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				JUDGES

			

			
				Terrill Sullivan, school librarian at Turnagain Elementary; B. C. Kindred, kindergarten teacher at Eagle River Elementary; Jessica Willis, who works in speech/language and literacy support at Mt. Illiamna Elementary, Elmendorf Air Force Base, Anchorage; and Karen Iris, Title I Literacy Coach at North Star Elementary, Nunaka Elementary, Government Hill and Mt. Illiamna schools, judged the poetry, nonfiction and fiction section for writers in kindergarten-third grade. All are members of the Cook Inlet Literacy Council, a professional organization of teachers and other community members interested in quality literacy instruction.

				Erin Coughlin Howell judged the poetry sections for writers from fourth-12th grades. Coughlin Howell lives in Cordova. She is originally from upstate New York and has a bachelor of arts degree from Cornell University and a master of fine arts degree in writing poetry from the Rainier Writing Workshop at Pacific Lutheran University. Her work has most recently been published in Weber Studies, Alaska Quarterly Review, Terrain.org, Crab Creek Review and Blue Earth Review. She writes about poetry and writing at www.beingpoetry.net.

				[image: CindyBell.jpg]Cindy Marie Bell judged the open/adult poetry section. She has been published in Contemporary Haibun Online, World Haiku Review and Lynx and Cirque. She is the new publisher of flashquake, a literary and art journal for the briefest of forms. She blogs at www.thegraphichaibuneer.com. She is a member of the 49 Writers group based in Anchorage.

				[image: WendyFerguson.jpg]Wendy Ferguson judged the nonfiction section for writers in the fourth-sixth grades and in the seventh-ninth grades. She is a writer who has lived in Anchorage for more than 30 years. Under the pseudonym Wendy Douglas, she published two historical romance novels for Harlequin Enterprises. A member of the 49 Writers group, she is currently working on another historical novel.

				[image: SuzanneMetcalfe.jpg]Suzanne Metcalfe judged the fiction entries for writers in the fourth-sixth grades and in the seventh-ninth grades. She has been a school librarian in the Anchorage School District for 15 years. Before that she taught high school English for many years. She grew up in North Carolina and moved to Alaska in 1992. She attended the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill and has a master‚Äôs degree in library science from Southern Connecticut State University. She likes to hike, read and cook.

				[image: HannahModerow.jpg]Hannah Moderow judged the nonfiction and fiction entries for writers in 10th-12th grades. She is a lifelong Alaskan and has been in love with writing since she was a young child. She is currently working on a master of fine arts degree in writing for children and young adults from Vermont College of Fine Arts. She is passionate about writing for kids, and reading writing by kids.

				[image: HeatherLende.jpg]Heather Lende judged the open/adult nonfiction category. She is the author of two books about life in small-town Alaska, ‚ÄúIf You Lived Here, I‚Äôd Know Your Name‚Äù and ‚ÄúTake Good Care of the Garden and the Dogs‚Äù (both published by Algonquin Books of Chapel Hill). Her essays have appeared in a range of publications from Country Living to the New York Times. She penned a long-running Anchorage Daily News column and is now a columnist for Woman‚Äôs Day magazine. She also writes the obituaries for the Chilkat Valley News in Haines where she lives with her family.

				[image: SteveQuinn.jpg]Steve Quinn judged the open/adult fiction category. He is a Juneau-based journalist and editor of First Alaskans magazine, free-lance writer and photographer who does work for Petroleum News and the Alaska Journal of Commerce.

			

		

	
		
			
				POETRY

			

			
				K–3rd grade WINNER

				Silence on Eight Legs 
By Rylan Reese

				A black widow

				crawled up a window.

				Sounding like silence,

				on eight legs.

			

			
				K–3rd grade Honorable Mention

				The Predator of the Pond 
By Austin Cline

				A brown diving beetle,

				predator of the pond. 

				Eats almost everything, 

				tadpoles, tidbits, pond weeds. 

				A wonderful salad.

			

			
				K–3rd grade Honorable Mention

				I like Kittens!
By Jessica Sonnen

				I like kittens,

				Brown kittens

				White kittens

				Black kittens

				Striped kittens

				Any kind of kittens

				I like kittens

				A kitten on my couch

				A kitten on my bed

				A kitten in the grass

				A kitten on my head

				I like kittens

				Kittens over there

				Kittens over here

				Kittens are everywhere

				I love kittens 

				Any kind of kitten

			

			
				4th–6th grade WINNER

				The Pit of Snakes 
By Andie Sonnen

				In my fingerprint I see 

				A whirlpool fast and swift,

				A massive pit of swirling snakes all stretching toward the sky,

				A sweet and swirly lollipop that will take three days to finish,

				A dab of oil thrown into a stream and caught in a current by a log,

				Some crazy, slashing, swirling, winds connected to a hurricane,

				And the most amazing waterslide you will ever see, unwinding to the bottom.

				If you look close, you can see it too.

			

			
				4th–6th grade Honorable Mention

				Golden Sunlight 
By Briea Gregory

				Gold cheeks smiling at the earth below,

				Animals bounding in its golden glow,

				Beaming torch up in the sky,

				Its carrier passing right on by.

				Warming the earth with his lighted beams,

				Invisible on cloudy days (or so it seems),

				Grower of shadows, planter of their seeds,

				King of perspiration, maker of the beads.

				Red-hot spotlight of the sky every day,

				Lighting the water upon the wet, wet bay,

				It’s sailing across the ocean sky,

				It’s in the West, time for good-by.

			

			
				7th–9th grade WINNER

				Empty Bottles 
By Chloie Green

				The poisonous liquid kills your soul,

				I know you are not you

				I know you don’t mean it,

				It’s only out of rage.

				I scream I hate you,

				I’m now forced to leave my own.

				One flame sets off the whole bomb.

				Tomorrow brings apologies,

				Until then seems like forever.

				Empty bottles roll to the surface,

				Just the thought darkens my mind.

				You promised you would stop.

				That was a long time ago,

				That doesn’t mean the promises don’t exist.

			

			
				7th–9th grade Honorable Mention

				Forgive Me 
By Irene Pellegrini

				Forgive me, Friends, for

				I have gossiped to you of others, and to others of you.

				I have complained about things that cannot be changed.

				I have asked you to keep secrets, too hard to keep,

				And have expected you to be fine with it.

				Forgive me.

				Forgive me, Family, for

				I have lied about pointless facts, and bad decisions. 

				I have slacked when I should have been working

				I have wanted more than you can give me, 

				And more than I need.

				Forgive me.

				Forgive me, All, for 

				I have tried and failed to be someone who pleased all, and was loved by all.

				I have tried to be someone I am not

				I have fallen into a black hole, 

				And I can’t get out.

				Forgive me.

				Forgive me, World, for

				I have fallen and risen, just to fall again 

				I have cried great lakes of tears

				I have fought,

				And have been defeated.

				Forgive me, 

				for being me.

				But me, is the only person I will ever be.

				Forgive me.

			

			
				7th–9th grade Honorable Mention

				Summer 
By JJ Sonnen

				I feel the sun’s warmth,

				Early in the morning,

				Shining on my face.

				I open my eyes to the sound of birds singing.

				I look out the window and see the sun,

				Warming up the land,

				Preparing for another day.

				I step outside and feel the warm air,

				The wind swaying the trees,

				The wind rippling the pond,

				The wind rippling the grass,

				A clear blue sky overhead.

				Always movement,

				Always light,

				Always sound,

				It is summer.

			

			
				7th–9th grade Honorable Mention

				Trees 
By Aurora Waclawski

				You feel the prick 

				Of that old pine 

				As the wind 

				Wisps in your hair. 

				You taste the sap 

				Stuck to your lips, 

				As the wind 

				Billows out around you. 

				You see the green boughs 

				Reach up toward the sky 

				As the wind 

				Rocks the tree violently. 

				You hear branches 

				Clacking together 

				As the wind 

				Almost rips you off the tree. 

				You smell crisp, 

				Cold air 

				As the wind 

				Makes branches fly. 

				Time to get down.

			

			
				10th–12th grade WINNER

				I Am The Same Thing I Always Have Been 
By Kayte Kerns

				Summer’s gone, and so long to spring –

				 a yawn of fog about the mountains

				 a stream of conscious cautiously derailed

				 a vapor in the yellow rise of sun, and wind. 

				We ride the five-minute hill to civilization,

				broken like the glass in amongst the frost

				 in a myriad of sentient colors.

				Footstep by footstep, winter trickles in. One moment

				we are wrestling in mid-June grass,

				the next we are left with bad ankles and a cheap

				guitar. In other words, the honeymoon is over.

				Sunday’s over. Fall ends.

				A recognition comes late, but it does settle,

				 about our shoulders like an infirmary whisper.

				Besides me, a girl in a long skirt 

				 does downward dog, and another

				in flowered jeans sits cross-legged

				wind blowing the dishwater of her hair. 

				 I am lovely and tired,

				 I am the same thing I have always been,

				a girl, pretending to be a daisy,

				a tulip, folded up at night.

			

			
				10th–12th grade Honorable Mention

				Sylvia: Delirious 
By Kayte Kerns

				In the white hive, I hide. A black veil, molded

				to my face. In my hat, there are scarlet flowers.

				Smoke roils when I open my lips.

				They are hunting the queen but she is far too clever.

				Blood clots on the corners of her silken, milky

				lips. Pale, like parlor’s new wax curtains,

				 which shudder their shutters

				 and eat the dead to leave living red bones.

				I dream of a heaven without exit, a place with no killing, a box

				of maniacs. I am dead.

				 … Dead simple. 

				The old queen, the magician’s girl.

				 I untie my disguise,

				black hands on black faces,

				white palms towards a white horizon.

			

			
				10th–12th grade Honorable Mention

				I Prefer Jazz 
By Kayla Fisher 

				I prefer jazz. 

				Swingin’ an’ scat 

				That’s where it’s at 

				The sweet saxophone 

				That moaning trombone 

				All crazy with snazzy 

				I prefer jazz. 

				Full of rhythm for dance 

				Drums still feel free-lance 

				Where trumpets can talk 

				(It’s the vocals they mock) 

				Relaxed razz-ma-tazz 

				I prefer jazz. 

				Cymbal crashing, 

				High-hat mashing, 

				Mosh pit smashing, 

				Of rock, hard core. 

				Electric guitar I deplore. 

				Beep-bop vibrates in your chest, 

				Need a place to get some rest. 

				But that is something no one has 

				But me. 

				I prefer jazz. 

			

			
				Open / Adult WINNER

				Medusa’s Curls
—Nereocystis luetkeana—
By Deborah Poore

				In cold, windy weather I walk past

				Bull kelp 

				washed up with storm tides

				rolled in foam surf

				over and over along the gravel strand

				brown algae blades,

				bulbs and long whip tails,

				wind and tangle

				a honeyed snarl of floated mass

				nested together

				bundled by their twining

				a maze of hypnotic fascination

				motion piled in stasis

				curled at my feet

				under, over, disappearing presence

				I lose my way

				in strands of firm, cold life—

				standing bewitched

				beside a pile of inter-tangled sea vegetables—

				I fear becoming

				the stones where I stand.

			

			
				Open / Adult Honorable Mention

				The Old Guitarist 
By Jessica Davis

				I think of apples when I think of Her.

				Eyes closed

				I see her scarlet cheeks

				flustered by youthful energy

				I hear her hurried breath

				as she tumbles into me

				Chubby arms grasp my neck

				“Papa, play another one and I’ll dance for you”

				she prays, 

				melting any frosty callous from my heart.

				I play for her on my guitar

				and watch the grass embrace her winged feet, 

				I see the air spin her as a leaf in a storm, 

				playing with her tresses as if running its invisible fingers through it.

				I refuse to open my eyes

				and I will play till the sun eats up the moon

				I play my lullaby for her as she sleeps 

				underneath the grass and earth

				that now embraces her fully.

				Let not the darkness alarm you, 

				Papa is here.

			

			
				Open / Adult Honorable Mention

				In Deference to Carl Sandburg 
By Deborah Poore

				Not on little cat feet, creeping—

				This fog comes.

				A cover thrown, unrolled,

				vista obliterated

				in cotton-white, then gray.

				It blots sunshine

				Dissolves the warmth of day.

				Moist air settles as dew on spruce needles, 

				droplets rain down. 

				It drifts quickly, 

				 as steam from a tea cup

				 and dissipates on the leading edge.

				Cold.

				Creates dark, and somber mystery, quiet—

				where there was bright clear morning.

				At the end of this night-day

				five cormorants fly the beach.

				Up and back, up and back, silent, exhausted.

				As disoriented and unsettled as I am.

				Long necks on urgent wings. 

				Try to cross the salt bay

				to roost on rocky shores.

				Yet return to sandstone bluffs 

				that crumble and slip beneath their weight.

				They’re able to catch precarious hold.

				This fog comes

				and we are along an unknown border.

				Along the outland border.

			

		

	
		
			
				NON-FICTION

			

			
				K–3rd grade WINNER

				My Favorite Hayfield 
By Xander Kulhanek

				I go to my hayfield when I feel sad or disappointed. I can smell hay and see birds in the sky. I can feel the wind rushing up against my face, and I can hide from my sister sometimes. I feel like a fox making little noises, and I feel as light as a piece of grass floating down slowly, very slowly, so slowly. 

				The hayfield comforts you in many ways and the grass blows in the wind. It is like you’re blowing away. I can touch the horses, and ride the horses, also. I can play with the goat. She will accept you and spread her scent by rubbing her head on you. The goat will go on her back legs. When she smells something weird, she will make a funny face. 

				In the springtime, I catch butterflies. With the left over hay lumps, I stick in my feet and make little houses. I always feel better after I’ve been to my hayfield. 

			

			
				K–3rd grade Honorable Mention

				The Fort 
By Liam Houlihan

				Wood smoke swirls in the air from my house chimney. From my fort, I hear the road; cars and trucks rumbling loudly down the gravel. Hammering comes from the garage where my dad is working. Playing with her ball, my dog, Luna, runs in the yard. When I am in my fort, I feel safe. 

			

			
				K–3rd grade Honorable Mention

				The Windy Woods 
By Katlyn Vogl

				Behind my house is a forest where I go when I want to get away. Bird song and falling leaves are the sounds I hear. Spruce trees and pushki grow there. The breeze blows my hair into my face. I can taste the icy wind. Grass sways noisily every which way. Sometimes I talk to myself. When I go into this forest, all my worries go away.

			

			
				4th–6th grade WINNER

				Kid’s Fishing Day 
By Briea Gregory 

				Even though we had to get up at 6AM., it was fun. I’m the early riser of the family, and I love it!

				This was on Kid’s Fishing Day, a memorable experience I will never forget. On this day, kids went to the local fishing hole, where there had been an area squared off for kids to fish. 

				Any ways, we went to the fishing hole on the Spit. We were the first there, which was unusual. There I was, freezing cold in that yellow raincoat of mine, trying to fish. I didn’t catch anything, but it was a lot of fun. The thing I was best at was casting, even though I had never, EVER been fishing before in my life! Silver fish hooks flew through the air in order to reach the glistening water.

				As the sun came up, it cast a golden glow across the water. It was beautiful, as if someone had liquefied turquoise and gold and made them striped together. My hook pierced the water like an American Indian arrow pierces the hide of a wild animal.

				Speaking of wild animals, we saw a leopard seal. It was SOOOOO cute! The little leopard seal swam joyfully through the water as if it were a fish instead. I saw it, and was glad no one hit it with their hook! It reminds me of Milky Way, a different seal, but that’s another story.

				Also on the subject of wild animals, only one thing was caught by any of the kids. I remember it as clear as if it sits in a glass house in my memory. The kid was so exited when the fish that looked part fish, part dragon (on the case that it had wing-like ears) slid onto the jagged Alaskan rocks, attached to his line. However. It had to “take a trip through the air” because it wasn’t edible. 

				As we left, I thought about the fact that no one had caught any “keepers”. ‘Course, there was the bull sculpton that the kid caught that got to get pitched back into the water, but that doesn’t count. Even though there was barely anything caught, it was worth getting up at 6AM to go to the fishing hole.

			

			
				4th–6th grade Honorable Mention

				My Kenai River Trip 
By Cody Quelland

				Have you ever had the chance to eat lunch with thousand of rotting fish? Yah, I was lucky (I never said it was good luck) to have that experience. My name is Jake and I’m in 5th grade. On September 22nd, 2010 I went on a rafting trip down the upper Kenai River. 

				We took a bus from our school to the Alaska Rivers Company in Cooper Landing. The rafter’s names were Anthony (a.k.a Torch), Mike (a.k.a Tape Worm), and Erik (a.k.a Red Beard). I got to ride with Mike. We called Mike Tape worm because he could eat a cow and not gain weight. We got in our raft. It was made of rubber but a rock resistant type of rubber.

				We got on to the river and saw the “grizzly bear” (a.k.a a teddy bear). It was a teddy bear that washed up on the shore and the ARC thought it was cool so they left it there. We saw lots of eagles nests. We saw a real brown bear fishing for fish. It had such a big scratch on its back it looked like it was born in the middle of World War 2 and crashed a plane in Pearl Harbor. It was as big as my teacher’s little blue ‘94 Toyota beater.

				 Any way, we also saw lots salmon but it was so hard to get a picture because of the reflection of the water. We finally got to the Kenai River canyon. After the rafting trip I thought it was the most fun part of the trip. If there were an award for most wet, I would have won it. We went through a part of the river that some people called the “The Dish Washer”. When we got to the part where the Kenai River dumped into the Skilak Lake it went from dark blue to a light blue. If there were a water burial for fish, Skilak Lake would be the place.

				We saw Ms. Michelle 1 mile away on the beach. We got to the bank, said our goodbye, and striped off our gear we had put on at the rafting place (for me it was just a life jacket). We took a nice hike back to where the bus was. (No, we did not have to hike all the way back to the ARC). The bus did a good job hurrying back to school so I could go to football practice.

			

			
				4th–6th grade Honorable Mention

				My New Dog 
By Elan Carroll

				When I was about well I don’t know eight years old my dog Sadie died when I was living at my old house out east end. We buried her under our rhubarb plant in the garden but that’s a different story. I told that one last year, but this year is about my new dog. So after we sold our old house we moved into a new one that in my opinion was a lot better, except the location, but that’s beside the point.

				After about half a year (six months) we just decided to look around in the pund for a new pet dog, cat, rodent.

				Anything really but we saw this bunch of REALLY cut puppies. All of them were a tan color except on that was black and white. We asked a staff member if they were all siblings.

				“Yes,” he said simply. They were all found under an abandoned old camper van with no mom there so we got them.

				It was a beautiful da, Saturday to be exact. It was a soft foggy morning and the sun was just peeping out from behind the mountains. The morning dew was still clinging to the tips of the grass so where ever you stepped there would be a soft “squelching” noise. And your sneakers (or whatever you were wearing) would get all wet if you ran around skimming the tips of your shoes on the grass.

				But then dog pound guy said let’s go inside and look at them, it’s time for breakfast. So in we went. It was kind of depressing seeing all those cute animals caged up waiting to be taken to a good home. But finally we made it to the cage we were aiming for. The staff member (I can’t remember his name) called the puppies. In they all rushed in but the black and white one just walked in and ate some food with the rest of the pack, then curled up on the cement. 

				My Dad liked how calm s he was I liked how cute she was my Mom liked he liked the little tip of white on her nose against all that black on her face and my Brother … I don’t know what he liked about her but he liked her so yeah.

				The staff said she never really barked so we all liked her a lot more after that. She was two feet tall and four feet long and she weighed like ten lbs. So at the end of that day we had a new dog. At first we just called her puppy my dad wanted to call her tippy because of all the white tips on her. But we kinda ditched that name. But then we read this book called pipy long stockings then we started calling her pipy puppy but because she had white fur on her legs that looked like stockings we made her name pipy.

				Sometimes even these days when we take her for a walk we sometimes se her sisters and brothers so she can always keep in touch with her fiends and family. Like one time we were walking her at the high school and we aw her sister (I think her name was Tasha) and they ran off to the woods together while me and my mom c hated with the owner of Tasha explaining that they were siblings.

				Several years later: we still lived in the same house we haven’t moved. I am 10 now and Pipy has tripled maybe quadrupled in size and her birthday is on Halloween so we make her a special dinner with chicken souse and a tiny bit of pumpkin insides from our jack-o- lanterns (believe it or not she actually likes it a lot.) changes from when we got her: Well she barks a tinny bit now but only if there’s a bear or a moose in our front yard or if she meets a new dog that’s barking at her. And she use to love other dogs but now she only likes her already dog friends but she can’t make any more new friends she just growls at them. And we use to be able to pick her up but now she hates being tried to picked up ( even though we can’t even pick her up three inches but she hates it ) another thing you should know she doesn’t bite I repeat DOESN’T bite.

				Also when we got her there was this dog was living down the road and she was the queen dog of the neighbor hood there was no higher ranked dog than her and her boyfriend was this dog named champ who lived up the road but now pipy is the top dog of the neighborhood and her boyfriend is this other dog up the road and his name is jasper but after about of year of being together they broke up and then jasper got hit by a car and died do that ended their relationship. But we’re all happily living (she hasn’t died yet and she shows no sign of dyeing) but we got new cats (Tiger and Smoky) and trained her to be nice to them so where all happy now.

