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Welcome the Voices of the Future

The Electronically Published Internet Connection
(EPIC) is a global organization consisting of published
authors, publishers, editors, cover artists, and other
industry professionals. It was established to provide a
strong voice for electronic publishing.

Literacy is close to the hear
celebration of the new century, EPIC established the

New Voices Writing Competition to encourage reading

and writing among middle school and high school

students, from public, private, and/or home-based

schools.

This competition offers young writers the perfect
opportunity to learn the versatility of e-books and to
experience a taste of the e-publishing world. It has
promoted e-book awareness while inspiring young
writers and poets to spread their wings, to allow their
dreams to become reality.

Our children are not the readers and writers of the
future; they ARE the voice of the future.

EPIC has given that voice a place and time.
Here is that place.

Now is their time.
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NEW
! VOICES |
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Come Fly with Us and
Watch Dreams Unfold

The New Voices Writing Competition has
experienced astounding success in its short history,
receiving talented submissions from all corners of the
globe. Our entrants are Middle School and High
School aged writers from public, private, and/or
home-based schools.

Their stories, essays, and poems are judged by a
variety of standards, with the final decision delivered
by a panel of judges consisting of published writers,
publishers, editors, and professionals from
educational fields. The results of their careful
consideration have been compiled in this 2009
anthology.

The satisfaction we receive in offering these
wonderful works for your enjoyment is multiplied by
the joy we have been given to choose them.

Debi Sullivan
EPIC’s 2009 New Voices Chair
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GRAND PRIZE
WINNERS
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Jinhong Dong

Kellogg Middle School
Rochester, Minnesota

Biography:

Jinhong Dong first started
squiggly lines across a blank sheet of paper and

pretending to write a story. As she grew older, she

started coming up with plotlines and characters,

extracting inspiration from the strangest of sources

(she once got a plot idea from just sitting by a

wi ndow! ) . Wh e n not writing
practicing piano, and fight
monster.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | believe that e-books are

going to have an important in the future of writing

and publishing. As technology gets better and
better ;f atshtha oneldd paper and
of books will eventually get left behind. E-books

will fill this gap and offer a new, more convenient

way to get great stories.
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GRAND PRIZE WINNER
Middle School Division

First Place
Middle School Short Story

New Flight

| used to be a normal sparrow, hunting for food
everyday and flying south for the winter, but when |
met the Golden One and received my Gift, my life
was never the same.

It was noon, and the trees were displaying their
final colors before shedding them. I was flying
around the forest to feel the wind in my feathers one
last time before winter set in.

On that day, I was reflecting on the strangeness
of my name, Treekel. The rest of my family had
normal names such as Sunray or Autumn Leaf. |
was the only bird that | knew of that had a
traditional name that came from the old Avian
Tongue, which is ancient language of the sparrows.
All 1 know is that flock Elder had sole responsibility
for my name, and t hat

| suppose | was thinking too deeply about the
origins of my name, because the next thing | was
aware of was a giant oak that seemed to materialize
right in front of me! | swerved to avoid it, but I
wasn®t fast enough an
branch. | spiraled down into the forest, but could
not right myself and escape my plunge. As the
ground quickly approached me from below, I closed

5
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my eyes and prepared for the final smash. | dropped
into a pile of leaves and lay there for quite some
time, thinking that | had died.

Many moments later, 1 opened my eyes and
found out that I was lying on the forest floor. | tried
to hop up, but my broken wing was making doing
anything difficult, even breathing.

I lay on the ground and took shallow breaths as
the forest started to get out of focus. Then, when I
was nearly sure that 1 was about to die, a golden
light started to appear in the treetops above me.
When | was a chick, I *bden taught about what
would happen when a bird died. A bright, golden
light would envelope a bird after it has taken its last
breath, and would take him or her to Sky Forest, a
place high above the clouds where birds were free
to fly without fear of predators or enemies.

Take me, golden light, I thought as the forest
around me started to lighten, 7'm ready, I'll go.

But something seemed wrong. | was still on
the forest floor, and I could still feel the pain from
my wing. | looked up at the source of the golden
glow but quickly bowed my head afterwards.

It was the Golden One!

Along with the teachings of Sky Forest were
lessons about the Golden One, a magnificent bird
with wings that spanned for many leagues, and
feathers that shone like gold. It was said that he
watched over all the birds of the world, and guided
them on their journey south to escape the bitter
cold.
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“Treekel, do not be afraic
“You have been chosen to | e
heights.”

Suddenly, | felt my body fill with warmth. I was
no longer frightened, but felt as if I could fly up, up
into the skies and whatever lay beyond.

“Her e” | hoppednum, head bowed.

“Treekel, 1 give to you tF
and your descendants have been chosen to record
the tales of old, of quests long accomplished, of
songs long unsung. Revive the ancient stories and
make them known among all birds once again.
Along with the old stories will come new ones,
which your family must also record and share. Rise
upandleadyour flock to greater

| dared to look up once more. | could make out
an outline of a magnificent bird, coming down to
the forest floor. He gently touched my head with his
beak, and my mind was suddenly full of tales of
adventure, victory, and love. Along with those
stories came songs; musical retellings of famous
battles and quests. As the songs and legends washed
over me, | felt my wing regain its flight.

As quickly as it had come, it was over. The
golden light vanished, and the forest was now
basking in the glow of the setting sun.

While | flew, | realized that | was a key that
would open a door to a world of imagination.

| opened the door and welcomed the stories.
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Libby White

James Strauss High School
Victor, New York

Biography:
Libby White is sixteen-year-old, described by her

friends as a “Renaissance

art, music, and literature, although her primary
focus is on history. She would like to become a
high school level history teacher, as well as write
novels and short fiction with the goal of having at
least one of her extended stories published. She
would also like to become a college professor.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: E-books and e-publishing
are an easier, more accessible way of publishing
and is used by many young authors who want to get

their work into the public

few of my poems and short stories on an online
database to receive recognition and critique, and
there are many different websites where one can,
many which are free while others may require a
subscription.

1] 1]

Quote upon Notification:

g
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GRAND PRIZE WINNER
High School Division

First Place
High School Poetry

The Violist

Watch as my fingers quickstep across
C,G,D,and A

Watch as | transform this ugly cousin of the violin

Into an extravagant, elegant voice

Listen to me tell you about love
Without words
Listen to me tell you
About fear
About war
About sadness
About life
And end it with an echo
That will forever reverberate in the chasm of your
mind

Tell me this instrument is hideous
That it is disproportionate and clumsy
And that its voice is slow and thick like mud
And | will weave you a tapestry with just four
strings

And end it with an echo
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MIDDLE SCHOOL
POETRY

10
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Adayla Schroeder

Lonesome Grove Homeschool
Tyndal, South Dakota

Biography:

Adayla Schroeder is home schooled in South
Dakota where her family raises beagles. She is a
bedroom singer and blooming author. She hopes
someday to become a published writer and a cafe
owner.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | never wanted to admit i,
but I d o n“ tbooks ar@ Iwhavevaimayis
been embarrassed to ask, thinking that everyone
else knew and | was the only one left out. I am
always willing to learn more about them and | wish
to find out what exactly they are.

11
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First Place
Middle School Poetry

Untitled

Giggles from the front porch,

as the old timers tell their tales.

The children laugh along,

enjoying the excitement of the relatives.

Do you see how |l ong it®“s be
Cookies,

freshly baked by young hands are shared.

“l couldn®"t have done it wi
She says.

You see how good it"s been?
Stars appear,

the blanket of night descends upon the crowd.

One by one, they depart

but they always have each other in their hearts.

Do you see how it"s al ways

12
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Darrah Moul

Oceana Christian School
Hart, Michigan

Biography:

Darrah May Moul enjoys outside activities, like
softball, skiing, and taking her dog, Jet, for walks.
But she is mostly an inside, creative girl. She loves
to play piano or flute, make crafts, listen to music,
dr aw, and write. Sh
cabbage, or housecleaning. Her dream now is to be
in a play she auditioned for. Her dreams for the
future are to be in a symphony or be an interior
designer.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: What do | know about e-
books? Well, that is a pretty easy question because
I don"t know much. I

it is another cheaper, easier way to read or get a

e

do e s

have

book. I know t hat they a
seen advertisements for t
det ai |l s. I real | ngnotlsunev e t

| want that pastime to disappear, but the idea of an
e-book fascinates me and | would definitely like to
know more.

13
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Second Place
Middle School Poetry

NIGHT?

What is that thing -
That lurks around
When the sun is set
And gone is sound?

What can you call it -
The thing that will let
The winds come in
And the falling snow set?

What can it be -
The thing that will
Conceal the sun
And make all still?

What do you think it is -
The thing that allows for sleep after day
Our needed rest
For our hope to keep, to make it stay?

Do you know what it is?
I do, I know, I see.
It could be night, but no -
It is the Lord - speaking quietly.

14
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Russell Phillips

Kellogg Middle School
Rochester, Minnesota

Biography:

Russell Phillips enjoys hard work and challenges,
but at the same time he enjoys having fun. He
excels at football and baseball, and is recognized for
his excellent sportsmanship. He is a Boy Scout,
working towards the Eagle Scout Award, and likes
to assemble complicated LEGOSe and raise pigs.
He keeps his cool around his twenty-eight cousins —
twenty-two of whom are younger than he is.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | have no experience with
e-publishing and have never read an e-book. 1 like
to write and it would be fun to be an author.

Quote upon notification: “

15
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Third Place
Middle School Poetry

Taste of Ice Cream

There are many different tastes of ice cream,
Some are minty, tangy, chocolaty, and even plain,

Butwhenleaticecr eam | *“"m in a dr

Stacking my cone with one, two or three scoops,
Sometimes when | am fast eating,
My brain starts freezing,

But I fight through the pain because it is so pleasing

| love ice cream, any time of day or night,

Winter, spring, summer, fall ice cream is all right

16
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Cheenar Banerjee

Kellogg Middle School
Rochester, Minnesota

Biography:

Cheenar Banerjee is an eighth grader at Kellogg Middle
School, Rochester, MN. She lives there with her parents
and younger sister. She loves to play violin. She plays
for her local youth orchestra. She is also a talented
young photographer who won awards. Cheenar is
involved in a number of extracurricular activities like
Chess, Math Contests, Science Olympiad, Science Fair,
Spelling Contests and Writing Contests etc. Cheenar also
learns classical dance.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | use e-books for almost
everything | do. | use material published at websites for
research purposes and just for reading, and | read the
news from the Internet regularly. Electronic publishing
makes access to publishing material much easier than the
traditional publication-mediums of print and | doubt I
would use nearly as much as | do, enjoying accessing
material available on Internet.

17
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Award of Excellence
Middle School Poetry

SPRING!

S o much fresh air!

P ink flowers in bloom!

R ed roses all around!

| cky bugs!

N ice animals roaming about!

G ardens take rebirth!

18
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Brittany Leeper

Kellogg Middle School
Rochester, Minnesota

Biography:

Brittaney is an eighth grader with hopes of
becoming a veterinarian when she grows up. She
lives with her mother, father, younger brother and
sister...as well as three big dogs, two cats, and two
lively geckos. Brittaney enjoys reading, writing,
computer and Wiie and strategy games, and making
videos with Windows Movie Maker.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: My mother bought me an
eBookwise three years ago and | read on it a lot. E-
Books are electrical books that you can have your
parents buy on the Internet for you and then you can
read them on your eBookwise or the computer.

19
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Honorable Mention
Middle School Poetry

Her Pups

one puppy nestled
two, three, four puppies snuggled

her puppies with her

one small red puppy
smallest of the seven pups
but the most playful

one puppy left her
then all the rest went away

like baby blue jays

20
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MIDDLE SCHOOL
SHORT STORIES

21



EPIC, The Voice of e-Publishing

Darrah Moul

Oceana Christian School
Hart, Michigan

Biography:

Darrah May Moul enjoys outside activities, like
softball, skiing, and taking her dog, Jet, for walks.
But she is mostly an inside, creative girl. She loves
to play piano or flute, make crafts, listen to music,
dr aw, and write. Sh
cabbage, or housecleaning. Her dream now is to be
in a play she auditioned for. Her dreams for the
future are to be in a symphony or be an interior
designer.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: What do | know about e-
books? Well, that is a pretty easy question because
I don"t know much. I

it is another cheaper, easier way to read or get a

book. I know t hat t h
seen advertisements f
details . I really |l ove t

| want that pastime to disappear, but the idea of an
e-book fascinates me and | would definitely like to
know more.

