
GOLD AWARD: Ali Moran, Christ the King 

Kira’s Continuous Courage  

 As Sir Winston Churchill said, “Fear is a reaction. Courage is a decision.” Courage fills life with 
possibilities that can bring many exciting events to us. It takes courage to accomplish your goals. 
Courage helps you try and experience new beginnings. At first courage can cause fear or anxiety, but if 
you set that aside and continue, courage will bring you relief and success. I have seen this in celebrities 
or characters in books when they show courage in stressful situations. In the book Gathering Blue by Lois 
Lowry, the main character, Kira, shows courage through her decisions and actions when facing the 
difficult situations of being bullied, alone, and when trying to help someone in need. Kira models to the 
readers how to show courage. 
 One of the ways Kira demonstrates courage is by standing up to the antagonist of the book, 
Vandara. Kira shows that even though she is frightened as she is being bullied, she is stronger than what 
Vandara claims she is. In the story, Vandara attacks Kira with words that portray a hurtful meaning. 
Vandara says to Kira, “‘You don’t belong in the village any more. You’re worthless, with that leg. Your 
mother always protected you but she’s gone now. You should go too. Why don’t you stay in the 
field’” (Lowry 18). Vandara wishes that Kira would finally leave the village only because she has a 
crooked leg that Vandara considers to make Kira have no useful skill. Kira shows Vandara and the other 
women surrounding her that she is not weak and she can speak words of truth. Instead of leaving, “Kira 
straightened her shoulders and spoke. She held her voice steady and tried to meet the eyes of each 
woman in turn. Some lowered their gaze and looked at the ground” (Lowry 19). When Kira is bullied, she 
bravely shows that she can retaliate in words of truth instead of harm.  
 Kira proves that even when she has no one, she can still rely on her strength to continue the task 
she has been chosen for. In the beginning of the story Kira shares that before she was born her father 
went on a hunt and never came back. Recently, Kira’s mother passed away from a sickness and she was 
taken to the field. Kira has no one left to care for her and she is too young to know how to fully be 
independent and survive. Once she is taken to the Council Edifice she fully understands how alone she is, 
with no one ner her to comfort her. No one that she knows of is living near her. At night in the Council 
Edifice, “Kira found it hard to sleep. So much was strange. Only the moon was familiar” (Lowry 71). 
Because everything is new and more elegant than what she is used to, Kira has not adapted to the 
change and is not yet comfortable. Even when Kira sits down to eat, she feels isolated, away from her 
place of comfort. For Kira, “no meal had ever been so elegant...or so lonely” (Lowry 72). Again Kira feels 
a strike of pain hit her remember the time she shared with her mother but her courage helps her fight 
through the sadness of the memory. 
 Finally, Kira shows that she is fearless when helping and comforting Jo, a little girl who is also 
living in the Council Edifice without her family. Even though Kira could get in trouble for going near her, 
her courage pushes her to help. Kira thought, “why was this small tyke locked in a room all 
alone?” (Lowry 153). Kira is confused why Jo does not have anyone with her and why she is not allowed 
to leave the room. Kira is determined to calm and reassure Jo but she is willing to risk getting caught. 



While Kira was speaking cautiously, “gradually the tyke was soothed” (Lowry 167). Kira used her 
courage to help Jo and ended up being successful and not getting caught. Kira’s courage wore off on Jo 
and aided her to accomplish her task of singing.  
 In the book Gathering Blue, while being bullied, alone, and helping Jo, Kira teaches us to be 
brave and fearless. She demonstrates how courage is shown through decisions and how it helps the 
greater good of the world around us. Kira’s actions make me realize how courage affects daily life and 
challenges me to grow as a person. Kira reaffirms my belief that courage is what pushes me to help 
others despite my fears. 

GOLD AWARD: Gabriella Armagno, St. Clare 

The Courage U Show in the Face of Fear 

Tragedy can bring out a whole new side in people, igniting courage and inspiring them to 
fight for their rights. This is exactly the case in the realistic fiction novel The Hate U Give, by Angie Thomas. 
The story follows a teenager facing the death of her childhood friend, causing her to stand up for the 
rights of people in her neighborhood and her school. She finds courage and uses it to change the way 
people see race and rights for black people.  

Starr Carter, the main character of the novel, lives two separate lives, one in her black 
neighborhood and one at her mostly white prep school. At her prep school, she feels the need to act 
“white”, fearing that acting “black” will make her an outcast. In her home and neighborhood, Starr feels 
like she has to act differently to make sure that people like her. This barrier threatens to come crashing 
down as she witnesses the shooting of her childhood best friend.  

