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1.  INTRODUCTION  

Judith Berry Griffin, President, Pathways to College  
 

  
 Welcome to the 2017 issue of Scholar  Voices, the literary 
magazine of Pathways to College. 
 We are so very pleased to share the creativity of our Scholars.  
Because their words and images are striking and affecting in so many 
ways, selecting those to highlight was, as always, a joy as well as a 
stimulating challenge.    
 We know that expressing ideas is not always easy – even if the 
ideas are important and eagerly communicated.  But we continue to say 
that self-expression of all kinds is well worth the effort!  Writers and 
artists through the centuries have shared their thoughts and passed 
their ideas and stories on to people they would never meet but to whom 
they have given invaluable gifts of knowledge, inspiration, insight and 
enjoyment.  All of these gifts came to life in the same way – with an idea 
and the urge to keep it alive by sharing it with others.  Scholar  Voices is 
our way to offer the gift of our Scholars’ stories and ideas to many 
others, both within and beyond the Pathways to College family.   
 And to our Scholars:  continue to tell your stories in writing, 
speaking and in art of all kinds.  In whatever form you choose to share 
them, your ideas are more important than you will ever know.  
 

We are your cheerleaders!  Keep sharing!  
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WINNER  ς PHOTO OF PEOPLE/ANIMALS  
 

No Longer Thirsting  

Daquan N., New Tech Innovative Institute, Grade 11 

 

 
 

Simple acts can mean so much.   
Today, as I drink from a fountain that’s free from labels,  

the water somehow tastes a little sweeter. 
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WINNER  ς POETRY 
 

Itõs Obviously An Odyssey of Absolute Autonomy  
Ghammam M., James Hillhouse High School, Grade 12  

 
Ghammam, this name has its own geodesy it’s obviously an odyssey of 
absolute autonomy.  
Possibly a dichotomy differencing poverty from politics.  
I don’t mean politicians with their paper-thin policies. 
I mean real politics like, “can we eat tonight possibly?”  
I mean real poverty like when you’re living under sovereignties who ask 
for money monthly from your mother who wants to feed her kids 
properly.  
I mean an economy which works your father hourly, who comes home 
looking dourly but has sufficient energy to tell me that he’s proud of 
me. 
 
I mean a system which judges your pigment more than your prospective 
capacity. 
I’m talking about the pre-emptive propaganda that propagates the 
prejudice of people by presenting pictures of terrorists.  
The terror is, was, trying to associate but all they do is tolerate 
because to them you’re just Mephistopheles, to them it’s you who 
toppled it.  
Apparently, we’re all homogenous; it’s getting quite monotonous 
explaining that we’re just some kids, not monstrous.  
We’re quite generous and some are quite adventurous, but no; “quiet 
you’re all dangerous.” 
 
The danger was going to school with major brats whose words hurt 
more than paper cuts, words that tried at shaping us with gaping cuts.  
Even when we are escaping you just won’t stop chasing us. 
You’re everywhere, everywhere with overbearing questionnaires that 
make me want to tear my hair.  
But “life is fair” I hear you say while you eat out of your chinaware I 
barely have some kitchenware. “I want to be a billionaire,” I tell my 
mother.  
She smothers me in her soothing arms and it calms the calamity 
clawing its way out of me.  
She says success is what she wants made from me, but no matter what 
she’s proud of me.  
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I close my eyes and fall asleep and without a sound she weeps for me 
like the prayers she keeps for me.  
 
I wake with resolutions deep in me; that is what change means, that is 
what Ghammam means. 
I still grew with the compressing suppression of the depressing 
aggression and showed up on top with impressive succession.  
That is what Ghammam means.  
A synonym for opposition whose disposition brings about the abolition 
of abatable allegations.  
Waiting for the greatness that comes with deliberate lateness.  
Whose artfulness is as apparent as his awkwardness which is an 
appropriate alternative to his awesomeness.  
That is what Ghammam means. I 
 am what Ghammam means.    
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WINNER  ς SHORT STOR Y 
 

The Real Monster  
Lashon P., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 11  

 
 Subject 9852 was its name. A stubborn creature that was 72 full 
earth moons was causing quite a commotion in my workplace. With the 
discovery of Dimension X, we have found an infinite energy source: the 
energy came from the fear felt by beings that dwelled in this 
dimensional plane.  Dr. Hogben taught us how to harness that energy 
and which of those beings to target. The energy of the highest quality 
came from the species that dominated the dimensional: Homo Sapiens. 
However, the era of darkness quickly ended when Dr. Boogie Van 
Argent emerged with his knowledge of Dimension X. He called the 
species “human beings” and told us to target the not-yet-fully-
developed beings of the humans; the children. He taught us to target 
children because the fully developed humans wouldn’t retaliate if we 
did.   
 As expected, Dr. Boogie Van Argent was correct. For years we 
crept our ways into the children’s’ sectors, hid in their storage units, 
and under their sleeping nests. We struck fear into their hearts, 
collected our energy, and left. The children would be left unscathed, 
so we could extract more fear from them the next moon. However, 
subject 9852 was different. We couldn’t extract fear from it despite 
our best efforts. We sent in our fear best extractors, but they 
couldn’t seem to scare the brat.    
 As the manager of the East Facility, it was my task to find a way 
to extract the fear from the child. I always found the extraction 
process quite bothersome and not worth my excellences. However, 
since my insolent subordinates couldn’t get the job done, it was my 
responsibility. Before I was deployed, I made sure to sharpen my fangs 
and lubricate my tentacles.    
 When I was deployed, I slithered into the closet and activated my 
crimson eyes like protocol. Right away, subject 9852 discovered my 
presence; however, it didn’t acknowledge me. I slithered under its 
sleeping nest, trying to take a less direct approach. It again didn’t 
react, which was starting to get under my scales. It was time to pull 
out the big guns and actually make contact with the child. I took my 
lubricated, clammy tentacle and ran it across the cheek of the child.   
 I failed to obtain a reaction from the child. At this point I was  
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infuriated.  How could this insignificant worm shrug me off as if I were 
some type of puny fly? It was time to get serious, and draw blood. I 
wasn’t going to use my trump card since the subject was not only 
engaging me physically, but was making a mockery of me. Believing that 
any creature would fear me if I caused it physical harm, I decided to 
use my electrical pulse powers to shock the child and inflict physical 
pain. 
 I charged up my powers until an aura of violent, violet lighting 
surrounded my body. Now panting, I looked at the child, starting to 
attack, when I heard the voice of an older being in the house. The 
sound caught me off guard, my electrical pulse powers deactivated and 
the child pushed me out of the way. Subject 9852 then yelled at me, 
“Move monster! Me not scared of you!” after retreating under its 
sleeping nest.  
 My fear extractor gadget was filled to the brink with energy but I 
knew the child couldn’t be scared of me.  Normally, when our extractor 
gadget is full, we are to leave the dimensional immediately; 
nevertheless, I was intrigued by the creature that could strike fear 
into Subject 9852 when I couldn’t. It didn’t seem right. I was the best 
extractor my faction had to offer. Something wasn’t quite right and I 
couldn’t shake this uneasy feeling.  
 I slithered my way back into the storage unit and waited for the 
older being to come into the room. When the being came into the room 
it reeked of human intoxication.  It started thrashing about the room, 
flipping over the tables and shouting.  He made his way through the 
room as if he were looking for something. I charged up my powers when 
he started to reach for the storage unit. But as soon as he reached for 
the door, he turned away because he saw the child. He quickly ran over 
to Subject 9852, yanked her into the air, and struck her multiple 
times.   
 That’s when I realized that Subject 9852 was scared of a real 
monster.  
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WINNER  ς ESSAY 
 

Learning To Embrace Myself  
George D., James Hillhouse High School, Grade 12  

 
Confiding in my friends has made me feel comfortable and 

more confident in who I really am. I get to express the concealed 
feelings and present myself the way I actually want to with others. I’m 
finally unbothered about unwanted opinions. They don't define who I 
am, and I’m the me I want to be!    
      I was insecure about myself. Oblivious to what was going on, all 
I knew was to be a well behaved boy in school.  I tried to be like 
everyone else and fit in. Then things got a little more complicated. I 
tried to be in competition, look satisfying with cool shoes, hair done; 
be friends with the cool kids and have a pretty girlfriend. Sometimes 
it didn't matter because I was still judged and interrogated; often I 
was shot by disrespectful words. I buried myself so deeply. I was too 
embarrassed and ashamed. It felt like I had nobody to turn to. I 
couldn't even turn to my family. I thought they wouldn't understand 
me or try to. Especially when my father was still present, he never 
forced me to do anything, but tried to shape me into the man he 
wanted me to be. 

 I was in 7th grade when he passed away which made things a 
little bit more austere. I didn't want to be a burden to my mother, so I 
swallowed my emotions and moved on and acted like my father’s death 
wasn't a factor. My mother and I shared practically everything with 
each other. I was her diary. She always told me I was a great person 
to talk to.  She wasn't always completely open to talk about all of her 
issues because they were habits she wasn't at all proud of. I was too 
young and she didn't want to upset me. It made our connection 
stronger and all I wanted to do was to make her happy and be happy 
with her. To me, part of that meant to just shift my feelings.  
       Walking into high school was entering level one of my self-
development. Freshman year I was practically prancing through the 
tulips not really having an issue with who I was, just going through the 
motions, enjoying school and being on the track team. This membership 
had a huge impact on my growth as a person. Sophomore year was the 
roughest. I was losing every bit of confidence I had in myself because 
I didn't think I was excelling in track, keeping my grades up, and not 
being completely honest with myself on and off the track. My coaches 
told me to be honest with myself.  
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I took that, let it marinate, and that's when it hit me. I knew 
my actions didn't match my words. That summer going into Junior year 
I put the work in physically, and it showed. I reached my goals and 
then some. I told myself I have to continue being honest. In spring of 
Junior year I shared with one of my very close friends who I really am. 
One by one, I told all my friends. They treated me no differently. 
They embraced the person I really am.  
    I am now a person who is not afraid to let people know who he 
is because they aren't going to be the ones to determine what makes 
me happy and successful in life. There is only one person who doesn't 
know the real me - my mom - because I haven't found the right time. 
Sad to say, but I'm afraid because I feel she has different 
expectations for me. It might be a little hard to accept, reading this 
and finding out that I prefer broad shoulders with a chiseled chin and 
a handsome face. 
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WINNER  ς PHOTO OF PLACES/OBJECTS  
 

Adolescence  

Denzel S., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 10 

 

 
 

The sense of adolescence in the adult world 
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HONORABLE MENTION -  POETRY 
 

Success 
Kalynn H., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 10 

 
For all the people saying I'm not gonna make it  

Fake it and misplace it 
Karma is gonna make you take the things you say back  

It's payback 
You wishin’ you could rewind like a playback 

And change that  
 

It's no stopping me  
Life is like a game of Monopoly  
If you try to take my property  
I'll make you take 3 steps back  

And make you wish you never crossed me  
It's all me  

I'm going to be successful  
And there's no stopping me  

 
When I get hurt, I get back up  

I'm always gonna come back  
And stack up  

As a student athlete  
I need to get my track stuff  

 
Success is the only thing on my mind  

I need to use my time  
I can't take it for granted  

It's for my advantage  
In a couple of years I’ma be on a college campus 

 
They don't want me to be on my game  

It's a shame  
Really it's lame  

But who's to blame  
We need to lift each other up  

‘Cause it's tough enough in the world  
Especially for a black girl  
With big beautiful curls  

 
It's not easy doing right  
Sometimes I lose sight  

Of what I need to win this fight  
‘Cause sometimes it's not sunny through the stormy weather  

I see cases like mine on the regular  
But just know I'm better  

I'm a go getter  
I’ma be successful 

Even if it is stressful  
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HONORABLE MENTION – SHORT STORY  
 

More Than a Dog  
Angela F., West Side Campus, Grade 10 

 
The sun's rays stretched out across the sky, warming the 

earth as it rose. It followed its routine as it did every day, settling 
high in the sky and painting it a soft amber and rosy pink. Inevitably, 
all the animals of the woods awakened as the sun's light reacquired the 
sky and dismissed the darkness that once filled the woods. An owl 
could be seen perched on a branch in front of the house. He stretched 
out his wings, letting the warmth creep between his many feathers. 
The owl began his day as he did every day, flying to the windowsill of 
the house to observe the events that unfolded inside. He enjoyed 
watching the family that lived there, and their daily events.  

The mornings were always similar; the shuffling of feet 
throughout the house, the smell of breakfast seeping through the 
cracks and windows, and voices carrying messages like, “Time for 
breakfast,” or “Has anyone seen my shoes?” A daily ritual that always 
ended with the family leaving the house, getting into the car, and 
driving up the road until they vanished into the horizon, returning in 
the evening.  

The owl enjoyed watching this every day, but what he found 
most compelling was what took place in the house after the family left. 
The owl peered through the window, and there it was, the familiar 
sight of a dog sitting in front of the door, motionless with its eyes 
fixed on the knob. She patiently waited for the family to return, 
hoping every slight sound or movement beyond the door was her 
beloved owners. It was always such a sight to the owl, seeing the 
devotion and love she had for them, and over the years he began to 
admire her. The owl gave one last glance at the dog, and then returned 
to the woods to tend to his daily affairs. 

As the sun began to lower in the sky, the owl began to fly back 
to the house, eager to see the joyous reunion of the family and their 
dog. It was his favorite part of the day. The experience of witnessing 
an occurrence with the presence of such plenary love was like no other; 
it was almost magical. He approached the house and noticed the car 
was not in its normal spot in the driveway. He looked into the house, 
and the dog was in the same spot as earlier that morning, but now she 
was lying down with her head resting on her paws. She had a gloomy 
look on her face as she gazed at the door.  
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The owl waited with the dog for the family to return, and as he 
sat staring into the house, his eyes closed and he drifted to sleep. 
When he awoke, it was night time. He looked around into the darkness. 
The blackness concealed his surroundings, but when he focused harder, 
he was able to make out an empty driveway. He tried to see inside the 
house, but no lights were on, and it was pitch black. The sound of keen 
howling echoed from the house, and carried throughout the woods, 
bringing heart-wrenching sadness to all who heard it. The owl 
sympathized with the dog, and was filled with sorrow, knowing that she 
was in distress. He wanted to help alleviate her misery, but there was 
nothing he could do. He flew into a tree and looked down at the house, 
hoping the family would arrive soon.  

Suddenly, a bright light shined on the owl's face. He was filled 
with joy at what he saw. The family's red minivan was driving up the 
winding road. The owl peered closer through the dark, and saw that 
the once smooth, red metal that covered the car was now smashed and 
bent. He looked through the window and saw the familiar faces of the 
family inside. He flapped his wings in excitement. The family filed out 
of the car, and a small girl ran to the front door.  The skin on her head 
was stained red. The owl watched as they made their way inside the 
house. The girl fell to her knees, and the dog ran into her arms. A tear 
rolled down her face, as they sat on the floor hugging each other. The 
owl could feel the abundance of the love in the room as he looked in. 
He sat and watched the family and their beloved pet throughout the 
night. 
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HONORABLE MENTION -  POETRY 
 

Untitled  
Katie T., Arts High School, Grade 11 

 
I’m number 3! Who are you? 
Always the last to be picked  
Always the first to give up  
Never deemed as enough! 
I’m number three. Who are you? 
You know that person who’s always surrounded by other people but out 
of place 
Yeah…. Not me  
I embrace the quiet and cherish the silence 
Not number 2  
Not number 1 
Always number three  
Do not! see me as a lost cub because I am nothing like that 
I am a veiled puma gliding through the forest.  
Observing everything from afar.  
Hiding, watching, learning 
Until I’m ready to release   
I’m number three! Who are You?! 
Do not mistake me as unhappy  
Do not look at me with pity  
Do not misunderstand my logic 
Do not see me as weak  
When I am angry I resemble the deadliest of forest fires!  
And when I am happy I can’t help but smile a smile that is so 
contagious I curve into the start of a heart  
I’m Number three... 
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HONORABLE MENTION – ESSAY 
 

Hope Through the Ages  
Davinya M., New Tech Innovative Institute, Grade 12 

 
 In the Gospels of Matthew, Mark, and Luke, the apostles 

speak of a woman who is described as having an issue of blood.  
Suffering from a hemorrhage lasting for twelve years this woman was 
considered legally unclean.  I can imagine that friends and family 
turned their backs on her, leaving her in a state of alienation and 
hopelessness.  Living a life of repeated disappointments could have left 
this woman feeling hopeless, but the writers go on to say that one day 
she heard about a man named Jesus who was performing miracles. As if 
her life wasn't disappointing enough, she couldn't get through the 
crowds.  Plagued with humility and the pressure of the crowd, this 
woman could have given up at that moment.  However, she said to 
herself, “If I could just touch the hem of His garment.”  In the midst 
of her pain and suffering, she never lost hope; it was this infinite hope 
and faith that healed her and made her whole. 

