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JEALOUSY 

Inspired by the poem A Road Not Taken  

by Robert Frost  

 

It twists your soul and cuts like a knife, 

It hurts other people and hurts you 

And it haunts you and worsens your life 

Where there is this feeling, there is strife 

Now it’s too late-your life is askew; 

 

You have wrecked your reputation, 

Now there is nothing that can explain, 

The fact that you now have a dictation; 

Over your soul; your own nation 

The good left in you shall not remain, 

What you did cannot be undone 

 

Did you think before you acted?  

What you are doing is not at all fun 

Nobody-not even you-has won; 

Your careless actions make you distracted 

 

Now, after a while, time stands still 

No one will forget what you did 

It twists your soul and cuts like a knife; and 

still 

What this is-it does more than kill 

Your heartless ways good shall forbid 

   Anna Drattell  

 
Poetry Live! Winners 

Stepping on Satin 

Inspired by Mark Strand 

 

Sweat drips from my fingers, 

My toes cramp from floating  

across the wooden floors, 

Arms become wings, 

My nose smells hairspray. 

 

The pancake, on my feet leaves tracks 

My tutu flops 

Up and down. 

The crystals on my head sparkle  

From the  

Bright  

Lights.  

 

Stepping on satin  

Drowning in air 

Flying in water. 

Soon things freeze,  

and there's no more 

show. 

   

Anna Robarts 

Logan  

Ballantyne 
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The Little Dark Stopping Hood 

Inspired by Louise Glück “Gretel in Darkness” 

 

This is a visit I wanted. 

All the good we have done, is now hunted. 

I overhear a wolf howling for his desperate soul,  

A spirit that's filling his hole. 

 

Now, far from mother’s cuddle  

And mom’s voice, in the wolf’s bowel 

We wither, in a biter lemon place 

Why do we still feel his mouthpiece? 

The wolf digesting grandma, digesting life, 

It’s been years, though there is no piercing knife. 

 

No one reacted, not even your grandmother, 

I looked after you though my death was not my druther, 

Your rotten decision, made us perish. 

As the darkness surrounded, as light was cherished.  

But I sacrificed for you, I saw a delicate dove diving from the sky 

Suffocating and turning the land into a battle cry. 

 

My nyctophilia* doesn't mean that I don't need someone 

To be here for me at night when ticklish grass isn't light anymore. 

Is dying the one? 

The one that will make me get out by the door? 

Breathe deeply, grandmother, we’ll find a way, 

To get out from the gluey space… by the end of the day!  

 

 Nyctophilia nyc·to·phil·i·a (nĭk'tə-fĭl'ē-ə)  

n. A preference for the night or darkness.  

    Enora Goarnisson 

Poetry Live! Winner 
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Cooking Code  

 Inspired by Mark Strand “Eating Poetry” 

Programs run from the tips of my fingers. 

There is no happiness like mine. 

I have been cooking code. 

The code instructor does not believe what she sees. 

Her eyes are stunned 

and she walks with her laptop in hand. 

The code is gone. 

The screen is bright. 

The cat is on the grassy plain going right. 

Its voice box purrs. 

Its orange legs move like pistons. 

The startled code instructor begins to breathe in deep and leap. 

She now does understand. 

When I get on my feet and start to dance, 

she applauds. 

I am a new boy. 

I smile at her and bow. 

I prance around in the classroom’s light. 

Arturo Paras     

Poetry Live! Winner 

Michael Weston 
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Lines For Spring 

Inspired by “Lines For Winter” by Mark Strand 

  

Tell yourself 

As cold melds into warm 

And the light bends and crawls along the floor 

That you will go on 

Running, contemplating 

The same thoughts no matter how far you go 

Even if you find yourself- 

Surrounded by burning pink 

Or with the wind rustling 

Through gentle green 

Or by the roaring flow of crystal clear blue 

Today as the sun rises 

Anew 

Think to yourself 

What you hear is nothing 

But the thoughts you carry 

As your stride quickens. And you will never be able to 

Slow down again 

And listen to the hollow sound of an empty wind 

Rustling through endless fields of brown and gray. 

