NA Expression Contest Winners
K-3 Winners:

BWE - Hailey Trongo (K-3)
BWE - Luella Schwarzmeier (3rd)

FES - Hera Hickton (2nd)
FES - Nitya Bandaru (3rd)
FES - Irene Lee (2nd)

HES- Krishna Shinde (3rd)
HES - Brielle Ombres (2nd)

IES - Ayaansh Agarwal (3rd)
IES - Nora Fu (2nd)

McK - Theodora Gabbard - (KG)
McK - Yo-Shin Lin (3rd)
McK - Benjamin Chen (3rd)

MES - Ahaan Madken (3rd)
MES - Adhrit Parekh (3rd)
MES - Ishwarya Thigagaragan (1st)

PES - Dyuti Joshi (K-3)
PES - Emilia Evanitsky (K-3)



4-5 Winners:

FES - Elena Thees (5th)
FES - Joanna Tan (5th)

FES - Niharika Sri (4th)
Luke Lee (4th)

HES - Rohan Shinde Shinde (4-5)
McK - Joy Liu (4th)
6-8 Winners:

CMS - Aubrey Tierney (6-8)
CMS - Tamizhini Kannan (6-8)

IMS - Harini Vadlamudi (6-8)
IMS - Vihaan Agarwal (6-8)

MMS - Arshiya Potlari (8th)
MMS - Shivari Sathish (7th)
MMS - Natalie Christianson (7th)

9-12 Winners:

Hansini Vadlamudi (9th)
Nikethana Sri (9th)
Keelyn Mastronie (9-10)
Andrew Liu (9-10)

Anaya Pushkarna (11-12)

Shanmukha Vasuki Gannavaram (11-12)
Kyleigh Kramer (11-12)

Shanmukha Vasuki Gannavaram (11-12)


https://drive.google.com/file/d/15LACg2vkA8SqraxSLA4U45dpMypgb9cj/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Wq-xarj-mzXrB1STw6_tTLxKSoPRLBot/view
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Wq-xarj-mzXrB1STw6_tTLxKSoPRLBot/view

HARINI VADLAMUDI (6-8)












NORA FU (2nd)



SHANMUKHA VASUKI GANNAVARAM (11-12)

The Strength They Built

Strength doesn’t always show itself in big, obvious moments—it often lives in the stories we carry with
us. For me, those stories belong to my aunts, my mother’s sisters, who have shaped who I am through

their resilience and determination.

The first of these stories takes me to Mumbai, where one of my aunts lives and works as an English
teacher. I remember the warmth of her home and the quiet confidence in the way she spoke. But her story
began long before that. She grew up in a small village in South India, studying in a Telugu-medium
school, surrounded by simplicity and familiarity. Then she moved to Mumbai—a fast-paced,
overwhelming city—without knowing the language spoken there. Everything changed at once: the people,
the pace, the expectations. Yet she refused to be held back. Step by step, she adapted, learned, and grew
stronger. Today, she teaches English and has even written multiple textbooks. What once seemed like a
barrier became her greatest strength, showing me that resilience is built by facing the unfamiliar and

refusing to give up.

If my first aunt’s strength was rooted in resilience, my second aunt’s strength is defined by her ability to
adapt. She lives in Hyderabad and works as a software engineer in a field that never stands still. In the
early 2000s, when technology was rapidly evolving, nothing was certain. She had to constantly learn,
adjust, and keep up with a world that changed overnight. She didn’t begin with a clear path—instead, she
took whatever small jobs she could find, building her career step by step. There were no guarantees, only
the need to keep moving forward. Over time, she created a place for herself in the industry. Today, she
holds a strong position in software and travels for her work. Her journey shows a different kind of

strength—not just enduring change, but growing and evolving with it.

While one aunt taught me resilience and another showed me how to adapt, my third aunt’s strength lies in
her determination. She lives in Nellore, where I was born, and her story is one of hard work and
persistence. She pursued a master’s degree in physics, a subject known for its difficulty, and earned it
through sheer effort. She worked day and night, filling pages with notes and seeking help, even without
the best resources. There were no shortcuts—only discipline and determination. Despite the challenges,

she achieved something extraordinary.

Together, my aunts’ journeys form the foundation of my strength. Their stories are not just ones I

admire—they are lessons I carry with me every day. They remind me that strength is not something you



are born with—it is something you build, step by step, and in learning their stories, I am learning to write

my own.



SHIVARI SATHISH (7th)



TAMIZHINI KANNAN (6-8)






VIHAAN AGARWAL (6-8)



YO_SHIN LIN (3rd)
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AVAANSH AGARWAL (3rd)



BENJAMIN CHEN (3rd)






Dyuti Joshi (K-3)












JOANNA TAN (5th)



JOY LIU (4th)



KEELYN MASTRONIE (9-10)

Washed White

You can have all the colors in the world, but still look in the blank spots
Black, white, and red

Why is it always red

Why does red feel special

Like I'm not

The person with the world of black and white
Comes to life with the color red

So special, so seen

Why can't that be me?

It's always red...

At first, when writing this poem, [ was hopeful
But now...

