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Poetry Live! Winners 

Inspired by Harriet Staff 

     

He was shot walking with hands in his 

pockets and wearing a hoodie  

Don't assume  

It's a black guy 

With a hoodie  

with a bag 

Hands in his pockets 

That he has a gun 

He has a weapon 

Don't just pull 

Look 

Talk! 

Ask! 

Wait!  

If we pull we lose  

If we pull he loses 

If we pull he doesn't go home 

He’s missing a family 

He never comes home that day! 

      

Black life matters 

Change 

They say it's a free country  

They say all lives matter  

But you're wrong 

Black lives don't  

They lie  

The accused  

In 1619, they hated blacks  

Years passed and black lives don't matter 

And now it’s 2018 

We’re back to where we started  

It's always: He's shot  

He stole something  

He shot him  

He's in a gang  

Like, DAMN! 

Black lives matter? 

Black lives don't matter!  

Change  

We need to change  

Lonjezo Sandram   

Priscilla Berrios 
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Little Angels 

Inspired by Famous Isaacs “Last Month 

You Made Me Marry You” 

 

They batter little angels 

Red tears fall to the floor 

Their fists and words and ethics 

Break the halo of their souls 

 

Dry up your tears 

Sew on your wings 

Stand upright before them  

That’s how you’ll be free 

 

Vulnerable, little angels 

The devil will try 

To manipulate you 

To use you 

To make you cry 

 

Little angels, don’t give up 

Little angels, you’ll be fine 

Fight the battle, win and thrive 

Don’t worry little angel 

You will be all right 

 

Like gasoline to fire 

Your fear will it feed 

Making you smaller and smaller 

And trample you under it feet 

 

But you are stronger than fear 

More powerful than you seem 

And like pondering water 

Turn the blazing fire into placid stream 

 

You are not little angels 

You are not little dreams 

You are warriors of justice 

You are women, you are free. 

 

   Victoria Verdeguer 

Fear in Florida 

 Today I heard some frightening news. 

The sights and sounds really gave me the blues. 

 With their hands in the air as helicopters whizzed by, 

Kids ran from their school with tears in their eyes. 

 Coaches, teachers and students lost their lives on this day. 

The sorrow and grief, there are no words to say. 

 It made me stop and wonder, how could this world be so cruel? 

The very place we should feel safe is our home and our school. 

 But the world as we know it, is not a safe place, 

Too many guns and violence is the reality we face. 

 We must stop ignoring the world as it is 

And make laws to keep it a safe place for kids. 

 If we choose to ignore the way that things are, 

The scars will grow deeper, both near and far. 

     Will Knowles 
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Victoria Verdeguer 

Only Listener 

Sijo Poem 

  

So many thoughts, so many feelings 

All on the tip of my tongue 

But by words stay unspoken 

My pen never touches the page 

My thoughts shall stay contained 

For my soul is my only listener 

 

    Anabella Pizzurro  

Limerick 

There once was a big apple tree 

It had friends and was full of glee 

Then his friends got cut down 

So he wore a frown 

Now he was so sad not happy. 

    Julia Zimmerman  

Poetry Live! Winner 

Ship Wreck  

Inspired by “Speech to the Young: Speech to 

Progress - Toward” 

It all just happened,  

No hesitation. 

It was a storm, 

A huge terrible sensation. 

“Live not for the battles won, 

Live not for the end-of-the-song, 

Live in the along.” 

A wave covered my sight, 

I wanted just to grow wings and take flight. 

I felt my heart drop, 

Along with the wave,  

The water filled my boat, 

And I couldn’t be brave. 

I held my breath,  

Hoped for the best. 

 

I closed my eyes, 

And wanted to curl up inside. 

But when I opened them it was over, 

Just like that. 

I lay flat in my bed, 

It felt like I was just hit with a bat. 

But it was all just a dream. 

It would only be a memory. 

It was only a dream. 

 Hannah Clark 
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One thunderbolt is enough to change this 

girl’s life forever... 

Chapter 1 

“Mom!” I shouted, “The bus is 

here. I’m going!” 

My mom appeared at the top of the 

stairs. “Okay, honey. Have a good day.” 

She came down and gave me a hug before 

I ran out to the bus stop. 

I climbed onto the bus and saw my 

best friend, Sarah, waving to me. I walked 

over and sat down next to her.  

“Beatrice, guess what today 

is?!”  she squealed.  

“Is today cheer practice?”  I asked,  

“No.” 

“The science team competition?” 

“No.” 

“I give up,” I tell her, defeated.  

“Today is the math team competi-

tion!”  

“Oh, no,” I say.  

See, Sarah is on the cheerleading 

squad and she is really smart and good at a 

lot of things. But I, Beatrice Heart, am 

very athletic and am not good at math. Alt-

hough I am really good at science and so-

cial studies. I am doing alright with Eng-

lish. I’m not really up for learning stuff, 

but I do prefer being the sporty girl of the 

group. I’m on the soccer team, the lacrosse 

team, and the basketball team. Sarah is on-

ly on the cheerleading squad. 

“Why do you look so sad?” Sarah 

asked.  

“Well, this is a big event and I’m 

not good at math,” I tell her. 

“It’s okay. I’m sure you’ll do well,” 

she said, comfortingly. 

“Yeah, right,” I answer. 

She was sure I would do well, but 

she was Sarah Maya. The smart girl.  

The bus came to a stop in front of 

our school, Stamford Middle School. We 

hopped off the bus and walked to the en-

trance. No one paid attention to us. We 

were only known as the sporty girl and the 

class genius. Sarah and I weren’t pretty 

enough to be noticed. She had blond curls 

with brown eyes and I had black straight 

hair and blue eyes.   