And if it happens that you trip or fall 

And if you find yourself 

Tumbling downwards, or falling silently, 

Tell yourself 

In the final rush of warmth leaving your stone cold lungs 

That there truly was an end 

To the race you ran. 

  

  Alexis Von Albertini Mason 

Poetry Live! Winner 
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            I have a friend who is unique and is 

made fun of by other kids because of this. 

His name is Patrick. We have known each 

other ever since elementary school, back 

when we both went to Mamaroneck Ave-

nue School. Even when we were younger, 

it was harder for him to make friends just 

because he is different. Yes, Patrick had a 

couple of people whom he sat with at 

lunch, but he was pretty lonely and not 

many people said hello to him. Usually if 

people weren't making fun of Patrick, they 

would be ignoring him. However, I always 

made sure I would say hi to Patrick in or-

der to make him feel good especially when 

we came to middle school. Here Patrick 

made a group of new friends, but was 

teased even more.  

              It was an average winter after-

noon, school had already been let out, and 

I was walking home like always. The sky 

was gray, the winds were cold, and the rain 

was sharp like a knife piercing the skin. I 

was passing the playground at the harbor 

when I thought I saw Patrick, so I went to 

go talk to him. As I got closer, I realized 

Patrick had been pinned against the tunnel 

slide by some older high school kids that I 

kind of knew.  

I was uncertain what I should do. 

There were two options. One, I could ask 

the older guys who I barely knew to leave 

Patrick alone, embarrassing myself or, two, 

I could walk away and let Patrick get 

picked on. I didn't know what to do, but I 

had to decide quickly because the situation 

was escalating. They were moving in on 

Patrick like a pack of wolves do to their 

prey. I chose to do the right thing and stand 

up for him, so I walked over to the group 

of guys who were basically men.  

As I made my way over tried my 

best to act big and tough, but on the inside 

I was really drowning in fear. These kids 

were towering over me like skyscrapers do 

to apartment buildings. I practically peed 

my pants as I told them to leave Patrick 

alone. The group of teenagers turned 

around to face me and I stared them in the 

eyes to show them I was not kidding. I was 

quickly freaked out and realized they were 

deciding whether they should pound me or 

leave us alone. I felt my face quickly turn 

bright red and was having second thoughts. 

I was going to turn and leave, then I no-

ticed Patrick’s face nearly in tears, so I 

knew I had to stay. Thank God they decid-

Rotary Club Winner 

Take A Stand 

George Povemba 
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ed to turn away and move on. I was proud of 

myself for what I did, but at the same time 

disappointed because whatever kind of re-

spect these kids had for me was now gone.  

What I did was still totally worth it 

because if I had not jumped in to save Pat-

rick, things would have gotten much worse. 

Patrick was very relieved that I saved him 

because it prevented him from lots of pain 

and humiliation. This event brought us clos-

er as friends and to this day was the nicest 

thing I have ever done. What I did was an 

example of taking a stand and will stick 

with me forever. I believe everyone should 

try this because not only will it make you 

feel good about yourself, but it would also 

help someone else. Standing up for someone 

can make him feel good, help him through a 

hard time in his life, and could even lead to 

a future friendship. Although this experi-

ence was sad, it opened my eyes to see the 

world is not a perfect place and that cruel 

things happen. In order to improve this 

problem of bullying that many people like 

to pretend is not there, we all need to take a 

stand. 

Behind the Sea 

Inspired by Panic! At The Disco 

  

Behind the sea 

A rush of water 

In small,  

Bumpy, 

Waves 

 

The water crashes against the sand 

Disappearing, leaving a trace of shells 

 

The water carries across the horizon 

The sunset bright orange  

Reflecting upon the water 

With a bright, 

Orange, 

Light of fire 

Shining in your eyes 

 

It gives off a sense of power 

The water reflects greatness 

And the sun reflects brightness 

Shining into the soul 

 

Behind the sea 

A land of treasures 

Not minerals, 

But the diamonds of your mind 

 

Behind the sea 

The place to be 

 

Sofia Rosenbaum  

Grace Smith and Anonymous 
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 At first I thought that fairness was all about equality but now I know that that is 

not true. Fairness is not only about equality, sometimes it is about what you need. 