As our country grapples with issues of poverty, rising 
unemployment rates, educational inequalities, and gun violence, it is 
critical that we take a closer look at Dr. King’s message, for he said, 
“We must accept finite disappointment, but never lose infinite hope.”  
In the struggle to achieve civil rights, Dr. King endured many 
disappointments.  In his fight for social change, Dr. King was bombed, 
beaten, jailed, and even asked to commit suicide.  Many people, black 
and white considered his non-violent movement to be dangerous and 
even ineffective.  Many felt that the “Bloody Sunday” march from 
Selma to Montgomery was cause enough to put an end to the 
movement; they didn't grasp the concept of infinite hope.  

Throughout history, “hope” has been the living water that has 
quenched the thirst of oppressed people.  Like the need for water, a 
people without “hope” will suffer a dehydration of the spirit. This 
model of “infinite hope” has been firmly planted.  Growing up in 
America, every statistic and media image of black girls living in 
communities plagued with high poverty and violence tell me that I will 
have a difficult time succeeding in life.  The odds, they say, are 
“stacked against me” and I should accept finite disappointment. But 
what they don’t know is that “hope” has been rooted in my genetic 
make-up, and as long as I have a voice to speak out for injustice, hands  
to mold a future, and feet to continue to run this race, my hope is 
infinite and I won't allow it to die. 
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HONORABLE MENTION – SHORT STORY  
 

Ivy  
Laila A., West Side Campus, Grade 9 

 
8:20 AM 
  When Ivy Choi looked in the mirror, she saw sad eyes, lips that were 
always in a frown and long black hair that floated in the circular fish 
tank full of water on her head.  Now you see Ivy's problem; she can 
only breathe underwater.  Even though she should've been getting 
ready for school, she sat in front of the mirror, and stared. She 
brought her hands up to touch her face, and only touched glass. 
  When hot tears of frustration fell out of her eyes, they simply 
dissolved into the tank's cold water.  
  "Ivy, what are you doing up there? You should be done; you know the 
drill," her mom said. With that, Ivy grabbed her book bag, walked out 
of her room, and down the stairs.  
*** 
9:15 AM 
   No one looks her in the eye.   
   They avoid eye contact as if her shame is contagious. Ivy lets a sigh 
pass through her lips as she pushes open the doors of Dreamyard Prep.  
A gust of cold air hits her and makes her shiver.  As she walks inside, 
she takes off her blazer, aware of everyone's eyes on her, and 
everything they say. 
  "Her breath probably smells like fish."  
  "I'd kill myself if I had to live like that." 
  The last insult felt like a stab in the back.  She recognizes that voice, 
and the laugh that follows. The sweet-as-nectar voice of Blair Bahktiar 
isn't so sweet when it hurls insults at her former best friend. Ivy 
turns towards Blair, and sees a sneer plastered on her angelic 
features. That sneer only grew wider when she saw the pained look on 
Ivy's face.  
  Ivy turned away, and kept walking toward her locker. Blair and Ivy 
had been best friends since elementary school. Things grew sour the 
summer before high school, when Blair ditched Ivy for the popular 
girls. It still hurt whenever Ivy saw Blair with her new friends. When 
she made it to locker #368, her locker, Ivy let go of a breath she 
hadn't realized she'd been holding.  
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    She punched in her code and opened the locker, and poked around 
inside. When she didn't find what she was looking for, she began a 
frantic search. She heard giggles from behind her, and knew she 
wouldn't be getting her book report back. Blair was the only other 
person who knew her locker combination. There was a tight feeling in 
her chest, and a lump in her throat, as she decided to walk to 
homeroom. 
*** 
11:50 AM 
  Lunch was always hard. Between the “food” and the loneliness, it felt 
like the longest period of the day. Ivy sat where she always did; at a 
table at the back – alone. She was poking at her boiled carrots when 
she noticed little orange flecks falling into her tank.  
 "Thought you might be hungry," a male voice said. Ivy turned to see 
Blair's new boyfriend, whose name she didn't know – with a container 
of fish food in his hand and a devilish look in his eyes.   
  She ran out of the cafeteria with the entire lunchroom's laughter 
fading behind her.  
*** 
2:50 AM  
  She waited until her parents fell asleep to take action. She slid out of 
bed, retrieved the duffle under her bed and shouldered it. She had 
planned this in the months prior and it was time for her to go. She 
tiptoed out of her room and down the stairs into the kitchen. She 
unzipped the duffle, retrieved her goodbye note, and left it on the 
counter. 
  Then she walked through the front door, and closed it behind her. 
*** 
3:15 AM  
  Ivy pulled off her sneakers, and dug her toes into the cool sand. She 
and Blair used to come here all the time. Sometimes she'd take a few 
small goldfish, slip them into her tank, and smile at the childish delight 
on Blair's face. It felt stupid now. Ivy reached into her duffle bag and 
pulled out a hammer and a nail. She put the nail's point on her tank and 
hit it with the hammer.   
  With only a few hits, the entire tank was shattered. The ocean 
breeze felt amazing on her skin. The joy was short lived, because soon 
her breath became labored, and shaky. She ran towards the sea and 
jumped into the waves…Freedom. 
  She swam deeper and deeper into the ocean, exploring. She didn't 
see the shark following closely behind her, until it was too late. 
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HONORABLE MENTION – ESSAY 
 

Ungrateful Daughter  
 Valeria R, Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12 

         
His torn up boots drag mud as he walks from the front door to 

the kitchen, the dust from his clothes irritating my eyes; he lets out a 
huge breath as his aching muscles try to relax by taking a seat.  Still I 
look at him as if it were normal, as if he looks perfectly fine.  I walk 
past him cooking dinner, setting the table and washing dishes.  Never 
once do I lift a finger to help him, never once do I speak a word of 
helpfulness. 

When I was old enough to understand, my father told me about 
his journey to the United States.  He told me about the three times he 
struggled trying to cross “La Frontera” with just some bread and 
water.  He told me he still remembers the intense heat waves hitting 
his neck and shoulders; his skin was red, blotchy and peeling.  He told 
me how his legs became very wobbly and weak still trying to walk for 
another five miles.  He told me about his fear of his life being taken 
away; the fear of never getting to experience a good life for his 
future children and family.  But still I look at him as if he were normal, 
as if he looks perfectly fine.  

When I didn’t help him with those dishes, or with cutting the 
vegetables, or bother to even ask if he was feeling okay, at that 
moment I realized that I was careless of the fact that my father had 
risked his life to be here for me, for me to have the education that he 
never had. I was careless of the fact that he hurt and ached in pain 
every day when he got off work. I was careless of the fact that he had 
to carry, brick by brick.  I was careless of the fact that my dad was 
getting older and weaker. It took me years to realize that my father is 
not normal, nor is he perfectly fine. 

I wasn’t being of much support when my father needed it the 
most; he was there for me and my siblings every step of the way.  He 
stayed home with me when I was sick, he ran to pick me up when I fell 
off my princess tricycle, and he made me ham and cheese sandwiches 
when I was “starving.”  I was blind to the fact that he always had me in 
his thoughts and prayers.  Why couldn’t I do the same for him?  Why 
couldn’t I pray for him as he always did for me?  Why couldn’t I make 
him those fajitas with red and yellow peppers that he loves so much, as 
he has always done for me?  Why does everything he does for me and 
our family look so effortless? 
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I look at him today, his black hair turning white as the years go 
by and the edges around his eyes and sweet smile wrinkling; his face 
angered at the pain he feels whether it is in his back, his arms, or even 
his knees. Today, I walk to the grocery store to buy and make eggs for 
breakfast, I serve my father his meals at the table, and I clean the 
living room on Sunday mornings so he can watch his soccer game 
without the worry of a messy room.  He doesn’t have to break his back 
or even break a sweat; he deserves that much after the seventeen 
years he’s been taking care of me.  I only wish I could’ve realized how 
much of an ungrateful daughter I was, so much earlier.   

 
__________________  

 
HONORABLE MENTION  ς PHOTO OF PLACES OBJECTS 

 
Destruction of a Stereotype  

Jonathan T., New Tech Innovative Institute, Grade 12 
 

 
 

The loudest noises can be heard in libraries.  
This is a place where stereotypes explode, and futures roar. 
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HONORABLE MENTION -  POETRY 
 

Black Privilege d Poem 
Kayla P., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 12 

 
I am black and I am privileged 
I am blackly privileged, I am privilegedly black 
I am a blackly privileged, privilegedly black daughter, sister, cousin, 
niece, friend 
I am a blackly privileged girl 
 
Just so that we are clear, I am not talking about the kind of privilege 
that comes  
by obtaining material things like homes, cars, land, and boats 
I am talking about a privilege that is intangible and non-materialistic 
 
I am privileged to be black 
 
I am privileged to look in the mirror and see my brown skin, 
I am privileged to know that it is attached to a great heritage from 
within, 
To be aware that Maya Angelou, Martin Luther King Jr., Harriet 
Tubman, and all of the greats share this same melanin 
 
I am privileged to be going to school alone, 
To walk into my classroom and sit upon my desk as if it were a throne,  
Because in that seat there are endless possibilities 
Because most of my ancestors were thrown out of school and not 
allowed to learn basic school rules 
 
I am privileged to walk out of my house door, my HOUSE door and look 
at the sun 
The same sun my ancestor worked and sweated under,  
But not because masta told me to  
But because Mama told me to 
 
I am privileged to lie in my room, on my bed, under my blanket, and look 
out of my window to stare at the moon 
The same moon my ancestors were beaten under, killed under, lynched, 
burned, starved, raped, sold and prayed under  
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But I am privileged too that their cries, groans, muffled sobs, and 
heartfelt prayers did not land on deaf ears 
But they landed on the throne of my God 
 
 
I am privileged and I am black 
 
I am privileged to know that my ancestors’ work was not in vain 
Some might have thought that what they were doing was was crazy, 
some might even say insane 
To fight in a battle and not know if there would ever be a victory day 
But I am privileged, and I am sane 
And there wouldn’t be a victory day if you did not fight through the 
pain 
And with this privilege I would like to say thanks. 
 
I am black and I am privileged. 
I am privileged to be black. 

__________________  

HONORABLE MENTION  ς PHOTO OF PEOPLE/ANIMALS  
 

Pets 

Angela F., West Side Campus, Grade 10 

 

 
 

Pets hold a place in our hearts, and we hold a place in theirs. 
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HONORABLE MENTION – ESSAY 
 

Dear Music  
Rianne H., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 12  

 
Dear Music, 
 
Hey, it's me again. Remember that night on the beach last summer? 
You were loudly playing through speakers as we sat on the sand and 
watched the sun set. I don't remember exactly what you were playing 
but you filled the silence with your comforting hums.  
 
Anyway, the point of this letter isn't really to reflect. Or maybe it is, 
I'm not quite sure yet. The point is to say thank you. As I get ready to 
graduate and end one story, I couldn't help but think about all you've 
done for me.  
 
Thank you for keeping my 13 to 15 year old heart beating when there 
seemed to be no point. I remember those days where I'd be so sad 
that I couldn't get out of bed, or those days I spent wondering if I 
even wanted to be alive. Even when I felt completely alone you were 
there. You even helped me meet some of the people who aided you in 
getting me through those times. Your encouraging words and assurance 
that things would get better pushed me to keep going.  
 
Thank you for the bonds I've made with my mom because of you. Our 
concerts together are all memories I'll forever cherish. The days 
she'd play you loudly in the house while cooking breakfast, or the 
nights she'd beg me to dance with her as a fun beat blared through 
our speakers.  
 
Remember that one time I caught a really bad summer flu after going 
to see you with some friends? I was sick for weeks. You told me, 
"Forget about the rain. We're here to party." The weather did not 
want to see us together that night. As it poured rain I stayed; however 
as hail began to come down I knew I had to say goodbye.  
 
Thank you for instilling in me patience, kindness, understanding, and 
positivity. You taught me patience as I had to wait weeks and months 
and years to hear a new song. You taught me kindness and 
understanding by allowing me to hear your different forms and accept 
them.  
 
Though you weren't my first friend, you are one of my best, and I have 
no doubt that you'll always be here. As I prepare to graduate and play 
you loudly, I can't wait to start our next journey together: college.  
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HONORABLE MENTION – SHORT STORY  
 

Cliffhanger  
Imari T., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
 “Hey, hey. Look at me.” 
Somethingõs wrong.  At that thought I erupt in a fit of 

laughter. The irony of that very thought hits me and I can’t stop 
giggling.  I’m bleeding profusely, my fingertips are numb with 
frostbite, and breathing is starting to feel like a task. Of course 
something is wrong. The ringing in my ears hasn’t subsided but I make 
out the screams of Bryce and Zach nearby. Craning my neck and 
squinting my eyes, I expect to see blurred figures making their way to 
me. However, there’s so much wind and snow I couldn’t dream of 
spotting anything.  

“Just hold on, you hear me? HOLD O-” My body is hurled 
forward further down the hill with a whoosh. I’m thrown about 
violently and my hand gets caught in a compromising position under my 
stomach as I roll and hit the snowy ground once more. The sharp SNAP 
might have been heard if the wind weren’t so loud. 

The storm, you could say, settles and I’m once again lying in the 
snow, unmoving. My face is to the ground but I scream anyway. It’s 
loud and raw and unsatisfying. I’m alone, I know that now. There is no 
Bryce. There is no Zach. It’s just me here. I can hear their voices in 
my head but it’s not them, it can’t be. They died further up the 
mountain and I’ll follow soon. 

 “Ronnie.” My name, like a whisper. From a mouth that isn’t my 
own, taunting me. But there’s no one here. With a huff, I lift myself up 
slightly with my good hand. I’m able to turn my head to look around 
before I collapse. It’s confirmed. There’s no one else here. I try to 
throw my torso sideways to get a better look when I feel it. Or rather, 
don’t feel it. I can’t remember if this is a newer development or 
something that has been here all along. Did it happen when I was 
tackled off the cliff or when I was rolling down the mountain? I can’t 
remember when, but one thing is for certain. I can’t feel my legs. 
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HONORABLE MENTION – ESSAY 
 

Cinematography  
Kayla P., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 12 

 
Being able to capture a moment that will be gone in a blink of 

an eye is what I do, and it is who I am. In my group of friends, I am 
the sentimentalist. I keep movie stubs, scrap pieces of paper, plastic 
forks, journals from the 3rd grade, notes and pretty much anything 
that is attached to a memory. I do this because one day, when we look 
up, all we will have left are our memories.  

Taking pictures and recording videos of people is a major 
passion of mine. I love being able to freeze a moment in time forever. 
Solidifying an expression, gesture, special smile or laugh forever in 
time and space, is the reason I fell in love with photography. Ever since 
I was young, I have loved filming myself and my friends. I enjoyed 
being able to view myself in another person’s perspective and at a 
different angle, besides the one I see in the mirror. From this, I began 
filming and taking pictures of the people who surrounded me.  My 
grandmother became my muse; I would always record and take pictures 
of her.  

Whether she was lying on the couch or cooking dinner, I would 
be snapping photos and recording videos. I later found out that those 
recordings and pictures would be worth more than all the money in the 
world. Being able to hear her sarcastic tone of voice and seeing her 
beautiful smile even after she was gone, solidified my passion for 
photography. Not only does photography momentarily freezes a 
person’s facial expression or bodily movement, but it also freezes an 
emotion. A photo can show whether a person is scared, nervous, 
embarrassed or happy. With the press of a button and a quick shutter 
of a lens, a picture can be taken that shows how you feel, without you 
saying a word. A moment can be so easily overlooked; a picture can 
reveal how you were feeling without your verbally expressing it. In a 
photograph I took of my dog Charlie, I can see the joy and love shining 
out of his eyes. He was mid-stride, running through a field of green 
grass, with a huge smile and wide eyes. Although we all are aware that 
animals cannot verbally communicate how they are feeling, I heard him 
loudly and clearly in the picture when he said, “I love you.”  
     Along with showing both memories and emotion, a photo 
presents progression. A picture can show a timeline of a person's life  
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from the time they were born to the time they die.  Growing up, my 
mom took pictures of me and my siblings all the time. She has every 
bad hair day, weird phase, first experience, new friendship, and oddly 
fashioned outfit in pictorial evidence. I have the ability to look at who 
I am and how far I have come as a person. I love giving other people 
that same opportunity. Being able to view yourself and the different 
stages of your life is a priceless gift that everyone should be able to 
receive. 
     Nothing is forever in this life. But being able to create the 
illusion, even for a second, that I can create something that would last 
an eternity is the reason I love photography.  Freezing moments and 
memories amazes me beyond belief, due to the fact that tomorrow 
those same memories could melt before our eyes. I may not be able to 
make something that will last forever, but I can create a feeling of 
nostalgia that will last a lifetime.  

__________________  

HONORABLE MENTION  ς POETRY 

 
Donõt Become Like Me 

Zakeema W., East Side High School, Grade 11 
 
Don’t become like me,  
You gotta succeed, 
This is what Mom says when she’s done with her weed. 
 
