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 Live and Love, Life 
Inspired By: Robert Frost’s “Nothing 
Gold Can Stay” 
 
 
Immortality: a thought by many, 
With it 
Life wouldn’t be worth a penny 
 
So hear now and forever know: 
Preserve your life, your friends, 
‘Til the close 
 
So hold on to love 
Live life don’t rush 
Immortality can never be seen 
 
So slow down 
Pull over at the bend 
And go ahead 
Live life ‘til the end 
  Cameron Lee 

 
Poetry Live! Winners 

Firm Branches of the Evergreens 
Inspired by: Robert Frost 
 
A path unending 
Winding 
Turning 
Through the grassy green of the forest 
The moss filled path of the woods 
The chirps of the birds 
The calls of the cicadas 
Caught by the wind 
Carried through the air 
Feel the peace 
The glory within 
Because one day 
The sunshine will falter 
The leaves will spiral down 
The branches ever so bare 
The sound of animals fading 
The moon slowly waning 
Watch the frost of winter creep 
Onto the firm branches of the evergreens 
  Veronica Rubin  

Jesse Lapides 
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Wanders 
Inspired by Robert Frost 

 

I ponder at a turning point  
Which tightrope to walk and/or wander  

I ponder over a pond of wonder  
I am at a turning point previously come across by my father 

Grievances, graciousness, and perseverance cross my eyes in rupture of a second 
Which path to take and to wander  

 

I Ponder.  
 

This path previously untaken serves as an awakening  
Crying out, begging to be taken  

In a split second my foot has gone across the pond 
I stride down the path untaken  

 

I Wander. 
 

All my bones aching  
My back breaking 

During my wander I ponder  
Whether this painful 

Previously not taken path is worth it  
When I finally arrive 

The pain subsided into a subdivision in the back of my mind 
Aching feet seemed to have escaped 

I have no regrets now seeing what is my reward 
 

      Matthew Chapin  
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 When I was young in Boston, I lis-
tened to cars rumbling past and felt trains 
making the ground shiver. I saw pigeons 
nibbling at the ground, airplanes skimming 
the clouds that floated serenely overhead. 
When I looked down, assorted shoes scur-
ried around on the pavement, rushing to 
various places. I hopped over the cracks in 
the sidewalk, and tripped over the uneven 
bricks, on my way to school. 
 When I was young in Boston, there 
were buildings joining with the crisp azure 
sky, and cramped alleys slinking around 
main streets. I eyed the signs glistening in 
the sun, reading puzzling words like pedes-
trian, and interesting street names like 
Copley and Tremont. I remember the tur-
quoise door of our house, bright and 
gleaming against the musty, dusty, red 
bricks of our walls and the sidewalk. 
 When I was young in Boston, I en-
joyed the week just as much as the week-
end. I loved my school. I always spent time 
with my friends, especially on the play-

ground. We played soccer on the wood 
chips, made up clever games, and on 
Thursdays, played football. I always did 
well in school, striving for perfection on 
every assignment. Outside of school, I al-
ways had plenty of activities that I worked 
hard at. I was always busy, but in a good 
way. It was the kind of busy that leaves 
you content after a long day, not drained 
and exhausted. 

When I was young in Boston, there 
were many odd moments that became 
memories. Rising early to catch a plane, at 
night, with the new day’s silhouette loom-
ing. That one brick in front of our house 
that always tripped me. The broken fence 
my class passed every day on the way to 
recess. The constant struggle to find park-
ing. It was home. I lived in Boston my 
whole life, ever since I was born. I never 
thought I would move from Boston, at 
least not until I was much older, and it 
would be by choice. But somehow, it real-
ly happened.  

When I Was Young in Boston 
Kendall Yoon  

Stars Haiku 
 

Children of the sky 
Watched over by moon and sun 

We are their children 
 
  Michaela Loughran  

Rain  
 

Clouds turn very grey 
Grass darkens as light dies out 

Sounds of drops are heard 
 
   Angelina Jordan 
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The Meaning of Life 

 
Some say it’s the number 42, some say it’s just to enjoy everything, even the bad 
things, some say it’s to remember that after every rain, there is a rainbow. 
 
I say that it’s a mix of all of these things and more. Life is a big collage of feelings. 
Everything can be all mixed together, or can be independent. Others can affect you, but 
what is really important is: you! 
 
I don’t think there is a simple explanation, since everyone perceives the world in a dif-
ferent way. That’s what makes everyone special and unique. 
 
Just don’t take anything for granted, because everything you have could be snatched 
away from you in the blink of an eye. 
 
Just enjoy life.  
Every 
Single 
Moment. 

        Sofia Rosenbaum  

Rotary Contest Winner 
 
I can see you are hurting 
I am not really sure how 
I can give a silver lining 
But that's not what it's about 
 
I ask if I can help in any way I can 
You say the least I can do is try to understand 
Can't say I've been where you are 
So I take a breath and look up at the stars 
 
 
 

I lay here and listen, silent as can be 
You keep on talking, going on and on 
And after a while you stop and look down at me 
who's staring at the Great Lake Huron 
 
      
I share my stories here with you, only be-
cause you want me to 
Then after a while and kinda out of the blue 
we stop and you say, I feel better 
And I respond, Me too 
 
   Alex Fazzino 
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The Word 
        

When I write  
I feel like flying in the clouds  

I feel like blossoming like a flower in the spring.  
When I write. 

