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elcome to the twelfth annual edition of Hills and Valleys, the Sullivan County Council on
the Arts student literary and visual arts magazine.

2022 Choice of Show
Ava Dunham “Untilted (with Rabbit)”

2022 Literary Contest winners:
First Prize: Jacob Botsford
Second Prize: Isaiah Botsford
Third Prize: Sean Papke
Fourth Prize: Alexis Morhineway
All winners this year are students in the Sullivan County High School. We’re especially glad to
see more male students taking to literary forms, and congratulate the Botsford brothers for taking
the top two prizes – a unique situation so far.
Our judges for the 2022 Literary Awards:
Connie Hatch
Patty Lane
Bob Phillips
As in past years, prior to the constraints of the pandemic, we are delighted once again to
include the first-prize winners of the visual-arts awards from the annual Youth Art Exhibit.
And we have included two other major visual arts award winners:
The 2022 Choice of Show award goes to Ava Dunham for “Untitled (with Rabbit).” As
has been the case since the award started in 1998, the Arts Council has purchased the piece and
will place it on permanent display in the school’s main corridor.
The top prize for the 2022 Student Display at the spring Sullian County High School Art
Show went to Zoe Pedro (who also took the award last year). Prizes for the top-ten displays
were provided by the Bowhunters Festival and Sullivan County Kiwanis.
We wish we could present these delightful works in full color. But look for them online at sullivanpaarts.org.
Cover photo by The Ancient Lady of the Creek
Magazine design by The Old Man of the Hills and his Consort

A Thank You to Our Supporters
The Sullivan County Council on the Arts receives state arts funding support
through a grant from the Pennsylvania Council on the Arts, a state agency
funded by the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania and the National Endowment
for the Arts, a federal agency.
We also receive an annual gift from the Claire Aldona Gallagher Trust for the
Arts.
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Best Display, 2022

Zoe Pedro

A Looming Darkness
by Jacob Botsford, First Prize
A steady rain was falling onto the roof of the tavern,
creating a soft lulling tune on the inside. It was mostly
empty, probably from the weather, Tallon guessed.
Aside from him, the only others there were a group of
four men playing cards, it was most likely a game of
Darron. In recent years it had grown popular among the
country's farmers, most likely for its simplicity. The
barkeep moved slowly across the room to replace a
bucket whose job was to trap the water that would

"I tried to come sooner, but I saw him outside town. He
knows you're here," the man fumbled out, clearly
struggling to make eye contact. It was something he
was used to, his eyes made most people
uncomfortable.
"Who is 'he'?"
"The monster you're here for," the man replied, taking a
nervous look around the bar, "He used to live around
here but now-now he's different."
"Is he still in the village?"
"N-no, at least I don't think so. He never stays long,
and always retreats to a cabin in the woods
somewhere"

Olivia Spako, Blooming Teapot, first prize, 9-10 Cermaics

escape from a bad spot in the ceiling. This was the
third time he'd seen this process done, and the young
man still managed to make a mess of it. It seemed as if
he had equal finesse to the snow ox that roamed the
icy planes of Tallon's homeland. It was times like this he
missed the effects of alcohol the most. He'd been
sitting here for two hours waiting for a man who
seemingly wasn't coming. A job gets done fastest when
alone. Just then the door swung open, a small
frightened-looking man walked through, closing it
behind him. He scanned the room, and after finding his
target started towards Tallon, leaving a trail of water
behind.
"You're late."
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With that Tallon stood up from his seat, not wanting
to spend any more time there than he had to.
As he made his way towards the door a voice from
behind made him stop,
"Please, stop that monster. Then, maybe I can rest
peacefully knowing that my son's killer has been
silenced."
"I promise you," Tallon turned his head to the man, "You
will rest peacefully tonight."
As he walked through the empty streets, he thought
about why he still carried on this endless quest. He had
carried on like this for more than twenty- one years. He
could never go back to a normal life, but that didn't
3

