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Success 
By Mildred Oxendine 

I must make good choices, at home and at school

Even if I must stand alone – I   know that I am cool

Responsibility and accountability are at the top of my list

Not fussing, fighting, or using my fist

Although there may be peer pressure, all around

I’ll have my feet planted on solid ground

I will do my best and I’ll reach the top

I will not give up – No, I will not stop

Parents, teachers, and friends will stand by my side

When the road seems rocky, they will be my guides

I am a River Bend Tiger and respect is the key

I know I’ll be successful, you can count on me!

  



A Song of Poems 
By Carolina A. Collazo 

 “Life can spring from unsung streams and lead one’s soul to Heaven’s doors…” I liked poems. 
Poems were nice, short little stories containing brain-vomit that express feelings. But it wasn’t my 
story, or even my poem in question. Wasn’t my time to shine; to take the spotlight of the show. It was 
my sister’s. 
 “See?” My sister whined as she threw her head down onto my desk, “It’s horrid! Cliché! 
Absolutely down-right horrendous!”  
 I looked up from the sheet I has been reading aloud from. It really wasn’t that… bad? I sighed 
and dragged my fingers through my hair. It was decent I guess. But this was my sister we were talking 
about. The extravagant, the exuberant Jess- Jelly-Bean - McClin. This small, angry child would never 
take ok as an answer.  
 “Look,” I coughed into my hand, “It’s ok. Pretty decent.” As soon as the words crawled out of my 
mouth, her little, round face grew a terrifying scowl. I could see all the angry retorts and wise-cracks 
her 6th grade mind was planning to throw back at me.  
 Before Mt. Jelly-Bean exploded all it’s wrath onto my room, I quickly added, “And by ok, I mean 
you can do better.” I winced, preparing for a ‘what do you mean pee-pee head’ or a ‘you suck as a 
helper.’ 
        Instead of the expected insult, a soft sigh poured out of Jelly-Bean’s mouth. She looked up at me, 
her face full of disappointment. “I KNOW that!” She pouted, throwing her head down onto her hands. 
“I just don’t know how to make it more…” She waved her hands around her head in frustration, 
“Me?” 
        I sat on my bed, pondering over her words. It was funny because something similar had 
happened to me, where I couldn’t find myself. Though, instead of a poem causing this, it was a song.  
        We sat in silence for a second. I decided on my plan and reached across my bed for my guitar, 
which laid on the floor next to my nightstand. The light grain of the wood seemed to burn with 
anticipation asking me to play it. I set the guitar on my lap and looked at Jelly-Bean from across the 
room, “Remember when there was that one talent show at my school?” 
 Jelly-Bean nodded softly. “Mom suggested you do some country song, because, y’know, the 
‘country-boy aesthetic’ you have” She said aesthetic with harsh air quotes referring to the fact I 
looked like a country boy, but was wearing a Led Zeppelin shirt in a room covered with rock band 
posters.  
 I plucked a guitar string softly, ”I spent ages trying to find a relatively ‘decent’ song to practice 
and learn, but none of them felt right, and I didn’t even like half of them. What I hadn’t realized at the 
time was that country really wasn’t my thing.” I played a small riff. The strings vibrated under by 
calloused fingers. “After that, I finally found out that I actually don’t like country songs at all” I held 
back a laugh thinking of the sad irony that was my mom’s love of all things country compared to my 
absolute hatred for the genre. “After searching for ages, I finally found my thing, my jam, my piece de 
resistance- rock’n roll. I chose ‘Dream On’ by Aerosmith to play. And even though it didn’t sound the 
same on this baby,” I patted my guitar, “ It felt right. As hard as I tried to force myself to change my 



