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Extraordinary.  
Inspired by Maya Angelou 
 
We think that we are born ordinary.  
That in the end,  
we are nothing.  
That the world will keep turning 
--which it will-- 
and that the pain  
and the death  
and the injustice and fear 
will be there 
no matter what we do.  
We think that our voices 
are dull and hoarse  
and who will listen? No one.  
We think that we will never  
amount to anything,  
because we think we are ordinary.  
 
But the truth is,  
we are born extraordinary. 
We are born with fire in our eyes 
and galaxies in our hearts 
and a hive of possibilities  
buzzing under our skin.  
We are born to live  
and to love 
and to change, change the world.  
Our spirits flap their wings and let us 

know that 
we can do anything-- 
build castles of wise words,  
wave the flags of peace, 
light the lantern of hope  
in our world’s dark night.  
 
But we don’t.  
We let the world keep turning,  
we let the lanterns stay unlit,  
we let our wonder and our whimsy  
stay locked up,  
and we tell ourselves that really,  
there was nothing we could have done 
anyway.  
Who are we to think 
that we could matter, who are we 
to believe that maybe 
we could make a change,  
who are we to think 
that we could be the miracle the world 
needs? 
 
Because fighting the world’s demons 
is a job for someone else. 
Someone extraordinary.  
And of course,  
we must be simply ordinary.  
 
   Sarah Waring 

 
Poetry Live! Winners 
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Nothing 
Inspired by Mark Strand 
 
These moles are nothing. 
These freckles are nothing. 
This stomach which sags... 
with rolls of fat, these scars 
and dirty fingernails. 
My heart is as cold as a stone. 
They are all nothing. 
I'm always going to be the same girl. 
 
The years, months and days  
change nothing. 
On a bright, hot, sunny day, 
I feel nothing. 
I'm always alone, 
Far away in the darkness. 
And in winter, nothing changes. 
Over the frozen bushes, 
they throw snow. 
They laugh at me. 
They keep me in the darkness. 
 
My longing for love 
is still uncontrollable. 
I am driven by my hopes for love. 
From last year to this year, 
nothing has changed. 
I won't give up. 
No matter how much snow they throw at 
me,  
I won't give up. 
Maybe one day, 
I'll feel something. 
 
   Sandy Kwok 

 
The Average Summer Day 
Inspired by Robert Frost’s  
“Dust of Snow” 
 
The cold lake 
Attaching to me 
The rich fire 
Right next to the birch tree 
 
Has warmed my soul 
A change of pace 
A new perspective 
The average summer day 
 
 
    Josh Abraham 

Oliver 
Rayner 
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Rotary Contest Winner 
Sarah Waring                                                                                                                 

 The woman on the street that 
doesn't walk past the almost helpless man, 
instead taking the cardboard sign to heart 
and pulling out a wallet. 
 The girl that takes the hidden pen-
cil from her sleeve and writes a reminder 
of beauty on the wall, for other girls to 
smile at later. 
 The teenager—adult now, really—
that steps into the booth and makes the de-
cision, voting for a better country and a 
smarter future. 
 The man that sees the other in the 
wheelchair, unable to walk or move, head 
hanging on shoulder, and smiles instead of 
staring. 
 The person that hears those things 
in their head, the things they've been told 
since childhood, the expectations and ste-
reotypes. Yes, they hear them, the voices 
of everyone they knew, but their own 
voice saying No, that's wrong, drowns it 
all out. 
 The person that is brave enough to 
finally say what they've been meaning to 
say all along, that they are not who you 
think they are, who you want them to be. 

 The person in front of them, hear-
ing the truth come out and meeting it with 
a smile and an "I love you".  
 The person holding up the sign, not 
caring who wants them or doesn't want 
them to be there, telling the world what it 
needs to know, because no one else will do 
it.  
 The man running by, his belief and 
his cause written in permanence on skin, 
humanity written into him with a needle. 
Two yellow bars in a blue box--who knew 
how much they could mean, carved with 
pain and determination? 
 The people behind the poppies ly-
ing on the graves, red blossoms against 
white stone—saying yes, yes we will re-
member you and all that you did for us. 
 The person sitting at their desk, 
typing out the truth, not caring if they get 
hurt for it because someone has to write 
this, right? 
 The person lighting the candles on 
the fountain, sliding a sign into an empty 
spot on the memorial, eyes closed and full 
of tears, telling the world they will carry 
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on and fight against the people responsible 
for this. 
 The woman with her headscarf cov-
ered head held high, walking through a 
country that unjustly holds her responsible 
for the attack on their freedom. 
 The people that protect the woman 
in her headscarf, saying that they will pro-
tect her, won't let the people that think 
she's evil hurt her.  
 The person that tells the other, 
someone does care about you. You are 
loved and as messed up as this world is, it 
would be even more so without you. They 
look at the other and say, stay.  