 One example is the text “Fair is Fair” by Sonny Varela. In the text there are 

three animals. One is a hare, one is a giraffe, and one is an elephant. The hare gets a 

handful of food, the giraffe gets a wheelbarrow full, and the elephant gets a whole 

truckload.  

The animals thought that this meant the elephant was loved the most because he 

had a whole truckload, while the hare was loved the least because he only had a hand-

ful. 

The next day when they all got their food they combined it together and separat-

ed it into three equal groups. When they ate it the hare had way too much and so did the 

giraffe while the elephant didn’t have enough. 

As the week progressed the elephant just got hungrier and hungrier while the 

hare and the giraffe just got fatter.  

One day the zookeeper came and asked why they were all so miserable. They 

explained that they thought they weren’t loved. The zookeeper hastily assured them 

how wrong they were. The reason that the hare got the least amount of food was be-

cause he was small and the reason the elephant got the most was because he was so big. 

They were all relieved.  

In conclusion, fairness is not always about equality it is also about what is need-

ed. 

Kernel Essay:  My Journey of Thinking about Fairness 

Anonymous 

Kiera 

Butler 
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 Your life is only as big as you 

make it. 

 There are 195 countries in the en-

tire world. We want to go to as many of 

them as we can. We want to make the 

most out of our limited lifetimes and learn 

about the beauty of the world through our 

mortal minds, because we can’t live in our 

perfect fantasies. The wonders of the 

world are our own mundane magic.   

 In the summer of 2016, my family 

decided to go to Spain. As always, my 

mother would spend hours planning every-

thing: hotels, museums, and train rides. 

Since this was Spain, a very religious 

country, there were many churches that 

my mother wanted to visit. After about a 

week, we had had enough with chapels 

and stained glass. At that point in our trip, 

the next place to visit was a little town 

called Vejer de la Frontera, located on the 

southern tip of Spain.  

 Just to get there, my father had to 

drive in our little rental car up and down 

all of these winding, steep mountain high-

ways. When we entered, we saw that eve-

rything was pure white, like a town at the 

dawn of a fresh snowfall. This little white 

town was highlighted by the flowers on 

peoples’ balconies and the sweet smell of 

mountain air. The village was small and 

cozy, but the land just beyond the border 

was fresh and untouched, reminding me 

that I was in rural Spain, on an adventure. 

We were staying in a little Airbnb 

on the very edge of the town. At first, we 

thought we were in the wrong place. We 

had just gotten out of the rental car where 

the GPS said our Airbnb was.  

“Um, Mom,” I said, as I tapped on 

her shoulder.  I was standing in front of a 

small dirt parking lot, and there were long 

walls stretched out in both directions. In 

front of us was a rusty, metal gate, and 

some chickens were wandering outside on 

the small patches of grass that lined the 

walls. It looked nothing like the nice hotels 

that they have in big cities like Madrid.  

My father found a buzzer alongside 

the gate that brought us to civilization. The 

owner of the Airbnb came to get us. This 

Airbnb was a collection of separate apart-

ment-like houses. He put us in the farthest 

one out, which ended up being amazing. 

Yes, our rooms were super cute, but what 

was the most important part was the view. 

You could see everything from up there. 

My mother had to pull us all inside just to 

unpack our things.  

Even she couldn’t stand to stay in-

side for long. For our dinner, we didn’t 

want to leave, so we just ordered a pizza. 

Yes, my family ordered a pizza in the mid-

dle of our trip in Spain. We sat down on 

two beach chairs on our “front lawn,” and 

sat in silence as we munched on our pizza 

and tried to take in all of our surroundings. 

But of course, because we wanted to go to 

the beach the next day, we were told to go 

inside and get ready for bed. I, not listen-

Exploring My World 

Anabella Pizzurro 
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ing to a word my mother said, stayed out-

side. How was I supposed to want to go 

inside with such a view right out of our 

front windows? 

Up there standing on top of that 

hill, with the wind roaring in my face, I felt 

as if the world was infinite. In every direc-

tion, I saw miles and miles of open land, 

cities, and the beautiful Mediterranean Sea. 