style, to change what I liked, I just couldn’t play something I didn’t feel was right, something that 
wasn’t me.”  
 Jelly-Bean had trotted over from my desk and plopped herself on the floor in front of my bed. 
She sat criss-crossed, rubbing her chin in that deep-in-thought way that all important famous people 
did. “So,” She voiced, looking up, “You’re saying that my poem doesn’t feel right because it’s not my 
‘style’?” 
 A sense of relief washed over me. She understood my point! In the mess of what was my attempt 
to connect the dots for her, she figured out what I meant. Either that or… The relief was quickly 
drowned out by a nasty cold feeling. What was I thinking? There was no way she would accept that 
‘criticism’. Jelly-Bean would MAKE it her style. She would probably feel hurt, or just get mad. Her 
strong personality was like a sleeping tiger. Far away, it was cute and peaceful. But when you woke it 
up, there was a large chance you would get killed.  
 Instead, she looked straight into my eyes, making me all sorts of uncomfortable. “I think…” she 
murmured, clearly deciding on how to kill me and get rid of the body. “I think that’s what I’ve been 
missing this whole dog-gonne time!”  
 A loud hiccup-like gasp escaped my mouth. I had not been expecting that. I was genuinely 
surprised to hear her accept my critique. My body had been so tense the last couple of seconds that it 
was twice the effort to go back to a relaxed state.  
 Jelly-Bean got up and paced the room, “That’s why it felt so nastily cliché! It even felt wrong as I 
was writing it! My style ain’t no sappy, deep, serious thing.” She slapped her fist into her hand. 
“Y’know that’s it!” She headed back to my desk and started to pick up her things, “If my style isn’t 
serious, I could write something in the complete opposite direction…” She continued to mutter her 
ideas for a whole new poem, one full of all the things that made her, her. Last thing I heard before 
Jelly-Bean entered intense writing mode was “Oi! Thanks Yohan! That was a huge help!” Then a loud 
slam and Jelly-Bean was in her room, working her butt away on a new poem that was full of her in 
every way shape and form. 

Two months later Jelly-Bean came rushing into the house after her bus dropped her off. I 
looked up from the algebra homework I was doing at the dinner table. She seemed full of adrenaline, 
trying not to jump up and down. “Guess what Yohan!” She squealed. 

I didn’t even have time to respond to her question before she pulled out a certificate from 
under her arm. “I won Yohan! I actually won with my poem!” She jumped and squealed even louder. 
“I got this certificate, some homework passes, 50 whole bucks, and a chance to win a- get this, 
NATIONAL POETRY contest!” She thought for a second, “Oh, and bragging rights of course.”  

“Wow Jess, that’s really cool!” I smiled at her, genuinely happy for her.  
She ran over to me and hugged me tight.”It was all thanks to you, Yohan,” She squeezed me 

tighter, “Thanks so much for helping me find myself in my poems.”  
“No problem,” I croaked, she was crushing my lungs and I could barely breathe.  
She let go and I took in a deep breath. “Y’know, we make a good team,” She stuck her hand 

out, “Yohan, let’s make a team, a singer and a poet, that’s basically gold,” 
I laughed and took her hand. As I shook it, I thought of something, “ So basically, a poem of 

songs, or even a song of poems.” 
Jelly-Bean smiled, “I quite like that; our Song of Poems.” 



Search for Safety 
By Chidera Anyanwu 

People roaming in the street 
Hearing gunshots; trying to breathe 
People trying to live life to the fullest  
But there’s more to life than popping bottles 
Trying to be the best by killing others  
But that’s not the right way  
People searching for safety  

I wish the world could be more safe 
I wish the world could be a place  
Where people can express themselves  
Without discrimination and rejection 
I wish I could change the world 

People dying 
People lying  
People crying  
Hearing the echoes 
I’m about to go berserk 

Looking for safety 
But can’t find it 
Trying to find a way to 
Change this world 
Searching for safety 
That’s not in this world 



Pictures  
By Anais Scott  

The wind, it blew 
papers dance through the air 

 I jump and skip 
but I fail to catch 

my hopes, my dreams  
and all I had left 

Captured moments in time 
the face of a faded character 

resemblance of the lost 
who lost a war against time 

and is forever gone 

The past is fuzzy 
the pictures were clear 
a reminder of the truth  

that “hope is always near” 