				But she has gone into some nearly fatal accidents like she’s had two or three encounters with porcupines. And one time she was running with her friends in the woods (and she can run pretty darn fast if she wants to) and she looked back to see where her friend was (Sissy was her fiends name) and she ran into something we don’t know what it was but we think it was a peas of metal or a stick and she impaled it in her back it went in at the top and wend down next to the spine and came out at the bottom she got stitches and drainage tubes and that whole spot got shaved but she’s all right now.

				I wonder if we’ll ever get a new dog. Would it be a puppy or a grown dog? What breed would it be? What would its name be? Would it be a boy or a girl? Well I guess we’ll have to wait for the next story but for now this one ends here.

			

			
				7th–9th grade WINNER

				Rufus 
By Molly Mitchell 

				The anticipation of the dread to come had been overwhelming. The day had arrived and the waiting was over. The rain was coming down in torrents and thunder boomed. There was a fire in the hearth and a glow about the living room. It would have been a cozy fall night, and even as a five year old I probably would have settled down. But there wasn’t anything enjoyable about that night. It was the night my dog Rufus, would go to sleep and never wake up. 

				My parents had called the vet and she had offered to come to our house. Rufus had always hated the veterinarians and since we knew one of the vets personally, she was willing to euthanize Rufus at home. My face had been tear-stained as the rain soaked windows, but my crying had abated. My mom had convinced me that Rufus was only still living because he was too loyal to us to let himself die. I understood, but I couldn’t really accept it. I didn’t want Rufus to die and I couldn’t think beyond that. 

				I started crying again as soon as the vet arrived. We gathered in the living room, and as she prepared her things, I settled on the floor, and then Rufus slumped down. His head fell into the welcoming folds of cloth that was my lap. In that moment, I completely accepted that Rufus had clung to life just to be with us. Now we were going to return the favor by letting him know it was okay and helping him escape from his suffering.

				My sad realization was interrupted by the buzz of a shaver. I couldn’t see the shaver though; my eyes were too blurry from tears. The vet shaved a tuft of hair from Rufus’s leg. There was a small moment of silence. The needle met skin. Rufus had taken his last breath in peace. 

				I remember singing softly to him as the grown ups carried him outside. We buried him, wrapped in his favorite blanket, in my backyard. We planted a small flower garden and placed his red collar on the top of his grave. There were also a few bones and pieces of ceramics placed there.

				I have been told that I spoke quietly to him, way beneath the dirt; long after the sky had darkened around the rolling black clouds. I think this helped me to be content that we could let Rufus peacefully leave the world. Everything felt right. The knot in my chest had loosened, and there was less of an ache. Surprisingly through everything I had felt calm.

				Rufus was the first dog I ever had. There for me when I was blue, he would let me cry into his fur. He had been extremely patient with me. I can’t even start to imagine how annoying I must have been. Growling at visiting friends, he had always tried to protect my family. But we had understood, he was just looking over us. Being with me, my mom and my dad was something he had always wanted and yearned for. 

				Memories surged through my mind as I lingered by his grave, making more tears trickle down my cheeks. I remembered how fast Rufus had been. He’d be right next to you, then you’d look away for a second and when you looked back he’d be a disappearing speck in the distance on the beach. Rufus, the Houdini Dog as my family called him, could also get out of anything. We once had him on a running line because he would take off whenever we left, trying to get to us. When we came back we saw no Rufus and the line had disappeared into a group of trees. On closer inspection, the line was completely wrapped around a tree and his collar was hanging from a branch. We had found him but realized nothing could restrain a once wild dog, who had run in the Caribou Hills.

				I laughed as I remembered this memory. I felt as if Rufus was still there with me. His presence pressed on me, but in a comfortable way. I could feel him in my heart. In a way, it seemed Rufus had helped me through his own death. I breathed in the damp air slowly, savoring the moment. I looked one last time at his grave and headed toward the house, happy and sad, empty and full, and also, completely soaked. 

			

			
				7th–9th grade Honorable Mention

				Rae 
By Molly Mitchell

				The day I ambled lazily through the chilled air with my friend Rae, I never expected what was to come. I was in the fourth grade and she was in third. School had just gotten out and we were heading to the building in which her mom worked. After sneaking a few sugar cubes out of the cluttered cupboard, Rae said she had a secret to tell me. I couldn’t tell anybody else; no one. She wasn’t supposed to tell me but she was going to confide in me anyway. Everyone would know eventually. 

				I was intrigued at first, and then I saw her face. Her eyes were dull and didn’t gleam with mischief like they normally did when she was telling me a secret. They didn’t even look happy. Confused, I let her lead me into an empty room. There was an apprehensive silence as I waited for her to reveal her secret. Then Rae started to speak, 

				“Alela, my mom got another job,” I didn’t really know what to say. Her news didn’t seem awful. In fact, it seemed like something to celebrate. Seeing the confusion on my face, she added, “I’m moving.” I stared at her in disbelief. She couldn’t be moving! Then I felt calm. I didn’t notice the transition between hysterical and composed. 

				I immediately started to console her because even though my sadness was being kept from me, I could feel hers. We talked for a time about her having to move. Afterwards, we went back to sneaking around, stealing sugar cubes, and acting like the silly, strange girls we were. Things weren’t exactly as light as before her news, but it wasn’t too troubling either. It all seemed like an insignificant daydream. Something in my mind put up a wall between me and the sadness. The part of me that thought this was just another daydream had consumed my whole mind. I wasn’t sad. I wasn’t anything. 

				Occasionally during the day, Rae would burst out, giving in to her sadness. Then she would share the pain of having to move away from Homer, her house, and her friends. I just stood there, nodding, agreeing how horrible it would be. But I didn’t get it. I didn’t get the fact that my friend was moving, for real. I didn’t get it that she was leaving for an uncertain amount of time. And that’s how it was. She was going to move and I still didn’t grasp it. 

				Then, a few nights later, the wall shattered. It didn’t tumble down slowly. One brick fell off, then the whole thing crashed down. I fell apart. Waves of sorrow engulfed me. Tears stung my eyes as, finally, reality reached me. The sadness I felt that night seemed to last forever. All the thoughts that would have had spanned from when she told me to now were all coming in seconds. Instead of slowly floating into my head, they crowded and rushed in like the tide, pushing other thoughts aside. 

				Rae was, in a way, part of me. Though fighting with each other was way more frequent than with others, we had been really close. She was like a sister, only better. Memories I had forgotten were remembered as I thought of my friend. Rae and I had experienced a lot together, not all good, but now I didn’t know how much time I would even get to spend with her. 

				I remembered a time long ago, when we were both much younger, when we had hid in a corner surrounded by couches and ate candy all day. We had thought ourselves so clever not to have gotten caught. The pompous feeling soon disappeared and was replaced by a large stomachache. We realized that maybe we shouldn’t have eaten quite that many sweets. Most likely her mom had known we had been there the whole time considering the amount and volume of our giggles. 

				Many swells of sadness have swept over me since Rae moved but I still have plenty of old memories and I know there will be more to come. Though the memories are fewer, there are still plenty to gather, and to me, just having the opportunity to know Rae is good enough. 

			

			
				7th–9th grade Honorable Mention

				Instant Gratification 
By Mark Reutov

				Numerous things have affected me throughout my life but none as much as my bike. Some people call it a motorcycle, some people call it a four-wheeler, but I call it a bike. Since the age of twelve, I have entered the time-honored tradition of the people of Voznesenka village and terrorized the roads for all intents and purposes. It has been a key component in my life, providing entertainment when desired and also providing as a vital means to get a job done, such as hauling material. My bike gave me the chance to go explore the outdoors, to jumpstart my social life, and to have fun in general.

				First of all, my bike gave me the chance to go explore the outdoors. During summer, we would go to Caribou Lake on trails, seeing all kinds of wildlife. During the fall season, when the pink salmon go up Fox Creek, my friends and I grabbed our fishing poles, our gaff hooks, and whatever else could be used to catch or slaughter humpies, and headed off to Kachemak Selo on our bikes. We would drive through the creek and spot humpies and go swing and hack at them until they were dead. The massacring of the humpies was fun, but what really piqued our interest was the chance to ride on our precious bikes.

				In addition, my bike also helped jumpstart my social life. Prior to being introduced to bikes, my friends and I were into video games. We sat around on Sundays playing Halo 2, only stopping to take short breaks to go to the restroom or eat. By the end of the day, our eyes would be glazed over and we would all be depressed because we sat home and stared at a screen all day again. Then, one day, we decided to go take a drive on our bikes. It was instant gratification. Suddenly, I wasn’t depressed and tired. The wind rushing through my hair, the occasional fly hitting me in the face, and my friends behind me eating my dust gave me an adrenaline rush. We were to never sit home playing games all day again. We were the cool guys now, girls ran towards us screaming when they saw us, people rolled out the red carpet when we walked up, and trumpets were played in our honor when we rode by. That is, until the guys on the cars and trucks came.

				Thirdly, my bike let me have lots of good fun. On hot summer days, we would pack on assorted varieties of foods ranging from moose steaks to marshmallows on our bikes and head off to the beach to fry them in a fire. On cold winter nights, we would put on our snow gear and head out to do cookies or get stuck in four feet of snow. No jump was left unjumped and no trail unridden when we got hold of our bikes. The fun that my bike provided for me is unmatched by anything.

				To put it briefly, a bike is everything that any kid needs in his/her life. Sure, it doesn’t have heating, and, sure a person gets dirty driving on it, but they will have never had so much fun as when driving on this hunk of metal and plastic. Lots of good fun is to be expected from them and parents would be pleased to see their kids enjoying life outdoors and socializing. Nothing bonds kids with their friends better than trying to flip a bike back over after flipping down a ditch or helping push after getting stuck. Bikes are a rite of passage for all kids of different sizes different ages.

			

			
				10th–12th grade WINNER

				The Hole-y Terror 
By Kayla Fisher

				“Which way to the hole?” Adam asked.

				“That way,” I pointed. “We go through the woods a-ways, and it’s next to two spruce trees alongside the ravine.” Adam nodded, and we trumped through the thorn bushes.

				“Hey, Cassie.” Adam began, his voice tainted with uncertainty.

				“Hey what?” I replied.

				“Something might be alive in that hole.like a bear.”

				I shook my head. “No way, my brother made that hole with some friends years ago.”

				Adam persisted, “Something could’ve moved in between then and now.”

				Sighing, I hacked at some underbrush with the tip of my shovel.

				“Listen,” I challenged. “Do you want to dig the tunnel bigger or not? We found that hole just yesterday, and I crawled in. Do you know what I found? Nothing! But if you want to be chicken, running home crying about a bear that might be in there, which I highly doubt because the opening is waaay too small, then you can leave. But this is the best thing we’ve discovered yet, and I’m gonna explore it, whether you stay or not.”

				After that, Adam stopped worrying out loud, either because I had convinced him, or he didn’t want to be outdone by me. Or possibly he was afraid I would make another long speech. Probably the last two.

				We plodded along the moose path, neither of us saying much, other than, “We take a left here,” and “I think we’re getting close.” Finally we reached the side of the ravine. Each of us leaning on our shovels, we stared down the gully. Seeing no need for stalling the adventure of the day, Adam blurted, “Well, let’s go!”

				Immediately we leaped into the ravine, our feet landing firmly on the ledge that served as the tunnel’s door step. Now that he was at the hole (and could appreciate what a phenomenal find it was), Adam had discarded his uncertainties and suspicions altogether. And so returning to his usual self, he began to take charge.

				“We can dig the opening of the tunnel larger, and then one of us will go in with the flashlight and push all the loose dirt out,” he directed. As soon as I nodded in agreement, each of us began to slice chunks of earth with the blades of our shovels. Clogs of dust, clinging to roots suspended from the ceiling, became dislodged deep inside the tunnel. The dust became a fog that made us cough and sneeze as it filtered out the opening and enveloped us. We ceased our hacking to take a breather. I sighed. I was anxious to get to the good part: going in the hole. Yesterday I had crawled in, but I hadn’t been able to see a thing, it was so dark in there. Now we had a flashlight, and I was just itching to get down and dirty. I zipped up my coat.

				“All right, I’m goin’ in,” I announced to Adam, who was sticking his nose into the opening. He pulled his face back, and I slithered in with no delays.

				“Watch out for bears,” he joked.

				Inside the tunnel I flicked on my flashlight, illuminating the darkness. Peering at the walls, I was slightly disappointed, now that I could see everything. Before I saw what the inside really looked like, I could decide for myself what was in there, whatever fit my whimsy. But here was a cramped tunnel, empty, with the exception of a few piles of stale rabbit droppings. I found the reality of it inadequate, until I pointed the weak beam of my flashlight over to the right. There, before my eyes, was another hole! Calling out to Adam about my find, I wriggled through the gap. With moderate caution, I briefly glanced at the walls and ceiling that were directly above and beside me. Then I proceeded to explore the unknown beyond my flashlight beam, all the while narrating my progress to Adam.

				“I’m more than half-way in now,” I observed. “And the ceiling’s higher, but not by much. I found a stick.”

				“Oh! I call it!” Adam broke in.

				Aw shoot! I thought. Around here, once somebody calls something, it’s theirs, no questions asked. To argue would be considered high treason. I was continuing my description when something tickled my cheek. All the while chattering on, I casually reached up to scratch myself where the quiver was located, when a long, thin leg appeared over my right eye. My talking ceased; I froze, then let out a shriek, swatting the daddy-longleg to the ground.

				“Yeah, right, Cassie, I know you’re trying to scare me,” Adam accused.

				“No,” I started to explain, all the while waving the flashlight around, trying to locate where the spider had landed. “No, Adam.” My voice no longer working, my eyes grew larger, larger, until my lungs sucked in a large gasp. There, in my beam of light, was such a swarm of daddy-longlegs crawling on top of each other, the floor of the cave appeared to be moving. Like a tidal wave of little legs, they flooded the cavern. The walls sweated huge masses of the little varmints, and they dropped from the ceiling like a monsoon rainfall.

				Finally my impulses returned to me; I screamed again and commenced kicking and thrashing. I had to get out. Now! Squeezing my eyes shut, I scrambled backwards into the main passageway. Adam was peeking into the opening of the tunnel as I was about to explode into the beautiful world. He had jerked his head away just in time as I shot out like a bullet from a gun. Then, all tense, I attempted to explain, but could only manage to sputter and stutter, “Daddy-longlegs. everywhere. they were. I saw.”

				Adam was staring at me like I was nuts, an unconvinced look on his face. Suddenly his expression changed to horror. And he was pointing to my hat. My senseless babbling came to an abrupt halt. He didn’t have to say a word. I knew.

				Through clenched teeth, I said very slowly, distinctly, “Get. Them. Off.” Then with a sudden surge of energy, I shrieked, “Get ‘em off! Get ‘em off!

				Adam sprang into action. The next five minutes consisted of us screaming and swatting anything that moved on either one of us. Finally, I panted, “Well, that was. interesting!”

				Adam snorted and exclaimed, “Interesting? That was gross!”

				To put it mildly, I thought. As we headed back to civilization I asked, “So. still scared of bears?”

				Adam shook his head vigorously. “No way. Give me bears any day!”

				I had to agree.

			

			
				10th–12th grade Honorable Mention

				Boldly Going Where No Man Has Gone Before 
By Kayla Fisher

				(Names have been changed to protect the guilty.)

				Because we both have ADHD, my older brother, Daniel, and I are like overcharged electrons when we hang out together. I imagine that as soon as we disappear down the driveway in his old red truck our mom drops to her knees and prays fervently, not just for our safety, but also for the safety of the people who encounter us. It’s not that we’ve hurt anyone.yet. It’s more.well.let’s just say that neither one of us is willing to settle for a normal, boring Saturday. An example of this would be the time we decided to investigate the CC Church building.

				“What’s behind that door?” I asked Daniel.

				“Steps that go up to an unfinished attic,” he answered. “You wanna check it out?”

				“Yeah,” I said, with uncertainty. “But the sign on the door says, ‘Keep Out’.”

				“That’s not meant for us, Sadie. That’s for people who wouldn’t know how to behave up there. I’m a plumber. I’m in places like that all the time,” he reasoned.

				In the face of such logic, how could I refuse? Even so, we glanced around before opening the door, just in case somebody was watching who wouldn’t know that we were entirely eligible to snoop upstairs. Then, one at a time, we snuck in, securing the door shut behind us. With mischievous grins, Daniel and I scuttled upstairs to a huge room with tools and planks of wood strewn about a plywood floor. Doorways cut into sheetrock led to cubby holes used for church storage. Three windows low to the floor peered into the gym down below.

				Without hesitation, we both dashed into each cubby hole to investigate all the junk. Unfortunately, it was mostly plastic flowers and holiday decorations. Disgusted at finding yet another storage chamber filled with Christmas wreaths and Easter lilies, I almost missed a set of steps leading upward. Even though there were no more than five steps, I couldn’t see the top because it was darker than inside a man’s bowels. I opened my mouth to yell, ‘hey, Dan, look what I found!’, but before I could utter a word, Daniel called, “Sadie! Cub Scouts alert!”

				I panicked. Whirling around, I tried to run, but my brain was screaming random directions. Go left! No, go right! Hurry! Run!

				Because my brain was in an uproar of chaos and confusion, I was entrusted with the task of saving myself without its guidance. Like a drunken man, I thrust my right foot forward. Then my left foot charged ahead, smashing into my right leg. My arms shot out, clawing the air. I had crash-landed in one of the cardboard boxes when I became aware of someone lurking at the doorway. My head snapped up. It was only Daniel. Whew, I thought (my brain was in order again).

				“What are you doing?” Daniel exploded.

				“You said the Cub Scouts were coming! I replied, exasperated.

				“Dude, they’re in the gym. I saw them through the windows.”

				“Ohhh.”

				“Come on,” he whispered, “let’s go spy on them.”

				We snuck out of the cubby hole and crept to the windows. Peering out, we watched them play dodge ball. As we were laughing at a kid who, when dodging a flying ball, had obliviously tackled a boy next to him, we were interrupted by the sound of a door creaking open. The door at the base of the stairs.

				We paused and looked at each other, uneasiness evident on both our faces.

				Clump, clump, clump. Someone was coming upstairs! As soon as we heard the first ‘clump,’ our uneasiness fired up to sheer terror! Before my brain could malfunction, we leaped to our feet like the brave knights we are and ran for our lives into the nearest cubby hole. I glanced around wildly, my curls flying every which-way, when my eyes fell on the stubby staircase.

				“There!” I hissed, pointing. Daniel lunged ahead, grasping my arm like a vise, and shot up the stairs. It really was darker than inside a man’s bowels up there! I couldn’t even see Daniel, who was right next to me.

				“Don’t move a muscle,” Daniel whispered, “and if you see someone down there, 

				they can’t see us because it’s too dark up here.”

				Clump, clump, clump. Our pursuer was at the top of the stairs now. Clump, clump. Closer. Clump, clump. I could feel perspiration breaking out on my forehead. Clump! “Ah-ha!” I jumped at the sound of a man’s deep voice. He found us! I thought. I squeezed my eyes shut.

				“There’s my hammer!”

				HAMMER! my brain exclaimed. He was looking for a hammer?!

				Clump, clump. The clumping started up again, this time carrying the man farther away from us. Daniel and I waited until we couldn’t hear the man any more before stumbling down the steps out of the cubby hole and down the stairs that led to the attic door. We slunk through the door and walked nonchalantly (whistling, hands in pockets, looking everywhere but at other people) out of the church and to the truck. Once in the truck, we exploded with laughter.

				“That was so awesome!”

				“You should have seen the look on your face when you heard that guy coming up the stairs!”

				After a while, we finally calmed down (to a degree), and Daniel said solemnly, “I guess we learned our lesson.”

				I nodded in agreement. “Yeah. what did we learn?”

				“That we should work for the CIA,” he exclaimed. We laughed again.

			

			
				10th–12th grade Honorable Mention

				Crush 
By David Martishev

				When you were young your first crush probably had two arms, two legs, and a head. Well, my first love had four tires, a steering wheel, and an engine. Yep, you guessed it; a 2006 Es Honda Rancher. Boy, were our feelings like no other. I took her out any time I had a chance. She and I went everywhere when I was young; sometimes we would just take a ride at fifty miles an hour just to feel the cold breeze go through our hair. Well in her case, her hair would probably be the green paint. 

				Well I might have exaggerated a bit about my feelings for the bike but I know one thing, it was my girlfriend when I was a young teenager. That bike probably had the most influence on my life. Without that Rancher I would have never met my friends and wouldn’t have had a blast when I was young. Mostly I took out that bike on Sundays to go to my friends’ house. It was my one and only type of transportation.