22
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Second Place
Middle School Short Story

Fridays

Whoever said that Friday the 13" was bad luck?

A month ago, I would've said that they were
completely wrong. | mean, Friday is the last day of the
school week and the beginning of the two-day freedom.
NotE to mention the fact that | was born on Friday the
13",

But then | started to wonder. It was Friday the day
my Dad lost his job. He and Mom decided that it would
be best for my brother Caleb and | to go and live with
our Aunt Helena until Dad could find a job.

And it was Friday the day that Caleb and I left home.
But it was Friday the 13™ when we arrived at our new
home.

Caleb and | had always wondered why Mom had
avoided this aunt. We soon found out.

“Claral!” Aunt Hel ena said t
polite to just show up on sor
for help."”

“Hel ena, Ut mi soway. anBemer gel
“Excuses aren“t any good it

of the goodness of my heart.

That was the greeting we got
exist? If it did, it was looking me up and down and
saying, “Clarawolul i ber @d ey o 0 |

knew right then that this was going to be an interesting
stay.

23
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When | went to bed that night, | was just ready to go
to sl eep; to get away from A
which we had been pestered with continually:

“Such pil'c kyBeegagtaerrss can"“t be ¢

“Where wildl you sl eep? Goo
wasn*®“t ever a planner. | f I
preparation..’

“Chil dr en! Such a bother!?”

And so Caleb and | had to learn not to take anything
personally and to look forward to when Mom and Dad
came to visit on the weekends.

One time, Mom decided to take me to a mall. We
only window-shopped, of course, but we had a lot of fun
together pretending that we were rich ladies going to a

fancy party.
Then on the way home when Mom asked me how |
was doi ng, I told her the trut

care where or how we lived as long as | could be with
someone who wouldn®"t scold me
I could tell that Mom had been thinking because

when we got backto AuntHel ena®“s house, s h
the car, but didn"t get out .
her s, |l ooked me in the eye, a |l

living with Aunt Helena may not be where you want to

be. But you need what she has to offer, and she needs

you,as wel | "
“ Me ? Mo m, how coul d | hel p
“Hel ena i s crabby because s

useless. Her husband left her, her boss fired her, and no

one wants to be with her. So | think that you are what

she needs. You are kind hearted. | think that she needs

you to show her that she is cared for. She needs

forgiveness and hope. The bottom line is that she is

living in the past that is filled with her mistakes. She is

trapped in them, because her mind is set that she will

24
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never get out. You need to help to start to pull her out of
the mud.”

...Pull her out of the mud. Even though Mom left
again, without me; from that day on | had a new attitude
toward Aunt Helena. When | paid more attention to her,
Mom seemed to be right: she was lost in her own
failures. So I tried to help. It took work to forgive her,
but I tried to be cheerful and show her how appreciative
I was that she was doing this for us. And in that way, |
got a whole new understanding of joy: helping someone
who needs it more than you, or even they, realize.

And | also got a new understanding of luck: it was
Friday the 13™ when Aunt Helena started the morning
with a joke and took us out to breakfast. And though
most would only see the change of attitude on the
outside, |1 would see the change on the inside: the mud
that was conquered by the tow truck.

25
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Adayla Schroeder

Lonesome Grove Homeschool
Tyndal, South Dakota

Biography:

Adayla Schroeder is home schooled in South
Dakota where her family raises beagles. She is a
bedroom singer and blooming author. She hopes
someday to become a published writer and a cafe
owner.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | never wanted to admit it,
but I d o n“ tbooks ar@ Iwhavevaimayis
been embarrassed to ask, thinking that everyone
else knew and | was the only one left out. I am
always willing to learn more about them and | wish
to find out what exactly they are.

26
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Third Place
Middle School Short Story

The Beginning

| press down on it to see it reach its limit. It's
breaking, but I don't stop. | want to see how far it
goes. | never know it's going to crumble; it's always
a shock when it happens. | get caught up in the
moment and | don't understand what I'm doing.

| stand by the wall, in the corner, watching the
plaster slowly tumble to the ground. I do it some
more. Soon, the whole wall is rough and uneven
with broken edges, and | am satisfied.

| begin the next wall, eager to see it destroyed.
These walls, these rooms, this house ruined my life.
I would ruin theirs. It was then that | realized, while
looking down at my powdery hands, that this house
didn't have a life and it had not ruined mine. Those
horrid people had, and they were already gone.
They were already dead. | couldn't hurt them. When
I am finally ready to fight back, there is no one left.
| kick the wall in frustration. More plaster falls to
the wooden floor. The room is empty and the only
thing that remains alive is me. | am the only one
left.

*kkk

”

He pats myndlemesd . andl
He dbaesn*®

27
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No one knows the guilt and pain | went through,
how | suffered.

| t tabsunrhe, Itell myself. 1 t *s about t |
coffins ahead of me and all the children they are
holding, the ones whose scars were too deep to heal.

The orphanage. The hostage. My mind spins with
the decisions I could have made.

| stare above the coffins, at the altar, where a
large crucifix stands. My eyes start to blur.

“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He
makes me lie down in green pastures. He leads me
beside still waters. He stores my soul. He leads me
in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake...”

I kneel and start crying.

*kk*k

The house disappears behind the hill that David
is slowly descending with the car.

I am sitti ngsseatnbuttlfeebas passer
t hough | am stil!/ i n the hec
gun that was pointed in the face of the children. |
was in charge. | was the only one that should had
died. Terror was within me and | am not sure when
it will leave.

“1 " m sDawvidrsympathizes.
wasn"“t there for you.

He did understand.

“Donlsay.“”You aren®t the one
be sorry.”

The sun is sinking and t he
are divided. If we kept driving, we would sail right
into it.

“ | o vHesayg.0 U .

“ |l ove you, too.

“1 " m sorry

”

28



EPIC, The Voice of e-Publishing

A smile slowly spreads on my face. A ray of
light shines in through the window and bounces off
of my diamond wedding ring.

A rainbow appears on

I watch as the night grows longer and the car
drives further along, never ending, into our new life
ahead.

29
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Michael Wu

Ramona Elementary
Alhambra, California

Biography:
Michael is a seventh grader at Ramona Elementary,

andthisishi s fir st time enter.i

Writing Contest. He enjoys doing is playing the
flute, watching television and playing a card game
called German bridge. He also enjoys skiing and is
an intermediate skier.  He prefers skiing on
Mammoth Mountain because the slopes are longer
and smoother.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: My knowledge toward e-
publishing and e-books is pretty good. | know e-
publishing stands for electronic publishing, and e-
book stands for electronic book. E-published
materials cover e-books and electronic articles. It
has been a bit more popular and is sometimes free
or cheaper than buying an actual book. | know that
e-books can be read and bought through a personal
computer.  E-books usually contain the same
contents as a paper-bound book.

30
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Award of Excellence
Middle School Short Story

Evil meets Evil

On a bright luminous day, two scientists were
experimenting how to raise the dead. By this time,
in 2500, nearly all civilizations had fallen. The most
recent had been the United States.

The two scientists were Mark Coconut of the
United Kingdom and David Iniquitous of Australia.
Both wanted to revive someone from their country.
Unfortunately, they had no information that the
people they chose were evil or not.

Mark Coconut revived Queen Victoria, of the
United Kingdom, and David Iniquitous choose
Osama Bin Laden, leader of the terrorist group
Alkaida. Davi d Il ni quitous
famous to represent the country of Australia,
besides Hugh Jackson (which he greatly dislikes),
so he chose Osama Bin Laden.

Both leaders, Queen Victoria and Osama Bin

coul di

Laden, became t he |l eader

homeland.

Queen Victoria and Osama Bin Laden goals were
to rule another country, then to eventually rule the
world.

For Queen Vi ct,chewaated
conquer Spain and France. Eventually she ruled all
parts of Europe. She started to protect her borders,
preventing anyone else coming in to attack and
prepared weapons for future attacks.

31
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In Australia, Osama Bin Laden conquered many
powerful lands, such as North America, but was not
able to conquer South America because South
Amer i ca® s profected its Boodersc dt was
nearly impossible to even get in the continent much
less conquer it.

The people of Australia protested the
government osawgrmeg, abWwbht | an

Both leaders were desperate about conquering
other countries and, after a decade of making
weapons and building up their temptation to capture
other countries, they came to an agreement to have
a final fight in Beijing, a heavily polluted area.

The leaders set up their headquarters in different
cities of China. The United Kingdom set up their
headquarters in Hong Kong. Having one of the most
magnificent buildings there, Taipei 101 helped
Australia set up their headquarters in Taipei, the
capital of Taiwan, and prepare for an attack.

Both countries wanted to start their war very
traditionally.

The United Kingdom
and zinc shields. Australi a"s
bombs.

Queen Victoria brought 1/5 of her army, which
slightly out number ed Yo of
army. Both armies went to the borders of Beijing to
prepare to fight their opponent.

At eight in the morning a whistle blew, which
alerted both countries that they could charge at each
other. As they ran toward each other, a massive
explosion happened but the armies continued to
fight for their countries.

S ar my
and my us

32



EPIC, The Voice of e-Publishing

The two scientists who had revived them soon
realized they had made a terrible mistake reviving
the dead.

They knew there was no way to capture the
leaders and kill them, so they decided to conduct a
20% risk experiment to poison the food (but mostly
t he ar mi Aftsr“the stiemtestsl finished the
experiment, they found they were starving, as were
the people in the cities of Hong Kong and Taipei.

The leaders went back to their homeland to solve
the challenging problems and asked the two
scientists to solve the problem.

The scientists only agreed to solve the problem
under one circumstance: for them to stop fighting
and to become friends.

Once the leaders agreed to stop fighting and
become friends, the scientists used undeveloped
neon (not complete pure neon) and sprinkled it on
the food. This light quickly spread, allowing all
food to be healed.

It turns out that, further on in the future, the two
leaders do became good friends, friends who use
their power to make everyone blithe.
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Gareth Casey

Ashton Creek Elementary
British Columbia, Canada

Biography:

Gareth is eleven years old and likes to swim, play
on his new laptop and write stories. He loves dogs
and cats. He wishes he had his own swimming pool,
but he likes swimming in the river and kayaking. He
dislikes Math and getting out of bed in the morning.
He has two little brothers, and an older half-brother,
and lots of friends.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | know that e-books are
published online and that you can get almost any
book as an e-book. It saves the trees, but uses more
electricity. You can store and carry many books on
a USB key and take them with you so you can read
them on your laptop, computer, blackberry, or
whatever you have.
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Honorable Mention
Middle School Short Story

Demons Malice

Prologue

One day in the dark and devious underworld, a
demon was born. The demon was a half-breed: half
human and half demon. His name was Demons
Malice, and as soon as he was born his fate was
decided.

He was destined to save the government from
collapsing and chaos breaking out.

One year later, he was in a cave training his skills
to perfection and he traveled to the surface and saw
someone attacking another person.

The victim was surprised because the bullet did
not hit him, but he did see a shadow of something
and then he saw the bullet still in the air. He was
scared and he ran and ran all the way home.

Meanwhile Demons Malice hunted down the
Killer and caught him. Later at the police station, an
officer went to go home and saw the Killer sitting on
the steps where Demons Malice had left him.

Chapter 1
Three years later, he was the best bounty hunter
in the state. He went on to the next state where all

the people had boarded or barred windows and
bought guns.
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He had no long-range weapons so he found a
store as soon as he entered the state and he was in
luck. It was a gun store.

He bought the best sniper gun that they had, with
a twelve-sight scope. He also bought an Enforcer
handgun with a silencer, and laser sights for
shooting accuracy.

He earned \much money with his bounties,
capturing criminals and turning them in to the
police station. He also found he could afford to buy
a mansion and a Lamborghini sport car.