those twenty-one years ago. Still, it
brought the memories back like a river of
shame, and the only way to rebuild the
dam was to send his prey to the burning
ravines of Yosqa.
He came upon a dilapidated wooden shack.
Part of its roof was caved in, and the
door's top hinge had come off from the
wall. It didn't appear lived in, but Tallon
knew that this was the den that he was
searching for.
Within the blink of an eye, the door flew
open and a figure darted out. Tallon felt
his adrenaline start to pump as he dived
out of the way. He drew his sword just in
time for the next charge. Knowing how to
subdue such a foe, he jumped to the side,
avoiding the claws of the monster, then
swung in the direction of its legs. It went
flying to the ground in a screech of pain.
As it lay on the ground holding its badly
injured leg, he observed that it was barely
even human. Scales were growing over
what used to be skin, claws were in the
place of hands, and in its mouth were two
sets of angled teeth. Before this year, he
had never seen these kinds of creatures,
but now they seemed to be turning up
everywhere. He wasn't sure they were even
Caderin. Though it didn't matter what
they were, the result was always the
Angelina Clark, Mushroom Wonderland, first prize, 9-10 Drawing
same, blood and carnage.
He walked over to the monster, lowered
mean he couldn't lay down his sword. That he couldn't
his
head,
and
said a prayer. As he raised his sword he
live the rest of his life in quiet seclusion without any
looked into its eyes, as if telling the person that it
more bloodshed. As he came to the edge of town, he
used to be, that he will finally be free from the cage of
decided now wasn't the time for this line of thought. In
his mind. Then plunged the sword into its heart, killing
the path he followed, memories of the past were what
it instantly.
kept him alive, not fantasies of the future. He stood
Inside the shack was worse than the outside. There
there for a moment, waiting for the last wisps of
were two rooms; the first was covered in stains of
clouds to vanish over the trees. The moons were now
blood, and in the second, he found four half-eaten
shining brightly over the Tevisian landscape, it was
corpses scattered across the dirt floor. Even though
mostly plains and farmland dotted with bits of
he had expected to see something like this, it still
forests. His blond hair now made him obvious in the
made him shudder. While these monsters were less
land of green, he didn't care. He wanted this monster
deadly than what he usually fought, the deeds they left
to see his death coming from a mile away. No matter
behind could make a battle-hardened warrior weep.
what, his prey would not escape him. He started
Before leaving, Tallon dug them five shallow graves,
toward the forest knowing Taervon would lead him in
leaving
the last one for the man he killed, for he was as
the right direction. With each step he took, the stench
much of a victim as the rest. As he took one last look
of blood became stronger; though he had smelt it near
at the bare patches of ground, he remembered why he
a hundred times, the pang of fear and guilt still plagued
had started this quest and why he could never end it.
him as it did the first time. Though he always trudged
forward in retaliation, knowing full well that whatever
was ahead could not be worse than what he had faced
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Lindsay Smith, Tea Tree, first sprize, 11-12 Ceramics

Gracie Moore, Canned Canine, first prize, Can Do
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Run Boy Run
by Isaiah Botsford, Second Prize
The sound of stomping echoes continuously through
my ears. I can almost hear my muscles tearing through
my skin, as I run up the two mile hill. I run and run, but I
feel like I’m forever frozen in time. My heart thumps so
fast that if feels like it’s going to explode out of my
chest. My legs feel like they are being burnt over an
inferno of flames. When I get to the top of the hill, I feel
as if I have accomplished the biggest task of my life. I
can almost imagine that I have climbed Mount Everest.
As I start to go down the other side, my legs start
running faster every second, and my arms pump to the
beat of my footsteps hitting the gravel. My long
strides make me feel as if I am flying. Even though my
muscles still ache, I can’t seem to feel it. I can almost
picture myself running as if I have come out of my body.
At this point of running, I feel I can do anything.
Why do I run? The pain of running makes me feel like I
have all the strength and endurance in the world. The

feeling I have as I make it up the hill is the best feeling
on earth. Running allows my mind to set free as if it
has been caged in the thoughts of everyday life.
Overcoming the struggle to endure the pain reminds
me that I am I can do anything.
§ § §

The Epiphany
by Sean Papke , Third Prize
Elanor was the lovely wife of your average nuclear
family, living in a suburban neighborhood. The houses all
looked identical, however each family had their own
charm which made it easy to distinguish one home
from another. Elanor, unfortunately, was not too
thrilling of a person. She socialized with the women
from time to time, enjoying social outings like parties
and get-togethers, as well as local events and
parades. However she floated around, never rejecting
an opportunity to socialize but staying distant and