Don’t become like me, 
You don’t wanna be, 
This is what Dad says when he always leaves. 
 
Don’t become like me, 
You’ll never be able to 
This is how family really thinks of you.  
 
Don’t become a next in a broken generation,  
Become an individual in any situation. 
Become a YOU who you wanna be, 
Become something different, so  
Everyone can see. 
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The Hill      
Yayah S., James Hillhouse High School, Grade 11 

 
 It is very easy to adapt to the negativity, crime, and poverty in 
New Haven, Connecticut.  I was born and raised in “The Hill,” one of 
the most dangerous neighborhoods in the city.  For as long as I can 
remember, I have been exposed to a lot of drugs and violence.  When I 
was 9 years old I sat outside on the porch with my mom.  All of a 
sudden a “drive-by” shooting occurred and a little girl was accidentally 
shot.  In The Hill there are always shootouts. My siblings and I were 
terrified and scared to go outside and play.  

Sadly I became used to this violence and I thought that 
violence was part of life. As a result of this sense of normalcy, I 
started doing the things I saw going on in my community.  I began to 
fight and be disrespectful. Also, I allowed peer pressure to cause me 
to make poor decisions in my life.  I started skipping school.  My 
friends were doing things that got them locked up and sentenced to 
jail. I thought that jail was cool because whenever my friends returned 
from lockup everyone we knew would show them love. Teenagers who 
went to jail are popular and cool in New Haven. I followed the trend 
and I did so badly in school that I did not move to the next grade. 

Also, because I was now a follower I ended up stealing. I stole 
a car and was arrested.  For the first time I saw my mother cry 
because of her disappointment in me. This was the first time I was 
arrested, saw my mother cry, and disappointed my entire family.  I  

 

PERSPECTIVES 
 

Three Scholars describe how confronting difficult situations 
can offer hope and encouragement to others and ultimately, 
create change.  Yayah tells an inspiring story of overcoming 
significant personal challenge.  Shakee looks for, and finds, 
positive aspects embedded in a negative urban environment.  
And Anthony presents a methodically developed plan for 
returning his city to its glory days.  Each has made the 
decision to take a stand.  Each is a budding leader.    
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realized then that I was truly becoming a product of my environment. 
However, I still hung out with the wrong crowd and continued making 
stupid decisions.  

Last year, I changed my mind. I lost my friend Moe to gun 
violence and some friends to “the system.” I sat back and reflected. I 
realized that if I kept going down the path that I was on, I would be in 
one of two places: jail or six feet under. I now know about my parents 
and how they struggle. They work so hard just to take care of our 
family. They always tell me to go to school and work hard so that I 
don’t have to struggle the way they do.  I never listened. I took high 
school as a joke. The great loss of my friend allowed me to finally 
realize that after high school the real world begins and I need to be 
more than a product of a violent neighborhood.  

Now, I am on track in school and I see myself improving as a 
person. Now, I have stopped being a follower. Now, I am a positive 
leader. I talk to my friends about changing their lives.  I speak to them 
about becoming better people. I tell them to work hard to get their 
families out of the “hood.”  Now, I do community service. I work 
around the community giving out books to kids in the neighborhood. I 
also spend a lot of time at the Boys and Girls Club.  

Attending college will help me to continue to grow and help me 
become a leader in my community. If the youth in my New Haven, 
Connecticut community see that I can make it out of “the hood” and do 
positive things, it may open their eyes. It will show them that there is 
more to life than the streets. My hope is that they will make better 
decisions and also become positive community leaders rather than 
becoming crime-focused, negative followers who never seek to change 
their environment. No one should simply be a product. 

I have the ability to excel at any institution. I have waited to 
focus on my academics, but now I am truly ready to demonstrate my 
academic ability. I am very interested in knowing all that I can and I 
want to better myself by attending a university. 
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This City of Newark  
Shakee S., West Side Campus, Grade 10 

 
This is a city where many people live, 
Go to school, and work 
Where children run, jump, and play with friends 
Or stay inside, until the day ends. 
 
But life in this city is not always sweet, 
People are afraid to walk down the street. 
Fear of being murdered, fear of being killed 
The dreams that they had, never fulfilled. 
 
Dreams of being famous,  
And dreams of playing sports; 
Hurry, get out of this city 
Because life here is too short. 
 
The friends you see today, 
May not be here tomorrow 
And you will not know what to say,  
Because your heart is filled with sorrow. 
 
Mother, father, sons, and daughters 
You may want to prepare for unpredictable slaughter 
Murder runs deep in this city, 
So don't live your life with regret, or pity. 
 
Killing people is not something you should do, 
But in this city, it's everyone's “go to” 
No real “beefs”, no real fights, 
Just look at someone wrong,  
And you might lose your life. 
 
In a city where killing is done for pleasure, 
Go live your life, and treat it as a treasure. 
This city where I grew up, and spend all my time, 
Has its good moments, it’s not all just crime. 
 
And maybe some of the residents have gone mad, 
But this city of Newark, NJ is not all bad. 
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Problem Solving  
Anthony E., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 12 

 
For the past 17 years, I have lived in Gary. Originally, it was a 

city founded on the economic promise of steel production, along with a 
booming population achieved through the great migration of blacks to 
the city. Today, it is a shell of its former glory and is constantly 
considered a failed environment that is far from reaching its past 
potential. Armed with both determination and skills, there is a chance 
for redemption in the near future.  

Whenever I am traveling outside of the city limits and am 
asked where I am from, the first response is usually one of shock. 
After that initial expression, others express concern, asking, “Is it 
safe?” or “Don’t you (Gary) have a high murder rate?”  Often, some 
say, “I heard it's bad up there.” The main image that is painted for 
others outside of our community occurs through media. When 
referenced on the news, Gary is spoken of as if it’s a shadowy place far 
from the light, like a city that God forgot. In effort to improve the 
appeal of the city, residents have to shine a positive light on the city, 
while the city gets itself in order. 

Thus, the first and main issue to resolve is violence. To curb 
the spread of violence in our community, the feeling of unity should be 
spread. In order to establish this change, there should be events and 
gatherings that allow people from different areas of the city to join 
together. There have been multiple groups such as churches and 
guidance programs that have organized events and festivities to call 
the community together. Yet, these endeavors, while a symbolic effort, 
fall short in their effectiveness.  Many events only target those from 
specific demographics, such as church-goers or supporters of the 
cause being advocated. In an effort to reach a wider base of support 
events, organizations could instead offer appeals to a variety of people 
through multiple forms of advertising and spokesmanship. When one 
community bonds with another, there is an opportunity to create a 
coalition to combat other issues pertaining to the future of the city. 
One such issue is that of the crumbling infrastructure of the 
education system.  

Horace Mann was a nationally recognized poster child of 
schools that had marked the success of the American education 
system. Roosevelt High School, located in Gary, currently holds the 
highest number of state titles before the educational system’s quality  
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started to decline. Currently, there are five high schools in the city of 
Gary, one of which is currently operated by the state. The 
fundamental interests of education are dictated by the state, which 
funds schools based on population and property taxes. Although 
finances are one of the factors contributing to the steady decline in 
education, another factor is the mentality of the students in Gary. 
Students with great promise are raised with the mentality that when 
they leave, they are escaping from a trap that will inhibit their dreams. 
They leave the Gary school system, and they experience a culture 
shock that stunts their chances of success. To combat this, I propose 
that there should be programs that introduce the students to those 
who used to be in their same position in life, and allow them to explain 
how they improved themselves to get to the next level.  

Much of the developed property in Gary is either not taxable 
or unprofitable. A sizable percentage of this property is either not 
inhabited or not maintained. These properties decrease the value of 
surrounding areas, causing others to avoid moving in. We can see an 
increase in both population and physical appeal if we re-vamp the code 
enforcement in the city. When investigation occurs and violations are 
found, fines should be given out that provide funds to the department 
and that hold property owners accountable for their property.  

If the people of Gary, both past, present and future, band 
together to improve the condition of the city, we may alter negative 
opinions to form a positive image. When that happens, we can return 
the city to its former glory. 
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Tippy  
Autumn H., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
For as long as I can remember, it was Tippy and me. Tippy went 

everywhere I did and did everything with me. He was there in the 
morning when the birds were chirping and at night when the monsters 
came out to play. Tippy was my best friend and I was his. 

Tippy was a great best friend. He was really brave. Every time 
we went to the doctor to get shots, Tippy didn’t get scared or cry like 
I did. Tippy was also not scared of the big kid rides at the fair and 
amusement parks. And he always offered to ride with me just in case I 
got scared. 

Tippy also played with me whenever I wanted, unlike Mommy 
and Daddy. When Daddy was at work or too busy doing grownup things 
to play with me, Tippy came to my rescue. Mommy couldn’t always play 
with me either because lately she was always tired. She was always 
sleeping or lying down. That’s okay though, because I always had Tippy.  

Then last night Daddy drove all of us to the hospital and Aunt 
Carol met us there. Aunt Carol, Tippy, and I sat in the big comfy blue 
chairs and looked at all of the pictures that stood out along the clean 
bright white walls of the hospital waiting room. When that got boring, 
we tried to count all the blue squares on the blue and white tiled floor. 

“How long are Mommy and Daddy going to take?” I asked my 
aunt staring up at her emerald eyes.  

“It probably won’t be too much longer,  Sweetie,” Aunt Carol 
replied with a smile on her face. 

Fifteen minutes later, which felt like years to me, Daddy came 
for us. He led us down the long hallway. I followed along behind him, 
Aunt Carol, and Tippy only stepping on the blue squares along the floor. 

We stopped and Daddy opened the heavy door to reveal 
Mommy holding something small and wrapped in a blanket in her arms. 

I tugged on Daddy’s striped shirt. “What's in Mommy’s arms?” 
“That’s your new baby sister, Jasmine,” he answered looking 

down at me with a smile that stretched from ear to ear. 
I gave him a bright smile back. “Can I hold her?” I begged.  
Daddy instructed me to sit in the chair and took the baby from 

Mommy. I sat down and received the tiny baby in my arms. I had never 
seen anything this small before. I held her for a few then Daddy gave 
her back to Mommy. After, Aunt Carol thought it was a good idea to 
take a family picture with our new addition. We all had huge smiles on 
our faces, me, Daddy, Mommy and even baby Callie.      
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Dribble  
Ashlyn F., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 
 “Sam?” A troubled woman yelled for her 13 year old daughter. 
Samantha didn’t answer so her mother called her again. “Samantha 
Jean?” No answer. She poked her head around the door to see a sight 
no parent, no person; would ever want to see. Her daughter hung from 
the ceiling fan with a rope around her neck, holding on to her final 
breaths. She grabbed her child and drove to the nearest hospital 
which took her exactly 2:15 minutes, the same amount of time that was 
left in the high school Lions and Jaguars basketball game. 
     The game didn’t seem to be looking good for the Lions, but 
they had an ace up their sleeve. Matthew Stone, wildcard of the team 
– one of the smallest but the best jumper. Stone was determined to 
make history and get the Lions a win. He looked into the audience for 
his best friend Samantha but she wasn’t there. Instead, he saw his 
other friends smiling and giving him thumbs up. He disappeared into 
the group huddle disappointed that Samantha wasn’t there.     
 “SOMEONE HELP ME! MY DAUGHTER ATTEMPTED SUICIDE. 
SHE’S DYING,” the frantic mother, Mona Harrison yelled, running 
hysterically into the hospital. A nurse ran down and took the child and 
put her on a bed as a doctor came rushing to the site.  

“Ma’am we’re going to need you to stay in the waiting room,” Dr. 
Jackson said, pushing the frantic woman back. Mrs. Harrison sat in the 
waiting room trying to figure out what happened to her little girl. No 
doubt Samantha’s life was a little rough, but was everything really too 
much? But she has Matthew. Mrs. Harrison snapped out of her 
thoughts when she thought of the young boy. “Matthew’s Game was 
today.” she said out loud, letting her face crash into her hands.  
 The 4th quarter had started and Stone, number 25, was on a 
roll. The Jaguars called a time-out to try to figure out how they lost 
control of this game. They needed to figure out how to stop Stone but 
he wasn’t showing any signs of slowing down. The game got back into 
swing as Stone guarded one of the players from the other team. He 
knew what he had to do; what he didn’t know was that he was going to 
save the life of this best friend.  
 “Check her levels; we can’t let her vitals slip or she’s gone,” Dr. 
Jackson said to the nurses in the room. They gave the young girl shots 
of oxygen as they were trying everything to save her. Sadly, she was 
dying before their eyes.  

*Dribble* 
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 Her heart monitor started to tick. Doctor Jackson turned to 
the child in shock. He hadn’t been in the room in the past 10 minutes. 
He watched the miracle that was happening before his eyes.  

“MATTHEW! MATTHEW! MATTHEW!” The crowd chanted to 
the boy as he scored a dunk. He had gotten at least 10 points, 5 
rebounds, 7 steals, and 6 assists. He was determined to get this win 
and no one was going to stop him. He got the ball. 

 *Dribble* *Dribble* *Dribble*  
He passed the ball to his partner as he shot another 3. The score was 
now 100-100.  

“She’s breathing. I don’t understand it,” the doctor said to the 
girl’s mother. “Mrs. Harrison, your daughter is a miracle.”  

The woman got up from her seat and ran past the doctor to her 
child’s room. She sat down in the chair and looked down at Samantha’s 
phone. They were live streaming the Lions and Jaguars game; the game 
she should've attended. There were 15 seconds left in the game and 
Matthew had the ball.  

*Dribble*  
The woman looked at her child starting to shift.  

*Dribble*  
The girl started to open her eyes. 
  *Dribble and Score*  
The girl’s eyes shot open. “Mom? Where am I?” Samantha said looking 
at her mother.  
 “You’re in a hospital,” her mom said. Samantha looked down 
realizing what she had done. Samantha got teary eyed as she turned 
her back on her mother. “I’m just happy you’re ok. Don’t cry I have 
some good news. Matthew shot the game-winning score. You all are 
going to Regionals!” Samantha smiled at her mom. “Get some rest. I’ll 
be here when you wake up.” Samantha closed her eyes and drifted off 
to sleep, proud her best friend had gotten them even closer to making 
history. 
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  Bullied  
Benjamin D., New Tech Innovative Institute, Grade 12 

 
When I cry  
my tears hit the ground  
They feed the people who tried to smile, but got shot down  
I want to break my chains and be free  
This world has poisoned me  
I don't want to move, I don't want to talk, I don't want to watch  
Stay away from me  
All you do is make me bleed  
So you can feed off of me  
You’re a hypocrite, a parasite  
Is this something I want or need? 
I don’t even know anymore 
I'm a prisoner of people's thoughts and material things  
I know what's wrong with me, but I refuse to change  
and I don't know why  
What holds me back? 
I'm in love with this feeling, and that's what I hate  
It’s so sick, it turns my stomach  
Sometimes I just want to give up on everything  
But I’ve come too far  
I’m not going to fight it anymore  
I'm going to take it all in, all of the feelings  
All of the feelings of the ones around  
The ones who feel hate 
The ones who feel pain 
The ones who are alone 
The ones who have no place to call home 
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Feeble Emotions  
Josie W., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 11 

 
Humans have feeble emotions 
We laugh we cry, 
We enjoy time, 
We grow old,  
We are forgotten. 
 
Humans have feeble emotions, 
In different stages of life, 
Our emotions are weak, 
We are affected by everything, 
Even what we eat. 
 
Humans have feeble emotions, 
They are times of depression,  
They are times of happiness,  
But we still have, 
Feeble emotions. 
 
Emotions are things that change with time,  
They increase and decrease as time goes by, 
But we still remain the same,  
We still have,  
Feeble emotions. 
 
We grow, 
We age, 
But now and forever, 
We still have, 
Feeble emotions. 
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 A Thoughtful Death  
Amijae S., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
Thoughts? 
I should kill them 
Split them open with my unholy fingertips 
But I have to get a grip 
Should I stop them before they kill me? 
But don’t I want to be free? 
Free from my distraught mind 
Free from the time- 
The time I allowed myself to think 
Sink 
And become trapped  
In a vast ocean of corrupted ideas 
My mind 
Why does it confound me to such depraved thoughts? 
I’m lost 
In my mind 
I feel like a caged animal 
Pleading to the walls of my heart to open like a lotus 
And let my soul float 
This is me 
And it will always be 
Because my thoughts only trap me 
They don’t let me be 
Misery loves company 
And I give it all of mine  
That’s where I give my thoughts 
And most of my time 
I should’ve fought for them 
And regained control over my mind 
But they are the stem  
They fabricate the misery 
So now I must kill them 
Omit my grip 
Split them from these unholy fingertips 
Someday I’ll be freed 
From the grasp of my thoughts 
Or maybe they’ll kill me 
And I’ll die a thoughtful death 
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“Storage full” 
These thoughts are just a waste 
They take up so much space 
That can be consumed in darkness 
Then my mind will be blank 
I don’t have to think 
Because these thoughts aren’t thought to be useful 
Just take them away 
Then my mind will be blank 
No thoughts to think to deem these thoughts thoughtless 
They’re just thoughts 
That shouldn’t exist 
It’s nothing really to miss 
Because they’re just a waste of space 

__________________  

Primary Colors  
Corrion D., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 
Living a life outside of these walls,  
With all obstacles of an oppressive history faced against me  
Despite trial and tribulation, with motivation and ambition, I excel.  
 