But near is not here 
this time it’s far 

thinner than my hair 
thinner than a string 

the voices grow louder 
the darkness draws near 

unlike my hope 
which plummets with a tear 



The Door and the Magic City 
By Trinity McFadden 

 Once, long ago, a magical fairy named Aine, made a door, that led to a magical city. The magic 
city is now called Estria. Estria is a safe haven for all creatures, as It protects everyone from an evil 
fairy named Malist. Malist used to wreak havoc on all the creatures that lived in her realm. When 
everybody made it through the door, Aine closed the door, and hid it far away. Now Malist is 
searching for the door to wreak havoc once more, and with Aine missing, Estria is doomed. 

 “My Queen,” says Senon, a servant to the throne of Estria, “Aine is still missing, and as you 
know Malist is still searching for the door.” “Yes, I know that,” says Queen Alexandria, “How far is 
she from finding the door?” “She is close,” Senon sighed, “but my Queen, how will we fight her and 
her army of  Dark Knights?” “You will gather a group of the finest seekers in Estria and then you will 
find her, while I ready our armies.” Senon breathes nervously and leaves to find the seekers.  

 “Let’s go Kryton,” says Senon, “We have to find Aine, I have orders from the queen.” “Who else 
is with you?” “I have  Farrah, Gandalf, Deema, and Aurora. They are the best seekers in all of Estria.” 
“What’s the point,” Kryton asks, “Aine has been missing for years. Everyone gave up ages ago, so 
why is the Queen taking up interest now?” “Kryton,” Senon says, “Malist is coming, and she is closer 
than ever before.” Kryton takes a shaky breath. In the Realm of Malist, before the door was made, 
Kryton and Aine were very close. As Aine made the door, Kryton defended the people by fighting the 
Dark Knights. When Kryton went through the door, Malist struck him with her sword, which gave 
Kryton a large scar on the side of his face. “Alright, I will come with you,” Kryton says.  
 In the wagon, conversation about where to go, strikes up. “Where do we start,” asks Farrah. She 
is one of the smartest in the group. “When Aine first went missing, we searched for her in the cities of 
Oden, Deserea, and Rhea,” Wait,” Kryton exclaims, “There are more than 30 cities in this realm, and 
the seekers only searched for her in 3 of them?” “I suppose you are correct,” Senon admits. “No,” 
Kryton says, “I can not go on a quest to find Aine if nobody put in effort in the first place.” Kryton 
gets up and leaves, while he is walking away Deema asks, “Is that everyone who wants to leave?” 
Everyone nods their head, then Farrah gets a great idea. “Aine is a fairy, and uses magic, so wherever 
she is being held she would try to use magic to get out. I think-” “So,” Senon interrupts, “what is your 
point?” Farrah gives Senon a look and continues talking, “We should look at the magic count of Estria 
in the past few years. Everybody in the cart looks at Aurora, “What?” Aurora asks. “You are the most 
magical being out of all of us,” Gandalf says. “Really,” Aurora says. “I was only Aine’s apprentice. 
“That is fine, can we look at the magic count of Estria please?” Deema asks. “I can try,” Aurora says. 
Aurora shakes her hands, and a cool breeze shakes the wagon. Then a map appears in Aurora’s lap. 
Surprised, Aurora shouts, “Yes! I did it!” Deema takes the map and looks, “Are you sure this is the 
correct map Aurora?” “Of course it is correct,” Aurora says, “Why, is there something wrong?” Farrah 
grabs the map and gulps, she says, “If this map is correct as Aurora says it is, then we have to go back 
to the palace. In the past few years it has had triple the highest amount of magic in any other city.” 
Senon shakes his head and turns the wagon around. 
 “Alright, this is the last floor,” Senon says. Aurora shakes her hands, and says, “That door.” 
Everyone races to the door. Gandalf kicks in the door and everybody else rushes in. Once the crew all 