Chapter 2 

“We meet at your locker before 

lunch,” Sarah said.  

“Okay,” I answered, as we went 

our separate ways to our lockers. 

“Uh, oh. Ugh…” I thought, as I 

opened my locker and took out my books. 

I had math as my first period class.  

I was about to walk off when some-

thing happened. The school’s hottest cou-

ple showed up around the corner and be-

gan to argue.  It was Christina, who bosses 

everyone around and is the head of the 

cheerleading squad, and John, who is the 

star of the baseball team. Everyone could 

The Lucky Thunderbolt 

Anonymous 
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 Archer Lakhman 

hear them and everyone stopped to listen.  

“You went out with out with Jen-

nifer,” Christina accused. 

“I didn’t!" John said, “I only love 

you.” 

“Yeah, right. Well, I’m breaking 

up with you.”  

Christina walked away, sassily 

flouncing her hair. John looked absolutely 

heart broken. Well, since that crazy drama 

was over, people started to walk away. I 

was on time since we usually had four 

minutes in between classes to get our 

books and stuff from our lockers.  

 Chapter 3 

As I walk to math, I double-

checked my math problems in my head.  
If  x=y, then what is  y+x= 16?  

Solve for x and y. 

I walked into the classroom and sat 

down at my desk. My teacher, Mr. Sander, 

started the class.  “Okay, students. Today 

is our math competition. I will take attend-

ance and we will get started.” He took out 

a clipboard and muttered to himself. 

“Okay, everyone is here. Let’s get started.” 

“So, now I will put you in four 

groups. They will be Julien, Emily, Thom-

as, and Alannah. Then Christina, Michael, 

John, and Clarissa. Next, we have Evan, 

Mason, Augustin, and Rhoswen. Then 

Louis, Cia, Beatrice, and Bella. Go meet 

your groups and start quizzing each other.”  

He finished and went back to his 

desk. I blew out a breath I didn’t know I 

had been holding. I was nervous, but at 

least I had a good group. Bella, Cia, and 

Louis were all nice and I liked them. I got 

up and went to the table my group was sit-

ting at. We started. Louis quizzed Cia, 

while Bella quizzed me. 

“What is the value of T if t multi-

plied by five equals twenty?” Bella asked. 

“Um… Is it four?” I answered, 

sounding not so sure. 

“Yes. Good job, Beatrice!” 

Just then, my worst enemy came 

by… Christina. She flicked her hair and 

shot an insult at me.  “Well, that was an 

easy one. Wait ‘til you get to the hard 
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questions. You’ll be lost like a pig in a for-

est.”  

She laughs and walks off. 

Mr. Sander calls us back to order. 

“Okay. So, first we have Julien’s team ver-

sus Evan’s team. Then we have Christina’s 

team versus Louis’s team.” 

 

Christina looked my way and gave 

me an evil glare. I suddenly got nervous 

and needed to go to the bathroom. I raised 

my hand.  

“Yes, Beatrice?” 

“May I go to the bathroom?” I ask. 

“Yes, you may,” he answers.  

I walk out the door and hear Chris-

tina ask, “May I go to the bathroom?” 

I start to walk faster, trying to avoid 

her. Christina walks out the room, then 

runs over to me. “Hey, you do know that 

bathroom is clogged right?” 

Chapter 4 

“No, I didn’t. Which bathroom 

should I use?” I asked.  

 I can’t believe I had just asked her 

of all people, for advice. Outside, it starts 

to pour and thunder starts to boom. “Oh no, 

it’s really starting to come down. This is 

bad,” I thought. 

Christina interrupted my thoughts 

by saying: “Follow me.”  

For some reason, my body starts to 

move after her. She lead me to a deserted 

place.  

“Just go down the hall and the bath-

room will be right in front of you.” 

I don’t know what invisible force 

made me do it, but I started walking down 

the hallway. When I reached the end, I re-

alized that there was no bathroom. The 

door in front of me lead outside. As I 

turned around to walk back to class, it was 

too late. A bunch of Christina’s cronies 

start to close in. They all seem to be under 

some sort of trance. 

I looked around for someone or 

even Christina. That was when I spotted 

Sarah, standing to my far left. Her eyes 

half brown. She seemed to be stuck be-

tween trance and no trance.  

“Great, just great,” I thought. 

The cronies started closing in on 

me and soon they were about a centimeter 

in front of me. But before I could react, 

they pushed me outside into the storm. 

I tried to get back in but the door 

was locked from the inside. The cronies 

were walking away. Even Sarah! I tried to 

get their attention, but they didn’t even turn 

around.  

I was running out of energy. I sat 

down to think. That’s when it happened. 

The last thing I remembered seeing was 

white and then a strike of black. 

I woke up with a headache. I 

looked around. I was in a very white room. 

Someone was dozing in a chair at the end 

of the room. I studied the person closely 

and realized that it was Mom. 

“Mom!” I cried.  She twitched and 

woke up, instantly.  

“Oh, thank goodness, Beatrice. 

You’ve finally woken up!” She said, com-

ing over to hug me.  
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Chapter 5  

“How long have I been asleep?” I asked, as my mother took a chair and sat 

down next to my bed.  

“About four days.” 

 My brother, Josh, is a genius for 

a fourteen-year-old. He has a mini chemis-

try lab in the garage, way back in the cor-

ner, where he does experiments after 

school. He is always trying to find a way to 

make a robot that will do his homework 

and chores. He never succeeds at it. But he 

suddenly put that idea on hold. 