 A single word. Stay. 
 A single press of a button. Send. 
 A single memory. Live on.  
 A single person. Love, protest, care, 
say yes, say no, stop and think, take a real 
look, write that article, smile, lose your 
prejudice, gain your determination, this is 
your raison d’etre, your reason to live. This 
is why you are here, because even moving 
a single grain of sand can change the Saha-
ra.  
 Sure, they seem like little things. 
But they still matter. 

Caitlyn Carpenter 
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 The late months of my earlier 
years: 2008, 2009, perhaps even 2010. 
Simple and childish thoughts swirled 
around and around my head, which I spit 
out occasionally. Snippets of my mind are 
sent to the front seats of the car at my par-
ents (likely a tad nauseated from my 
throwing out whatever came into the view 
of my budding conscience). We were driv-
ing down and around the streets of Larch-
mont, which seemed enormous compared 
to anything else I had seen in my short life-
time. 
 Rolling along the endless streets, 
nothing noteworthy in sight, not unlike any 
other street I had seen at the time… After 
what felt like several hours, we finally 
came upon my grandmother’s house. 
 It was easily recognizable to me. 
Specifically, the large, glowing lawn orna-
ments depicting “Winnie the Pooh” char-
acters (Pooh and Tigger, I believe they 
were). There was also the building’s stat-
ure: it was a large house, and it was paint-
ed white. These factors made my grand-
mother’s house viewable in the dark after-
noons and evenings. After leaving our car, 
and avoiding the luminous ornaments 
(though delighted by the things, I was also 
slightly afraid of them), we strolled up to 
the door, knocked, and were let inside by 
one of my grandparents. 
 Scents of cooking food and age 
swept into my nostrils as I looked at the 

house’s interior: bits and pieces of old fur-
niture, photographs on every wall, an inter-
connected living room and kitchen 
(doubling as a dining room) with moder-
ately dated technology (oven, microwave, 
etc.). It all felt so familiar to me. The most 
familiar aspects to me, however, were the 
toys and puzzles that were kept out to en-
tertain me for a bit: sea animals, colorful 
shapes, even a couple of cartoon tapes. It 
wasn’t much, but it was enough to keep me 
occupied before dinner with my relatives. 
 Of course, there was my grand-
mother and grandfather (the latter of whom 
I never knew very well, which is why I 
always referred to the house as my grand-
mother’s), who always seemed to be in the 
middle of minor clashes, but there were 
several miscellaneous relatives there, as 
well. There was my mother’s brother 
Kory, his fiancé/wife Wendy, and their 
kids (my cousins): Cate and Garret. There 
was also Lance, whom I believe was a 
family friend (he may also have brought a 
partner).  
 It was smiles and generally warm 
welcomes all around the long dinner table, 
with greetings, questions, all of the formal-
ities you would expect: “Hi, hello!” “How 
are you doing?” “How’s it going?” 
“When’s the food coming?” It was not a 
large gathering either, although it did feel 
large in a way; it could have simply been 

my younger self. After said exchanges 

Trips to Grandmother’s House 
Jett Vega 
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The Mountain 
  

The top 
Was covered with clouds, 

The bottom 
Was covered with snow 

 I heard the mountain call, saying Give 
me a try 

I took my axe like a mountain ranger 
I took my rope like a cowboy 
I took my gear like a skier 
I took my hope                                                            
I began. 

The white snow fell like the leaves of 
fall 

 and the cold shot into my heart. 
I shivered and squirmed 

Up the mountain. 
Down went my foot and the rest of me 

followed, 
Rolling, Rolling, Rolling 

Snow covered me like my parents do be-
fore bedtime. 

I’m 
Done 
I’m 

Over 
I 

Can’t 
I  

Tried. 
     