Starr was at a party in her neighborhood when, all of a sudden, shots rang out. Everyone ran, 
and Khalil, Starr’s childhood friend, offered to bring her home. As they were driving, a policeman pulled 
them over and asked Khalil to get out of the car with his hands up. Starr was scared, sitting in the 
passenger seat, so Khalil went back and reassured her. He grabbed a brush, which the policeman 
mistakenly assumed was a gun because Khalil was black, and he shot Khalil. Since Starr was, in a way, 
involved in the shooting, she was encouraged by some to speak out for Khalil, but others feared for her 
safety and told her to stay secret. One woman told her, “What's the point of having a voice if you're 
gonna be silent in those moments you shouldn't be?” Finally, Starr realized that, with all of the terrible 
things happening in the world, she needed to stand up and make a difference. 

With her newfound courage, she went on TV and spoke at a peaceful protest that turned 
violent, where she could have died. She even confronted her best friend, which in my opinion, can almost 
take more courage than anything else that she did. On the inside though, she still felt extremely unsure 
and stressed. When she shared this, Starr’s mother told her, “Brave doesn't mean you're not scared. It 
means you go on even though you're scared.” This line shows how important it was for Starr to have 
strong people surrounding her, and it reminds me how I can be brave without being completely fearless 



and sure. In the end, Starr and her community promised to continue to fight for justice and black rights in 
their neighborhood and country.  

Starr’s courage shows how she acted for the greater good despite her fears. Even when she 
was told the dangers of standing up for the lives of black people, she decided that she would act for the 
good of her community instead of staying back and letting the whole event pass over. She had her own 
fears of how her actions would ruin the delicate balance that she had between her school and 
neighborhood, which she voiced to her mother. Despite all of this, she was willing to go so far as to stand 
on top of a car and lead a protest. Starr almost ruined her relationship with her best friend, just for the 
sake of the greater good and equality. Almost every important action taken by Starr in the novel showed 
some amount of courage, no matter how small or personal.  

In my life, Starr has inspired me in several ways to speak up more for equality. After reading 
this book, I felt much more inclined to speak up for problems such as women’s rights, which is more 
personal to me, though it is just as important as black rights. As a soccer player, I have learned much 
about the gender pay gap for women’s soccer players, and this inspired me to lead in both the way I 
play and the way I speak to bring this issue to people’s attention. During a class, for example, we had a 
debate about whether or not women are considered completely equal to men. I tried to lead and bring 
to mind several examples of inequality in sports and work. This was inspired by the scene in the novel in 
which Starr led a protest against the killing of black people for unnecessary reasons. Starr has inspired 
me in my life to be more courageous in standing up for rights. The whole world could benefit from more 
people using the courage of Starr Carter in The Hate U Give. 

 

GOLD AWARD: Tabitha Obuchowski, Christ the King 

Anthem of Aspiring Hearts 

Courage, the result of the ordeals each had to undergo,  
Because of their perseverance the world was shifted,  
For their beliefs they all did show. 

Injustice Cesar faced as a child, though 
Even through trouble Chavez insisted. 
Courage, the result of the ordeals each had to undergo. 

Rosa protested without violence when they asked her to go. 
Parks on the bus, with strength resisted, 
For her beliefs she really did show. 

Their freedom to Gandhi, the people of India do owe, 



Through hardships and sacrifice Mahatma persisted, 
Courage, the result of the ordeals each had to undergo. 

Paul the apostle left the Pharisees to follow, 
In Jesus Paul knew the messiah really existed, 
For his beliefs he really did show. 

In their heroism and efforts they are gifted. 
Through their ideas our spirits were lifted. 
Courage, the result of the ordeals each had to undergo. 
For their beliefs they all did show. 

GOLD AWARD: Violet McLean Walker, St. Ignatius 

Sugared Lies  
White lies  
Are addictive.  
They are like candy,  
Sweet and easy.  
Just one couldn’t hurt.  
Until one turns into two  
Turns into three  
And on and on.  
White lies are sugar coated  
Deceptively sweet  
But then  
The sugar dissolves,  
The acrid truth is revealed.  
White lies are intoxicating  
Even once they turn toxic  
And acidic enough to burn your mouth.  
Sweet turned to sour.  
I prefer my sweets  
From a crinkled wrapper  
Or a cardboard box.  