				The bike didn’t only give me my good friends but it also gave me my adventure. One of those adventures was trapping; my only joy when I was about twelve or thirteen. Trapping gave me so much adrenaline it was unbelievable. For example, crossing a river where the water is flowing over the rack of the bike. Also knowing if we flip in the cold river, our chances surviving the cold weather were pretty much slim to none. To tell you the truth, I sometimes even had nightmares about flipping in the river and freezing to death. That was only one of the many things that made trapping very exciting. 

				In a way this bike thought me some discipline. Every time I took the Rancher out I was given strict orders from my dad to bring it home at seven pm sharp, anytime later than that there were consequences. Also, during the week if I didn’t do my chores my parents threatened me by telling me that I will not be able to take out my bike. This made me put my butt in fifth gear and clean the house and cook food better than Martha Stewart. 

				Yeah, it’s amazing how a single bike can impact your life. After giving me a great time and my wild thrills, I have to let my old Rancher go and give her the John Deer letter and move on to another more powerful machine. Now my ex-girlfriend sits in the garage begging for new cylinders, new brake pads, and new bearings, but I have accepted that she is just getting old and it’s time for me to let her go and try doing it without a tear in my eye.

			

			
				Open / Adult WINNER

				Boxes 
By Megan Spurkland

				When I was in fifth grade, my mother brought me into Uminski’s department store to buy my first training bra. I remember being embarrassed as she looked through the spinning rack of underwear that was politely encased in small cardboard boxes. Eighteen years later I found myself in a white dress, not wearing a bra, and getting married to June Uminski’s grandson. Last night, I found myself sitting on my floor at 4 in the morning, weeping as I read Bud Uminski’s careful handwriting in a letter to his grandmother. My husband had been asleep for six hours already while I found myself in the middle of a growing circle of empty cardboard boxes, tiny newspaper clippings, old letters, Catholic funeral service cards, cashed checks from the Bank of Kodiak, fuzzy sepia pictures and the occasional pair of wire-rimmed eyeglasses or naturalization papers from Russia.

				Bud Uminski was born in 1914 in Racine, Wisconsin. When he was in his fifties, he asked his mother’s sister, Aunt Jennie, about the hour of his birth. She replied, “All I remember is that we went to the Grand theater that night…I think you were born during the night, as you were there in the morning.” Before coming to Alaska on a steamship in 1939, Bud wrote to a man in Homer to inquire about the possibility of making a living here. The man’s name was H.K. (Pa) Allen, and on March 10, 1938, he answers Bud.

				Well, it all depends on the man, and more so, than the country as to wether he can make a living, here in Alaska or not … this is a frontear country, and if one don’t want to rough it he had better stay out, no shows, no Electric lights, no paved streets or side walks, very little roads of any kind, but we are building, dirt roads, as fast as possible … Yes if you come to this part of Alaska I would advise taking a homestead, here is quite a lot of good ¼ sections close in still open.

				A second letter on May 10, 1939 from Pa Allen warns Bud that they are having a late spring and that snow is still on the ground. Bud rode the steamship up in June, and writes a letter home on August 20, 1939.

				Dear Grandma and Aunt Jenny,

				It was so nice to receive such a long letter from you, so full of news and interest of just the people I’d like to know about. It is rather hard being away from all your old friends, but your letter brought all of you to this very room, so you see how glad I am to hear from you. 

				You wished me luck in getting a job and it stuck to me, I had quite a nice position at a salmon cannery this season. The salmon run lasted only a little over four weeks, but we earned over 50 dollars a week. The cannery was located on a small mountainous island called Snug Harbor. We were a mile from the mainland where the mountains rose high into the sky in an endless chain, the vegetation is scrubby because of the hard winters but this summer it was hot and the grass, flowers, and berry bushes grew to an immense size. Red and yellow salmon berries could be gotten by the gallons. 

				I was picking berries atop high cliffs overlooking the ocean, with birds flying around you so thick they almost blotted out the sun. The white sea pidgeon nest on the cliffs by the thousands. I have seen big rock slides kill hundreds of these baby birds in their nest. We brought in a few crippled ones and made pets of them.

				Since returned to Homer from Snug Harbor I have been looking around for a homestead to file on. I found a beautiful place on a high ridge where one can see for almost a hundred miles around, in facing the east one can see to the high snow capped Alaska range, with its many pale blue ice glaciers, the south view overlooks Ketchican Bay and the Seward Mts, to the west is the most beautiful view, the two largest active volcanoes in Alaska, they are over one hundred miles away and you can see the red smoke shoot up from here. To the west you can see the small fishing boats on Cook Inlet coming into Homer. To the north you can see green meadows and timber of the Interior. I wrote to the Land Office at Anchorage to see if this land is available. It if is I shall file on one hundred and sixty acres. 

				This fall I intend to build myself a two room cabin, I have helped build cabins here so I believe I know enough about it to build my own … One of the fellows is going to town so I will close and have him mail your letter …

				Hoping to hear from you

				Bud

				Bud went on to build a cabin, and then build a bigger one. He took pictures of his beautiful young bride cutting wood with a swede saw and milking goats in the winter. There are brown envelopes full of pictures of June holding their newborn baby, pulling her along in a Carnation milk box strapped to a sled, and pushing her in a wheelbarrow down the beach at low tide. He painted with a passion, collected with a passion, traveled the world and learned Polish in order to track down his ancestors. He wrote his name in every book he owned and kept every birthday card his mother sent him. 

				My life has stopped while I have learned about his. The salmon are coming back in less than a month and I need to fix my generator exhaust and replace my fishhold hatches and put in a new radio. Yet, all I want to do, and all I am doing is sitting on the floor in the middle of papers and boxes. I make new discoveries every night while my husband sleeps in the other room, and I carefully arrange my new treasures on the table for him to find in the morning. A mysterious diamond ring. The check he wrote for $16 to pay for the homestead. His birth announcement in his mother’s writing. 

				I am in the last of the boxes now, and my journey is almost done. We have dreams of our own cabin, and plans to buy our own land less than a mile away from his original homestead. We stand on the land, peering through the trees and imagining how fabulous the view will be from the porch. I learn from his clippings that one acre of view property used to be a thousand dollars in 1950. Soon we will be too dirty from working on the boat to touch the precious and fragile letters anymore, and we will load up everything and take it to the storage unit and proceed with our lives. I have only had a few weeks with Bud, and it has taught me so much about the man who is softly snoring while I rustle through papers and cry on the living room floor. I wonder who it will be that finds my boxes someday. I hope I can leave them some mysteries and good pictures, and I have started writing my name inside my books. 

			

			
				Open / Adult Honorable Mention

				Old Age and a Happy Life 
By Gail Sorensen

				To have a happy life, raise a child, plant a tree, write a book. This old cliché has proven true for me. I’ve given birth and raised children. I’ve planted trees. I’ve written books.

				First, I’d like to discuss giving birth and raising children. As a nurse, I confess to being angry when the young father-to-be thought his job was done nine months earlier at the precise moment his wife conceived. Without shame, I hoped he’d ultimately get stuck with many full diapers.

				When young, I though I’d like a family of six boys. I gave birth to three sons. Those three sons have now give me three splendid daughters-in-law and six grandchildren. Getting half of what we think we want is a great blessing.

				I’ve planted many trees. Some of them are the birch trees in Homer’s Pratt Museum garden. Years ago, I also helped my husband plant a windbreak of jack pines on our Minnesota farm. That windbreak is now a refuge for pheasants, grouse and deer. It also harbors mosquitoes and wood ticks, but it’s better to forget that. Planting trees is a labor of love.

				Writing for me is a pleasure. I have not written a best seller. I don’t sell my books. I don’t copyright my books. I give them away. As an EMT instructor, I wrote an EMT textbook and used it in my classes. There was no monetary reward for me. My reward was that the students learned from my book and thought it was fun. Wisdom from my old age is that people learn better if they are having fun.

				Because I’m old, is it possible that my words might be more valuable than those of a young, well-educated geriatric specialist? I like to think so. He may be a bright young whippersnapper, but he doesn’t know the world of the aged. He’s never been old. Writing instructors stress that we should write about what we know.

				I wonder how many octogenarians write. Age age eight-four, I have trouble operating the tools of the writers’ trade. I hit the wrong keys on the keyboard. Sometimes, I can’t find my jack knife so I can sharpen a pencil.

				Writing is self-indulgence for me. Right now, I could was the dirty dishes in the sink or bake some cookies. Instead I choose to string words on paper.

				I forget things. Where did I put my keys? Did I turn the stove off? (I hate burning up the teakettle.) Many memories are locked within the neurons of my brain. The pathways to my youth are strongest. In my mind, I can still picture the road that lead to my one-room country schoolhouse. Traveling back in time makes me happy.

				Sometimes, I can’t remember what I did yesterday or this morning. I’m unsteady on my feet. Often I need a steadying hand. I don’t hear will. After saying “huh” three times, I just give up. I need glasses for reading (and writing). Every day I bless the eye doctor who put artificial lenses in my eyes.

				I live alone, but I’m not lonely. I play the radio loudly or not at all. I drum on my drum, and I don’t care if the time is twelve noon or twelve midnight.

				Old people are often treated as if they don’t know much and can’t do anything. Should we forget our pride and accept the help people offer? I appreciate their help, but I’d rather be more independent.

				My aged friends are all like me. We wonder: Did I take my medicine? And then darn, darn, darn. I can’t get this childproof pill bottle open. Darn the arthritis in my hands. Darn the pill bottle. DAMN!

				I repeat things over and over and over and over. Listening to me is trying. After awhile people tune me out because they already know what I’m going to say, or think they do.

				So how can an old person be happy?

				I’ve found that personalities don’t change. A sourpuss in younger years will be a sourpuss still. If you’ve been happy-go-lucky, you’ll still be happy-go-lucky.

				I was once the nursing supervisor in a nursing home. Adelia, age eighty, still liked the men. When Fred walked down the hall, she’d open her door and pull him into her room. Not only that. Fred didn’t object. I don’t know what they did after they closed the door. In our home, we respected their privacy.

				I’m grateful that my Maker allowed me to raise children, plant trees and write books. My life has been full. Yours can be too. To sum up, old people can be happy if they decide to be happy. It’s that simple.

				Life is good at every age. So set your goals. Fill your plate and enjoy.

			

			
				Open / Adult Honorable Mention

				Bound for Akutan 
By Joan Dodd

				Noted for its frequent storms, with powerful winds sometimes registering over one hundred miles an hour, the Aleutian Islands hold the well-deserved title, Birthplace of Storms. In mid-May, 1965, a seventy-five year old wooden boat, the Robert Eugene, set sail from Seattle and headed for Akutan Island in the Aleutians, off the Alaska Peninsula in the North Pacific. The ninety-five foot ancient craft had been leased by three inexperienced would-be ranchers to make the hazardous journey, heavily laden with almost five hundred farm animals. The animals had already completed the first leg of their journey by truck from Montana to the Seattle dock.

				With very little farming or ranching experience among us, my husband, Charlie, our friend Hans, and I followed our dream of raising sheep plus other farm animals in the Aleutians. We had lived in the islands for a few years so were familiar with the severe storms and isolation, and felt it was a more wholesome life for our two children, Becky, eight, and Malcolm, five.

				We leased the Robert Eugene and outfitted the deep hold with multiple pens three tiers deep with boards attached to the sides to serve as ladders for going deep into the hold when we brought water and hay to the animals. Besides four hundred sheep, Charlie and Hans loaded fifteen heifers, a bull, two horses, some goats and chickens, plus a large quantity of supplies, including bags of feed, hay, and building materials. Much of the cargo was piled on the narrow decks, lashed down and covered with tarps, leaving minimal room for maneuvering through the outside walkway. 

				Besides the three of us and the two children on board, there was the skipper, who had many years of experience sailing the North Pacific, the first mate, the boat owner and his family. 

				It was smooth sailing from Seattle to Kodiak. A feeding and watering routine was worked out among the three of us and one of the owner’s children. The boat stopped at Kodiak Island where we picked up a pregnant Australian sheep dog. 

				The seas continued to be calm as we took off from Kodiak and headed into open water, going around Kodiak Island into the Gulf of Alaska, far from land. Because of the live cargo the skipper had elected not to take her through the shorter but more treacherous Shelikof Straight, notorious for its powerful, frequent storms and boiling seas. 

				As we glided smoothly into the open waters, it seemed a good choice. But as we rounded the south end of the island, no longer in sight of land, we encountered a churning mass of ominous dark clouds. The winds escalated quickly to gale-force strength as the blackened skies suddenly poured out torrential rains. Too far from shelter, we could not turn back. We were caught in the middle of the storm. Our only option was to weather it out.

				The winds approached sixty-five knots, tossing us about with alarming force. Spray crashed over the bow, drenching us with water as the bow of the Robert Eugene rose high in the air on the crest of thirty to forty foot waves. Moving about on the narrow deck space was hazardous, while the rain hit our faces like needles as we tried to push forward against the powerful winds, attempting to remain upright. 

				My two children were confined to the relative safety of their bunks below deck, while I took my turn with the others, caring for almost five hundred animals. We worked in shifts to feed and water the stock for what turned out to be thirty-six nonstop, exhausting, terrifying hours. I’d experienced storms of this magnitude in previous years, while in these waters, but never for more than eight hours, nor in a boat that first saw service around 1890!

				As I neared the pens when it was my turn to help with the animals, I could hear the cows bellowing loudly above the din of the raging storm, expressing their fear and misery as they were tossed about endlessly. 

				The overwhelming stench of ammonia was hard to endure as I entered the sheep pens, but it was impossible to clean them as I struggled to keep my footing while trying to throw hay to the terrified animals as they crowded around me, eyes bulging wildly from their sockets. I had to work fast before they could get behind me, blocking my escape route. I struggled to throw the hay as far from me as possible, to avoid getting crushed or trampled.

				After completing my shift, I returned exhausted to my bunk to try to rest, but there was none to be had. I lay there in my drenched clothes, clinging to the ladder attached to the side of the bunk to keep from being tossed onto the floor, as the crashing force of the mammoth waves sent the boat swiftly over on her side, throwing everything into chaos, only to right herself just as rapidly. But before any order could be restored, she’d lunge violently far over onto her other side, pausing momentarily before repeating the seemingly endless cycle that went on and on hour after hour. Lying in the bunk, I watched the old wooden hull continuously separate and come together making rhythmic creaking sounds. It was like observing the lungs of the ship, an important part of its anatomy that helped keep it going, while I was thrown first into the wall on my right, then the ladder on my left in that same nonstop rhythmic pattern.

				After what seemed a very short time, it was again my turn to help with the feeding and watering. With arms aching and bruised from being tossed about in the bunk and my body chilled from my soaked heavy work clothes, I climbed back out on deck. Tired, wet, and hungry, I reached for handholds as I made my way along the crowded water-drenched path toward the ladder down to the pens. As I clung to any protrusions along the way, fearing I could be swept overboard if I lost my footing, I watched the bow of the boat plunge deep into the black waves with a crashing sound, momentarily hidden, only to soar high into the air, water pouring off her in sheets, the deck at a dangerously steep slope. The boat was being tossed in every direction, as the skipper fought to quarter the waves and avoid the more dangerous troughs that could cause us to capsize.

				Then as suddenly as the mighty storm appeared, it began to dissipate. With the seas finally calm, we surveyed the damage. It had been impossible to prepare food due to the tossing and rolling. Our main source of nourishment was crackers washed down with endless amounts of coffee from a coffee pot designed for boats in storms. When we checked the galley, it was a wreck; broken glass, grape jam, and other debris were sloshing from one end of the floor to the other. 

				We lost some supplies that had broken loose on deck and washed overboard. But the most heartbreaking loss was in the pens, where fifteen sheep had been crushed in the severe rolling. As the dead sheep were tossed overboard, I was sickened by the sound of their carcasses hitting the water. It brought back a grim reminder of the panic I felt down in the pens when I feared a similar fate as they pressed against me, heavy with wool.

				 To bring us safely through the storm, our lives depended on the skilled seamanship of the skipper and his first mate. They exhibited bravery and endurance that only experienced sailors, used to the challenges of the sea, would have the resources to draw on. To us, they were heroes.

				On June 1, 1965, on a sunny, afternoon, the Robert Eugene sailed smoothly into Akutan harbor. But for the disastrous loss of some of the livestock and some supplies, that relic of the past proved she was still able to meet the challenge of the North Pacific storms. It remained to be seen whether we could meet the formidable challenges facing us as we began our ranching adventure in the Aleutians. 

			

		

	
		
			
				FICTION

			

			
				K–3rd grade WINNER

				Bear Wants More 
By Trent Law

				Bear is driving a car

				Bear wants more

				Bear is playing the Wii

				Bear wants more

				Bear is watching TV

				Bear wants more

				Bear is licking chocolate

				Bear wants more

				Bear is playing cards

				Bear wants more

				Bear is eating fish

				Bear wants more

				Bear is playing Poke Man

				Bear wants more

				Bear is sleeping

				Bear wants more

			

			
				K–3rd grade Honorable Mention

				Pumpkin Boy and Bubble Gum Man 
By Aiden Pullman

				One day there was a diabolical, killer scientist. He got a giant piece of gum and tried to enlarge it with an X-ray 2020 that he created. It turned into Bubble Gum Man, DUN, DUN, DUN! He ran off to save the universe. While Bubble Gum Man was off saving the universe, Professor Killer Scientist was making Pumpkin Man by enlarging a pumpkin into a giant, pumpkin-headed superhero, DUN, DUN, DUN!

				The Story, Chapter 1

				As you know in the introduction, there was Pumpkin Man and Bubble Gum Man. Well, before I can tell you more about that, I have to tell you THIS story…

				Bubble Gum Man was in his cave when he heard a cry of distress. All of a sudden Trash Can Man jumped out of a dark alley and started punching him. Bubble Gum Man used his bubble strength to tie the thief up with strands of bubble gum. Trash Can Man was thwarted. 

				Next, Bubble Gum Man found someone who was tied up. It was Professor Nice Guy and he said “Thank you for untying me”. And then Bubble Gum Man said “Bye, I’m going off to save the universe”. Bubble Gum man was flying around town and then he saw Pumpkin Boy who was fighting an army of killer duds. (Duds are giant missile like objects with legs and arms and lava swords. The chief on has a sword and a shield and is a lot bigger than the rest of the duds.) He said “I will help a little more and then he shot giant balls of bubble gum at the Duds. 

				END OF CHAPTER ONE

				Chapter Two

				As in Chapter One Bubble Gum Man and Pumpkin Boy were being attacked by robot DUDs and so on and so on but before I switch oh never mind, just get with the story. Okay let’s just say that they are battling. All right skip to chapter three.

				Chapter Three 

				As you know in chapter two there wasn’t really any story. So let’s just cut to the chase and end it. 

				Chapter Four

				As you know above, not chapter three, not chapter two but in chapter one Bubble Gum Man and Pumpkin Boy, DUN, DUN, DUN, were being chased by the killer Duds, Bum Bum, Bum. The killer dud almost almost touched Bubblegum man but Bubble Gum Man shot a giant wad of Bubble gum and wrapped the bad guy up and carried him to jail.

				End of Chapter Four.

				Chapter Five

				As you know above on Chapter Four They were being chased and Bubble Gum Man caught one of the killer duds. “OH whatever, skip the chapter this is nothing like the beginning of a chapter, JEEZ!

				Chapter Six

				After Bubble Gum Man took the bad Dud to jail he and Pumpkin Boy got together and decided to join forces. No longer on their own they became one powerful force together with the entire world of bad guys fearing them. The world was safe. 

				THE END !!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

				(This story may not be appropriate for ages 3 and under)

			

			
				K–3rd grade Honorable Mention

				The Nightmare 
By Cassidy Wylde

				A bony figure appears out of the dark. It’s coming closer, I start to run, it’s getting faster. I run into an alley. Bad choice. Now, I’m trapped.\, nowhere to go, nowhere to hide. … Suddenly I wake up.

				I lay back down. Slowly I drift back to sleep. In the morning I tried to explain my dream, but just as I had started, I couldn’t speak. It felt like my body had been taken over.

				I started walking away. I try to fight it, but the force is too strong. I keep walking. I’m now in a dark alley hunched in a corner, cold and wet. It’s dark and lonely. Soon a dark bony figure appears from around the corner. I close my eyes tight, then faint.

				Hours later I wake up and see a blurry figure. I clear my eyes. It’s just my dad. He brought some food. After I got done eating, he told me to get some rest, so I fell to sleep knowing I have the love and hope of my family.

			

			
				4th–6th grade WINNER

				The Worst Play Ever 
By Emily Coble

				“Class”, Ms. Marian said, “We are going to do a play. The script will be modified from a folktale, and we will make our own props and costumes. Everyone will have their own job, and you will all be acting in the play. And yes, you will be graded on this.”

				After Ms. Marian said that we were going to be graded, a groan arose from the class that sounded like a squirrel stuck in a trombone (long story there.) We decided on a story called The Princes and the Dragon. 

				It went something like this: three princes go on a quest to fight a fearsome dragon that was terrorizing the kingdom. But to get to the dragon, they have to cross The Bridge Of Doom, and pass a witch’s invisible castle. But the witch imprisons two of the princes and makes the third prince get water from the Pool of Gold, which is guarded by a winged lion. After the prince gets the water, the witch lets the other two out and they fight the dragon. And they win. The End. 

