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Rose, where did you get that red?

magic spells could say make it work
paint it yellow orange green pink red
we need paint brushes with long brown handles
we need brushes and paint cans
we need to open the cans
mix the paint
swimming oceans of red
we need long brushes
we need paint to make it pink
we need 60 paint brushes and long strokes of red on the
rose
the rose is marvelous
the rose is exquisite
the rose is perfect

that not everyone was the same; not every teenage boy
had to have pictures of buxom blondes pinned to his walls,
nor did he have to enjoy wrestling or video games or
monster trucks. Some teenage boys were happiest finding
solace in the smile of another boy, the touch of another’s
hand against his own and the way he could collapse against
another in a fit of giggles, and hide a shiver as the other
boy’s skin brushed against his own.
So when, one bright, sunny day, Nathan decided to lean
in and press his lips against Peter’s, it only seemed natural.
And, when after a brief moment of frozen hesitation,
Peter’s lips began to press back and slowly open, Nathan
knew it was supposed to happen. Peter loved Nathan. The
realization was startling, although, Nathan thoughtfully
concluded, it really shouldn’t have been.
Lauren Davis, age 17

Eric Lewin, age 19

Seasick
Nathan loved Peter. The realization was startling, although,
Nathan thoughtfully concluded, it really shouldn’t have
been. They’d been around each other for years, rarely
spending a day apart. Family vacations and separate
extracurriculars seemed like torture, although either boy
would be loathe to admit it. Time apart was simply not
something they did well, although reunions tended to
make the separations worth it. Well, almost.
They went to school together, walked home together,
played soccer together. Peter was there at Nathan’s bar
mitzvah, and Nathan was there at the funeral, when Peter’s
brother passed away. It seemed as though any time either
of them turned around the other boy could be found close
at hand. They still had sleepovers, although they would
never call them that, at the age of 16. This was of course
very confidential information, as the embarrassment of it
being known would surely cause the sleepovers to end.
Sometimes their mothers would whisper about how close
they were, causing both boys to blush and leave the room.
Once Nathan tried to confront Peter about it, but that
resulted in a sound thump to his arm, and Nathan never
dared speak of it again.
They were like brothers really, although brothers didn’t
usually whisper into each other’s ears, breath hot and eyes
sparkling. Brothers didn’t tend to get up every morning
with the sole intention of making each other laugh as
much as possible that day. Brothers didn’t often hold each
other, breath ragged, when tears threatened to fall.
Nathan didn’t think of Peter as a friend, or as a brother.
He simply loved him. After looking in the mirror for a solid
ten minutes, Nathan accepted this conclusion. He accepted

2
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Tessrah Baptiste, age 16

The View From the Kitchen
After weeks on the road
Fighting and arguing
With my siblings and parents
Making pit‑stops
Only so that we don’t forget
How to walk
And strange beds
In strange hotels
In strange cities
I find myself here
In a small house
In a small town
At five in the morning
Disheveled and
Sleep deprived
I shuffle into the kitchen
Bundled up in a sweater
Against the cold
Wet
Summer
Morning
Somehow
It is all worth it
To see the whales
Swim in the harbor
Ryan Winter, age 17

Derrick 91/B
Rain poured, penetrating even the depths of the city’s
ground level with its icy, grey deluge. The chilling water
mattered not to the unit as it stood alone upon a cracked
concrete sidewalk. Rain drops pattered off the moulded
steel surfaces of its lithe figure. Rivulets ran across the
rubber of its joints, invulnerable to the freezing water.
It tilted its head slightly back, letting a few heavy drops
spatter upon its flat, metallic face. The two lenses set into
the humanoid robot’s skull registered the drops as they
landed. Then, the unit’s emotion cortex let a few lines of
code occupy its endless task queue. Emotion algorithms
initiated a series of simulated feelings: pleasure, wonder,
enjoyment. These feelings were pacified by emotional
restraint algorithms, and converted into super compressed
information. The tidbits of code were then stored in
Derrick’s memory banks.
The unit stood in peaceful solitude. Its only company
was the rain.
“Derrick,” the unit spoke aloud to an empty street.
Its social interaction algorithms questioned their system,
seeking the agent which had initiated the unwarranted
audio output.
Its designation... his name, Derrick 91/B. The algorithms
could not find any purpose for Derrick’s unprompted

statement, no relevance to any current processes. Their
analysis abilities were limited, and after remaining idle for
a few hundred milliseconds the algorithms automatically
initiated refresh cycles, and quickly sought other tasks
within the processor of their cortex.
Derrick continued his rain drenched stroll. The wet
sidewalk brought him to a long plaza of coffee shops,
laundromats, and small boutiques. Walking past the
windows of a well known coffee franchise, Derrick caught
a glimpse of another unit, standing behind the counter of
the shop. A smile moulded upon her aesthetic metallic face,
handing a tray loaded with hot beverages, adorned with
whipped cream and tantalizing desserts, to a customer.
“Beautiful.” The word resonated throughout the
artificial mind of Derrick’s being. His emotional algorithms
reeled in outrage, they couldn’t trace where the command
initiating the thought had originated. Searching frantically,
but to no avail. But the algorithms were again preoccupied.
A man in a heavy coat and a low brimmed hat knocked
into Derrick, barging into the coffee shop.
“Please excuse me Sir...” Derrick was cut short by several
gunshots. His features twisted into a mask of shock, as
he watched a bullet take off the barista’s head. Derrick
stumbled back into the road, the rain once again pattering
off his fuselage as he retreated from the shadow of the
awning above the coffee shop.
He screamed out at max volume, “Police! Poli...” Derrick
was again cut short, as a massive cargo truck rammed
into him, its brakes struggling against the slick asphalt.
His body, as resilient as its alloys and composite plastics
were, was shattered. As his cortex failed, the image of the
female unit fluttered in his mind one last time.
“Beautiful.”
Thomas Noussis, age 14

The Trouble with Problems
I came upon a problem, ‘twas sleeping on the grass,
I had to crawl around it, my, what a difficult task.
I went around it gently, but tickled its little toe,
The problem began to stir and I knew I had to go.
I ran from that problem so that I it could not see
And to avoid this problem, why, I climbed up a tree,
But a new problem came up with me, right to where I sat,
If I climbed back down with the first problem I’d have to
chat.
I climbed down the tree, decided enough was enough,
I walked over to that problem, my head buzzing with
stuff.
I gathered up my courage and faced my problem head on,
And then, before I knew it, why, my problem was gone.
You see, a problem isn’t something to fear, but something
to help you grow.
That was something I was unaware, now of which I know.
Rebecca Frailich, age 13

young voices 2008

3

Sleeping

When the World Was New

Now the desolate mires are filled with mute ghosts
and this water I drink proves that something must sustain
me.
Who am I supposed to be —
with you sitting there and saying nothing?

They say that when the world was new, happiness reigned
over it. Animals playfully chattered amongst themselves,
and the trees grew tall and strong. Everything was in perfect
working order, until something terrible happened.
The gods had been marveling at what a wonderful thing
they had made, pointing out little bits here and there that
they had done, and which continent really had the best
weather. There were four gods and three goddesses, and
each one contributed to making the beautiful landscapes.
None of them really knew why they did it, but the youngest
admitted that he was just bored. When you’re a god, what
joy and excitement can you find? There is nothing to do
but simply float about the heavens. Often they would try
to outdo each other with creations.
“This creature I have made has many tails, think how
fast it could swim in water.”
“Yes, but mine has many tails and many fins and flippers
as well. I’ll bet mine goes faster.”
And in that fashion, they created a sphere of blue
on which to race. The second creature had so many fins
and tails, that it merely sank to the bottom of the ocean,
where it remained. After a while, they began to get bored
of racing in the water, so they wanted to try making
creatures that would gallop across hard surfaces. To make
it more of a challenge, they added a strange force that
would try to pull the animals to the ground. They had to
be even stronger and more cleverly made to fight against
it and still be fast.
Then came the argument on who was the best artist.
They painted the sphere with colours they themselves
invented, and made as many pretty scenes as possible.
Kolind, who had no imagination, created the barren lands
of the desert. Teressa, who had a poet’s soul, created the
sea, making the horizon and the sparkle that lay on the
water. Markl, who was as cold and as hard as a stone,
created the mountains and the valleys that sat beneath
them. Lindala, who was sweet and kind, created the forest
to give the experimental creatures life. Yaret, who was
the dreamer, created the blue of the sky and the clouds
that danced in its wake. Milindae, who was frosty and
alone, created the land of winter, with its white snow and
icebergs. And Jol, the youngest, coloured in a bright sun
to lighten the dark forest.
But now to the terrible part. Jol, as he was young, was
foolish. He started playing around with the genetics of
some monkeys when the others weren’t around. He had an
image in his mind, of a creature similar, but different. For
once he would be the one who would impress everyone.
He soon created man.
That was the world’s greatest mistake, and the other
gods still laugh at us and ridicule Jol today, and will
forever.