GOLD AWARD: Roxanne Thompson, The Madeleine 

 Too Good to Be True 

 The story wasn’t good enough, Tamika thought as she flipped through the pages of her “What I 
Did This Summer” essay. Tamika knew that her summer had been the dullest of any of the 28 kids in her 
class. She had a “Staycation” as her parents called it.  Her best friend Hailey was at a horse camp 
somewhere in the state of Washington, and her second best friend Jacob was in Spain. Tamika thought 
about all the things she missed out on during her summer vacation, and about how all her friends had 
been off on amazing adventures, ziplining through tropical rain forests or snorkeling in a foreign sea. This 
was her chance to make her summer a fun adventure. She decided to give her summer a spin.  

Tamika jotted down ideas about what an exciting summer would have been like for her; the 
bright blue skies and the wind toying with her hair. By the time she was finished, she almost believed it 
herself. She decided this was the best piece of writing she had ever created. Tossing her old essay in the 
trash, she walked off happily. When she turned it in she was so pleased she could hardly stop smiling, but 
an odd feeling nagged at her, a dishonest feeling, a feeling that made a small part of her want to get her 
paper back and rip it to shreds. Tamika ignored the nagging as she thought about her amazing essay 
and what grade she would get, as her new teacher Ms. Wilson didn’t like her very much.  

Later that day, as she was getting ready to leave school, that uneasy feeling came back and 
started to grow. She started doubting that Ms. Wilson would believe it. These doubts and worries were 
just the start of Tamika’s dread. As she was stepping out of the building Ms. Wilson came up to her and 
asked, “Tamika, in your essay it sounded like you had a great summer. Where did you go?”  

Tamika fell apart and told Ms. Wilson about her boring summer, her friends all on trips, and 
most of all she told Ms. Wilson that her essay had been a fairy tale. The minute she did the queasy feeling 
was gone. It was then Tamika realized the aching feeling had been her conscience. Her conscience had 
been there all along, helping Tamika make the right decision, and she had. She apologized then and 
there and told Ms. Wilson, “I was ignoring my conscience, but now I know that honesty is always better. I 
would, if you will give me the chance, like to rewrite my essay to do it the right way.”  

Ms. Wilson said that she was willing to let Tamika have a second chance on one condition; 
that she put her stunning writing skills to good use. Later that year Tamika won a contest for the best short 
story, and the story she had entered was her real “What I Did This Summer” essay. She grew up to be a 
published author and wrote Short Stories and White Lies, a children’s book about telling the truth. It was, 
of course, inspired by her experience with honesty as a child. 



GOLD AWARD: Katherine Nguyen, St. Rose 

Keep on Going, My Child 

Southern Vietnam, Spring of 1978 
She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, raindrops slowly blurring up her glasses. In times 

like this, it helped Nguyệt just to stand in the monsoon and let the winds surround her, slowly soaking up 
her clothes. Times like this were rare in the raging wartime of Vietnam and she wanted to make the most of 
the rare times of silence. 

Wringing the hem of her blouse dry, she slowly crept back into through the rice paddy gate 
and into her shared room, where the rest of her cousins were fast asleep. It was way beyond curfew and 
she could already imagine the punishment if she got caught by one of her older relatives. Changing into 
a fresh set of clothes, Nguyệt settled herself on to a cot, besides her mother, Chau, careful not to wake 
her up.  

“ Poor Nguyệt,” her aunts and uncles would say, looking down on her. She had only been a 
baby at the time of her father’s capture during the beginning of the war. He had left in the morning by 
moped to go across the countryside to his job in Saigon, only to not return in the evening. They heard 
rumors of people being arrested at random on the suspicion of treason, but she had not expected it to be 
true. The absence had hit Nguyệt and her mother hard, and since then, the two had just been living under 
the wing of their extended relatives. 

With money getting tighter and time slowly running out, it felt like she was going nowhere. The 
plan to escape war-torn Vietnam had begun weeks or even months ago. Meticulous planning and long 
nights filled with bartering and bargaining with neighbors went into each escape. Every failed attempt 
was both time and money lost and she could not afford the supplies for another trip.  

“What would father say?” Nguyệt whispered to herself. “If only father was here.” 
“He is.” She felt the gentle voice of her mother breathe on to the back of her ear. “Cố gắng, 

con ơi. Keep on going, my child.”  With this, Nguyệt closed her eyes and fell asleep as a new day 
began to break. 
 