Paragliders littered the sky as the sun be-

gan to set. The sun leaked its lasting colors 

across the skyline, as it began its decline 

over the edge of what I could see. The 

bright red and orange beams of light slow-

ly faded away as they turned into a an om-

bre of blues, greens, and finally the deep, 

intense navy blue of the night sky lit up by 

the twinkling stars and light of the crescent 

moon. The night was filled with the sound 

of the rocking waves as they attempted to 

engulf the sandy beaches. The gusts of 

wind that made my hair fly up made me 

feel as if I was truly alive. My bare feet 

gripped onto the slippery, bright green 

grass. I closed my eyes. This is when I fi-

nally understood why people live. We live 

for moments like these, where we can feel 

the air inside us as we breathe, to feel the 

happiness in our hearts that create the 

smile on our faces, and for the feeling of 

simply existing.  

For me, when I travel to places, it 

always amazes me that there is so much 

more out there in this world. Sometimes, as 

the days go by, your mind seems to take 

control of you, and make you feel like you 

are so limited. But when I go traveling to 

other places, I get to see all the different 

people, cultures, jobs, and ways of life that 

are out there. It is like my reality check, 

showing me that there is so much more out 

there than we realize. When I think about 

the world and all its opportunities, it re-

minds me to hold on.  Sometimes, all we 

need is to be reminded that there is a world 

of opportunities waiting for us out there. 

Valentin Gommichon 
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There is nothing to see or hear, so 

many sounds that are worth hearing. I close 

tired eyes wanting to melt away. I will nev-

er listen to the sound of waves hitting the 

sand, never hear the sound of my feet run-

ning on concrete ground. I will never hear 

any of it. Part of that is somehow okay 

with me: I won’t hear my annoying brother 

complaining to me about everything, the 

sound of my alarm trying to wake me in 

the morning. Somehow, through this terri-

ble time, I have found comfort in not 

hearing anything. It’s like I’m drowning 

in a deep blue sea, I can’t swim, only 

sink deeper into emptiness. No one is 

here to pull me up as the waves wash 

over me. No one is here, no noise and 

sounds. 

The sun is shining through my 

window, but no birds are chirping; well, 

not that I know of anyway. I don’t see 

any birds flying and I definitely wouldn't 

hear them. It’s so strange to not hear any-

thing and even more strange to know that 

I will never hear again. It’s never going 

to change, there is no cure to make this 

go away. The worst part of this is that I 

could get run over by a car and not even 

know until it’s over me. 

I could die because of this.  

Everything is so uncertain now 

and I can’t make it stop. The one thing 

that I know for sure is that I am in my 

room. I close my eyes and it all comes 

back to me. Someone’s hand pushing me 

into the glass. The light from the ceiling 

growing dark with each slow breath that 

leaves my lungs. There are people in the 

background of wherever I am. 

I jump up, hitting my head on the 

very low ceiling. Sweet falls from my 

shoulders and onto my sheets. “I’m going 

to have so much fun living,” I whisper to 

my mirror putting my hands on my head. 

Noise and Sounds 

Anonymous 

Sydney Pignalosa 
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Shakespearean Sonnets 

Sonnets are 14 lines long, 10 syllables per line,  

with a rhyme scheme of ABABCDCDEFEFGG 

Brasil Em Pouca Palavras* 

Fireworks were blowing up in the sky; 

Yet, it was three days before New Year’s Eve. 

The açaí* was right before my eye, 

The line was long, but not hard to believe. 

Strawberries with leite condensado*; 

Açaí with those things make a great pair.  

When the waitress came, I said, “ ‘Brigado.”* 

Fortunately, there was no strand of hair. 

This extensive break from school was long due. 

Açaí na tigela* is so great, 

You need to try it, I’m telling you to. 

That very same night I only ate, ate; 

Açaí is good, if you have one cup, 

But do not have too much, you may throw up.  Daniella Uvaldo 

 

     

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

*Brasil In A Few Words 

*açaí - Brazilian berry-like fruit; it comes from the Amazon Rainforest. 

*leite condensado- condensed milk, used in a lot of Brazilian desserts. 

*’Brigado - usually spelled “obrigado” and it means thank you. 