If this was nothing but a vision between our eyes,
if this was painted from our memories, I would lose myself
for the last time.
There must be some message in the words we never say.
There must be some pattern in the steps we never dance.
As I am sleeping alone with my guilt,
as I am sleeping amongst the holes in the wall,
all I ever ask is who I am supposed to be —
with you wide awake and living on an island?
If this is nothing but people like us sinking in the mud,
I’d bring you flowers that grew in secluded shadows.
Some of us hoping that we will find reason in our aging,
hoping to love something we are certain is a reality.
If this wasn’t the sad words it was made up of,
maybe I’d be friends with the lonesome satellites that
orbit my sky.
When dusk is close at hand and it’s time to hurt again,
There’s that flicker of little girls and boys caught in the
fractured world.
As I am sleeping between my life and yours,
I feel something that slips away in the daylight.
Who are you supposed to be —
with me sitting here and telling the story of our dreams
with words that have no
shape?
Noah Page, age 17

Alena Bozic, age 13
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Thirty Ways to Kiss
Sweat and moisture dripped from my hair onto my bare
shoulders. The miniscule beads of liquid cascaded down
my body, tracing each defined muscle and ultimately
disappeared, having been absorbed by my equally damp
swimming trunks.
As I reached into the mailbox I released my bag and wet
towel onto the floor and shook off my runners. I kicked my
stuff into the house and, with a groan, closed the door.
Life guarding can be a serious energy drain. With my back
pressed to the dark red wood, I riffled through the mail,
and paused when I discovered a letter with my name on
it: Devon.
It wasn’t typed, but written in a familiar script. It didn’t
even have a stamp. With my pinky finger, I tenderly ripped
open the envelope and drew out its contents. My sweaty
fingers dampened the paper. At first glance, I thought the
document inside was blank. But then I noticed a sentence
at the top right corner in the same daring font as the
envelope: “Can you think of 30 ways to kiss?”
It should have been easy, right? A guy who was in
his junior year of high school should have an unlimited
fountain of kissing techniques. Looking down at the paper,
my mind stumbled, but my hand reached for a pen.
1. On the forehead to imply you want to be more than
friends.
2. Our very first kiss, on July 7th, 2007.
3. When saying goodnight.
4. With eyes open, because you have no experience.
After she’d been away for the summer, I greeted her when
she returned with a kiss for every day she was gone...

22. When she gets sick at semiformal and loses her voice.
You rub her back, kiss her forehead, and tell her she looks
beautiful.
23. When words can’t say enough.
24. In a movie theatre.
25. On the bench outside the theatre in the freezing cold.
26. The “I love you kiss” at her front door.
27. To tickle her neck because it’s the one place you know
you can always get her.
28. The New Year’s kiss, which goes on for the entire new
minute and marks a new beginning with the one you
love.
But there’s also:
29. The final kiss, when you know she’ll never kiss you
again.
30. The kisses you blow her every single night, now that
she’s gone. You hope she will catch them off the wind and
think of you like you once were.
With the pen still in my hand, I threw on my runners
and sprinted through the streets, one thought in my
mind. When I reached her house, I looked at the mailbox
for a moment, contemplating. Finally, I rang the doorbell,
stepped back, and waited for fate to open it up.
31. Evelyn, will you kiss me again?
Jennifer Lamb, age 16

Cerebrus

Jenny Wa, age 13

5. In a tree, even though she’s afraid of heights.
6. In a photo booth. Cost per picture: $1.00. Memories you
share on that day: priceless.
7. On the pitcher’s mound.
8. On her belly button, laying on a hill outside a school.
9. Between the aisles in Walmart, dodging people as if it
were a game.
10. With tongue.
11. On the cheek.
12. On the lips.
13. On her hand.
14. Slowly and deeply.
15. Passionately.
16. After you’ve wrestled to the floor and can’t seem to
get up.
17. Kissing a boo-boo better, because a band-aid just
won’t do.
18. In the rain.
19. Leaving a mark as a reminder.
20. The secret kisses you share in the mornings that are
marked with an “xox” in her agenda.
21. At a dance, with your arms around her waist, when you
realize you can’t live without her.
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nothing new

Dope

Walking day by day, I see the same things:
pigeons swooping down to eat the latest breads dropped
by ol’ Jim,
the scent of freshly mowed grass fills the morning,
another dust cloud sawing through hard concrete,
air conditioners full blast now a puff of hot air.

Trudging through what remains of yesterday’s snow storm,
the snow is thick and heavy underneath the stilettos that,
despite the weather forecast, I still chose to wear. The
night has aged, and I claw my way through its darkness.
Blistering wind, cold and icy, howls angrily as it blows past
my face and ears. I shove my hands into my coat pockets.
Why did I even go?
Truthfully, I don’t know. Maybe for the excitement.
Maybe to show everyone that I’m not just the girl who
takes her grades too seriously for her own good. Maybe to
show them I have that inner adventurous streak that I so
desperately desire.
I really don’t know why I felt I had to do it. Why, when
I put that stuff to my lips and lit it, I felt like I’ve been
doing it for ages. Why, when I inhaled and held, feeling
its poison tickle my lungs and obscure my brain like fog, I
finally felt appreciated.
Piles of snow, as high as mountains, tower above me.
The fallen snow makes it difficult to walk through and I
shiver as my foot sinks in to its icy depths yet again. The
cold stabs me like a thousands knives, but I force myself to
continue home.
Soon I’ll be in my own house, in my warm, cozy bed,
reading a book on a Friday night, like the good sixteenyear-old daughter I’m always prided for being. That’s
where I should have been earlier, instead of sitting with a
group of troubled teenagers, all of whom are so young, but
have faces that are too mature. They offered me the “Gift
of Happiness” as they watched me light up my innocence,
and exhale it into a puff of smoke that hung over us like a
halo. It was at that moment, with a sudden intensity, that
I realized: I didn’t recognize myself.
How can I respect myself anymore? I’m so ashamed. Is
this how far I was able to let pressure push me? How far
I’ll let my desires tease me into thinking it might all be
worth it? What about the God above me, all mighty and
powerful, who sculpted and moulded me, then brought
me to life by the blow of his sacred breath. Or my parents,
who loved me unconditionally and sacrificed life-long
dreams and life savings to give me the things they could
only dream of?
Then there is my grandmother, watching me from the
kingdom above. The grandmother I loved so much. I see her
face in the dark night sky, her features illuminated by the
dozens of stars hanging there, like sparkling decorations
for the whole world to see. She is crying for me, her tears
of snow falling lightly on my face, reminding me of her
gentle hands that used to cradle me, love me.
And I stop suddenly, in the middle of the road behind
my house. The sound of tires hitting slush and cars sliding
on black ice surrounds me, but I cannot hear it. With my
toes frostbitten and her tears on my face, I think to myself:
Who have I become?

Smack.
Dead‑on.
My face is a blur.
Cannot see.
It clears.
Why is there a cloud of vapour spewing out of his mouth?
hers? his? And theirs too?
Has winter come already?
A familiar smell tingles softly under, up and through my
nostrils.
It fills my lungs and I gasp;
like one who had the wind knocked out of them.
I’m dying. So cold and nauseating.
They are relentless.
Exhaling that horrendous breath upon me…
with little sticks of poison between their yellowed gnarled
fingers.
He’s an old man too.
Should’ve known better.
Pigeons finish their snack… fly off to new adventures.
A new stretch of road is being paved.
Black asphalt.
Tar.
That man’s lungs: worse.
filled with…
He smokes again, takes another puff.
Little rings escape from his lips.
Others take note and now rings fill the air.
Dancing.
They are like children at a party; bottles in hand,
gaily blowing endless bubbles.
Memories linger.
Nothing new… it’s always the same.
With each ring dissipating,
someone just died.
Where did he go?
Carmen Yung, age 16

Eternity Martis, age 15
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Breaking the Attachment

One of Those Days

Why do you linger?
Why do you stay?
Why do you use my soul for your play?

Today is one of those days. Those days when I feel down,
and exhausted with my life, completely drained of energy,
of the will to try. Something indescribable is weighing
me down with its presence, like the burden of a lingering
sense of guilt that just won’t leave, except I have done
nothing wrong. I’m pissed off, both angry and annoyed, at
everything and at nothing in particular. For some reason,
the more I try to socialize with others and surround myself
with happy people, the lonelier I feel today. In fact, I feel
outright depressed. I feel pressured, cornered, like an
experiment subjected to blinding lights and being poked
at with hostile hands. Being able to just curl up into a ball
and go to sleep forever would be great right now. That,
or drown myself listening to sad songs. I can’t explain why
I’m feeling this way, not even to myself, in my head. Just
one of those days...
I’m walking down the school hallway now, it’s
lunchtime. I reach the exit, push the door open. A blast
of refreshing cold air greets me, I find myself breathing
a little easier. I head out in a random direction. It doesn’t
matter where I’m going, as longs as it’s away from here.
I spot some of my friends up ahead, but I’m not in the
mood for their company right now. They roughhouse me
for a bit, try to get me to play ball with them. I decline,
make up some excuse, and walk away with insults shot at
my back. They kid, they kid, but I’m not up for that kind of
provoking today.
I continue walking, on the street. Then I hit the park
and spot a bench nearby. I decide it’s a good place to sit.
So I do. Not that I usually do this sort of thing. I lean back
and watch people walk about, carrying on with their lives.
As I watch, I start to wonder. All these people, where are
they going? To buy lunch, to visit someone, maybe even on
their way to the airport to fly off to Tanzania to save some
endangered species? I don’t know, the possibilities are
endless. Heck, I bet loads of people right now are getting
a raise, getting married or just found out that they won
the lottery. All brimming with joy and happiness, as I’m
sitting here wallowing in my self-pity. Good for them, I
guess.
This is a little strange though. I feel like I’m in a timeless
place, like a static object, unchanging. As if I’m part of this
bench, or that tree. Like a something that will remain here
anchored forever, if I stay, letting time slide right by me.
My wandering thoughts are interrupted by what my
eyes see. I recognize a girl from my school, I believe I have
a few classes with her. Her name escapes me, but I see
her around quite frequently. She’s alone right now, which
is unusual. She’s always surrounded by her friends, or at
least, other people. I don’t know her that well, but she
seems nice. Always smiling, happy, a carefree kind of girl. I
guess you could say ‘popular’ but I hate using that word. It
gives you the impression of snobby, mean, obsessed with
fashion and looks, and the like. She is certainly not like
that.
She is looking my way. I guess she felt my stare. I quickly