gets in they see what is happening, the Queen took Aine. Aine is hanging in the air, as the Queen is 
taking strands of information from Aine’s head. The crew gets entangled by the queen’s grasp, “You 
shouldn’t have come!” The Queen yells. Senon looks at her, “My… my Queen, why are you doing 
this?” Queen Alexandria looks at him, with her glowing eyes, “Did you know that I am the sister of 
Malist? She is my older sister, and the throne is rightfully hers. When we got to this new realm, Aine 
appointed me queen, since I was the heir to the throne. I lied to her, I told her I hated my sister, when 
in reality I keep her dear in my heart. After I was appointed queen, I took Aine and have been 
searching her brain since then.” Deema says, “We are doomed, how will we get out now?” As the 
crew looks at each other, still stuck in the Queen’s magical grasp, Kryton breaks through the door. He 
takes the Queen by surprise, she let’s go of Aine and the crew. Aine falls on the floor and wakes up. 
Kryton backs the Queen into a corner, but then she sees Aine out of her prison. “No!” Queen 
Alexandria yells. She kicks Kryton and runs toward Aine. Farrah and Gandalf grab Aine, and run out 
of the room. Senon smiles, picks up his sword and charges, Deema and Aurora do the same. All 4 
heroes stand together against the queen. The Queen yells, “It is a crime to disobey the queen,” “It is 
also a crime to dishonor the throne!” yells Kryton. The crew looks at each other, they smile, and 
charge. 
 Farrah and Gandalf come back to fight, the Queen yells, “Where is she? Where is Aine?” “Well, I 
would tell you but, it wouldn’t be a surprise,” says Farrah. Then the Queen hears someone behind her, 
she turns around and sees Aine. Before the Queen could do anything, Aine puts her into a deep sleep. 
The heroes tie up the Queen and take her to the trial room. Aine smiles, “Thank you all so much for 
rescuing me. I thought I would never get out of there.” “Oh,” says Senon, “It was no trouble.” Aurora 
starts to laugh, and then everyone is laughing. It was the first bit of happiness in a long time. 
 “Who will be the next queen?” says Farrah. “I think I know who it should be,” Aine says. Aine 
picks up the crown from off the floor, where the last queen left it, and put it on Farrah’s head. Farrah 
is in awe, Senon says, “Now that is a Queen worth serving.” “Wait,” Gandalf says, “What about 
Malist?” “Oh, I took care of her and her army, they won’t ever get close to the door,” Then Aine 
moves her hair out of the way to reveal a necklace in the shape of the door. With everyone happy, and 
a new queen on the throne, everyone will rest happily, for the first time in a while. 

  



A New York Story  
By Stefon Lowman 

In the heart  
 of Manhattan  
 she sits unhappy  
 Looking out of the window  
 of her classy  
 apartment  
 staring into Queens  
 not able to make out  
 what she’s looking at 
 exactly.  

Deep in the heart  
 of Queens  
 he stands  
 on a corner, unhappy  
 in front of a broken-down building  
 on an unfriendly street,  
 staring at Manhattan,  
 the skyscrapers, and  
 one building in between;  
 At one light from one window. 

Their eyes almost seem to meet.  

By: Stefon N. Lowman, RBMS faculty  
 Excerpt from: A Million & One Stories to Tell  By Stefon N. Lowman  
 Copyright © 2001 All Rights Reserved 



Lifeless dreams  
     By Chidera Anyanwu 

  

Greatness turned to anguish 

Lifeless souls need to be replenished  

People roaming on earth with big dreams  

Watching their hope go by  

Seeing the population growing  

With fake smiles on their faces  

Happy only for their moments 

Trying to live life to the fullest  

But wait,  there’s more to life than lost dreams  

Life’s about inventing and exploring 

I see so many facial expressions  

I see hurt, anger, depression, sadness, stress 

And I also see hope 

As humans we do not expect and want lost dreams 

So for all the lifeless souls out there 

Be srong, courageous  

For I see hope  

Go achieve your dreams  

Remember life’s a journey not a prison 



Dissolving Colors  
By Treasure N. Ezeobi 

There is a lot of loss in this world. 

