FROM THE CREST of the knoll, all the way down the ridge, the entire valley spreads out like a carefully smoothed blanket clean to the other side where the opposite ridge gathers like lumpy pillows.  Only a crooked road creases the valley indicating that people have come back this far.  And now, a plain white government-issued motor vehicle snakes along this road.  Cecil squats on a knob-shaped rock, which slumbers atop the knoll, watching the car creep up the road.  Even from this distance the wheeled box appears larger than a dinosaur.  Faint echoes from rock and gravel thumping the car’s undercarriage resounds as it grasps the mountainside beginning its advance toward the top.  After the automobile ascends about two-thirds of the hill, Cecil runs toward a house that is situated on a plateau near even with the knoll.

“Hit’s a comin’!  Hit’s a comin’!” the young boy cries. “That guvumint car’s a comin’!”

His father leans against the porch post, cocks his head, and ciphers the sounds from the unseen approaching vehicle. He tightens his chin, twists it sideways, strokes his stubby week-old beard, and then spits into the yard.  Gertie, his daughter, comes outside wiping her hands on her apron, her hair piled modestly on top of her head. A single strand of hair sticks to her sweating forehead.  She brushes it back, and then gives her ear over to the distinguished sound of a vehicle traversing over their road.
--From “We Come to Sing”, First Place Winner, by Robert Paul Blumenstein.