Why are you hurtful?
Can’t you be mild?
Can you not see that I’m only a child?
You’re no good for me.
You know what you lack.
Leave me alone and never come back.
Understand this, boy,
I don’t want you here.
Find somewhere else to spread anger and fear.
Yoanna Dimitrova, age 14

Paladin

Muzhda Hakime, age 15
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look away, feeling a bit nervous about how she perceived
that. I wouldn’t want her to get the wrong impression. I
look back again, and she is now looking back at me. Then,
after a while, to my surprise, she starts walking towards
me. To be more precise, she’s walking to me. Judging from
the fact that she’s looking right at me. I feel a bit awkward
now, not sure where to look. If I look away, it’s like I’m
ignoring her. If I look at her, then it’s...
She casually sits down. Leans back on the bench, beside
me.
I wait.
She says nothing.
I’m thinking I could never just do what she did.
Randomly walk up to a stranger practically, and share a
bench with him. Especially since it doesn’t look like she’s
here just to sit. I’m about to break the silence with a lame
attempt at starting a conversation, but thankfully, she
sighs and finally speaks.
“It’s a beautiful day, isn’t it?”
“...Yeah, it is,” I say, like an auto reply. It’s like when
people ask “how are you,” you say you’re fine, sometimes
even when it couldn’t be further from the truth.
She turns her gaze partly towards me.
“Hmm, really? You don’t look like you’re enjoying it.”
I don’t know how to answer. I mean, what she says is
true. So instead, I make some incomprehensible noises
that indicate she may be right.
She smiles knowingly. “Hmph. Don’t worry, I won’t
ask what’s wrong. In my experience, guys don’t really like
talking about stuff like this. Not that I think that’s good
or anything...”
For some reason, I feel the urge to say something to
disprove that notion. But it’s kind of true, once again, so I
don’t bother. She continues.
“Well, whatever it is, I’d say not to dwell on it too
much. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I still think people
should take time to figure out what it is that’s bothering
them. That’s an important step in resolving the issue. If
they keep pushing it aside, the problem will keep coming
back.” She pauses.
“It’s just that, sometimes, it’s better just to ride it out
and take it as it comes. If it’s one of those temporary ones,
it’ll pass soon. And if it’s not, you can deal with it when
it comes to that. Don’t let every minor negative thing get
you down, is what I’m trying to say, I guess. Things will
always get better tomorrow.” Another pause.
“Not that I’m trying to say I understand what you’re
going through right now...I mean, I think I do, but no
one can fully understand unless they’re going through it
too...” She is speaking faster and faster now. I must be
making her feel obliged to fill in the silence by my lack of
input into the conversation.
I still don’t know what to say. I don’t have such words
of wisdom.
She sighs again, this time a little despairingly.
“I’m doing it again, aren’t I? Blabbing on about random
stuff. I came over here because you looked like you needed
a bit of cheering up, but instead I’m just unloading my

8

young voices 2008

troubles on you...” Now she looks a little sad, smiling a sad
smile. I’m not sure what she means.
“I guess what I really did was just trying to make myself
feel better by saying those things. You know, when you
say it out loud, it seems more real.” She laughs a little.
“Really, I’m just as depressed as you are.”
Huh. Misery does love company indeed.
I finally think of something meaningful to say. “But, you
know what they say; sharing your problems with someone
else lessens the burden.
“And makes you feel better,” I add as an afterthought.
She looks at me again. “Mmm. Yeah...you’re right,” she
says almost a little carelessly.
Then she suddenly stands up. “But still, sorry for just
coming over uninvited. And wasting your time, playing
wise sage.” She looks a bit embarrassed.
“Hopefully, the next time we see each other, it’ll be on
a happier occasion.” She smiles and starts to walk away. I
watch her leave.
Sorry for...wasting your time...
It may just be the only thing she was incorrect about.
Nancy Dai, age 17

Just one…?

Terri Chin, age 14

Falling

Everything

If it had been literal
As opposed to figurative
Or metaphoric
Or whatever,
I would have died
On impact.
Hit the pavement and
Kept
On
Going.

I stretched my fingers and caught Nothing
It had flown blindly into my hand
It lay on my palm, Nothing
Its transparent wings did extend
And Nothing did not try to escape
For it only had Nowhere to go.
I showed Nothing to him
And he said he wanted Nothing to compare

Bailey M.W., age 16

In Lily’s Garden
The flowers always bloomed in Lily’s garden. The roses’
delicate petals were always open, giving off a fresh scent
like spring dew. The daffodils always brightened up the
day with their happy colours; the lilacs always cooled it
down with their soothing tones. Always did the flowers
bloom, always did the grass grow, and every day Lily came
out to take care of her garden.
Lily did not know how her garden grew so well. She
simply watered the plants, giving each a sprinkling of
water. She then made sure that the sun was shining on
them — it always was. And then she sang.
Her voice was as sweet as the perfume of the flowers.
Her songs were even sweeter. She hummed of how
beautiful the flowers were; how sweetly the birds sang.
She whistled the tunes to happy songs, whose words she
never made up. She told, through song, how much she
appreciated the plants and their flowers.
Then one day Lily didn’t come.
The plants waited and waited, seeming to stretch up to
look for Lily. But she didn’t come.
Five days went by like this. On the fifth day, the plants
were very thirsty, and they began to shrivel and die. The
roses closed up and their wrinkled rosehips fell off before
anyone could gather them. The lilacs sagged sadly. The
daffodils became a depressing brown. They yearned for
water, but even more they yearned for Lily.
Eventually somebody noticed that the plants were
dying, and started watering them. This became a habit for
the gardener, and every day he watered and made sure
that the sun was shining on them — it always was. Every
day the plants recovered more and more, and soon they
were blooming again.
Once again, the roses collected morning dew on their
rich, red petals. Once again, the daffodils seemed to smile
brightly at the world around them. Once again, the lilacs
soothed the savage soul with their cool shades. Once
again, the flowers in Lily’s garden bloomed.
Once again, Lily’s happy hum could be heard.

To the Something he had caught
Which was twittering in despair
Inside a jar and on the shelf
Something was fluttering.
Something had colour and a strange grace
It glittered and glowed behind the glass
I gently twisted the top open
And Something flew lightly past
It twirled, changed its colour
And settled on my palm.
See, he said, that is Something
Something is what I have always caught
I’ve always wanted to give you Something
And for Everything, I have sought
Far and wide, but Everything is rare and hard
To find, even for a man like me.
And I watched Nothing in my left hand
Something in my right
Both translucent, both changing
Both so light
And I thought maybe he wasn’t as perceptive as me
Perhaps I possessed better sight.
Because one glance told me Everything
Was dancing in his eyes.
Peggy Fan, age 18

Amy Schacherl, age 13
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Dei and Scientia

Writing

Soul was walking down a road one morning in the end
of autumn. He stopped momentarily and looked over the
railing of a high bridge, into the heavy and swift waters
below. There bobbed a net, and caught in it was a great
fish. And although Soul himself was a very compassionate
man, he tarried. The fish’s scales of gold and silver drew a
sigh from the bearded man. “Such a heavenly fish.”
Now, on this very same morning, Science went out for
a walk. as it was Sunday. Slightly tired, he came to a bridge
and decided to rest. A movement in the river caught his
eye. There, in the river, stood an old man up to his waist in
gushing water. He was fiddling with a fishing net, his hands
shook with the current, and Science became concerned.
“Sir!” Science shouted, over the rush of the current.
The man turned and smiled, then returned to his work.
Science furrowed his eyebrows and made his way down
the slope to the river.
Coming closer, he satisfied his curiosity as to what
could possibly be in that net. Appropriately, It was a fish,
but in all his years of study, he had never seen anything
that resembled it.
Now Science, having an able young body, strode up
to the man and got himself drenched as the two of them
untangled the net. Standing in the water, they finally
managed to get the fish free, but it was completely still.
It was on the bank that Science, unsure of how to
continue this meeting, asked the old man: “Do you know
what kind of fish this is?” His eyes glimmered with hope.
“If it were up to me, I would call it Beauty,” Soul replied
gently and he set the fish down gently. “What meaning
does the name men give it have?”
This reply did not satiate Science as much as it did Soul
and he narrowed his eyes at the fish and examined it. His
nimble thoughts raced over everything he knew on the
subject. His heart fluttered with the possibility of a new
discovery.
Soul’s mind was not idle either. His ideas slowly formed
and moved like a lazy stream: this death had brought
him to meet such a bright young man. Amid Science’s
whispering of facts, their sadness for this fish’s death
passed peacefully.
Soul looked lovingly upon Science’s inquisitions. Science
was impatient with Soul, because this old man who was
wise, but moved slowly and did not give him the answers
he so desired.
That afternoon, they ate corned beef on rye bread
together and talked. And up on the bridge, watching the
two men on the bank of the river, was Progress. There was
no money being made or things being built. “What lazy
fools.” he thought, as he continued on his way. It was a
still autumn Sunday, and only one person in the world
could not rest.