  
  Tess Lepelstat 

(including the average ones directed at my-
self: age, grade, recent experiences), the 
food was served. 
 I recall never particularly liking the 
food that my grandmother served, which 
could have been attributed to my pickiness 
when it came to eating. Honestly, the only 
item that I remember from the dinners was 
my grandfather’s “green slime,” which was 
a green gelatin. He would announce the 
dessert upon him introducing it to the table, 
and I believe that I may have eaten some 
once or twice. The name had made me 
laugh, and it had made me curious about it: 
I felt somewhat brave about digging into 
the “slime.” Besides that, I recall little 

about eating in my grandmother’s house, 
possibly because we soon left after the 
meal. 
 It seems strange to me: just those 
few years ago, my grandmother’s house, 
and the surrounding area, felt so huge and 
new to me, and now it seems plain and nor-
mal. I understand it, but the nostalgia the 
memory brings is odd, considering the 
short timespan between then and now. 
Maybe there is just that much of a differ-
ence in thought process, age wise; every-

thing was absolutely magical. At least it 
was enjoyable at the time. 
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There I sat, in the car next to my 
eight-year-old, pain-in-the-butt brother. 
We had been trapped in the car for six long 
hours and someone’s feet had begun to 
give off a foul odor of sweaty ski boots. 
With old Beatles music playing in the 
background, I stared out the window at the 
flurries of snow that swirled in the wind 
and turned to water when they touched our 
car. We glided smoothly along the high-
way as if the concrete beneath us was a 
frozen lake.  

Just as we headed off the highway 
into a small, eerie looking town, only two 
hours from the ski mountain in Maine, the 
snow really started to fall. We drove along 
for a little while longer along the ratty, 
torn-up roads, barely wide enough for two 
cars, until my mom declared we needed 
gas. My dad pulled into the only gas sta-
tion we had come across in the past three 
miles and everyone looked around, scout-
ing for clues as to who was here. There 
was not a living soul in sight, and lucky for 
us, no dead ones either. As the snow kept 
falling all around us, I knew there would 
be no way to drive anywhere if this weath-
er kept up. 

There was so much snow and the 
sky was so cloudy, you couldn’t even tell 
it was only five o’clock! After an hour and 
a half of being stuck by the road in this 

deserted town, everyone was down to their 
last straw. 

“Thomas! Stop talking about base-
ball,” I said, trying to keep my patience, “I 
can’t stand to listen to it anymore!” 

“I don’t care!” he shouted. “You’re 
so annoying too!” My mom had head-
phones on, having been done listening to 
our arguing a while ago, and my dad was 
on his email on his phone. I doubt he even 
heard us. 

About an hour later, I was so frus-
trated with my little brother that I climbed 
over the seats into the trunk and grabbed 
my phone.  Great. I thought. No cell ser-
vice, no way to call anyone, we’re going to 
be stuck here forever. I put my phone 
away and began rummaging through the 
backpack, looking for snacks.  

“Hey! Those are my Oreos!” 
Thomas shrieked as I pulled a pack of 
Oreo Minis out of the bag. 

“It`s not a big deal,” I said, trying 
to avoid another spectacle that could only 
aggravate my parents more. “We can split 
them.” 

“No, stop it, they’re mine, you 
can’t have any!” he protested. 

“Jeez, chill, it’s not a big deal.” I 
replied, and not in the most understanding 
tone. I returned to my seat and faced the 
window, trying to fall asleep. If only we 

Nowhere to Go 
Sofia De Chiara 
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could get moving soon before everyone 
lost their mind.  

Thomas had tuned us out by turn-
ing on the iPad, putting in earbuds, and 
switching to Sports Center. My mom and 
dad were discussing “grown-up” issues in 
the front. I was just hoping the snow would 
let up and we could start driving again. 
This abandoned town was starting to freak 
me out, not to mention the icy silence in 
the car. 

All of a sudden I heard a strange 
noise, like nails on a chalkboard. Like 
screeching tires. 

“What was that?” I asked, with an 
unmistakable hint of worry in my voice. 

“I’m not sure,” my dad replied 
calmly, “probably just another car.” I was-
n’t sure, but I guessed that he was worried 
too, even though he wasn’t showing it. 