I feel like I can't find the right words  
I feel like a bunny curled up in the winter, 

trying to find its way out of a hole and back home.  
I feel like a bird in the sky flying away and never coming back.   

All I want is that one word that makes me  
feel happy inside, that will tell others that 

I am coming home to them and that  
I will not worry them for one more day.   

I just want to find that one word that I am missing to 
finish the story and find a new life and 

live without people telling me how to write the story and 
find the words and  

make the sentence again and  
tell me that I can find that word and  

fly back home to write a new one and 
I will not give up on finding the word.   

I will try and try again , 
until my story is  

done 
I will try   

 
Stella Devaney 

 

Jessica O’Connell 
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This Poem 
 

This poem is different 
this poem is new 

this poem is a message 
from me to you 

this poem isn’t depressing 
this poem isn’t sad 

this poem isn’t angry 
this poem isn’t mad 
this poem is happy 
this poem is funny 

this poem is about giraffes 
and eight legged bunnies 

or throwing a baseball outside 
when it’s sunny 

or eating watermelon 
with a side of fresh honey 

this poem is happy 
and optimistic 

it’s not about death 
or something else that’s twisted 

this poem is about being thankful 
that’s what I’m explaining 

it’s not me sitting around and 
complaining 

It’s not about what I want 
or what I desire 

it’s me appreciating 
everything that I admire. 

   

Harry Leibow 

Maria Haralampopoulos  

Night Haiku 
 
 
Curtain of shadows 
Glowing pinpricks of soft light 
The curtain rises 
 

  Taylor Ferrarone 
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Empathy is not something to be tak-
en lightly. This one valuable trait can save 
lives… 

*** 
    It was another day working as a guard of 
His Majesty. I was assigned to guard the 
jail cells for the day and could not block 
out the ever so sorrowful moans that came 
from within the cells. I walked around 
whistling, hoping that my whistling the 
tune of “Ode to Joy” would block out the 
screeches of the many maidens of King 
George III. The times were cruel. People of 
the thirteen colonies in North America 
seemed unhappy with the King’s laws. The 
land of the colonists seemed so far away, 
but it felt so close at the same time.  
 We had a slave called Adgar. He 
was a scrawny old man, with eyes the color 
of grey. We all knew he was near his end. 
He was brought from the Americas to serve 
the King. He worked in a strange place 
called Georgia in which the fertile land was 
bountiful. He came here hiding in a crate 
filled with tobacco. He almost suffocated 
to death in there. We knew there was no 
way to send him back, so we decided that 
he would be the janitor of the jail. I do not 
know how he handled the stench. It was so 
horrendous that I had to cover my nose 
with a rag scented with lavender. But, Ad-
gar entered with no fear.  

“Better than the crude Middle Pas-
sage!” he would exclaim before entering. 

For some reason, I felt close to Ad-

gar. Maybe it was because of my father. He 
was also a scrawny senior. He was an 
amazing person. He was my role model. 
My father had white, silky hair and grey 
eyes to match them. The only difference 
between my father and Adgar seemed to be 
the color of the skin. Anyway, Adgar and I 
would always talk at night. We understood 
each other. For his wisdom, I gave him an 
extra slice of bread at his nightly meal. We 
would sit around a fire and chat for hours 
on end. I was always fascinated with his 
words, even if they seemed alien or repeat-
ed. We chatted every night until I was 
called to rest around midnight. His stories 
and his days at the plantation horrified me. 
I don’t know why, but I felt that I would 
take away all his pain and take the burden 
upon me in an instant if the option ever 
arose. 

One misty night, I was sent to sleep 
and so was Adgar. We nodded towards 
each other and set out our separate ways. I 
headed to my cabin and he headed towards 
his. I got into my cabin and got ready to go 
to sleep. I took off my bright red coat and 
other clothing. I took off my boots and put 
them to the side. I rested my gun next to 
my bed post. The bed below me was emp-
ty. The guard below me had night duty. I 
closed my eyes and dreamt about my moth-
er baking me my favorite type of cake: 
pound cake. 

I was awoken with loud shots. I 
checked the clock and it showed 2:30. I 

The True Meaning of Empathy 
Rayeed Rahman 



10 

looked outside through the window and it 
was pitch black. I put on my coat and went 
commando. I picked up my gun and head-
ed towards the door. My ears flared as the 
bells rung noisily. I glanced around quick-
ly and saw the slave house door broken 
apart. The lock was shattered and lay on 
the ground. The slaves… they have es-
caped! We were taught that if any emer-
gency similar to this occurred, we must 
shoot any slaves trying to escape. But only 
one name rushed through my mind, Ad-
gar...Adgar...ADGAR! I rushed towards 
the main commotion and saw the sparks of 
bullets flying towards a mob of black col-
ored men and women. I immediately spot-
ted Adgar. He was sprinting behind all the 
slaves. He was completely exposed! I saw 
a guard taking aim for Adgar. I knew if I 
ran and jumped I could push Adgar away. 
So, I ran. I ran as swiftly as the wind. I ran 
as if my life depended on it. I leaped for-
ward and could feel my palm rest upon 
Adgar’s bony shoulder. I had made it! 
Ouch! Something felt as if it bit me. It 
stinged at my abdomen. I fell down with 

Adgar in my arms. I had saved him! He 
seemed horrified.  