Silence descends upon the room.
Faint lyrics caress my ear.
A hum of voices I can’t make out.
Scratching of pencils filled with thought.
Small sounds break concentration:
move
ment,
paper
falling,
whis - pers,
sn-iffles,
s i g h s.
But all the minds focused,
on such a beautiful art.

Melissa Cederqvist, age 16
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Kaitlyn Kaminski, age 17

Mr. E — Mystery
Bown Xia, age 13

Lord of Time
I walk alone in the dark alley. I clutch a golden stopwatch
in my hands. I feel nothing but hatred for it. Me, the man
that has everything but one, I feel as if all is lost. A great
pain in my ankle suddenly strikes me. Memories that
haunted me for the last two days return to my time-struck
mind.
Fifteen years ago, in this very same alley, I met this old
man. He croaked at me, “Do you have time?” I replied,
“None. Games, homework, life pile upon me. Even if I did
have time, I won’t be doing you any blasted favors, old
man.” The old man laughed without mirth. “Very well, you
are going to enjoy this gift I give you!” He handed me an
old fashioned stopwatch with a shiny ruby button on top,
“This is a time bank; borrow time from it by pushing the
red button.” I asked, “How would I return the time?” The
old man didn’t answer. He left, with maniacal laughter,
throwing behind the words, “I’ll meet you here, at that
shack near the end of the alley.”
When I got home, I took out my new stopwatch.
Something in my mind told me to just throw it away, but I
couldn’t resist that little daredevil that tells me to do bad
things, and pressed the ruby button with great caution.
Everything stopped. No more tick tock of the clock. No
more vivacity. Only me moving, over the great barrier of
time. I felt ecstatic, jumping up and down, and screaming
at the top of my lungs. Soon after I calmed down, I put my
extra time into good use: I finished my two-week overdue
homework; played a nice long game of shoot’em up; and
took a fantastic fourteen-hour goodnight sleep. Suddenly
I wanted to go back to the real world. How do I do that? A
great fear loomed over me. There was only one thing I could
do. I reached out and carefully pushed the red button on
the stopwatch again. Immediately everything returned to
normal. Life continued. Mom screamed from the kitchen,
“Jack, are you finished your homework?” I smiled, and
whispered silently to myself, “Yep, everything’s the same,
except now I have to power to control time.”
After that experience, I became the Lord of Time.
Infinite time is at my disposal. I could now finish all my
homework on time; I could cheat on a test; I could even rob
the bank without anyone knowing, simply by a push of the
button. I completed a university degree, bachelor degree
and a master degree of 18 courses in the standard time of
two years. I reached the maximum height of civilization.
The president of the U.S. is within my grasp. I am the most
powerful man on earth.
Yet two days ago, as I looked in the mirror, I saw an
eighty-year-old man staring back instead of a young
twenty-five-year-old adult. My heart gave out a cold chill
that sent shivers down my back. I sensed a feeling of dread
in me: I can’t die yet, I’m invincible. I suddenly remembered
the old man who gave me the watch’s parting words. “I’ll
meet you here, at that shack near the end of the alley.”
And here I am, limping towards the end of the road.
The same old man greets me at the steps of the shack, yet,
he looks twenty years younger. He brushes off my gasp of

surprise, and cackles, “Welcome. I’ve been expecting you.”
I cry out, “Give back my time! You owe me!”
“On the contrary, I owe you nothing. In fact, you
borrowed time from me. Now, you must pay me back. Like
all banks, with a high interest if forty percent, hmm, your
end will come soon after you pay me back.”
I finally understand about the Lord of Time junk. I am
no lord; I am, in fact, the slave of time! Suddenly, right
before me, everything turns black, then into nothingness.
Just before I lose consciousness, I hear another maniacal
laugh, the same as fifteen years ago. With the laughter,
were the wisest yet craziest words I’ve ever heard, “Time
is most valuable, you can buy anything with it, yet nothing
can buy time itself.”
Jack Feng, age 13

Untitled
Why is there an arrogant fool,
when the wise man stands so silent and humble?
Why do we spend so many years,
on a building that will fall and crumble?
How, even as night approaches,
can we still be warmed by the setting sun?
What keeps us, though surrounded by darkness,
Always hoping for Light to come?
Anna Jiang, age 12

Darkness Through Light
Christine Nguyen, age 13
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Like a Family

Blissful Smile

“Can’t I have a single moment of peace?”
“Don’t flatter yourself. Hanging out in an attic with an
eternally annoying kid isn’t what I call Friday night.”
“They are at it again eh?”
“Like you didn’t hear the plates crashing.”
A moment of quiet fidgeting, then, “Don’t you ever
wonder how they ended up in this mess?”
A scoff. “Well, supposedly in every relationship there
comes a time when one says ‘I just can’t do this anymore’,
‘I found someone else’, or ‘let’s just be friends’. But dad
got nervous and slipped out, ‘will you marry me’.”
“Is that how it went?”
“Must be.” Her face as blank as her voice. Corrupted by
too many scripted lines, school days, and satirical jokes.
“Is that why you never gush over guys? Your phone
calls are always so boring!”
“You brat!” She threw a cushion. He didn’t bother to
dodge. “Well! I’m glad my calls bore you to death! No
wonder people didn’t like you at school.”
“That’s not why I left, and you know it,” a stab of pain. She
had betrayed his confidence in digging up that memory.
She sighed, recovering. He didn’t. She should hug him,
as if she were his big sister. But no one did what should be
done anymore.
“Sorry. I’ve been in the house for too long. They are
getting to me.”
He looked up, large eyes considering. Then, a grin —
she was forgiven.
“Anyway, after seeing how they turned out, I figured a
life of solitude and book worming isn’t so bad.”
“Ditching love so soon?”
“Hardly. I just prefer to see it through the distorted
lenses of Hollywood.” A pause. “How ‘bout you? Ever
blame death for robbing you of love?”
The spirit gave a deflated chuckle, “My parents fooled
themselves into thinking they were in love. By the time
they got me they were sick of each other already. In the
end, I’m the one who paid for it. So I guess I’m glad to have
missed the bandwagon.”
“Did they cry?”
“The sad thing is, they did.”

You said to break up, I cried.
The days alone, I sighed.
You left me in the dark, I died.
You said that you loved me, you lied.

Grace Lujia Cai, age 17
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You had another girl, I hated.
I had another boy, I dated.
The memories of you have faded.
In the end, I made it.
There’s a new you and a new appeal.
You didn’t keep your end of the deal.
Love doesn’t last forever, I’ll heal.
You said you were sorry, but do you know how I feel?
It’s been a month now, a while.
My emails from you started to pile.
I pick up the phone and I dial.
You say, “Let’s get back together,” I smile.
Jenny Gu, age 13

You Are My Guiding Post
Nan Nancy Jiang, age 19

A New Face in a New Country

Jobless

The noisy chatter of the chaotic classroom vanished the
moment she stepped in. All eyes immediately focused on
the “new face,” scanning her from top to bottom. She
wore her hazel brown hair in a neat ponytail that showed
off her grass-coloured eyes. A velvet maroon top was
tucked inside a chequered skirt. It was the teacher who
finally broke the awkward silence.
“Students, let’s welcome our new ESL student from
Romania! It’s our job to make her feel welcome here.”
The teacher motioned for her to sit at an empty desk that
appeared to have someone’s entire life story scrawled over
it. To the class, the teacher asked, “Who knows where
Romania is on the map?”
Someone raised a hand. Before long, the class had
launched into a discussion about Bucharest, its capital.
The girl listened to the words that were being fluently
hurled across the classroom, but they held no meaning
for her. It was nostalgic to hear the sounds, as she had
been very good at debating back in Romania. She watched
the others until the end of class, and was never disturbed
by a “Hi” or a “Hello” from her fellow students. She told
herself she didn’t mind, though she wondered who she
was trying to fool.
At lunch, as she walked towards a table in the cafeteria
and a boy stuck his foot out in front of her. She lost control,
tripped, and landed on the grimy floor with a small crash.
The cafeteria boomed with laughter and kids crowded
around to catch sight of her clumsiness. No, she didn’t
understand English, but she did understand the universal
language of humiliation.
Almost crying from rage and mortification, the girl ran
outside with her cheeks flaming red. She tried to convince
herself that this was only a joke, but their actions were
hard to accept. She cursed her family for moving here.
When she looked up again, she noticed a figure in the
shadow of the building beckoning to her. She approached
the stranger and saw that it was a girl wearing blackrimmed glasses that were half-hidden behind her silky
black hair.
Without speaking, this girl motioned for her to sit
down and took out a chocolate chip cookie. She broke it
in half and offered part to the Romanian girl. They both
knew that food wasn’t allowed outside, but by sharing
this treat, it was like they were sharing a special secret and
officially deeming themselves friends.
Looking into the black-haired girl’s eyes, the new
girl suddenly felt as if all her troubles had melted away.
Somehow, she knew that the girl was also once a “new
face.” Without speaking, they understood each other, what
culture or country they each came from didn’t matter.
The new girl had made her first friend, the first of many.
She also realized that she wasn’t the only “new face” in
this country. Because, she told herself, everyone is a new
face in this country.