CARDINAL AWARD: Hadley Kersens, St. Rose 

Percy Jackson and Being Courageous 

Percy Jackson starts as a regular kid, pretty ordinary. After a trip to the beach with this mom 
goes wrong, he is thrust into a completely different world. In this strange world, he feels out of place and 
kind of unsure about himself. Percy travels to Camp Half-Blood and learns he is the son of a Greek god. 
Just as he starts getting comfortable at Camp Half-Blood, he learns about a magical quest he must take 



on to save the world. Percy must travel to the underworld in Los Angeles and return Zeus’ master bolt 
before the summer solstice. Percy is joined by Annabeth Chase and Grover Underwood. The trio goes on 
an adventure across the country to prevent global destruction.  
  As Percy and the group adventure, Percy very regularly encounters monsters from myths and 
fights them. The one thing all of these situations have in common is he always shows concern for 
bystanders who don't understand or see what is happening around them. Percy was an upstander even 
before he found out he was a demigod. “I put up with Nancy Bobfit hitting my best friend Grover in the 
back of the head with a peanut butter and ketchup sandwich ... I'm going to kill her,” I mumbled. Grover 
tried to calm me down.’ ‘It’s okay I like peanut butter’ ‘… that’s it.’ I started to get up, but Grover pulled me 
back into my seat.’”   At his former school, he would stand up for his friends when they were being treated 
unfairly. On many occasions, Percy would disregard his own safety to save many people. For example, 
while fighting Echidna, the Mother of Monsters, Percy’s concern is not for him but for other people. “I 
glanced at the park ranger and the family. The little boy was hiding behind his father’s legs. I had to 
protect these people. I couldn’t just ... die.”  

Percy is an extremely courageous character but is also scared sometimes. While fighting Ares, 
the god of war, Percy is scared. I know that doesn’t seem like much but, he could have easily become 
arrogant and mimicked Ares. Instead of running away though, he stands his ground and fights fair and 
square.  

When I first read the Percy Jackson series, I was in fourth grade. I was not very confident as a 
fourth-grader, and even just carrying around the Percy Jackson books made me feel like I was cooler. 
Reading Percy Jackson made me feel confident. I could identify with Percy, and because of that, I did 
many more courageous things than I would have done otherwise.        

CARDINAL AWARD: Matthew Tesfa, St. Ignatius 

My Dishonest Soul : 

On that day my soul grew dishonest 
Honesty - tormentor of my dreams 
Once upon a midnight sky 
It all seems to shatter the jokes 
I made before this, The friends 
I had to leave, It all seems so pointless 
The actions I have seen. I apologize I  
Faked, The things I should have said  
To make my soul set free. But I sit here  
In my bedroom, Dreaming as I sleep. 



CARDINAL AWARD: Benjamin Schwartz, St. Rose 

Between the Rocks 

Deep beneath the dawning sky, 
The ocean breeze blew steadily by, 
Creeping over sands and shores, 
Reaching gulls and open doors, 
Glancing through the gloomy light, 
The waves relinquished into the night, 
As I peered through the misty sheen 
Only a glimmering essence could be seen, 
Caught between two rusty rocks, 
Suddenly I was being mocked, 
The glimmering entity revealed at last, 
Dashing toward the sunken reef, 
My image masked by disbelief, 
Mustering up all my courage, 
A turtle stranded in the current, 
Relieved as it swam away, 
I knew I helped someone on that day, 
Now I could finally lay, 
As the sun arose I knew my way. 

CARDINAL AWARD: Finley Sager, Holy Family 

The Token  

It all started June 4th when a young girl about 12 had enough courage to show all people  
to look at the world with a different perspective. It was hard for Harper to fit in. Everyone said  
she was different, but she didn't mind. She knew she would make a difference one day, or maybe  
it was all her imagination. Finding friends was not Harper's strength, so she had to be creative,  
which was not hard, considering she drew marvelous pictures based off of her favorite book. So  
the friend game was not hers to play.  

For the longest time, her favorite activity was sitting in the corner of her house reading  
her book called Power, which had a bright label and about 300 pages. It meant the world to her.  



That book called Power gave her the freedom to do everything and anything. What Harper didn't  
know was something was going to take the book’s place.  

That afternoon she was walking home from school and found that there was a  
shimmering silver token on the sidewalk. It read: Good for one wish. Harper felt like this was  
her chance to make a difference, but she did not make her wish right away. She thought about  
her wish for days and days and it started to make her lose focus of what was right in front of her.  
Finally Harper came to a decision. Her wish was for people to judge other people by their quality  
of actions and not for what they look like. That is the wish that will change the world.  

For the rest of that week she knew that her wish was not going to come right away, so  
Harper started getting more involved with her class and started to recognize the things that she  
could change, not just by saying “That's not okay” but by encouraging others to do the right  
thing, too. After finishing her book Power for the 8th time at school she saw in the cafeteria a  
girl in her class being bullied at a table.  