“What are you doing!? Run Adgar, 
run!” I screamed. Adgar mumbled and 
pointed towards my ribs. I looked down 
and saw that I hadn’t been bit. I noticed 
that it was a bullet. Adgar was sobbing 
now. I knew that I would die. But I still 
wasn’t thinking about meeting my death. I 
was thinking about Adgar. I saw the sol-
dier had finished reloading and he pulled 
the trigger again. This was the last time I 
would save Adgar. I threw myself upon 
him. And instead of the bullet piercing his 
chest, the bullet struck my skull and 
stopped. Mama always said I had a thick 
skull. This time Adgar did not stop and 
mourn. He got up and ran. I smirked as I 
closed my eyes and saw a bright light. 

“Are you proud of me, Dad?” I 
asked, knowing that I would receive no 
answer. 

“Yes son. Now come, let us once 
again be together…” A satisfying voice 
boomed all around me.  
 

Jared Sherman 
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Love for the Amazon 
Catherine McCarthy 

First published by Writopia 

 “I don’t know what I’m good for. 
Whenever I think about it, all I can settle on 
is writing.”   
Chapter One 

There are a few things you need to 
know about me before I start the story: I am 
Elizabeth Andrews, and I am eleven years 
old. I do not go to school, and that is be-
cause I live in the Amazon Rainforest.  

We have lived here ever since our 
plane ride home from Australia. As we were 
flying over Venezuela, our plane had a mal-
function and crashed. Everyone but my 
family was killed in the accident. My family 
is Ma, Pa, Alexander, and me, Elizabeth. 

Before we crashed, Ma worked in a 
South American restaurant, so she knows 
how to treat and cook the plants and ani-
mals we find in the forest. Pa was an archi-
tect, so he built our hut out of trees from the 
forest.  

Even Alexander is good for some-
thing. He’s great at whittling, so he made 
things like our silverware, cups, and any-
thing else that can be whittled. He is thir-
teen, and I think it’s cool that he can whittle 
so well. 

I don’t know what I’m good for. 
Whenever I think about it, all I can settle on 
is writing. Whenever I go on a plane trip, I 
bring a bunch of journals in my suitcase. I 
document every little thing that I see in the 
rainforest. If I find a pretty flower or inter-
esting leaf, I usually sketch or close it in my 
nature journal. I even have a book for draw-

ings, though I’m not a very talented artist. 
Our plane crashed when I was only 

seven, so we have been here for four years. 
Miraculously, nothing happened to 

any of our luggage in the crash. That’s why 
we have regular clothes in the middle of the 
Amazon. Ma washes them, so we can wear 
them over and over again.  

I really hope that we don’t go back 
to civilization, because I most likely would 
not remember anything about New York 
City.  

We sleep in hammocks that Ma and 
Pa made out of these huge leaves. They are 
actually pretty comfortable! 

I actually really like living in the 
Amazon Rainforest. The only problem 
about it is that we have to be careful about 
what we eat. There are lots of poisonous 
plants, but we also can’t cook a baby ani-
mal.  If we did, then Ma would find out and 
be mad at us. 

Sometimes, I have random memo-
ries of the crash. When it actually happened, 
it went by so quickly that I could barely re-
member it. Once I realized that the only 
way to remember was to get to work help-
ing my family, my mind was still blank as a 
piece of paper. 

That is almost everything you need 
to know about me for the story to make 
sense. When the plane crashed, all of the 
passengers but me and my family were 
killed. All of their luggage was really ru-
ined, but ours didn’t even have a single 
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scratch. Also, every member of our family 
was in different aisles.  

Chapter One and a Half 
I looked out of the window, seeing 

the tops of trees. “Ma, how much longer?” I 
asked.  

She looked at her watch, and then at 
the screen on the back of the seat in front of 
her. “About twelve hours, Elizabeth.” 

All of a sudden, we felt a huge jolt. 
Out of instinct, I looked out of the window. 
“Ma?” I asked, my voice shaking. “Either 
those trees are growing really fast, or… ” 

“WE’RE FALLING OUT OF THE 
SKY!” a man yelled. 

Even though I was only a seven-year
-old writer and traveler, I was smart enough 
to know that it was fine to be scared right 
now.  

I heard the pilot yelling very unset-
tling things, like: “The radio’s down!” “The 
engine’s busted!” “The controls are stuck!” 
and “Dang plane!” 

I closed my eyes to shut myself out of 
the chaos and terror. 

My entire life flashed before my 
eyes. The first day of kindergarten, I was 
crying and holding onto Ma. The start of 
first grade, hugging Ma goodbye. The be-
ginning of second grade, dodging Ma’s kiss 
and running over to my friends. The end of 
second grade, posing for pictures. So far, 
nothing significant had happened to me. I 
then realized that if I died in the next ten 
minutes, my life would be a big waste of sev-
en years. Then, I opened my eyes. As far as I 
could tell, no time had passed since I’d 
closed them. 

Chaos was erupting in that small 
airplane that seemed like the end of me. All 
of a sudden, the overhead lights flickered 
and then went off. Then the overhead bins 
popped open and a few of the smaller suit-
cases and bags fell out. All of the people 
who were in aisle seats now leaned in and 
lifted their legs. 

I put my face in between my knees 
and when I lifted it up, my knees were wet. I 
then felt my cheeks and realized tears were 
rolling down them. I took a deep breath. 