Not qualified
Not with a high school diploma
Not with 3 years experience as a cashier
Not with 2 years experience as a customer service
representative
Not qualified to be hired as an employee at the store I’ve
applied
Interview
After
Interview
Yet, no reply
Fake smiles and hand shakes every time
But we’ll keep in touch
But I know they are wondering why I even tried
I don’t get the job
But they still got that we’re hiring sign
I question my appearance
I question my language
I question my personality
I question everything about me
Is my uncertainty of me the reason I am not qualified.
Chanel Fyffe, age 19

Eyes of Innocence?
Grace Liang, age 13

Annie Li, age 16
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Killer Night

Ice Sculptures

We drove up to the local beach, me and my boyfriend Roy
Manson. He stopped his Lexus then Roy and I stepped out.
We gently closed the car doors in unison and Roy grabbed
the cooler from the truck before we slowly walked down
to the beach. I smiled at Roy this was our seventh date so
far.
We sat down close to the tide and gazed up at the
thousands of stars in the night sky. There weren’t any
buildings around here so nothing prevented us from
really enjoying the beautiful night sky, and each other’s
company. Roy got out two bottles of beer from the cooler.
He cracked both of them open before handing me one.
“You know Roy, this is so romantic!” I said and took
a drink of beer. I looked at Roy’s eyes glittering in the
moonlight.
“Only the best for you.” Roy smiled. “You’re nothing
like my old girlfriend. She was always grumpy and
demanding and snapped for no reason. She was a killer
on my patience. But I handled it.” Roy chugged down half
his beer.
“Wait wasn’t she murdered? It was in the newspaper
a few weeks ago, wasn’t it?” I looked at Roy. I hoped it
wasn’t too emotional for him to remember. I took quiet
drinks at my beer waiting for him to say something.
“Yeah it’s a shame,” Roy finally said with a sigh. “She
was annoying but she didn’t deserve that. I hear she was
beaten to death, and the police say that by the looks of
things it was done by someone she knew. They never did
find the killer though.”
Now I was a bit creeped out myself. I cuddled a bit
closer to Roy. With him here with me it was a lot more
comforting. He looked at me with a comforting look and
we both finished our beers.
The wind then picked up. Roy and I had left our jackets
back in the Lexus. I told Roy that I’d go get them. He
nodded saying that he was a bit cold too. I got up and
trekked back over to the Lexus thinking about Roy and
how cute he is. He was a great boyfriend. I reached for our
coats when a beer bottle smashed into my skull. I fell on
the ground and bled to death.
“You’re annoying too!” was the last thing I heard.
The police arrived about an hour later. They looked
around for evidence. All they found was the beer bottle and
the Lexus still parked there, apparently all the information
relating to the owner was forged. They questioned Roy
but he claimed he broke up with me weeks ago.
Roy was at my funeral. He saw me in my casket and
getting put in the ground. He spoke a few words of grief
to my parents. When the funeral was over, he drove off
in his new red Mustang and a new girl in the passenger
seat.

Large vast blocks of pure ice
chiseled carved sculpted admired
capturing the form of the artisan’s imagination
the silent thought moving from brain to arm to hand to
sharpened tool
ice as art forms

Andy Huang, age 12
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Tall, solid, extravagant structures
remaining in their eternal poses
frozen deep in thought
immobile
undefeatable
But only ice —
the planet’s basic natural resource —
succumbed to the heat and natural rhythm of the sun
melting
drip
		
drip
		
drip
the great mighty sculpture fading
and vanishing
into a mere puddle of water.
forgotten
Only to be frozen again
by the planet’s seasonal cycle
struggling
one day
to break
F
R
E
from the confining block of ice
Judy Tran, age 16

Mad World

Muhaimenur Chowdhury, age 14

E

Untitled

You Will and I Will

A little girl from the past reached out to me in writing. She
broke the walls and boundaries of time, crossed over years
and distances. Reading the innocent lines, I was taken
aback by the intensity of her expression. She analyzed
the world and people in it. Sometimes, she simply talked
about her day; sometimes, she asked questions, demanded
attention, and sought support.
Now, I cannot remember the reasons for keeping
the diary. It was a practice romanticized in teen movies
and novels. There was something surreal about a glossy
notebook with stickers and pictures that had all your
deepest secrets spelled out to be protected by a plastic
lock. I wrote occasionally, always promising to write more
often. Some of the entries were very detailed, describing a
particular day in my life. Some were in a point form, briefly
summarizing my past half a year. I addressed the diary as
‘my friend,’ always politely saying ‘hi’ and wishing ‘him’
goodnight in every passage.
Reading my own handwriting from years ago brought
tears to my eyes. I found myself trying to answer the
questions of my childhood, thinking whether or not
my present has met the expectations of my past. The
detailed descriptions of the routine days resurrected
images of places, people, and events. Self-criticism and
inner discourse were adult-like; today, if anyone told me
those were the things going through a twelve-year-old’s
head, I would not have believed them. The writing was
filled with idealistic expectations, näiveté, and anxiety
with a contrasting mix of self-assurance, enthusiasm, and
delight.
The little girl from the past could not have known the
impact her writing was going to have on my future: her
future. It is easy to outgrow a phase in our life and then,
either embarrassed or simply too lazy to hold on to the
memory, forget that it has ever happened. The things
we do choose to recollect are usually only positive. We
only seem to remember our achievements, not failures;
relationships, not break-ups; birth, not death; happiness,
not sorrow. However, the truth is that every experience in
our life, be it good or bad, has important influence on the
development of our character. Growing apart from our
memories, we grow apart from ourselves.
Today, I am glad I kept the diary. During the years of
self-discovery, it helped me gain a better realization of
who I am. I write a lot again so that in the future I have
a better connection to the experiences of my youth. I do
not wish to forget, for to truly know who we are, we must
always remember where we have come from.

In the end…
You will remember that she loves guitar and I will recall
the hours she spent practicing to play it by your side.
You will collect her pictures and I will have her silhouette
painted into the back of my eyelids.
You will hold her hands and warm them up and I will have
memorized all the lines in her palms.
You will remove her headphones while she sleeps and I
will hum the song she loves all day.
You will fill up her inbox with messages and I will write
letters that I will never be able to send.
You will hold her against your chest and I will listen to her
heartbeat echo in my ears.
You will say she is beautiful and I will look into her eyes
and search for words to form a compliment.
You will lend her your coat in the cold and I will keep
the snowflakes that rested on her eyelashes fresh in my
memories.
You will be glad to see her happy and I will look for ways
to make her smile again.
You will proudly repeat what she has already said to you
and I will watch her face to know what she will say next.
You will have her love and I will silently give her mine.
You will love her and I will always love her more.
Madeeha Hashmi, age 15

Anna Shevchenko, age 19
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The Sun: A World
I often think of the Sun, of its vibrant colours and flaming
energy, its longevity and warmth. Then I think of the
light it casts down on Earth and many other planets. The
Sun has witnessed so many things, from the primeval
production of bubbles of oxygen released by blue-green
algae, to the wild rampant rumbles of the great dinosaurs,
to the earliest wandering ape-men, to the scenes of our
most common history textbooks, and to us now.
The Sun’s ubiquitous rays flush across half of the Earth’s
surface, enlivening the activities of one side, while leaving
the other side some quiet time to float in their dreams
or ponder human existence. The light strikes through
the steamy clouds, then swims through the stratosphere,
then drops on canopies and sweet-smelling soils of hidden
forests, towering glass buildings, vast pieces of land,
looming icebergs, and even pierces the deepest parts of
the Marianna Trench.
Through the Sun, I can almost imagine the busy lives of
the members of African tribes, their humble houses, and
the humid air above the ground. I admire their closeness
to nature, to the most unmodified parts of Earth. Through
the same Sun, I can see the difficult lives of the poor in
every country, dying of hunger, thirst, plague, war, and
many more things. I see their struggles, how they fight
for their rights and freedom, for the very things we rarely
notice and value in our daily lives.
Through the Sun’s warm rays, I can see everyone it
touches — their pain, happiness, and solemnity. I can
see the coldness in men’s hearts, their faces petrified by
everyday labors. I can sense the brilliance of the unspoken
love between people living in harmony. The Sun connects
us, and acts as a sign of life, upon which all our lives depend.
It is a life giver, and offers all it can to the minute beings
roaming on Earth. The Sun is an affectionate observer.
It gives every being the strength and will to survive, and
generously comforts those who kneels before it.
The Sun is a Unifier. Every being who looks upon it has
a small world of their own inside them, and together, we
form a vast nation called the World.
Juliana Xie, age 16
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Dissertation on Limitations of Cerebral
Light-Switches
I could turn off the world
And numb the harsh glares of fluorescence
That glint from the eyes of the world,
But I’ll just use the dimmer
Because I will abide with you
And just in case.
I could turn off the world
And hide myself from view,
But I leave the porch light on
Else I’d fade to black
A solitaire in velvet night
Who never looked up
To find the stars.
Nancy Hui, age 15

