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Abbigayle Barkley 
Siuslaw Elementary 
Age 5-8 Honorable Mention 
  
Lighthouse 
I’d like to be a lighthouse big and tall and pretty lighthouses are amazing and I 
would like to see the boats coming in safe and I like to see the waves splash 
against the shore. When the sunset went down it was dark and there was not a 
sound the night came. 
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Kate Henley 
Prose Ages 9-10 Honorable Mention 

 
Sailing Through the Stars 
 
I would love to fly through the inky night sky. Although only ten, I already know a 
good amount about the solar system; for example, when I was five or six, I 
memorized the order of the planets- Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, the asteroid 
belt, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, Neptune, and Pluto! If I could go to space, here’s 
what it might be like. 
 
I’m getting ready to go. I might be late! I quickly pack my things, mostly food and 
supplies. I wonder what it might be like. What could happen? Knowing that space 
is airless and gravity-less doesn’t help! I have visions that don’t help, either. I see 
myself being left behind while everyone else heads back to Earth far away from 
where I am, which is on the moon. The night before we leave is the worst. What if 
something goes wrong? 
 
I’m buckled up, ready to go, and really nervous. They start the count down… “10, 
9, 8”… my heart beats faster… “7, 6, 5”…what if we don’t blast off in time? “4, 
3”… what if we go down instead of up? “2, 1, LIFT OFF!!” What a relief-we go up! 
 
Days are passing slowly. Each one gets more boring. When not napping, I try to 
set up cards. Like us, they just float around, so I have to chase after them. One 
day, while chasing a runaway card, I pass through a window. I freeze and reach 
out to grab the card-easily-and stare out the window. Stars race by. I see a few 
shooting stars, and a comet hurls by. Every day I just sit and watch the world get 
smaller and smaller, as the moon gets larger and larger. 
 
One night, a huge CRASH wakes us up! As soon as my eyes open, thoughts 
race through my mind. What if a comet hit us? Although I’m not superstitious, I 
remember aliens. What if they’re attacking us? Luckily, there are no dents in our 
ship or mysterious and interesting looking creatures, but what surprises me is a 
huge, dusty, white-ish sphere beneath us. I’m more than amazed. I’m 
speechless. I’m looking at the moon close up, in person. It’s too good to be true.  
 
My first step out of the ship is truly amazing!  With the night sky surrounding me, I 
feel like I’m one of the stars. Dust flies around my face-moon dust. It feels like 
fairy dust floating around my face. Behind the specks, stars are shimmering like 
gems.  
 
As soon as we’re out of the ship, we study rocks. I find one with strange 
markings. We’ll take it back to Earth to study. Although we only find three 
interesting rocks, I’m excited anyway. When walking around I leap into the black 
sky and float there for a minute. It feels like I’m flying A couple of times 
astronauts fall on their backs like beetles, so people have to help them get on 



their feet. Every night I sit and watch the world rotate very slowly around and 
around. I wonder what my family might be doing. I’m excited to tell them about 
my adventure. 
 
We fly back into space. I think about how long I’ve been gone, about a week. I 
watch the moon, my second home, slowly vanish into the black world 
surrounding it; and the Earth, my first home gets bigger and bigger. I’m returning 
to the world I know and love, that I left behind.  
 
 

 
 

Somer Joe Hornbuckle 
Family School 
Prose Ages 9-10 Honorable Mention 
 
 
NIGHT WALK 

 
It’s night and my face is shivering with cold in the moonlight. 
The night is so frozen it feels as if my fingers are about to fall off. 
I hear screeches from a cat that sends chills slithering down my spine. 
“Rrreeeaaawww.” 
I start to walk down the street and think about the warm fire that I am going to 
make when I get home. 
My feet start moving faster and faster. 
I move them around the corner and on to Main Street. 
I pass a dark alleyway filled with big, deep puddles of water from the rainstorm 
earlier today. 
A crow calls as if to say, “Faster, faster, walk faster.” 
I spin my head around and I look at the city clock, it is 10:15. 
I accidentally step into a puddle, submerging and soaking my feet. 
My feet feel like someone poured ice water over them, then buried them in snow. 
My mind worries about my little dog at home all alone, “Is she okay?” 
I see that I have only one block to go then my warm, cozy house is on the left. 
I decide to sprint at top speed. 
I see my front door and run up to it and open it to see my dog wagging her tail at 
me. 
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Austin Fallen 