Soon, I heard a crash that nearly 
deafened me. I looked out the window and 
saw both wings caught on trees on either 
side. The plane seemed to be too heavy; I 

saw it gradually sagging.  
All of a sudden, the wings snapped 

off the plane, and we tumbled to the ground.  
And then the world went black. 

Chapter Two  
I dropped down from the tree I was 

in, and grabbed Ma’s woven basket that I 
had filled with fresh mangoes from the tree. 
I hurried back through the trees I had known 
so well. Once I was only a little ways away 
from our hut, I stopped and listened to the 
sounds of the rainforest. A few different 
birds chirped, a limb on a tree cracked, and I 
heard Pa yelling for me.  

“Come on, Sammy, there’s more 
over here!” I heard a man yell.  

Wait… That’s not Pa or Alexander… 
I quickly sprinted away from the voices I 
didn’t recognize. Once the hut was in sight, 
I dropped the basket of mangoes and ran to 
Pa.  

“Pa!” I yelled.  
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“Oh, Elizabeth, there you are. Where 
is that basket of fruit you were going to bring 
back?” I don’t think he noticed the sweat on 
my forehead. I tried to slow my fast breathing 
and panting.  

I said, “I heard a man talking to anoth-
er person named Sammy.”  

Pa laughed. “Do not be silly, Eliza-
beth. There is no one here but us.” Then, he 
left the hut, grabbing his handmade axe. I 
stood there, feeling dejected. 

*** 
Later, when I was collecting berries 

for Ma, I heard a different voice. “Jim, the 
sun’s going down. Can’t we just camp here?” 
This time, it was a woman. “This is ridicu-
lous!” I guessed that it was Sammy.  

I grabbed the basket of berries I had 
filled and raced back to the hut. When I ar-
rived, I saw Ma and Pa sitting at the table. 

“Ma, Pa!” I exclaimed. “I heard more 
voices. It was a man and a woman.” 

I looked back and forth between them. 
Ma walked forward and took the basket of 
berries in my hand.  

“Well, Elizabeth, this is a very… in-
teresting matter, but can we eat supper now?” 
She put her hand on my golden brown cheek. 
“Nobody is here but us, love. I don’t think 
you got enough sleep last night.” 

She sent me to an early sleep, but in-
stead, I ran away from the hut and far into the 
trees. I found one that I could easily climb, 
and I did. I sat atop the highest branch and 
looked at the sunset. The place where the or-
ange melted into that blue, blue sky was a 
gorgeous pink. The colors looked like some-
one had painted strips with lumpy acrylics 
and smudged it with their finger. I closed my 

eyes and laid my head against the thick tree 
trunk.  

Images of myself growing up flooded 
my mind. Baby Elizabeth, toddler Elizabeth, 
first smile, starting daycare, and everything 
up until second grade ended.  

There was no more to think about. All 
the other significant events were trapped in a 
lost, locked box in the back of my mind, and 
they were never going to be released. Each 
year that passes, that box is going to get big-
ger and bigger.  

I opened my eyes only to discover 
more darkness. The sun had gone away com-
pletely, and I couldn’t see the hut. I quickly 
jumped down the tree and ran in the direction 
I thought I came from. But then I found noth-
ing. I ran in the other direction, but again I 
found nothing. Then I ran back the way I 
thought I would find the tree, but instead I 
saw a dim light, and I expected it to be com-
ing from the hut. I ran toward the light, and it 
got brighter as I got closer.  

All of a sudden, I came into a clearing 
that was the source. Instead of our hut, I saw 
a campfire with two small tents. On a long 
log, there was a man in a tan shirt and tan 
shorts. There was also a woman in a matching 
wardrobe. He stared, seeming as surprised to 
see me as I was him.  

“Jim, it’s a girl!” the woman said.  
The man, Jim, said, “I see, Sammy. 

There must be a whole family of them.” 
Sammy and Jim stood up, and then 

they approached me slowly. “Slow, Jim. We 
don’t want her to attack. She probably can’t 
speak.” 

Then, Jim slowly said, “Hola. Us, 
Jim.” He pointed to himself. “And Sammy.” 
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He pointed to Sammy.  
“I can talk, but I don’t speak Spanish,” 

I said. 
Both Jim and Sammy flinched and did 

double takes, fighting hard not to laugh.  
Chapter Two and a Half 

When I first opened my eyes, I didn’t 
know where I was. All I could think about was 
Alexander, only nine at the time. The first 
thing I did when I woke up was cry out, 
“Alexander!” Then, I sat up.  

The sight that I saw was the most aw-
ful thing I had seen. The ruins of the plane 
were all around me. I couldn’t see any bodies, 
but I already knew they were all gone. Then, a 
pile of rubble stirred, and Alexander appeared 
from under it.  

“Hello?” he yelled.  
“Alexander,” I called. He looked over.  
“Elizabeth, are you hurt?”  
“No, are you?” I said.  
“My legs are stuck under the seat,” he 

said.  
I stood up and made my way over to 

him. I helped him lift that blue ripped leather 
seat. He stood up with me, and we looked 
around. We held onto each other, and I was 
trying hard not to sob.  

Suddenly, I heard Ma’s voice, muffled. 
“Hello? Anybody?”  

Alexander and I hurried over to the 
voice. “Mom! It’s Elizabeth and Alexander!” 
I called.  

“Children, let me out please. I am un-
der this pile of clothes,” she said. A suitcase 
had popped open and spilled on her. All the 
clothes were dirty and ripped. Once we had 
moved the clothes, we walked around looking 
for Pa.  