Soaring through clouds of melancholy as the eagle of my destiny, I fly.  
I fly as free as birds in the sky,  
And as high as the flaring, orbiting sun permits.  
With no limitations, I brush all thoughts of a  
pessimistic nightmare away 
Away into the abyss of my enemies.  
 
I paint as a painter would, with paint from a different palette.  
Not with primary colors, basic and ordinary, but hues  
and blends that illustrate 
My desires and goals – accomplishments not yet achieved,  
but pure and intense  
But God willing, I am destined to receive.  
 
What is average?  
How much is there to gain?  
What’s stopping you?  
A lack of ambition, no confidence, or the bludgeoning fear of pain?  
Rise above, stand out, and be bold – not a primary color.  
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The Muse  
Aaron W., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 11 

 
Give me a muse 
To use on a good day 
To abuse and convey  
The once incoherent words  
That I mold like clay 
 
Give me a muse 
To create a world around 
To keep safe from 
The “red, White, and blue” people 
In black SUVs  
That constantly condemn with 
Stereotypical scrutiny 
 
Give me a muse 
To plant in the ground  
To watch flourish 
As it’s nourished with the water  
Given by the cherished martyrs  
 
Give me a muse  
From The Kings, the Queens 
The jokers 
Who tell truth in different ways 
Though they all make societal waves 
 
Bless Us with The Muse  
That makes the earth quake 
Makes their boots shake  
And sifts and divides ‘em  
As if it were a rake 
 
Bless Us with The Muse  
To amuse the young people 
Whose minds are made feeble 
By the longed for material  
Of the tyrannical “imperials” 
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We Need a Muse  
That’ll fuse us together 
Like one bird with infinite feathers 
Flying out of these always thunderous weathers 
 
We Desire a Muse 
That wipes clear our eyes 
Eliminating our inhibitions 
And shortening the distance 
Between us and our truthful ambitions 
 
The muse  
To Use, Create, Amuse, and Listen  
And Plant for the enrichment  
Of the future seen in our visions 
 

__________________  

Time 
Keyleen U., Arts High School, Grade 10  

 
Time keeps going and never stops 
It doesn’t wait for me or you 
As moments pass 
Those are moments of your life that you won't get back 
Don’t worry about the past and look at the future 
Time flies  
Don’t let it pass you by 
Make the most of your days 
Today is tomorrow’s yesterday 
Do things your own way 
Don’t listen to what others have to say 
Use your time wisely 
You only live once 
Make a difference in the world 
Enjoy every day 
Make it count 
Until your last day 
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Decisions 
Shakee S., West Side Campus, Grade 10 

 
I could feel the frigid air flowing through my hair as I stood on 

a beam of the George Washington Bridge.  It was dark, and there was 
a lot of loud traffic passing behind me.  I turned around to see my 
neglectful parents still arguing, not even noticing that their daughter 
had gotten out of the car to commit suicide.  

I turned around, facing forward, and looked down at the 
roaring river water 200 feet below.  My stomach started to turn.  The 
wind began to blow harder, and I started to lose my footing on the 
beam.  

“Get down from there ma'am,” a police officer yelled from 
behind me, afraid that I would fall.  

Trembling, I regained my balance, but continued to stand on 
the beam.  All of a sudden, I heard a ruckus behind the crowd that had 
gathered.  I turned to see my parents, fighting to get through the 
police officers.  It angered me that it had taken them so long to notice 
what was going on.  

“Come down, honey,” my dad cried, fear evident in his voice. 
Tears slowly began to roll down my face, and I started to 

contemplate whether or not I should do it.  Should I kill myself?  I 
wondered.  All of the reasons why I should and why I shouldn’t ran 
through my head.  I knew I wanted to go through with it, because I 
wanted to get away from my parents, from all of their arguing.  And 
then there was the bullying at school.  Another part of me knew that 
this was not the right way to do it.  

I should hop off this beam and show everyone who has ever 
doubted me that they could not bring me down , I thought.  But I knew 
that as soon as I got down from this beam, my life would go back to 
the way it used to be.  With that thought flashing through my mind, I 
pushed myself forward, not letting go of the railing.  I almost let go, 
but then I heard the screams and gasps from the crowd that had 
gathered to watch.  I stepped back, pressed my back to the railing and 
stayed on the beam with fear in my heart, not knowing what to do. 

All of a sudden, my phone began to buzz non-stop.  I carefully 
pulled it out of my pocket and studied the screen. There were 
hundreds and hundreds of comments on a news report about my suicide 
attempt. The comments were so mean.  How could people treat this 
way someone they didn’t even know? They were telling me to hurry up, 
to do it already.  They said there was no reason to stall.  
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I put my left foot out to jump and let myself go.  My feet hit 
the ground of the bridge, and a huge weight lifted from my shoulders.  
My parents, the cops, and many reporters ran up to me to see how I 
was doing, but I pushed everyone away.  I walked through the crowd of 
people with my head held high, ignoring them, until one reporter caught 
my attention with her question.  She was asking my parents ,“How did 
it feel to know your daughter saved herself because she saw you guys 
in the crowd crying for her to get down?”  

I saw them about to answer, until they saw me walking toward 
them.  I tapped the reporter on her shoulder.  She turned around to 
look at me, while the cameraman focused on my face.  The flash from 
the video camera almost blinded me, but it did not stop me from saying 
what I wanted to say.  I looked into the camera, and said with 
confidence “I did not do this for my parents, or anyone else.  I did it 
for myself.” 

__________________  

Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.  
Sabrina L., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 10 

 
Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., an American Baptist minister, was 

an important leader in the Civil Rights Movement. He’s best known for 
delivering his speech, “I Have a Dream,” and leading the non-violent 
Civil Rights Movement. 

The movie Selma is about a three-month period in 1965, when 
Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. led a campaign for equal voting rights. Dr. 
King is an important part of this intense, and at times, dangerous, 
campaign because of his role as one of the leaders. Dr. King made many 
efforts in speaking with President Johnson.  As a result, President 
Johnson ending up signing the Voting Rights Act of 1965, which gave 
blacks equal rights in terms of voting. This was a major victory in the 
Civil Rights Movement as a result of Dr. King’s hard work. 

Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. also played an important role in the 
March for Voting Rights. He visited President Johnson and spoke to 
him about the need for equal Voting Rights, which took a lot of bravery 
for a black man in that time in history. He still showed up at the march 
for all the people, who believed in and were fighting for equal Voting 
Rights, even when the FBI was interrupting his personal life.  

Dr. King was not just a leader who started the march for equal 
Voting Rights, he was also the moral leader for people who decided to 
join the march. He stood up as a leader for all the people who believed 
in equal rights, and showed them that they should stand up and stand 
out for themselves, and for their rights. 
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Giving Up 
Aigne G., East Side High School, Grade 10 

 
I have given up on someone and the person I gave up on was my 

father.  He was not man enough to care for my three siblings and me. 
This situation left my mother to care for us alone.  I expected him to 
be there for my first father-daughter dance.  He never showed up, so 
I didn’t bother going. I expected my father to be there when I needed 
him the most but he didn’t seem to care.  This left my siblings and me 
with so much pain in our hearts and tears to cry because we’ve never 
felt loved by him.  I expected him to at least try to show some love 
and affection and give some hope that he could be there.  When I 
finally saw through the lies and reached the truth, I gave up on him for 
the fact that he gave up on us a long time ago.  Sixteen years of my 
life have been wasted waiting and believing he would change and be 
around.  I have made a promise to my mother and siblings that I won’t 
waste another year. 

__________________  

Music 
Zaire M., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 12 

 
 How you ever listened to music with everything you do?  Do you 
feel like music is a part of you?  If you didn’t have it would you feel 
like something was missing?  
 There is a girl named Kim; she listens to all kinds of music.  She 
does her school work listening to music. Kim goes to bed, and wakes up 
to music. She thinks about going to college for music, or being a 
producer.  For Kim music keeps her mind off the things she goes 
through.  Music is a cure for her problems.  Kim lost two family 
members in the same month and so for her to get past their deaths 
she uses music.  Music kept her from crying herself to sleep when she 
thought about them. Music got her though those lonely nights.  Kim had 
it hard but music became her best friend during the hard times. 
There’s something about the melody, the words, or just the artist that 
gives her hope. She uses music to minister to her.  Kim really uses 
music when she’s in school.  It keeps her focused on the work that she 
needs to get done.  Music has become a part of her everyday life. 
When she listens to it she goes into her own little world.  
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Struggle, Strife, a nd Success  
 Marie T., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12 

 
At age 14, I found myself in a middle school in West Haven, 

Connecticut where life was a daily nightmare. The beauty of French, 
my native language, was laughed at.  The only words I had command of 
in English were “hello” and “goodbye.”  My seventh grade classmates 
could not understand my grammar or pronunciation of the words I 
tried to master because of my strong Guinean accent. They sat near 
their friends.  I sat near the teacher, learning English from the 
bottom up. The most unbearable part was watching my classmates run 
outside to recess, while I stayed inside to receive extra help with 
assignments. 

My seventh grade teacher was always frustrated because of 
this language barrier. Luckily, a fellow student understood both French 
and English.  She tried to help me.  Still, I was painfully shy and my 
broken English embarrassed me.  There was a day I skipped class and 
sat on the toilet with my legs up so that no one would see me.  No one 
understood me.  I did not respond to them with the correct words.  I 
stayed in the bathroom the whole class, and went home and told no one. 
 At that moment I knew that things had to be different, and I sat 
dawn and told myself, “Marie, you can’t be hiding.  Life is about pushing 
yourself forward.” 

That was when my life began changing.  I decided that I would 
not leave behind the languages native to Guinea Conakry where I grew 
up.  However, it became obvious that while speaking Sousou, French, 
and Malinke was a gift, it was time to focus on English.  I took the 
steps to immerse myself in English. I spent my time after school being 
tutored in English.  I also read textbooks, and watched English 
language television shows to improve fluency. The challenge, however, 
went beyond just learning English.  I was also learning Tomah, as this 
was the native language my parents spoke.  I only knew the basics, and 
they wanted this to be the language that was spoken in our home.  I 
felt like I was being left out at school.  I wanted to learn English so 
that I could be accepted, but I did not want to lose my native language 
and culture. 

The struggle I face learning how to speak, read, and write in 
English continues. However, so does my persistence.  High school has 
been comfortable for me, and I have succeeded academically.  Most 
importantly, I feel confident in my ability to learn something new every 
day.  My appreciation for this American culture is growing.  I especially 
love the diversity, quietness, and the changing of the seasons.  Since I 
persevered, there are many opportunities for me now.  I look forward 
to college and my continued growth in the English language, as well as 
growth as a person.  I am no longer a 14 year old hiding from my fears. 
 I am now a confident young adult ready to enter college. 



 
 

Page 42 

 

Ogygia 
Mahdeen K., James Hillhouse High School, Grade 11  

 
A single moment. 
That is all it took for a little boy 
To make his decision. 
With golden amber eyes  
Imprinted in his vision, 
It was all he could see.   
 
He tried to navigate through  
The Sea of Redemption 
with no expectations 
And pretended it was all fun 
And toys in the ocean, but he  
Did not expect 
To be blindsided by the rest 
Of the oncoming storm. 
 
He washed up on the shores  
Of Ogygia, unaware of what occurred. 
This unexplored region took him 
By surprise.   
He was lost in the dense forest, 
Wandering aimlessly 
For eons, with lost heart and thought. 
Stone Cold was he who encountered 
Calypso, the enchanting nymph. 
He was lost in an instant in her voice 
And eyes, 
His greatest weaknesses and 
Her greatest strengths. 
 
The boy knew he was out of his league,  
being overpowered by 
The beauty and graciousness of this 
So-called witch.  
A vulnerable coward  
Compared to her, he subjected 
Himself to her law, her land.   
Her words entranced him, filled 
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Him with little hopes and notes 
Of confidence.  Drastic love, 
One that muddled him into 
Nothing. 
The little boy believed he found 
What he was looking for in the open sea. 
Look What Youõve Done 
The boy was already too far gone. 
Look What Youõve Done 
The boy was spiraling deeper. 
Look What Youõve Done 
And deeper. 
Look What Youõve Done 
And deeper. 
Look What Youõve Done 
And deeper. 
 
Enslavement has chained the 
Defeated boy and tethered him 
To the island of Ogygia. 
This curse reigned over the lost boy, 
Crushing his heart day by day, 
Hour by hour, minute by minute, 
Second by second... 
Until there was only a husk of silence left. 
The liveliness and optimism in the boy died 
Along with his heart. 
He dreams of leaving and tasting the ocean breeze 
One more time, to be free one more time, 
And to feel one more time. 
But alas, the boy has died. 
Drained of himself.  He could  
No longer leave the  
Island of Ogygia. 
He could not move on 
Because of Her. 
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Light! Who Are You?  
Autumn H., Arts High School, Grade 11 

 
I’m Light! Who are you? 
I'm a Brilliant-Bright blue- 
Shining as Bright as Bright can be! 
I am Positivity! 
 
But eventually Light fades! 
It becomes Dark- 
Comfortable, honest, real- 
Here in the Dark-Reality doesn't have to be concealed!  

__________________  

Sunflo wer  
Alexis W., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 12 

 
The way the sky graces your face 

On a bright sunny day, 
The way you bloom upon the air, 

Making me not want to share. 
Your beauty captures every aspect upon simplicity 

Yet during the winter you dwell wearily. 
Foreclosing something so beautiful with pride 

Hiding your true self on the inside. 
It breaks me to see you this way, 
Upon the soil, so dreary and grey. 

Though you come around every so often, 
Kissing the skies with the way your lips soften. 

I just think it’s a bother, that’s all, 
I see you every day until the fall. 
Hope rejoices when the sky cries, 

I see you replenish from the vague disguise. 
Oh, Sunflower, how could this be 

You became such a powerful entity to me. 
Why the heavens have blessed you with grace 

As I gaze upon your face. 
Every year I watch you come by, 
Waiting for you to kiss the sky. 
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Hate  
Lola M., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 11 

 
 
I was walking to school 
Someone was talking to me 
I was the only child in my family 
I put flowers on my mother’s grave 
Dad was alone, he needed some love 
I was so angry at the world, myself, and life. 
My stepmother dislikes me  
Her food tastes like stomach turning. 
She makes me do her tasks all night, wakes me up early 
Buys me trashy clothes while her girl wears fancy. 
My dad bought me a long pink lacy dress 
When I walked out of my room, she spit coffee on my dress. 
I freeze for a moment...I feel like punching her 
Then I remember my beloved mother’s face. 

__________________  

What Life Is (or Is Not)  
Shahid C., East Side High School, Grade 9 

 
Some say we live to die 

We laugh and we cry 
Some say life is a gift 

With many failures and little lifts 
Life as we know it 
Some say is brief 

With joys and sorrows 
With pain and relief 

Some say life is what you make it 
Some say life is too hard 

Some say life is unpredictable 
And to stay on your guard 

Life is like a box of chocolates 
I heard someone say 
But whatever life is 

Live life the righteous way 
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Running 
Cowiya A., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12  

 
In the fourth grade, I had to complete a mile run.  I was 

nervous because I had never run a mile before in my life.  I ran as fast 
as I could, but not for long.  Halfway through my first lap, I stopped.  
I was panting, confused, exhausted, and alone.  It took everything in 
me to keep running.  I remember the last thirty seconds of the mile 
vividly. Being the only one left on the track, I felt everyone's eyes on 
me. “The fat girl who couldn’t run,” they thought.  Or at least that’s 
what I assumed until I heard their cheers of support.  I can still see 
Ms. Wright’s face scowled tightly at my lack of ability.  I remember 
finishing my mile, and feeling personally victorious.  
 There is an old African saying my father would always tell me: 

Every morning in Africa, a gazelle wakes up . It knows it 
must outrun the fastest lion or it will be killed.  Every 
morning in Africa, a lion wakes up.  It knows it must run 
faster than the slowest gazelle, or it will starve.  It 
doesn't matter whether you're the lion or a gazelle ð when 
the sun comes up, you'd better be running.  