 My brother came into the kitchen 

one Friday night during a family dinner, 

with an object on a cart, covered with a 

tarp so I couldn’t tell what it was.  

 “Ashlyn,” he said to me, “I see you 

have not made any friends in middle 

school.” 

 “That's not true, right Ashlyn?” 

said my dad. “Yeah, that's not true Josh. 

What about Lizzy and Mina? Or even 

Cameron?” My parents nodded. What was 

my brother thinking?  

 “Oh,” said Josh. Clearly, he had no 

clue about my social life. “Well,” said Josh 

finally after a few awkward moments of 

silence, “Is there room for one more 

friend?” 

 That Monday I walked to school 

with a robot at my side. The robot, named 

FriendBot 2000 or, as I call it, Michaela, is 

supposed to help me in school and be my 

friend. Yeah right. This was a dumb idea 

and I WON’T like it. But, as always, Josh 

thought it was great. Josh faked being sick 

so he could watch the robot on its first day 

at Crawley Middle School through a cam-

era he built into her eyes. 

 “Just remember,” I told the robot, 

“Don't say you're a robot, and I don't know 

you.” 

 “Affirmative.” said Michaela. My 

brother didn't include a modern dictionary 

into her program.  

 That morning in school could've 

been worse with Michaela. She acted like a 

normal human, and didn’t really speak to 

me. But then came lunch. Michaela came 

over and sat next to my friend Lizzy and 

me.  

 “Who’s that?” said Lizzy.  

 “She’s Michaela,” I replied, “My 

ummm…. new neighbor.” That was quick 

thinking on my part.  

 “Yes,” Michaela said, “I am Ashlyn 

and Joshua Mallory’s new neighbor.” Yes! 

Michaela remembered what I said earlier. 

Maybe she wasn’t as dumb as I thought she 

My New Best Friend 

By: Kayleigh Wishner 
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Kayleigh Wishner 

was. Mina walked over with her lunch, go-

ing on about something, 

 “And then he said, ‘I don’t care 

about the science project!’ I hate him so… 

Oh! Hey Ashlyn! Hey Lizzy! Who is that?”  

 “I am Michaela,” said Michaela.  

 “Oh. Nice to meet you Michaela,” 

replied Mina. The whole day went by like 

a breeze. I got an A- on my math test, fi-

nally finished my writing for English, and 

handed in my science project. As I was 

walking home from school with Lizzy, Mi-

na and Michaela of course, the worst possi-

ble thing that could happen happened.  

“I need to recharge my batteries.” 

said Michaela. 

 “Yeah,” said Mina, “I bet you’re 

tired after dodgeball in Gym today right?”  

 “No,” said Michaela. Then, she put 

her hand to the back of her head, and took 

out a battery! She then reached into her bag 

and pulled out a new battery and replaced 

the old one into the spot of the other one. “I 

need to charge this battery,” she said. 

 “Michaela!” I yelled at her, “I told 

you to not show anyone that you are an an-

droid!”  

 “You said not to tell, not show. 

Oops. I guess that means that they know I 

am a robot,” Lizzy and Mina stood there in 

silence.  

“Wait...” said Mina, “So she's a ro-

bot?”  

 “Yes. I am formally known as 

FriendBot 2000, here to be Ashlyn’s friend, 

since Josh said Ashlyn had none.” 

 “Well,” Lizzy said, “If Michaela is 

your only friend, I guess you don’t need 

us,” Mina and Lizzy started to walk away. 

 “No!” I said, “It's not like that! This 

is all Josh’s idea! Wait!” But they had al-

ready left. 

 The next day, Michaela and I 

walked to school alone. I tried to get ahead 

of Michaela. I thought she had ruined my 

life. It started to rain. A car pulled up be-

side Michaela and me. The window rolled 

down to show Lizzy and Mina in the 

backseat. 

 “Hey,” said Mina, “We’re sorry 

about yesterday. We should have known 

you didn’t mean it.” 

 “You want a ride to school?” said 

Lizzy. 

 “And would you mind my robot 

friend?” I asked. 

“Of course!” said Mina. 

 “And don’t you mean WE have a 

robot friend?” replied Lizzy. 
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Gianna Russo 

Disappear 

 

Like a ghost 

As if watching through a veil 

So much separates my world 

From theirs 

Which is right? Which is wrong? 

 

Perfect 

The world swirls around them 

Noise 

Light 

Laughter 

So many people 

I can’t breathe. 

 

Fade into the shadows 

With each breath 

Less is present 

Shrinking away 

No one notices 

They never do. 

 

Invisible 

Mindless 

Repeating an endless cycle 

Eyes slide over 

Turn a deaf ear to my cries. 

 

I disappear 

A shadow 

A fractured light 

I can’t live in this world 

This fake, wretched murderer 

Of all my dreams 

Where is the land of my heroes? 

When did it vanish? 

 

I want to break through 

Punch a rift 

Create a portal 

Letting the magnificence 

Regain presence 

In our shattered world 

I need to get there. 

 

This fakery 

False hope and beauty 

Is a gilded cover 

For a rotten inside 

Our world is broken 

 

This world is broken 

  Taylor Ferrarone 

Team 6-3  

Sampayo  
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Courtney Camden 

Sydney McMullen 

Hey, my name is Courtney Cam-

den. What you're probably thinking of right 

now is a Courtney character from the mov-

ies. The blonde, tall, drop-dead-gorgeous 

girl. Usually a jerk. Rich parents, has her 

own car, preppy slim clothes that any other 

teenager wouldn't dare to purchase. So, be-

fore I go on, I should tell you to get that 

image out of your head.  