As Ma was stepping on the rubble and 
trash, Pa’s voice yelled, “Ow! Where are we? 
What happened?” We dropped to our knees 
and dug through the mess. Soon, we found 
him. “Who stepped on my arm?” he said. 
None of us answered. “Are you guys alright?” 
We all nodded and fell into a long hug.  

I finally broke the silence by saying, 
“What do we do now?” We all sat there. 
Would we ever get home? Would we be stuck 
here forever?  
Chapter Three 

Jim and Sammy offered me a piece of 
meat. I told them about my family in the for-
est. 

“How did you get here?” Sammy final-
ly asked.  

So I told them about the crash, that the 
only survivors were me and my family, and 
how our luggage escaped without a scratch. 

Sammy’s last question was, “How 
long have you been here?” She looked a bit 
worried about what the answer would be.  

“We’ve been here four years. I was 
seven when we crashed, and now I am elev-
en.” Sammy then came forward and embraced 
me with a hug. “It’s fine, I really like it in the 
rainforest,” I said. She didn’t seem to believe 
me. So then I pushed Sammy away gently and 
told them both, “I have to go. My family is 
going to be waiting.”  

This wasn’t true, because I had snuck 
out of a window in my sleeping area, but I 
knew my family wouldn’t bother to have 
checked on me. Then I ran away, and not long 
after, I found my hut. I was right, my family 
didn’t know I had been gone. I decided not to 
tell Ma and Pa about Jim and Sammy, because 
they would tell me that I was wrong.  
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I got into the hammock and fell into 
a light sleep. My family had never even 
known I had left.   

*** 
The next morning, I wrote in my 

article journal that I keep. In that journal, I 
pretty much just write every few weeks in a 
journalism style. It’s fun. Then, I walked 
over to Ma and Pa. 

“Ah, Elizabeth,” Pa whispered.  
Then, Alexander walked in. “Ma, do 

you need me to do anything for you?”  
“No, I do not need you. Alexander, 

don’t work yourself ragged. Take a break 
from all of this work,” Ma told him.  

“But then, I will have no choice but 
to think about the airplane crash!” he ex-
claimed.  

“Do you mean that you haven’t 
thought about it yet?” I asked.  

“No, and I really don’t want to.”  
“Well, you can’t hide forever. Just 

go and do some whittling,” I advised.  
He grabbed his tools and sat outside 

of the hut. I shook my head to myself and 
picked up a piece of fruit Ma had laid out. 
Then, I hurried out to the river with one of 
Pa’s fishing nets. The net seemed so much 
smaller when compared with the rushing 
water. So I tossed it out over the rough 
waves and sat down with my journal.  

This was my drawing book, so I 
drew a line down the middle of the page. 
Then, I added a circle. Then many more 
shapes, until I had a big structure in the 
shape of something else. I couldn’t remem-
ber what it was, but I knew it would mean 
something.  

Suddenly, as a fish leapt out of the 
water, I snapped out of my trance. Once I 
had looked up, I realized it was two fish. 
Then, they touched each other in the air be-
fore falling onto the net. I thought of the 
shape my design had made. A heart.  

I picked up the net and hurried back 
to the hut. Once Ma had the fish cooking in 
the oven, I suddenly heard a gruff voice 
call, “Come on out. We know you are in 
there.” 

I felt my heart start beating a million 
miles an hour. What’s going on? Who is 
that? How did he find us? I thought franti-
cally.  

We all hurried to stand outside the 
hut. 

“Gather your belongings,” an officer 
said. His uniform was covered in medals 
and badges. 

“What’s going on?!” I asked.  
“Get in that helicopter, you’re com-

ing back to civilization.”  

 
What is empathy? Merriam-

Webster describes empathy as the feeling 
that you understand and share another per-

Empathy 
Nadia Suben 

Rotary Winners 
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son's experiences and emotions: the ability 
to share someone else's feelings. Our world 
does not have full empathy. After all, peo-
ple cannot all understand one another and 
agree. However, there has been a definite 
yet gradual development of empathy glob-
ally. So how has empathy managed to de-
velop in our world? 
 If we understood each other, it’s 
likely that people wouldn’t have to fight for 
rights. If Caucasians always understood 
African-Americans, then the entire Civil 
Rights Movement, wouldn’t have hap-
pened. If Caucasians had always under-
stood African-Americans and hadn’t used 
them as slaves, then the Civil War would 
not have happened. Also, all of the mem-
bers of the Continental Congress would 
have agreed on signing the Declaration of 
Independence immediately if it had not 
been for using African-Americans as 
slaves. However, Caucasians didn’t always 
understand African-Americans. So how did 
we take steps forward as a nation towards 
abolishing racism? How do we reach an 
almost-mutual racial empathy among the 
U.S. citizens?  
 The answer is not straightforward 
and resolute. However, one of the most ma-
jor answers to this complicated question is 
that certain people have helped others 
achieve this mindset of anti-racism. Certain 
people already had this empathy in them-
selves, and helped others feel that empathy 
as well. Martin Luther King, Jr. played one 
of the most major roles in the Civil Rights 
Movement. He led nonviolent protests in-
spired by Mahatma Gandhi. MLK, as he is 