				Ms. Marian said that we had to write the script before anything else, but I knew the play would fail when Ms. Marian assigned the worst speller in class to write the script. As a result, my script read like this: 

				Prints Won: this brekkrust ov sossojes iz maagnifecent.

				Prints Too: How kan u konsentrat on fuod wen te feersum draggin iz on te lose?

				Prints Won: I’m sory, butt tese sossojes r maagniifisent.

				Prints Three: Stop karring on, u to. Wee hav enuf too worry aabout.

				And so on.

				Ms. Marian had us build the set after the script was finished. So then we made the prison that the witch keeps the princes in. It was made of Popsicle sticks with a door made out of rocks. I did not think it was going to hold. Also, the Bridge of Doom was made of a couple boards nailed together with rocks, sequins, and vines glued onto it.

				I did not think it would hold either.

				But my hopes were high for the winged lion costume, which was going to be made of an old faux fur coat with a mane made out of a feather boa. As it turned out, the feather boa was pink. The coat was ratty, matted, and puce. The wings were fine, except one was a bat wing and one was a gauzy pink fairy wing.

				I thought also the dragon would be a success, though. It was made of slinky green velvet, with a frightening dragon face and a huge wingspan. It also had glowing eyes that actually blinked and a thumping tail.

				At the play, I could see a lot of people were there, including the district drama teacher. I wondered what she was doing there. During the play, all went smoothly until the prison scene. The witch banged the door of the prison. BANG! The door fell over.

				“Now you must umm, you must umm…”she said.

				“Bring water from the Pool of Gold!” the prince hissed frantically in the witch’s ear.

				“I was getting to that! Sheesh.” The witch said.

				Also, the Bridge of Doom collapsed as the princes stepped on it. Then the third prince went to fight the winged lion. As the lion charged, its bat wing was catapulted off its frame. As the lion reared up, its wire bat wing frame hanging off it like some kind of odd belt, its fairy wing ripped with the sound of an elephant putting on blue jeans.

				“Curtain!” the prince called.

				Five minutes later, a brave prince did battle with a fierce lion heavily reinforced with duct tape.

				The final dragon scene was also comical. In the script, the dragon was supposed to charge around the stage, looking fierce. But as the dragon was running, one person stopped to tie his shoe and everyone tripped over him. Then, as the dragon was floundering about, the princes came on stage. 

				“Methinks the dragon is not so fearsome, brothers!” he called. “One look and we defeated him!”

				“Curtain!” somebody called.

				Everyone was laughing about the play; until we remembered that we were graded on it. You may think that we didn’t get a very good grade on this. Actually, we got a B for trying. And besides that, we won first place in our whole school district for Drama: Best Comedy. Now there is a trophy in the school trophy case with our names on it, but I still don’t think we’ll be assigned another play again in a hurry.

			

			
				4th–6th grade Honorable Mention

				Raven’s Language 
By Briea Gregory

				Chickadee couldn’t help but have negative feelings toward the foreign exchange student, Raven. Last gym, Mr. Bill, the Phys. Ed. Teacher, had asked Chickadee to partner the new boy. 

				“Trust me,” he said to her as he handed them their ball, “it’ll give you a whole lot of experience.”

				But all it did was give Chickadee another excuse to dislike him. Because he didn’t understand any English at all, Raven hadn’t even realized when he was out and had shouted something so loud in whatever language he spoke, Mr. Bill had become curious, and when he gets curious, I can tell you that it’s bad.

				When she got home, Chickadee decided to look through her mom’s library for the fun of it, get rid of some of her anger, hopefully. Looking back, the first hour was an unrememorable blur. But after a while, everything in Chickadee’s life changed.

				As Chickadee entered the dictionary section, she noticed a book that was called Translating the Language of the Birds of Black: Crows, Ravens, and Blackbirds.

				Chickadee’s brain went into overload. This was what she needed to help Raven learn English! Pulling it down and riffling through it, she spotted the word Raven had used in gym. According to the book, it was something like, “ What the heck!?!”

				Smiling, Chickadee slid the book in her backpack. The heavy book thunked unceremoniously to the backpack’s dark bottom.

				Next day…

				Chickadee was at the school before everyone else was. She noticed when Raven came up to the school , whizzing along on his bike. If there was one thing Raven was good at, Chickadee would have to admit, it was bike-riding. She quickly took a peek in the translator and found the word for “hello”. She quickly said it to Raven.

				Raven blinked: he evidently had not expected that, but he replied respectfully.

				Chickadee beckoned him over. Thank goodness he understood and came over. They spent the whole time before the first bell reading and translating from the translator. Raven didn’t learn very fast, but that wasn’t important right now. What was important was…well maybe it was important! Oh well…

				Raven didn’t talk at all during class. As usual. But at the end of class, Raven came up to Chickadee, very hesitantly, as if he had rehearsed it but was afraid of the results. He took a deep breath and said his first word in English:

				“Thanks.”

				Chickadee grinned and nodded. Raven’s face lit up like a Christmas tree at finding out he had said it right, and he grinned too.

				As the year progressed, Raven learned more English. Any new kid had no idea that Raven was a foreign exchange student (not counting his odd accent) until he told them! After every encounter, Raven would come up to Chickadee and say, “Thanks.”

				And Chickadee would reply “You’re welcome.” 

			

			
				4th–6th grade Honorable Mention

				The Last Ghost 
By Audrey Russell

				The graveyard gets strange at 12 midnight, all shadowy, with a full moon every night. The wind howls, the door of that old house nearby opens! and shuts, opens! and shuts. The scariest thing, however, is (in my opinion) me. Most call me ghost; I don’t prefer that term. Call me Your Fantabulous Majesty! Okay, call me Graveling. Much more class than Ghost. So anyways, I’m the last one left. I know it’s strange, but way back, a long time ago, all the ghosts died in a horrific tragedy, when the dinosaurs died. The eldest one lived. I am the first and last ghost. This is my story.

				It happened when she saw me. A girl walked by at eleven-thirty.She stopped abruptly, whirled to face me, and said, “Hi, ghost.” I am a Graveling with high dignity! I happen to know nobody has seen me for hundreds of centuries. Not only that, but she saw my face, too, the shocked look. “ I know. But one part of my family has been able to talk to and see ghosts for years, only the twelfth daughter of the twelfth daughters.

				I am Leigh Spirit, and you must be the Last Ghost.”

				Oh no, the prophecy! Ten thousand years ago, a prophecy haunted the world; I was the only one to see it. 

				The ghoul and girl

				Shall find the key

				To break the cage

				Free harmony

				But lest the evils

				Haunt the earth

				Thus one shall fail

				For all she’s worth

				You see, I know that I am the only “ghoul” left, in a world with animals and plants and seas and people and all sorts of things. I am the ghoul of the prophecy. Leigh must be the girl. We might decide not to find the key, not freeing harmony, so one of us doesn’t fail, living happily ever after. But finding the key, freeing harmony might be worth failure. I have made up my mind. I clear my throat; I have not spoken in centuries. I say, “ Leigh, you might be the girl of the prophecy that lurked around the earth ten 1 thousand years ago. “ She tapped her foot impatiently. “ So what is the prophecy?” I told it to her. “Cool,” she said. “ I’ll meet you at the graveyard tomorrow at 12 noon so we can find the key. By the way, what’s your name” “Oh, call me Graveling. You can go now, though, to your house.”” Whatever you say. Goodbye.” Tomorrow we would look for the key! 

				End of Chapter One

				The next day, Leigh met me. It was so hot outside I practically precipitated. I found a bit of the prophecy that had clung to my grave all those years. It said, Yes! You have decided to fulfill the prophecy! There are other pieces of it. One follows:

				The tallest waters hold the key

				The key to free

				All harmony

				The tallest waters… Leigh told me the highest waters were in New York-many, many miles from here. A boat that went from London to New York-that might work well.

				We booked it (to take it with Mrs. Spirit) and a week later, we finally saw a giant green lady with a big torch and a spiky head - “It’s the Statue of Liberty,” Leigh told me, and finally a big sign with an apple on it. Mrs. Spirit didn’t know about the whole prophecy delio - or even that I was on the boat! How lucky was it that Mrs. Spirit had decided to take her daughter on a work trip? Leigh is such a good liar, too, she got Mrs. Spirit to take us to Niagara Falls - “ You know, Mom, my dream destination has always been the Falls, and since we’re here...” 

				Anyways, Mrs. Spirit took us there. I like that sound, ni-ag-a-ra. When we arrived, we got to take a long bridge, going so close some people got to touch the harshly flowing water. There was a shine in the water, right inside what the guide called Horseshoe Falls, and (how do you stupid explain it ) a gleaming sound? So Leigh asked the guy if she could touch it too - “ Sure thing, sweetie!” and reached out for the key. When she reached out she grabbed onto something and pulled - can you believe - solid ice.

				End of Chapter Two

				Awesome! I found another prophecy bit. Congratulations! You have found the key hidden in Horseshoe Falls. Now this another prophecy.

				Souls are trapped and locked away.

				The cage is near, you might portray.

				Earth, hell, and heaven locked inside

				The voice of the world right by your side.

				“The cage is near. How near do you think?” pondered Leigh as we sat together contemplating the message. “Maybe in the graveyard, or maybe somewhere in town. At least in the county. We should look in the graveyard. Don’t worry about dead bodies in some of the graves; ghosts are just born ghosts under a grave. No body.” “Heck, we could just do some grave-digging. In almost all of them, starting from the front left of the graveyard. And yes, I see your stone is blank. We could just look under blank stones.” The first one from the front left had an inscription. This person was murdered. But the next one over was blank. All we found under here was dirt, though. We inspected every tombstone for empty space, and if it was blank, we dug. No luck. There was just a few left. One was where Marie Antoinette was buried! I wondered what she was doing in London. The next was blank, but we found a dead garter snake. There was now officially 2 left. The next one was mine! We dug. By now, Leigh was pretty muddy. 

				Sure enough, under it was an enormous golden birdcage, with a jade lock. Leigh fished around in that orange backpack she always carries around, and pulled out the ice key, dripping inside its plastic Ziploc baggie. She plunged it inside. Too bad we didn’t have dramatic John Williams music played by a full orchestra. The final countdown to release harmony had begun. Out popped all the ghosts of the past. It was time for one of us to fail. 

				End of Chapter Three

				Some I smiled at, talked to. Others I gave the evil eye, just like regular people that regular people hate, but they were glad to see each other, those evil-eyers. So we were all laughing and talking— “Hey, long time, no see!” “Where were you, graveling?” and all the ghosts were introduced to Leigh, of course-when suddenly thunder crashed. “Mortal and immortals! How dare you”!” A harshly beautiful voice exclaimed coldly. We all looked up. Looming over us was a (harshly beautiful) lady, taller than the mountain she was behind. Paler even than Leigh, she had raven hair pulled into a bun high on her head. That mouth, in a permanent frown, made me think of someone. I knew. “Korona!” I yelled. My friends nodded. “In the age of those huge lizards, the goddess Korona thought she should be the only immortal,” said a ghost I recognized as Spirita, the wisest of our kind. “ She trapped us in a cage, throwing the ice key into Niagara Falls, hoping it would shatter or melt. That was the Key of Immortal Ice, never being able to melt. I sent those prophecies, hoping you would fulfill them. Not the first one, though. I still don’t know who will fail.” “You will, if I can help it! You sent the eldest ghosts AND most powerful one, and that girl, to rescue you. You wanted ghosts AND humans AND gods to be equal. Gods are the most powerful, so we should have earth .But back to failing. You will.” Before I could stop her, Korona raised a fist, lightning and rain pouring out, directly onto Spirita. The prophecy was finished. And so was my friend, the Wise One. Spirita was dead.

				End of Chapter Four

				“Never,” a voice from much higher than the sky, “Shall you kill a ghost just for dictatorship and get away with it. You will be tormented in the future, for I know your fatal flaw. Vain. You want to be best. You aren’t. I know someone brave. Powerful. Smart. Kind. Unlike you.” Everyone knows that the one thing gods can’t survive the “one things” from other species, you know, the thing that really gets you ticked. Some people, if they’re afraid of something, that’s it. Some people, if they’re not good at something, that’s it. For the goddess Korona, she knew it was her fatal flaw. Vain. She flew down, shivering, glaring at us. We knew where she was headed; Tartarus, the original torture chamber. Leigh and us ghosts heard a voice sprinkle down like rain into the graveyard, “The person is you.” 

				The End

				(or not-who knows when Korona returns?)

			

			
				7th–9th grade WINNER

				Maggie 
By Lindsey Schneider

				All the anger Michael had inside of him came pouring out at that stupid shrink. “Like you care!” he shouted at the startled psychotherapist. “You couldn’t give a darn about any thing that’s happened to me! All you care about is your next paycheck from who knows where, from a job you’re not even doing!” The psychotherapist seemed to have recovered from his outburst. She swallowed and said in what she must have thought was a soothing voice, “Michael I know that your parents would have wanted you to learn how to control your anger.” 

				Michael felt a different feeling rise up in him, an ache that seemed to tear at his heart. “In case you haven’t noticed, my parents are dead! How would you know anything that they would have wanted? You know nothing! His voice broke as the grief inside of him overpowered his anger. With that he stormed out the door. 

				The hallway outside of the shrink’s office was deserted. Pictures of cuddly puppies and children holding hands decorated the walls. The blackboard style plaques beside the doors stated the name and occupation of the person in a font like childish handwriting that was obviously supposed to give the place a homely, cheerful atmosphere; it wasn’t working. The lady had been asking for it, Michael thought to himself. Always sugary sweet, like she was talking to a baby, an ignorant baby that didn’t know anything. The psychotherapist treated his parents like they were nothing but a childish daydream; a daydream that was getting between him and his “happy thoughts”. 

				She had badgered him for days, ever since his foster parents sent him here. How naive they were for thinking anything could be solved with a visit to the psychotherapist! Michael looked down. He was surprised to see that his legs were moving him towards the main entrance, as if someone else had taken over his limbs. He found himself in the main waiting room next to the front door. Once you were here, there was nothing to do but seat yourself down in one of the perfectly stuffed armchairs and hope for the best. A secretary usually sat at the large wooden desk to announce your doom, but the only object on the desk was an open appointment book.

				Jackie Desmund, the book read. Michael recognized the name of the shrink he had been visiting for the last month. 4 o ‘clock: Michael Foreman profile; Anger management issues due to death of parents Daniel and Maggie Foreman in car crash two years previously. Now resides with Wanda and Steve Johnson. Michael shut the book on his fingers so hard that his eyes watered. He did not want to read any more about whatever Jackie Desmond thought about him or his parents.

				“Michael?’ The voice of the psychotherapist rang down the hall. “Is that you?” Cursing silently Michael unplugged the electronic motion detector that signaled the opening of the front door, and slipped outside.

				The Mental Solutions office was at the top of a wooded hill overlooking the small city of Rosscathy. The people of Mental Solutions had insisted on having a path up the hill instead of a road. They thought that exercise helped prepare the brain for “development,” as they called it. While the doctors and therapists took the convenient “Employees Only” road leading up to the back of the building. Michael trudged down the winding path. His appointment was scheduled to end at 5:30. Since it was only 4:40, his foster parents would be wondering why he was home so early. Knowing he could not come up with a decent lie that could fool his foster mom and her beady eyes, Michael headed toward a favorite corner store. The haunt was a favorite of many of the eighth graders of Rosscathy High School. The owner didn’t ask questions, provided that you brought a copy of a movie that hadn’t come out yet or a CD that was due for release next week. 

				“Afternoon,” said the owner in a gruff voice as Michael entered the store. The counter was short, like the man who stood behind it. Michael was about to reply when someone else waved him down from the dim back of the store. 

				“Hey Michael!” the boy called. “It’s me, Trevor!” Michael hastened to the back of the store to meet him. The two were friends, having met in the fifth grade. But while Trevor was tall and gangly, Michael was on the shorter side of the spectrum. Trevor had sandy blond hair and freckles; Michael was pale under his dark hair. “What’s up?” asked Trevor.

				“The usual,” answered Michael. “Annoying foster parents and over-persistent shrinks. Sometimes I feel like nobody cares.” Michael’s eyes filled with that ice blue fire that Trevor knew so well. Trevor made a small coughing noise, averting his gaze. “You know what I mean,” Michael said earnestly. “Who knows?” shrugged Trevor. “Maybe you’ll run into something. Try going for walk. It could clear your head. But hey, see ya man.” Trevor waved goodbye and with a smooth movement swiped the release crank on the old fashioned cash register, causing the drawer to clang forward into the store owner’s nose. “You forgot my change!” he laughed before sprinting out of the store. 

				A half hour later, after hurriedly buying a candy bar after glancing at the man’s raised eyebrows and curled lip , Michael strolled homeward. It was already 5:20 and he still had a ways to go. He turned into a side street, a shortcut to his foster parent’s house. He considered it his private street, since no one else dared venture through the deserted street. Among the piles of rubble, something rustled. Michael looked around. Anything could be lurking around here, because the police cars were too wide for the narrow street. Michael quickened his pace. A tuft of dark brown hair caught the corner of his eye. 

				Someone was following him! He broke into a run glancing behind him at every turn. In his anxiety he turned right instead of left into a dead end. The shuffling, rummaging sound was coming closer. Whoever it was they took no concern to staying quiet. You could see the rubble shifting as a path of movement came closer and closer. The remains of long razed buildings piled on each side of the side of the road seemed to lean toward him, tall and menacing. A snuffling, snorting sound reached his ears. Michael looked desperately around for a way out, but there was nothing. Whatever was behind the tangle of planks and insulation, stepped into his line of vision. Crack! A yelp of surprise followed. Out of the wreckage stepped a dog! She was an Australian Shepherd, dark brown and cream. A splinter struck out of her paw.

				“So you were the one that was following me!” Michael exclaimed. “I thought it was going to be some creepy guy with a club but I guess I let my imagination run away with me.” The dog looked at him with a teasing, sarcastic expression that seemed to say, you certainly did. 

				“Here let’s get this splinter out your paw, shall we?” The shepherd’s face lit up, as if she knew what he was saying. The splinter was not a deep one, so he was able to get it out without too much trouble. The dog didn’t even wince as it came out. She just gave it a couple of licks and looked at Michael as if to say, well we can’t all have thumbs. Michael inspected her neck for a collar, a tag, anything to stifle the idea, the idea that comes to all who find a stray dog. There was none. So Michael let the idea spill out into the open air. His foster parents had always wanted a dog, but it wouldn’t be their dog. He would be Maggie’s person, and she would be his dog. “I think I’ll call you Maggie. Will you come with me?” Maggie smiled that great big doggy smile. Of course.

			

			
				7th–9th grade Honorable Mention 

				Howl 
By Sierra De Loach 

				Rule #1: Don’t judge me. 

				I didn’t ask to be a monster. It wasn’t supposed to happen. Sometimes, life just decides it doesn’t like you that day. I know what it’s like to want to be normal. I am Izzie the werewolf, and I have been like this for almost four years. Downsides: I can’t have friends, family totally ignores me, and I haven’t quite figured out how to control myself when I’m, well, inhuman. I didn’t want love to be in the way of this. I don’t want to hurt anyone. Trust me, it’s happened. So here comes

				Rule #2: Keep opinions to yourself. 

				Ok, I know this is cliché. It’s going to sound like a pretty normal boy-meets-girl story. At first, it was. It had been basic, simple, and easy as breathing. I loved him. When I was infected, it ended. I told him I couldn’t be around him anymore, blah, blah, blah. For more cliché, it was a dark but clear night on Halloween when the accident happened. 

				As a werewolf I absolutely hated him. I never knew why, just that I did. So I read up on them. Turns out that if you’re a werewolf, the things you love most when you’re human you can’t stop hating when you’re not. So I stayed away from him. He was my best friend, my love, my Zack and I was the same to him. He used to call me every night, begging me to tell him why I left. I couldn’t do it, I couldn’t hurt him like that. 

				Rule #3: If you don’t understand, leave before you get hurt. 

				There are three phases to every full moon that werewolves chance from normal and human in appearance to wolfy. This year, it was the day before, day of, and day after Halloween. Halloween, my favorite holiday, holds more value to me than just trick-or-treating. Now, I have to spend it hiding in the forests of northern Maine. So when it arrived I was stuck in the middle of a forest, more than a little ticked off. 

				I sat on the forest floor staring at the sky, watching it fade through every color of the rainbow. I watched as the sun was slowly replaced with the moon. When the sun started burning my eyes, I looked away. It’s taking so long. why can’t tonight just be over already? That’s when I heard it. 

				At first I wasn’t sure what it was. I thought it was some kind of a bird, but when I listened closer I heard my name. I recognized that voice. It was his voice, Zack’s voice, ringing clear yet still muffled and carried by the ever present wind. This must be the only place he hasn’t looked yet that’s within city limits (even though it’s miles away from town). I realized what he was singing straight away. I could hear it drifting through the trees. Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday Izzie, happy birthday to you. 