Age 14-18 honorable mention 

The Nightly Death 
As the other man walks silently into the square the blind man stands up off the bench, a 
shadow pulling away from the rest. They meet at the middle. 
The other man stares into the blind mans gray, un-seeing eyes. They laid him bare for all 
the world to see-though they were alone in the square-and he felt almost uncomfortable 
under that sightless gaze. No words were exchanged, there was no need. They each 
handed the other a letter that would explain what happened for the others family. 
They stared a moment longer then in one fluid motion drew their swords. 
There was a breeze then that seemed to carry the breath of something magic of something 
that was going to happen, it whispered of a familiar and of the norm event that was 
anything but normal. 
They both turned and took ten even steps back, turned to face one another and began to 
circle. The other man watched the blind mans foot work, how sure footed and steady his 
steps were. He also noticed every couple of steps the blind man would stomp his foot and 
it would resound and echo in the empty square. 
He wonder so why the blind man did this. Then he made a weak lunge and a few feints at 
the blind man, testing his defenses and weak points. 
He had such perfect form. The blind man guarded and parried all the feints-as predicted-
but made no riposte of his own all the while stomping his foot. Then the other man made 
a fierce lunge hoping to catch the blind man in the previous lull. The blind man moved as 
fast as a snake, sidestepped the lunge and with his sword drove the others into the ground 
and with his god like speed brings his sword up and the other barely lost his head, 
ducking back just in time. 
Recovering quickly they stand again to face one another, the blind man stared back 
blankly, expressionlessly. Then it was the blind mans turn, still he stomped his foot. With 
impossible speed he made his lunge, but the other man had anticipated something like 
this and positioned his blade so that the blind man might impale himself upon it but at the 
last second the blind man whirls and sidesteps the sword, now he is behind the other man. 
With that sixth scenes that seems to always save your life the other man drops to his 
stomach just avoiding a stab that would have run him through. Then he was up again and 
attacking fiercely. The blind man was giving ground yet still he stomped his foot, that 
echo going through the square. The other man saw a bench and began driving the blind 
man towards it hoping he would trip and be finished. But the blind man seemingly seeing 
all yet seeing nothing jumps onto the bench, the other stood there momentarily in 
surprise. That moment was enough, the blind man jumps and flips over the other man, he 
turns and raises his sword to defend against a blow but when the blind mans blade struck 
the other's was cut in two. The other man stares incredulously at his broken blade. The 
blind man then severs the others right hand and left arm in one fluid motion and just as 



fast drives his sword between the other mans ribs in his left flank-where his arm used to 
be-and straight into his heart. 
The blind man then unsheathes blade from the other mans heart and cleans it off as the 
other man falls, slowly to the ground and crumples like a puppet who's strings have been 
cut. He sheathes his blade and walks to the bench he sat at, picks up his walking stick and 
as he walks silently away he fades into mist and vanishes. At the same time the other 
mans body shimmers and ripples then bursts into little flickers of light then he too fades 
away. 
The next night. 
As the other man walks silently into the square the blind man stands up off the bench, a 
shadow pulling away from the rest. They meet at the middle. 
 
 

 
 
Noah Hadnutt 
Ages 14-18 Honorable Mention 

The Warrior of the Half-Moon 

Chapter One: Lupindar's Curse 
 
The half-werewolf stood on the edge of the ravine, staring at the cleaver-shaped 

moon, as the stars, pinpoints of light against the jet-black night sky, shined down 
on him. His name was Lupindar, the Dark Avenger of Oakwood, but no one knew 
his name, and he wanted to keep it that way. He was not truly half-werewolf, but 
that was what he called himself. His life before the werewolf bit him and the spell 
that should have removed his curse went wrong was a part of irrecoverable 
history.  
He had an extremely sensitive nose, sharp canine fangs, and strength, speed, 
vitality, and sensed sharpened to twice that of a normal human. On the half-
moon, those aforementioned abilities doubled again. But with that incredible 
power came a terrible curse. Lupindar would not turn into the half-man, half-wolf 
aberration that true werewolves turned into, but when he fought, he recklessly 
attacked any living creature that he saw. That quickly began to be a problem for 
the townspeople of Oakwood. In fact, on his first half-moon in the town of 
Oakwood, he had slain six people. Horrified by the monster he had become, 
Lupindar had given himself a new name and fled Oakwood to become a crusader 
against evil. He had crafted gloves that had foot-long blades that were sharper 
than an elven sword. He slid the gloves onto his hands.   
He looked into the ravine and saw the vague outline of a dark elf outpost. Drow 
(another name for dark elves) were ebony-skinned and pale-haired, with 
calculating, demonic red eyes. Their cunning and cruelty were only matched by 
their fanatical devotion to Lolth, the Spider Queen. Drow hated outpost duty, 
because the sun burned their skin and blinded them for as long as they could see 