 On some days, I am as bold and fierce as a lion.  Others, I am 
as tender and quiet as a gazelle.  And still on others, I am that fourth 
grade girl: exhausted, in pain, and ready to give up halfway through her 
first lap.  
 That same year, my parents had both grown tired of each 
other.  I can still recall the face of each police officer who came to 
take one of my parents away on nights that disagreements became 
wars.  I can still map out the faded scars on my body from getting 
caught in the crossfire.  Abuse and hate had taken over my home, 
causing my mom to flee, abandoning us for three years and leaving me 
to take care of my little sisters.  Still, I kept running.   
 At North Branford High, where I started my high school 
career, I suffered extreme anxiety and anger issues from the battles 
I fought.  Most were due to the color of my skin.  Being the only 
African American girl in my graduating class, I was frequently 
referred to as “nigger” or “jigaboo.”  I received threats and teachers 
refused to help me, but it didn’t stop me from running.  I kept breaking 
glass ceilings simply by speaking or raising my hand.  
 However, shattered ceilings come with a price.  Mine was 
weight gain as I turned to binge eating to deal with stress.  I had no 
one to look to: my mother was a deadbeat; my father was stretched 
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thin from being a single parent.  I had no friends at school.  I was back 
on that track—trying to outrun my problems and fears.  I ran away 
from problems at home, ran for a healthy body in unhealthy ways, ran 
to be the best student I could be despite sleepless nights caring for 
my infant sister. 
 Yet, I was only halfway through my first lap, with so much 
more ahead of me.  Some days I am that bold, fierce lion, and others, 
the tender gazelle.  But most days, I’m that fourth grade girl ready to 
give up halfway through her first lap. Yet, I continue to run. 
 These adversities have only made me stronger, smarter, and 
more resilient. Today, I stand as a high honor student, taking the most 
rigorous classes my new high school has to offer.  Despite all the 
negative experiences in my past, I am a leader in all my communities.  
I’ve kept a humble, loving heart that shines through everything I do.  
Most importantly, I keep running.  As a first-generation Togolese 
woman, fighting for equality, I get up and run for the future I deserve, 
every time the sun comes up. There is no finish line, victory, trophy or 
reward.  There is only a track full of trials, tribulations, and me… 
running. 

___________ _______  

Trigger Sensitive  
Taylor W., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 
I’m a gun holding one bullet 
and someone has pulled my trigger  
I wish I can wash the pain away,   
like you wiped away your fingerprints  
you left no proof of your existence except a wounded person 
I’m at the lowest of my lows and I’m falling to the ground  
 
I’m the pedestrian to your hit and run 
the victim of your battery 
my vision is going black  
my heartbeat has flatlined 
 
Now I’m left empty, like my barrel  
now wondering how I will ever be replenished  
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A New Home  
Karina M., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 10 

 
 It feels like not too long ago it was my first day here at Cross.  
Coming here at first, I was very intimidated by everyone.  Even though 
I felt this way for a while, I liked it here because it felt as if I had a 
lot of great years ahead of me. The first few months here, I had 
trouble making friends.  However, like every other freshman, I started 
hanging out with my own group of friends.  At the time, I enjoyed the 
change in my life. I had more freedom than I did in middle school and I 
met new people who made me feel good. A lot happened and I met a 
teacher who seemed to care for me as no other teacher ever did 
before.  Furthermore, the school was much bigger and there were 
many more opportunities.  Every day seemed new and I enjoyed some 
classes of mine.  During the middle of the school year, I felt even more 
comfortable with my new environment. Then by the end of the school 
year, I noticed how everything just went by so quickly. I laughed most 
days, but like anyone else had my careless days. There is so much more 
to learn and moments to enjoy. We should all appreciate the fine 
moments in our lives. 

__________________  

If I've Learned Anything  
Princess A., Arts High School, Grade 11  

       
                 If I've learned anything  
If I've learned anything, it is that things are never the way you want 
them to be.  
If I've learned anything, it is that humans have become so ingrained in 
the idea of things, rather than in things themselves. 
If I've learned anything, it is that people love words and people are 
good with words but that's where it ends.  
If I've learned anything, it is that the word “perfect” is a lie.  
If I've learned anything it is that love only exists when it is given in 
return.  
If I've learned anything it is that if life were only filled with 
happiness the world would be dull.  
If I've learned anything, it is that emotions are meant to be felt.  
If I've learned anything, it is that a person realizes what they truly 
want after getting their hands on what they truly want.  
If I have learned anything, it is that life is a big lesson. 
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Happiness in One Picture  
Jessica M., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 11 

 

 
 

Happiness in one picture. 
__________________  

Stranded  
Tynazsha B., East Side High School, Grade 11 

 
Understand that what you are going through is temporary.  
I understand that you may feel alone  
You feel like you’re boxed in with no exit  
You can’t escape the realities of life.   
In order to live  
We have to keep pushing  
Because through all of your hurt, your pain, your loneliness,  
there is happiness.   
You have to realize you’re not alone.   
You cannot give up!   
You are strong!   
You are important and lastly, you matter.   
Just keep pushing through the dark so that you can find the light! 
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Reality  
Jasmine P., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 
The idea that life’s full of good things, is not as consistent  
as we may want. 
The gift box of life’s presents is filled with empty aspirations. 
In what terms are the good things so great without  
enduring the bad things  
that are so inevitably horrible; landmines surround that present,  
that gift,  
exploding when we take the wrong step. 
 
How can you look upon someone and fix your mentality to feel like  
their struggle is not worth the struggle to remove themselves  
You dare to look down from on high, judging their struggle.   
It’s “not worth hurting over, worrying over.” 
 
Coming from a teen whose hardships are more than hard,  
We need new adjectives to describe our battles. 
Old modifiers fit old weapons and rules of war, 
Let’s use “battle” because we’re constantly  
at war with our own emotions. 
More so, at war with mentalities  
who are fixed to feel like our emotions are not worth their sympathy,  
who judge our emotions as unworthy 
They don’t care about my battle scars, my wounds 
But my “battles” are way more complex than what you can fix your 
minds to perceive. 
 
And that is exactly the sympathy we don’t look for. 
 
They didn’t even bother to analyze their own views of me 
Let’s process the hurt of the people who hurt me  
Maybe we’ll pull back the layers of a hurt person 
Because hurt people, hurt people 
But this cycle of numbness and unawareness is too consistent, 
Far more consistent than the “good things” present  
you want me to willingly accept. 
See me for my scars,  
I am worth more than your fixed mentalities. 
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Nothingõs Impossible 
Jaroly C., East Side High School, Grade 9 

 
We should all be treated equally, no matter what race or 

religion we come from. The issue is that individuals should take a stand 
against forms of injustice. The actions of one person are never too 
small or insignificant to make a positive change in a school, community, 
or nation.  People should take a stand against racism and other forms 
of injustice.  Discrimination, and being made to feel inferior, are some 
of the many things that others today have to go through. However, 
most say “I can’t” or they say “I give up” all because they can't take it 
anymore and feel as if they took one more “hit” they would fall apart.  
It is not easy but it is also not impossible to fight back and stand your 
ground. No matter how long it takes it will be worth it, to prove 
yourself. 

__________________  

Pain Seeker: New to Life, Quick to Death  
Jaylan H., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 11  

 
 The start of my life happened when my structure was finally 
complete.  I was finally able to move about on my own. I was finally 
free from that place that I was once trapped in.  The only thing that’s 
weird to me is that I’ve been seeing these huge giant- looking things. 
Some of them are hairy, and some of them are bald.  They also speak 
this weird, unique language and they eat some sort of food that looks 
like fat globs of unhealthy cells.  
 These giant things are very rude, by the way.  One day I was 
strolling about and I was saying “excuse me” so loudly and so many 
times that I started to wonder if they could hear me. They either 
brushed right past me or blew me away when I tried to spark up a 
conversation.  I was sometimes lonely and wished that I could have a 
friend to talk to but it seemed as if no one wanted to be bothered with 
me. 
 Then the worst thing happened to me on one dark and lonely 
night. I was sucked up by a vacuum.  My parents used to tell me all the 
time that it was going to happen but I never believed it.  My body 
shape began to change and so did the color of me.  I was then blown 
back out, but things felt different.  Everything was blurry and it felt 
like I was going to pass out if I didn’t get what I needed quickly.  
 Usually all I would need to do is float through the air more, but 
it seemed the more I floated the more I started to feel like I was 
going to pass out. I started to move slower and slower, and then 
everything went black.  Now I’m here telling you my entire story: the 
story of a short life to a quick death.  Hope you enjoyed. 
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Back to Puerto Rican  
Talannie B., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12  

 
“Aren’t you Puerto Rican? Don’t your parents speak Spanish at 

home?”  From kindergarten through ninth grade, everyone asked me 
this question.  Sometimes I found it humiliating, but I still explained 
my story knowing it is an important piece of my identity.  When I 
started preschool at Davis Street Magnet School, the first few 
months were fun and exhilarating.  I made a lot of friends, and played, 
just like every other little kid. However, my life took a turn when one 
day my teacher told me how she really felt about my bilingual nature. 
             One morning, I was walking through the halls, laughing and 
smiling while walking next to my mom.  We reached the classroom door 
and saw one of my teachers, Ms. Zito.  Mami walked into the classroom 
after me. “Hola, Maestra Zito,” I said. “Buenos días, Talannie,” she 
replied.  She gave me a hug, then kindly said, “Put your book bag in your 
cubby.”  I went to my cubby which was located just outside of the 
classroom door. 
       As I was putting my bag away, my other teacher, Ms. M, 
walked by me.  
“Buenos días, Maestra M.”  
“Good morning, Talannie.”  
  I smiled and turned around thinking she was finished talking to 
me. However, she continued: “Talannie, I’m going to have to ask you to 
stop speaking Spanish; you are in America, not Puerto Rico.”  

I stiffened up and my jaw started to quiver a little as my eyes 
watered with tears.  At that moment, my mom walked out of the 
classroom.  Unbeknownst to me, my mom had overheard the whole 
conversation.  My mom made herself known by hugging me while staring 
at the teacher with a furious look.  “Go to Maestra Zito okay?”   

I nodded and ran into the room, heading straight for Ms. Zito 
who happened to be near the door.  I hugged her and she asked, 
“What’s wrong?” as she played with my hair trying to calm me down.   

I heard my mom say to Ms. M, “If you ever tell my daughter to 
never speak Spanish again, I will make sure you are fired.” 
       Ms. M’s words stuck with me.  I feared she would hear me 
speaking Spanish in my own home, even though my parents tried to 
convince me that was impossible.  Surely, but slowly I stopped speaking 
Spanish altogether by the age of six.  I could see that losing that part 
of my culture devastated both of my parents.  Throughout middle 
school, the other Hispanic girls would try to teach me, but I never 
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understood.  When my family would talk, my mom would have to repeat 
everything to me in English.  It made me feel alone within my own 
family.   
      I’m now 17 years old, a senior in the International Academy at 
Wilbur Cross High School of New Haven, Connecticut.  I’m re-learning 
my native language of Spanish. I had never been given the opportunity 
to be part of a bilingual classroom.  In this academy, I am surrounded 
by different languages.  I have been taking Spanish classes since ninth 
grade.  Now I understand when my mom speaks to me in our native 
tongue of Spanish.  I also have a better time reading Spanish, it actually 
comes easier than speaking.  I still work hard to achieve what I used to 
know.  As a result of my hard work, I was selected to be a member of 
the World Language Honor Society for Spanish last year.  I feel like a 
part of who I am has now been reclaimed.  I am bilingual and I am proud 
of that.  I am happy to be Puerto Rican because it is who I am. 

__________________  

Unknown 
Zachary N., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 

 
The unknown 
Stands for many things 
Has a whole lot of meanings 
Many hidden truths behind this  
Legendary symbol 
So many questions are asked 
What? When? Where? Who? How? Why? 
What happens when the inevitable occurs? 
When would we all reach our destiny?  
Where do we come from? 
Who will we meet in our later years? 
How do we become better people? 
Why were we put on this Earth? 
What is our main reason for living? 
Why does everything happen for a reason? 
 
That’s the beauty of the unknown. 
No one knows the answers to life’s mysteries. 
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Reflection on My Inspira tion  
Paris H., James Hillhouse High School, Grade 12  

 
“You act like you were raised by two parents.”  
I didn’t know if I should take that as a compliment or an insult. 

I was not raised by two parents, but by three role models who continue 
to shape me. Three generations of strong black women fill my house: 
my great grandmother, my grandmother and my mom. It is because of 
my grandmother, a college graduate herself, that I decided to take 
the leap and prepare for college.  Even though my great grandmother 
did not attend college, she inspired me through her hard work as an 
investigator for the Public Defender’s Office in New Haven, 
Connecticut. Alhough my mom did not go to college either, she pushed 
me toward the strong work ethic I continue to carry.   
 However, this support and grace is not always easy to keep in 
mind.  May 13, 2016 was one of the worst days of my life. I remember 
the day like it was yesterday: my friend, Juliet, and I were walking to 
the bus stop en route to LEAP, an organization designed for inner city 
kids to spend afterschool and summer involved in constructive 
activities whether it be outdoors or doing homework. We were talking 
about our plans for the summer and how we would spend our hard-
earned paychecks: prom dresses or gifts, weekend activities or senior 
wardrobes? I got too excited for these plans to materialize; I was 
blindsided when my supervisor informed me that I would not be 
returning to LEAP this summer. My heart dropped. I had everything 
planned out; it was supposed to be the best summer of my life working 
with my friends.  I started asking myself, why? Why me? Did I not 
work hard enough because I was so tired from juggling being a 
cheerleader and having a job? Was I not hard enough on the kids like 
my senior counselor always told me? I felt like I was dumb; who gets 
fired from LEAP? According to my boss I was too gentle, and let the 
kids run over me. But I was not raised to yell. As a child, no one yelled 
at me. I was not going to yell at the kids at LEAP, and I felt like I 
could be an even more effective counselor.  

Upset, yet undeterred, I didn’t realize how difficult the job 
application process was when I decided to look for another job. LEAP 
had always been my whole summer and a significant part of my life. I 
started LEAP from when I attended their Leaders in Training program 
from thirteen to fifteen, and then I automatically became a junior 
counselor.  I didn’t even have a resume to submit to employers. I didn’t 
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even know what a resume was. Also, I didn’t know to follow up with the 
employer after I submitted an application. 

Despite the obstacles, more opportunities came my way when I 
got let go from LEAP.  I became a tutor at New Haven Reads. I 
volunteered at Connecticut Center for Arts and Technology (ConnCat). 
Exploring new things and meeting new people gave me grit and a new 
perspective.  I got to teach coding to kids of all ages and felt 
empowered as their teacher in this context. That summer made me the 
person I am today, but also forced me to be exactly what my great 
grandmother, grandmother and mother are – strong, hardworking 
women who don’t let their circumstances affect their hustle.  

__________________  

The Balance Between School and Sports  
Langston S., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 11 

 

 
 
Balancing school and sports is not easy.  You are required to stay on 
top of your books, as well as excel on the playing field.  
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What Makes an Apple Tree Great?  
Ruby L., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 12 

 
Apple trees grow tall. 
They provide good nourishment.  
It’s good for children. 

__________________  

Stereotypically  
Fatimah D., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
STEREOTYPICALLY  
Is what I say when the head of the gun is placed to the back of my 
neck. 
When I fear for my life 
STEREOTYPICALLY  
I'm supposed to live up to my labels  
And be the uneducated black girl from Newark  
Or he's supposed be slinging dope to the next.  
STEREOTYPICALLY 
NEWARK 
The city that holds fear in some eyes. 
The city that drips with blood. 
The city where everyone has blood on their hands 
STEREOTYPICALLY  
We're  supposed to sit back and get what we deserve. 
NEWARK 
The place that drowns dreams and hope  
NEWARK 
Where rain hits the windows and thunder strikes the heart. 
STEREOTYPICALLY  
The sun don't shine in the urban areas  
Where they have their hands up and pants down looking for terrors.  
Where they drain blood 
And the streets flood. 
STEREOTYPICALLY 
We learn Newark ain't a place to raise your kids.  
We learn to hate Newark because of its counterbids 
But is that really what it is? 
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Am I Just a Woman?  

Belen A., East Side High School, Grade 9 
 

I am born to carry a child, let it grow inside me and out 

I work to get my education as everyone else 

but get paid less than the opposite sex. 
 

“Women are the weaker sex” society has claimed, 
Men have this image that WOMEN do not have 

the strength to do what they can, 
we prove them wrong, then they stay quiet and weep. 

 

Men work and come home, 
then look at women as just sex and joy, 

Females are taught to respect themselves to get respect, 
We’re taught to not think of ourselves 

as sex toys to men, 
We’re taught to teach our spouse, 

We’re much more than to pleasure but to impress. 
We clean, cook, work 

and have so little time to rest; there’s no time but we get the job done. 
I am a human who works 24/7, 

physically & mentally as everyone else, 
So why treat me differently, 

no equal pay, no voice to be heard, 
not being taken seriously, 

Because I’m just a woman to the eyes around me. 
 