I’m not her, not at all. I have tough, 

red hair. I’m 5’ 3” and I’m actually NICE, 

though hardly anyone would know. And, 

well, I'm fat. Fine, “obese”. But fat doesn't 

offend me, though. I have a big stomach, 

arms, legs...you get the point. My ONE and 

only exception to movie Courtney is my 

parent’s wealth. 

 My dad, Greg, grew up in No-

WheresVille, Texas, with both parents, 

three brothers and one sister. He moved to 

New York at the age of nineteen, with no 

college education and in search of money 

he could send back to his Ma and Pa back 

home. He did seek money and landed as 

CEO of a financial services company, Mor-

gan Stanley. He hit the ultimate jackpot 

when finding Noemie Nuessle, a.k.a. my 

stunning, Swiss, model mother. After one 

year of marriage, they had my brother, Lu-

kas, my seventeen year old brother, Lukas, 

who was unsurprisingly, perfect model ma-

terial.  

Five years later, I arrived: an ugly 

duckling who just couldn't make the trans-

formation into a swan. People found it 

shocking I wasn't adopted, and I couldn't 

blame them. It was as if I didn't have one 

drop of my mother or father’s DNA.  

So now that you know everything 

there is to know about me. Here’s the sto-

ry. Yeah, I'm fat, but I'm not bullied for it. 

The only people I know are my family, my 

personal teacher, Nina, and my two friends, 

twins Ester and Milena Oliveria. The twins 

are my only friends. Our moms met 

through modeling.  

Anyway, not bullied. I don’t go to 

school, and I can rarely be found in the 

public eye. But don't be fooled, being over-

weight is still hard. I get up every morning 

and have to see my beautiful family. Don’t 

get me wrong, I love them, but I did get 

sick of this. Which is exactly why on Au-

gust 4th, I got out of bed at 4:30 AM. 

I looked around my spacious, pink 

bedroom. The sun hadn't risen yet. I kicked 

my covers down to the foot of my bed and 

sat up, eyes still adapting to the darkness.  

I marched down the hallway and 

into my parents’ bedroom. Light leaked 

into the room as the door squeaked open. I 

walked over and put my hand on my moth-

er’s shoulder and she immediately rose 

from what must've been a very light sleep.  

She looked around, confused why I 

was standing over her at 4:30 in the morn-

ing.  

“Courtney?” she felt around for my 

hand and smiled when she grasped it and 

held it tight. “Is there something you would 
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like?” her accent was comforting. 

“I’d like to… to change, to get bet-

ter.” I said it so quickly, so quick it hurt 

my head. It didn't take my mother long to 

realize I was talking about weight loss. 

“Okay,” is all she said, with a soft 

smile. Her white teeth pierced through the 

darkness. Her hand lost its grip and she 

drifted back to sleep. 

Just one hour later, a tall, bald man 

was knocking at my open door. His skin 

was a rich, dark chocolate. I was beyond 

confused why he was standing there 

watching me, let alone even in my house. 

“Up and at ‘em,” he finally said. 

“We have a lot to learn. Meet me in the 

fitness room.” He took one step to leave, 

then turned back and pointed at me, say-

ing, “Don't eat anything” 

As I got up to put on my clothes 

(a bright athletic top and basketball 

shorts), I wondered if I'd ever been in the 

fitness room, or if I even knew how to get 

there. My parent’s fortune had given them 

the ability to purchase a house that could 

hold twenty or more people.  Even after 

living there for multiple years, I would 

still stumble upon new rooms I’d never 

seen before. 

After a five minute hunt for the 

fitness room, I finally poked my head into 

bright white room with yoga mats, cardio 

machines and weights spread out every-

where. Two of the walls were glass, re-

vealing a beautiful view of the sun rising 

above the empty hills beyond our yard. 

“Gorgeous morning, Miss Cam-

den.” He presented all of his shining teeth 

in a big smile. “My name is Jack, I’m a 

celebrity trainer in the area. We’ll start our 

workouts tomorrow, so today is all about 

setting goals and creating a plan. Our vari-

ety of exercises will start at 5:30 and end 

at 8:30 and consist of running, swimming 

and biking. And then, of course, dieting.” 

The thing about my diet is, I only 

eat when I’m hungry. The problem is, 

that's all the time. 

When we finally wrapped up and 

headed out of the room, my brother Luke 

passed us on his way in. He instantly rec-

ognized Jack. 

They shook hands, chatted a bit, 

and Jack left. 

“So...Jack, huh? Are you deciding 

to... you know... change?” He didn't want 

to be rude. 

“Yeah. I mean, It's the right thing 

to do.” I rarely feel uncomfortable talking 

to my brother, but this was a topic that 

was hardly ever discussed.  

Luke cares about the family a lot. 

We’ve always been pretty close, but he's 

never been mean about my size. I know 

he's always wanted me to lose weight, 

though he'd never say it. 

The rest of that day was very bor-

ing. I sat on my couch, roamed the halls 

and watched TV. I went to bed hungry. 

Woke up. Worked out. Ate very little. 

Went to bed.  

 It was the same routine for two 
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months. My weight dropped rapidly. I 

upped my exercise from three to six hours 

daily. I only drank water and ate small por-

tions at meals. I was so happy with the pro-

gress I'd made and the way I looked and I 

never wanted to stop.  It always seemed 

that there was a little more weight that I 

could lose. 

 I even started working out with 

Luke. This made us even closer and it was 

a big way for us to connect. Eventually, I 

started exercising for longer than him. 

Even when he pleaded that we stop, I 

pushed him to stay on the treadmill for on-

ly ten more minutes, to swim just one lap 

more.  After a full day’s workout, I was 

ready for more. I’d lost ninety pounds.  