Ten years later, he had become a world famous
bounty hunter, but all the criminals in the North and
South America had stopped their killing. The next
area to go was the western hemisphere. In Russia,
the terrorists were overwhelming the government.

The government decided to hire a huge band of
assassins. Their job was to take out the leaders of
the connections where the terrorists got their lethal
weapons and supplies. Unfortunately, for the
government, their scheme did not work out as well
as they planned.

They called Demons Malice and, lucky for them,
he was near the area. They were only ten blocks
away from the motel where he was staying.

The next day he set out to do the nasty work and
finish his fate.

He killed the leader of the terrorist group and the
rest of them started to fight separately against each
other. Eventually there was only one left and he did
not knowit, but he" d b e ewouldgliei soneoc
within days.
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When the world was safe from Chaos, Demons
Malice got on with his life and got himself a small
part time job.

THE END!
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MIDDLE SCHOOL
ESSAYS
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Alex Tang

Odle Middle
Bellevue, Washington

Biography:

Alex Tang is 13 years old. He loves to read books in
his spare time. His favorite book series are Harry
Potter and Percy and the Olympians. He also enjoys
math and has been to many math competitions.
Alex is good at sports, such as tennis, swimming,
and baseball. Alex studies Chinese and Spanish, and
plays bassoon. During the summer, he likes to
travel.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
Has entered in previous years, winning New Voices

Mi ddI e School D Awards af o n

Excel Iin@0A8c e ”

Knowledge of e-Books: E-books help facilitate the
research process and are light and portable. As long
as someone has internet access, he or she can read
to his or her pleasure. E-books help the environment
since fewer trees are needed to be cut to provide
paper for books.
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First Place
Middle School Essay

Monkeys or Christianity?

A significant event in U.S. history, the Scopes
Trial (July 1925) originally was a test case. The
effects of the Scopes Trial were gradual but divided
religion and education. The passage of the Butler
Bill, a Tennessee law that banned the teaching of
evolution, faced little opposition because none of
the letters sent from other cities were heeded and
the University of Tennessee
up. ACLU (American Civil Liberties Union) saw
the Butler Bill as a threat to American liberties, so
they said they would provide anyone willing to
stand a trial against the constitutionality of the
Butler Bill lawyers free of charge and pay the trial
cost.

“Doc” Robinson and George
to get John Scopes, a teacher at the Dayton High
School, to be the defendant. The prosecution
included William Jennings Bryan Jr. and Sr., and
William Stewart. The defense included Clarence
Darrow, John Neal, and Dudley Malone. Scopes
was found guilty but appealed to the Tennessee
Supreme Court, who overturned the ruling.

Before the Scopes Trial, the Fundamentalist
movement was growing unoppo
Belt .”

Fundamentalists went around the country trying
to ban evolution, reasoning that schools had banned
the teaching of the Bible so schools should also ban
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“aMtiibl e” teaching. They 1inc

to get rid of evolution and putting Biblical teaching
into schools. The Fundamentalists succeeded in
most of the southern states.

A Fundamentalist, Bmyan

wi ns, Christianity goes " .

proclai med, ,Scopes 1is
t r i Rew people in the South sympathized with
pro-evolutional beliefs, while pro-Biblical beliefs
had enormous support.
During the Scopes Trial, the Fundamentalist
movement was a prevalent but weakening force.
Judge Raulston refused to let the jury listen to

Darrow"s expert witnesses

yet allowed the morning prayers.

Evolution fell short of religion during the trial.
The Fundamentalists that were listening to the trial
were shocked to hear that Bryan took the creation of
the earth as more than six days though the Bible
clearly states that the earth and all life on it was
created in six days.

Christianity lost some support when Bryan
admitted that the earth was possibly made in six
time periods, and not 24-hour days.

After the Scopes Trial, the Fundamentalists

not

coul dn*®t f ace ot her chall e

and similar laws.

To avoid a “Scopes
questions about the Butler Bill, the Tennessee
legislature overturned the Butler Bill, which had
been voided by the Supreme Court after the Scopes
Trial. Susan Epperson v. Arizona (1968) removed
Ar i z o n aeVohition alegislation. Edwards v.
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Aguillard  (1987) quas hed Loui ssi ana"s
evolution bill. In Dover, Pennsylvania an order
passed by the school board, stating teachers must
include intelligent design as a competing theory to
evolution, was challenged by a group of parents.

U.S. citizens stood up to defend their rights
against their governments. Christian social activists
tried to get creationism into schools. These weak
attempts at revival of the
since there was little support for the attempts and
they always had challengers who were n * t afraid
go to court.

I n today" s -definedl elycatiora we | |
system will define how advanced a country will be.
Without the definition between religion and
science/evolution that the Scopes Trial gave
education, the superpower status that the U.S. is
today would be much harder to achieve.

China and India are excelling because of their
exemplary education systems. The future of any
country is in the hands of its children being
educated.

The Scopes Trial became a major event in U.S.
history by what it did to our nation. The trial
separated religion from education, and defined our
current education system.

This fight for liberty eventually removed the
Butler Bill and prevented similar bills from being
passed and drastically slowed the Fundamentalist
movement . The movement star
Bel t” and st lutaftee the Stopes s pr e a
Trial the movement stopped.
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During the trial, the forward motion of the
Fundamentalist movement decreased. Christianity
was attacked and nothing could be done to stop the
defeat that would taint the religion and its believers
forever.

Neither forbidding evolution nor firing teachers
because they pointed out flaws with the theory of
evolution leaves a good impression on the view of
the U.S. by its citizensandot her countri es*”

The Scopes Trial stopped the Fundamentalist
movement and changed the lives of the American
people.
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Cheenar Banerjee

Kellogg Middle School
Rochester, Minnesota

Biography:

Cheenar Banerjee is an eighth grader at Kellogg Middle
School, Rochester, MN. She lives there with her parents
and younger sister. She loves to play violin. She plays
for her local youth orchestra. She is also a talented
young photographer who won awards. Cheenar is
involved in a number of extracurricular activities like
Chess, Math Contests, Science Olympiad, Science Fair,
Spelling Contests and Writing Contests etc. Cheenar also
learns classical dance.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | use e-books for almost
everything | do. | use material published at websites for
research purposes and just for reading, and | read the
news from the Internet regularly. Electronic publishing
makes access to publishing material much easier than the
traditional publication-mediums of print and | doubt |
would use nearly as much as | do, enjoying accessing
material available on Internet.
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Second Place
Middle School Essay

Power, Justice, Freedom

Before Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr, America was
a dark place. People were being discriminated
against because of what they looked like or the
color of their skin.

They had to sit in the back of the buses whether
they were there first or not. They had separate
restrooms and drinking fountains. They had to enter
through the back entrances and were always stuck
with the worse side of a place. This all changed,
starting with the famous bus boycott all the way

unt il Dr . King"s death in 1
Everything Dr. King worked for in his life is

summed up in hisquote,“ Our | i ves begin
day we becomesilent about the things
Thi s guot e i s directly r

power, justice, and freedom in the 21% century.

In the 19™ century, people were unfairly kept as
slaves simply because their skin was a different
color than the majority of the American population.
Though every slave was angered by this unfair
practice, they did not speak out, and suffered in
silence.

Finally, people like Harriet Tubman and
Abraham Lincoln came along. They strongly
believed that slavery was unfair and wrong. They
spoke out against it and soon slavery ended.
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The same thing happened in the 20™ century
with suffrage and civil rights. Prior to the 19"
Amendment, women were not allowed to vote.
Women did not say anything because they thought
they would never get the chance to vote. Then
people like Susan B. Anthony ended the silence and
spoke out for what they believed mattered most. It
took time, but people brought about the right to vote
for women.

Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. did the same thing
with civil rights. He believed that equal rights for
everybody was the one thing that mattered most
and, instead of taking it silently like so many others
did, he spoke out and eventually brought along the
end of segregation and discrimination against
colored people.

All these kinds of freedoms are things we enjoy
in the 21 century, and they were all brought around
by people who refused to be silent about the things
that mattered, who spoke out and fought and
eventually won.

A person"s silenceantd an de:
justice everyone has.

When slaves were first forced to work for
not hi ng, their silence resu
loss of their freedom and justice, automatically
making them slaves for life. When women were
first denied the right to vote, their silence resulted in
their daughters not being able to vote either. After
slavery, when people of color were being
discriminated against, their silence led their children
to be discriminated against.
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This shows how one person or a group of
peopl ekcmndsstroy tiee freedom and justice
of everyone else.

Dr. King never stopped working for the right to
vote, as well as justice and freedom.

His work was finally finished on November 4”‘,
2008, when America elected its first African
American President.

“1f there is anyone
that America is a place where all things are

possible,...tonight is your answer,” Bar ack

told the world on his victory night. Finally, America
had elected an African American to its highest
position and now everyone was truly equal.

All of this because Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.
spoke out for what mattered, because he was not
silent about what he knew mattered most.

out t

Oban

“Our |live begin to end t he

about the t hi ng sgeniushuate.

Once we are silent about what really matters,
we lose everything we have and we will never gain
what we want. Once we give up on something,
nothing will ever change. There are examples of
people being silent, but there are also examples of
people being strong and speaking out.

We owe a lot to Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and
his hard work to make sure that everyone was
finally equal- what he believed mattered most.
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James Towne

King Philip Middle School
West Hartford, Connecticut

Biography:

James has good judgment, a helpful attitude, and
excellent study habits, excelling in Honors Math,
Advanced French, and Language Arts. He is liked and
respected by his peers; stepping up to take responsibility
and embrace challenges. He traveled to China for the
summer of 2008, taught an English class to adults then
published a newspaper article of his experiences. His
dream for the future is to become a famous writer.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | think e-books are
incredibly handy and are amazing. The technology
in an e-book surpasses any printed book in quality.
I“m very curious about e-books and publishing. It"s
not hard to believe why many people and authors
think this will be a major book marketing expertise
in the future. E-books are basically electronic books
that are easier to carry than printed books and can
be purchased online. Although the e-book is a fairly
new technology worldwide, many people are
relying on it to have a good book to read every day.
The E-book is just a one of a kind technology.
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Third Place
Middle School Essay

The Presidential Election

The presidential election means a lot to me,
especially this year.

Barack Obama was elected the first African-
American President. To me, this shows that
anything is possible in the world. It motivates me to
keep going on, no matter how hard the situation is,
like water droplets breaking a rock. After many
years, water droplets will break through the solid
rock. It never happens in days, weeks, or even a
year.

Barack Obama"s campaign didn“t start in the
halls of Washington.

They had very little money when the campaign
started with ordinary citizens donating all the
money they could to support the campaign. Others
took jobs that offered little pay and strenuous work,
jobs that required them to knock on doors of
random strangers no matter what the weather
conditions were. Even under these terrible
conditions, people still volunteered in vast numbers.
These people believed that change was near, a
change that they could believe in.

These people were like Ann Nixon Cooper, a
106-year old women who lived through a century of
great change, who responded to every hardship
along the way with the determined cry: Yes, we can.
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These people have inspired me to always move
on and overcome hardships. These citizens have
taught me that in order to accomplish a goal, you
must work hard. Anything is possible in life.

One entity that really came in on the election was
that everyone was a believer. No one gave up hope.

Whether the people supported McCain or
Obama, each team held on with sprit and patriotism.

After the elections results were in, no one gloated
or lost despair. Our nation joined hands and worked
together to overcome hardships, sacrificing many
self-enjoyments along the way; family, friends, and
personal time were all washed away. Our nation
was united, not blue and red states, racist and racist
states, or north and south states. We, as a nation,
worked together as one to overcome the hardships
the nation is facing now, and in the past.

Two world wars, slavery, a democracy created,
the Dust Bowl, discrimination, and the Great
Depression. All struggles America has worked
through, enduring the hardships, discouragements,
failures, along with its success.

All these struggles have happened in the country
that god-blessed and liberty rang across the shining
seas. All this suffering, still responded by the people
with the determined <cry:
now,” through two wars, financial crisis,
government bailout, budget and job cuts, along with
the mortgage crisis.

