
Winners 2025 
 
First Place: The Mob in Moonlight by Sophie Lumkowski 
 
Hatred, 
It’s installed within us. 
Hate this, hate that, 
But don’t bother to wonder why. 
Don’t take a step back, don’t worry, 
Just don’t think. 
 
Fill your minds with noise, 
Pointless drivel. 
Ignore what you really feel. 
Let go of your conscience, your morals, 
Your love. 
 
Let your life be a service to nothing, 
Means to no end. 
Let them control you, 
By fear, by hope, by desire. 
Tell yourself you’re doing something good. 
 
They pretend to give you purpose, 
A unified cause. 
Oh, doesn’t it feel so good to belong, 
To hate something together. 
Don’t bother to wonder if hate is right. 
Just revel in the fact that it has given you purpose, 
Or so it seems. 
 
Don’t wonder if belonging is worth this much, 
Don’t ponder if the cause is right. 
It doesn’t matter after all, 
You just don’t want to think. 
 
Let yourself be taken in by the honor of it all, 
The bravado, 
The surface value. 
Focus on the now, 
The raw emotions, the quenching violence, 
Not about daylight repercussions, 
Just about the mob in moonlight. 
 



Always lie, 
To yourself, to those around you. 
Tell yourself that curiosity is underrated, 
That morals are outdated, 
That thinking is too hard. 
 
Because God forbid what would happen if you did think? 
If you stopped for just a moment, 
Paused the ceaseless rat race, 
To see the beauty around you, 
To look at a flower, awe at a sunset, 
But you don’t and you can’t. 
It would be too difficult to stop now. 
You’ve been given something to believe in, 
Something to fill the hole in your heart, 
Something to conform to, 
A way to belong, 
And you will stop at nothing to please your master. 
 
You will banish thought, 
Care, 
Hope, 
Love. 
For something that satisfies your need to fight, 
Belong, 
Control, 
Kill. 
Just don’t ever stop to think, to really feel. 
 
You’re too invested in your lies, 
You’re buried in them. 
And you will just keep digging. 
Because you cannot stop now. 
 
 
Second Place (tie): 488 by Norah Myer 

Content Warning: Elements around school shooting 
 
I fear for my life, 
Everyday I wake up 
Sit up, get up, pick up, 
Stick up, sick up, fret up, 
Afraid of, 
Myself 



And everyone else 
Except you 
Though I know you’re afraid, as well. 
 
Rubbing my eyes, 
I will pick at the skin, 
When I sit, 
Sink running, 
Spitting, shower, singing, 
Boiling, alone and twisting, 
Off the roof- are you listening? 
 
And I hate the world, 
I have to admit it 
I’d like to tame it, 
Eat it, and shame it, 
Shake it and blame it, 
Maim it, and take it, 
Down on its knees, 
Where they all will learn how to plead, 
Plead to me. 
 
I’ve seen this before, 
Done once before, 
And it’s unfair how I’ve not done it before 
It’s unfair how they’ve all done it before, 
It’s unfair how my life seems to come before 
It’s unfair how I’ll never grow up once more 
It’s unfair mom won’t cry some more 
It’s unfair that I have to do this anymore 
But it’s fair they have to say “no more”, 
Because they all didn’t just go and die before. 
 
Idolization, justice, gestation 
My human race is revelation 
I’ll walk the halls and preach my nation, 
Holding their breath in anticipation, 
For, what is understanding without cooperation? 
 
And I will paper over the cracks, 
Trust me, I’ll bring springtime and April so fast 
I’ll fix you, let me bring you a cast 
I’ll bandage you up, but, 
Everything hurt me, so isn’t it fair to hurt you back? 



Wait- don’t answer that. 
 
Have you felt safe? 
I finally felt safe when I saw that safe, 
Hinges whispering as I plunged my hand in 
Fingers twisting around the barrel and sanding, 
Smelling the lead sticks and branding, 
So safe, my own understanding. 
 
Let me hide inside your hell, 
Prison, pearly blinding shell 
They all fell down so damn well 
And your hands I firmly, tightly, held 
Against my chest, as I kneel 
Slaughtering, Achielle’s heel 
Apostles, the pigs, they squeal 
Thumb, my triggered feel 
I’m sorry, this is truly real 
You shouldn’t have come here, 
To this whole ordeal. 
 