				Of course he’d remember my birthday; he’s that kind of person. I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to see him. I ran toward the sweet sound of his voice but when I saw him, I couldn’t face him. I climbed my way up the nearest tree and looked at him as he called my name over and over, sounding more desperate by the second. I can’t tell you how much human me misses him. It’s a lot more than any normal fifteen year old would miss her boyfriend. But when I looked to the sky, the moon was almost peaked. 

				I was running out of time to run away, and he was lost in a forest. Could it get any worse? Yes, in fact, it could. 

				So here’s Rule #4: Don’t ever get bitten by a werewolf. 

				I could feel the adrenaline rushing through my veins, exploding in my heart. The sensation’s intensity made my vision tint red momentarily. When I looked back toward him, I no longer loved him. 

				I hated him. 

				I hated how normal he was, and I hated the love he gave me. I hated the faith he had in me. I hated myself and my broken heart. He had to know how it felt. He had to know that his lies had been an endless suffering to my already lonely heart. I couldn’t think straight anymore. He was the prey, I was the hunter. On that fateful night all I could think was: kill. 

				I didn’t remember anything from my real self, especially not the fact that this was self- inflicted for not dealing with my problems before they were problems. If I could’ve thought, I would’ve realized that he hadn’t lied or cheated or done anything wrong. I would’ve known it wasn’t real. But it felt real. 

				I watched him that night as he lay down on the ground and cried himself to sleep. I watched as the midnight sky grew lighter. I watched until I couldn’t take it anymore. Then I lunged. 

				The kill was effortless, painless, and perfectly calibrated. It was almost movie-scene perfect. There was no sound, not even from me. I looked at him, so proud of myself. My first kill. It felt almost ironic that I’d loved him so much just to end it all in hate. I already knew that no matter how much you love someone there’s always something wrong with them, you just have to choose to ignore it. Werewolves can’t do that. 

				Rule #5: If you love someone, hate them too. 

				I know that doesn’t make sense, but every person you will ever love, there is something to hate. Maybe they’re too perfect, or mean, or depressed. But you still love them right? I did. But I didn’t remember that. I couldn’t. I sat next to the body and looked to the sky, howling in triumph, but it sounded like mourn. Why? 

				I contemplated this as I slowly rippled back to myself. You know, the human self. Not the um, non-human self. And it hit me. Hard. 

				“I killed him.” I said quietly. I barely noticed the tears streaming from my eyes. “I killed him, and he can’t come back.” But something of a memory stirred in the back of my mind... 

				Rule #6: Work fast, and work hard. 

				“That’s it!” I yelled, and the sound rang through the trees. I didn’t care if I was talking to myself anymore, there was no difference. But I knew what had happened. 

				“It’s not like I ate him or anything! He has a chance, I know he’ll make it through twelve hours! He just needs to change.” I mumbled to myself as I paced back and forth countless times and finally settled next to the body, trying to remember the ritual that brought me back from near death. 

				“I need to make him lay down right. He looks so unnatural, so broken.” I whispered quietly to no one in particular while quickly making a clear space for him to finish the change. “”Then I’ll need to cut the Mark on his hand which means I’ll need a sharp rock. Then I need to find cotton and water to clear the wound.” I had to talk to myself to focus on something other than the blood streaming for the open wound at the base of Zack’s neck. 

				I spent the next hours of daylight preparing him for what was to come. I remember it happening to me, and how much it hurt when I woke up the next morning. First your eyes change shape and color, and then glistening fangs develop. In the end, fur ripples through your body, starting with the snout (which grows while the fur does) and ending at the tail. The result (sorry to disappoint you) is a normal wolf, just slightly bigger. And at the end of the change, when you look human again, someone has to cut the Mark into your left hand. 

				I looked at the Mark on my hand, tracing the crescent moon. It’s a beautiful scar that changes color with your mood. Not like those cheap mood rings that only changes color in heat, I mean it really follows your mood. 

				Finally, just as the sun started setting, I finished setting up the clearing for his change. But if I’ve learned anything it’s that you should be alone when you change for the first time and that the sun always sets faster after a full moon’s central cycle. 

				Rule #7: It’s always good to have 
high metabolism and great cardio. 

				As the moon rose and peaked and the adrenaline rush came and went, Zack was silent. I could see him quivering but it was just too quiet. And then it happened. His eyes shot open and I could see the ice blue irises. A howl gurgled at the back of his throat and opened to the most beautiful, song-like feeling. I watched in silence as he stood up on four strong and sturdy legs, and as the massive paws left prints in the dirt. But as I was watching the air around us shifted from strong and powerful to fearful, confused, and heartbroken. 

				Rule #8: Never listen to what people teach you about werewolves because it’s most likely wrong. 

				As he paced in desperation I realized something. He still held his humanity; he still remembered me and what we had. He still wants it back. I climbed down from the tree and stood by him, comforting him and willing him to be alright. He was still my Zack and nothing could change that. And that’s when I learned I still had humanity too I could still love even though I’m a monster. But if he’s a monster too, how can we be called monsters? We are people, just different.

				************* 

				I guess there are some promises he kept. Together forever, just like he said. If you listen to the wind blowing from east of the small town of Alchmine, you’ll hear it. The soft howl of two wolves diving for the kill; lycanthropy infecting us, running in our veins, overriding our minds. We come alive even in death with the howls from our hearts. 

			

			
				7th–9th grade Honorable Mention

				My Day as a Cat 
By Isabel Gallan Beach

				I was not prepared for another day of school when my mom came in and interrupted my dreams. As I got out of bed I said, “I wish I didn’t have to go to school today.”

				But the answer was the same as usual, “I know you wish that, but you must go.” Although this conversation occurred nearly every morning I was still sad that I had to go to school. I thought of the most impossible ways to be able to skip school and stay on our 300-acre farm all day. 

				I knew I was only kidding myself when I said, “What if I turned into Pumpkin, our orange, fluffy kitty?” I instantly thought of all the fun things I could do, when I felt a very blank, yet dizzy feeling come over me.

				As I flicked my eyes open, I realized I saw things from a totally different perspective. I started to lick my tidy paws when I thought to myself, “Wait, why do I have paws?” It hadn’t occurred to me that just wishing to be a cat would actually make me one, but I decided to take advantage of my day off from school anyway.

				As I started out to the barn, the warm sun rays heated my back. I longed to just lie down in the sun, but I wanted to make the best of the day. In the barn I saw the cows, horses, goats, donkeys, chickens, and ducks. I pranced quickly over to my horse and jumped up on the stall door and just watched. I wasn’t sure if we would be able to talk to each other and how I would explain the story. So I decided not to try, and with that I left the barn.

				I felt the same joy as I had all summer, walking on the path to the apple trees, when suddenly a large collie, our neighbor’s dog, started barking at me. Wow! Things were a lot louder as a cat. I scurried over to the closest tree and sprinted up, my claws gripping into the bark. I looked down and was surprised to see how far up I was. The dog just sat there, waiting. I thought of the day going by. Without thinking fully about it, I jumped from the tree and started running acrossthe pasture. But, boy, that dog sure was fast. I realized that if running didn’t work, I would have to fight. 

				Tumbling through the freshly baled hay, we rolled. The dog bit me, I bit the dog. The dog stepped on me, I clawed the dog. So it went on like this for a few more moments. Then out of no where came our good border collie, Lady. Lady always got protective when this dog was on our property, and plus Pumpkin and she are especially close. 

				First came a little growling, then some nipping, and soon that mean dog was back on her property.

				I got on my back legs and rubbed my chin on Lady’s chest to show my thanks; I really didn’t know what would happen if Pumpkin died. I wondered if I would ever go back to being a human or not. 

				A sharp whistle distracted me; it was a call for Lady to herd the sheep. I started to follow her, when a stampede of hoofs nearly ran me over. Luckily Lady came, picked me by the scruff of my neck and carried me to the safety of her master, my father. My father, John said “Go to the barn and do your job of catching mice.” And, sorry cats, but that just about pushed my growling stomach off the edge. Mice, really?

				Obediently I walked to the barn, but I was not going to eat mice. I was going to wait until I was human again to eat. Another thing I realized was that the longer I was a cat the more I thought like a cat (I guess that means I didn’t really think, I just followed my instincts.)

				When I entered the barn the smell of the Timothy Hay that had just been stacked into the hayloft surrounded me. I looked in every stall to see if any animals had been left in. In the third stall on the right I saw my little sister’s old mare, Suzi, and decided to pay her a visit. Quickly, I hopped on the stall door and gently jumped on her back. I did this only because I had seen Pumpkin do this before and Suzi was fine with it.

				I must have drifted off to sleep because when I woke up the sky was gray and foggy. All the animals were back in the barn and the rain was tapping hard on the roof. As I walked out the wind picked up. I ran quickly to the house, was let in, and ran directly over to the fireplace. But, just my luck, of course my mom, the clean freak, pulled out the vacuum. I hated vacuums, but I was prepared. Then she turned it on; it was larger than I recalled. Then I remembered I was looking at things from a cat’s perspective. It was gray like a rhino, and loud like an elephant. That was all I could handle. I quickly ran upstairs onto my bed, curled up, and fell asleep. 

				The next thing I knew my mother came in and asked why I was curled up and if I had finished my homework. I said, “I don’t know, but I’m human again!” 

				Her exasperated reply was, “What has school done to this child!” I looked at my bedside table and saw completed homework. Had my cat switched places with me too? I walked downstairs and saw Pumpkin on the couch and smiled.

				My little sister came home from daycare an hour later. As soon as she got home she belched out, “Kitty!” and started chasing Pumpkin around the house. When I screamed at her to stop, she asked why. I had been through similar events in my experience as a cat and I wouldn’t like it if someone chased me. So

				I asked, “Do you like to be chased?” 

				My sister, who loved fairy tales, begged me for a story. I decided to tell her about my afternoon. I was wrapping up my story, (though I had added a few members of royalty to it) as I looked out the window to see Pumpkin wandering through the pumpkin patches. Leaves blew around her, making a collage of color. I ran to get my camera. This would be the perfect cover photo for the story.

			

			
				10th–12th grade WINNER

				Getting Nowhere 
By James Hutchinson

				Ellen Ghirelli is my name. “78”. Right now I’m holding two hundred pounds above me and boiled sweat trickles onto my straining eyeballs. “82”. Because I’ve lifted this weight so many times, my vision is like a pencil hole stabbed into a shoe box, and even the husky slaps of Laura’s shouts sound far away. My arms are like muscular pistons, working effortlessly; they are in New Hampshire sipping drinks. “86”. My arms are so far away right now because of beforehand. Beforehand, with feisty Laura and her shaved head, I wrote “one hundred” on the sliced-up whiteboard we keep for numbers. Red’s my color. So red was the color I used to write—it looked good over the transparent past numbers I’ve conquered. “93”. So I ignore all the screaming parts, strained ligaments, acid temples, veins which are busting patterns against my skin like divergent streams, and focus on that number and Laura’s voice. “97”. But everything eventually gets real. “100”. My arms release the weight into holding clamps and the invincible pistons die real floppy. Laura rushes over and her voice is catchy and raspy and says things like ‘You’re unstoppable’ and stuff like that. I know all this already, and maybe because Laura’s a starving vegan with planked ribs, she doesn’t understand where I’m at now: I’m somewhere else. Like how if a photograph were restarted and all the people and things were brought back into life. Actually one-hundred feels wet. I’m a glazed donut. 

				I slip off the block and shower in the shower room which smells like dirt.

				Laura goes: “Farewell Madame Titan.”

				Then in the bus which sways the bundled hunks and jogs them lucid like invisible hands on drooping shoulders. I go to sleep in the nocturnal jail-cell lights on my mattress, on the sparse carpet in a corner.

				Above me I’ve carved a legend with a faux mahogany tiny-knife: ‘I’m Ellen Ghirelli, and I’m a strong woman.’ Laura believes this. 

				“A force of nature” Laura says. 

				Laura is fringe. She’s into all that women empowerment crap and puts little me’s on propaganda posters. But Laura is devoted. It doesn’t matter that she has a shaved head, wears camo pants, and outside the gym gives me pamphlets creased by her coffin pockets while muttering her pierced fringe lips about the earth goddess. In the gym, she presides over everything like an evangelist preacher. I need someone like her; a psycho. You see, I have this goal. This goal of winning the South Western Division Strong Woman competitions in June, which is twelve days from now. So I’m all about winning. Way about winning. I’ve been way about winning for over two years now. Anything that hasn’t been way into winning has had to go, like my girlfriend Kate.

				There is this thing, this conversation which wasn’t our last, but I remember so much better than when Kate flicked a cigarette crater to and out the door. We were snugged into this slatted bench in front of the bay and the sun was setting, and when Kate breathed her nose went: “Hee Hoo”.

				“You know, if you could move fast enough, moved as fast as the Earth rotates, you could have an eternal sunset.” I said.

				“That’s a nice thought Ellen. But you can’t, you would be burnt to nothing by air resistance and friction. You would smash into mountain ranges and birds and airplanes.” She said.

				“I could catch it.” I said.

				“You?” She asked.

				“Yeah, me. I’m getting pretty strong here. I could—you see the line where the sun shines across the water?” I asked.

				“Sure.” She said.

				“I could swim along that.” I said.

				“And you would have an eternal sunset.” She said.

				“Yeah.” 

				“You think that?” 

				“Hey, maybe that’s lowering myself even; maybe I could catch the sun.” 

				“Hee hoo.” Was all she said.

				But that was six months ago, and now I wake up and it’s eleven days. I stretch my legs with craning strides over glossed fitness magazines and a broken lamp, then grind dead plants into mush with my blender. The kitchen hasn’t been the same since Kate left; it liked her more. Because Kate is a diplomat, she took the refrigerator, but left me the magnets, even her plastic hamburger. There’s a sink and window where now a greasy cat perches outside and looks in like watching television. My blender’s cycling scares the cat and it tumbles into the alleyway with a crash in garbage. I don’t look. Even greasy cats land on their feet. Now I pour the puréed goop into a cup with hearts on it, chipped around like the moon, and gaze into the coalescing gunkish mustard. It looks like the most horrible thing in the entire world. Worse than genocide or children starving. I drink it. 

				I jostle my arms and shoulders so it’s like they’re waving in free space. I stretch them with overstated pulls and shadowbox imaginary people. Then I walk out my apartment past the defunct elevator down the stairs and to the door of the building. I breathe deep three times like I do, then set out. I jog to the gym at daytime, but not at night. That’s one binding mandate that Kate left behind. You can get mugged on the streets at night. Get erased. So that’s another goal: jogging at night. I’ll do it someday. It ranks behind catching the sun.

				I jog. Nothing happens on the way. I’m proud about my shallow breathing, but out of habit lean against the bricked gym when I get there. It was probably once a supermarket. Above the glass door, there are lighter spots where the lettering used to be, and inside is a shopping cart that just sits there lonely. I check my watch and see that I’m here early, but Laura’s always here early anyway, so we’ll start on her time. I go inside and pace like I’ve seen tigers do. There are only three people here operating Sam’s equipment and they’re regulars. I’ve never spoken to any of them, but they’re all those old and flabby types who forget how to use the equipment and go: “Sam, Sam… Could you help me?” But Sam is old too and can’t hear, so they’ll go louder cracked and scabby: “SAM! CAN YOU HELP ME?!?” I sometimes catch their secret cranes. I’m probably something of a legend with them. Like an abandoned house that neighborhood children build their fears around. Actually, I did speak to one of them once. 

				It was the man with those glasses, those huge glasses. He was dismounting the machine that looks like a metal dream-catcher. Even across the twenty feet, I could hear him rasping. He said: “Excuse me ma’am could you—could you please bring me that towel?” I thought he was asking Laura. I focused my vision into the whisping blur of my jump rope. Red and white. He cleared his throat and said louder: “Ma’am? Ma’am, could you please bring me my towel?” My jump rope skittered against my shin and I jerked right. He was looking at me. Laura was somewhere else, so I walked his faded blue towel over and he grinned all glisteny.

				“Work out a lot here donchou?”

				“Yeah.”

				“It’s good to stay healthy, you know, you’re like my granddaughter, she’s all military. All military. She’s the one who got me in here.”

				“Yeah.” And we paused and he blinked . 

				“Well, thanks a bunch kiddo.”

				I nodded and walked back to my jump rope.

				He’s not here now. He keeps irregular hours. 

				I look at my watch. I’ve been four minutes with my pacing. I could look around in the gym, but opt for Sam instead. He sits in his office and dozes. It’s all an act. Sam sees everything. He’s ballooned out with white frosted hair. He takes slurped mannish sips of coffee from a thermos balanced on his belly. 

				I walk over and ask in my voice which is dull and toneless, like chairs dragged across a carpet:

				“Sam, Laura’s here right?”

				“Bald lady?” He says facing me. By feel, Sam probes his crowded desk and rests the chipped thermos next to a sheaf of paperwork. It falls and papers splash everywhere.

				“Shit.” He says looking over.

				“Is Laura here?”

				“Bald lady’s not here.”

				I turn away, but he speaks:

				“She did come by earlier with a note though.”

				“Do you have it?”

				“Here.” He says ripping the note off his computer screen where it was pinned with scotch tape.

				 I walk out of Sam’s office and sit in one of the bruised fold-out chairs which line the front like poised cavalry. Laura’s handwriting is measured and looks sort of uncertain in its blocky capital letters. She wrote with pencil. It goes: 

				“Ellen. I never entered your name into the roster for the competition. I think you are estranged from the Earth Mother and your life is empty. You should think about meeting people or something because you don’t have anything except winning the competition. Come by to one our meetings, they’re great and everyone is super nice. I’m sorry. Laura.” Then a pencil smiley face.

				 Laura. Kate introduced me to her. Right now I entertain seeking out where Laura lives and strangling her until her face goes blue. I crumple the note and go outside. I walk down through town and ignore everything. Cars, buildings, and hotdog smell. Eventually, I find myself by the bay and sit on a bench. The sun arcs across then rests in orange. It’s a sunset. I get up and slowly take off my shoes and jacket. I pad to the green chain-link fence and step over. The water laps slowly against the cement. I stand there for a moment then plunge beneath and up. The water shocks, but I churn through it. My arms scoop distance through golden ovals and salty laps brush my face. I’m in the line. The line where the sun traces across the water. Seagulls hack all around, and they seem to close into one resounding chant. My eyes sting and arms are numb; uplifting swills bob me up and the only thing I smell filling me is a brackish tang. I slow and look for the sun, and that line which guides me to it, but it’s gone. 

			

			
				10th–12th grade Honorable Mention

				Vacant Strings 
By Amelia Tyrer

				The hypnotic lull of the crying strings rested heavily in my ears. The smoke was thick and staggering, yet I found it to be of comfort. The rousing sound of men’s voices clustered the air and yet we were not complete. I sat poised quietly in my seat watching the mass of black suits and fag cigars stream from one place in the room to another. My father had told me to stay put and so as all the other children of my age and family ran about, I sat obediently in my chair. We were waiting on my father to further commence the “get together” which had been planned. As I watched once again my little cousin Mario fall to the floor in his hurry to get away from his older sister Mia, my father walked into the room.

				Standing at 5’7” and endowed with broad should and a simple yet hard face, it was no wonder father had become the Don. His silver and white hair lay sleeked precisely against his head, his jawbones bulged slightly on either side and his eyes were a light blue which harbored hours of little sleep and dirty business. With a word he walked in, passed behind my own chair and sate at the head of the table.

				By now everyone in the room had seated themselves, and a once lively crowd of mingling relatives became a somber and silent one. Drawing his eyes across each of our faces, father took us all in and hen with a simple tap of his cigar, began.

				“I have brought us together tonight, to discuss a matter which concerns us all.”

				My father’s heavy locked voice was all that could be heard in the deep silence.

				“It has been years since the fight of the Dons has been seen visibly throughout New York.”

				My heart began to pound horribly, I knew what was coming.

				“However this brief submission has been disrupted.”

				Father’s left hand drew up and he motioned for one of the men standing behind him to step forward. In subdued silence the man came forth and placed a freshly printed New York Times in by Uncle Delino’s hands. After he had considered the news, my uncle began to pass it about the table. Just as the paper got to be father began to speak again. However, I heard non one word, for I was too busy staring horrified at the news in black ink before me.

				(“Don Vito Corleone was killed in a drive-by shooting yesterday at the vegetable stand at 1:45 P.M.”)

				Cold fear gripped by body as I sat staring at the unwanted print.

				“It was in broad daylight!?” I thought terrified.

				As this sudden information I wanted nothing more but to express my thoughts. Bringing my head up from the newspaper, I found that the family had already begun to disburse. Throwing the paper down on the table, I sprinted after my father, who at this time, had already begun to disappear behind the open door. Just as I started to catch up to him, he vanished behind is office door and I knew he wasn’t to be disturbed.

				That night I lay sleepless in my bed. I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened to Don Vito Corleone. If whoever murdered Don Corleone was as unheeding to being see as said in the article, then what was to become of my father!? Would this same murderer try and kill my father alone in his own home!? Or even worse, at home and in front of me!? I couldn’t take it anymore, I had to see father. Throwing back the covers, I was about to get out of bed when my uncle came rushing in. Closing the door behind him, Uncle hurried to my bedside.