known, delivered some of the most famous 
speeches of all time, speaking out against 
national racism. Slowly, his following 
grew. Slowly, Americans began to under-
stand. Martin Luther King, Jr. was shot and 
killed April 4th, 1968, but his legacy lives 
on, to say the very least. Rosa Parks re-
fused to give up her seat in the front of a 
bus to a Caucasian man. She was, ultimate-
ly, arrested. Also, in the grand scheme of 
things, this wouldn’t have been particularly 
significant, historically. However, this was 
an important statement in the Civil Rights 
Movement. This decision helped people 
understand the unfairness of racism. It 
helped people achieve empathy, for the 
most part.  
 What about female rights? Females 
always had to and still have to fight to 
prove themselves to men. In 2013, women 
earned 78.3% as much money as men. In 
the United States, women fought for their 
right to vote. These women, suffragettes, 
gained the right to vote in 1920, some 96 
years ago. In Saudi Arabia, women are not 
allowed to drive cars, wear make-up or 
clothes that “show off their beauty”, or in-
teract with males, among other things. In 
fact, in 2014, Saudi Arabia was still consid-
ering whether or not to let women use 
forks.  

In Pakistan, all girls are not allowed 
to attend school. Malala Yousafzai became 
an advocate for female education in Paki-
stan. The Pakistani Taliban, a group of rad-
ical Islamic fundamentalists, issued a death 
threat against Malala. She was shot at point
-blank range on October 9th, 2012, while 
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travelling home from school. She miracu-
lously survived. Malala continues to be a 
wonder to the world. She was another in-
credible person who helped people find 
empathy and raise awareness about unedu-
cated females in the Middle East, and 
though all girls have not been granted edu-
cation globally, she still took huge steps in 
that direction.  

Elizabeth Cady Stanton was a suf-
fragette. She played a pivotal role in grant-
ing women the right to vote in the United 
States. Susan B. Anthony was a women’s 
right activist and suffragette. She helped 
men feel empathy towards women. She 
helped men realize that women were as 
adequate as men. She helped society then 
take steps forward, since empathy helps 
society progress. These three women were 
and are crucial in the development of em-
pathy towards women. 
 We can’t control how people feel. 

Empathy is 
very much 
a gradually 
developing 
feeling in 
people and 
society. 
Empathy is 
something 
difficult to 
attain. It is 
a complex 
emotion, 
and it is 
difficult to 
develop.  

 
 
 
 
 

 As our society becomes more com-
plex, however, people are beginning to 
have complexity of emotion as well. Peo-
ple won’t always be able to empathize with 
one another. Despite this, there are certain 
people who never need to develop empa-
thy; they are born with it and have it in 

abundance. Some of these people include 
Martin Luther King, Jr., Rosa Parks, Mala-
la Yousafzai, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, and 
Susan B. Anthony, but they are not the on-
ly ones. These exemplary figures helped 
people develop empathy. Our world has its 
problems, and some of them can be solved 
with empathy. We just need a new person 
to help us feel that, a person who is gifted 
with natural empathy. That person just 
might be you. Who knows? Naviah Greene 

Lucas Flake 
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I walked into the building like I 

was never coming out.  No friends, no fa-
miliar faces and no mom.  My heart trem-
bling through my shirt.  Everything can go 
wrong in this place, just everything!  It's 
not jail, prison, but it is school. In fact, it is 
a brand new school. 

I mentioned ‘no mom’.  Well, my 
mother actually was stolen from us two 
months ago, back in July.  Worst summer 
ever,  right? Why am I asking you? You 
wouldn't get it.  I'm all alone.  All alone. 
You see, she was the only thing I had.  
Now I have anxiety and other problems to 

deal with: this new move is very stressful.  
Me and Pops had to move to Wyoming so 
we are closer to his family because he's not 
really ‘Mom’ material, so he just needs 
some help.  

Let's get back to this whole school 
topic… the first day was so bad.  Here's a 
hint about what happened, if you care: 
blood, bruises and tears.  No one really 
likes me.  I'm very different from them. 
They all play sports and have girlfriends 
and I am alone doing my homework all the 
time.  I just need a friend.  

The next few weeks of school were 
just a blur.  Literally, it was… I was just 
beaten up and strangled for lunch money.  

Sami Siegel  

You Only Live Once 
Life is short, the ends a step ahead creeping up on you. 
Live life fully, as if today was the last,  
don’t think of the past. 
The future is in your hands, but remember,  
You Only Live Once. 
 
     David Belisle 



19 

 “You’ll be fine!” my mom was 
starting to raise her voice. 
 “You don’t understand! No one 
understands! I’m different from everyone 
else!” I yelled back. 
 “Yes, you are. I’m not going to ar-
gue with that. But why is being different 
so bad?” my mom asked me.  
 Those words seemed to fill the si-
lence that was now between us. I’ve been 
asking myself that question for years now, 
but I can never seem to find an answer. 
Now I was just staring at my mom, and she 
was staring at me. It’s weird how forty 
seconds can feel like forty minutes when 
there’s a silence between two people. A 
very awkward silence. 

 “Hurry up,” my mom mumbled. 
“You’re going to be late.” 
 “You’d think if I wanted to go to a 
new school that I’d already be out the 
door.” I whispered under my breath.  
  *    * * 
 As I got out of the car, I noticed 
that my mom had tears welling in her eyes.  
 “Mom, it’s okay. I’ll be fine.” I 
tried to convince my mom. Yet it was 
more like I was trying to convince myself.  
 “I know, but this is your first time 
at a public school. I’m just a bit worried,” 
my mom bit her lip. “I’m sure you’ll be 
fine though…” 
 “This is going to be a tough first 
day, but I’ll get through it.” I took a deep 

Rotary Winners 
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Katie Loga 

But October came and the loneliness and 
sorrow got old, so I made a change.  Tech-
nically, my society changed.  This “cool” 
boy, José, came up to me and sat with me 
at lunch.  He said that he lost his cat and 
they were best friends and we started to 
bond.  