The thought of what events America has seen
gives me the courage to believe that anything is
possible, as long as you work hard.
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| know deep inside my heart, America shall
overcome this and rebuild our nation. Step by step,
brick by brick, success by success.

Barack Obama“s victory speech was the best
political speech | ever heard. The one part that
caught my attention was when he talked about if his
children would be lucky enough to live over 100
years and see a change.

It made me think that if Il *“m lucky enol
even if my children are lucky enough, to live as
long as Ann Nixon Cooper, | wonder what changes
we would see.

Will America push on and strive, or will there be
more setbacks?

Whatever happens in the future 1 know that
America will change greatly in a gratifying way, a
way that our future generations shall remember.
That*"s a change | believe i

One day | will be all grown up, old enough to
vote and ready to cast my ballot with pride and
dignity. I wi || | et my VvVoic
just like a drop of water in the ocean, | know that
my vote will make a difference. A wave is always
started by a small ripple.

I know that anything is possible in this world.
Because just like Ann Nixon Cooper, | know that
even in the darkest times, America will overcome
and prosper.

Whenever | will hear about a presidential
election, | always will relate the topic to the 2008
election, when Barack Obama was elected the first
African-American President.
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The team s sacrifices and victories shall go down
in history. They have inspired me a great deal, have
taught me to always believe in myself, and that
anything is possible.

I know this government of the people, by the
people, and for the people shall not pass away in the
coming years.

God bless America, and America, she will
succeed.
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HIGH SCHOOL
POETRY
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Amanda Ferguson

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Amanda Ferguson has as many different sides as a
faceted diamond. She does not conform to one
particular style of label, but is instead a montage of
multiple quirks. Her dresser is covered with eclectic
nick-nacks and doo-dads, lone earrings, origami,
and aRubice" s Cube she c ateeh
and a junior in high school. She was home schooled
for seven years, and loves colors, grapefruit, and
summer.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | have absolutely no clue
about e-publishing OR e-books. A few of my
friends use e-publishing, but other than that I know
diddly squat. I would however, be interested in
learning more.
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Second Place
High School Poetry

Generation Poem

This is my generation:

Harsh, Hateful and wasteful, not to be bothered by
, U r ithingsal *

Who waits? What is patience? You want haste.
But it was the tortoise, not the hare, that won the

race.
Don“t take time to smel/l t h
instead.

Over-stimulate. Over-medicate. Never mediate.

Grab a beer, glloflifejusha s mo k e .
joke?

Don"t take a trip down memo

fine.

You can fly high and not have to pay for a stuffy

air plane ticket. Crash and burn.

Stone the religious and condemn the righteous,

condone the strange and exalt the perverse.

Build high idols of riches and fame, binge and

purge and starve and strain.

Take those thunder thighs on a walk to Jenny Craig.

Size negative five is the new zero.

l'ts rock bottom but there®"s

There is no God.

Apparently God is dead. But so is Nietzsche.

Euthanise and despise.

What are morals? Don"t ask
J

Don"t t hink. Who thinks? u
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Live long and prosper, or drink and be merry for

tomorrow we die?

Is it a waste, or is it get wasted?

Flush money down the porcelain throne for a bigger

t his, better that. You can*®
Out of excuses? Blame it on global warming.

It addled your brains, made you share the needle

You"ve reaped what you"ve s
ready for a kid.

You wer en" tButryetyaudsink ancbyoud i e
drive. Above the influence, or below?

Low

Low

Low
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Tegan Hilliard

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Tegan Hilliard started writing when she was only
six years old. Eleven years later, she is in a
Creative Writing course and AP Language and a
frequent participant of Creative Juices, an after-
school open mic. Tegan has plans of being an
author when she grows up and moving from her
quiet hometown of Victor, New York to Chicago.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | write in blogs a lot. |
have two, one for myspace.com and another for
livejournal.com. | love reading stories that other
bloggers post online.

Quote upon Notification: “ T
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Third Place
High School Poetry

The Voyage

I am ten years of planning.
I am the chemicals,
secretly absorbed through my mother.

I am hair dye.

I am second hand smoke.
I am every quite quirk
my family didn't notice,
until they were pushed
and condensed

into me.

I am their scream for help.

| am the cure,

No, | am the future prevention
of self-destruction.

I am the smiling child,

who adores the smell of exhaust.
I am the princess,

marching to mommy's orders.

I am the tiny perfectionist,

with golden shoes.

I am the awkward expression
of adolescence's take off.

| am the shadow,

silent and observant.

I am the cry for attention.

| am the follow-the-flow-fad.
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I am the codependent,
grown independent.

I am the cadence

hearts can only dream of.
I am described

by the indescribable.

I am a killer set of curves
maintained by a strict diet
of chocolate cake and fries.
I am the fashion scene's
obscene teen queen.

| am here.

| am there.

I am nowhere.

I am a handful

of snakes in a stairway.

I am my own brand of crazy.
I am the last hope of sanity.

I am change in a tin can.

I am fifteen years alive.
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Micheala Nelson

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Michaela is an exemplary student who aspires to
complete a fictional novel by the end of high school and
becomea published author. In school she runs cross
country in the fall track in the spring. Outside of
school she is a black belt in karate. She enjoys reading
books, writing, watching her favorite television shaw
Heroes, playing video games, and spendinge with

her family.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: Michaela knows nothing
about ebooks or epublishing, but she would like to

learn about it

Quote Upon Notification: “
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Award of Excellence
High School Poetry

Silence

A deep silence,

invades the room.

Barely a breath is heard,

then the sudden roar of pages

being turned.

Silence returns.

Every sound is like a roaring waterfall.
The rhythmic click of calculator keys,
the screech of a desk.

Under those loud roars, if one listens
quietly, there is a whisper of pencils,
gliding across paper.

In the air is a tension

so tangible it weighs down.

In this silence there is no screaming

no defiance, only submission.

Then when the minutes have ticked by,
there is another great rustle of papers.
There is a relaxing wave,

When as one, everyone releases the breath
they have been holding so long.
Suddenly silence vanishes and there

is an eruption of noise.

The test is over,

now we wait in silence to see how we fared.
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Haley Taylor

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Haley Taylor is a creative individual who emanates
her personal qualities into her work. She tries to see
a new point of view, change something simple into
something extraordinary and new. Some activities
she enjoys are cross-country running and playing
the electric guitar. She is fond of exploring her
talent through creative mediums, ranging from
painting to drawing to photography to writing of all
kinds. This vivid young woman shows surprising
talent in many of these areas and loves
opportunities to learn more and grow.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | am not familiar with E-
publishing, unless you count blogging. | like to put
my writing out for people to find, and hopefully
enjoy. From what | have heard about E-publishing
it sounds like a worthwhile avenue for publishing
whatever work you may have as a budding writer. It
is difficult to become published but E-publishing
allows you to become noticed by potential
publishers or other writers. | would love to learn
more, to have my writing noticed.
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Honorable Mention
High School Poetry

A Voyage

In between, a brother above, a sister below,
In the family line.

I am from an old movie by a fire,
Audrey Hepburn and Mickey Rooney.
I am from “Breakfast at T
I am from Cat, being let loose.

I am from changing strings and clumsy notes,
I am from smoothing out solo
Al abama”

I am from thirteen hours to a beach,
A familiar old place, and sounds of waves.
I am from Styx and Jim Croche on a long ride home.

I am from Easy-Bake Ovens with dim heating bulbs.
I am from Barbies with arms chewed off by the dog,
I am from songs from my Grandpa,

Inty minty tipty fig, not eenie meenie miney mo.

I am from moving vans and tranquilized cats.
I am my mom"s “belle
I am the new kid.

I am from being stuck in church, for hours on end.
| am from sarcastic dad.
I am from keeping him in line in public.

I am in Target clothes and payless shoes.
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I am from splurging now and then.

I am from my Al *"s gentl e
And tickles prancing up my sides.
I am wrapped in the warmth of his love.

Clumsy as a new giraffe,
Clever as a bendy straw,
Grooving on into a new verse of life,
Wondering what®“s next.

-Inspired by Laura Hope Friedland
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Sarah Marx

Home Schooled
Chevy Chase, Maryland

Biography:

Sarah Marx is a homeschooled 11" grader. Outside
of writing, her hobbies include theatre, music,
refashioning T-shirts and hanging out in coffee
shops. Her dream is to achieve world peace, but she
might settle for a really good scoop of ice cream.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:

Has entered in previous years, winning New Voices
High School Division® £ oetry “ Fand st
Grand Prize for High School Division in 2008.

Knowledge of e-Books: Through her participation

in last year"s EPI C New
has become more familiar with e-books and e-
publishing. She is a fan of anything that will
encourage more widespread reading, and e-books

are no exception.
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Judges Award
High School Poetry

My First Chord

my first chord was the E sustained fourth

and maybe that™>s what st a

maybe cradling the roseate bones

of that guitar, in dying summer sun,

I knew my course would be to play
harmonics. maybe even then,

I was not a D chord sort of girl
(baby®"s first prim
title and convention of puppy string love,
fingerboard®s pure
innocent) nor A minor (the simple chord

of acoustic emo, unbridled longing/hate/
anger/unabashed what-will-you) nor even
guileless G (no knowledge

of any of that). maybe when my fingertips
found

their places, second fret, three strings in order
—1-2-3-predictable as anything—

they knew their home by reflex. or maybe it
was not until

my pick flew down and nearly broke with
beauty:

E sustained fourth, dark and fragile and
shaky as wind-blown blossoms —

a chord for the night and the uncertain,

a chord untouched by theory

and kissed with dying summer sun.
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HIGH SCHOOL
SHORT STORIES
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Amy Watson

Hillcrest High School
Springfield, Missouri

Biography:

Amy Watson is 14 and enjoys writing and music.
She has been playing the piano and clarinet for four
years and enjoys them both. With the clarinet, she is
active with marching band in the fall and loves it!
She loves playing the grand piano at her church,
and plays for her mom, dad and sister at home.
Amy loves to write, she has been in one writing
competition before this and she won third place.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | have never personally
read an E-book but a few people have told me that
it makes things easier and more portable. Reading
thicker novels, | think that it would be easier to use
an E-book and I will have to give it a try sometime.
Often when I am writing, | reach over and grab the
dictionary to double check my spelling but using an
E-book would be more efficient than searching
through the pages looking for a word.
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First Place
High School Short Story

Just Say It, Before It’s Too Late

1:15 p.m. and the bell rang as usual, just as
Whitney finished her last text and quickly put her
phone back in her pocket. When she looked up, she
realized that the attention of the teacher, instead of
searching the room for cell phones to take away,
was being focused on

As much as Whitney was trying to ignore
Logan, the same way she always tried avoiding new
kids, there was something about him that captured
her attention. Maybe it was his vibrant red hair or

his gorgeous crystal bl ue

there was definitely something about him that kept
drawing her attention back to him. Whitney had

never had to experience
by the |l ook d&dr Ildogarits wlaade

looked like he was just so irritated and was already
tired of being the *
being interrogated with pointless questions, being
made fun of and being stared at like an intruder.

When Sergeant Major gave the class a ten
minute break, Whitney and Lillian went over to him
to say hello and to introduce themselves. The three
of them quickly got carried away in a conversation,
Whitney was surprised to hear that the only reason
that he transferred into the Mayberry High School
district was to be in JROTC. Sergeant Major called
them back to the room and resumed teaching them
about the uniform they would be wearing.
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When the bell rang Logan was out of the
classroom in a split second, but little did Whitney
know that he was just outside of the door waiting
for her. Logan asked Whitney for her number and
continued walking and talking with her. Logan and
Whitney soon found themselves constantly texting
each other and soon became very good friends.

One of the nights that Logan and Whitney were
texting, Logan and his girlfriend had just broken up
and he decided that he needed a new girl to like.
Jokingly, he asked Whitney if she had any ideas.
Whitney asked him what type of girl he was
interested in; blonde, preferably shorter than him,
funny, kind, athletic and glasses were a nice touch
was his reply to the text. Whitney felt her face go
red as she thought to herself, "Oh my goodness!
That sounds just like me!" She lied and told him
that no one came to mind, he laughed and they
stopped texting for the night to go to sleep.