*Açaí na tigela-  dessert, with an ice cream-like consistency, made with acai, usually 

served with toppings like strawberries, condensed milk, bananas, granola, fruits 

Jordan Davis 
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Oh, how I love my good ole chicken nugs! 

Eat ‘em from Mickey D’s with some crisp fries. 

Chicken nuggets are cuter than lil’ pugs. 

You’ll never be better, even if you try. 

Shall I enjoy thee with some condiments? 

Maybe some ketchup, mustard, ooh Szechuan! 

Oh no! How could I? That’s Eve with Satan? 

Or like the president’s spray tan gone wrong. 

Dinosaurs, stars, and hearts: all shapes galore! 

More than my grandma’s cookie cutters; 

All of those shapes in one big drawer. 

Oh, how my nugs make my stomach flutter. 

I’d never treat nuggets as my children; 

I like t’eat them; nugs are too important. 

   Anonymous 

Tea Vitale 

Team 6-4  

Ms. Lopez 
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Rotary Contest Winner 
Alex Nagin 

The story of my courage to take a 

stand begins at Murray Avenue Elemen-

tary School in Westchester, New York. 

 “Come on bro! Let’s go spray this 

silly string at the girls! It’ll be sick!”  

This was my “friend” Matt, affirm-

ing my masculinity, which was oddly im-

portant to me at the time.  

“What if it gets in their eyes?” I 

responded, with a slight sense of urgency 

and concern.  

“Why? You afraid?” Matt respond-

ed. I insisted that I wasn’t.  

“Alright, let’s go!” Matt said. As 

soon as we sprayed the string, the girls 

were furious.  

“What the heck?” Liv said. 

 “Come on, it was just a joke!” I 

responded.  

“Let’s go,” Liv shouted to her other 

friends. I automatically thought to myself:  

“Was that really worth it Alex? Is 

this really who you want to be?” At this 

point in my life, I had been having similar 

thoughts for quite some time as I struggled 

to figure out who I wanted to be. Fast for-

ward a few years later to middle school --- 

the most complex and confusing years of 

my life. By this point in time, I had admit-

ted to myself that who I was in elementary 

school was not who I was going to be in 

middle school. This was the moment I re-

alized that my self-identity was ever-

evolving and this became the theme of my 

sixth grade year. 

There was one particular day in 

sixth grade that really exemplified a pivot-

al moment in the shaping of my identity, 

where I learned to take a stand.  Along 

with feeling confused by my sexual orien-

tation, I was simultaneously concerned 

about my body image. As part of my re-

quired gym class, I also had to use the 

boys’ locker room. One day, I was chang-

ing in the stalls, a spot I considered safe 

from judgment and secluded from the out-

side world, but on this day, it represented 

neither of these characteristics. While 

changing, I overheard the footsteps and 

chatter of eighth graders outside. All of a 

sudden, I saw a hand reach under the stall 

door and swipe my clothes. I heard giggles 

and murmurs and then total silence. There 

I was, standing in a locker room stall, stark 

naked, with nothing to wear but a sweat-

shirt that was rolled up in a ball behind 

me. After a few moments, I took a deep 

breath and decided that I wasn’t going to 

succumb to the immaturity of my peers, so 

I wrapped the sweatshirt around my waist 
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and ventured outside into the larger locker 

room. I opened my locker, put on my regu-

lar clothes, and went to my next class. 

From this moment on, I decided there was 

no more hiding, no more pretending. I felt 

brave and finally powerful enough to stand 

up for myself. Again, I felt reaffirmed that 

my identity was not stagnant, and contin-

ued to evolve.  

My life continued to feel more pur-

poseful and joyful from that day forward. 

With my newfound clarity and inner-

strength, I finally worked up the courage to 

come out to my family as gay. After com-

ing out, life started to make sense and the 

puzzle pieces of my identity began to fall 

into place. I felt confident in the path I was 

paving for myself and my chosen group of 

friends. I realized the power in not hiding 

one’s truth and how eye-opening of an ex-

perience it was to finally live an authentic 

life. As a result, I became a more complex, 

proud, passionate, cultured, strong, inclu-

sive, and open-minded person and learned 

an important life lesson: when we start to 

live authentically is when we really be-

come the captains of our own happiness.  