__________________  

Masterpiece  
Brooklyn W., New Tech Innovative Institute, Grade 12 

 
Poetry is a portrait  
It’s beautiful, like Mona Lisa  
Yet delicate, like tissue paper  
As I slap the pen to the paper, I create a masterpiece  
Each word I speak is strong like a stone 
Not the Mississippi, but I flow so hard I’ll have you saying, hallelujah! 
Lyrically I can ease into your mind and take you away 
Visualizing the pain  
And turn it into a refrain 
Creating this pain that I'm hating  
It’s starting to feel like I'm fainting  
Losing control and now, I'm writing a poem. 
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Run -  *Melissaõs P.O.V* 
Victoria M., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 
“Run… Run as fast as you can.” They’re behind me; I can feel their 
breaths on the back of my neck.  I need to run faster.  He’s going to 
get me and I’m going to end up dead. Just like my sister.  A hand 
reaches out and lucky for me, my shirt is battered and can’t be 
grabbed by anyone. I hear a chuckle.  “Please, don’t let him get me,” I 
pray. I didn’t break out of that place just for them to get me again.  If 
I get caught again, I’ll kill myself. “Don’t get caught…” is the only thing 
on my mind at the moment.  I’m so distracted with my thoughts I don’t 
hear the feet coming in front of me. I don’t realize my mistake until I 
see the foot coming towards me. “Left! Turn left!” I mentally scream 
and my feet take me that way.  

“No use in running, you’re not going anywhere. We’ll always 
catch you,” the man says tauntingly.  

He’s trying to distract me. I won’t be distracted. I will get as 
far as I can go, that I promise myself. I have to help everyone else; my 
brothers, my baby sister. They are there because I couldn’t keep my 
mouth closed. They could all be dead; might as well be. I’m as good as 
dead also. If I get caught, they will take me back and make a show 
about how I couldn’t get away. How I couldn’t save everyone. How I 
failed. They think they're so smart, trying to corner me. I know all of 
their tricks. I’m going straight for the gates, and when I get there, 
they won’t know it until I’m gone. 
 “The gates, of course,” says the voice behind me.  

“Don’t respond. Don’t get distracted. They’re counting on you 
being distracted,” I think as I continue running.”‘Get out, get out, GET 
OUT!” I yell. I run faster, a speed I didn’t know I had. The gate! I can 
see it from here. I can see the outline of the barbed wire. They left it 
open, they were expecting this. I’m not getting out of here. There’s 
someone on the other side, and I’m not going to make it. I should have 
known. 
 “What’s your game?” I yell behind me and the only response I 
get is the deep throaty chuckle of my captors. 
 “No game, Sweetheart. If you make it out, we can’t do 
anything. There are people outside of this complex. Now keep talking, 
you’ll be back,” he says and I realize my mistake. 

“Should have kept your dirty mouth closed. Now the gate is 
closed.” The gate is closed and it should have stayed open. He didn’t 
notice until I said something.  
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“You know she will kill you if she sees you. Running is futile, but 
I think you know that already. I don’t see why you always attempt to 
run. This will be your last time and she will kill you,” he says.  

I hate the fact that he’s right. She will do what she thinks is 
right and if it's murder, she will do it. He is different, on the other 
hand. He will mess with your mind. My mind has been messed with since 
I was brought here. I look around. A tree! They won’t be catching me 
anytime soon. I climb the tree and look down as he runs right past the 
tree. If I jump from tree to tree, they won’t see me. That’s it; one 
more tree and I’m out of the gate. I make it out and continue to jump 
from tree to tree until I get to the main road. There is a mall up the 
street, and a police station next to it. How did they not know about the 
torture my we had to endure constantly? Surely someone has noticed 
the family that moved in, and vanished. They had to be curious. I run 
to the police station and go in. Someone rushes to me and I realize I’m 
in battered clothes with bruises all over my body. 
 “I had to leave. They killed, and killed, and they were going to 
kill me too, I mumble. “We have to save them! They are waiting for 
me!”  

“Who? Who is trying to kill you?” They disregard my 
statement. 

“My---” I’m cut off by my mom running through the doors. 
__________________  

The End of Everything  

Dajia C., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 9 

 

Everything is crashing down 

The only thing holding you safe is him 

Keeping each other's grip, you stay safe 

Still falling 

One of you starts to lose grip 

But you both continue to stay strong 

Holding each other in place 

Reality has shattered 

But you have remained the same 

Shielded with each other's love 

You rebuild again 
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Ten Things I Want to Say to an African American  
Yayah S., James Hillhouse High School, Grade 12  

   
1.   I used to think being black was the thing to be  
But being black made us other people’s enemies. 
I wonder why? 
  
2.  When they see us while getting out of the car 
they get scared. Beep! Beep! Beep! Dang! How 
many times you going to lock the door? 
I wonder why? 
 
3.  I wish I could read people's minds like X-Man  
And find out why they don't like us 
Because I really wonder, why? 
 
4.  If I ever see you in need I am going to smile 
Because when I was in need you did nothing  
And what goes around comes around. 
And you will wonder why! 
 
5.  I’m sick and tired of being sick and tired   
I feel like an ant working hard all day  
Then 
Just getting stepped on. 
I want to be free like a bird. 
And fly as far as I can with no problems 
But you won’t let me. 
I wonder why? 
 
6.  Wonder why you don’t like me? 
You've tortured Me from 1619 to Dec 6, 1865  
but that’s not enough? 
You still torture me ‘til this day. 
I wonder why?  
 
7.  Every day I wonder why you hate me so much. 
You say you don’t but deep inside I know you do! 
On TV you smile at me and shake my hand  
As if you are delighted  
But I know that’s only for the naked eye.  
I wonder why? 
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8.  Your hating me made me love you 
Because  
You made me stronger than the Hulk! 
Now I’m going to crush your heart  
By pursuing my dream 
Which is to be better than you. 
Every time my name comes up 
It will ring bells like Sunday at 12:00 
 
9.  I’m going to make it! 
And you are going to keep thinking 
Of ways to stop me. 
But you will keep wondering, like The Monotones. 
 
10.  To African Americans  
Never stop pushing; this world needs you now more than ever! 
 

__________________  

Pain is the Pathway to Success  
Julian R., West Side Campus, Grade 9 

 
Pain is the pathway to success, 
No matter how much it hurts. 
Or how many times you fall down, 
You will be able to succeed. 
 
Pain is the pathway to success, 
Don’t listen to the people who say you’re wrong. 
Or people who say you won’t make it, 
You will be able to succeed. 
 
Pain is the pathway to success, 
You can’t give up. 
Because you won’t give up, 
You will be able to succeed. 
 
Pain is the pathway to success, 
If you stand up and fight, 
All the pain will go away. 
You have to succeed. 
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Finding Your Niche  

Ta’Nina G., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12 

 

When I began my freshman year, I wanted to try new things 

and meet different people; doesn't everybody?  I felt like this was a 

great opportunity for a fresh start. Being the shy, reserved teenager 

I was, I didn't have the guts to put myself out there in any type of 

way.  I expressed to my parents how I wanted to try out for a sport, 

and they offered a pessimistic reply.  I can still remember my dad 

telling me, “You were never interested in sports, what makes you want 

to try it now?”  In the winter season of my sophomore year, I decided 

that I would give indoor track a shot.  Upon the first few days of 

practice, I knew track was not for me.  Everyone on the team formed 

cliques that I did not want to be in.  I felt the majority of people on 

the team thought that they were superior, and I strongly believed 

that.  I remember running alongside others at practice and watching 

them pass by at the speed of lightning.  Knowing that I was definitely 

one of the slowest runners crushed my spirits.  I did not want to admit 

it, but I began to believe that my dad was right.  

Once junior year arrived, I wanted to give another sport a try. 

I did not let what my dad said stop me from trying again.  I signed up 

for volleyball, in an attempt to put myself out there once again. The 

same feeling of exclusion that lingered during indoor track came back.  

On the first day of practice, I instantly knew I did not like volleyball 

at all .  And then it hit me, in a literal and metaphorical sense. The ball 

hit me in the face unexpectedly and I realized that I should not push 

myself to do things that I did not have a passion for.  I had never 

taken an interest in playing sports until I convinced myself that it 

would make me popular.  Looking back on these experiences, my 

father’s intentions were not meant to stop me from trying sports; he 

just knew that I was only attempting to join them for the wrong 

reasons.  Track and volleyball would have never been enjoyable because 

I did not care for either activity as much as the people who were 

passionate about them.  
Since then, I have continued to focus on doing what makes me 

happy and was able to discover new extracurriculars.  I started acting 
last year at a local community theater; it is fun and I would consider 
myself to be a decent actor.  I learned about the technical aspects of 
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theater and improved my stage presence. Participating in this program 
has boosted my confidence immensely.  I also continue to write in my 
free time. Poetry is what I enjoy writing more than anything else, but 
I have no specific style that I adhere to.  Sadly, I do not own a 
camera, but I have recently taken an interest in photography. Toward 
the end of junior year, I received Honorable Mention in Scholar Voices 
2016.  I received this award for an image that I captured inside of 
New Haven’s City Hall.  Alongside my photograph, I wrote a back-story 
about the amazing opportunities I had while interning there.  

Over the years, I have learned that it is acceptable to not be 
as good at some things as others.  We all have to find what makes us 
happy and discover our talents. I am extremely thankful for the 
lessons I have learned from trying these sports.  If I never gave track 
or volleyball a chance, I would never have discovered my true passions. 

 
__________________  

APOLOGETIC 
Nikyle S., Wirt-Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 
I’m sorry. I’m sorry to tell you that the stereotypes implanted by 
society don’t faze 
They don’t illustrate who I am   
They don’t emphasize my vernacular, they don’t change the way I speak  
I’m sorry. I’m sorry that my ancestors were brought to strange lands 
and auctioned off as slaves  
The same slaves who were beaten ‘til they couldn’t remember their 
true name  
The same slaves who fought hard enough to make it, and tried not to 
go insane  
I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you see my ethnic group as a disgrace to the 
human race.  
 
I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you don’t want to see me be great 
I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you see me as a disgrace to the human race 
I’m sorry that you see us as a disgrace to the human race 
I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you grabbed the rose and forgot about the 
thorns 
I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you thought it was okay to kidnap my 
ancestors, torment them for years, trick them into the belief that one 
day they will be free, but not be free  
I’m sorry. I’m sorry for being me… 
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Love 
Torrell K., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 11  

 
Love is a wonderful emotion, but can also do some damage. 
Depends who you choose to love at the time 
Don’t find love, let love find you, or else you’ll be lost and can’t find 
your way. 
Stuck in a room without any guidance it’s really dark inside 
No way around, sitting in one spot waiting to be found. 
Someone comes along, to comfort you in your position, feeling lonely no 
more. 
Someone you’ll love forever has arrived; now you feel better,  
Knowing you have someone forever and ever. 

__________________  

Romance in the City  
Gianni J., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
The kid on the street has longs legs and big feet, 
always dancing never missing a beat. 
He's wild like a late blooming flower, 
the world is his for he holds the power. 
Not even gravity can defy him, 
he's too clever for any adult. 
Creating his own destiny, 
in his own world all he needs to fulfill it, is a girl. 
A girl to fit his every desire, 
whose love is brighter than a burning fire. 
But the kid on the street is too stubborn,  
as well as the girl he wants.  
They play like they don't need each other and it creates a poison  
the girl starts to fade, and so does he.  
Not confronting the love they have, they disappear, 
like abracadabra into thin air. 
Leaving no evidence traced 
their fate is worse than Romeo and Juliet's. 
Though they did not die but their love never lived. 
The kid no longer dances on the street, 
he was unique like a flower grown out of concrete. 
The girl and the kid were meant to be, 
but fairy tales aren't the same as reality. 
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Born To Be Free  
Jeury D., East Side High School, Grade 12 

 
We were born to make the best of all, to dream and to believe,  
but most importantly we were born to be wild and free.  
A true nature’s child lives every day as if it were an adventure, 
exploring and learning  
not afraid of being “wild.”   
Wild as in 
having the freedom to go about and chase the things  
that you truly want to go after  
with no one stopping you from shooting for the stars  
or even going above and beyond your abilities to achieve and succeed.  
And just like nature, no matter how many times  
we get hurt, we still stand strong,  
stronger than yesterday and stronger forever.  
 

__________________  

Blue Skies  
Guadalupe M., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 10 

            
                   

Have you ever looked up at the sky and started counting the stars,  
and then suddenly feel yourself forget  
everything that you've been through that day?   
Have you ever found yourself just staring off into the sky  
and thinking about the millions of planets and galaxies in space?  
Drifting through space without a care in the world,  
open to all the elements.  
It is said that what a person makes out of the clouds in the sky  
describes their personality.  
Well, what if there is nothing, no clouds, nothing but a clear blue sky?  
A blank palette. 
 
What do you see? 
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Her Biggest Fear Was Change  
Alexandra T., Arts High School, Grade 10  

      
I looked at my reflection in my bedroom mirror 
The person I was looking at wasn’t really me  
Who was this woman? 
This wasn’t the same girl I saw yesterday 
The girl that would hide behind her mother when she felt scared 
The girl that would never stand up for herself 
Who was a puppet controlled by society’s strings 
“You’re a girl, you can’t do that.”  
“You’re a girl, you can’t be the President!”  
“You’re so quiet, it’s like you’re invisible! Nobody will ever care about 
you.” 
I could feel warm tears rolling down the left side of my check as only 
memories were left of this girl 
A girl who never believed in herself and feared change 
In fact her biggest fear was change.  
She always envisioned herself becoming the first female president,  
But her fear of change ate her alive, and her anxiety always  
tore her apart,  
And the opinions of others always held her back. 
“If they see me talking, they will think I’m asking for attention.  
I should just sit back down and keep my mouth shut.  
That’s how everyone wants me to act, anyway,” she would say 
And every night she would lay in her bed envisioning this woman, and 
how she would make the world a better place  
As I wiped my tears away, I sat down on my bed and a photo of a 
strong, bold and brave young woman caught my attention 
I reached over to the photo of me at a protest  
I was protesting for equal rights at the White House 
Not only speaking up for myself, but for everyone 
I wasn’t hiding behind everyone, I had let go of the strings that were 
pulling me back 
Whoever said that change was a bad thing? 
I realized that the only way I could follow my dreams, was by changing 
And yes, I know that change can be a scary idea, 
But would you rather live a life where you can’t grow  
Because you never challenge yourself to change for the better,  
Or live a life where you become the best version of yourself  
From growing and learning from your past experiences? 
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A Different Point of View: Strangers  
Tucksinh S., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 10 

 
             I never tried to fully examine people. I tried to understand 
people before, but that can be overwhelming sometimes. It's 
impossible to fully know someone. You never know someone, even if 
they're as close as can be. You don't know how people are, or what 
they're hiding. 
              As I'm sitting here on the gym floor, I'm examining how 
people act and their personalities. You can't know what their 
personality is truly like by simply examining that person, but rather by 
examining the people around that person, such as friends. Depending on 
that person's attitude or “way of life,” it can also have an impact on 
the people around that person. That's when the butterfly effect kicks 
in: every action has a consequence; it can be good or bad. You’ll never 
know until you find out, like the big fight that happened last year. 
Since it got posted on social media everyone picked it up, the radio, 
news, and even other schools. The fight had far-reaching effects: on 
their environment, facility, and peers. Some consequences included 
giving their school environment a poor representation and making the 
student population look like a bunch of delinquents. 
              When I was in freshman year, I would enter the school bus 
and have the smell of weed whip me in the nostrils, hear music blasting 
from headphones, which defeats their purpose, and it made me wonder 
how buses changed over the years. Were they the same? Did the bus 
smell differently? Those were the questions I asked myself. When I 
would exit the bus, I would sometimes smell cigarettes butts burning. I 
wondered if those guys were just idiots for smoking near young 
students, but now that I look at it, they probably have an addiction. 
Was that their only way to calm down, or did they do it just to have 
fun? Same goes for the smell of weed. Sometimes you have to look at 
the world from a different point of view. If you do that, you might 
understand people more, which might be a good thing or a bad thing.  
              I talk to a lot of people, mainly just to know their drive. A 
person's drive describes them and how they plan to lead their life. It 
describes their personality. That's why I want to know teachers more. 
I want to know what drove them to become teachers and if I know 
this, I think I would see their teaching from a different perspective. 
Ever since I started viewing others from their perspective, I value 
human life and the environment around me even more then I used to. 
The environment makes me choose my actions and words more 
cautiously. Who knows, maybe the next move you make will change your 
life or maybe someone else’s. 
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The Drive to Fight  
Liliana N., East Side High School, Grade 12 

 
In life we have to have goals and be willing to  

make our greatest effort to achieve them. 
This way our lives will be full of optimism 

and joy in achieving them. 
Times in life can get difficult and stressful 

but having in mind what want we want  
drives us to fight through everything until we get to the top. 