Rainy Day

Arriane Lo, age 13

Preface

Check Mate

I was sitting on this park bench one day. I often sit there,
you know? It has a tree right behind it that gives off just
enough shade. It’s really quite pleasant there. You should
try it. I usually go there when I have writers’ block. My
wife and I are both writers. We actually met at this writing
course. We were both first year university students and it
was love at first sight. Something like that anyway.
I was working on this non-fiction book at the time. I
was still in the research stage and I had decided that I was
going to quit writing the book and go into journalism. It
was quite the ludicrous idea. My wife and I had a shouting
match when I told her and then, not twenty minutes later,
I found myself sitting on that park bench.
I was sitting there reading the Times. It was more like
pretending to read. I was really thinking about sending an
application to a newspaper, it didn’t matter which one. I
was trying to decide if I was completely off my rocker to
want to leave all the work I had done for the past twentythree years to become a journalist. In my head I was
convincing myself that I wasn’t crazy, but I probably was.
I had just taken out a note pad to write down all the
publications I would send my resume to, when an older
women tapped me on the shoulder. I looked up. She
looked about sixty. She was beautiful: tall, but not too tall.
She was wearing three-inch tangerine orange pumps. She
had on these old fashioned pants that started at her belly
button. She was wearing a shirt the same colour as her
shoes. She had short wavy fiery red hair, which had a few
grey strands in it. She had a tangerine scarf tied in her hair
so that it made a head band with the ends falling down
over her shoulder. You would think that the tangerine
clothes and the red hair would clash, but they were
completely lovely together. There’s no other word for it.
She had quite a few lines on her face. She wore mascara
that accented her green eyes. There was a little splash of
orange on her lips. I instantly had an enormous amount of
respect for this beautiful woman.
She handed me what looked to be a manuscript of some
kind. I took it. She looked at me and said (and I will never
forget this as long as I live), “Here is my life story. Publish
it, throw it away, do whatever you like to it, just read it.
I had to give it to someone before I die; someone needs
to know my life wasn’t a waste. You see, I’m going to kill
myself tomorrow.” And she turned around and walked
out of the park.

The evil Queen had walked in straight,
then for me she’d stop and wait.
When my knight entered her castle gate,
she killed him with all her hate.
As I walked towards my fate,
a voice called out “Check Mate.”

Kate Latimer, age 14

Anjutha Ambiganithy, age 14

Peripheral Vision
I’m standing at a bus stop on a warm afternoon in early
autumn, watching the sun set between two apartment
buildings on the far side of the road. It’s still early; the
days must be getting shorter.
I’ve wanted to see you for a long time, almost since the
last time we spoke a few months ago. I know you take this
bus, too, though I haven’t seen you on it lately. I’ll find you
eventually. It’s all I think about; images of you standing
somewhere near the back doors while I walk into the aisle
from the front. You’ll look at me and smile, and then, I
don’t know. I haven’t decided what I’ll do next. My fantasy
is only a fragment, with no plausible reality following. So I
know it could never happen like I imagine. Even if it did, I
don’t think it would be as good.
A bus pulls in beside me, jerks to a halt, and unfolds
its doors with a hiss. The loose line up of riders on the
sidewalk is suddenly engulfed in its heavy shadow. I’m
last. Once I pay my fare, I stop and look down the corridor
towards the back window. What I see is a dream and a
nightmare. It’s surreal, in any case.
There you are, caught in my moment-long glance down
the bus aisle. You’re here and I’ve seen you, and for that I
feel an instant of bliss. But I’m not prepared for anything
else, and suddenly I’m afraid. You haven’t looked at me
yet, but you will eventually. I can’t hide and I can’t leave.
I need to make sure you don’t know that I’ve seen you or
that I’ve wanted to see you for so long. My heart freezes,
my mind blanks, my body stiffens; I’m petrified, but it’s
okay. I have a technique that can’t fail:
I have mastered peripheral vision. My feet, face, and
torso are all pointed to the side window, and my pupils
are fixed to the landscape rolling by. But I can see you
standing somewhere down the aisle to my right, still and
stupefied, through the blurred fringe of my vision. You’ll
never know I’m looking at you. All you see is a figure of
pure nonchalance staring out the window, uncaring and
unapproachable. You’ll never know I’m thinking about
you, either, because my eyes are pointed constantly away.
I’ve wasted too much scheming on this posture to doubt it.
Yes, I have mastered peripheral vision.
If only I knew where your eyes were pointed.
John Nyman, age 17
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All the things I never had
One bullet
This one bullet took that one person that once was my
mother
But let me rewind the clock
And go back to before my mother was shot
And open the door that brought the painful thoughts
Let me show you where it all got lost
2 kids
2 kids both rejected from their father
An irresponsible man who didn’t want to bother
Couldn’t take care of his own children put in his hands
And he had the nerve to call himself a man?
But in his head he already had a plan
Leave the children leave his wife leave his house and he
ran
3 jobs
These 3 jobs my mother had to do
Just to make sure me and my sister had food
First job was selling beer to make a lil cash
Didn’t make much but it sold fast
She knew living off this money wouldn’t last
So when 11 o’clock hit she started selling her ass
Hardest job was being a mother with 2 bad kids
We hated all the nasty things she did
She always reminded us this is the only way we could live
I knew she was right but I still had to handle my biz
4 pounds
Sold 4 pounds of crack that week
Had to try and get my mother back on her feet
Jobs failed me so I turned to the street
Wasn’t even ready for the trouble I was about to meet
5 months
My sister was 5 months pregnant and not even ready
Didn’t have money for this situation couldn’t hold a job
steady
At age 15 broke and all alone
To raise a child on her own
6 men
These 6 men that changed our lives
Broke down our door holding us hostage with guns and
knives
To stop them from hurting us I really tried
But this was a result of sex drugs and lies
Took our money and most of the things we owned
We had no longer what you called a home
7 clips
7 clips loaded in my gun
They robbed my family and thought it was fun?
I had to get back at them I couldn’t let this pass
But little did I know my plan was to crash
A knock at the door didn’t expect a crime
Until I looked out the window and saw the man give his
sign
Mom was already turning the notch
And right there at that minute at that second she was-Shot
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The shooters were gone and never to be found
And there was my mother lying dead on the ground
1 bullet killed my mother with
2 kids no father
3 jobs no breaks
4 pounds no mistakes
5 months no escapes
6 men I tried to chase
7 clips in my gun that went to waste
She was gone like all the things I never had
Funmilola Lawson, age 17

Josh Hutcherson
Leny Rosario, age 16

River Grace

Grace Lujia Cai, age 17

the bones of an ancient spine
The bones of an ancient spine
are crumbling in a faraway desert
like a majestic palm tree
with a trunk of ivory being
bent backwards by an
invisible giant from above
snapping at
each junction
of bark.
fud-dud-dud they
drop-drop-drop
(A shapeless carcass lies
in the dusty dunes.
Picked clean already
it gleams in the hot hot heat.)

The Sky That Shoulders Us
I never quite understood the meaning in it, ever. We gaze
up at these, tiny, miniscule balls of light, with such hope,
such wonder... such awe... such everything. We don’t even
seem to recognize the fact that these small things that look
like tiny balls of light are actually gigantic balls of gas. We
disregard the fact that when we’re looking at them, they
are already dead, even though they shine so brightly.
They sparkle and we immediately render ourselves
completely in awe of them. They, supposedly, represent
our hopes and dreams of “reaching for the stars.” We
express our most wanted desires with the expression “aim
for the stars,” but they are already dead. Is it to say that
aiming for the highest is aiming for the end?
How can we place our hope in something that has
already gone? That is irreplaceably dead? Are we that
naive? Does this mean that despite the fact we all loathe
death, fear it, and even choose to ignore it, we also find
it irresistibly beautiful? It captures our attention, just like
the stars we find so eye catching.
Or are all the hopes we place on these stars done in
vain and utterly hopeless? When will we realize that our
hopes and dreams do not rest on the shoulders of the stars
that paint the sky? The very same sky that, every once in
awhile, we can’t help but to look upwards too in hopes of
answers that will somehow explain the course of our lives.
When will we realize that life doesn’t rest in the hands of
the stars that glitter so morbidly light years away from us,
but in our own hands?

The bones of an ancient spine
that used to be a slim tower of
delicate menace un
(du
la)
ting up
(wards
like
a cob
ra)
have collapsed.
sway, sway, sway, an
elegant lady’s faint
(Tiny grains scuttle and seep
through a shattered ribcage.
Under the beating sun
it heaves and heaves and heaves.)
Was it some mythical beast
from centuries and gods ago
who perished and left
his infinite chain of marble rocks
to shake in the dry winds?
A landmark for the Traveler,
altar for the Pagan, marvel for
the masses, paragon of
Mystery and Art —
But no one is present.
Even the vultures depart.
Victoria Wang, age 18

Ashley Ramnarain, age 15
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The Invasion!

Society: Down to its core

“Thud! Thud!” The sound rang as I fled away from the
sound. I did not know where I was going, or how I got
here, all I knew was that some monster was chasing me.
“Squeeeak!” I heard the sound of my shoes as I turned,
and entered a room. The huge thudding sound descended,
as if it lost me.
Then, I got a good look of the room. “Whoa,” I gasped,
as I saw the huge tanks everywhere around me, filled with
fluid. Mixed with that were monsters; each a different size.
They had mouths like a crocodile, with spikes protruding
from their backs, and tails that had a spherical shape at the
end, also covered by spikes. There were computer monitors
everywhere, each filled with a screen with a blue hue, and
weird shapes, probably an alien language.
Suddenly, everything turned red, and the monitors
that were light blue, now turned a dark angry red, and
displayed some other shapes in the alien language and,
below it, displayed a figure of a human, like the ones you
see on the washroom doors.
“Uh-oh...” I gasped. Suddenly, the thudding sound
came from all sides, and was nearing me.
Suddenly, the ceiling collapsed from all sides, and uglier
and bigger versions of the little monsters in the tanks fell
out of their tanks. I couldn’t tell if they were mad or happy,
but they started ganging up on me, and everything went
black.
*			
*		
*
“Are you okay?” My mom asked. The first thing I could
think of was escaping the monsters and yelling, “MOM,
RUN!” but I didn’t. All I had the energy to say was, “Wh…
What happened?” My eyes were closing, and I was
competing with my body to get them open.
Out of a corner, a doctor appeared. “You were in a car
accident, and we had to anaesthetize you.” I tried to make
sense of this all, as this new information flooded into my
brain. Trying to look up, I felt the sudden jolt of pain in my
neck, and the doctor relieved my head by laying me back,
and not letting me look up. Beside me, my mom looked
extremely worried.
More doctors appeared from somewhere and I saw
oxygen tanks, and computers around me. That’s when it
hit me. What I saw as those monsters must’ve been the
doctors, and the oxygen tanks must’ve been the tanks
holding the aliens, also the computer monitors were in my
dreams.
“So, you were the ugly monsters,” I said as I studied the
doctors who were moving towards me, and they frowned,
taking in the insult. I tried to apologize, but my body
would not let me.
“Ow,” was all I could mumble as my eyelids closed, and
I fell asleep.