Although my life story so far has 

been chock-full of challenges and self-

discoveries, I have come to appreciate just 

how transformational and powerful it can 

feel to live one’s truth. By living my truth, 

I am not only living more authentically, but 

also positively impacting my community.  

Living my truth means being proud 

of who I am. Living my truth means inspir-

ing others to do the same. Living my truth 

means not shaming anyone for who they 

are or who they aspire to be. Living my 

truth means being inclusive and kind. Liv-

ing my truth means constantly challenging 

myself to step outside my comfort zone. 

Living my truth means embracing others’ 

cultures and beliefs, even if different from 

my own. And living my truth, means tak-

ing a stand for myself, and my peers. 

Anonymous 
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Rotary Winner 

Feel Free To Ride 

Sadie Yoder 

 I want to be something, but my 

mom wants me to be something else. 

I clench my fist in desperation to be 

a rider. A horseback rider. I love the risk, 

the danger, the thrill. The feeling of being 

The Flash. As fast, strong. I can do that on 

a horse. Just to be one with the horse. The 

smell of dust. Everything all coming to-

gether. I wish I could say the same for my 

mom. She wants me to be a vet. Has she 

ever asked me?  

  I sat in the middle of my bed, day-

dreaming about me on my horse Lepus. He 

was named after one of the great constella-

tions. His constellation looks like bunny. I 

named him this particular one because he 

is as fast as a rabbit, and can fly like a hare. 

The wind in my face, my hair streaming 

out, the feeling of being in the air. That’s 

Kentucky for you, open ranges for miles. I 

was lost in my train of thought when my 

mom called. Here we go, I thought. 

“Pegs, how was your day?” My 

mom yelled to me from her room.  

“Good, can I go ride Lepus?”  

“Fine, just don’t forget to do your 

online courses for veterinary school!”  

“Okay, bye!” 

I rolled my eyes muttering some-

thing. I keep telling myself stay calm, cool, 

and collected. My mom is all I have, con-

sidering my dad left us when I was four. 

Guilt. That feeling of pain, a punch right to 

my stomach. I pushed those thoughts away.  

I thrust open the door quietly to the 

horses and ponies. Their musky smell 

filled me with joy. This is what I am meant 

to do, I thought to myself. No way am I 

supposed to be a vet. As I was walking 

down to the stall I decorated, vibrant colors 

all flowing together as one, I passed Shas-

ta’s stall. She nudged me for carrots. Her 

pink nose hit my hand. I had to laugh. She 

was a funny little pony! When I finally fin-

ished my “reuniting” with Shasta I walked 

down to the end stall. 

“Hi boy,” I cooed, “ready for a 

ride? Let’s go down to the gully near 

Mountain East Rd.” 

He nickered in reply. I brushed out his 

silky smooth mane. His colors black and 

white, like a galaxy filled with stars. His 

eyes one as blue as the sky, the other green 

as grass. My heart filled with affection, I 

love Lepus just as I love my mom. He real-

ly was one of the family. He was like the 

sibling I never had.  I rushed straight to the 

tack room gathering the black saddle pad 

in my arms. His special girth strung around 

my neck. His polished white bridle that I 
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washed yesterday. Everything seemed so 

right. Being a vet just seems so wrong. I 

clenched my free fist, and clutched the bri-

dle tighter. How can I make my mom see 

that I don’t want to be a vet!? I walked out 

of the tack room, angry with myself for 

allowing me to get so mad in the barn. I 

jogged down to Lepus’s stall, those 

thoughts aside. I tacked him up, giggling 

as he ate his hay. When I tightened his 

girth, he started to expand his stomach. We 

call this bloating.  

“Jeez Lepus,” I told him, “Please 

stop you always make my life harder when 

I try to tighten your girth.” But I had to 

laugh. 

Next the bridle. This part was al-

ways fun. Of course, I found myself beg-

ging for mercy, 

“No Lepus, I just cleaned that, why Lepus, 

just why?” 

I finally managed to get the bridle 

on. Done, I thought. I have a deep devotion 

for riding. How can someone live if they 

can’t ride? My favorite part is feeling free. 