__________________  

The World Around Me is Lonely  
Ruby L., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 12  

 
 Growing up was tough. Being ignored was easy.  Living a hard 
life is also easy. Have you ever been pushed and shoved around a lot? 
Well I have.  Trust me, it’s not all fun and games. Some people can be 
cruel. There are very few good people in the world. Sometimes you just 
want to fit in along with everyone. But why is it so hard to fit in? Is it 
because I didn’t grow up with nice material things like name brand 
clothes and shoes? These are all very good questions to ask if there is 
someone out there in my shoes. 
 I thought fitting in the cool crowd would be fun but really it’s 
not something that was meant for me in the beginning.  In my opinion, 
you don’t need to have NIKE, Adidas, and HOLLISTER to be cool and 
fit in.  Spending a lot of money on name brands makes you broke 
anyway. So why spend so much money just to be noticed?  People should 
notice you by your personality, not your looks. That could probably be 
the reason why you can’t fit in. But if doors are not opening for you, 
keep moving until you find a door that will allow you in. 
 Being ignored is easy. Sometimes you want someone to notice 
you; it’s ok because I want someone to notice me not by my looks, but 
by my great personality.  I feel grey almost every day but I brush off 
my greyness and try to live my life the way it is.  Even though my life 
may be hard and lonely I’m glad and thankful that I have a roof over 
my head, clothes on my back, shoes on my feet, food to eat, and that 
I’m getting an education.  Most young adults today would love to be in 
my shoes. I say that because most young adults my age are on drugs, in 
the hospital, and in jail.  I might be living a boring lonely life but I’m 
thankful for all the things God has provided for me. If you have these 
wonderful things in your life you should never be lonely because along 
all your trails in life God will always be by your side. 
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The Art of Perseverance  
 Karla M., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12 

 
Art has always been a significant part of my life.  Intricate 

shapes and vivid colors, as well as visually stunning animation, have 
repeatedly captured my attention.  Disney’s animated movies especially 
caught my eye, the way the animators made the dancing Cinderella 
seem like she was floating against captivating backgrounds.  This is 
what started my passion for drawing.  I started by tracing drawings 
from my coloring book and then moved on to drawing things from my 
daily life.  Somewhere along the way, I discovered digital art. It was 
nothing like traditional art, which was somewhat limited to me since I 
could not afford all of the tools I would have loved to use.  Even with 
this exposure to different art forms, I eventually became frustrated 
with my ability to draw.  I felt as if I could never really draw anything 
that was my own and often compared myself to older and more 
experienced artists. 
 What I did not realize was that art, as many other skills, takes 
time, patience, and a substantial amount of practice.  I was used to 
easily grasping concepts in school and it frustrated me that I couldn't 
master a simple drawing on the first try.  Looking back, I find it silly 
that I had let myself become discouraged by the work of more 
experienced artists.  It has been three years since I stopped drawing, 
but I am trying to return to this old passion of mine.  I have also been 
exposed to several other art forms during high school, more 
specifically, filmmaking.  It has proven to be a lot of work, but I really 
do enjoy the process.  I have learned that in order to succeed, I have 
to persevere.  Nothing happens overnight, but if I focus and keep 
moving forward, I will achieve my goals. 

This lesson not only applies to my art, but also to my academic 
career.  Although I was able to grasp simple concepts easily when I 
was younger, academics have naturally become more challenging, such 
as theories I have to learn and understand for subjects like Physics 
and Calculus.  It is no longer just solving problems and getting answers, 
but understanding the cause of arriving at these answers.  These are 
some of the more rigorous courses that I have taken this year.  
However, I understand that I have to persevere and keep pushing to 
reach my goal: being the first in my family to get a college education.  
I not only want to pursue further education after high school, but also 
to eventually have a stable career.  I will make sure that all of the 
effort that I have put into my academic career, as well as my parents’ 
hard work every single day to keep a roof over our heads and food on 
the table, pays off. 
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Six Flags Great America:  
A Milestone for an Inquisitive Young Dreamer  

Nehemiah W., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 12 
 

Waking up early, I entered the car for a family road trip to an 
unknown destination.  As we approached our destination, my eyes 
widened in amazement at the sight of what appeared to be trains with 
tracks of limitless height.  Overcome with excitement, I plunged from 
my seat-belt.  I wanted, desperately, to explore the magical place 
before me; it was my idea of Neverland.  

Behind the entrance were swarms of people laughing, 
screaming, running, and crying. It was then that I was introduced to 
the countless flavors of people: many of very fair skin and many of 
distinct physical features.  Every square inch of the theme park was 
masked; every corner being occupied by a ride, a concession stand, or a 
carnival game.  I charged toward the whimsical Bugs Bunny character 
walking mysteriously about the theme park; why was one of my favorite 
childhood animated TV characters brought to life?  I was intrigued by 
the diversity of snacks: pink cotton candy, funnel cakes, elephant ears, 
and Dippin' Dots ice-cream.  It was understandably an emotional 
overload for a young child; however, the tall figures caught my 
attention the most.  

Amazed by its speed and thrill, I begged my mother to let me 
try it. After waiting nearly a lifetime to ride, I was preparing to be 
next.  Suddenly, I experienced slight goosebumps and stomach pain; my 
nerves were getting to me after hearing the previous riders scream 
persistently.  I latched my seatbelt over my shoulder and waited 
valiantly for the initial drop.  As the coaster tilted and elevated along 
the track, I began to reconsider my decision but it was too late. 
Before I could even breathe, the first drop was over.  A surge of both 
excitement and fear rushed through my extremities like water in a 
river.  

The overall experience challenged my thinking. What was this 
fairy-tale land? Six Flags is a place where people from all walks of life 
unite for an unforgettable experience. Six Flags is a place in which I 
was exposed to the complexities of science, and gravity was literally 
defied.  Six Flags is a place that made me believe that anything – from 
flying cows to the cure for cancer – was possible. To this day, visiting 
Six Flags reminds of my youth and the beauty of life. 
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My Blessing of a Mother  
Aigne G., East Side High School, Grade 10 

 
The beach is as beautiful as you are.  

While the sun glares on my brown beautiful skin  
I am smiling because I’m thinking of you.  

I miss you,  
you mean so much to me, 

Without you 
my world would crash and burn.  

You are my everlasting star, my hope 
You’re the reason I push harder to be someone in life.  

I love you and always will. 
__________________  

Success 
Nardia A., West Side Campus, Grade 9 

 
The tree, 
Just as the tree grows higher and higher  
With no limitations  
Our success has no end. 
 
The sky, 
Home of the clouds and sun  
Providing sunlight and rain  
Just as our supporters help us grow strong 
 
The wind, 
Brings problems to the tree 
But disappears, just like problems in our life 
Come, affect us, and go 
 
The soil, 
Nourishes the trees 
Like books and pencils enrich our lives  
Making success unstoppable 
 
Do what you love, 
Believe in yourself, 
Success will come naturally, 
Just like the wind and trees. 
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Do- Over  
Osariemen N., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
Dear Mom and Dad, 
 I’m sorry I wasn’t the son you wished for. I’m sorry for 
receiving my first Honor Roll Certificate in the 8th grade while my 
siblings received it earlier. I’m sorry for having a boyfriend who wasn’t 
Nigerian. 
 If I can change one thing in my life, I’d be a better daughter. 
All those times I spent wearing dresses, I should’ve acted more like a 
boy. All those nights I spent crying myself to sleep; I should have been 
studying. And all those days I spent dating a Haitian; I should’ve been 
looking for a Nigerian. 
 Maybe if I destroyed every bit of my own personality, I 
wouldn’t be such a disappointment. What if I allowed you guys to live 
your lives through me? Would I make you happy? 
 I’m willing to do anything just to make you smile even if that 
means demolishing my own.  I want you to boast about the things I do 
even if I don’t want to do them. 
 If I can change one thing in my life... I’d shatter my happiness 
just so my parents can keep theirs. 

______________ ____  

Best Friend  
Samantha S., East Side High School, Grade 9 

 
You’re the one who’s by my side 

when no one else is there. 
You’re the one I can always count on, 

You always seem to care. 
 

You help me through 
the tough times, 

and when I’ve lost all my hope, 
You cry with me at sad times, 

and laugh at all my jokes. 
 

You never seem to judge me 
or ever put me down, 

You are better than a brother, 
You’re more than just a boyfriend, 

You have a special place in my heart, 
That’s why you are my Best Friend. 
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A Battle Against Darkness  
Kiara M., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12 

 
A couple of years ago, I took the opportunity to write poetry. I 

was fascinated with the thought of inserting big ideas into small spaces. 
Poetry gave a flicker to a dark place where loneliness and sadness 
consumed me. I was ignored by friends and rejected by strangers. It felt 
as if everyone secretly hated me and they were all in on a joke while I was 
the target. All of my self-esteem and confidence was yanked out from 
under me. I used to hide, tears in my eyes from the pain and just wrote 
that agony away. As I wrote to myself in silence, I caught my round 
glasses falling from the tip of my nose, I knew I loved poetry. 

I glance over my old poems and begin to cringe at my old 
handwriting. Along with the different stanzas, my print was almost slanted 
and some words were scribbled over from when I changed them. I kept my 
poems in a binder with crumpled up pieces of paper, notebooks, and folders 
full of poems, some finished, some not. Every time an idea flew in my head, 
I needed to write it down before it vanished whether it was on my hands 
or invading the words in a book I was reading. 

As I'm flipping through my pages, I come across a short poem that 
described my feelings of failure and how it "crept up on me, seeping and 
digging into my spine, the feeling of suffocation tightened around my 
chest came to attack" and I asked myself, "how do I fight this?" Before 
poetry, I was trapped in a conflicting battle between light and dark. 
Before poetry, I didn't have any chance of winning. The only way my family 
thought to fight that feeling was therapy. I was always one to keep my 
feelings bottled up and I was scared to open up in my therapy sessions. On 
the first day, the doctor wanted me to be seated comfortably and she 
began with initial small talk but I shrugged my shoulders, tugging the 
sleeves on my sweater waiting for the timer to go off. I couldn't bring 
myself to pour my emotions out until my therapist said, "I want you to 
start writing daily journals." Over time, my writing developed into new 
concepts with the use of style and rhythm. It not only had a therapeutic 
effect, but I caught a flash of knowledge and awareness that I never saw 
before. It was like a snapshot of my heart and mind. 

At a time when I was frightened to speak, poetry gave me a voice. 
I've opened up to family, friends, teachers, and some poems have even 
been published. I'm so glad to share the excitement of playing with words, 
choosing and arranging them to produce meaning. When I'm looking at my 
old pages of expressed feelings, I notice pain, sadness, and dried tears 
between each line. To reflect upon my journey from the dark place I was 
confined in up to now, to see what I've gone through, is beyond belief. 
Today, I'm still writing poetry, catching my square glasses to write, and as 
my feelings pour out, I know that poetry pulled me out of darkness with 
shadows of hopelessness, where I felt incompetent, where I couldn't see 
or breathe clearly. I fought a battle with poetry as my weapon. I can even 
say that poetry saved me. 
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Vigilante  
Kayla N., Wirt Emerson VPA, Grade 11  

 
 Jackson was at the wrong place at the wrong time.  He was 
blindfolded and strapped down to a chair. And no one was with him. 
Jackson began wiggling in the chair, feeling it wobble as he continued 
to do so. He stopped abruptly when he heard footsteps. “What’s going 
on?” he asked. He didn’t get a reply, which isn’t surprising. He let out a 
sigh, “I am just a poor college student on spring break.” He earned a 
gruff chuckle but no response. “I have a final to study for!” he 
shouted. He heard shuffling and the bag was snatched off his head, 
pulling some of his hair.  He looked up, his eyes squinting as he tried to 
see but he couldn’t. It was dark with a faint light coming from outside.  
 “A final, eh, Boy, what is your major?”  

Jackson frowned for a moment, out of complete confusion. 
“Um…” he starts, “I’m a graphic artist.” He watches as the kidnapper 
walks away, sitting down on his folding chair, not saying a word to him. 
Jackson finally took in his surroundings. They were in a room with walls 
covered in graffiti and trash was in the corners. He believed they were 
in an abandoned apartment on Fifth Avenue. It was quiet and cold and 
the sounds of traffic were heard in the distance. He looked at the 
window, seeing lights flashing by. He let out a sigh.  

‘You have to deal with a lot of math?” the guy asked.  
Jackson ignored him, “Why am I here?”  
The guy lights a cigarette.  “You heard of Noir?”  
Jackson’s face scrunched up as he tried to understand where 

his kidnapper is going.  “As in the old black and white films?” 
 The guy shook his head, “No, the vigilantes roaming the 
streets, taking care of crime; they need to be dealt with.”  

Jackson shook his head. “I haven’t been here since Christmas, 
so no… Anyway, what do they have to do with me?”  

The guy rolls his eyes, “Don’t act stupid, Noir’s a college 
student.” Jackson sighed but he was interrupted. A loud thud was 
heard as if a door was kicked off its hinges. The guy stood up 
instantly, taking out a switchblade as yells were heard as well as 
groans. It sounded as if a fight was occurring. He stood in front of 
Jackson, blocking Jackson’s view.  
 The door was kicked open and a Frisbee-like device was thrown 
into the room, flying towards the guy who ducked instantly. Jackson 
was hit in the crossfire. He let out a yell as the chair fell back, 
instantly breaking from his weight. He looked up saw a shadow rushing 
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into the room, twirling quickly as it kicked the knife out his kidnapper’s 
hand. It didn’t take long for the fight between the two to happen, the 
savior overpowering the kidnapper. Jackson groaned loudly as he rolled 
the chair over to the side.  
 After nearly five minutes, a yell was heard and his kidnapper 
fell to the ground, knocked out. 

Jackson was freed by his savior. He slowly got to his feet, 
seeing Noir. She wore a hood over her face with a mask covering her 
mouth. Noir rushed him out of the building through the back door. He 
dusted off his pants, seeing Noir leaving. “Wait!” he shouted to her.  

Noir turned to look at him.  
“Who are you?”  

Noir tilted her head to the side, her hands on her hips.  “Jackson, 
that’s a stupid question to ask…” She chuckled as she disappeared into 
the night. Police sirens were heard in the background as Jackson tried 
to place where he’d heard that voice before. His phone buzzes in his 
pocket; it was his mother, worrying about his return home. Even if he 
did tell, no one he knows would believe that Noir had saved him. Or, 
that she even exists. 

_______ ___________  

Life  
Yasmille U., Arts High School, Grade 10 

 
Seconds, minutes, 
Hours, months, years. 
Life is a puzzle 
Sometimes it’s tough, 
Sometimes it’s simple. 
Life is like a road that seems to go on and on, 
With no stopping point 
Not knowing when it’s going to end. 
Life always moves on, 
So enjoy every moment of every day. 
Enjoy every heartbeat your heart is willing to give. 
Make it count for as long as you live. 
Enjoy the love of the people around you. 
Pick yourself up, when you're feeling blue. 
Enjoy every bit of happiness and fun. 
Enjoy your life, you will only get one. 
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The Sky They Call òBlueó 
Briannah W., West Side Campus 

 
The sky is only a cover for the darkness above it, 

An enigma of things that deteriorate, 
And things that blossom. 

 
The sky they call blue is only an illusion of the brain 

Kind of like the government. 
But when the storm comes, it takes its true form. 

 
The sky is deceiving, 

Like the media, 
You never know what’s coming next. 

 
The sky is an attempt to conceal what we think of as a facade 

You wake up every day, hoping for the best, 
But preparing for the worst. 

 
The sky is only what you want it to be. 

And that pretty blue color to brighten your day 
Is just a blanket to keep you warm, when really it’s so cold. 

 
YOU decide the color of the sky 

Don’t let anyone tell you that you can’t reach it, 
Because although “the sky’s the limit,” 

There’s always someone sent to bring you down. 
 

The sky is bright, 
But some days it can be really dark. 

A reality check of insufficiency, 
That makes you appreciate those brighter days. 

 
The sky they call blue, 

Is, in fact, not blue at all. 
The sky is what you make it, 

But not everyone’s a good creator. 
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My Guardian Angel  
Mariah M., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 11 

 
       For nine months I have waited to meet you, wondering what you 
would look like, thinking about all the things I'd teach you, hoping to be 
the Best Big Sister Ever!  Even though it was fun being the youngest of 
three, I was really looking forward to having a little sister.  I was 
looking forward to having someone to take after me, someone I could 
show how to do all the fun things girls do together like put on makeup, 
paint each others’ nails and even talk to boys (of course, when you are 
older!).  October would have been the month mom bought you into this 
world, so cold, cruel, and indifferent.  However, I guess that was not 
the plan that God had in mind.  I guess the saying, “Everything Happens 
for a Reason” is really true, yet I don't know the reason this happened.  
I am still trying to figure it out.    
       Babygirl, I know you are watching me.  You are my guardian angel.  
 

__________________  

Untitled  
Lucia C., Arts High School, Grade 12  

 
His eyes were like windows to darkness inside 
And his soul connected to demons within,  
Yet I was only able to see light,  
I fell for him, over and once again.  
The darkness, visible in human form,  
With eyes and hair that were all piercing black.  
He stood in my space, not yet to transform,  
Without many reasons to want to come back.  
But who could resist such a charming man, 
Who opened himself up to all that he met? 
Who let it all out, who could and who can, 
Resist this such man, not one, I could bet.  
So even though darkness lays, oh so deep,  
Not one, even I, could reject and not keep. 
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Rejuvenated  
Karen M., East Side High School, Grade 11 

 
When I need time on my own,  
I read a book while I am listening to music.  
It makes me feel calm, 
It helps me escape the world.  
I enjoy hanging out with my best friend, Darryn.  
We go to South Mountain and hike.  
I like to explore nature because it relaxes me  
Especially when it’s dark 
We get really paranoid that someone will murder us.  
We go for ice cream and I love ice cream. 
These are the things that make me feel rejuvenated. 