People lose their moms, 

People lose their dads 

And all of these losses make us very sad. 

Sometimes when you lose someone 

Doesn't mean they died, 

It could simply mean they just started 

Switching sides, majority of the time 

We don't even know why! 

They started as your friend 

Then rose their way up to the top, 

Like every roller coaster, there seemed  

To be a drop. 

All of a sudden all the feelings start to stop. 

When the light stops shining, then we start lying, 

Everyone asks, but we keep denying. 

We look happy, but inside we’re crying. 



We pop some pill and we start dying. 

When the light don't shine, we want an end to our life, 

Because we don't want to live with misery in our mind. 

Life is hard. Some people make it worse. 

Someone may look perfect,but their life is worse than yours. 

Black could be your darkness, 

But it is my light. 

Some colors shine brighter in the night. 

But there is only darkness in sight. 

There may be some people that give you a fright, 

But just remember stay strong and keep moving in life. 

 



Lava Lamp  
By Carolina A. Collazo 

BLOOM 

Hey, I don’t think we’ve met 

It’s just me again down here 

I call you lava lamp 

You call me evergreen 

One plus one is two 

And that’s an even number 

The one perfect number in the system 

That can’t be split apart 

And if that story is true 

Why am I a puzzle piece 

That doesn’t have it’s match 

 
 
My eyes are black 

Your eyes are green 

Can’t you tell there is something in between? 

Your skin is light 

Like vanilla oh so bright 

My skin is dark 

Like caramel bark 



Can’t you see we’re meant to be? 

And then there was 

A flutter; a buzz 

A string of love 

High above 

From me to you 

Our love was new 

But, 

All things beautiful must die 

And when we learned to fly 

At a new school; large and grand 

We fell apart; not a perfect marching band 

You flew away 

I stayed behind, waiting for the play 

You grew 

The wind blew 

And I fell 

My heart, a ringing bell 

Maybe we weren’t meant to be 



Accusations  
By Chidera Anyanwu 

  

Trying to find a place to hide  

With all these accusations of me that’s not true 

Don’t think I can survive  

Don’t have anyone that’s on my side 

I’ve been accused one two three four five six  

Seven eight nine ten times  

What did I do wrong? 

Seeing all these fingers 

Pointing at me 

It gets me traumatized  

I’m trying to be nice  

Hiding like little mice 

They take my niceness for weakness 

No one can understand the pain  

I’m going through 

Feeling so depressed  

Feeling like a loner  

Hoping I’ll get better   



I Remember 
By Tatiana Rivera 

Remember those times when somethings didn't matter  
Things like school, work, and money didn't matter 
The whole world was our playground, 
and we ruled like kings and queens 

But then you got older, time caught up with you 
Your eyes became dull, your hands became stiff,  
and your laugh was empty 

I begged and pleaded for you to come back, but with one look I can tell your happiness had 
vanished 
I was alone, afraid, in the dark when  
I wanted to see light at least one more time 

Shadows overcame me, days turned into weeks,  
months into years, time moving faster and faster 
I wanted to quit, I wanted to live with heavens stars,  
but then you spoke, not just some voice, but I heard you,  
I saw you, I ran into your arms after so long,  
the sun had arrived , the moon had glistened,  
and all scorched winds turned into a breeze 

The shadows had left and light had come for me 
You whispered to me “It’s all right, it’s ok” 
That was all I needed to hear 
As the clouds had vanished into thin air,  
a wave of relief washed over me 
You held out your hand and  
I gladly grabbed it as you lead the way home 



Hey Brother 
By Tatiana Rivera 

The World works in mysterious ways they say. 
They tell me “that’s just how it is.”  
But why should I accept that? 
Why should I just sit there while people tell me  
“We can’t do anything about it.” 