When you are free there is no one to talk 

to. No one to complain to, and no vet stuff. 

I walked Lepus out, his mane flowing 

around him. He was the most magical, fan-

tastic horse I had ever seen. I lead him up 

to the mounting block. I stuck one foot in, 

and swung myself over. I let him have 

some rein as I urged him for a small slow 

trot.  

As I reached the gully, I let him fly. 

I mean gallop. He was so fast. The wind in 

my face, my ponytail streaming out behind 

me. I love this part, the green grass on his 

strong feet. The feathery stuff on his hoofs 

I know would have to be brushed out. I 

trusted him with my life. Nothing can get 

in the way of me and him. I slowed him 

down to a fast canter, and spotted our 

jump. Directed him straight to it. I looked 

right between his ears. We flew over that 

log. When you jump, it’s the best feeling 

in the world. I heard his hooves hit the 

ground. I gently lowered myself in the sad-

dle. Lepus can make it feel like you can 

jump ten feet! I asked him to slow down. 

We did that jump so much more. He 

jumped the jump until the once blue sky 

turned pink. It was the rosy orange color 

that I love so much. Sunset, I thought. It 

was 6:45. Me and Lepus turned back. Soon 

I would get to see his constellation. I let 

him go at a pace, a lope, a small canter. I 

found the black mounting block. I slowed 

him down to a walk, and dismounted. I 

lead him in his stall, and de-tacked quick-

ly. I grabbed some hay from the food cart, 

and dropped it in his stall. The straw like 

feel that all the horses love to eat. He nick-

ered in thanks. I ran inside, and started on 

the online courses. He kept popping into 

my mind. I realized I can’t be a vet. I have 

to follow my own dreams, I need to take a 

stand.  

“Mom,” I called, “Can I tell you 

something?” 

“Sure, Pegs, just a second.” I took a 

deep breath. This was my chance. I heard 

footsteps approach. Here we go, I thought.  

“Mom, I can’t be a vet! I have to 

take my stand. I need my own voice, I 

don’t want to be a vet. I want to ride.” 



19 

“Oh,” She said. “Peggy, this is what 

I thought you would say, of course. I’m 

sorry.” I reached for my mom.  

“Thank you,” I murmured. I pulled 

her in. All of my fears, worries gone. I 

cherish my mom because she’s all I 

have.  I said this between the tears that 

were streaming out but, “Mom can I go for 

another ride?”   

“Sure, just feel free to ride.”       

Sometimes I like to look 

up at the birds in the sky 

And imagine what it would be like 

if only I could fly. 

 

I'd rise into the blue 

and feel the cool breeze in my hair, 

I'd soar above the hatred 

just forgetting it was there. 

 

I'd dart between the rooftops 

like a twisting, red, tile maze, 

I'd jump over my problems, 

No longer in a sleepy daze. 

 

I'd glide along the clouds 

and see what beauties I would find, 

I'd drift away from fear 

leaving it all behind. 

 

I'd tumble down to earth 

for worse, maybe for better 

It doesn't matter, 'cause I know 

that nothing lasts forever. 

 

Sometimes I like to look 

up at the birds in the sky 

And imagine what it would be like 

if only I could fly. 

 

But, for now, I think I'll stay 

sitting here on the ground, 

Staring at the sky 

happy, safe and sound. 

 

   Ava Grieves 

 

Ava Greisberg 
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Listen to a Life Contest Winner 

Caitlyn Carpenter 

http://www.legacyproject.org/contests/winners.html 

In a charming home located in 

Hamden, Connecticut, a little girl took her 

seat upon a dormant radiator. She watched 

tentatively as her mother patiently taught 

her the secrets of the kitchen. 

Many years prior, before the little 

girl was even born, her mother won the 

equivalent of what is now nearly two thou-

sand dollars thanks to her elite pie-making 

skills. She wished to pass down those skills 

to her daughter. Her daughter is my grand-

mother. 