Harper said to herself, “This is my chance to make a difference. Just one step at a time.”  
Harper observed the table a little bit more and found that the girl was just trying to  

embrace her culture. She was getting bullied not only for what she looked like but for what she  
ate and talked like. Harper knew this was not okay. Harper packed up her lunch and walked to  
the table and sat down right next to Mia and put out her lunch that was specific to her Ethiopian  
culture. That was injera and doro wat.  

Harper said, “We all are different, and you could learn from us if you took the time to get  
to know us.”  

The bullies stood up and walked away. Mia looked at Harper with the biggest smile.  
That's when Harper knew her wish was coming true.  
That day Harper made a friend who taught Harper to take pride in what you love. Harper  

learned about all the different cultures in the world and got the chance to embrace them with a  
friend as kind as Mia. That fateful day changed a shy, lonely girl to a confident, striving, and  
happy Harper.  

CARDINAL AWARD: Olivia McClellan, Holy Family 

Gray Area  
Rules  
I live in a world in which the girls wear white pleated dresses, and the boys crisp black pantsuits.  
In a world where being neither or both is not an option. No gray area. In this hellish world the  
women stay at the white painted house with the perfectly placed popeyes in the garden, and take  
care of the sticky young children dressed in silk garments kept the appropriate shade. The rules  
say women are useful for three things: one, take care of the children; two, cook for the family;  
three, make more strong boys to do all the important work. Men must be strong and tall,  
successful, rich, have a perfect family that he only needs for the Christmas pictures, and for the  



rest of the year work hard and never remember their names or their birthdays because that is his  
wife's job. As well as always faking a smile and to have perfectly curled hair with a full face of  
makeup at all times to be “pretty enough.” All I want is to stop the feeling of being suffocated by  
the white lace that slowly kills me every day when I have to be forced in the dress that is the  
death of who I truly am. Mother covers my face with a paint to fix the imperfections she loves to  
point out. At the academy the hundreds of young all play their assigned roles, but after peeling  
off the surface layer of skin poking and prying at it, they simply wish not to become a machine  
copy of everyone else.  

Quinny  
Quinny. The name my broken mother and absent father picked to assure everyone that in fact I  
was a female. To symbolize beauty, happiness, grace, and class. All things I definitely am not, I  
wish I could be Quinny but in fact I remain Quinn. Quinn the unwanted sick in the head  
confused freak. All this Quinn wants is to fit in, but at least this freak is good at acting.“Why  
can't you be the Quinny I wanted, the one everybody wanted.”  

The Species of Friends  
Although my parents picked my friends they only saw their act, because surely the friends I  
know would not have been approved, they're practically mental, I love it. Esme, the nicest person  
I know, and crazy smart yet we just act like idiots when together, but the best type of idiots of  
course. Her name Esme, quite fitting, it means rainbow child, she truly is our rainbow after a  
storm, bringing a smile across our faces. Alice the true and caring, someone to call home,  
someone who cares, someone who listens no matter how stupid the subject. Most year 8’s will  
adopt a year 7, that would be June. She never really stops smiling or oversharing but she keeps  
things interesting and uplifted. I honestly don’t know why I was lucky enough to have them in  
my life, and all they get in return is a confused little thing, barely human.  

Gray  
After a long day of feeling unaffordable in society's skin that was wrapped around me as an  
infant, I get a break. Flopping on my pure white sheets, my discomfort increases. I get an idea,  
one that possible could make my parents bury me six feet under, but could also make me less  
melancholy. Pros vs cons, a game of roulette, how intriguing. I gathered all my dresses and  
walked over to the dumpster, the wash of relief that I felt as the garments fell on the pills of trash  
was indescribable. I sneak into my older brother's room and search for his old pants, aw yes  
perfect. Slipping into the crisp black pants felt nice but there was one more step needed to feel  
like Quinn. After a few hours of work I have the final product. I stare into the mirror, I see the  
real Quinn dressed in gray pants paired with a black short sleeved shirt, and the hair I was never  
allowed to cut on the floor. I like it shorter, looks nice.  

“Parents”  



“Get out we don't need this behavior in our household get out this instant!”  
I don't know what I expected but it wasn't this. I throw some things in a bag and without  
hesitation I walk out the front door. Seeing the shock on my mother's face as the door slowly  
closed, priceless. She didn't think I would actually go through with it I guess. I don't know what  
the future holds, maybe I'll starve to death in an alley. Though that would be better than living in  
this hell of a world. People were wrong, it doesn't always get better, or maybe this is better, I got  
to show them the real me.  