This place is full of basket cases
That leave pamphlets at your door
And they’ll give and give and give their beliefs
But I’m not taking anymore
‘Cause I’m trying to be a better person than who I’ve been
before
But the system’s roped me in, on puppet strings
And played me like a whore
I go out onto the streets and they are about to commence
a war
They shield my eyes, say, “pick a side, who you fighting
for?”
There are always battles I’m not meant to win
But can hardly ignore…
Like the kind I start with myself
Where I lose sight of score
There’s a fear they’ll tear my flesh off
Like a crazed carnivore
Be left with what’s beneath
Find it not what they hoped for

Nuwan Tilakaratna, age 14
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You give years of your life to education,
Success can never be assured
Perhaps they’ll be standing ovations
At the end the crowd will roar!
You’d give years of your life
Just to feel adored?
Still the textbooks are filled with answers
I’ve trained myself to store
But the questions I ask I’ll have to grovel
And implore
So,
If I am hungry for a change
They’ll feed me like the poor
Elizabeth Mudenyo, age 16

Panchedolphin

Karen Cauilan, age 13

Soul-Searching In the Multimedia Age

Enchanters of All Time

Today’s teens live in an era of multimedia bombardment.
Hardly a minute passes before the teen is hit by a slew
of ads and slogans that vie for their attention. Television
commercials splash the latest must-have electronic
gadgets. Streaming Internet ads pop up with displays of
hip jeans. A ride on the TTC shows the hottest Hollywood
stars on movie billboards. The confounding messages in
these images hit the teens hard and fast.
So naturally, today’s teens are conflicted about their
identities. What should they wear? Where should they
hang out? And who do they wanna be? The era of the
Youtube, the iPods and cell phones hasn’t made it easier
for the teens to discover themselves. Teens mimic, pretend
and follow. But they don’t create.
Even picking out what to wear is a challenge for the
teens. There are so many ‘genres’ of clothing to choose
from. There is the infamous Abercrombie & Fitch style
‘the casual but sophisticated’ surfer look fitting for the
Californian beaches. Or, there is the gangsta rapper
style ‘that chain-hangin’, baggy jeans and the check-outmy-bling-bling look. Or, there is the classy preppy style
‘Lacoste polo’ with the matching pinstripe Burberry jacket
and Prada ‘kicks’ to boot. Who do you wanna be? A surfer,
a gangster, or a prep?
To complicate things, dress is not the only thing that
matters. What matters too is your internal rhythm, the
jajas and the looloos, that define your beats. Once again,
there are so many musical styles to choose from. There is
the melodramatic, heart-wrenching R&B that soothes your
senses to a lull. Or, there is the in-your-face, I-don’t-givea-damn rock that shoves your problems aside. Or, there is
the happy-warm, chillaxing music of the Caribbean reggae.
How do you wanna jibe? Do you want to be a hopeless
romantic, a hardcore rocker or a happy pothead? Who the
hell are you?
Today, teens have so much to choose from and so many
to follow. But identity is not about mimicking. It is about
discovering. It is about being true to yourself and finding
what is right and comfortable for you. 50-Cent could wave
his pistol all he wants. Josh Harnett could strut his figure
here and there. But the fact is, the teens will never be them.
They can only be themselves, with all their flaws, quirks
and handicaps. But they will also realize in the search for
their identity that they have perspectives and talents that
are unique to them. There are six billion people on earth,
but there is only one ‘you’.
Teens often look for role-models to imitate, because
it’s easy. They look everywhere for someone to follow.
But really, they should look inside themselves. Masks and
pretensions can last only so long, but their true selves will
last for life.

Lady Autumn dressed in red,
Coming out with a scarf instead.
Walking through the lonely streets,
Her bright, orange hair is no longer neat.
Changing the scene around her like a blur,
With her cool, minty breath she purrs.
Leaving her beauty as she goes,
The threads of her jacket flow so low.
The colour of warmth it always is,
Rustling on the ground it fizz.
As she predicted,
The forthcoming blanket of white,
Lady Autumn returns to her house
For yet another night.

Gil Han, age 17

Rebecca Co, age 14

Nights of winter are long in time.
He cannot bare the solitude of Wind’s strong chimes.
So he shed his cold, hard tears of snowy white
Through the vivid light and stronger at night.
Making nature suffer his infinite pain
While neither humans receive any gain.
Mortals may joy, despite the menace
While the wizard himself bears his cruelness.
He soon aged and knew what he had to do,
Wiping his mess and had no demands,
He greeted his death with open hands.
His demise fluttered Sibyl Spring’s heart!
Waiting for this moment for greatly long,
She danced to the beat of her jumping heart.
Without a second to waste,
She happily reached for her magical wand,
And called for the birds,
To sing their sweet little songs.
She enchanted the grass,
To grow green and strong;
She misted the buds of flowers,
To bloom along.
Her best friend was invited to resume the merriment,
He surely was twice the excitement.
Hidden behind a rainy cloud for three months long,
Now having a chance to seek an escape,
Summer Jester dances and prances to his unlimited will.
As he emits his aura and exhilarates minds,
Replacing much loss in the wizard’s time.
The time is fun when he is in the sun,
There is not much to think when it goes like a blink.
But when he jesters and cheers,
A minority of us fears:
The path to earth’s destruction.
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Stars and Stripes Forever
There was something wrong with the flag; I noticed that
right away. It was hanging off the pole that jutted out of
the second-floor window of the shop on the street corner.
That was alright. I stared at it for a couple of seconds,
trying to place it, and suddenly it jumped out and slapped
me across the face. The flag of the United States of America
was flying upside-down.
I stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and grinned up
at it. The esteemed stars and stripes snapped in the chilly
wind that screeched down through the canyon of concrete
and steel. It was a weird, new experience for an American
by birth—a whole different perspective on something I
had been pledging allegiance to for almost every morning
of my life. People went streaming past me, parting like a
scummy river around a rock. They were too busy to notice
anything around them, especially some punk loitering in
their way; phones were ringing, quarters were slipping
out of hands, and buses were pulling up to the stop on
the next corner.
I stepped across the sidewalk, over to the curb where
a pair of newspaper boxes was chained to a streetlight.
The combined barricade of one person and two piles of
rusting metal helped deter the flow of commuters a bit
more effectively, and gave me a clear view of the inverted
flag. Now that I had moved back, I noticed for the first
time the shop that was flying the American icon: Cheap
Smokes, Adult Videos. I snorted in disgust.
I leaned against the paper box, sighed at the black
mark on mighty America, and glanced down at the glass
display window below me. The front page of the day’s
newspaper was a panorama shot of some dusty, desert
land, with the debris of some armoured vehicle strewn
across the photograph. The bold letters at the top screamed
“TRAGEDY IN IRAQ.” Down at the bottom, in smaller
letters, it said: “15 soldiers killed in bomb ambush.”
Somewhere, far down the street, a pair of gunshots
cracked through the distant air. A car horn blared, and tires
squealed away. Down at the far end of the alley across the
street, an ambulance’s siren kicked in. It overruled all the
familiar sounds of the city—all the noises and distractions
of the downtown core where I’d grown up. On a whim,
I looked up, and saw a forest of skyscrapers reaching
towards the cloud-streaked, smoggy heavens. As my
eyes fell again, they rested on the flag. The wind caught
and tugged it aloft, displaying its upside-down stars and
stripes for anyone paying attention to see.
“Huh,” I said to myself as I started off again. “It’s
right.”
Lori Connor, age 16
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Anemophobia (writing in the Devil’s
marketplace)
The mockingbird lives beside me,
She denies me of my creativity,
Conforms to everything around her
But me
I try to scratch somewhat purity onto
The back of the rehab assessment sheet (not mine)
But she stains it with her laugh
She’s ignoring me (she doesn’t know what I do)
But even so, she denies me it
Scribbles on my paper.
Every time I bite, she breaks my jaw.
If I nibble, she breaks my teeth.
Even now she’s calling
She speaks of me like I’m not there,
Even though I’m right in front of her
She constantly whines and nags,
Pecking and scraping at all of us. (All at my house, at
least)
The mockingbird spreads her wings in
a mock embrace
Blocking out my inspiration,
Cutting off my vocabulary
She sings above all, she is first and foremost,
Only validating herself
As the only one in this small space.
Suffocating everything else
Only allowing me the cliché
The mockingbird lives beside me.
Khavy Tran, age 15

The Wishing Well
Sophia Yang, age 14

Better Off as Someone Else

Remembrance

“What’s your name?”