Now 76, my grandmother uses the 

handwritten recipes of her mother to re-

member the beautiful woman who raised 

her all those years ago. You see, my great-

grandmother's award-winning pie recipes 

didn't come out of any cookbook. The 

dishes were completely derived from her 

kitchen. That is quite clear when reading 

her recipes, for next to several ingredients, 

the words "watch it" are written. They in-

struct the chef to measure on instinct, ra-

ther than numbers. Additionally, she calls 

for "heaping" tablespoons, and requires the 

chef to "feel" the dough by mixing it by 

hand. 

These quirky little hand-written 

commands are what make the recipes spe-

cial to the now 76-year-old little girl, not 

how the dishes taste. My grandmother still 

uses her mother's recipes and is always 

careful to "watch it" when she is told to. 

For my grandmother, no published recipes 

can ever compare to her mom's. Every dish 

that she makes comes out different than the 

one before, for better or for worse depend-

ing on how she "watches it." 

So really, this is a story about re-

membering. It may not be ground-

breaking, but it's special. It shows how 

time-old tradition, and a couple of funny 

words, can preserve a legacy of beautiful 

women, memories of a girl atop a radiator, 

and a series of truly unique desserts. 

Sami Siegel  
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    It’s been three years since Lennie’s death. 
Three years since I shot him in the head. The 

memory still haunts me at night; there are days 

when it feels worse than the day it happened. I 

deserve it, though. I was so mean to him. 
    “George?” My wife’s voice brings me back 

to reality.  

    Sophia has long, brown, wavy hair and 
chestnut eyes with a black highlight around 

them. She’s tall, tan-skinned and beautiful. Her 

voice is like… like a warm fire in the dead of 
winter: a relief. We met in a grief group. She 

was having a hard time living after her broth-

er’s murder; she had no one else. 

    Sophia kneels behind me and put her arms 
around my shoulders and neck and brings me 

into a comforting hug, her pregnant belly 

pressing against my back; my wife and my kid. 
My family. We are kneeling before Lennie’s 

grave: Lennie Small. August 2, 1902 - August 

26, 1935.  
    “You did a good thing,” my wife says. “You 

put him out of his misery. This world was too 

much for him.” She tries to comfort me. She 

always does. 
    “I know. I know.” I told my wife everything: 

about how Lennie and I grew up together, how 

we wanted to move to a little place… how I 
shot him. When I told my story to her, she did-

n’t look at me like I was a kicked puppy, she 

looked at me… like… she could see I didn’t 

want to do it, she could see my suffering. And I 
love her for it. 

    For a long time, we just stand there. Then, I 

fell soft bumps in my back and I turn around 
fast, my eyes widened. I see Sophia smile, too. 

She grabs my hand and, gently, places it on the 
place in her belly where she felt the bump. I 

feel it again. 

    “Damn,” I say. “He’s strong as a bull.” 

Strong as a bull. I said that about Lennie one. 
“Do you think it would be okay, if the baby is a 

boy, that we call him Lennie?” I ask. My wife 

stares at me for a moment, then smiles. 
    “Of course it is.” We both laugh. 

    “You hear that Lennie?” I ask to the grave. 

“We’re gonna call our kid after you.” I start 
crying. I don’t know why, I just do. My wife 

wraps her arms around me and rests her head 

against mine. I give her a kiss on the cheek and 

then I look at Candy’s grave. “Thank you for 
your help,” I say.  

We get up and walk back to the house. 

The house I wanted to get with Lennie, I got 
with my wife: We have a little orchard, a small 

barn, chickens, rabbits, pigs and cows. The 

house wasn’t too big nor too small. The living 
room has a nice, brown couch and a leather 

armchair. It has a small fireplace that we light 

when it gets cold, a window facing some hills 

and some Symbolism drawings that my wife 
drew when we first moved in, two years ago. 

The living room and the kitchen are joined to-

gether. The kitchen isn’t much. One big oven 
under a stove, lights that hang from the ceiling 

and a counter made out of wood. Then you go 

to the second floor: There are three rooms, my 

wife and mine, the baby’s room and a guest 
room. There are two bathrooms on the top floor 

and another one down the stairs.  That’s it. 

Like I said: not much. But it’s home.  
It’s enough for me. 

George, Three Years After 
Based on Of Mice and Men 

Victoria Verdeguer 
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Rebecca Hyams 