There are people who have to pay for other’s sins. 
They could either accept it or just break, bit by bit. 
Sometimes I wake up and ask myself “Why?” 
Anything I ask never gets answered. 
And while I lay there, 
Breaking piece by piece, 
I realize I'm not the only one who is breaking. 

My brother too bears the burden. 
He suffers a strangers sin. 
Maybe as I speak he breaks 
And I can’t do anything. 
For I, too am Glass. 
At least we break together  
Even if we are miles apart. 



There No Shame To That 
     By Ny’Quavious Armston 

I ask myself is it okay to have a white dad. 
I ask my mom she never answer  
i don’t know why is she scared 

 im going to cry. But i’m too strong to cry trust me. 
So I wonder why is my dad white and i am black  

there no shame to that. 

I go outside and wonder and wonder and wonder why am i black  
but trust me there no shame to that.  

People ask me at school and say why is your dad white  
i say i wonder too  

but there no shame to that. 

I get home from school  
i see my mom crying and i see a black man in front of her and i’m wondering to myself who is this 

strange black man in our house?  
The door opens  

my stepdad  walks thru the door.  
Everything go silence  

my dad drops his bag like he sees a ghost. 

My mom stop crying and tells me son this is your dad.  
All i could say was there no shame to that.  



 

Poetic Dream Quest 
By Stefon N.  Lowman 

Exhale— 

My pen is the gateway to heaven; 
futuristic plain 
seventh dimension  
times ten 
divided by the speed  
that my train of thought is traveling. 
In its seventh car I am riding  
trapped in a dream  
constructing an army to unleash on reality; 
where I sit half asleep. 
Here my soul struggles to get free, but 
physical body is stuck in the train seat, and 
mind is undecided on where to find destiny. 
All that seems clear is the last line of a poem 
blowing on an endless breeze  
carefully woven by me.  
Words spoken so eloquently, 
without thought to help me see  
that  
my pen is the gateway to heaven.  
A perfect place to be reborn  
and return to the living.   

Inhale.  

By: Stefon N.  Lowman 
8/14/2002 
Copyright © 2002 All Rights Reserved 



Lemonade on a Rainy Arizona Night 
By Carolina A. Collazo 

 I woke, panting in the cold Arizona night. I had been having a nightmare. It was the same one 
that would haunt me, year after year. My Momma’s sobbing, her tears, and her disheveled form had 
haunted my dreams since the night my Poppa died. But tonight I was glad to be awake so late at night. 
 I looked around our small house in the Arizona desert. My brother was sleeping soundly in the 
bed next to me. He was deep in sleep, his quite snores echoing in our tiny room. I leaned over towards 
his bed and shook his arm.  
 “What?!” He muttered still asleep. He slapped my hand and turned away.  

Before he could go back asleep I reached over and grabbed his ear gently. “Can you hear it?” I 
whispered.  

He looked up, suddenly wide awake. “Yeah,” He ripped off his sheets and jumped out of bed. 
He glanced behind him, “Come on” he said, tip-toeing into the kitchen. 

I silently walked behind him through the dark hallway, looking behind me ever so often to 
make sure Momma hadn’t woken up. She had fallen asleep on the couch once again; wrapped in 
blankets, with half- empty bottles and cans of some liquids littered across the living room. After 
Poppa died, she became a wreck, relying on her ‘adult apple and grape juices’ to do anything. We had 
switched places in life; my brother and I soon became the ones who took care of her, along with 
ourselves. Honestly, my brother had it the worst. A dysfunctional mother, a failure of a sister, and a 
long- gone father. He was the only thing that kept me here, or else I would have broken like Momma. 
He kept me strong even after Poppa died all the way on the other side of the world, in a war he didn’t 
have to fight.  