it. Tonight, outpost duty will be far worse than you could have ever imagined.  
The half-moon was shining on Lupindar's skin. His curse was upon him fully now. 
He was preparing to climb down the side of the canyon, when he heard a voice 
behind him. "Halt!" It commanded. "What are you doing here? Hand over the 
gloves and you will die swiftly. If you don’t, we will kill you slowly and painfully." 
Lupindar turned around and saw a squad of Drow warriors, swords pointed at 
him. There were eight of them, and the one that had spoken looked like a very 
formidable fighter. Most sane creatures would have turned over their weapons. 
But Lupindar on the half-moon wasn't exactly sane.  
"House Darkweb's weapons-master and his troops will not wait forever," said the 
Drow. He was saying this to distract Lupindar as four of his soldiers moved in 
silently to flank the half-werewolf. Lupindar's keen senses, though, missed 
nothing. 
"Eeeeeaye!" Lupindar's blood-chilling war cry ripped from his throat as he 
charged the Drow on his right. First one, then the other fell to his blades. The 
other two flankers were sneaking up on him from behind. His keen ears heard 
their soft footsteps, and he backflipped over their heads. They barely had time to 
scream before a slash from one of the Lupindar's "claws" caught both of them in 
the throat. 
 
To Be Continued…  
 
 

 
 

Haley Songchild 

Ages 14-18 Honorable Mention 

 

COUGARS IN THE NIGHT:
 
A Memory

 

 
 

 Low voices woke me. I wiggled in my sleeping bag to keep warm. Brushing up 
against the side of the tent, I sat up, blinking into the darkness. After a minute, 
my eyes adjusted. 

 
“What’s going on?” I whispered to the two girls in my tent. The third was still 
sleeping. 

 
“She has to go to the bathroom,” whispered Kiki, a curly brunette. 

 
Lori climbed out of her sleeping bag, her red hair matted to her head. “You guys 
have to come with me.” 



 
We tried to wake Lee, but she wouldn’t budge, so we gave up and left her 
sleeping in the tent. Peeking out into the black surroundings, we saw a few tent 
outlines, like bumps on a hill. The first night of our class camping trip was still and 
silent. The dry air hung sleepily over us as we slipped on our shoes. A slight 
breeze brushed against my face as we dashed down to the bathroom. The dry 
sand beneath our feet captured our footprints, but we didn’t see the indentations 
as the blackness covered them. One florescent bulb illuminated the cement 
building. I heard it buzzing over us and gave it a quick glance. 

 
“Hurry up,” said Kiki, as Lori slipped into a stall. 

 
We chuckled for a minute, standing in front of the mirror making faces. Then Lori 
joined us again, and we peeked out into the dark. The dim moon was barely 
visible. We took a few steps outside and the door slammed behind us. We 
jumped and grabbed each other’s hands. Walking more slowly, we tip-toed back 
into the camp. A deep growling erupted beside us and we shrieked. Lori tried to 
pull me back to the bathroom, and Kiki tried to pull me towards the tent. 

 
 “You guys!” I whispered, struggling between them. 

“To the tent!” whispered Kiki, pulling. We hurried after her and dove in the small 
dome, zipping up the door. 

“It was a cougar!” whispered Kiki. 

“Really?” I said, my eyes taking a sweep of the shadows on our tent. 

Kiki nodded, wide-eyed. 

Lori shook the sleeping girl. “Lee! Lee wake up! We heard a cougar!” 

We told her about the bathroom door and the growling. 

She shivered. “Is it still out there?” 

“Could be,” said Kiki. 

“A ghost slammed the bathroom door,” whispered Lori. 

“No way,” said Lee. 

“It did.” Kiki nodded. 

We grinned for a few minutes, talking about cougars and ghosts. Then we 
climbed into our sleeping bags, and I drifted off, snuggling in the warmth. The 
shadows on our tent shifted and moved, and I dreamt of a black cougar shadow, 
stalking around our tent. But, the dark night hovered around us, protecting us 
from sight. 

As light seeped into our tent, we stirred. 

“I dreamt about cougars,” said Lori. 

“You guys should have woken me up,” said Lee. 



“Like we didn’t try?” Kiki rolled her eyes. We grinned at Lee’s face and climbed 
out of the tent, rushing to tell one of the grown-ups. 

“We heard a cougar!” said Lori, to our classmates. 

After we explained the night to our teacher, she smiled. “That was probably just 
Ray snoring.” 

We looked at each other and glanced over at the man emerging from his tent. He 
looked in our direction, his eyes twinkling. 

As night deepens, stories come alive, and every shadow is a character, dutifully 
playing its role... And when the moon and stars fade away, the story is done, and 
the characters take a bow, leaving the stage as the audience claps and cheers... 
and only a memory remains…   