				“Put these on,” he whispered as he handed me my shoes.

				“Uncle, what’s going on?” I asked as I took my shoes and began to put them on.

				“Just put them on Maria!” he hissed lowly as he continued to watch the door.

				With my shoes now on, I slide quietly to the floor. Hastily placing a too big suit jacket over my small body, Uncle opened my bedroom window.

				“Out,” he commanded motioning to the open window.

				“But, uncle,” I began.

				Shooting me a rough glance, I knew I must comply. Climbing back onto my bed, I started out the window. Only momentarily did I turn back.

				“Where’s father?” I asked, looking back into my uncle’s stressed face.

				Shaking his head sadly, Uncle pushed me out the window. With the sound of the window being fastened behind me, I knew my father was dead. While my tears threatened to blind my sight, I slowly began to move along the sharp roof tiles. The first leaks of daybreak pierced the sky as I finally descended safely from the roof. Knowing there was nothing left for me here, I started swiftly across the vacant grounds. As I slid smoothly through the massive gates that prompted all who saw that this was the house of a family not to be trifled with, I knew for certain that the gates of the life I once hid safely behind were now blown down by a force much greater than even my own father could fight against.

				Darkness began to fall when I finally reached Black Brigade Alley. Black Brigade Alley was a place those who had nowhere else to go would come together and dream of what they once had. I myself had never set foot in this alley, but my father had once or twice in his younger days. Wit great causation, I stepped into the unfamiliar alleyway and upon seeing a bare corner that sat in the protection of a dark shadow, I lay down and slept.

				When the morning came once again, I was sadly worse off than I had been the day before. On top of my hear tearing fiercely at my body, dried tears glued painfully to my face and my muscles screeching out for some bit of relief, I was in fact in all ways possible alone. That day I aimlessly wandered the streets of New York and observed how those with no place to call home survived. Day after day, I took in their behaviors and once I felt I had discerned every aspect of thievery, I decided to give it a try. To be perfectly hones, I would not have given into something as unfit for a member of the Mancini family. However, continuous nights of no food, no warmth or family, I started to become desperate. A crowd of humble civilians mingled about, unaware of what was about to befall them. Taking a moment to survey my surroundings, I slid in behind a rotting barrel. It took only moments before I found my victim. She looked to be about my father’s age and reminded me strangely of myself. Counting slowly and watching as the woman stepped to where I was, I waiting until her back was turned before I reached for her purse.

				Pulling back I thought I had successfully extracted by first robbery, when the woman turned around and spied be with her purse. Frightened and not sure what else to do, I dropped the purse and was about to take off running when the woman took hold of my shoulder.

				“You’re from the Mancini family, aren’t you?” She said gently as I stood frozen in my spot.

				Knowing that I had been found out and knowing even if I wanted to pretend I wasn’t part of the Mancini family, my father’s black suit jacket that I constantly wore about my shoulders would give me away. Letting my muscles relax slightly, I turned around. Without a word, I nodded my head solemnly. Giving me a soft smile, the woman tilted her head a little and said, “Come with me.”

				Silently I followed this strange woman down the many streets of New York. All the while we walked, she spoke not one word but continued to look behind her. After a while, we came to a sleek black limo that stood ominously in the street. Smiling back at me, the woman opened one of the many doors and got in. Reluctantly I followed after. The car started quickly and soon we were driving down the street. Directly after we came to an eerie, three-story mansion that sat hard in the middle of an extremely elaborate driveway. The suddenly, without warning, the car stopped and we were let out by a tall, sickly looking man.

				“Thank you, Michael,” the woman said as she stepped out.

				Moments later I found myself standing in the middle of a well decorated living room. Added to its beauty was the slightest hint of French perfume.

				“I am sorry for your loss, Maria.” The woman’s voice came from behind me.

				“Your father was a good man.”

				Twisting around I looked the woman straight in the face and replied, “How do you know who I am and who my father is?”

				Smiling simply, the woman retorted, “A long time ago, your father and I made a promise to one another.”

				Seeing my confusion, the woman laughed lightly, then continued.

				“Your father and I were good friends and we could count on each other for anything. So, when the fight of the Dons first took presences,” pausing the woman put her right hand on my shoulder and bent down to my level.

				“Your father made me swear that if anything happened to him, you would have a home and a family to love and guide you.” The woman had become sad, but still managed a smile.

				“You live with me now, Maria, and I will try the best I can to ease your pain.”

				Letting my shoulders loosen even more, I nodded my head again.

				“I’m glad you’re here,” she said smiling shortly before standing up and walking away.

				For a great deal of time I just stood there trying to wrap my head around what this curious woman had just said. Weeks went by and I was still trying to get used to my new life with this woman who I hardly knew anything about. She even had neglected to tell me her name or how she knew my father. When I asked about it, she simply smiled and said, “It is what you want it to be.”

				So there I was, fatherless, clueless and living with a woman who I barely knew and who would never answer me clearly when I asked her anything about herself. It was exactly 11:30 at night when a knock on the front door was heard. Michael, the butler, whose name he was glad to give, answered the door. At that time, I was sitting in a corner of the library wrapped up in by father’s suit coat and lifeless to all in the present.

				“Maria, come down here,” I heard by caretaker call.

				Sighing heavily I gathered myself and headed downstairs. When I arrived, I was greeted by a familiar face.

				“Uncle Delino!” I cried as I raced down the remaining steps.

				Flinging myself into his open arms, I buried my face in his chest.

				“Oh, uncle, I’ve missed you so much,” I managed to say through a torrent of scrapping tears.

				“I’ve missed you, too,” he whispered as he bent down to my level.

				For years it seems we stood like that, my uncle and I, wrapped up in each other’s hold and not thinking once of letting go.

				“I’ve come to take you home.”

				Too surprised and filled with relief to respond, I just followed him out the door. Not once did I look back at the woman who had taken me in. All the angels of heaven seemed to rejoice with me as I once again laid eyes upon my beloved home. It was as though a heavy weight had been lifted as I stepped inside the entrance doors. For a few moments, I was filled with pure joy until I remembered my father was now gone. Patting me upon the shoulder, Uncle Delino passed and began to walk down the darkened hall. Following steadily after, I watched as my uncle led me to my father’s office door. Without a word, he opened the leering entryway and stepped inside. Hell gates seemed to condemn my paled flesh as I too stepped inside.

				The sudden snag of musty cigar flared my nostrils. My lungs were clasped in the intimate hold of an illegal stogy. Then a shadow moved among the blackness. It was heavy yet regal and held the feeling of someone I knew. The shadow moved slowly but with purpose. I followed the giant shape with my eyes not willing to lose it once. His figure was massive and fine, and he passed behind me blowing loosely on his cigar.

				My body was rigged and stressed. I dared not move an inch. My head spun, my hands pulsed and my throat was clogged with fear.

				My thoughts were reeling. I had no idea who this man was and I didn’t like him. Then, all at once he spoke.

				“So this is where my suit jacket has gone?”

				Hot pacing blood filled my ears and I began to feel dizzy.

				“Daddy?” I managed, only once, before a thick blanket of nothing consumed by conscious.

				I awoke beneath the cumbersome blankets of my father’s bed. My eyes were dotted, yet no so much as to be able to see through them. Turning my head slightly, I caught sight of my father seated just a few paces away. Swallowing harshly, I blinked my eyes. As if he knew I was awake, Father took this time to cast his gaze upon me. Without a word, I watched as he rose from his seat and came to me. He looked to be carrying an invisible weight. Saying nothing he bent over and with his hand resting firmly on my head kissed the center of my forehead and breathed a phrase that even to this day eludes me.

				“She’s your mother.”
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				Strange Bering 
By Larry Baxter

				I pulled my marked unit off the road as far as I could, there was a log blocking the path which led to the beach. I drove forward until my front tires were nearly touching the log. I could hear the tires crunch on the frozen sand and snow underneath. I put the big SUV in park and looked at my young passenger. 

				“Are you sure this is close to where you saw it?” I asked. 

				The fourteen year old native boy looked at me with eyes as wide as saucers and nodded violently. He pointed to the left of the trail in front of us and said “Over there….you can’t miss it, Sully.” 

				I sat there for a moment and thought. If what the boy was telling me were true then I should have some sort of game plan on how to proceed. I opened the center console of my unit and got out my gloves and hat. April on St. Paul Island was often windy and cold. Just like the other eleven months of the year. 

				“Stay here, if I can’t find it, I’ll call you on the radio to come out and help me look. Okay Simeon?” 

				The young native boy again shook his head violently. I thought the look on his face was somewhere between relief and disappointment. As soon as I exited my vehicle the cold hit me. I zipped up my jacket and put on my gloves and winter hat, taking extra care to pull the hat down over my ears. The way the wind blew on St. Paul, a pair of ears could go numb in a manner of seconds and get frostbite in just a few minutes. 

				I breathed in a deep breath of cold, salty air and exhaled slowly from my mouth, almost sighing. I walked a few paces toward the beach, had a thought, and turned around. I got back into my patrol unit and again opened the center console; I pulled my digital camera out of its case and placed it in my inner jacket pocket. Just in case. I lingered inside the vehicle a moment longer than necessary to soak up the warmth from the heater on my already numb face. Then I again closed the door and began to walk toward the beach at a fast walk. When I was in the Army I would have called the fast paced walk a “range walk” which is what our Drill Sergeants had called the fast paced walk they wanted us to use on the firing range in order to speed up the time we had to wait for everyone to walk down to their firing positions on the range. Today, I was less interested in Army terminology and more interested in what I was going to find on the beach. If Simeon was wrong I was going to spend the next ten to fifteen minutes freezing my face and extremities off. If Simeon was right, I was likely to spend the next three to four or even more hours freezing my extremities off on the beach. 

				I walked up to the log blocking my SUV’s progress on the path. For a moment I thought about trying to move the log and driving my patrol vehicle onto the beach, but quickly dismissed the idea. Although the big Ford SUV did pretty well in the ice and snow, I was not confident of its ability to function in loose sand. If I got my patrol rig stuck in the sand then I was looking at quite a wait to find someone to get me unstuck. Even with my police radio right at my fingertips, it would take dispatch quite a while to find someone willing to come out on a Saturday and pull me out and since I was the only cop on the island at the moment, it would have to be someone from the city’s Public Works Dept. and not a fellow officer. 

				I stepped over the log and continued uphill on the path. My black boots crunched in the snow and frozen sand, as I neared the beach the sound of the waves. I stepped over the berm at the top of the hill and could see the beach sprawl out before me; I looked to the right and saw two sets of vehicle tracks traversing the beach. One set in, one set out. This was consistant with what Simeon had told me. 

				I trudged down the other side of the hill and stopped in front of the four wheeler tracks. I looked to the left down the beach. About two-hundred yards down the beach I could see something large on the beach. If I had not been familiar with the area, I would have thought it was a rock. However, I was fairly familiar with this area of the beach and had often gazed down that side of the beach and not seen what I was seeing today. A dark, large lump was lying on the beach down from where I was standing. The wind was blowing at a good 20 mph, which was relatively slow for St. Paul. I hunched my shoulders forward and continued my track across the beach toward the lump, wondering what I would find. 

				I was hoping Simeon was mistaken and had seen the carcass of a Sea Lion or Seal and had been frightened. The longer I walked the more I realized this was an unlikely scenario. Simeon was an Aleut Native Alaskan; he had seen more dead Sea Lions and Seals than I had. It was becoming more and more obvious with every step closer I took, that Simeon had seen an a real “live” dead human being on the beach, just like he had ran into my office and reported less than an hour earlier. 

				About a hundred yards from the object on the beach I pulled out my camera and started taking pictures, I tried to get both sets of ATV tracks in the pictures and how they traversed around the object. The closer I got, the more I details I could make out. I stopped every few yards and snapped a picture. It had been drilled into my head at the police academy that documentation and attention to detail were paramount. The closer I got, the less and less I noticed the cold and wind. My adrenaline was starting to kick in, I noticed my breathing was becoming faster and my hands were having a hard time keeping the camera steady. I recognized the feeling and tried to slow my breathing and calm down. I needed to have my wits about me for this and getting excited would do nothing but make me sloppy. I thought about Simeon and how the young native boy had run into my office in a near panic to report the body, I would be no use to anyone if I succumbed to the same panic and emotion he had. 

				About 20 yards from the object I could tell it was a body, a human body. I took care as I approached, to take photos and look for tracks. The only tracks I saw were the ones from Simeon’s ATV. No footprints at all, Simeon had rode up to the body, recognized it for what it was and quickly turned around and went back down the beach toward town. He hadn’t gotten off his ATV to investigate. Further, the absence of tracks told me that the body had washed up on the beach and been deposited there by the tide, he hadn’t walked out here and died. Plus, the tangles of seaweed wrapped around various parts of his body were a clue…as were his wet clothes. 

				2

				The body was male, dark skinned but not Alaskan Native, and not one of the 500 inhabitants of St. Paul Island. The male was lying on his right side, facing the Bering Sea. He wore thick Carhartt blue jean pants and a black, waterproof jacket, along with a pair of insulated rubber boots. Based on his manner of dress I concluded he more than likely came from a fishing boat or fish processing boat. Also, since his clothes were brands I recognized it was also a safe bet it was an American boat. I did not see any obvious signs of trauma but, much of my view of the guy’s skin was obscured by clothes and seaweed. 

				I then took photos of the body from every conceivable angle and height. I took photos with and without the flash, just in case. I wanted everything documented just as I had found it, before I started screwing around with things. 

				After taking around three dozen photos I figured it was probably safe to start my investigation. I began by rolling the body onto its back and taking even more photos. I took several photos of the body on its back and then started looking for physical evidence. I lifted the head upward by the chin first, and hit paydirt. 

				Shit.

				Around the neck I could plainly see ligature marks. A rope from the look of it, just above outline of the rope on the man’s throat I could see little half-moon scratches. Probably self inflicted scratches while the poor guy was fighting for his life. 

				While the presence of the scratch marks did not completely rule out the possibility of suicide they sure presented a strong argument against it. I reached up and opened one of the man’s closed eyelids. I could see the tiny, red burst blood vessels in the man’s eye that usually came with strangulation. 

				Wow, a murder. What the hell am I supposed to do now?

				I felt a fresh flow of adrenaline kick in as I realized, I was more than likely looking at my first homicide victim. I willed myself to slow down and assess things. Normally, I would call the medical examiner in Anchorage, and tell him what I had, he would then give me permission to move the body and send it to him for an autopsy. However, there is no cell phone coverage on St. Paul Island, and I could not leave the body. Also, I wasn’t sure when the next tide was supposed to come in and feared that if I waited too much longer the body might wash away. 

				I made a command decision. I keyed up my radio mic and told dispatch to send Egor and the ambulance to help me transport a body. I also told dispatch to try and rustle up a couple of other EMS volunteers to come with Egor and help. I then told them that if Egor couldn’t find anyone to help that Simeon was waiting in my patrol rig and to bring him and the stretcher down the beach to my location. 

				Dispatch acknowledged my request. I spent the next few minutes imagining the dispatcher calling Egor and then attempting to call some of the other EMS volunteers. I didn’t imagine any of them being reached, except for Egor, of course. 

				Egor Kozoliv, held the distinction of being one of the oddest human beings I had ever met. Egor was about five foot five inches tall, had long, dark hair which often looked unkempt and wore large, tinted eyeglasses 24/7. He also walked with a somewhat pronounced limp. He was often loud and said whatever popped into his head with little thought of the appropriateness of his comments. Egor was an odd duck all right, but he was damn dependable, and always came when called. 

				3

				Ten minutes after calling dispatch on the radio, I heard Egor come over the radio telling dispatch that the ambulance was in service and leaving the clinic for my location. I got on the radio and reminded Egor to be sure he brought a body bag out to the scene with him. Egor responded with an almost giddy “10-4”. 

				While waiting for Egor to come help me move the body I took even more photos of the ligature and marks on the body’s neck. I also looked at the body’s fingers and fingernails. I could see some old scratches and cuts on the hands as well as some material under the fingernails. I would have to bag the hands as soon as I got a chance. 

				Finishing taking what photos I could, I then turned up my collar on my jacket to shield me from as much of the wind as possible, and sat down on a rock, huddled up with my arms wrapped around me. I had been out here for awhile now and the cold was getting to me. I wasn’t too worried about the cold. I knew that I would get warmed up trying to move the body to the ambulance, which would be parked by my patrol rig. 

				Twenty-five minutes after my call to dispatch I could see two figures coming down the beach toward me. They were having difficulty navigating the stretcher on the soft sand. Despite their difficulty, I could hear Egor laughing as they came into earshot. He was telling Simeon a story, that I was pretty sure was inappropriate for a fourteen year old boy. 

				They pushed and cajoled the stretcher over by the body. I got up from my rock and walked over to them. 

				“Thanks for coming out, Egor.” 

				“Hey, no problem, mon.” Egor replied. For some reason Egor found it funny to sometimes speak in a fake Jamaican accent. 

				Egor took a folded up, yellow body bag off the stretcher and tucked it under his arm. He walked over to the body and leaned over it so close I thought he was going to kiss it. He then shook his head slowly. 

				“What have we got here huh?” Egor asked still shaking his head back and forth. 

				“Somebody sure had a bad day, huh?” he then let out a horse cackle that went on for longer than it should have. 

				Simeon and I just grinned and gave each other a nervous glance, I was glad I wasn’t the only one Egor was creeping out. I then walked over and helped Egor unfold the body bag. It took all three of us to maneuver it and get it set up where it wouldn’t blow away. We finally had to put the wheels of the stretcher on one side and then roll the body into the bag. With the weight of the body on the stretcher the wheels were digging into the soft sand. I took a few last photos of where the body was found and then we began pushing, pulling and cursing the stretcher back to the ambulance. 

				4

				I pulled up in front of Simeon’s house and offered him a hand. He shook it with a firm grip, and I asked him if he was alright. 

				“I’m okay; I just wasn’t expecting to find a dead body today.” He let a nervous giggle out. 

				I told him I understood and again thanked him for his help. He got out of my patrol car and ran up the steps to his house. For a moment I wondered if I should go inside and speak with his parents. I quickly dismissed the idea. Simeon was a tough kid, and this was the Alaskan bush. It was a good bet, that Simeon had seen more dead bodies in his fourteen years, than I had in my 26. I imagine that most parents would be upset that I made their fourteen year old son help carry a dead body, but, this is the Alaskan bush. Things are done different here. We make do with what we have available. 

				I pulled my patrol rig up next to the ambulance at the clinic. I wanted to stay in my rig and continue to soak up the warmth from the heater. My face was just starting to get the feeling back in the cheeks, from where the wind had assaulted them earlier. I saw that the back of the ambulance was open and the stretcher gone, I knew that Egor had moved the body into the “morgue”. 

				St. Paul Island’s morgue is a room about eight feet by ten feet, with a large freezer that can accommodate two bodies. I entered the room and found Egor already inside with the ambulance’s stretcher. With Egor and the stretcher already in the tiny room … I found myself crammed up against the door. I asked Egor to unzip the body bag so that I could get some better photos and a better look. 

				Out of the wind and elements, I did a more thorough examination of the body. I took two paper evidence bags from my patrol rig and taped them around the body’s hands. Then, with Egor’s help I rolled the body over on its side and looked for a wallet, or anything that would help me give the body a name. Not finding any identification I looked for any tattoos or other features that might help me identify the body. No such luck. Finally, in the inside pocket of the jacket I found a photo. It was a picture of a dark haired, probably Hispanic girl. She was smiling and leaning up against a tree. She looked to be in her late teens or early twenties. There were no buildings or landmarks in the photo. There was writing on the back of the photo in a language that looked like Spanish. I took the photo and placed it in an evidence bag. Egor and I zipped up the body bag and placed it in one of the freezers in the tiny room. Egor was being unusually quiet and I was thinking that maybe dealing with the body was disturbing him. As we were walking out of the room Egor broke the silence. 

				“Okay, Mon, you just chill out in here and we’ll be back for you later.”

				I then realized that Egor had probably spent all his quite time thinking that little comedic gem up.

				I drove back to the police station and told dispatch not to bother me unless it was a life or death situation. I then went into the chief’s office and closed the door. I made several calls; the first was to the Medical Examiner’s office in Anchorage. I told them I had a John Doe, whodoneit, and would be sending the body out on the first flight to Anchorage I could get it on. I then called Chief, who was on vacation back home in Idaho. The conversation with Chief lasted about ten minutes and ended with him telling me how much faith he had in me and my abilities and to call him if I had any questions. I was pleased that Chief thought so much of my abilities and wished that I had as much confidence in myself that he seemed to have. 

				The next call I made was to the Coast Guard in Juneau. I told them what I had and asked if they could send out a message to the boats in the area to do a headcount of their crewmen and if any were missing to contact me. The Coast Guard officer I spoke with seemed happy to help and assured me the message would be on the air in the next half hour. 

				I pulled out the photo from the evidence bag and took a look at it. It only took me three tries to translate the writing on the back of the photo. I wonder what the hell people did with stuff like this before the internet?