A couple of weeks later, Whitney was texting
Logan on her way home from her piano lesson and
somehow they had gotten to the conversation about
the girls that Logan liked. From the time Whitney
first met Logan until now, she had grown to like
Logan, a lot. She was a little let down to find out
t hat she wasn"t one of t he
liked. It was plain to see that Logan was falling
head over heels for the most annoying and over
dramatic of the three, Taylor. She always seemed to
be crying about something and that was probably
t he most annoying thing aboga
seemed to be going well and nothing bad happened
until she got a text from Logan that sent her mind
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into a downward spiral. Logan asked Taylor out,
and she said yes! Whitney had always disliked
Taylor but now out of pure jealousy, she hated her.
Whitney always enjoyed talking to Logan, but
now things had changed. The
things they used to, now she just sat and listened to
him talk non-stop about Taylor. In fact, the longer
Taylor and Logan dated, the less he talked to
Whitney. It hurt her so much to be pushed to the
side |like that. She didn*"t
simply asked Logan what happened to their
friendship. Logan replied by apologizing and saying
he never realized that they
because he was always busy with Taylor, or school,
and other things. Whitney felt stupid for making
such a big deal out of it
walked away, embarrassed. Whitney was desperate
for Logan to open his eyes and see how much she
liked him. However, if he did eventually see it, she
didn-*"t know what would happ
what she wanted to happen.

* % %

It was starting to get colder, and one morning
the roads were slick. Whitney made it to school
safely, but for Logan it was a different story. The
car that Logan was in slid into a ditch; Logan was
not wearing his seatbelt and was slammed into a
wooden post and died in an instant. His death time
was, 7:36 a.m. December 9th, 2008.

* % %
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A few weeks later, after his funeral, Whitney
pulled herself together enough to visit his grave.
She noticed there was a pale looking woman sitting
on a bench crying and watching her closely as she
spoke to his headstone.

“ |l ove you Logan.” Whitn
and walked away.

“Excuse me,” said a weak

around startled, to see the pale woman.

“Yes?” Whitney said nervou
“Are you.. t he pal e wo ma
moment , Cabsihey

“Yes,” she admitted, a | i
before.

“1t"s nice to finally put
said the pale woman who smiled politely and

i ntroduced hersel f, “ am L
talked about you: You were really something

special t o him.”

The woman turned around and slowly walked
away, leaving Whitney crying and confused. Why
hadn"t she just told him, b
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Julie Crippen

Folsom High School
Folsom, California

Biography:

Julie Crippen is an Anime-loving senior in high
school and will be graduating in May of 2009. Last
year she submitted a short story to EPIC New
Voices Writing Competition and won Grand Prize
for High School Short Story. Prior to that she
entered a writing competition for World Con and
was a finalist. She had been writing since the
seventh grade, and though she prefers fiction, she
had also written for the local newspaper.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:

Has entered in previous years, winning New Voices

Hi gh Schoesl ShiowitsiStno'ry “ Fi
and Grand Prize for High School Division in 2007.

Knowledge of e-Books: | have heard of e-books,
but I personally have never actually read an e-book,
nor have | gone out of my way to purchase or find
one. | have read short stories online on sites like
Fan Fiction.Net, but I prefer to curl up with a nice
paperback book.
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Second Place
High School Short Story

Darkness in Dawn

The harsh sun was rising, carrying her death
nearer and nearer. She lifted her gaze, letting her
eyes search for the burning mass of gasses as it
slowly peeked over the rolling hills to the east. She
smiled to herself. It was almost over. Her empty
existence was almost over.

A flash of light finally broke over the horizon.
The raven haired girl steeled herself for the burning
death she was about to endure, eyes shutting
demurely in acceptance. Such was the fate of a
reluctant vampire.

“ woul dn*t do that
were like bells, a giggling chime.

Nikki gasped, eyes flying open. For a moment
she panicked, thinking she was blind; there was
nothing but darkness around her. She spun around,
finding that she was standing now, not sitting as she
had been; how had that happened? Surely she was
losing her mind. Either that or she was dead, and
this black world was Hell.

Again the sound of that voice came to her ears,
soft, menacing laughter paralyzing the young girl,
freezing her with fear to the core. It was her voice.

Slowly, her sanity in question, Nikki turned to
face the creature with her voice.

A girl was right behind her, standing tranquilly
in the darkness, though something about her
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reminded Nikki of a coiled snake, poised to strike.
For a moment, the vampire thought she was looking
in a mirror, but when the creature glided forward a
few steps, she knew that option had been too good
to be true.

This must be Hell!

“But then again, we are on
there in the sun for too long and ruin that pretty
little body of ours.” Nikki

the creature spoke. A smirk came to the

doppelganger s | ips, a resp
Ni kki*s face.

No, this gir]| coul dn™t be
t hat stance | i ke th@seqyesledat or

Crimson eyes, the color of blood. They were
glowing softly; the effect was mesmerizing. This
girl was hypnotic, just as all the other vampires
were, just as Nikki should be.
There was a great pause - both the girls, mirror
images of each other, regarding one another in
silence. Neither breathed. Neither had to. Finally,
after an eternity of stillness, Nikki found her voice.
“Who are you?” She asked,
Her double answered with a wide grin exposing
long, delicate fangs.
“Haven"t | already told yo
forward agd]lane.oneandthesame, a n
two sides of a single coin.
simply what vyour Sires want
So that was it? This, this doppelganger, this
creature, it really was her. It was what she had been
created to be; a porcelain-skinned, crimson-eyed,
blood-sucking monster!
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As if she had been monitoring the weaker girls
thoughts, the sinister twin sighed and rolled her
eyes, the act far too human
“Now where did that come fr
monster. Our kind are hunters. Fluid, graceful,
beautiful predators of the
Nikki suddenly found herself on her knees, with
the imperceptible feeling that there was nothing
beneath her to give her support.
Her double sighed once more, a look of
understanding crossing her features for a few

mo ment s. “We are such a sa
aren"t we? Starved and wai
end wus.” She laid a soft p
kneeling girls face, making the child look up at her.

“1 can mmakeerrtt affl you | et m

Nikki swallowed hard, a glimmer of hope
coming to her gray eyes. Better? This forced life
could be less of a living nightmare?

“1 can make them pay.

Ni k ki gasped, but didn"t
times had she thought of revenge, of bringing
justice to those unjust fiends, but been too timid and
too weak to do anything about it? Her double
would do it though; certainly she could.

The crimson-eyed one continued, a cheshire
grin coming to her face.
our loved ones, everyone. For what? For nothing.
| think we should Kill their family, their loved ones.

For what?” She paused, Know
head were in the kneeling g
“For revenge.”’
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The two intoned the words at once, identical
smiles lighting up their faces and eyes, like children
who just received exactly what they wanted for
Christmas. Their fingers intertwined as the truly
vampiric girl helped her weaker version to her feet,
laughing eagerly together.

Nikki opened her eyes again. The sun was still
hanging in the sky, barely higher than it had been
before. Everything was as it had been. She had
only been gone for a moment. She had only
blinked.

Had she gone insane?  Thoughtfully, she
explored the tip of one of her fangs with her tongue.
No, she hadn®t. But
learned to see. Everything was in sharp clarity,
though steeped in red, the color of blood. She
dropped from her perch, landing with the grace of a
cat. Her other side had been right! Such grace!
She laughed and moved to the door of her shelter,
relishing the fluidity of her motions. She would
have to rest now; her first meal would have to be
caught when night fell.

Dawn could only momentarily eclipse this
dar kness ..
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Amanda Ferguson

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Amanda Ferguson has as many different sides as a
faceted diamond. She does not conform to one
particular style of label, but is instead a montage of
multiple quirks. Her dresser is covered with eclectic
nick-nacks and doo-dads, lone earrings, origami,
and aRubice" s Cube she can-”
and a junior in high school. She was home schooled
for seven years, and loves colors, grapefruit, and
summer.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | have absolutely no clue
about e-publishing OR e-books. A few of my
friends use e-publishing, but other than that I know
diddly squat. I would however, be interested in
learning more.
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Third Place
High School Short Story

Gas Station

The sun sweltered the air he was trying to
breathe. The heat, as well as the stench of gasoline
was difficult to inhale. Bu
would die. Die more than he already had, anyway.
Working at a gas station was something one did
when there was nothing | eft
thought, anyway. He was alone with his thoughts
for the majority of the day; not many cars came

t hrough his gas station, es
the most convenient of places. A stifling small-town
Mi ssour i gas station wasn-"t

Most people here walked where they needed to go.

But he got by on the little he made. He did decently

enough. That"s what he thou
A car drove up, number two for the day. He

pumped the gas efficiently and in record time; the

car zoomed away in under six minutes, leaving

behind a cloud of dust from the dry, baked road. He

coughed a bit, choking on the grime.
Back to his thoughts. They demanded most of

his attention. It was hard, going back to that gas

station every day, to be left alone and only visited

when someone wanted to use you. It was something

|l i ke torture. That"s what h

had never been tortured. He imagined it would be

something like this though.
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No one really talked to him in town. Then again,
he hadn"t made much of an e
them either. A friendly smile or at least a hello
would have been nice, and he had tried on a few
occasions to acknowledge people, and be pleasant,
but they didn" t really reciprocate
might have had something to do with the fact that
he was always dirty, and smelled like gas no matter

how many baths he took. He
about his appearance, becau
wasn-®t rhiagalelft foy himasa why bother?

That s what he thought, any

Another car pulled into the gas station, a cherry
red convertible. It reminded him of the car he used
to own. He sighed, and got the car taken care of.
The man inside dlI daghthe even
didn“t have any change, or
pick up money. Or maybe he had bills to pay. He
always tried to think the best of others, because who
knew what was going on in
he thought, anywa yexpectind he
to make much money pumping gas either. It was
just a job, just something to do, to fill his days, as
empty as they were. And they were empty.
It was time to start closing up the station; the
sky was turning shades of dusk and the air had
cooled enough to be breathed comfortably. He
locked up and headed back towards town with his
thoughts in tow. The day had gone by. He moseyed
back to his small apartment and started getting
ready to sleep, the only time he had away from his
thoughts and himself.

t
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This was always the hardest part of the day,
really, truly being alone with himself and his past.
Sleep came at the perfect time, just when he could
no longer hold off his despair. He had no more
distractions, no more cars to fill, no more gasoline
fumes to keep his head aching.

He drifted off to sleep to the sound of crickets
and the wind through his window, which he always
kept open. Maybe if he died while he was asleep,
while he was at peace, his soul would float away
through the window. Then he could forget the past.
That s what he thought, any
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Shannon Turner

Whole Heart Academy, Home School
Flemington, New Jersey

Biography:

Shannon Turner is 14 years old and lives with her

Mom, Dad and three siblings, two of whom are

adopted. She enjoys reading, music, gymnastics and
playing “Angel s and Demons
youth group “Luminate?”. Her
H. Rider Haggard, Lois Gladys Leppard and C.S.

Lewis. She is taught at home along with her siblings

and a friend"s dgadghner ,th
it is partially due to this that she hopes to home-

school her own children someday.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | have had very little

experience with E-books. Once | started to read an

E-book I was thinking about buying and found I

didn*"t |like the book, so |
t hat way. |l “m sure they can
then you could read a book on the computer rather

than going to the library or bookstore, but I think 1

would much rather curl up on the couch and read a

good, solid paper book than read one off the

computer.
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Award of Excellence
High School Short Story

African Treasure

“Rggg, I get SO ma d at
Shannon wanted to scream. ‘
annoyi ng! ” She threw herself

tiled floor of the bathroom and took a few deep

breaths to calm herself. She knew she shoul
so angry at her sister over the ruined picture, but

still!

“God,” she prayed, “pl easc
patience wi t h her SO0 easily.” $
against the wall and closed her eyes. As she did, an
i mage rose before her in he

just ten years old, with a smile on her face, writing
in her journal about that same sister. She
remembered how excited she had been about
adopting Sallay from Sierra Leon — so excited she
had kissed the little picture of her in sheer delight.