I became friends with his friends 
also.  I felt safe for the first time in months.  
I felt wanted.  It was so great.  They are 
athletic, cool and smart.  They asked me to 
join the wrestling team!!!  I didn't know at 
first.  After a lot of thinking, I joined.  

Wrestling is great and I love it.  It is crazy 
how I wouldn't be wrestling if it wasn't for 
this one boy who had a little empathy. 

 In January, I concluded my season 
but tournaments started up.  I was on fire 
and I broke school records.  I was the first 
section champion in school history who 
has only wrestled for a year.  I love wres-
tling and I love my friends, especially José.  
He made people know my name. My name 
is Victor Torres and I finally have the con-
fidence to tell people who I am and what 
I'm about.  
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breath and said goodbye.   
  *    * * 

As I walked up those steps that lead 
to the main entrance, I got a feeling of but-
terflies in my stomach. Why did I even 
think for a second that I could do this?  
 And if I wasn’t worried enough, I 
just realized that I couldn’t read my sched-
ule.  I have no idea where I’m going! This 
can NOT be good. 
 “Hey,” I tapped a girl on the shoul-
der. “Can you tell me where my first peri-
od is?” 
 “Why? Can you not read or some-
thing?” the girl snapped. 
 “N-no, it’s just that-” The girl cut 
me off before I could finish my sentence. 
 “Go back to kindergarten, new 
kid!” She hooted with laughter, like that 
was the funniest thing she had ever said.  
 I turned around and just started 
walking the other way. I knew this was go-
ing to happen. I guess that’s what I get for 
asking for help. 
 I tried to keep the tears from 
streaming down my face. I had five 
minutes before I had to go to my locker. I 
figured that was enough time to find a 
bathroom without asking for help. I looked 
to my right and saw a sign that had a stick 
figure of a girl on it, so I figured that must 
be the girls’ bathroom.  Either that or I was 
walking into the janitor's closet.  

I slowly pushed the door open, hop-
ing that there would be no one in there, and 
to my surprise, there wasn’t. Or at least I 
thought there wasn’t until I heard crying 
coming from behind the last stall. I slowly 

tiptoed over behind the stall and found a 
girl who looked about my age crying a riv-
er of tears.  

“Hi,” I started to introduce myself. 
“I’m Jane, and this is my first day here. I 
was hoping that maybe you could show me 
to my first period. I would be there right 
now, if I was able to read. But I have dys-
lexia, so reading doesn’t come that easily 
to me.” 

“Really?” The girl stopped crying 
for a second. “I thought I was the only 
one.” 

“You have dyslexia too?” I could-
n’t even believe what I was saying. Anoth-
er girl at school like me?! 

“Yeah, but I’m not proud of it. I 
spent my whole life getting bullied at my 
old school, so we had to move here. But 
this school’s no different. I’ve already been 
bullied once today because I can’t read,” 
the girl told me. 

“Me too. All I wanted to do was 
find out where first period is. And I guess 
make a friend. But that seems out of the 
question now.” I looked down at my feet 

“I can do one of those things for 
you.” The girl looked up at me. For the 
first time today, I saw her smile. It was a 
small one, but it was there.  

“Come on,” I grinned “Let’s get out 
of the bathroom and try to figure out where 
we’re going.”  

“On one condition.” She stood up. 
“Friends?” she asked me.  

I smiled a big smile. “Friends,” I 
agreed. 
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The Truth 
 

Whenever I lie 
I cry inside, 

And if they find out 
They let it fly. 

 
I have to hide my secret 

I lie so I can keep it, 
Whenever I lie 

They give me the eye. 
 

It’s easy to lie 
When you have youth, 

This I can’t hide 
I’m telling the truth. 

 
Stephen Moore and Kristen Santos 

Rotary Club Winner 
If Everyone Had Empathy 
If everyone had empathy, 

Oh how different the world would be 
If everyone had empathy, 

Arch rivals could sit together and drink tea 
If everyone had empathy, 

We would all understand who each other really were 
If everyone had empathy, 

The world would be as peaceful as a kitten's soft purr 
If everyone had empathy, 

Bullies would cease to exist 
If everyone had empathy, 

Peace treaties would persist 
If everyone had empathy, 

There would be not one harsh word 

Broken in Happiness 
It consumes my mind 
I can’t spell right 
I’m going blind 
From this happiness tonight 
 
Finally, it has been done 
I’m proud of myself 
For the things I have won 
I smash the shelf 
 
There’s no happiness like mine 
I jump in joy. 
Energy ripples down my spine 
And then I trip on a toy. 
 
I’m still happy 
A broken bone ain’t so bad 
But my mom isn’t happy 
The broken shelf makes her sad 
    Rohan Gupta 
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Nicole  
Zimmerman 

If everyone had empathy, 
Only compliments would be heard 

If everyone had empathy, 
There would be a mutual understanding between all 

If everyone had empathy, 
Friends would rush to friends’ sides as soon as they heard a call. 

