  
 Art & Design  
Lyme Academy College of Fine Arts  
Maine College of Art  
Maryland Institute College of Art  
Massachusetts College of Art  
 and Design 
Memphis College of Art 
Milwaukee Institute of Art & Design  
Minneapolis College of Art and Design  
Montserrat College of Art  
Moore College of Art & Design  

SCHOLARSHIP PARTNERS
 

The following programs partner with the Alliance for Young Artists &  Writers to provide scholarships for students 

recognized by the Scholastic Art & Writing Awards.  
 

To learn more, visit artandwriting.org/scholarship-partners.

Additional University and College Partners

Carnegie Mellon University 
Kendall College of Art and Design at  
 Ferris State University  
Purchase College SUNY, School of  
 Art & Design 

Rochester Institute of Technology,  
 College of Imaging Arts & Sciences  
Syracuse University College of Visual + 
 Performing Arts 

Scholastic Awards Summer Partners

92Y’s Young Writers Workshop 
Belin-Blank Center 
Cleveland Institute of Art 
Iowa Young Writers Studio at  
 University of Iowa 
Jonathan R. Reynolds Young Writers  
 Workshop at Denison University 
Juniper Institute for Young Writers 
Kenyon Review Young Writers Workshop 
Minnesota Writing Project Summer   
 Youth Camp 
Parsons School of Design at  
 The New School 
Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts 
Pratt Institute Summer Precollege 
Putney School Summer Arts 
Ringling College of Art & Design 
Savannah College of Art & Design 
School of the Art Institute of Chicago 
School of Visual Arts 
Shared Worlds Camp 
Snow Farm: The New England  
 Craft Program 
The University of the Arts 
The Writers Circle 
Writopia Lab 
Young Writers Workshop at the  
 University of Virginia

Scholastic Awards Summer Scholarships 
The Alliance for Young Artists & Writers 
partners with summer programs all over 
the country to provide scholarships for 
students who have received a Gold or 
Silver Key in the Scholastic Awards. 

New Hampshire Institute of Art  
Oregon College of Art & Craft  
Otis College of Art and Design 
Pacific Northwest College of Art  
Parsons School of Design at  
 The New School 
Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts  
Pennsylvania College of Art & Design 
Pratt Institute  
Rhode Island School of Design  
Ringling College of Art & Design 
San Francisco Art Institute 
School of the Art Institute of Chicago  
School of the Museum of Fine Arts at  
 Tufts University 
School of Visual Arts 
University of the Arts 
Watkins College of Art, Design & Film 
 
*The Alliance for Young Artists & Writers 
recognizes member colleges of the  
Association of Independent Colleges of 
Art and Design (AICAD) as the leading 
nonprofit art and design colleges in the U.S. 
and Canada.

To learn more, visit aicad.org.
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For the National  
Student Poets Program:

SPONSORS & SUPPORTERS
The Alliance for Young Artists & Writers, a 501(c)(3) nonprofit organization, relies on the generous support of its 

donors and supporters to carry out programs that encourage and recognize creative young artists and writers,  

primarily through the Scholastic Art & Writing Awards. Their generosity is key to the success of our programs and 

we are most grateful to them. Join us in fulfilling our important mission of supporting creative teens through  

scholarships, exhibitions, workshops, and more.

Visit artandwriting.org/donate to make a tax-deductible contribution.

Special thanks to the major sponsors of the 2018 Scholastic Art & Writing Awards.
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NATIONAL STUDENT POETS PROGRAM
Five outstanding poets are chosen from Scholastic Art & Writing Awards 
National Poetry Medalists to serve as U.S. National Student Poets, the nation’s 
highest honor for youth poets presenting original work. These poets, whose 
works exhibit exceptional creativity, dedication to craft, and promise, serve for 
a year as youth poetry ambassadors, leading readings and workshops at diverse 
locations and carrying out intensive community service projects. 

This Program, which celebrated its sixth Class during an Appointment Ceremony 
led by actress and activist Alfre Woodard at the Library of Congress, is a part-
nership between the Institute of Museum and Library Services and the Alliance 
for Young Artists & Writers. National Student Poets are selected by an esteemed 
jury of literary luminaries and leaders in education in the arts. For more informa-
tion, go to artandwriting.org/NSPP. 

(above) The Class of 2017 at the Library of Congress James Madison Memorial Building on 
Thursday, August 31, 2017, in Washington, D.C., with Librarian of Congress Dr. Carla Hayden, ac-
tor and activist Alfre Woodard, 21st U.S. Poet Laureate Consultant in Poetry Juan Felipe Herrera, 
and Director of the Institute of Museum and Library Services Dr. Kathryn K. Matthew. (From left: 
Dr. Carla Hayden, Ben Lee, Annie Castillo, Kinsale Hueston, Juliet Lubwama, Camila Sanmiguel,
 Alfre Woodard, Juan Felipe Herrera, and Dr. Kathryn K. Matthew. Kevin Wolf/AP Images for 
Alliance for Young Artists & Writers)

“This year’s class of National Student  
Poets are traveling across the United 
States to share their love for poetry, 
sparking engagement in our nation’s 
schools, libraries, museums, and many 
other sites. Through their work, these 
young writers are bringing attention to 
the importance of poetry and the pursuit 
of literacy in its many forms. The Institute 
of Museum and Library Services is  
honored to support these talented students 
throughout their year of service as youth 
poetry ambassadors.”

Dr. Kathryn K. Matthew, Director
Institute of Museum and Library Services

Submission Categories 

Architecture & Industrial Design 
Art Portfolio  
Ceramics & Glass  
Comic Art  
Critical Essay  
Design  
Digital Art  
Dramatic Script  
Drawing & Illustration  
Editorial Cartoon sponsored by  
 The Herb Block Foundation 
Fashion  
Film & Animation 
Flash Fiction 
Future New 
Humor 
Jewelry 
Journalism 
Mixed Media 
Novel Writing 
Painting 
Personal Essay & Memoir 
Photography 
Poetry 
Printmaking 
Science Fiction & Fantasy
Sculpture 
Short Story 
Video Game Design
Writing Portfolio

Students and educators! 

Get ready! 
The 2019 Scholastic 

Awards open for  
submissions on  

September 12, 2018. 
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