“Okay,” I said, even though I didn’t 
believe him, “when do you think we’ll be 
able to start driving again?” 

“I don’t think anytime soon.” 
“Oh.” 
“Don’t worry, we’ll all stick to-

gether and figure out what to do.” 
I thought I saw a shadow move out-

side my window and I tried to convince 
myself that it was just my imagination, but 
with the wind howling like a pack of 
wolves and the snow coming down harder 
than ever, I didn’t feel comforted at all. 
 After four hours of being stuck by 
the road, things finally started going our 
way. I heard the rumble of a machine and 
soon saw a bright yellow snow plow com-

ing into sight. The snow plow was fol-
lowed by an off duty police car. When my 
parents saw them, my dad honked the horn 
of our car loud and clear and the police car 
pulled over.  

The policeman said he had come 
from the county airport, just over a mile 
away. If only we had known that civiliza-
tion was so close! My dad got out to speak 
to the officer about what happened while I 
struggled to climb over Thomas, trying to 
get out the door that wasn’t blocked by a 
foot of snow. I listened to the conversation 
and heard the policeman say that there was 
no problem driving now because all the 
snow in the direction we were heading had 
been cleared! I breathed a huge sigh of re-
lief.  

All of us thanked the police officer, 
hopped back into the car, and drove off—
because even though it was eleven PM, 
there was an unspoken agreement to get to 
the hotel and not spend an extra minute in 
this place, because even though I love my 
family so much, they do sometimes drive 
me crazy. Still, it could have been worse. 

 

 Connor Sheppard  
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deeply wounded flesh 
crimson like blood drips from the exasperated heart. 

sprawled like a frustrated puzzle kicked in agony. 
 

again and again I am smashed. 
they glue me back together. 

I am a broken lamp.  
I will never look the same. 

 
sew me with needle and thread, 

but carefully laced stitching 
is always crooked.  

 
pick up the pieces and wish 

but we all do think it.  
where the hell is god? 

 
absence takes a toll on the wounded.  

when things are bad, he’s there, 
hovering helplessly. wordless. 

 
when things are good, he’s there 

admiring what? 
his indolence? 

 
when things get nasty, he’s there, 
the useless referee unsure of what 

call to make.  
 

do you hear my prayers or is life 
just an automatic voicemail? 

 
well my friend, your box is full.  

pick up the phone! answer! 
we need you. 

 
Jessie Rosenblatt 

Anonymous 
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The poem to the left is a 
sonnet which is a type of 
poem that has fourteen 
lines, ten syllables per 

line with a capitalization 
scheme and a rhyme 

scheme. 

Uplifting chords and swinging melodies, 
The jiving beat and smooth, minor-laced phrase. 
Observe with care the harsh tonalities, 
The focused pianist's now furrowed gaze. 
The trumpets blare and the trombones, they groove. 
On the director's face lies a dumb grin,  
For under every stand, feet gently move. 
It does not stop until the sheet reads "fin." 
The clarinet's strain'd neck has veins of red;  
The other's still, not moving 'cept the notes,  
Her breath now breathing life into ink dead. 
Controlled chaos is what the band promotes. 
 Behold the character of this strange land: 
 The Jazz Ensemble "The Twice A Week Band." 
     Nico Santamaria 

Poetry Live! Winner 
No one else knows the bliss that it brings me 
Inspired by “Eating Poetry” by Mark Strand 

 
 No one else knows the bliss that it brings me;  
 Leaping in the air and spinning on one foot.  
 The whole world around me is silent,  
 expressionless,  
 watching closely, trying to understand. 
 
 Rising up on my toes in the big, boxy, satin shoes,  
 little drums on my feet;  
 switching my legs in a glorious tour jéte. 
  
 The whole world around me is as quiet as midnight in Mamaroneck, 
 while I reach for the stars and leave the people far behind, 
 they're still 
 watching closely, trying to understand.  
 
         Maddie Tyler 



13 

Poetry Live! Winners 

Clumsiness 
Inspired by Billy Collins “Forgetfulness” 

 
Books, papers, notebooks fall into perilous piles of clutter as her hands try desperately 
to grasp the upheaving pile. She fails to do so and as the halls become littered with 
sheets of paper, she stumbles on thin air as if someone is pushing her down. Suddenly 
everything comes rushing back to her. It is as if her past memories are flooding into her 
soul one by one. 
 