I was in a loophole of doing the 

same thing every day. I was obsessed with 

losing, with that sick, empty feeling in my 

stomach. The way one sip of water felt re-

placing my meals every day, filling that 

emptiness.  The thought of gaining pounds 

again horrified me; I only wanted to drop 

my weight more. 

On October 6th, my mom shook me 

awake in the middle of the night. Her eyes 

were glassy, her face red and puffy. I could 

hardly hear or speak at this hour. I was too 

tired and couldn't process. She grabbed my 

wrist tightly and together we stumbled 

down the hall to Luke's room. I had a flash-

back back to the morning I woke my mom 

on August 4th, and how she squeezed my 

hand. The thought quickly disappeared.  

In my brother's room, my dad was 

on the phone, giving instructions to what 

must've been a paramedic. My mom had 

tears streaming down her face, and was 

hugging my bony body. I looked over at 

Luke, who was laying limp on his bed, 

eyes shut. His face was drained of color, 

the life in him had vanished into thin air. 

My dad dropped the phone and put 

Luke over his shoulder like he was carrying 

a sack of potatoes. Together, we ran to the 

front door. We stepped outside, all bare-

foot, with the autumn wind swirling around 

us. An ambulance in our driveway rolled 

out a stretcher. Dad lay him down.  

I had a weird feeling in my gut. It 

was barely a feeling, like there wasn’t any 

emotion; my brain couldn’t process any-

thing that had just happened. I was too con-

fused and exhausted to realize my brother 

had just left us forever. 

I was muddled enough not to real-

ize my brother had just died because of me.  

One week later, a funeral full of 

family, friends, celebrities and press oc-

curred. It was the worst day of my life. I 

pushed him too hard. It got too intense. 

When I was getting better, he was getting 

worse. 

But was I even getting better? Was 

this whole idea, this entire “change” even a 

good thing in the first place? Maybe I 

would grow, thin out in a few years. I’m 

still just a kid. 

Just a famous, fat, home schooled, 

murderer kid. 

After Luke’s death, my newly diag-
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nosed anorexia wasn't fixed. I had no urge 

to get back to normal, since it was the rea-

son for the loss of my brother.  

On November 1st, I was admitted 

into the New York Eating Disorder Rehab 

Facility. I stayed there for two weeks, 

along with six other kids between the ages 

of ten and nineteen. They were all as skin-

ny as me. They all knew me, knew my 

family. 

The whole thing was embarrassing. 

We had to share our stories, every last de-

tail, until we got to the part where we end-

ed up where we did, in rehab. The worst 

part was that the kids there weren't there to 

be friends with me, they were there to lis-

ten to me talk about my brother’s death and 

realize their lives weren't so bad, that they 

had it better. It was like those sad stories 

you see on the news that make you feel 

grateful about your own life. 

I returned home stronger and 

healthier. My parents were ecstatic to see 

me. 

I continued meetings with Jack, and 

a therapist named Laura, this time about 

remaining happy and healthy, not losing 

weight. Mom and Dad joined me for these 

chats. We would meet twice a week. 

Our meetings were pleasant and 

calm. We only talked about Luke for the 

first five sessions, which were pure torture. 

I cried every time, as did my parents. But 

after that, we hardly discussed him. “We 

have to keep our heads up and eyes for-

ward,” as Laura would often say. We 

talked about how we needed to be a close, 

strong family, and that we became. 

Dad started spending less time in 

the office and the family began making 

more public appearances together. 

Although I do think my life would 

be easier as a normal kid, I am thankful for 

my friends, family and recently repaired 

health. I’m confident. I finally feel pretty. 

Not Barbie Doll pretty, and not Movie-

Courtney pretty, but I've come to realize 

that Movie Courtney lives a sad life. And 

although I certainly didn't know it at the 

time, I lived the life that she lives, and that 

life is being untrue to yourself. 

Gianna Then 
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Inner Voice  

 

On the outside, I am weak  

I crumble from other’s words.  

 

On the inside, I am strong  

I imagine my own worlds.  

 

My face is a mask  

And it's all one big lie,  

 

My brain is a task  

And it's all stuck inside.  

 

 

My eyes tell the truth, 

Innocent and fine. 

 

My heart is me  

On the inside.  

 

How you see me is your choice,  

How I see me is my inner voice.  

 

  Arianna Sperati  

Liv Vaughan 

An excerpt from Seasons Seasons  

Inspired by Marilyn Singer’s, Mirror Mirror 

Winter 

Little flurries moving with the wind 

Warmth by the fire 

The coldness keeps spreading 

Under a blanket, watching a movie 

 

Spring 

Getting warmer every day 

Flowers keep popping up 

Birds chirping happily 

Here comes allergy season  

      Libby Stafford 
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Tick Tock 

Rowel Jimenez II 

 Time is a slippery devil; it just 

comes and goes. Like how a fire can go 

from a single spark to taking everything in 

sight in minutes. 

 Ronnie was such a cute dog. A 

golden retriever. Never thought he 

would’ve led to my father’s death. 

My father was always so ambi-

tious. Always getting up first thing in the 

morning, always the first one there. If only 

that Tuesday morning he had decided not 

to.  

Ronnie had a habit of chewing any-

thing he saw. Without a chew toy, he 

would run to the nearest ball, spoon and 

once even my pillow. But for some reason 

that day, he thought gnawing on a wire 

was a good idea.  

Mom had told us that adopting him 

was a bad idea.  