Light flooded the room and snapped me out of my thoughts. I turned towards the kitchen only 
a couple of feet away from where Momma lay. There my brother had pulled open the fridge, allowing 
the light to pour out, cutting through the darkness of the night like a knife. He stood on the edge of his 
toes to grab a large pitcher of ice-cold lemonade from the top shelf.  

“Careful” I cautioned, walking towards the cupboard to grab some cups. He shot me a smug 
look and placed the pitcher on the counter, shutting the fridge door with his leg. Now in the cover of 
darkness, I could barely see anything hidden in the cabinet. After messing through the cupboard, I hit 
some cups with the back of my hand. I grabbed them tightly and pulled them out. They were cups 
from a restaurant that we stopped going to long, long ago, covered in caricatures of joyful children 
playing at a park. A sense of melancholy washed over me. I couldn’t remember the last time my 
brother and I had been like that. Maybe before Momma cracked? Before Poppa died? Had we ever 
even had the chance? I tossed my braided hair over my shoulder. It didn’t matter. Not now, not ever. 

I went over to where my brother stood, waiting impatiently. “Took you long enough,” He 
complained. I scoffed and pulled the lemonade toward me. The sour-sweet juice splashed softly as I 
poured it into our cups. Sour-Sweet. Gosh, I thought, that describes my life pretty well.  I handed him 
a cup “You know what to do next,” I smiled. I knew the smile would never reach my eyes. They were 
dark vortexes swallowing all the joy I expressed with the rest of my face. But my brother didn’t stop 
to realize. He returned the smile, his perfect teeth glowing in the shadows.  He trotted over to the 
creaky screen door and pushed it open. The soft creak also let in another sound: Rain. The sound of 



gallons and gallons of rain pitter-pattering on the rusty iron roof of our house. The rain was why I was 
glad to be awake. Rain, something so rare in the deserts of Arizona. Rain to me was calming. I took 
every chance I had to be outside when it was raining. It became a tradition to go outside when it was 
raining. The lemonade was my brother’s idea. We both loved the drink, so what better to add to my 
other favorite thing?  

The sad vortex of my eyes became less powerful for a second and the smile on my face grew a 
tad bit. I stepped outside and sat on the moldy steps outside. The rain was coming down hard. In only 
a few seconds I was basically drenched, but I didn’t care. I was just happy to be outside with my 
brother.  

The lemonade in my cup was quickly drained. I swallowed the juice in a split second, leaving 
a tart taste in my mouth. The tartness quickly vanished, leaving the sweet aftertaste of lemonade I 
loved so much.  

My brother had left his cup on the stairs next to where I was sitting. It was empty. In the 
thirsty, dry grass in front of me, he danced. Still in his pajamas, he ran around in circles, catching 
raindrops on his tongue. His dark skin was covered in water, glistening under the light of the full 
moon. I got up from the steps and joined him. As we danced in the night, I realized, this was the joy I 
had been thinking about. The amusement  that the kids on the cup were showing. The happiness that I 
thought would never reach my eyes. My brother grabbed my hands and started to spin. I threw my 
face up to the sky and let out a laugh I didn’t think I had in me. In that moment, the cheer finally 
reached my eyes. In that moment, I was happy. In that moment, we were just two kids, drinking 
lemonade on a rainy Arizona night. 