My colors have faded

But by what? By who?

Why of course, the problem is me

The black and white inside my mind

What changed?

Why does it come but not stay

It doesn'’t stick, just leaves its residue

The colors in my mind want something more
They want answers to these questions

But there's one thing they Need

They feel the need to be someone's red

In my black and white mind

The thing is...I am

Even though [ have this...Need?

Why can't it be enough

[ know it is...but why can’t I feel it

Why? Why me? Why so many questions?
Why does life have questions but never answers
[ don’t understand

[ am someone's red

But [ feel black and white

They died for me...

And turned my sinful red to white

Did you see that?

This poem changed in meaning

You see, I was hesitant to write that part

But I strongly believe when God gives me color
It’s for a strong reason

[ think [ know why I wrote this poem

Why God wrote this poem



[t was to bring my questions' answers

[ had it backwards

Yes, colors are great, but I only saw black, white, and red
[ my love colors

White is pure and clean

Black is a mystery

But now | know when [ see all the colors in the world
There will always be a white spot left for me

So I remember this poem

So that | remember God made my canvas with color
But I painted over red

And he washed me white, to start a new life

[ know [ have my colors, but I also have white!






KYLEIGH KRAMER (11-12)

The Good Side of Life
Every single person in this universe has a story. Some good, bad, both. Growing up | had a hard
childhood, my dad was never really around. He tried to be but was incapable due to his
addiction. Alcohol took over his soul. Sadly, August 29th 2018 my father committed suicide. For a
long time, | felt this was my story. | felt like whenever people saw or heard about me, | was known
as the girl without a dad. But something changed in me when | embraced more into the Toltec
Wisdom. Living in such a negative world where we deal with murders, selfishness, greed, wars,
bullying, and so much more, it's hard to find the good side of life. But if you try for just ten minutes
a day to sit outside and hear the universe around you, you'll hear life. The birds, cars, trees
blowing, the wind. Do not be concerned about the future, just stay present in the moment during
this time. Realize you can put your mind and self at peace. We have to realize we are more than
just our minds. Every day we get caught up in work, school, drama, the depressing news, or
social media. It drains our minds. And when something goes poorly, we gain negative thoughts,
which then become our beliefs. Humans make assumptions and spread negativity because of
our own trauma, attitude, and jealousy. This is something that you need to come to yourself about
and make a change for the better. You will experience a happier life when you come to peace
with your mind and voice. When something doesn't go your way, take a moment to step back and
gather yourself on how you prepare to act upon your feelings. Will you react to this in a positive
or negative way? My favorite quote from Don Miguel Rutz says, “We must forgive those we feel
have wronged us, not because they deserve to be forgiven, but because we love ourselves so
much that we want to keep paying for the injustice.” When | got made fun of for having a
deceased dad, | got angry, fought back. But when | took a moment to step back, | realized that
the kids that were making fun of me also had poor family situations and either were in the same
boat as me or even worse. | thought that was the end of my story. That's what made me who |
am, and that's not the case. It's only a small part of my story. I'm so much more than that, | have
so many values and dreams. | reflect on my past and am sad at times. But it's in the past for a
reason. Eventually, | got the understanding that everyone in this world goes through something.
The real question is how are you going to impact the world and those around you, positively or
negatively? Importantly, how will you describe your story?



LUELLA SCHWARZMEIER (K-3)



LUKE LEE (4th)



NATALIE CHRISTIANSON (7th)



NIHARIKA SRI (4th)






AHAAN MADKEN (3rd)



ANAYA PUSHKARNA (11-12)



ANDREW LIU (9-10)

Sailing the Zero

I’ll raise my heavy yet weathered sails,
Sailing while drifting past waves so pale.
Against the storm, my heart shall prevail,

I chase a shore where the silence fails.

Close by,
A motionless fog,
It swallows my deck,

I claw back the time lost.

And ],
I stumbled upon,
A silent shadow,

As gray as the dawn.

But still,

I grip on a rope,
Beyond jagged bays,
To a flicker of hope.

Until,

Such salt is still stinging,
My compass keeps spinning,
My fingers keep clinging.

I raise my heavy yet ready sails,
Sailing while fighting the void so frail.
Through the storm, my heart still prevails,

I chase a shore where the silence fails.



Deafening silence in ears of sand,
The ocean’s heart pounds on with echoes that shake.
Roaring waves sway my ship far from land,

I’'m sealed in a barrel of silence.

Gale winds shred apart my paper map,
Soon, a voice rises as the ship’s sole guide.
My weary heart hoists up a flag of pride,

Standing tall against all trembling tides.

But why won’t the static answer my calls? When can
my cracked voice pierce through the static? Still, I
cling to planks to help steer my walk, A neural lifeline

of wired steel.

From the lens of my lone spyglass ahead, I
stare out beyond the ringing void. Though
my ship sails on decibel waves, I'll be the

spark of nerve through white noise.

I’ve raised my heavy yet steady sails,
Sailing while gliding to lands so still.
Past the storm, my own heart prevailed,

I chase a shore where the silence fails.

Yet I hear the bum of the harbor afar...















IRENE LEE (2nd)
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