They had just received the picture that day and
Mom had printed plenty of copies for each member
of the family his or her very own. She had written in
her journal that that picture was her third favorite
thing in the whole world.

Five months, the agency had said. Five months
and then they could go and bring home two year old
Sallay Follah Conteh.

No. Not Follah Conteh. Sallay Esther Turner.
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She had suggested the name Esther, but since 4
of the 5 family members had the first initial S, that
suggestion had been voted down.

Mom and Dad had however taken her
suggestion and agreed to use Esther as their
daughter-to-b e * s mi edThik fad pleagednher
two-fold because her suggested name would be
used and, to top it all off, E happened to be her
middle initial too.

She and Sallay would have one more thing in
common.

Shannon sighed as she remembered how long it
had truly been before Sallay had come home to
New Jersey. The five months turned into six, the six
to seven, until finally eleven agonized months after
receiving the picture the wondrous news had come
back that they could go pick up Sallay!

That had been some time in October, she

remembered,j ust after Sall ay

had wanted to get Sallay before she turned three,
but at least they were going to have her before she
turned four!

Grandmom and Gr an adyherp,

grandparents, had come up to watch her and her
brother Sam while Mom, Dad, and her oldest
brother Seth were in Africa.

Seth was going along because he had dark skin
and would hopefully help Sallay make the culture
change from rural Sierra Leon to suburban America.
The two children and two grandparents had waved
good-bye from the porch as the three excited
travelers drove off for the airport and for Sallay.
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To pass the time while they were away,
Shannon remembered that she had written a poem
for Daddy, and one for Sallay, about how excited
she was. They had also made a HUGE banner out of
long strips of paper and decorated the letters.

She could picture in her mind the big multi-
colored letters lying across the floor on the banner:
WELCOME HOME MOM, DAD, SETH AND
SALLAY!

Finally they had come home. As the van rolled
down the long driveway, she and Sam had hardly
been able to contain themselves. They had rushed
down the porch steps to the car just as Mom, Dad,

Seth and Sallay had stepped out of the car!

“Sallay!” they had yelled

She recalled showing Sallay each one of her
dolls, and how much Sallay had liked them. She
had asked to play with everyone. Shannon smiled at
the memory.

‘O wonder i f I still have
gave her .7 Shannon thought
opened the door.

It was late. Outside the stars twinkled brightly
and the whole house was dark. She silently tip-toed
across the hall to the bedroom she shared with
Sallay.

Shannon found Sallay curled up in a little ball
on the bed, sound asleep. The steady sound of
Sall ay" s br &hanhoh and sipe fargeta c h e d
about getting the poem.

“l was so excited about Sa
she was such a gift. Maybe if | were to remember
t hat , I woul dn*“t have such
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with her.” @&theded and sbidounderover t
the blankets.
“God, thank you for remind

Sallay is. Help me to remember that next time,” she
prayed,

Closing her eyes she snuggled close to the
precious African treasure, soon fast asleep.
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Julia Goyal

Northern Secondary School
Toronto, Canada

Biography:

Julia Goyal is a Junior at Northern Secondary
School in Toronto, Ontario. Previously, she has won
the ABACUS Math Competition twice as well as
the Anne Cirillo Award for problem solving at the
Math Olympics. Besides writing, her hobbies
include playing the violin, singing, and dancing.
She is an active member of the charitable
organization, , F O Bhelooksor Lif
forward to pursue her joy in the sciences, by being a
doctor.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
Has entered in previous years, winning in both New
Voices Middle School Short Story and Middle
School Essay Divisions in 2008.

Knowledge of e-Books: | believe e-books are very
beneficial. People like me, who constantly use
resources such as encyclopedias and dictionaries,
find it unnecessary to deal with actual books. With
e-books, one has an entire dictionary in a file or e-
Book reading device. All one has to do is search for
the word with the search icon. In general, e-Books
are time-efficient. Hurrah for modern technology!
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Honorable Mention
High School Short Story

A Child’s Realization

Now, when | was your age, my mother ended up
being the one person in the world, with whom I
neither wished to communicate or consult nor heed
any advice she wished to give me on any aspect of
my life. What a mess | had to go through for the
first 18 years of my life before | realized her most
deep and dark secret. | found myself always missing
out on things that my friends were open to
everyday. While | sat home, with textbooks in my
hand reading biological terms in cardiology, they
were on their way to the shopping mall, or watching
the latest film at the theatre or doing fun things;
enjoying life as life should be enjoyed! BUT, I
needed her permission for every breath I took, and
for every step | took and had to comply with her
rules or I would be interrogated with hundreds of
questions for why | decided to do something, which
I knew “wasn-®t permitted i
hundred times a day, she would try to point out my
weaknesses, my mediocrity and the other hundred
times would try to reinforce the fact; a fact known
to every person who laid foot on this planet, that her
daughter wasn-"t perfect. Bu
continued to try to make me become someone
spectacular without neither a hint of mediocrity nor
a flaw seen from a mile away as she tried to make
me PERFECT! If | were late coming from school
for a second, she would use that against me to
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reinforce the fact that | was irresponsible and
immature to do anything with my friends, and came
up with a solution, that I could go, if she could tag
along to supervise and to ensure that we made
appropriate and proper decisions. So, I came up
with a conclusion; my mother had no life for if she
did, than why would she just want to, from sun rise
to sun set, annoy me with her criticism?

Now years later, looking at my medical school
acceptance letter, | begin to appreciate all that my
mother did for me in the past even though, at the
time, | thought it all to be a nuisance. She sacrificed
the best part of her life, in order to have my dreams
come true; to achieve the d
due to her unfortunate circumstances. She used her
own past experiences to guide me and made sure |
di dn*"t make the same mista
tried to protect me from all the hardships that came
with life. She was only doing her duty, with best of
intentions. All along, it was me who was ignorant,
not my mother, who | thought was a monster,
hammering at me to make my life miserable. Now, |
regret all that | had wished for in the past. How had
I |l onged for Patricia
so flexible, so kind; they let their daughters do
anything they wanted but it was their flexibility that
made Patricia and Maria flexible and eligible for the
job offers at convenient stores being paid $8 per
hour and becoming single mothers as well. | just
hope they aren®t as flexibl
their mothers were to them! It did take me 18 years,
but now I realize that by having a mom like theirs, |
would have turned out just like them. Sure, my

S or
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mother was tough, but due to her stubbornness, she
made me be what | wanted. Ironically enough, she,
a woman who | once thought would never leave me
alone, has allowed me to be my own person now
and to decide for myself, which step | should take.
Years back, | would have loved that option, but now

when | have to |l et go off h
just hope I " 11 have my mot h
in her shoes.
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Emily Hawk

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Emily Hawk is a sophomore.
and indoor drum line, making her a certified band

geek. Emily loves to write because she finds it fun

to make up new people and situations. She has a

cottage on a lake where she likes to write on her

dock and confesses she has lost many pens into the

water. Emily is crazy and she enjoys being herself.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: E-publishing is a great
way for new writers to get their writing out. Most e-
publishing sites have feedback options so reviewers
can give feedback and learn to write better without
having a real class. It is also a way for new writers
to be read by publishers, who might need new
books or authors. Personally, | have never published
anything on the Internet, but |1 have read many,
many stories and | enjoy reviewing them.

Quote upon Notification: “
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Judges Award
High School Short Story
Fainted
Kevi n coul dn*t believe

would just have to faint in the middle of the busy
lunch room. The monitors had taken him to the
nurse, where he woke up. His mom had sped into
the school then rushed him away to the hospital, all
business as usual; business as usual for a mom with

a diabetic daughter. It was usually Ke vi n" s

sister who had stuff like this happen.

Only the kid changed the routine, Kevin thought
scathingly.

The good news came in the hospital.
Apparently, it was a normal thing for a stressed
teenager, who barely slept due to homework, to
faint.

So why did I have to faint in the lunch room?

He" djone home, got some sleep and got up

feeling completely fine, so Kevi n“s mom

should go to school.

He was sitting in second block, AP World
History. And about fifteen kids had already asked
him if he had some disease or something.

In fact, every conversation he" chad that day
had started like that.

It was really starting to piss him off.

Kevin gazed across the room towards two girls,
one his good friend Kristen, the other his friend
from track, Lindsey.
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As he watched, Lindsey asked,“ So i s he oka
Oh great! Just great! Kevin sighed loudly.

Lindsey knows. She’s going to assault me in English

fourth, wanting to know what | have.

Kevin finally got what it was like to be his
sister, putting up with everyone asking how he was
feeling, or if he was sick.

The rest of the period passed horribly slow and
Kevin ran through all the conversations that
Lindsey might possibly start in English that day.

Will she pretend she hasn 't found out anything, and
just ask if 1’'m okay? Kevin wondered at first then
decidledhe didn®*"t really care.

He was fed up with people asking it.

Third period usually marked the highlight of
Kevin®"s day, melryewith Geana, had G
thegirlthehada cr ush on. Henl d sit
they usually passed notes back and forth on their
graphing calculators. Tod ay, as Kevin®"s
started a lecture on right triangles, a calculator
screen appeared in front of his face.

HEY YOU OKAY HEARD YOU FAINTED

Kevin wanted to shout, WOULD PEOPLE

calmly answered, YEAH | AM FINE | JUST WAS
OVERTIRED AND HADNT EATEN.

He could feel his crush on Geena slipping away
after just one sentence. He didn" t w afeeling her
sorry for him, or pretend she cared if she liked him.
He just wanted to be left alone.

The calculator appeared in front of him again.

OH OK CAUSE | THOUGHT YOU WERE
SICK OR SOMETHING AND THAT WOULD

93



EPIC, The Voice of e-Publishing

REALLY SUCK | WOULD MISS TALKING TO
YOU

There was the statement Kevin had waited to
read for the past three months, but he honestly
d i d n "about tha mowe.

She probably just wants to be the girlfriend of
the attention-getting sick kid.

Kevin sighed, and started taking notes, not
bothering to reply.

Lunch passed and seven more kids asked him if
he was okay. Kristen actually had to restrain him
from just about killing someone after kid number
six. Even his favorite school lunch of bagel melts
couldn™t c hHe deft theh lunchroomp .
deading Lindsey“s inevitabl
class.

His English teacher had chosen that day to form
a new seating chart and Kevin found himself seated
in the back corner of the room, three seats across
from Lindsey, who sat in the other back corner of
the room.

She rushed into the room at the very last second
before the bell, holding her bag in front of her to
keep all the books from falling out. She looked
quickly over at Kevin, smiled, and then sat down in
her new seat. Kevin noticed the glint of her cell
phone as she pulled it from her pocket, hiding her
texting behind her notebook.

“Okay ¢l ass, we"“r eghengoing
have a partner activity,” T h e statedastarting r
the class.

Kevin started to feel slightly relieved. Maybe
Lindsey won’t ask about it. He felt his phone vibrate
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against his leg. Very quietly, he pulled the phone
from his pocket and read the message from Lindsey.
Want to count how many times she mentions the
final in her lecture?
Kevin barely held in his laugh. A game he
played with Lindsey during every English class was
to count how many times their teacher mentioned
the final.
He replied, of course, and started his tick marks
on his notebook. 't hwasn"t
notes that Kevin rkeddimi zed L
about his faint.
She’s probably waiting for a face to face.
“Partner up, everyone. Th:
end of class!”
Kevin automatically walked to the back table,
where he always worked with Lindsey, waiting for

the inevitabl &y?"lHeary you ar e vy
fainted.” Kevin opened his book
as Lindsey walked up and sat across from him.

Cracking a grin, she whi sj

seven times for the final
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HIGH SCHOOL
ESSAYS
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Emily Hawk

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Emily Hawk is a sophomore.
and indoor drum line, making her a certified band

geek. Emily loves to write because she finds it fun

to make up new people and situations. She has a

cottage on a lake where she likes to write on her

dock and confesses she has lost many pens into the

water. Emily is crazy and she enjoys being herself.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: E-publishing is a great
way for new writers to get their writing out. Most e-
publishing sites have feedback options so reviewers
can give feedback and learn to write better without
having a real class. It is also a way for new writers
to be read by publishers, who might need new
books or authors. Personally, | have never published
anything on the Internet, but |1 have read many,
many stories and | enjoy reviewing them.