But not everyone has empathy, 
So the world is not perfect 

Not everyone had empathy, 
So our society has a huge emotional defect. 

Everyone can have empathy, 
It is a teachable thing 

Everyone can have empathy, 
All will be so happy they’ll want to sing.  

 
Rebecca Herzberg 
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Jane McNally 

Sofia Bruno 
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The sound of a truck rumbling up 
the street snaps me out of my dreams. Its 
low engine grumbles past my window, 
and stops right in front of the Lees' old 
house. It's been two months since Mark 
moved away, since I lost my best friend. 
I decide not to care and go back to nap-
ping. 

I awaken three hours later, when 
my mom tells me to get dressed because 
‘We're having company.’ 

"What company? I never knew 
about this!?" I yelled. 

"We have a new neighbor, and I 
thought it would be kind to invite him 
over for dinner!" was her reply. 

Just one guy moving in? Huh. 
I stumble around my room, 

throw on a pair of skinny jeans and my 
Drake hoodie, a plain white shirt under-
neath.  

"What time is it?" I asked my 
eleven year old sister Sofia, who was 
practicing her flute in her room. 

"6:25. I think he's supposed to be 
here at 6:30, so you have a little bit of 
time to clean up that pigsty you call a 
room!" Her bossy voice radiated from 
the room she was in. 

"I'm blind, Sofia; give me a 

damn break," I snap back at her, earning 
a shout of "LANGUAGE, VERNON!" 
from my mom. 

"Sorry, sorry; I'll keep it G-

rated!" I say as I feel my way to the 
bathroom to brush my teeth. I'm barely 
done by the time the doorbell rings. 

"Welcome, welcome!" My mom 
treats the new guy as if he was an old 
friend she hasn't seen in years, "Make 
yourself at home!" 

Sofia sprints down the stairs, al-
most destroying her flute by dropping it. 
This girl has to learn to put stuff down. 

I hear my mom and Sofia chat-
ting with the new guy, and soon enough, 
Sofia screeches up the stairwell. 

"VERNON HANSOL CHOI, 
GET YOUR BOOTY DOWN HERE!"  

"Okay, okay, wow, I'm coming, 
Miss Megaphone," I replied, and the 
new guy cracks up. 

He has a voice that is kinda high 
for guy standards, and he sounds my 
age, maybe? I probably zoned out think-
ing about him, because Sofia ran back 
up the stairs, grabbed me by my wrist, 
and dragged me downstairs. 

By the end of that ordeal, my 
hair was tousled and messy. The new 
guy was laughing even more. Once he 
regained his composure, he finally 
spoke. 

"Hey, I'm Joshua Hong," his 
voice was smooth, kinda like frozen yo-
gurt? No? Bad example. 

"Vernon. Vernon Hansol Choi, 
as you probably know, courtesy of So-

Cliché 
Maria Haralampopoulos 
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fia," I reply, gesturing to my sister, and 
we both start giggling like two little 
girls. 

"Random question, you sound 
my age-umm.. ugh, God, this sounds so 
awkward.." I start to say, but Joshua un-
derstands completely. 

"I'm twenty-one, but for some 
reason I sound seventeen," he says, 
chuckling because of my dorkiness, I 
assume. Now, I can't tell if I'm red, but I 
can feel the heat rising.  

"As you can see, Vernon has en-
tered the Tomato Phase," Joshua mimics 
one of those guys who voice over those 
animal documentaries, with the fake 
British accent and everything, then dou-
bles over, laughing.  

His laugh reminds me of plums, 
really sweet. It makes me all tingly in-
side. I don’t know what that’s supposed 
to mean. 

"I'm nineteen, and also blind, but 
it's chill, ya know…" I tell Joshua, mak-
ing a peace sign and hoping the redness 
has disappeared by now. 

"Wait, you're blind!?" he pipes 
up. 

I chuckle. "Yeah... I used to go 
up in my backyard when I was four and 
I could see, and I would spot the differ-
ent stars and constellations from the 
treehouse I built. It's cool, but I haven't 
been up that rope ladder for years." I 
break down and start spouting details 
about when I was younger.  

A mischievous tone plays on 

Joshua's words, "Well, wanna go up 
there again? I'll help you, I promise."  

Soon enough, we're outside, the 
cool fall air tickling our cheeks like the 
Earth is giving us kisses, the evening sun 
filtering through my chestnut hair. He 
climbed up the rope ladder first, then 
extended his hands out for me to grab, 
telling me where to step. When his warm 
hands grabbed hold of my cold ones, he 
joked, "Don't worry, there's only a sev-
enty-eight percent chance that I won't 
drop you!"  

I laughed as he pulled me up into 
the treehouse.  

An hour had passed as the two of 
us talked, going down the slide, swing-
ing on the swings and acting as if we 
were young again, as if I wasn't blind 
again. Sofia emerged from the back 
door, carrying a plate of sandwiches and 
her Polaroid camera. 

"I thought you guys might be 
hungry and we didn't want to spoil your 
fun!" I could tell she was smiling. She 
set down the plate up past the rope lad-
der. I heard the click of the camera, and 
I was thinking about yelling at her, but 
Joshua must have seen my expression, 
and gave my hand a squeeze.  

There we were, swinging on the 
swing set, our hands intertwined so we 
wouldn't lose each other. 

Not like I'd ever want to lose 
him, anyway. 

How clichéd. 
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Rebecca Hyams  