She winces as a wave of pain indulges her. She lets go of everything that weighs her 
down, every battle that scars her. She looks up at the papers raining down on her and 
thinks of snow. Of washing everything away in the white, innocent snow. She lies still 
for a second, the only sound being that of a mental clock telling her she must pick her-
self up and get back on her way. 
 
For the first time she tells herself no. She won’t do it anymore; she’ll lie right here in 

the hallway right up until the moment the pain stops. She won’t move or speak or 
breathe. 
 
She’s looking for peace in a war, empathy in a world of apathetic civilians. She was 
trying to do the impossible, change the stubborn boy whose mind was narrow. 
 
She was pretending to swim when the only thing she wanted to do, was let go and 
drown.  

      Michelle Zinger 

Hannah  
Israel 
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Different Thoughts 
Inspired by Gwendolyn Brooks, “The Crazy Woman” 

 
 I sing when it’s warm 
 When the sky is bright and at night even brighter 
 When waves crash on beaches and children play 
 But skies do darken and songs get sad and stuck 
 With no wind and too cold to be home 
 
 Where the waves used to crash and create a sweet song 
 Now winter comes and makes me feel wrong 
 I no longer belong. Summer has left, winter has come and torn up my chest 
 Captured my head and slowed my heart 
 I don’t feel right; this is not for me 
 When summer comes back, I shall sing and feel free 
 

 
       Parker Eboli 

There It Was 
  
There it was. 
The fantastic work of the most glorious painter 
In the kingdom 
That she had been searching for 
Ever since that day 
When she had seen a picture of it in a book 
Never had she seen such finely etched eyes, its pitch black pupils 
Staring into the depths of your soul 
The lips 
Parted ever so slightly 
And drawn to perfection 
Breathing in your secrets and desires 
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She hadn't seen him that day in the park 
All she was looking at was 
The handsome and incredibly  
dashing prince 
Her eyes combed up the painting 
Searching desperately 
For some hint 
Of who the owner 
Of this painting could be 
  
The background scenery was composed 
Of lush green orchards 
Rolling hills 
And cascading waterfalls 
Exactly like the faux surroundings  
of the park 
Every single detail 
Was in place 
  
The magnificent butterfly 
That had been hovering nearby 
The rebellious children 
Chasing after the prince 
Even the intricate splinters 
Of the deep mahogany wooden bench 
She had been perched on 
  
The shade provided by the tree behind  
her had been added onto her as well 
The sunlight 
Cutting through where the shade 
Had not reached 
The tree 
Rich in fruit 
And plump with green leaves 
Was painted so that 
It melted into 

The scenery 
  
The fine china teacup 
She had been holding 
Looked even more beautiful 
Every inch of it included 
From the intricate 
Flower designs along the brim 
To the ever so tiny chip 
On the bottom ridge 
She felt as if 
She could even reach out 
And take the teacup 
  
Her eyes wandered to distant glimmer 
That shimmered as it collided with 
The silver and gold 
That consisted 
Of the castle roof 
The castle's window even portrayed 
The fine glasswork 
That had held up 
Through the years 
  
She knew there was 
Only one way 
To describe 
The painting 
As her viewing time ran out 
Beautiful 
  
It was her, after all 

 
   Ella Chinn 
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My dad pulls me to the ground as 
the air fills with smoke right before my 
eyes. The screams surrounding us became 
so loud, they became muted. The screech 
of police whistles right against my ears put 
me into survival mode. I began to run to-
wards the crowds of other people running 
towards safety. “This could be the end,” I 
mumbled under my breath. This all hap-
pened just last week. 

Dad and I were planning to run our 
first big marathon together. Because my 
mom ran the Boston Marathon in 2012, we 
thought it would be a great idea to follow 
in her footsteps. With my mom being a 
runner, and my dad being a cyclist, it’s 
safe to say that I come from a pretty athlet-
ic family. My six year old brother had to 
stay home considering his age, but he al-
ways talks about his dream of becoming a 
major league baseball player for the New 
York Yankees. We come from a quiet 
town in Connecticut, so traveling to Bos-
ton for this event was a big deal for me 
and my small family. 