Sparks flew all over the carpet, cre-

ating a roaring fire quickly spreading all 

over the living room and before I knew it 

Mom was shaking me to get up. She was 

panicking so much it looked like she was 

going to pass out. Heading down the stairs, 

I saw the flames reaching for the basement 

to claim my father’s life.  

The door swung open and he was 

about to run out when a burning plank 

came down. He fell to the ground injured 

and I could tell there was no saving him. 

The fire was already at the door.  

Mom pushed me towards the near-

est exit as Dad lay there and I couldn’t 

even say goodbye. If only he had more 

time. If only he had left early the way he 

always did. Maybe just maybe. He could 

have survived. But he didn’t and the fire 

took my father. 

My only wish then, was to have a 

little time left with my dad. 
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Team 6-2, Murphy 

p1,at left 

Caitlyn  

Carpenter, 

at right 

 Welcome to the year 3000. 

Earth is different from the pictures from 

all those years ago. No school, no decent 

food. No more room. There isn’t anywhere 

to go too. Not if you’re me. Only the rich 

and wealthy families go to other planets. 

They will be having the time of their lives 

cruising on the clouds of Venus, or relax-

ing on the surface of Mars, while we are 

starving in piles of trash and broken hous-

es. I am poor. My life is now worthless. 

Only the rich and powerful got a chance to 

survive.  

 In 2967, a while ago, there was an 

argument in the United Nations; almost all 

the countries were being overpowered by 

one thing. Fear.  

Fear is a creature developed in a 

lab. It only comes after those who fear. 

Hence the name. The scientists who creat-

ed it were trying to create something that 

would help clean up. Everything around us 

needs cleaning up. People too. That’s how 

it malfunctioned. It was a living organism, 

so it couldn’t be ‘shut down’. We are now 

living in, not fear, but dread that the crea-

ture will find us. We hide, we cower, but 

we do not fear. This would cause our fear 

to be taken out of us, if you know what I 

mean. It was programed to help others re-

lieve their fear, but unfortunately, it took 

this the other way. The scientists brought 

dread, and fear, into this world. Now we 

just have to live with it. Many were wiped 

out by Fear, they weren’t even afraid of it. 

They were afraid of a ruler that would take 

us down.  

All this started a few hundred years 

ago, when people had to start living to-

gether. This was because the Earth was too 

small for us.  

Now we have to leave. All the po-

litical debates you would have at the table 

would be about when we should leave. In 

my opinion, we should have left a long 

time ago. I’d say in the 2100’s. But Fear 

was yet to come. There were people al-

ready working on Fear, saying that when 

they were done, the Earth would be a bet-

ter place.  

I’ve seen pictures of the Taj Mahal 

and Big Ben from 2001, and then you look 

Three Thousand 

Lily Dearman  
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at pictures from now, and you just can’t 

believe the human race. Big Ben stopped 

working in 2134. It was a bad day. Every-

one was just staring at the clock. When it 

didn’t function, they just went on with their 

lives. I was appalled. Didn’t people think 

of fixing the clock? If I was in charge, I 

would fix Big Ben, and get a gardener for 

the Taj Mahal. It needs some work. 

 “All who have tickets for the 

twelve fifteen P.M. to Mars may proceed to 

ships on the Marina Bay. All who have 

tickets for the twelve fifteen P.M to Mars 

may proceed to ships on the Marina 

Bay.”  That’s the rich getting on their 

flight. How do people cope with this? Eve-

ry second of our lives is another second of 

a wealthier person on Venus. We can’t af-

ford it. It isn’t our fault! 

“Hey! We can’t afford the flights! 

We can’t afford them!” I blurted out. I 

can’t believe I just said that. There was fear 

in my voice. Fear. I immediately heard 

people running into houses and bolting 

doors. Big metal ones too. I was trying to 

find a place to shelter where Fear couldn’t 

get me. Where no one could get me. I did-

n’t even know Fear was coming and I was 

dreading what would happen in the future, 

maybe last, minutes of my life. I ran. I 

knew where I was going but I didn’t want 

to go. I was heading directly for the Mars 

ship on Marina Bay. Would people catch 

me? Would Fear attack the ship? I’d rather 

die getting away than begging for dear life. 

I ran directly into a family of five, in the 

middle of the boarding line. Luckily, no 

one saw me. Apart from the family I ran 

into. They were about to board. I pushed 

one of the children out of the way. She 

looked about the same age as me. Just pret-

tier, richer, and happier. She had had her 

times. The flight was taking off from the 

beach on Main Street, so she fell directly 

into the water. The girl started to sputter 

due to all the water that was entering her 

mouth. She wasn’t shouting or pleading for 

help though. She looked understanding. I 

was just thinking about her when the crew 

of the ship threw me off the line. Straight 

into the shower pools. I guess I deserved it.  

“What on Earth were you think-

ing?” the girl hollered. Now she was mad. 

Really mad.  

“Right now my family is boarding 

that ship without me. I am covered in filth! 

Can you please explain yourself?” she 

shrieked. I didn’t know how to answer. I 

felt so guilty now. What has come over 

me? If I was going to talk to her I’d say… 

“Okay, let’s talk girl to girl. I am 

sorry for pushing you off, I am just so des-

perate to get off this planet! You know 

where I live? Nowhere! How about you? 

Where have you been living? In a mansion 

on a beautiful Caribbean island?” Good 

thing I didn’t say it out loud. 

“You think I want to talk girl to girl 

right now?!” I said that out loud. 

“I have been through more than you 

can imagine today. I got dirt on both of my 

shoes! Ridiculous. And you are telling me 

you are desperate to get off this planet? I 

have wanted to leave since yesterday! Ugh! 
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And no, actually I am not from the Carib-

bean Islands, I live in Antarctica.” It was 

like she didn’t take a breath during the 

whole thing she just said! Whatever she 

just said. 