Quote upon Notification: “
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First Place
High School Essay

LEGOs® and Rubber Gloves
LEGOs and Rubber Gloves

My brother and | used to love to make houses
and towns out of LEGOs in between our rooms.
We*"d call the town Hawkvil |l
of course, and make houses and shops and cars and
roads for our little LEGO people to use and live in.
As we got older, the LEGO lives got more and more

intricate, the cars faster,
always play with the LEGO village on Fridays. |
don"t remember why, but t ha

One Friday, when | was about ten and Danny
was about eight, Danny stayed home from school
because he was sick. | walked upstairs to find the
most confusing metropolis ever invented inside our
house. The city sprawled ov
room, the hallway, and our bathroom. The sink in
the bathroom was even filled halfway, making it the
.l ake® for the Iittle LEGO
carefully through the streets to find my brother,
working in his room and a three story house
complete with garage. Danny looked like any child
would after staying home sick. His face was pale
enough to match his too-long blonde hair. Danny
was still in his pajamas, which hid his skinny torso
in a baggy shirt and shorts. | started taking shallow
breaths, trying not to breathe in too much sickness.
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“Dude, this is awesomel!l ™ |
examinednyhe RD@am Subur bs*®,
by a written sign on his door.

“ know! You should see yo
downt own area!” Danny stood
carefully moving the third story of his current
project onto the bed. I followed him into the
», EmMiRydm Downt own Area“ (anct
sign). My room contained only three buildings, but
each one was 6 LEGO stories tall. The remarkable
part was the total lack of walls. All three of the
buildings were built so you could see into each floor
and count the cubicles.

“Holy crap, Danny..” The si
inspiring. I turned to hug Danny, but then I noticed
he was wearing rubber gloves.

“Uh, dude? Why are you wea
asked.

“So when you got home and
LEGOs t oo, I wowith nymgefnts get vy
all over them.” Danny said
obvious statement, like I should know he was trying
to keep me healthy in any little way he could. But
this Ilittle action, my br ot
consideration, caught me in total surprise. Danny
never did things like that for me. This was a boy
who usually had to be reminded to wash his hands
after he used the bathroom! What brought on this
little bit of brotherly intelligence?

“Did Mom tell you to?” | a
hadn"t clothatdact angis omwn. t
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“No, of course not.” Danny
frustrated me. Why then, had he wore gloves?
Surely not just to keep me healthy.

“Come on, Emil y. Let"s pl a
my arm, pulling me from downtown past the
suburbs to the lakeside of the town.

Wait. Maybe that®s it. Dan
sure | would play with him. But why would he do
that? We never get along. Even making our LEGO
towns, we"d never get along
house a three bedroom, two and a half bath, while
Danny would want it to be two bedroom, one and a
half bath, and a giant game room in the back. So
why put in the extra effort just so we would end up
fighting and getting in trouble?

“This is Lake Jul i e. Mom w
named after hegushedintoDbanny*s v
head.

“What an awesome name, " |
computations in my head.

“So | made all of this, |
hel p,” Danny shook my arm
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Haley Taylor

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Haley Taylor is a creative individual who emanates
her personal qualities into her work. She tries to see
a new point of view, change something simple into
something extraordinary and new. Some activities
she enjoys are cross-country running and playing
the electric guitar. She is fond of exploring her
talent through creative mediums, ranging from
painting to drawing to photography to writing of all
kinds. This vivid young woman shows surprising
talent in many of these areas and loves
opportunities to learn more and grow.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | am not familiar with E-
publishing, unless you count blogging. | like to put
my writing out for people to find, and hopefully
enjoy. From what | have heard about E-publishing
it sounds like a worthwhile avenue for publishing
whatever work you may have as a budding writer. It
is difficult to become published but E-publishing
allows you to become noticed by potential
publishers or other writers. | would love to learn
more, to have my writing noticed.
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Second Place
High School Essay

The Closet

Monsters under the bed, dark creatures lurking
in closets, scary stories by the fire, I never had
much of a stomach for these
baby. A wimp. A scaredycat. But, you know what?
|l *m not ashamed. There®"s so
there! So for those little kids out there with a
flashlight under their pillow, security blanket

gripped tightly, Il *m t her e
worse than | amwatcbseaty but |
movies. I can®"t even handl e

sliding twin doors of my closet are cracked open,
with the goonies peeking through, watching me
sleep. Always a new frightening figure was looking
over my shoulder at night, or after | had been
spooked by a scary story, movie, or show. | hate
having my back exposed at night when | feel
vulnerable. Stairs become frightening things when
you"re jumpy.
Late summer nights | would be daring and
watch chilling shows just to see if I could handle it.
lcouldn®"t. Sitting on the coc
and using a pillow in place of eyelids that forgot
how to function was how I struggled through these
experiences. Twisted crimes and bodies would fill
my mind*"s eye as | crept wup
But every inch of darkness made my spine tingle as
if someone were going to jump me from any
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direction. The set of stairs that leads to my room are
the worst at night. They lie parallel to our living
room, and to ascend them, you must make a sharp
u-turn at the corner of the room. At the peak of this
curve, facing directly up the stairs, is a window. To
this day, every time that | have ever tip toed up this
flight of stairs late at night, there has always been a
fear that some sinister figure will burst through that
window and will get me from behind. This figure
will, of course be armed with some awful weapon,

orotherpain-i nduci ng device, and |
to see him coming. The stairs are frightening.

“The Grudge” gave me night
andlcouldn“t | ook in my closet.
and hanging bodies lurk in closets. I only saw the
parts | didn"t cover with a

me all the same. | went to sleep frightened that there
would be a secret cursed room beyond it where evil
festered and writhed, waiting for my most
vulnerable moment. One day, my dad came up to
my room and started poking around in my closet.

m gonna cut a hol e

i n i

are right, there's extra sp

told me.

So he took out a saw and cut through the
drywall, cutting an opening large enough for him to
fit through. And he was right; the builder had left
about an eight by five foot space beyond my closet,
because it would be inconvenient to make the
architecture as such that it would be useful. So there
it stayed, empty space, plenty of room for an
imagination to fill late at night. And the hole is still
there in my closet wall. Its jagged edge gives it the
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appearance of having been chewed and clawed

around by the fiends trapped inside, longing for

release into my room beyond. Then the heathens

release their reign of horror upon the world after

they finish with me. I can"
| keep my closet doors closed.
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Samuel Eshaghoff

John L. Miller Great Neck North High School
Great Neck, New York

Biography:

As one of the best-rounded students at his school,
Samuel Eshaghoff embodies and demonstrates a
balance that can serve as a model for adolescents. A
member of the varsity track team and the officer to
three extracurricular clubs, Samuel takes pride in
his leadership ability. He performs excellently in a
demanding academic schedule and manages to
maintain a healthy social life on his down-time. He
aspires to pursue a career in legal studies.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: Although not too savvy
regarding e-books, | have definitely seen more and
more of them flooding search engine results. | know
e-books are the new way of digitally reading printed
books from a screen, maximizing computer
efficiency and removing the need to carry books
and flip pages. E-books seem to have become a
pivotal step in the development of the Internet, and
their rapid development shows that they have
perhaps begun replacing conventional books. I think
that e-publishing is the cool new way that will pave
the way for reading in the future.
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Third Place
High School Essay

The Remarkable Aftermath

As unfortunate as it is, natural disasters unleash

the capability of | eavi

grand cities in decades of jaded ruins. Subject to the

brut al ef f e c t-sgle, atiés like 8an u

Francisco and Galveston lingered through years of
anguish after their respective wildfire and
eart hquake until t hey
former greatness. However, displaying an almost
miraculous recovery, the city of New Orleans
bounced back only a couple of years after Hurricane
Katrina: our nation®s
disaster in centuries. Moreover, as a cooperative

r

f

ng s

e" s

nal

mo s t

effort to restore the city“s cultur al

people of New Orleans have succeeded in drawing
their beloved city from the heart of a natural
disaster to even surpassing the prominence it
sustained before the hurricane.

Only days ago, | returned from a week-long trip
to the southern portion of our nation, concentrating
the bulk of my stay in the city of New Orleans.
When planning my trip, 1 was not particularly
excited; the idea of spending a week in a destroyed
city did not arouse my interest whatsoever.
However, with every step | took into the heart of the
city, | realized that it was not destroyed at all. As a
matter of fact, it was remarkably beautiful. High-
rise hotels, buildings of stunning French design, and
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the famous Louisiana Superdome studded the

streets. Skeptic about the healthy demeanor of the

town, | even questioned myself: Am I really in New

Orleans? There was a hurricane here? ” Certainl
one of the most cultured cities in modern-day

America, most of New Orleans exhibits exuberant

splendor, shedding all hints that any natural disaster

struck or affected it.

Along every sidewalk strolled people who wore
inviting, proud smiles. Individually, every person
represented the urbane aspects of their marvelous
city. Characteristic of the town, jazz bands played
fun and alluring melodies at every other restaurant.
Dazzling street performers contributed to the
roaring vitality that existed on nearly every block.
Bourbon Street, the site of all the customarily
lawless activity that occurs during Mardi Gras, still
explodes with raw excitement. To my surprise,
Bourbon street featured drinking, music, neon
lights, and everything in between on just an
ordinary Friday ni ght, Sy |
resistance to halt its presence and liveliness.

After the hurricane only three years ago,
countless organizations from around the country
provided relief and reparative aid. Despite the
window of possibility for these programs to sway
New Orleans culture, the town resisted. The people
preferred to wuphold their traditional cushion,
unfazed by any potential intrusion into their
lifestyle. For decades, the French, Cajun and Creole
influence of the town has persisted, making its
appearance most prominently in restaurants. As a
city known for its unique selection of foods, part of
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the New Orleans experience is to enjoy a seafood
Po-Boy sandwich or a soft Beignet pastry.
Representative of the French direction that the town
embodies, the French Quarter is an entire district of
town that tributes styles of buildings and food that
can only be found in this city. Despite the difficulty
of maintaining a small-scale French world in the
heart of Louisiana, Hurricane Katrina failed to
weaken this distinctive district amid a cultured city.

Contrarily, t he hurricane*”

allowed the townspeople to muster excessive spirit
in their city, heightening the culture of areas like the
French Quarter.

Recreational activities often bring out the
unexpected, passionate side of the people to which
they pertain. Through my trip, | learned that the
people of Louisiana place strong cultural emphasis
on sports. Particularly, it seemed to me as if every
person within a hundred miles was a die-hard New
Orleans Saints fan. | was fortunate enough to spend
football Sunday in a town where football was not
merely a game, but an aspect of society that
everyone collectively enjoyed. As perhaps the

greatest example of the cit

townspeople of New Orleans physically remember
to keep their football team in mind every Sunday.
On gameday, as if a mass memo had been sent to
every person in the city, everyone proudly wore a
Saints jersey wherever they went. As monotonous
as it may seem, the radiant glow of the gold and
bl ack of f everyone-"s

j erse

constant admirable reminderoft he ci ty“ s ¢ o ml

zeal. No hurricane in the world could surpass the
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flood of fans that rushed into the Superdome every
week.

Throughout my entire trip, | did not forget the
undisputable horror that a natural disaster had torn
the city apart only three years ago. However, unlike
the world had ever seen, the people of New Orleans
never ceased to express the individuality and
cultured atmosphere that their town embodies so
wonderfully. From the constant liveliness and
excitement of Bourbon Street, the distinct foods and
culture of the French Quarter, and the ever-raging
fanaticism surrounding the Saints, it seems as
though New Orleans has regained the greatness is
possesses even before the hurricane. Although a
natural disaster may provisionally cause physical
damage to this city, it takes more than a hurricane to
sway the heart and soul of New Orleans culture.
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Libby White

James Strauss High School
Victor, New York

Biography:
Libby White is sixteen-year-old, described by her

friends as @i r‘lRe.naSbhses ain ei n

art, music, and literature, although her primary
focus is on history. She would like to become a
high school level history teacher, as well as write
novels and short fiction with the goal of having at
least one of her extended stories published. She
would also like to become a college professor.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: E-books and e-publishing
are an easier, more accessible way of publishing
and is used by many young authors who want to get

their work into the public

few of my poems and short stories on an online
database to receive recognition and critique, and
there are many different websites where one can,
many which are free while others may require a
subscription.