				“To my love, carry me with you on your travels, and come back safe. Luisa”

				So, the girl in the photo was Luisa … but that still didn’t tell me who John Doe was. And I had no way to contact Luisa. I had to wonder how many Latino girls in the world were named Luisa and what my odds were of finding one? Probably not good. 

				I told dispatch that I was going home for the evening and that I would be back in tomorrow. I would have to get up early if I wanted to get the body on the first flight off the island and on its way to Anchorage. I went back to my small, city furnished apartment, took a hot shower and tried to get some sleep. 

				5

				The phone woke me up just after midnight. I knew it was dispatch calling … no one else would call me that late. 

				“Hello.”

				“Hey, Sully, there is a boat coming in the harbor, their skipper called over the radio and said he thinks the body might be one of his crewmen. Wants you to meet him at the harbor in about half an hour.”

				“Okay, thanks…I’ll be there in a few.”

				This was an interesting turn of events. I might get an ID on my body…but I might be bringing a murderer into my quite little town. 

				I got up and dressed as quick as I could. After being on call almost 24/7 I had pretty much become a master at waking up from a dead sleep, and getting dressed with all my gear on in a matter of seconds. I had some time to kill before the vessel was due at the harbor so I stopped by dispatch and got the name of the vessel. The Bering Star it was a processing ship, which meant it picked up fish from fishing boats, packaged and transported them, to wherever it was that caught fish go before they wind up in the freezer at the grocery store. 

				I pulled into the harbor the same time as The Bering Star was tying off. It was a huge block shaped ship….it didn’t look aerodynamic or seaworthy. It looked like a huge cinder block covered in lights and windows with a large crane resting on the top. But, I was a poor judge of sea craft, having grown up in a land locked state. My lack of boating knowledge was further hindered by the fact that I could not swim. At all. 

				I waited a few minutes and finally saw a figure coming down stairway that had been lowered onto the harbor. The stairway didn’t look like it was secured to the boat very well and wasn’t secured to anything on the ground. It wobbled back and forth as the figure walked down toward my waiting vehicle. 

				I got out of my vehicle and met the figure walking toward me. I could see he was a white male, between 40 and 50ish and was not dressed for the weather. He had on a short sleeve button up shirt and a pair of blue jean shorts. He shivered as the wind blew around us. I walked up and extended my hand. 

				“Paul Sullivan, St. Paul Police. Call me Sully.”

				“William Harrison, Captain of The Bering Star.”

				“Let’s talk in my car.” I turned and walked back to my vehicle. I unlocked the passenger side with the remote and climbed into the driver’s side. Captain Harrison didn’t need a second invitation to get out of the wind and was already closing the passenger side door before I had even sat down. 

				“So, I gather you are missing a crewman?” I asked.

				“Yessir, I am. I gather that you’ve found one?” he replied. 

				I explained to Captain Harrison that I had indeed, found a body washed up on the beach and that I believed the body belonged to a fishing vessel. I asked Captain Harrison how he had come to learn he was missing a crewman. 

				“Well, after the Coast Guard put out their message, I had my first mate go through and account for everyone. We came up one short. We haven’t been in any port recently for anyone to have jumped ship, so I fear the worst.”

				“What is the missing crewman’s name?” I had my notebook out and was ready to write his response down.

				“Benjamin, Benjamin Diaz. He’s from Argentina. Up here to work and make money to send home to family, I don’t know him real well, just in passing. Seemed like a nice enough kid.” The Captain gave his head a little shake from side to side. 

				“Captain would you be able to recognize Benjamin? Or would it be best to get someone else to identify him? A coworker maybe?” I wasn’t quite sure how to proceed with this part but, figured I’d gotten this far playing by ear so what the hell?

				The Captain shook his head. 

				“I Know Benjamin had a best friend on the boat. They came on at the same time. His name is Joaquin Perez. I can get him to ID the body if need be. But, I brought this with me too.” He dug around in the back pocket of his blue jean shorts and pulled out a folded batch of papers. He unfolded the papers and handed them to me. 

				I shuffled through the papers. It appeared to be the personnel file for Benjamin. It contained all sorts of contact information as well as medical information as well as a photocopy of an employee ID card. The copy was in color and looked like it had been done on a pretty good quality printer. I was sure after seeing the photo that, Benjamin was now lying in the St. Paul morgue. I paged through the medical section of the packet until I found an emergency contact. Benjamin’s emergency contact had been listed as his Fiancé’ Luisa.

				“That’s our guy, Captain.” I nodded at the photo. 

				The Captain again shook his head. 

				“Call me Bill. So, what do we do now? Do we take his body? Or does it stay here with you?”

				It was my turn to shake my head.

				“The body is going to be flown to Anchorage in the morning to the Medical Examiner’s office for an autopsy. After that, I’m not really sure what happens. I imagine the ME’s office will attempt to get his remains back to his family.”

				Bill nodded. “Why an autopsy?”

				I explained that whenever someone died and there were any suspicious circumstances or questions about how they died it was policy to conduct an autopsy. I then explained to Bill about the suspected ligature marks I had found on Benjamin’s body.

				Bill nodded again. “Do you have an office? Or somewhere where we can get some coffee?”

				I put my vehicle in drive and headed for the police station. 

				6

				“I don’t usually get involved in the day to day labor on the ship.” Bill said this, sitting in the chair across from the Chief’s desk as he nursed the coffee I had made us. 

				“However, a few days ago, my personnel manager, came to me about Benjamin and Joaquin. He said the two had been having some issues and that they refused to work or room together anymore. I just wrote it off as the two were spending too much time together or getting a little homesick. It happens every now and then. Two guys are best buds one day, and hate each other’s guts the next.” Another drink of coffee, followed by a clearing of his throat. 

				“So, I authorized Benjamin and Joaquin to be put on separate shifts and change rooms. Joaquin moved to another quarters and that was the last I heard of it. I figured the two would eventually make up and be friends again.” The last part was emphasized with a shrug. 

				“So you think maybe Joaquin may have caused this?” I was hoping for some more detailed information. 

				“I have no idea, Sully, all I know is that those two were having problems and now one of them is dead, possibly murdered, from what you are telling me.” Bill set his coffee cup down on the Chief’s desk. 

				I leaned back in the Chief’s chair and thought for a moment. 

				“Okay, here’s what we will do. I’ll need to get on the ship and take a look at both their quarters. Joaquin will have to come in for an interview so I can get his side of things. I’ll need to get a search warrant for Joaquin’s quarters but not for Benjamin’s. So let’s go pick up Joaquin first and maybe I can get consent from him to search.”

				Bill nodded his head and picked up his coffee, turning up the cup and finishing it. 

				“Let’s do this.”

				The stairway up to the vessel was even scarier than I imagined. Especially walking over the water, not only was it not secured well, it was wet and slick. We got up to the deck and Captain Bill took me to the wheelhouse where he introduced me to his first mate, Sammy. Sammy was a huge black guy, who easily weighed 300 lbs. Captain Bill briefed Sammy on what was going on and Sammy agreed to escort me to Joaquin’s quarters and make sure that Joaquin came with me, one way or the other. 

				Sammy escorted me deep inside the ship. We walked down a couple of flights of steep stairs and very narrow hallways. I was amazed at how well a huge guy like Sammy could maneuver around the ship. Every time I turned a corner or went through a doorway I was getting either my gun or my radio caught on something or banged against a wall. 

				We walked down a long corridor of doors. Sammy stopped at one, opened the door, and motioned for me to enter. I walked inside; the room had two sets of bunk beds, one against the left and right wall along with a wardrobe and foot locker for each bed. No one was in the room. 

				I looked around the tiny room. On one of the wardrobes I saw several pictures taped to the door. I took a closer look. Most of the pictures were of a familiar looking girl. I pulled one of the pictures down. It was Luisa. 

				“Hey, Sammy, you took me to the wrong room. We are supposed to be going to Joaquin’s room.”

				Sammy shook his head and pulled out a piece of paper from his shirt pocket. 

				“No, sir, this IS Joaquin’s room. Says so right here on the quarters assignment sheet.” Sammy waved the paper at me but, I didn’t look at it. 

				“Huh.” Was all I said, I placed the picture I had taken off the wardrobe inside the breast pocket of my uniform shirt. I was thinking that I may have just found the motivation behind things. But, I still didn’t have the full story. 

				I followed Sammy back out into the small corridor. 

				“So, where could Joaquin be?” I asked. 

				“Anywhere…he could be in another room, playing cards, or he could be down in the hold working. I’ll have to check the duty roster to see. Let’s head back to the wheelhouse so I can check.” 

				I shuffled around so that Sammy could be in front and lead the way to the wheelhouse. As we were walking down the hallway, someone came down the stairs toward us. Sammy stopped in mid stride and pointed. 

				“There he is!”

				Time slowed down for an instant. I saw Joaquin see us. He was a tall Latino about the same size as Benjamin….maybe taller. I saw him look at the badge and patches on my uniform. I saw his eyes get big. I knew he was going to run…and I knew there wasn’t much I could do about it with Sammy in front of me. 

				Sure enough, Joaquin turned and ran back up the stairs. I yelled for Sammy to get out of the way…Sammy moved as quickly as he could in such a confined space. He opened the nearest door and rushed inside, clearing the hallway for me. I took off after Joaquin running as quickly as I could in the confined space. I made it to the top of the stairway just in time to see Joaquin run out a door that led to the upper deck. I ran to the door and opened it to run outside, nearly tripping on the bottom of the doorway, which was raised off the floor. 

				I stepped outside and my momentum from my run toward the door kept me moving. I tried to stop to get a bearing on where Joaquin might have gone but, the deck was icy and slick and I continued sliding. I slid for four or five feet, until I lost my balance and fell. I hit the wet, cold deck hard. 

				I pulled myself up using some nearby railing. I half expected Joaquin to come running up and crack me in the head with something as I was getting to my feet. No such blow ever came and I was up, looking around for where Joaquin might have made off to. I heard a noise behind me and turned to see Captain Bill coming through the door I had just slid through. 

				“He just ran off the boat!” he said and pointed toward the rickety staircase. 

				I could see the top of the staircase bouncing and bucking against the rope that tied it to the ship’s railing. Joaquin was running down the staircase and was just setting foot on land when I spotted him. I called for him to stop, and that I just wanted to talk to him but, he was running on pure fear and adrenaline. If he heard me, he wasn’t listening. 

				I wanted to yell to Joaquin that he had a better chance of getting away by staying on the boat and that trying to run away on an island probably wasn’t going to work out too well for him. I decided to save my breath and give chase. I needed to get him before he did something stupid that a desperate man might try, like take a hostage or steal a car or boat. 

				Joaquin ran over to my car and tried the handle. Even though I had left the engine running I had locked the door. Joaquin gave up on trying to open the door and ran off away from the harbor and toward town. 

				I ran down the staircase as fast as I dared. I got to my vehicle and opened the door. I hoped that Joaquin would see the futility of the situation and give up. Somehow I doubted it. 

				Pulling my vehicle around and giving chase, I saw that Joaquin had changed direction and was now headed toward the south end of the harbor, which was a dead end. I pulled up behind Joaquin and slowly followed behind him. After a few hundred feet, he slowed down and I could tell he was tiring. 

				I rolled down my window and called out to him. He looked back but did not acknowledge me. He just kept heading toward the end of the dock. Getting fed up; I put my vehicle in park and got out. I had no problem catching up to Joaquin, tackling him, and placing him in handcuffs. As we were standing up, Captain Bill and Sammy came running up. Both out of breath.

				Joaquin was crying uncontrollably, his head hung low. I was walking him back toward my vehicle to put him in the back seat. Captain Bill and Sammy were sitting on the bumper of my SUV trying to catch their breath. 

				In between sobs, Joaquin said something. I couldn’t make it out so I asked him to repeat it. Again, I couldn’t understand what he was saying, he was speaking very softly. I lowered my ear toward his face and asked him to repeat himself. I was getting my keys out to make sure the back door was unlocked…Joaquin looked up and me, made eye contact and said;

				“Tell Luisa, I’m sorry.”

				The next thing I saw was a flash of light as Joaquin head butted me square in the face. I was hit so hard I fell against my vehicle and slid to the ground. By the time I got the tears out of my eyes, I could just make out Joaquin jumping off the dock and into the icy cold water. 

				EPILOUGE

				Twenty-four hours later, I was sitting in Chief’s chair drinking coffee with Captain Bill and Sammy sitting across from me. All of us were beyond tired, having been up for over twenty-four hours. My nose was bruised, bloody and sore, but not broken. I had a piece of gauze shoved up each nostril and had gotten a dose of extra strength aspirin from the on call nurse. 

				It had taken us a good six hours to find Joaquin’s body in the harbor…and another two to get it out of the water. Egor, and everyone else kept telling me how even if he wasn’t handcuffed, he still would not have survived the freezing water. I tried to take comfort in that but, found it difficult. 

				I excused myself from my coffee drinking buddies and went to the restroom. I examined my nose and carefully removed the gauze from my nostrils. Captain Bill, Sammy and I had a long distance call to make to Luisa. I hoped that on the other end of the phone line we would hear some answers and reasoning that would help us to understand why two friends now occupied the St. Paul morgue. 

				I walked back into the office and the three of us shared a mutual nod. I turned the speakerphone on and began to dial. 

				FIN

			

			
				Open / Adult Honorable Mention

				Alaskan Gourmet Chicken (a recipe) 
By Eric Boyce

				INGREDIENTS (and EQUIPMENT)

				½ cup White wine, dry (e.g., Sauvignon Blanc) See note 1 below.

				2 to 4 Chicken breasts (can substitute Spruce Hen, or whatever grouse is available) See notes 2, 3 & 4. 

				2 Tbs. Butter

				2 Tbs. Olive Oil (do not use engine oil)

				1 Tsp. Capers (optional)

				2 or 3 Fresh Basil leaves (not optional)

				1 Tsp. Flour

				1 Tbs. Lemon Juice

				1 Chainsaw

				1 Large flat rock

				1 Axe, single or double edge

				1 Shotgun with slugs (optional, if not in bear country)

				Cut up and split a downed birch or black spruce tree (as if there’s an option in Alaska) and build a medium fire. Let burn until reduced to hot coals. 

				While the fire burns, place chicken breasts between two pieces of plastic wrap (in the absence of that use a clean folded raincoat flap) and with the broad side (flat side) of the axe, beat the chicken breast on the flat rock until about a quarter inch thick. If there are no flat rocks, use the top of the airplane’s float. If the plane dropped you in the bush and left you for a week or two or more… improvise… use a stump.

				If in bear country, equip a lookout with the shotgun and slugs and post nearby. If not in bear country, post one anyway… you can never tell with bears.

				After the coals have formed and no flame is present, in a large iron skillet (non-stick pans are not allowed in the bush, just in New York City.) Heat the butter and olive oil over a low to medium heat (Cooking Tip: near the edge of the coals).

				Tear up basil leaves and simmer a minute. Place chicken in skillet, on top of basil, and cook about four to five minutes on the each side. Remove from pan, cover and place in a warm place. (Cooking Tip: near the fire)

				Mix the four with a couple tablespoons of wine until well blended. To the drippings in the skillet, add the remaining wine, the flour mix and the capers. Cook over a high heat (Cooking Tip: over the middle of the coals) until reduced about half. 

				Pour sauce over chicken and serve. Eat quickly as porcelain plates turn everything ice- cold in seconds.

				Note 1. If you’re near Nome try the little liquor store off the main street.

				 If you’re near Bethel, don’t worry there are lots of liquor stores (some legal and some not.)

				 If you’re near Anchorage, you’ll have a cornucopia of liquor stores to choose from. The same goes for Fairbanks and Juneau. If you’re near Eagle, try the only store in town, they only carry the little bottles, so buy several. 

				 If near Egigik, Igiugig, Koliganek, Chalkyitsik, Kwigillingok or Koniganak, you’re screwed and should have brought it with you.

				Note 2. If substituting moose or caribou for chicken, use red wine and increase cooking time by three minutes on each side. Skip the capers and use three times the flour. Forget the basil and use ground pepper.

				Note 3. If substituting salmon for chicken, keep the white wine, reduce cooking time by one minute on each side. Skip the capers and add dill. Forget the flour. Don’t use the basil, save it for omelets, and add lemon & pepper seasoning.

				Note 4. If substituting salmon and moose and caribou for chicken, you’ve been in the bush too long. Radio the plane and go home.

			

			
				Open / Adult Honorable Mention

				There She is the Ocean 
By Jacob Bell

				A younger man sat flat and calm, and wondered 

				at the bar-room dawn: “Why does my future feel so wrong, 

				while others commit to this or that, and claim 

				rumination would only hold them back? 

				If I am in error with my land-held time, perhaps 

				I belong out in the brine” 

				A grizzled man of aged years passed nearby and had 

				heard the fears spoke loud enough to reach his ears

				emitted by this fateful chap, who seemed 

				in needful exposure to the fact that when 

				pondering dreams of marine ends, one 

				benefitted from a certain consortia of friends.

				The man advanced with this to share and stood 

				in front of features fair presented in that smoky air 

				by the being who sought to construct sea life 

				goals to which his future could be stuck. 

				“Boy if anything can be told true I will 

				reach down to my cerebral stew in the hopes of convincing you

				that affecting your life through nautical alteration 

				could indeed ease your internal consternation. 

				And extending beyond a simple philosophical balm, 

				we can talk factually of the seas I have worked upon” 

				The boy felt his soul prick up at attention as this older 

				man had directly mentioned the work he believed could ease his tension.

				The old sailor began quite slow to ensure plain 

				comprehension in what there was to know. 

				“First off to a young man like you, I don’t 

				doubt that you are feeling blue…” 

				“…having now a certain apprehension of world mechanics 

				I need not re-mention, or marginalize as personal invention. 

				To put some of those concerns here to rest let 

				me offer conclusions that will sum things up best.” 

				“Yes, the animals we know and love and terra firma raw

				in its primal mud, all proceeding under the universe above, 

				is full of madness, creation, and hate, and under 

				rapid change rattling towards an unexpected fate. 

				The oceans, plants, and atmosphere too is all caught 

				up in this revolutionary stew.”

				“The evolving impact to our own resources appears 

				a crushing run of terminal courses, assisted by technological divorces.

				Trust me here, many who reflect a more hopeful insurance 

				are simply denying a number of these event’s occurrence. 

				Instead I seek out hope of a different sort, one 

				that was born with more truth to purport.” 

				“Mainly, this terror and change and hopeless situation, 

				is no different from history’s long refused abrogation, the 

				elements that today strike us with horror, so are those we 

				have always lived with and fought to more.” 

				“The future will surely bring surprises so one must abandon 

				utopian prizes, or risk hope hobbled by some unforeseen crisis.

				We humans are emboldened with capacity to observe and 

				should celebrate and protect this without reserve. 

				Politics and troubles will occur just the same, but in 

				keeping our eyes open we will acknowledge the game.” 

				“We are here to breathe our individual song with unique 

				style and trustful aplomb, which will convince others to sing along.

				Which brings me back to you young man, the 

				one who sits here without a plan.

				Your problem isn’t the failed world trajectory, its right 

				now and here and your soul’s own rectory.” 

				“So let me ask you plainly here: do you truly desire (after finishing 

				that beer) or sometime in the coming weeks and years, 

				to set out upon the sea, with these bar-room 

				compatriots, or that fellow afar, or possibly me, 

				and decidedly turn these errant inquisitions to useless 

				baggage left dockside with determined precision?”

				The young man was left dumb by these aged expulsions 

				and still felt swimming in his own mental contortions, his 

				face betrayed surprise and intrigue and the air around 

				him hummed with electric evolving belief. 

				He pushed his drink back towards the bar and took a 

				deep breath drawn from oxygen afar 

				and looked squarely at the old man to respond with force:

				“Sir I appreciate your directed rant, and would not have 

				explored these things without your conversational plant, 

				but I do notice the flowery alcohol on your breath 

				and take note of your stained and disheveled dress.”

				“I reflect this not to highlight a gaff, but to admit 

				your seeming comfort in your own life path, that 

				philosophically you may have justified yourself, and 

				with such introspection you have found your wealth.”

				“I do know that at this moment before us, I 

				desire a task that is salty laborious, and 

				there incorporating your thoughts on life’s mission, I 

				will try singing my song under marine volition.”

				With that the younger man walked out the room, with some 

				new certainty piercing the grey sea gloom. 

				Down the docks and with an imperceptible skip, he 

				soon found himself upon a ship…

				Departing Port

				I am trying to leave still working to depart on this ship. Mentally mired, ships never seem to be ready. Their parts and bits shake and strain and remain damp for too long and are therefore prone to surprising malfunction or complete dissolution. I have been at the ship every day as if we are en route, have rolled through the holds and around inner workings and come away with the boat smell remains from last season. But we have still not left, and the captain remains vague as to departure actualities. 