Kaylee Vest, Secluded, first prize, 9-10 Painting

Marty Zeigler, Homo Sapien, firs prize, 9-10 Etching
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Kayleigh Vest, Objects, first prize, 9-10 Mixed Media
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quiet in an attempt to avoid it all. In not-so-hushed
whispers some of the teenagers made cruel jokes,
comparing her to a lost ghost searching for her
deceased family. It was true, unfortunately, that
Elanor's family had died and only she remained. It was a
recent incident too. Very horrible. The funeral service
was short but the support was not. Although the town
did not particularly favor Elanor, they were not shy of
any empathy and constantly checked up on her. The
most recent anyone had seen her was at Johnny

beginning to turn on around the same time the stars
began to dot the night sky. Elanor was at home, tired
and miserable, however she chose to reminisce as she
believed it helped her cope, and perhaps brought a
warmth missing in her home.
To her right at the dinner table she imagined was her
husband, and to her left her son and daughter. Elanor
imagined they had one last dinner together, that they
held hands and said grace. The dinner was cold, not as
cold as what she felt on her hands. She ate in solace,
and could imagine her son,
picky and hesitant as ever,
poking at his food more
than he was chewing. The
kids were silent today, and
so was her husband.
Usually the table would be
buzzing with chatter at
this time, but there was
nothing. No stories from
work, no stories of school,
no asking for help with
anything. Elanor had
nothing either. Her life was
empty since they were
gone. Suddenly she heard a
car in her driveway. Looking
out the window, she
exclaimed to her family,
"Someone's here, they
must want to check up on
me." She thought for a
second. "Honey, would you
go meet them at the
door?" It was the police.
They knocked on the door,
looking to question Elanor
about something they had
witnessed at the cemetery
earlier today. Elanor began
to ask again. "Please go
answer the door," when all
of a sudden out of nowhere,
terrible thoughts swirled
about in her head and all
sorts of things flooded her
consciousness. Her heart
Tyler Koenig, Two-Faced Tomie, first prize, 11-12 Etching
began to race and she
finally came to her senses
Smith's graduation party, where she had a gloomy
as one sweeping, heavy epiphany hit her. The corpses
disposition on her face and a depressing slouch. She
won't talk back.
snuck out of the party hours earlier and was never
seen again.
§ § §
On a breezy fall afternoon, the lights in the town were
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The Teal Sea

by Alexis Morhineway, Fourth Prize

The twins are 5
They run and play in the fall leaves
They smile and laugh as they fall and roll down hills
River and Lilac walk along the shore
With their new family
They sit on the sand and talk about the good times
Oceana and Ocean build sand castles
While River holds Lilac in his arm
She smiles and lays her head on his shoulder
They sat there watching twins
Their horses run along the beach whinnying and
neighing
The autumn breeze refreshes the air
They live happily
As the seasons go by

The Miami Jade sea shines
In the afternoon sun
The sound of waves crash over the sandy beach
There's a Bright Teal Suprise in the sky
Foxes play, birds chirp and horses whinny
As That Teal in the sky starts to fade
The stars start to shimmer and shine
The wolves howl to the summer moon
The crickets chirp to play a lovely tune
Owls hoot and foxes bark
The waves flow and crash making a lovely echo
The people walk on the summer shore
Her eyes sparkle as she smiles
§ § §
He holds her close and never lets go
The calming waves call their name
He gets on one knee
As tears fill her eyes
He tells her that he loves her
And would give her the world
Her tears fall on the beach
He asks if she would spend the rest of
her life with him
She nods as she was crying happily
She hugs him tightly
Her periwinkle dress flows in the wind
He hugs her back and kisses her head
They cuddle on the shore
As they look at the stars
Her eyes glisten off the moon
Her cerulean blue eyes shine and
shimmer
Her long dirty blonde hair moves with the
summer breeze
They walk along the seaside while
laughing and smiling
She smiles brighter than the glowing
moon
He holds her hands and looks into her
eyes
They say their “I dos” and tears roll down
their cheeks
They kiss and laugh as the guests cheer
They cut the cake and smash it in their
face
They slow dance as they whisper “I love
you”
A few years go by
They have a family now
2 parents and 2 kids
A girl and a boy
Zoe Pedro, Straws was the Horse's Name,first prize, 11-12 Drawing
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