It was April 15th, 2013. My dad 
and I woke up at 5:00 to prepare for the 
day.  I slipped into a tank top and leggings, 
rushing to get out the door. I slicked my 
long golden brown hair into a high pony-
tail, and ate some cereal and scrambled 
eggs for breakfast. “Aubrey, hurry up!” 
my dad called up to me from the car out-
side. 

“I’ll be there in a second,” I re-
sponded with a mouth full of cereal in my 
mouth. I shove all that was left on my 
plate into my mouth and began grabbing 
energy drinks and protein bars.  

“Where are you? You know we 
can't be late!” he called up again beginning 
to sound frustrated. As soon as I grabbed 
all the food and drink we would need 
throughout the day I was out the door. 
“Finally, you are here,” my dad said as he 
saw me come through the door.   

“How fast do you expect me to be 
ready?” I asked. 

“Faster than you were,” my dad 
responded with a smile across his face. 
“Put the food in the trunk so we can start 
heading to Boston,” he continued. I piled 
all the stuff we needed in the car and 
jumped into the passenger seat.  

The ride to the marathon was very 
quiet, considering how tired I was from 
waking up so early. I fell asleep only about 
ten minutes into the ride, so before I knew 
it, my dad was waking me up because we 
had reached our destination. We each 
shoved three Gatorades and seven energy 
bars into our drawstring backpacks.  

“Let's do this,” I said, excited to 
begin running. We began jogging to the 
finish line, because the marathon was just 
about to start.  

“We just made it, huh,” my dad 
acknowledged. 

Running Towards the End 
Anonymous 
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“Sure looks like it,” I responded, 
taking in the amazing scenery.  

I stood up on my tiptoes, trying to 
catch a view of all the people ahead of my 
dad and I. It seemed as if all the runners 
went on for miles, all of us were packed 
together like sardines. Luckily, as soon as 
the “1, 2, 3, go!” came across the speaker, 
that wasn't a problem anymore. My dad 
and I were towards the back of the piled 
runners, so it took us a bit longer to start 
the marathon.  We started off as a light jog, 
attempting to conserve all energy possible.  

As my dad and I started to wake up 
throughout the run, we started speeding up. 
Within roughly fifteen minutes of sprinting 
and rushing by others, I had a clear view of 
everything in front of me. There was about 
30 people in front of us, and I began hear-
ing cheering towards the finish line ahead 
of us. I turn, backwards jogging, so I could 
see the hundreds of other runners behind 
me. Little did I know, much more would be 
taking place in front of me rather than be-
hind me.   

It was 2:49 PM. My dad and I were 
about 150 feet away from the finish line, 
when a crackling boom filled the air 
around us. I immediately turned my body 
back around to catch a glimpse of the situa-
tion. Soon the smell of burning caught the 
air, with a huge gust of solid-looking 
smoke following behind it. I knew that 
everyone was screaming in terror, but in 
my mind, everything became silent. I for-
got everything in that moment, and the on-
ly thing keeping me from staring at the 

scenery was my dad pulling me to the 
ground. In that moment, my survival mode 
kicked it. Everything began to seem real, 
and I realized that this could be the end of 
me and everyone around. I looked over at 
my dad hoping he would guide us to safe-
ty, but all I saw was the fright in his eyes. 
A policeman soon rushed over to me and 
my father with his whistle in his mouth. He 
pulled us up, screeching his whistle as loud 
as possible.  

“Follow the crowds,” he said, 
breathing heavily. As soon as we heard 
those words come out of his mouth, we 
began sprinting as fast as we could towards 
the crowds of other panicked people. Be-
fore I knew it, a second boom went off in 
the distance. The screams became so loud 
that it was muted, and all I could think 
about was getting back home.  

I was running out of breath, but I 
knew that if I took the slightest break, it’s 
one more chance for worse things to hap-
pen. Luckily, my father and I didn’t park 
extremely far from the marathon. I felt the 
need to cry, but I couldn't. The overwhelm-
ing situation caused me to not be able to do 
anything but scream. I was hyperventilat-
ing, and didn't know how to handle what 
was happening.  

“Get in the back,” my dad yelled, 
hoping that I would hear him through the 
mix of screams and whistles. I nodded in 
response, and shoved my body into the car 
as fast as I could. My dad stepped on the 
gas pedal and drove away at top speed, fo-
cusing on getting us to safety.  As we be-
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gan to drive away, I peeked out the win-
dow, and what I saw was a scene that I will 
truly never forget. The amount of emergen-
cy vehicles and panicked people was unre-
al.  