And isn’t it ironic? 
Bionic, so unwanted 
To prove to you 
That I wanted to stop it, 
I had to: explain myself and turn out my pockets, 
To understand what it means to be wanted, 
To want myself and also be wanted, 
To rest myself and look truly upon it, 
To gain control when I sometimes don’t want it, 
To gain control when I do really want it, 
To have control when I don’t effing got it, 
To have control after I got it, 
To be control, since it’s what you should’ve wanted, 
To wake up and see the sun how I wanted, 
To wake up and be the son that she wanted 
To go here and hold the fire like I wanted 
So that we all die martyrs in the world that you bought in 
Please don’t bury me beside winter’s coffin. 
 
Rabbits scattered at the chime of the bell, 
Morning glory, my hand 
In it the arrow I felt 
Litigant, I, the little lamb, 



And in me, a bleat, 
A boom I held 
And my heart yelped 
The ringing, pulsing, bloody welt, 
Would this have happened if you’d helped? 
 
And magistrate, I, the huntsman, 
The gunman, 
The tamed man, 
The dead man, 
The now changed man, 
Any apology, hate, would it land? 
You don’t know what I had to withstand 
My tears and blood have been banned 
And those that can’t stand, 
Matter to you more than I am? 
 
“Why?” 
A question I can’t say, 
“Die?” 
A lie that’ll reach a decade, 
“Goodbye?” 
Perhaps 
“I’m not sure how this can go away.” 
 
Second Place (tie): Friend Wishes by Norah Myer 
 
Dear you, 
I wish to go back in time, 
Though not enough that time would hurt 
To paint my already painted shirt 
With a sense of solidarity and dirt 
Though it already does hurt. 
 
 
There is no evil among me that they see 
Amok you, yet I feel you mock me 
In a way that nobody else sprung onto me 
Those that are dead anyhow, or alive enough to see me 
Alive enough to be me, 
I am alive enough to be me, 
Are you alive enough to see me? 
I see you, underneath our wilted tree 
Though I wish to water it 



Would you let me? 
Please? 
Though is there worth in attempting to plead? 
If you said yes, it’s still diseased 
But I won’t know, as all I do is say: “please” 
To you, at least 
Though no, not you at least 
You at most 
Them, at least. 
 
Foreclosing, 
Am I composing the foreclosing that is closing? 
Proposing the idea of enclosing? 
Putting the purpose in supposing communication? 
Supposed communication, 
Supposed to be communication, 
Supposed to be our communication, 
Our destination and dedication 
Thrown up reevaluation 
Ambidextrous desperation 
The worldly winding creation 
That looms before your devastation 
Your world ending while in salvation 
My world beginning while in predation 
And the decision follows decision, and decision, and decision, 
Is this what I have to live in? 
If I live on, will you live in? 
Answer me, I’m all you got for living. 
I find myself to die of thirst, 
You dried up with no hearse 
And when you flood back in again and burst, 
I drown feet first to the bottom, 
And expect the best-worst. 
But I want to see you, 
No matter the pain 
Care coerced me to be with you, 
To sing for you, to listen as you silently sing 
Well-versed, of course 
And I will always be immersed, 
But you’ve walked backwards with sudden force, 
And listen as I say: 
When you reach the edge of the Earth, 
It is your choice to jump off first. 
 



My love for you carries still, 
As I look at the monarch, 
Rest upon my windowsill 
I wish life would cycle simply for me as well 
When I simply die, 
I know that I tried to be healthy and well 
Not that I want to die as well, 
But before wishing any world farewell, 
And ringing God’s doorbell, 
Know that I’m always hoping for you as well 
That when you die, 
Yes, we will die, 
We all will, 
As life does go on without us as well, 
But that when you die, 
That it will not be in your will 
Could you promise me still? 
Maybe not, 
Oh well 
I hope to see you someday still 
Before then maybe, 
Hopefully, 
Oh well 
That’s all I can say now, 
So, goodbye, 
Hope you’re well. 
 
 
Third Place: Mike, The Creek Fish by Acey Lee Justice 
 
Mike was a creek fish, 
And he had but only one wish. 
To travel to the sea 
And swim around so free. 
He swam on up the creek 
And down a river from a mountain peak. 
He swam for many a week 
Before the ocean he did see. 
Mike liked the ocean at first. 
And with excitement he did burst. 
But then a great white shark came along, 
And Mike yelled, “This is wrong!” 
He came back to the creek, 
Panting hurriedly and weak. 



“The ocean was once my dream, 
But I’m actually happy with this stream.” 
 