__________________  

Rocky 
Sherell P., Arts High School, Grade 11  

      
 He was always there for her.  When all her parents did was 
argue, he was there for her.  When no one at school wanted to be her 
friend, he was there for her. When she didn't have a real shoulder to 
cry on, he was there for her.  When her mother didn't believe she got 
bullied since her first day at a new school, Rocky was always there to 
comfort her.  Rocky was Julie's best friend; he was about fifteen 
inches of soft, cozy, stuffed teddy bear love.  Rocky, well, he was 
Julie's rock.  He was her shoulder to lean on just until Julie got to 
middle school.  Rocky was Julie's Dr. Phil, he would always be there to 
listen to her and help her through any and everything Julie was going 
through.   

Julie had it rough in elementary school, her parents argued a 
lot and sadly she would always get caught in the middle.  Being that 
Julie was so young there was no way to stop it; it was like two huge 
walls closing in on her and whenever their harsh words flew, spiking 
each other in the most delicate places, Julie would catch a few of 
those spikes being thrown as well. She couldn't tell them about how 
her bullies called her fat and ugly and the teacher didn't care to do 
anything.  She couldn't tell them that one of her bullies spit at her and 
locked her in the bathroom.  All Julie could ever do was cry to herself. 
Her parents never listened to what she had to say, but Rocky did. Her 
teachers were never there for her, but Rocky was. Still, she feels that 
no one will ever understand her, but Rocky does. 
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Zombie 
Faith J., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 12  

 
I have just awoken, 
But I am in a dream. 
I am alive, 
But things are not what they seem. 
 
There are flowers, 
And I can feel them all around me. 
But the flowers have thorns, 
And they make me bleed. 
 
I sit at the table, 
And I taste things sublime. 
But they were drugs, 
They have drugged my mind. 
 
Is this life? 
If so, this is no way to live. 
Oh answers, 
For them what I wouldn’t give. 
 
I have run 
Because they have lied, 
But running is futile 
Because they come from my inside. 
 
I stand on a cliff, 
And I have tricked myself into stepping off. 
Why didn’t I ask for your help? 
Because I knew your help would never be enough. 
 
I am alive, 
But I am dead. 
Listen now 
Because there are things I haven’t said. 
 
One day this cycle will end, 
So I need to tell everyone that I loved. 
I need to tell them my story 
Before they find me lying in a pool of my own blood. 
 
Is this life? 
If so, this is no way to live. 
Oh Answers, 
For them what I wouldn’t give. 
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Dark Skin Burned on a H ot Day  
Davinya M., New Tech Innovative Institute, Grade 12 

 
Sun arising and she hears "massa" calling her name 
Another day in a world where her people are tattered and maimed 
Day in and day out, her back hunched over, picking cotton 
Her hands and feet hurt, her back and teeth rotten 
Watching her husband being tied and whipped 
Streams of blood and sweat dangled and dripped 
She hasn't much to eat, and yes she’s weary 
She’s on the verge of giving up; her eyes are teary 
But she hangs on, praying one day her freedom will come 
She still praises and thanks God, knowing that it’s His will  
that will be done  
I wonder why her life has to be this way 
And why her dark skin burns on a hot day 
 
Now she has gained her freedom, but still not free 
She’s not used to life outside of captivity 
She eventually dies, having already given birth 
Her body is laid to rest and sent back to earth 
Her child is free and is on her own 
She has turned “of age” and considers herself grown 
She met a man and they got married 
She was unaware of the disease he carried 
They became sharecroppers, not earning much 
Her life became meaningless, it became rough 
She gives birth to a baby girl 
Another generation added to this  world 
One night she hears yelling and she winced 
Upon hearing her husband had been lynched 
I wonder why her life has to be this way 
And why her dark skin burns on a hot day 
 
Her daughter is older and is able to take care of her 
She grips her girl's hand and says to her 
"You have been born into a world that hates you 
They stripped your identity and raped you 
Now I need you to see your true beauty 
You’re of African descent, your dark skin is beauty" 
Releasing her hand, she quickly dies 
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Now it’s up to her to carry on her mama’s history 
She knew racism and discrimination was no mystery 
She went on enduring so much pain 
Even in the 1960’s her freedom hadn’t truly been gained 
She finally found love and had a family 
Adding on to this generational tragedy 
She raised her kids in a white’s only society 
She thought to herself, “Don't we all share one God, one deity?” 
I wonder why her life has to be this way 
And why her dark skin burns on a hot day 
 
"Mama, Mama" her young child cried 
“They blew up the church; four girls were inside" 
She sat her daughter down on her lap and told her: we are all equal, 
You're no different from another, we are all people 
Her daughter looked up, scared and distraught 
She knew that a battle had to be fought 
She vowed change will come 
And we will be free for once 
She attends marches and protests 
She starts to see a change, progress 
But as soon as she thought it was finished 
Dr. King was assassinated, her hope diminished 
She wonders why her life has to be this way 
And why her dark skin burns on a hot day 
 
Skipping 40 years into the present 
Life for my people has seemingly been pleasant 
We had a black president 
But even with that, people were hesitant 
Racism carried a mask, but now it’s been exposed  
Modern day slavery is what I call it, I suppose  
Even though we were set free in 1865 
They’re still playing target practice with black lives  
Black Lives, cuts from my wrist come from black knives 
Let’s all come together and call it black rise 
We send our sons out, praying for their return 
Living in a world where blacks’ lives are of no concern  
I wonder why my life has to be this way  
And why my dark skin burns on a hot day 
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The Chase  
A’Nya W., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 12 

 
Why was she running? When did she unwrap herself from the 

comforting mess of blankets after slumber? When did the clear night 
sky she loved so much become replaced by morning rain clouds: so 
vengeful, dark, and angry? There was not a speck of blue in the sky. 
She was tired, but her legs kept moving, no matter how badly she 
wanted to stop. Her mind told her one thing, but her body ignored 
every command. Her nightgown was tattered and torn. She had cuts 
and bruises on her arms, legs and feet, but the adrenaline coursing 
through her veins didn't allow them to hurt; and somehow, the comfort 
of her bedroom was replaced by the forest. The girl kept passing the 
trees, and the repeated pattern made the run feel like it was 
boundless. 

Tree. Tree. Grass, leaves, even more trees.  

But, what was the purpose? 
She turned her head ever so slightly to catch a glimpse of what her 
body told her that her mind couldn't. What was making the girl run? A 
dark hooded figure appeared in her vision. Not too far behind her, but 
the girl knew one thing, it seemed to walk faster than she could run. 
The figure raised its head up so only its mouth and chin peeped from 
under its hoodie. It revealed a sinister smile that made its way to the 
pit of her stomach.  

The figure seemed to be taking delight in the chase. Those lips, 
that smile full of wickedness. She had seen it before.  But where? The 
girl shook off the thought.  Never mind that. She continued her gaze, 
and continued the run. She refused to let up. The girl was surprised 
that she even managed to run so long in the first place. She could 
barely run half a mile without having to stop for a breather. 

She felt as if though sheõd been running forever and a day.  

She peeked behind her back once more to see if the figure had 
caught up to her; and to the girl’s relief, it seemed to have stopped the 
chase for it didn’t appear behind her at a glance. She stopped in her 
tracks and turned around to scan the area, her legs slowly moving 
backward as she scanned and scanned. Nothing.  Only trees and a 
drizzling sky. 
"Beautiful, isn't it?" A deep voice suddenly emerged from her left. 
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She looked over. And there the figure was, looking down at her, 
it peered at her through its hoodie and suddenly she couldn't move. 
Two circles of onyx held the girl still against her will; the rest of his 
face, still shielded by the shadows. It was as if her bare feet, bloody 
and scarred, were stuck to the ground by weights that were a hundred 
pounds more than what she could lift. She wanted to scream, but there 
was no point. She was in the middle of the forest, far from the hearing 
distance of civilization. 

Footsteps.  
He then made his way to her front; each step of the figure had a 
measure of intenseness she couldn't shake. She desperately wanted to 
move; wanted to run until her heart gave out. 

The wind became overbearing as coldness hit her barely 
clothed flesh; the rain was no help either. She felt as if tiny pebbles 
were falling into each pore that her flesh contained. 

The figure stopped in front of her, finally. Her breathing 
suddenly quickened, overriding the sound of the rain and wind.  
The figure finally removed its hoodie. Her heart almost gave out to 
shock and confusion.  
 She knew that face all too well.  

The girl awakened with a scream, frantically looking around and 
removing her mess of blankets from her body, in search of scars. It 
was just a dream, a dream that had occurred so many times before.  A 
forest, a gloomy place, rain, and a figure.  Oh, that figure that brought 
an unpleasant sense of familiarity to her.  

She never knew the meaning of her dreams, but she 
remembered what late grandmother had told her, “Oh, Child. Your 
dreams are a representation of the things you try to hide from your 
conscious mind. The dark forest represents your mind, and the chase 
represents you running away from your forever lingering friend, my 
Child. 

”Anxiety,” The girl stated, at the same time that the memory 
of her grandmother’s voice did. 
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Strangers  
Imari T., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
It’s your junior year and you’re walking the halls. 
Running your finger along the wall, you spot a girl walking  
opposite of you. 
Her eyes are cast downwards and her stride is wide. 
She is clearly trying to hurry past you but you aren’t bothered  
Because maybe you’re trying to do the same.  
But right as she passes you, she looks up. 
Your eyes meet hers and you feel yourself smiling. She smiles back. 
And you remember middle school: 
Walking to school together. 
Sleepovers, friendship bracelets, shared lockers. 
Singing loud pop songs in cars. 
Graduating alongside one another. 
Promising each other that you’ll survive high school together. 
Allowing those promises to be forgotten, unfulfilled. 
Watching as your friendship dwindles away. 
Trying to fight the inevitable end  
Because you don’t want to throw away four years of good times. 
Letting her go with a heavy heart because you know it’s for the best. 
It’s in that one shared glance where everything is spoken. 
Iõm sorry. 
Me too.  
You started high school with your best friend  
And now you pass her in the hallways, saying not a word. 
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Love 
Angeline R., East Side High School, Grade 11 

 
We Ask the Question: What is Love? 

 
The truth behind that answer is that it has no definite answer. Love is 
an emotion that can’t be explained by words, but by actions. When you 
love someone you always find ways to make them smile.  Love is patient! 
Love is something that can’t be rushed but something that takes time. 

 Love is also kind! If you love someone you don’t want to hurt them 
purposely but always try to make them feel good as well as yourself. 

 When you find love you will find your merriment. 
__________________  

Advice  
Dara M., Wilbur Cross High School, Grade 12 

 
In life you learn not everyone has a heart of gold   
People can tell you they love you 
Yet they tell you that this love has grown old. 
Life is filled with many false hopes and misconceptions 
Not everything can be based on simple connections 
How can you love someone else, if you don't love yourself first? 
Tears will come and you’ll somehow think the worst 
You're probably thinking maybe this is a curse 
Taking time to figure out love and life will teach you   
Time is not getting any longer,  
The pain you go through will only make you stronger. 
Never feel alone because life will soon blissfully sweep you away 
That love you dreamed of will passionately rain 
Life for you will be so nice, just take my advice. 
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Never Ending Rival  
Jomaul J., West Side Leadership Academy, Grade 9  

   
When the sky is clear, 

the world still pleads for help, 
taken over by a man who doesn’t care, protesters forever yell… 

     While set where we stand, 
   surviving in a hand, 

intelligence and progress for each man…     
         Band this…and them, 

        prevent our pending rival, urge to stick together, 
                  Democrats’ never ending rival 

__________________  

The Absolutely True Diary of a Part - Time Indian  
Romario S., East Side High School, Grade 9 

                                                                   
In Sherman Alexie’s novel, The Absolutely True Diary of a 

Part-Time Indian, friendship is one of the main themes.  It talks about 
how friends can be a big help to you and letting people into your life is 
a good thing.    

The author says, “And Roger, being of kind heart and generous 
pocket, and a little bit racist, drove me home that night” (129). This 
shows that Roger is helping Junior by driving him home and not letting 
him walk home by himself at night. Sometimes you have to give people a 
chance because Roger started out as a bully and then became a friend 
to Junior. The author states, “Uh actually Gordy said. Arnold is right 
about petrified wood. That’s what happens” (86). This shows that 
Gordy helped Junior out when the teacher thought he was wrong. 
Gordy went from being a normal person helping Junior out to one of 
Junior’s friends that loves books a little too much.    

Another example of the theme is when the author states, 
“Don’t give up...but Penelope starts crying, talking about how lonely she 
is, and how everybody thinks her life is perfect because she’s pretty 
and smart” (108). Junior is helping Penelope in a time of need when 
everyone else was talking about her. 
In the novel it shows that people can be a big help. Like when Junior 
helped out Penelope. Between a bully that is now your friend helping 
you pay for your food (which brings you from a good friend to a best 
friend) to an average kid helping you in class to a girl who was crying 
about her life, becoming a good friend. All these different people 
helped each other and ended up becoming true friends, even though 
they didn’t expect to. 
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Experience  
Omunique R., Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 12 
 
As a child, I had so many setbacks and challenges thrown in my 

face. It was assumed that I would amount to nothing because of my 
parents’ history. It was hard to endure the negative comments and 
notions that people set before me. Both of my parents had been drug 
addicts, and they had accomplished very little in their lives; so this 
conjured the preconceived notion that under their care, I would turn 
out the same way.  

For several years of my life, the predictions that people set 
forth were right.   My parents had lost me to the system and that’s 
where I remained for the first few years of my life. When my mother 
received custody of me, she moved us to Florida; and by this time I 
was old enough to understand my situation. After I lived with my 
mother for five years, she lost custody of me and I was then 
introduced to my aunt, who gained it. I was devastated. Not only did I 
have to change schools, but I also had changed states and this new 
environment terrified me. At the time I did not realize it, but this was 
the best possible change that could ever have happened to me. The 
new people that surrounded me in everyday life were supportive and 
encouraging, and they also pushed me and would not accept failure. 

The situation in which I was placed helped me to develop a 
sense of strength and encouragement to strive for success and prove 
wrong all those who doubted my abilities. My past is the most 
important thing to my future. Without my past, I would not have the 
encouragement that I now have to achieve my dreams of walking across 
the stage to receive my diploma and PhD.  All of the let-downs that I 
have endured have prompted me to make a promise to myself, and I will 
not let myself down.  My background has shaped and molded me and my 
success. When I come across a roadblock, I will always find a way 
around it due to the enormous roadblock that I’m still figuring out. The 
roadblock that I’m still facing is the struggle to discover where I’ll be 
going in life and where I want to be. This is my last year in high school 
and that is a scary fact to face. I’ll be dealing with life face first soon, 
without holding the hands of my guardians and mentors. My past is the 
most important thing to me, and it allows a little insight into how life 
can treat you. It adds to the courage and strength I’ve already built up 
from past events, while also allowing me to prepare myself for future 
endeavors 

“Life is what you make it: always has been and always will be.” 
This is a quote that my birth mother has told me time and time again. I 
look back on this as a foundation for how I look at life. With every bad 
time comes a good time and since I’ve gotten past the worst of it, I 
can get through whatever else is thrown my way. Life has shown me 
that whatever it gives you, make the best of it because with life comes 
a learning experience. My past is exactly that, a learning experience, 
and it has strengthened me and molded me for my future.  
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Funny how...  
Jaleela J., Arts High School, Grade 11  

 
It’s funny how you claim I’m your friend,  
Your girl, your sister, your cousin, etc. 
But turn your back on me in a split second 
In the end  
 
It’s funny how you say we’re tight 
But, I see, made space between us  
Isn't that funny 
 
It’s funny how when you need someone I’m there 
But when I'm ready to fall  
There's nothing but darkness  
Because I’m alone in despair   
 
It’s funny how  
The people, friends 
That I knew are all gone and haven’t looked back  
Not once  
I’m always there to reach out my hand to others 
But whose hand am I grabbing  
Whose shoulder am I leaning on when I’m about to fall?  
 
It’s funny how people take and don’t give  
But want loyalty  
It’s funny how people make promises  
But break them without hesitation  
 
It’s funny how you take my kindness for weakness 
And respect the hand that hits you but  
Bite the hand that feeds you,  
That helps you  
 
It’s funny 
I’m now looking and laughing  
At the things I let happen to me   
I guess at the end 
I’m the one that’s funny  
Because I allowed these things to happen  
I trust no one  
Because with the trust I had,  
People screwed me over. 
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Be Yourself ï photo and caption by Ramon Bryant,  

Thea Bowman Leadership Academy, Grade 10 
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