				We are here in the harbor on what was at first potentially the night to leave but has now proven itself a repeating small tasks evening. I wait among the winter dried net and riggings above and glance at the familiar surrounds of home port. Across the harbor rings music from an establishment I know fairly well and the band echoes off the spring night mountain backdrop. Cheers and hoots follow a particular instrumental flourish or the end of a song: the cries are discordant, pitched, and distorted. I assume they are fellow citizens, of general community, but above this rigging I also notice the harbor gulls, the constant nautical residents, also amassed, emitting similar erratic jeers from a distance and myself receiving it too audibly by the evening wind. I confess I cannot tell them apart, human cheer and gull caw mix in the middle of this sea mountain home basin and ring off this delayed vessel and my own impatient tone.

				The following evening, having successfully shoved off with the rewarding end to anticipation, I take my first wheel watch through a rough island passage. The sodium lights on the mast shove us forward continuing away from port and I feel alone and grateful to have been finally sprung loose from that harbor; departing from me in the boisterous echoes of the previous night. Now, a lone gull swings deftly into my direct gaze, close enough to reach out the half cocked window to grab its webbed feet. The home cries mingle and glide on, alongside a farewell ship.

				Everything to be named, all to be learned

				On deck objects emerge from a hazy misunderstanding once they are named and placed in relation to each other. I am grateful for the new diction, I am grateful for comradery and communication that is incorporated in boat, on the sea, in the ports. Some of these terms have bare historical antecedents, stemming from previous techniques, locations, and adaptations. Other objects and behavior seem named for an individual mariner hero. In common, all carved from the past. I think of these divisions as I stand on top deck eyeing the water. Looking for salmon which leap from the water in their school’s direction, this act and fish is labeled a “jumper” and communication of such a sight is a prosperous blessing to an approaching set of the seine net. 

				In that “jumper” is our application of eyes to the world and the birth of a word. We would not label jumpers, and emote emotional and behavioral response, if we did not catch fish this certain way, or indeed if we did not consume fish at all. The word is a simple human product. Still gauging the grey sea I feel the potentialities of words themselves faltering, dividing the salmon from the water, the eggs laid from the gravel in where they nest, the word labels hold utility sure, but they are soft and flighty applications and could be removed with any determined ocean current.

				Muscle memories

				The uncanny memories arise as I work all day with my legs and arms and back. Working outside and receiving whatever tempest, watery or radiant, I found I have cycled through the full storage of personal memories big and small. Unregulated to events with direct relevance, I find the most disparate past moments drawn forward, with only the perceiver myself as the common thread. I attribute this experience to the unleashed body-wide blood flow of hard work. These limbs and torso have presented themselves in particular patterns at all of these recalled instances, and in their movement the memory continuum is laid aloud. 

				Moving the limbs chaotically in all directions and for a lengthy moment, I am sure that the muscle communication received by my brain is one of all-knowing reiteration. I work hard to express myself in continual movement. In analysis of such perceptual input from the ends of myself, the brain reads “life”, the only solid content of our memories real and imagined. 

				To Speak of Anchorage

				Searching along the eaves of an enfolded mountain coast, the chart stares glumly without much to recommend. All of the water seems to sit at a depth too much for our anchor and chain. A anchorage decision is reached out of circumstance for there is nothing acceptable about ignoring sleep or remaining a drifting vessel, human and machine listless for the entire night. 

				The coast is responsible for its own accessibility, an earth-leveled outright rebuke of human intent when you are on the back end of a 20 hour day seeking an anchor of rest, if only for a short time, and given no options. We sit here on an untrusting anchor tethered in the proximate radiance of some south-western waves and they are not completely absorbed until I am down in my bunk, wrapped up in the fo‘c’sle and hear the waves lapping the hull a few composite inches from my body. 

				The waves split and watery meld around the hull with each pulse, they are whispers of women in a separate room, comforting discussions asserting a point or laughing at fleeing lightness. I welcome the hushed salt conversation and soon notice its partner as well, the slow male groans of the ship’s outer workings, the conflicted knock of metal chain gear and slow roll of rounded deck objects. In the face of the constant waves, in a house of temporary anchorage, the men hem and haw at their surroundings and the women speak softly, with assertion. I listen through a hull for a wall and am lulled to rest.

				A Tender Delivery

				Oh it seems so stiff and mechanical to deliver these flashing fish to this Tender ship colossus: massive whirring pumps and sliding steel and human hands and tobacco smoke. The uninitiated eye is repulsed, feeling too much empathy for the miracle of these sentient scaled beings and speculating on your own murderous hand.

				I am not only unfamiliar with this process, with the delivery chain of coveted salmon flesh to my plate, I also persist incompletely apprenticed to the moving horror of life and death. In coping with horror we dice up our empathy along anthropogenic lines, as in, if this creature winks in its suffering, and knowing the unsavory nature of our own pain, we are brought into emotional kinship. 

				This is a sympathy cooler of our own perception. What of the trees signaling biochemically to each other, the scorpions whiling away their parenthood with prolonged care? Do we not respire in direct competition of other creatures most minute life desires? Did our atmosphere not develop over millennia as a waste product of the earliest bacteria? Life tends towards its processes. 

				Life patterns are sought after and relinquished only after severe disruption; the form is loved, the mirrored loves itself enough to transgress on innumerable animates, to enact certain war against them. This love drives war and the victory, as it is achieved, is also thus loved. Love victory is experienced war or death and it is naturally mechanical efficient. Here, watching this mass dispatch of these fish conclude, I am harried and joyful, am life and living.

				Go to the Bar once more

				I am stumbling in my relations with the patrons of the dockside bar. This is surprising, considering the traditional soldering technique of alcohol, a small town bar, and a mixed bag of familiar and unfamiliar faces. Tonight they seem lost in themselves, distilling something down to talk about, working to uncover pinpoints of importance but resultantly sounding quite shipworm. Perhaps their additive time out on the water (or time removed from earthbound activities) numbs down expression among the sights and sound of a busy room. Perhaps they are undemonstrative drunks. 

				My interpersonal fault findings holds little water; this is their home port, along with a diverse number of previous internationals, Phillipinos, Southeast Asians, Pacific Islanders, Latinos, and now Turks. And there is a somewhat aged Phillipino lady directing this esteemed establishment from behind the bar…surveying the mostly empty dance floor, the trailing smoke from a number of lit cigarettes bellied up to the rail. It is not clear, nor does it matter, how long she has been living here and to what degree she has acculturated to her surroundings. The question simply stands as an interesting note of fundamental contrast here tonight. 

				In a moment of fraternity, another fisherman drives his lilting body in front of myself and my crewmember, a number of drinks in hand. He distributes two to us and proposes an incomprehensible toast, the music is loud and the occasion ambiguous. We knock glasses substantially and I laugh at the setting, with my eyes rising to catch the lady proprietor. She laughs as well and nods with apparent knowingness, a theatrical wink and a headshake, acting overseer of my thoughts and un-relations. The TV in the corner begins to feel punishing and I seek her out again for more forgiveness, of which there is none, and she is turned back to me. 

				Battle stack

				I read somewhere that following the early Russian-Koniag interactions, some peaceful some violent, all strange, some serious transgression, some confused assault took place, a Russian harmed by a Koniag. The Russians took chase along the coast with the Koniag very aware at an approaching confrontation. 

				The Koniag retreated to a sea stack, an independently standing severed portion of a sea cliff, which served as their traditional fighting fort defense. Rising with cliffs on all sides except for a narrow elevated pathway still connected to the mainland, it resembled the tactics of some Celtic walls that control a tight approach way and end in un-scalable cliffs. As it was recounted, there with ships and artillery and muskets the Russians made quick work of the sea stack defenses, firing from below and from land and devastating the group of indigenous adversaries. It was not recorded exactly where this traumatic engagement occurred. 

				As we cruised one golden sun day, I saw a prominent sea stack, seemingly ripped from the surrounding cliffs. There on top was distantly made out persons, two dressed in similar color clothes. I verified these apparitions with my binoculars, and had absolutely no insight into their purpose. The sun shone congenially and seemed to bless their gathering. 

				It does not matter if the stack was imbued with the historical weight of that battle stack, it does not matter if these present day citizens were picnicking, or getting married, or in sacred meditation. The events around here are too much left to the imagination, no understanding eye can be held at such distances, the landscape too immense to suffer the tragedies of human record. 

				Awakening

				Rolling at rest in my bunk I am awakened in the mid-night by my crewmember. It is my turn at ploughing the ship forward, a straightforward procedure if all of the new navigational technologies are in order. I settle in to a misty summer night, just enough light to steer by. My tired mind soon grunts to life and turns immediately to my own future, my own personal pilotage. I feel out previously hatched ideals, hedge them against every staggering reality, and find no winner on balance. Then I have the removed sense that I am planning out my nearing minutes. 

				My future drops into the bunk of my present and demands I take wheel watch, to consider certain known and unknown dangers ahead. Awake-ness the natural product of a future summons, awake now in allegiance with forward thinking. To live without the future is to disallow your internal crew the benefit of a conscious watch, to roll into the sea blind and asleep. Let my mind persist in the vagaries of the future, I am awake from that knowledge.

				Shark in the machine

				We quite possibly broke that shark’s spine. It, caught in out net, thrashing its tail, gnashing its teeth, pulled on deck, eyes flitted smoothly and seemed terror. Removal of the 7 foot creature impressionably impossible as it sat there wrapped multiplicity in our net. 

				Then orders from the front deck and a rope appeared to drop over the massive tail, and the whine of the hydraulics as the shark is dangly removed and we alight the twisted net-work webbing. The thrashing begins as the shark senses the flipped vertical maneuver and I imagine the sound of cracking cartilaginous spinal sections, a water weightless marine animal brought to bear its heft by its tail. 

				The Shark is lowered outside the net and cut free with a portion of the rope still loose around its tail. The thrill passes and diminishes as we finish hauling in the rest of the net. 

				Guilty sensations seem to stay fluttering in my chest. Did the shark survive the hydraulic removal, is the attached rope a death sentence, who are we to catch shark beings in our drive for other species, why endeavor to catch anything? Exploring these moments feels as large a relief as the eventual exit of the shark, for truly, we know not why we fish, we know not what we catch, we know not how they feel and if they survive, it all slips off into the watery underworld. 

				A Grounding
a posteri

				The day pressed on in obtuse insistence, the light fog rain holding the previous alarming hours in front of us with misty permanence. We had pulled on board Chinooks, the largest of the salmon species, in unexpected substantial numbers. I had learned in process how this preferred fish should immediately receives two thrusts of a knife in their vital gills and disembowelment, where, as expected, I found the heart. They told me the heart would still beat after the life had gone. 

				There it sat in my palm beating in sub regional clenches, cascading fluid contraction and wiggle. I was transfixed on its continuation, on the organization of cells and their dedication to process in the face of apocalypse, chaos and persistence. With such a thing in hand, this mass is the star heart, is the final soft dragging metronome of life. The Chinook lay on deck, with no more soul to offer, no fading spinal twitches in remain. Here in my hand the star core pulsed on astronomically, surrounded by my attention, and I lofted it to the misty air. Into the sea then with the pulsing presumably propelling it slightly downward to the sea floor, its held order lost to a turbulent deep. 

				beached

				Coming first lightly from the country of sleep, an anomalous thump out of time with the lull of waves, then the thump again, twice.

				And quick terror movement across the bunks, crew to crew. I believe we both initiate operation simultaneously but he is out with more precision and I struggle, stuck sideways in my small bunk, and hear him rousing the captain with urgency:

				BOTTOM, I think we hit BOTTOM.

				The skiff? I think it’s the skiff…

				NO, BOTTOM…

				I am broken free and pulling upright in my underwear and the true certificate arrives two more thumps and everyone is jolted awake.

				PULL the ANCHOR!

				My captain’s face heaves past in wide-eyed comprehension as I open the door and see our vessel turned sideways in the trough of the oncoming breaker waves, the cold of the 3 am wind and stolid rain. Past me is my crewmember without shoes and in his underwear to the front of the boat, I know nothing to do but to follow him and he is pulling the anchor with the hydraulic wench at a prolific rate, the captain is leaning out the window demanding some sort of incapable speed. I take quick survey and locate us indeed drifted away from the other boats, in the breakers on the beach, hitting sandy bottom again and again and again. Now we are back in the cabin all of us, searching for clothes to go on and the captain is pushing the engine forward, trying to drag out of this sandy bed, the desired advancement noticeably absent.

				PUMP THE HOLD!

				This idea is meant to lighten the boat and soon our fish in the hold are being exposed as their cooled water is sent overboard in volumes. The combined resistance of our sandy envelopment and the forceful breaker waves have continued to hold us sideways, the vessel striking bottom and taking waves over the entire deck and into out of and through our skiff. Our sodium lights are all on now lighting up our situation to an uncaring howling rain night, feeble light sinking away. 

				I look to the cliffs, light brown and their sandy perturbations, it is obvious to see our continuing drag along these sight markers, and it is obvious to see our failure to hold. Orders are shouted, ideas are shared, the night looms large and the realities of the fierceness of this water temperature, of the power of these waves, does not entertain much myth and heroism. In this state, under the seriousness of its cloak, I find myself lamentably unchanged, still spinning trivial absurdities as a ship, my only platform, pitches in vulnerability beneath us all. I have little to offer, we all have little to offer the rain sideways in the sodium lights, the flooded deck.

				Soon another idea emerges and our captain is at once ordering the anchor over again in a new location, is on the radio with a nearby boat, is voicing next steps. A crewmember is in the improbable skiff, survival suit by his side us all eyes watching as he pulls an improvised tow line off the bow and he is away from the boat, through the waves, cresting and troughing like us, sometimes planing on sight, sometimes he at the waves bottom as we sit high or us on bottom again as he pitches to a summit. 

				With more water from the tidal flood and a number of more minutes we have actually begun to swing around, I am on the bow again with another crewmember and we are drawing the anchor up, working its pinched sideways chain clench to draw it up and we are suddenly moving. The sense of coming afloat again, the pillow of full hull displacement is so exceptional from the sandy rock bottom. The cliffs too seem to release us from their natural placement marks and we are in time back past the breakers, dimming immediately to inconsequentiality. 

				We gaze around, the rhythm of the waves, the dis-rythmic shock of striking bottom over and over and over again, disappears into the foreground alongside our slowing pulses.

				Kicking away

				As we approach those groups of birds, puffins, murres, and pigeon guillemots, our burden of diesel roiling below our decks, the large draft sends out a wake that must seem to them an advancing wave enormity. These birds are not immediately startled to flight, most commonly in response to our passing these birds move warily away from our course, maintaining one bird eye, or alternating the two, their light bodies jerkily trained on us. Below the water you can see their web feet locomotives churning out the desired pace. The feet instead of the wings, the preferred management of sea surface issues. 

				These feet are a funny abstraction to those of us so accustomed to seeing the sea birds in flight or from a discrete distance. These feet push the strange human world away. If and when they decide to take the absolute flight away, consensus is reached instantaneously, all alighting in quick succession. With the whole decision of their capability they begin to kick those feet rapidly in succession with their wings and are soon completing their funny webbed movement across the surface of the water, a jogging scuttle. And then they are airborne, their two webbed appendages, sometimes bright orange or simply black, trailing behind them like lost rotated rudders with nowhere to be safely tucked away. 

				In our own flocking way we deliver repeatedly to the large hired salmon tender who has a crew mostly composed of new residents to the Alaskan landscape. We sort fish at a table with one man, the same age as myself. After a number of tender visits he is genial and sharing; he has been to jail in and out for 4 years. He has a six year old daughter and no discernible partner. He used to be hooked on, and entwined with, the creation of methamphetamines. He relates this information with the joy of liberation. He has left something undesirable, a complicated marsh of social upheaval and strain, and is left to the sea. 

				When we inquire into the specific determination of his exit he is spare on details but large on platitudes: seeking something “new” and “adventure”, “some change”, each expression a staged uncertainty in a changing direction. I hear in his narration his feet first hesitantly kicking away, then grabbing vigorously for water and heaving himself airborne. Now they trail humorously behind him because we cannot hope to understand the flight he has taken, and the strange determined glimpses we receive from him.

				Shoreline’s drowsy gaze

				I wondered how my land relationship would change with numerous days at sea, without the organic smells under my fingernails or the lingering plant scents on my clothing. We have remained always close to shore, setting our nets off a point or in a bay where the smell and sights of the land are still present. But it has all begun to feel inaccessible; a portrait of a place I know, accessible only to my searching gaze. 

				The most present aspect is of course the shoreline, the rocky beaches and sea stacks and fringe trees extending under and away from our bow and populated with eagles, deer, and foxes. 

				There looking up at the sea of land and its shoreline, location on land is a gaze upon the ocean, location on ocean is a gaze upon the land. At the intersection of the common shore, intimate with the waves, stepping slightly in and around the fringe, and longing the absent sensations of the background impression.

				Night Business

				There is a night where the boats have assembled naturally, chasing fish in the same run or at the same watery intersections, the fleet chasing them together. The salmon tenders, the fish collectors, have followed as well. They sit on anchor and belch diesel and receive the congregated seiners, sending their own smoke aloft. Together, democratic, en masse we sing commerce. 

				The fumes are strong, the voices rise highest from the decks, the fish appropriate an industrial shine as they move past on the sorting tables. I remark to my crewmember that it all feels automatic, truly commercial, when these diverse pieces of the industry are seen in total. He relates experience of American commerce on the great lakes, 1000 ft vessels delivering ore multitudes from mines of all types, a place where the smelting fires crest their limit with capital. The ore is delivered refined or moved along in processing onshore, earthen product states transformed through energy injection, a port of great commercial scale. 

				From our single vessel another fish comes on board the tender, and is sorted. It may be unoriginal to wonder where these certain fish are eventually consumed after American commerce has had its way, but the question lingers on the taste of diesel here tonight.

				Movement Moment

				We were on the long working grind that day making set after set with our net. The wind had been up regionally, and so the jellyfish were caught up in voluminous herds and dropped gelatinous liquid halos around my hood as I stacked the net on deck. They strongly stung my face and I had improvised a bandana mask to cover nose to chin. A long brimmed ballcap accompanied and I could see the tentacles slap and hang off the brim. 

				Over the top of the hydraulic block comes a caught up salmon. It is launched out of the gill snag that held it and lands solid on deck, gulping-in violently attempting to force what should be water through its mouth. The gulps are spastic and seem uncommonly in meter with some music we are playing on deck, some unknown 60s soul.

				The Hatchery

				We drive up alongside and inside the armada awaiting the opening signal to proceed in catching these fish. We all mill about in front of the human built buildings and enclosure and managed stream of the hatchery. The returning salmon, reared artificially for natural enhancement, jump and jump beyond in the area where any of these 50 boats could pick them off. We motor around with moist hearts, happy to see so many fish and anxious to be over and done with the approaching frenzy and its conciliatory monetary reward. 

				Over near the hatchery in the stream catchment are wild bears in complete transgression of the State’s regulatory fishing markers. They swim unhurried and joyous into the assembled masses of sate. Maybe this enhanced feast feels natural, harks back to time ahistorical when many Alaskan streams produced on this scale; slow rolling fur diving roiling schools.

				This opener could certainly be the most profitable single haul in the season for a number of fishermen, profits originating from this human hatching investment and directed back to its perpetuation. 

				It proves to be a frenzied 8 hour opener, where boats crash and careen and haul in the masses of legal fish, or tragically freeze at realizations that they have lost or missed or been avoided by the fish. We sit on anchor in the arrived night among unbelievable quiet again and I see a bear on the beach once more lumbering towards the fish pen from the woods. 

				The ursine eyes catch for a moment in the yellow lights of the hatchery buildings and reflect toward our boat 50 yards off shore. Shining the hatching of animal needs and wants and ideas and monies in an ongoing and infinite reflected complex propped up on its own pilings in the air.

				The Ends of Rocks

				We were on the back deck and dumb by an early morning fog. The fishing felt unnecessary with too little fish and many undesirable jellyfish and seaweeds. As the rolling glass swell pulsed under and through the fog it swept over rocks in front of us without breaking before crashing on the walled headlands a few meters beyond. 

				The rocks shrank and expanded, acquired squiggled lines and strange slants as the waves rolled past. I considered a small crab, alive on the rock and hardened blue watching her real estate grow and contract.

				As abruptly as it had started, the 

				young man’s ocean concerns parted.

				Without pomp his ship returned home, to

				be cleaned and hauled out with nowhere to roam.

				The now seafaring man stumbled a return, onto 

				the beach and its rocky berm. 

				Sitting in search for a welcome humanity, a

				natural error of his seafaring vanity. 

				The older man was not in sight, so 

				he curled up to an earth return night. 

				As he slowly fell to dreams upon land, a 

				draft of intimate dispatch fell from his hand:

				“We are always limited in our descriptive capacity, of 

				the endlessly reflective natural world veracity. In 

				its fitful stops and starts as well, we gain little 

				through human analysis to tell, the true 

				contribution of our own special lives, and 

				the resulting future with its warning cries.” 

				“There isn’t final sense to make, besides acknowledgement of what’s at stake; 

				that is the discovery of your own special sound, and 

				the empowering knowledge that it spins the world round. 

				On land or sea or in the air, over cities or towns or in nature’s fair, be 

				sure to sing what you need to say, and despite 

				the world’s turns, we will secure our own way.” 
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