My phone was buzzing out of con-
trol, but I shoved it in my bag hoping to 
calm down my breathing. “Everything will 
be okay,” my dad said with a shake in his 
voice. “Everything will be okay.” 

“Are you sure?” I question, looking 
up at him. 

“Positive. We’re almost home, fo-
cus on the good rather than the bad,” he 
responded. The rest of the car ride home 
remained quiet on the outside, but in my 
head, it was as loud as could be. What hap-
pened there? Is everything and everyone 
okay? How’s everyone back home? I had 
so many question that couldn't be an-
swered.  

I decide to check my phone, trying 
to get my mind off of everything that just 
flashed before my eyes. I see that my mom 
texted me from the house, and about five 
missed calls. I can barely speak in full sen-
tences from all the trauma happening at the 
moment, so I decide to check the texts first.  

“It was a bomb,” was all I could 
read off of the seven paragraphs sent to me. 
It was a bomb. How was it a bomb? These 
questions with no answers repeated through 
my head. I try my best to read more of the 
texts, and luckily I got a lot more infor-
mation than I had before.  

So far, all that has been recorded 
was about fifty injuries, one death, two sus-

pects, and tons of damage. That can't all be 
it. There must be more. I tell my dad the 
news, trying to get the message across 
without stuttering.  

“Honestly, I’m just grateful that 
we’re safe in this horrible mess,” He said. 
“Everyone at home is safe, all relatives are 
safe, we’re safe. I know you have tons of 
questions, and trust me I do too, but hope-
fully more information will be announced 
soon,” He told me.  

“I just don’t know how to feel,” I 
said. 

“That’s okay, but we’re safe, and 
you should focus on that although it might 
be hard. Questions will eventually be an-

     Spencer Wacksman 
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To all the younger siblings in the 
world who have had to bear the boredom 
and suffering of a college tour.  I know 
how you feel. Tip: Bring a book with you. 
If you are not allowed to do so, sneak one 
in. If you do not succeed in bringing one 
in, you’re little more than a goner.  
 You slam the door of the car that 
has taken you to this living hell. Yet anoth-
er college tour, you think as you force 
your feet to go closer and closer to the ad-
mission’s office. Your trusty book that a 
wise girl once advised you to bring sits in 
your hand. Had you not brought this book, 
you’d have been little more than a goner.
 They give your family a clipboard, 
requesting information to be written on a 
page that will most definitely call the cir-
cular file home in a matter of hours. 
            You are then taken to the info ses-
sion, also known as the Thank Goodness I 
Brought My Book And Don't Actually 
Have To Listen To This period. 
 You are deeply immersed in your 
book while the rest of the audience listens 
to the irrelevant facts that they already 
know and/or could have found online. 
They also get to listen to an explanation of 
how impossible it is to get into their 
school. …and our study abroad program 
has locations in *insert number that seems 
to be larger than the amount of countries in 
the world* countries. To conclude, our 
school is a premier university that doesn't 

cost much  (good one!) and is premier and 
in its premier-ness is quite premier and 
you should apply to it so we can take your 
money, reject you, and have a higher rate 
of application and rejection... I mean, be-
cause it is premier. Did we mention how 
incredibly premier we are? Well, we are. 
Apply today and get a free rejection letter 
and days worth of tears. Be sure to take a 
propaganda letter on your way out- it'll be 
good for you to copy off of when you apply 
to our college, knowing that you have little 
to no chance of getting in! Peace out, have 
a nice life!  

Finally, you are forced to get up to 
go on a life-changing journey- oh, joy! 
Your book is yanked out of your hands as 
you are taken on this fateful journey to fan-
tasyland! Your bubbly guide introduces 
him/herself and you begin the journey 
through one of the most amazing places on 
earth. Your guide stops to point out every-
thing that nobody cares about, enthusiasti-
cally calling everything “fantastic”. If it’s 
not fantastic, it’s “wonderful”, or 
"amazing" or "the best thing I've ever seen 
in my life". This does not exclude their pa-
nini press or sushi bar. (Yes, take everyone 
to the dining hall when they're all hungry, 
that sounds like a great idea. What other 
torturous ideas can we throw out there?) 