Quote upon Notification: “ “
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Award of Excellence
High School Essay

The Month

I wish a month would make up its mind.
There are thirty days in a month. That statement
is false for, you see, there can be thirty-one or
twenty-eight. Or, on the rare occasion, there may be
twenty-ni ne. That"s four differ
A month can be short, medium-short, medium,
or long. Tell me, if you walked by a man on the
street who happened to be constantly changing
Ssi zes, woul dn“ut offyYoumape a |
even be annoyed, because t
changing of sizes leaves you in a state of complete
di sarray where you don"t kn
men from God.
Or thirty from thirty-one from twenty-eight. Or
twenty-nine.
You may ask why this is such a passionate
topic. Well, I “11 tell you.
Twenty-four hours.
Think about dfourunitsofsiaty “ s t we
minutes of sixty seconds of one thousand
milliseconds which are dear and precious slivers of
time which you will never get back because they
have been wasted because a month cannot just stay
as one, single span of time. No, instead, it has to
switch.
Now | think the month gets enjoyment out of
this. The month is unique.
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Wednesday doesn*"t just up
wants to have only twenty three hours on his
particul ar day becaande he-":¢
Thursday is pushing him into the middle of the
week. Monday and Sunday d o n * t about whi e r
should really begin the seven day cycle. Then there
is Friday jumping for joy and Saturday constantly
partying with his other college buddies from weeks
past.

No, Wednesday drags on, letting us make sure
we all know full well that he has twenty four solid
hours in him, and he will not rest until we witness
every moment he has to offer.

An hou r never changes. He " s
around, trying to get every
forget minute, who"s going
miniature bullet, grabbing
he"s dragged through the da
millis econd. But they"re too s

their little lives.

Yes, the month surely takes pleasure from
switching it up, from bein
different and unique from the one before it. Oh, but
don"t talk about tHe qmuetbe
a jerk who stole a month"s
girl friend, t oo. Thi s mo nt
about that month.

Twenty-four hours, | would like to reiterate, is a
precious, precious span of time.

I could go fishing in twenty-four hours. | could
braid straw into a chair seat. | could even invent a
new form of competitive yoga that involves spitting
into a matchbox and swinging a croquet mallet.
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But why would | do that? Who knows, but the
fact remains that those twenty-four hours have,
inevitably, escaped me, and remain escaped, and
now | have no one to play yoga with because I
haven®t made it up yet. Shu
Yes, | do wish the month would make up his
mind.

And | want my twenty-four hours refunded.
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Tegan Hilliard

Victor Central High School
Victor, New York

Biography:

Tegan Hilliard started writing when she was only
six years old. Eleven years later, she is in a
Creative Writing course and AP Language and a
frequent participant of Creative Juices, an after-
school open mic. Tegan has plans of being an
author when she grows up and moving from her
quiet hometown of Victor, New York to Chicago.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books: | write in blogs a lot. |
have two, one for myspace.com and another for
livejournal.com. | love reading stories that other
bloggers post online.

Quote upon Notification: “
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Honorable Mention
High School Essay

Dog

| hate that goddamn dog. |
dead since the day | met it. Big, dumb, slobbering,
filthy. | hate that thing almost as much as | hate its
big, dumb, slobbering, filthy owner. They both
never shut up, always out in that backyard at all
hours, barking at the moon like it cared.
The dog, the father and the boy lived next door
to my grandma. | was visiting her, decked out in my
Sunday best and ,big girl s
inch lift to them. It was September weekend with
weat her the wasn®"t cold or
sunny. It was just there, hanging in an awkward
state in the air and television screen. There was no
reason to be outside instead of inside and vice
versa., which my mother used as leverage to get me
outside so she could have some alone time with her
mother.
|l wal ked along the yard"s
coating of vines and morning glories and some form
of grape that was lethal if ingested. | paced around
the rectangle singing some song by Matchbox 20.

“Hey! I have a new dog! " &
coated voice intruded mid-chorus. It was that boy.

“That “s nice.” ltherdi dn®t |
“You wanna meet it? 1t"s a
tough and..” He just kept t
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to have to run screaming from him or think of
another way to shut him up.

“Okay | " 11 meet 1it. See yo
sidewal k. ” | traughmgd and wal
grandma“s split | evel to th

sidewalk, right under the lamp post.

“Hey this is my dog. He " s
was still talking in that annoying voice. | was
always a very angry girl, but never had | wanted to
express it violently until he came around. I coughed.

“Can | pet him?” And | don
happened next, he could have given me the leash to
pet the dog or | may have asked for it to allow
myself personal space from his offensive odors and
fluids that boys secrete. | remember hearing
somet hing |ike ,Careful, he
was put in my hand. I can vividly recalls the feel of
the rope in my hand for a split second before it was
pulled away, leaving a painful red mark on my palm
and a view of a fluffy gray tail bobbing off around
the street corner to the adjacent block.

“Shoot! We gotta catch , en
him in sneakers while | learned why mom said |
could never go to the playground in these shoes.

They were not meant for this kind of work.

We ran 3 blocks from where he turned the
corner, not dog. We ran one block towards the big
road, no dog but a woman who called to us.

“De"y"all |l ose a dog? Jus
neighbas yad.” As much as h
thanked her and pulled that big, dumb, slobbering,
filthy boy in the right direction. Sure enough there
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was some lady, all of 25, playing with that terrible
thing.

“This yours? What a sweet.
handed me the rope and wished us a pleasant
afternoon and | wished her the same while that boy
just look big, dumb, slobbery and filthy. She turned
and left. The dog and | walked while that boy
started talking about some
he was a good runner and he
two blocks when I threw the leash down so | could
yell him, which only made that four legged bastard
run off, this time towards home.

We bolted, the entire time that bug, dumb,
slobbering filthy boy talking about this and about
that and all I wanted to do was throttle him. We ran
and ran and ran until we got turned around and were
in a cornfield on the wrong side of the big road that
you were never ever supposed to cross with out
your mama. | told him to stop so we could get our
bearings. Dumb people are only good because they
do what you tell them to do, mainly because they
don"t have the two brain ce
together to make a thought on their own.

| looked left, right, and straight a head. No cars.

“I think it"s safe to cros
around the corner withthe mushr o oms on it .~
true, | could barely make out the mushroom potting
plants. Three blocks, tops. So we crossed, me
looking both ways with every step, him looking at
the ground like the big, dumb, slobbering, filthy boy
that he is.

“Oh, y 0 U nyeueslabes tvhen you ges h
home, they“re dirty. """ He s
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couldn*t |l ook. We kept walKk
Once at the mushrooms, | saw my grammie, mama

and his big, dumb, slobbering, filthy father and their

big, dumb, slobbering, filthy dog out front.

“He runs away a | ot. | gue
where home is. He brought himself home the past
three times he got out. He-"

heat come to my face as he said it. | counted down
from ten, like EImo and Big Bird had told me too.
By the time | got to zero, we were at the yard with
the grown ups.
“What did you guys do? Swe

muddy! And your shoes!” Thr
concern | could tell she was thinking the same as |

was ; 't “s al | beaidygdilthy bi g, du
faults!

| gathered the courage to look at my shoes. My
favourite shoes. Scuffed, no longer shiny. Muddy,
with clumps of grass and corn silk. The heal was
worn through in many places. No to mention the
socks underneath them that would get thrown out
because they were covered in blood and bits of my
feet. | broke.
“THAT BI G, DUMB, SLOBBERI N
BOY MADE ME RUN ALL OVER TO GET HIS
DOG WHICH BROUGHT ITSELF HOME! |
HATE HIM! HE RUINED MY SHOES AND HE
WONT SHUT UP AND HE®"S STUPI
THE DUMBEST DOG | HAVE EVER SEEN! |
HATE ALL OF THEM!”
The father looked like he might slap me, the boy
looked stupid as ever, my grandmother was smiling,
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my mother was concerned and the dog took a dump.
Grammie laughed out loud, as if to agree with me.
“ H o nhe jyst wanted to show you his dog

because he thinks you“re cu
youl!"” Grammi e was right. ., B
at flirting. 't was a girls
that till post-mar r i age, , mom woul d t
was 12.

| started crying and my mom picked me up and
told the bunch of big, dumb, slobbering, filthy men
to keep away from me becaus
see what would have possessed the father to let him
outside on his own with a dog that weighed more
than me and that stupid boy put together.
Mom brought me inside, and promised me new
shoes, and said | shouldn®"t
shouldn"t be upset because
slobbering, filthy family"s
“ Ma ma, I don"t ever wanna
Grammi e s owr sgrmag!/d” IMdi dn"t h
marry him, that | could marry anyone | wanted. |
thought for a moment as Mom started undoing the
buckles and zippers that kept the shoes on, box of

band-ai ds on t he counter. “The
Lindsey? | | oveostewontband s he
all big, dumb, slobbery and filthy like that boy and

and and!” | went on for qui

mama how | would love to marry a girl because
they are better than boys in everyway.
I still hold that theory to be true.
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Parmpreet Kaur

Century High School
Rochester, Minnesota

Biography:

Parmpreet Kaur, 16, lives in Rochester, Minnesota
with her family. She is currently in 11" grade and
participates in many activities such as tennis,
lacrosse, debate, math league, knowledge masters,
and more. In the future, Parmpreet plans to become
a pathologist or oncologist. Her hobbies include
reading, writing, talking with friends, and playing
games with her little sister.

Previous New Voices Competition Experience:
None

Knowledge of e-Books Although I personally have
used e-books only a couple times, | believe that they
are very important will become more and more
popular as technology grows to serve our all of our
needs. With E-books, we can access textbooks,
guidebooks, and novels at the touch of finger; any
book is either currently available or will be
available online,
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Judges Award
High School Essay

Youth and Veterans

Wake up, get dressed, eat breakfast, go to
school, go to practice, come home, eat dinner, do
homework, go to sleep. This routine, which is the
basis of al most every Amer
seems very simple.
However, it is what occurs within this routine:
talking, learning, etc, that is important.
What most people do not realize is that we
would not be able to carry out most of what occurs
within t he routine wit hout
Because of our veterans®"® S
today"s youth are able to
things that they would not have had before.
| believe that one of the most important things
that almost everyone does during their daily routine
is talking. Like most people, talking is one of the
activities that I truly enjoy.
| have been in classical debate for three years,
and enjoy debating with the facts, determining
which of two things would be better for us, and just
talking about current issues. I, like most teenagers,
frequently exercise my freedom of speech. We
teenagers talk all day, every day, about everything
around us, from what our friends are wearing to
controversial and political issues.
What we do not realize, however, is that the
freedom of speech would not be possible without
our veterans. Wit hout our v
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protect our rights, including freedom of speech,

press, religion and more, we would not have the

society we have today. We would not be able to say

t hat we disagree with the
talk about controversial issues, say that we believe

in a different religion, or print our opinions in a
newspaper.

Today" s yout h have the o
their daily routine without putting anything into it.
However, | believe that most teenagers are
motivated to do something good.

We would like to help make our school,
community, country, and even world a better place.

This desire to help comes from the influence of role
models we have had: our parents, teachers,
counselors, friends, and of course, veterans.
Because of t he veterans S
today"s youth are motivated
others, and protect our rights.

We can never fully understand the direct and
indirect impacts of the service and sacrifice of
America"s veterans, but we ,
realize that we are greatly impacted.

We are blessed with freedoms that were
possible because of our veterans, and we are
instilled with values of service and sacrifice that
hopefully we will take with us and then use to
benefit tomorrow"s yout h.
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PRESENTED BY:

EPIC
The Electronically Published Internet Connection
http://www.epicauthors.com

AND

EPICS NEW VOICES
http://www.epicauthors.com/newvoices.html

EPIC’S 2010 New Voices Competition will
begin accepting submissions from
Middle and High School writers
August 1, 2009

Please check the EPIC website
for more details
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