“Hold on, people are living in Ant-

arctica? How did I not know about this? 

You-” She cut me off. How surprising. 

“Where is nowhere supposed to be? 

You can’t have nowhere to go? Right? The 

world isn’t that small.” I honestly feel like 

punching her in the nose. So you know 

what? I did. 

“Ouch! What the heck was that for? 

Excuse my language but seriously? What 

the heck?” she proclaimed. 

“You think heck is bad language? 

My life has been much more than heck, for 

your information. I am sorry I pushed you 

off the boarding line. I wasn’t thinking 

properly. Now I’m glad I did it. You need 

to go back to manners school, princess!” 

Wow. Great comeback. 

“I did go to manners school. I aced 

everything. Including how to look down on 

people like you,” she said. All prim and 

proper like I didn’t even exist. Like I was 

something to look down on. Like I was 

scum. I was lost for words. 

“Mars twelve fifteen has now left 

Marina Bay,” the lady on the loudspeaker 

declared. A light smirk was stuck on my 

face. This girl needed to learn a lesson. 

“Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry, but it 

looks like your flight has left,” I said sar-

castically. 

“You better be! My parents don’t 

even know I’m here! I have nowhere to 

go!” she has freaking out. 

“Welcome to my life,” I muttered. I 

had pushed this girl into a shower pool. I 

should show her around. Even if I don’t 

want too. 

“You can stay with me.” What! No, 

she can’t!  

“I thought you said you have no-

where to go. How do you explain that?” 

the girl pouted. 

“I built myself a shelter. Now fol-

low me.” 

It wasn’t long to get to my ‘shelter,’ 

as I called it. The only problem was things 

were so crowded, we had to squeeze 

through all the buildings and homes around 

us. I was used to being like this, but the girl 

wasn’t. 

“How do you manage like this eve-

ry day? What do you eat? Where are your 

parents?” she interrogated me. I felt like I 

was a suspect in a crime TV show. I didn’t 

say anything during our walk. 

We finally got to my shelter. I ad-

mit I was surprised to see the girl’s expres-

sion. She was disgraced. I couldn’t tell if 

she felt sorry for me, or if she was being a 

stuck up snob. Either way, I didn’t like it. 

“I forgot to ask, what is your 

name?” the girl asked. I felt uncomfortable 

saying my real name, but I don’t care what 

others say or think about me. Unless it’s 

that I am scum. I will not take any of that. 

“X. That’s my name. My parents 

were illiterate, so they couldn’t write any-

thing other than X on my birth certificate. 
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It is actually quite a cool name when you 

think about it.”  

The girl was staring at me like I 

was the biggest freak in the world. 

“What, it’s not rocket science.” I 

was regretting I had told the girl my name. 

Before I got the chance to ask her in return, 

she was answering the question. 

“Well, my name is Hailey Nairobi. 

I have a bunch of middle names too, but 

that list would go on forever. Did you 

know Nairobi is the capital of Kenya?” I 

don’t even think she was meaning to be 

rude, but she sounded the type. 

“So where are the beds?” I should 

think about that question. I normally would 

sleep on the floor, but now I have guests I 

should fix her something up. I dragged a 

few sheets I had stolen from some neigh-

bors and laid them out on the floor for her. 

Luxury. 

“Thank you?” Hailey was obvious-

ly not impressed. 

“Best I can do. Just so you know, I 

am really sorry about the incident earlier 

on. I was so desperate to get out of this 

place I wasn’t thinking straight.” I had 

been forgiven, but I don’t know about this 

Hailey. Something wasn’t right. But then, 

nothing was in this place.  

Tornado Rising 

Anonymous 

The wind picked up in a speed that could rip you apart which, is what it was do-

ing. Sucking the air out of everyone in its path leaving nothing behind. A small girl 

looked around the destroyed beach in front of her, screaming for her parents to come 

rise from the wind and take her away with them. One after one people ran past the 

scared girl without a second glance. “Mommy! Daddy! Where are you?!” The girl 

yelled to the angry wind. Sand swept into her eyes, slowly blinding her vision. The frail 

girl stumbled forward onto the ground falling into the almost gone water beneath her, 

filling it with her tears. “Why did this have to happen to us?” Instead of the girl trying to 

get up again, she just sat there and looked up at the cloudy sky. She closed her ocean 

blue eyes, letting go of a held breath before letting go of herself all together. 
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 It was the letting go that I was 

afraid of. I wanted to let go, but I was so 

petrified that no one could imagine how 

frightened I was feeling inside. At the 

time, I was incredibly self-conscious, and I 

couldn’t imagine what letting go the only 

true “friend” I have ever had would do to 

me. Sure, she was a complete monster to 

me, but I still couldn’t seem to get the few 

fun memories that I had of the two of us 

hanging out together out of my mind.  

If you haven’t figured it out yet, I 

was bullied. I was bullied for nine years by 

a girl whom I called my best friend, though 

she was anything but that. We first met 

when we were three years old in preschool. 

We immediately clicked, but little did I 

know that she was as two-faced as can be. 

When we were little, all we did was argue. 

My parents even forbid me to hang out 

with her for a while.  

As we got older, though, we gradu-

ally began to argue less and less, but, odd-

ly enough, that’s when she began to enter 

her “moody years,” a torturous time period 

in which I was trapped and thought would 

never end. She bullied me when we had 

sleepovers and when we were hanging out 

with some of her friends. She called me 

names. She insulted me. She made me 

seem like the bad guy even though she 

knew that she was really the bully. But 

nevertheless, my little naive self refused to 

end the friendship with her as my parents 

advised me because I truly believed that 

Blindsided 

Anna Drattell  

Rebecca Hyams 
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everyone deserved second chances. But I 

gave her more. I shouldn’t have, and that 

decision ended up costing me my confi-

dence. I was blindsided.  