"Is anybody here interested in engi-
neering?"  the guide asks. Silence. 

"No one?" Silence. 

A Slightly Biased and Embellished Description of a College Tour 
Rachel Barry 
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"Okay, well, in that case, let's go to 
the engineering part of our campus." 

You are taken to the engineering 
building, not to mention business center, 
interpretive dancing, mathematics and at 
least one other "innovative" course, one 
empty classroom that nobody really knows 
the purpose of, any place that nobody on 
the tour is interested in- you name it. But 
the moment somebody requests to see 
something practical, it goes down with an 
immediate denial.   

You are then led to the sample 
dorm rooms. Gosh, they look perfect- you 
can only imagine what the actual dorms 
look like. They probably bear no resem-
blance whatsoever. 

Then you have the other parents. 
Oh boy. How do these people have chil-
dren who are even considering applying to 
such premier schools? 

"Does this school offer any history 
classes?" 

"Can you tell us about *insert in-
formation that is clearly online*?" 

"What is the security like on cam-
pus? So... you're saying that it's safe? Are 
you sure that it's safe? Positive? Has any 
dangerous 

event ever occurred on campus? Let me 
see, what are some other ways I can re-
phrase this question?" 

"Are there any Walmarts near the 
campus?" 

"Wow, this school is amazing. Let 
me repeat everything you just said about 
this school and marvel at it, wasting every-
one's time. Maybe I should go here my-
self!" 

You have developed a newfound 
respect for the tour guides- they must have 
to put up with this stuff all the time. Sud-
denly, you hope they get paid very well. If 
you had to smile like that all the time, 
you're pretty sure that you'd never smile 
elsewhere. 

You are nearing the end of the tour
- thank goodness. Gosh, what a great way 
to spend a beautiful day outside. Oh well, 
at least it's over now (until the next one... 
DUN DUN DUN)! Still, what complete 
and utter waste of ti- Wait a minute, are 
those free cookies they're handing out?! 
You stand corrected as you grab one rather 
greedily, but hey, you've earned it. Then 
again, if this was how every college tour 
would go... 

 

Olivia Fink 
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Rotary Contest Winner 
Little Things Can Make a Big Difference 

Sujay Tata 

 It can be easier than people 

think to become homeless, but much hard-
er to get out of it. Once people are living 
on the streets, they no longer have access 
to clean clothes or showers and other ne-
cessities. Because of that, they often lose 
their dignity. But even worse, they lose 
their ability to get jobs and pull them-
selves out of poverty. Then they become 
trapped and can’t ever get ahead. One 
man who tried to make a difference and 
stop this cycle of poverty is Yousef Era-
kat. 
 Erakat is also known as the 
YouTube star FouseyTube. He doesn’t 
make very much as a YouTuber, but he 
still decided to make a positive change in 
a homeless man’s life. He found a man 
who had been living on the streets, and 
because of that, had not been able to make 
himself presentable for job interviews. 
Erakat helped him out by paying to have 
him professionally groomed with a hair-
cut, manicure, and shave. He also fed him 
and bought him a new suit, shirt, tie, 
glasses, coat and shoes. He then provided 
the man with a hotel room to stay in while 

he went to job interviews. They stayed in 
touch for months while the man applied 
for jobs. Eventually, he was able to get a 
job, get back on his feet, and get his digni-
ty back. 
 I think it can seem overwhelming 
to think about problems like homelessness 
because the numbers just seem so big. But 
to think about homelessness as just one 
person makes it possible to see a way of 
helping. I know that I, or any other single 
person, can never end homelessness, but I 
know that one person can change an-
other’s life. Living near New York City, I 
go there and see homeless people on eve-
ry street corner. To me, homelessness is-
n’t just some abstract idea, but something 
I’ve seen with my very own eyes. Every 
time, I want to do something, but I can’t 
think of anything major enough to help. I 
gave a man a candy bar, and another one a 
few dollars, which was all I had. When I 
grow up, I want to be able to do more, 
because if each person just gave a few 
hours or a few dollars, like Yousef  Erakat 
did, to help a homeless person, and then 
maybe together we could all end home-
lessness. 
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Jessica Wurpel 