   



Mirror Mirror  
By Chidera Anyanwu 

Mirror mirror on the wall 

People praying for my downfall 

Hearing screams behind these walls  

People saying is this my call 

Mirror mirror on the wall  

I’m afraid our generation might fall 

Humanity can’t see  

Too blinded by their own needs  

No hugs no trust  

No love just lust 

We need to stand up it’s a must 

People on the floor dying 

People on the floor crying 

People trying People fighting  

So many People all alone  

So many People without homes  

Cause of drones 

While the pope sits on a golden throne 

People in their houses  

Always on their phones  

Everyone’s a sheep  

We’re clones  

Something’s happening  

I can feel it in my bones    



Queen  
          By Keith Tran 

You, and I? I lived, you died. 
Your lips, your hair, right now? They’re mine. 
Took my wings, flew to the sun,  
stole my identity - I’m kinda done. 
Slip into the moon and stars 
I’m really far ahead, too far. 
You say I’m a friend, I say you’se a stranger 
When I drop a beat, ya’ll know that it’s gonna be a banger. 
My whole life’s wrapped in a rose 
While you been messin’ with poets and prose 
Chocolate Shotgun/Strawberry Sword 
You’re gettin’ crazy; I’m gettin’ bored 
Playin’ this game with ya’ - when is it over? 
I would be gone but my flight got layed over. 
You wanna play ‘cause you think I’m down 
But I got my own rules - I wear the crown 
Phone numbers are overrated 
I love myself, ain’t gonna not be no hated 
Whatcha gonna do 
When I throw you for a loop? 
You say you're the King but we know that I'm the Queen 
Right now you're fallin' I'll see you in spring 
You say you know 'bout my plan to dethrone ya' 
I say that you should be careful about that 
Ain't got money but I got my friends 
You need to go clean up all your split ends 

You have an army 
But I have a posse 
Guess who's the boss? Oops I guess that ya' found me 
You wanna fight me but you know I'll slay ya' 
Tell all my girlfriends that 'chu is a playa 
Deep down you know how powerful I am 
Better attack me with your greatest plan 
But you know that I know - I know you betta' 
Come on don't sweat it - I'll get'chu a sweata' 
Anime, Manga, and all of your things 
I got 'em in my hands 
Hands full of bling 



Soul 
By Aniah Evans 

Soul is something you dream 

Something your grand-ma-ma put  

in her famous apple pie, 

Something Beyonce put into her work 

Soul

When you want something and you give it your all  

and you put your heart into it,  

when Martin Luther King had a dream and made it,  

you bets believe he had …. 

Soul

The heart of the world has a beat and rhythm,  

and when God made us made us  

one by one he thought of  

Soul



Mr. Cox 

By Emma Cashion 

A best friend with such a beautiful heart 

So caring, so lively, so loving from the start 

Like an angel from heaven brought down to Earth 

Gold and silver will never truly show his worth 

His time here on Earth was really too short 

June 31st he was brought up to heaven 

God as his escort 

He left us all wondering why couldn’t he stay 

Because we don’t want the thought of him to slowly melt away 



Fake Friends  
           By Connielyn Byrkit 

Fake friends are the monsters under 

My bed and the 

Demons in my head 

Telling me things 

and stealing 

from me 

The fake is in their skin, 

in their face, 

and in their voice. 

Fake friends are 

the monsters 

and demons in my life. 



The Edge Of Thoughts 
By Amy Martinez Benavides 

  
You know that one place near the edge of your lies. 
That guilt inside of you that covers the truth. 
That place that haunts your thoughts. 
Yeah that place that you call brain. 

You remember those words that made you give up. 
Those words that hit you, Yeah those words that made you say  
“i’m fine” when you’re not but you knew what you held inside. 

You remember that place where you felt safe  
locked in their arms, that place that you once called “mine”. 
You remember that shoulder  
that made you promise to stay strong, 
yet you fought and stayed strong  
only to know it was for nothing 



SCHOOL 
        By Destinie Blair 

Suspended is what happens when you do something bad to learn your lesson. 

Chill is what you have to be in even the worst situations to stay out of trouble.  

Helpful for learning how to use social skills. 

Over by June. 

Overrated at times. 

Like seeing my friends and being around them. 



Poem about Cat 

By Yousif Faratah 

I sleep on your bed and make it my own, 

And when you are away, I’m at home all alone. 

I walk around the food bowl, sniffing out what’s there, 

And if there’s nothing good, 

I look at you and stare 