“Stop.” 

 “Excuse me?” 

 “Yeah, you heard me. Stop.” 

 “Heather, what have I ever done to 

you,”  I questioned. I was beginning to get 

sick of her treating me like pure garbage. 

“All I am is kind to you! You don’t always 

have to be such a jerk.” An awkward si-

lence passed between us, like a thick cloud 

of regret, confusion, hurtful words, and 

lies. “Well, what do you have to say to 

that?”  

 “Go home. Just stop pretending. 

Stop making up lies.” 

 “What lies? I’m always honest. I 

never lie.” 

 “Oh, really. That’s difficult to be-

lieve.”  

 “Well, it’s true.” She eyed me eeri-

ly, as if testing my poker face. “It is,” I in-

sisted. I really never have lied. 

 “You constantly make up lies and 

it’s just so irritating,” she pouted, adding an 

annoying touch of emphasis to practically 

every other word. “You’ve really hurt me 

inside because you’re, like, always so mean 

to me and I, like, don’t understand. You act 

like I’m the villain when really, you’re the 

villain because you’re always lying.” 

“You know what?” This was it. 

This was the moment that I would prove to 

Heather that I didn’t care what she, or any-

one else, thought of me. I don’t exactly 

know what happened, but all of a sudden, a 

wave of confidence and courage washed 

over me like a tidal wave. I didn’t even 

know where it came from.  

“What?” 

“Why don’t you stop,” I fired back. 

“Excuse me?” Her face was a 

ghostly white as it dawned on her that she 

couldn’t control me anymore. I just would-

n’t let her. 

“Yes, you heard me. Just stop, 

please. The only way that I have ever hurt 

you is in this very moment because I’m 

finally standing up to you. You know that 

you can’t push me around anymore. You 

knew how to get under my skin but you just 

can’t do that anymore! You can’t, and 

don’t you dare ever to try again. You’re 

treating me like pure trash and like I’m a 

loser which I know that I am not because 

I’ve accomplished so many things when 

I’m not around you.” As I told her off I 

looked her straight in the eyes, and I caught 

a glance of her eyes open wide and her face 

turning even paler than before. She could-

n’t believe what she was hearing. And 

frankly, I couldn’t either. “And, by the 

way, I am not a loner because I have 

friends that like me for me. I stood up for 

you and defended you all the time, but you 

never had the decency to return the favor 

when it really mattered! My friends that I 

have now would back me up, and do you 

know why? Because I’m kind to them. And 

that’s all I’ve ever been to you. You lied, 

Heather. You lied about so many things. 

You humiliated me in front of everyone 

that day at the party with the rest of your 

friends and I’m sick of you treating me this 
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way! You don’t deserve my friendship! 

You’re the bully. Geez, Heather, why? 

Why? Why do you do this constantly? Did 

you know that my parents drove me home 

from camp this past summer as I was cry-

ing??? I spent so many nights over the 

past nine years looking myself in the mir-

ror, repeating back to myself that I was 

worth nothing. Did you know that? DID 

YOU KNOW THAT?!” She just stared 

back at me and then averted her eyes from 

mine and looked down at her shoes in 

shame. “Answer me!” She didn’t answer 

me. “I’m done. I’m just done.”  

Those last three words were the 

missing pieces to my puzzle of the confi-

dent girl that I have always wanted to be. 

My voice cracked horribly on the last 

word. I bit my lip ferociously as I held 

back tears that were begging to spill from 

my eyes. I couldn’t believe I was so close. 

So close to finally being free of Heather. 

But, by doing this, I was throwing away a 

lifetime of memories. Sure, she was a 

complete monster, but there were still a 

couple of fond memories that I had of the 

two of us hanging out that I would always 

remember. But in the end, the bad memo-

ries simply outweighed the good ones. 

“You’re done with what? This con-

versation? Because that’s just fine by me. 

This is just so stupid.” 

 “No Heather, I’m not. I’m done 

with this so-called ‘friendship.’ I’m done 

with feeling like I’m never enough, not 

pretty enough, not smart enough, not funny 

enough, not cool enough, not talented 

enough. Goodbye, Heather. And don’t 

bother calling, texting, or coming into con-

tact with me ever again. Do you under-

stand? I don’t want to associate with peo-

ple like you that make others feel small in 

order to make themselves feel larger. 

That’s called a bully. And, in the end, 

you’re going to be the one crying in your 

room when you realize what you’ve done.” 

 I pivoted and didn’t look back at 

her. My hair whipped around and I could 

tell from my peripheral vision that I had 

smacked her in the face with my hair, but I 

didn’t care. She deserved it.  

Before I gained my confidence 

back, I was afraid of letting go. But I was-

n’t afraid anymore. I wasn’t afraid to be 

bold, to be daring, or to be free. Ending the 

“friendship” with Heather did result in 

several days of me crying because I was 

going back and forth about if the decision I 

had made was the right one. But I had 

made the right decision when I decided to 

audition for the Variety Show. Though I 

was more nervous than I’d ever been, I 

was pushed through and performed any-

way.  

It also made me more honest with 

my friends, and now if we have arguments, 

we can always work through them. I real-

ize that I don’t have to curl up into a ball 

when I’m threatened. I can stand up, be 

tall, be brave. I realize now that my blind-

side is now as clear as day. 
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