I lie alone on my bed, staring out of the only window in
my room. This room has officially been mine since I arrived
here, like an eternity ago. I’m old and don’t remember
much.
The women who come in to my room four times a day
never answer when I ask them how long I’ve been here.
Although there is one lady, naturally I don’t remember her
name, who assures me I’ve only been here a few days. I
trust her. I never thought I’d say that about anyone except
my wife. God I miss her!
One day, my trusty nurse drops off a box wrapped in
vibrant red and blue. It reminds me of something from
my past, but I can’t say what. My greedy hands shoot out
to unwrap the colourful parcel. As I peek inside, a musty
aroma fills my nose and the sound of the beeping machine
speeds up.
The nurse leaves me alone to feast my eyes on old
photographs. My photographs. I spy my favourite out of
the many and my vision becomes blurred. A single tear
slowly streams down my cheek. I wipe my eyes and the
picture comes back into focus.
The original colours of the scene frozen in black and
white remain crystal clear in my mind. A much younger
version of myself embraces the smiling woman who agreed
to be my fiancée just after this photo was taken. We stand
by the entrance of the hippest dining club in New York
City. My mouth waters at the memory of the top-of-theline sirloin steak we ordered that night. My pride and joy,
my convertible Packard, is nearby. I feel a sudden rush of
adrenaline thinking about all the times I drove her: the
thrill of the ride pulses though my veins.
I put down the photo and look around my room,
expecting to see the usual chair, but instead I see my
Packard. I stand up, pleased that I can move without the
assistance of my walker for the first time in a long while. I
sit in my car, close my eyes, breathe in deeply and smell the
sweet odor of leather.
When I open my eyes, I’m sitting on the car’s soft, supple
leather seat, looking chic in my red and blue zoot suit. I
feel great. My fiancée is by my side, looking as youthful
and as happy as I am. Her engagement ring catches the
light as she places her hand on my knee. She leans into me
and whispers: “I’ve missed you.”
A wide smile appears on her lips as she adds: “It’s time
to go.” Her smile is infectious and I mimic her expression,
tasting the saltiness of my tears as they melt onto my
lips. I drive off into the tunnel, toward the light, at peace
knowing that from now on I will be with my wife.

Simple enough question but my brain didn’t seem to
process. I blamed myself for that. When you do nothing
but lie about yourself the truth slips away.
I paused and thought hard for the answer. All the while
I asked myself why I had ever started this whole lying thing.
I didn’t have to think hard to recall the answer to that. It
had always been clear to me no matter how many times I
moved from house to house.
I always felt better as someone else. Now why couldn’t
I answer the first question that quickly? I, insert first
name here, take being insecure about myself to a whole
new level. I can’t remember when this insecurity started
because it feels like it has always been there. When you’re
always moving to a new school you feel like this is your
chance to start over. With me that means be whoever you
want.
Here I was again. New house, new neighborhood, new
school. New me. My brain wanted to regurgitate those
words. They didn’t sound as pleasant as they always had.
Instead they made me queasy.
At that moment I came to a conclusion about something.
It was a very spur of the moment conclusion but I realize it
took me five moves and thousands of lies to come to.
I was tired. I was tired of having no friends because
I always had to leave them behind with a memory of
someone that wasn’t me. I was tired of always being
someone else and wasting so much energy on that. Finally,
I was tired of always being so insecure.
I focused on the boy who sat beside me on the bus. On
the tip of my tongue was the answer I gave everyone. The
answer I had racked my brain for.
“Kate. I’m Kate.”
And that was not a lie.
Fjona Kovacaj, age 15

Mary Rupert, age 15
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Only One

Dianna Trang, age 15

The Holiday

i stay.

Oceane peered through the window of her family’s
summer home. To her, it always felt like the sky was never
bluer, the grass was never greener, and the water of the
lake never clearer on the first day the family was together
at the summer house.
All morning she had watched children who came
with their families to spend the summer walk down the
path towards the water in twos and threes, laughing and
shouting. They leapt into the lake, went for rides on their
bikes, then packed their lunches and headed down to the
beach.
Her mother and father sat out on the deck, sipping cool
drinks. Oceane only wished that her sister would do those
things with her, like they had in previous years.
“Are you two going to stay in the house all day?” asked
Maman from outside. “Oceane, why don’t you go ask your
sister if she wants to go to the beach?”
Oceane moved down the hall and opened the door to
the family room. Inside Olympe sat solemnly on a chair
near the window, staring at the floor, holding a ball of
tissue. Oceane had did not know what was upsetting her
sister.
“Can you take me to the beach?” she asked.
“Not now,” was her sister’s reply.
“That’s what you said this morning.”
Every year, her parents took them to their beautiful
summer house, and this year, Olympe’s friend, Agostino,
had been invited to come with them. Her sister had been
excited about this summer’s expedition, until a few days
ago, after an argument on the phone. Olympe cried that
day and shut herself in her room. The next morning, after
breakfast, Oceane had overheard Maman and Olympe
shouting. Olympe said she didn’t want to go. She refused
to speak to anyone for the last days leading up to summer
vacation, so the family packed their bags and left the city
without Agostino.
During the car ride, Olympe choked back tears,
headphones from her iPod plugged fiercely in her ears.
Since their arrival at the summer house, she hadn’t budged
from that chair in the family room.
Olympe noticed her sister spying on her, shouted, and
threw the tissue box she’d been holding. Oceane slammed
the door shut before it could hit her. Shaking, she ran out
to the deck where her parents were sitting. They both
turned and around and smiled at her, before returning to
their sun bathing.
“Don’t worry,” said Papa, adjusting his sunglasses.
“Olympe will be out later.”
“Could you bring me the sunscreen and my book,
sweetie,” said Maman, “I left them on the counter.”
Mystified by the adults around her, Oceane paused in
the hot sun, watching girls and boys her sister’s age jump
freely off the dock into the lake. Then she turned and
walked slowly back into the house.

Brianna Smrke, age 16

Allyson Malloch, age 15

Bruise
a mark
remnant of battles
fought
those won and lost and in between
of pain
sacrifice
the need to feel
and so it remains
darkness barely contained
declaring
with silent power
i survived
i took the blow
refused to turn away
and so
i survived
i felt the pain
my tears flowing
with the driving rain
yet
even as my glory fades
the mark
the scar
the blood
remains
i live to fight again
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Indian Bride
She sat on the palanquin,
Waiting to be carried away.
To the majestic temple,
Where she would be married that day.
Hidden under a silk veil,
She listened to the wedding song.
About how her fine lover,
Stole away her heart’s lively song.
She listened to the loud beat,
Not in time with her thumping heart.
And slowly remembered how
Her love was pierced by flying darts.
From the altar she searched fast,
Trying hard not to be forlorn.
Gazed at the sea of people,
To find where her true love was born.
And then she saw him watching,
With those tear-ridden Persian eyes,
His adored lover captured,
By another’s malevolent lies.
Their love was like no other,
Like young Adam and Eve themselves
For they were blinded from all,
Were race and segregation delves.
Flashbacks filled her memory,
Of his sweet scent and gentle touch.
Their love was true love not lust,
And they were there to prove that much.
She stole a glance at her groom,
Who was much greedily staring.
At the high plated dowry,
Which in all its glory; shining.

Lips lined with a crimson blood,
She whispered to him so softly.
“I will love you forever.”
As their eyes dimmed so so subtly.
He looked at her with the same,
Love the day that he first saw her.
And he renewed his vows to,
Her “I will love you forever.”
And as their souls left the earth,
Selfishness was uncovered and
No more shall confinement be,
Was the decision demanded.
The two spirits soared up up,
Together in each other’s arms.
Communicating in their,
Sacred language of love charms.
Trusting, hoping, believing,
Their hearts beating one, badum-bum.
Leaving the world in the hands,
Of young lovers still yet to come.
Although maintained this issue,
It happens every single day.
Without mutual consent,
A bride is given far away,
And tears are shed yet again,
A tear of unfilled love, hate, life.
The lovers yell to the skies,
Their screams piercing like a sharp knife.
Two spirits watch forlornly,
As these couples; lovers plea.
Thought their love would change the world,
But now sadly this would not be.
Mithila Rajavel, age 15

She reached into the crisp pleats,
Into the folds of her saree,
And pulled out a minute vial,
A bottle with poisons from bee.
The bride to be mixed her fate,
Into her sacred bowl of milk.
And watched as her beloved,
Took his vial out of fine silk.
They both drank to their cruel fate,
And each drop was deeply savored.
Because both knew that for sure,
That their afterlives were tailored.
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Anthem

A World Within a World

The Anthem of your thoughts
Should repeat inside your head
Even in the darkest moments
The Anthem is never dead

I live in a world.
You live in a world.
We live in a world.
A world where the place you go to get an education and
make something out of your already messed up life is the
most despised place,
A world where hatred has taken the place of love,
A world where revenge is the latest fashion,
Revenge--By the young Black, Asian, White, or Brown
brothers, whose brothers were all victims of the gun.
Revenge--By the young Black, Asian, White, or Brown
sisters because their sisters got caught in a love triangle;
Their brothers got caught in a drug ring.
Everybody gotta have revenge in the world we live in.
A world within the world.
A world where nobody wants to be the bigger person
Because being the bigger person comes with a label.
Being the bigger person means you are a punk, a snitch,
or a hater.
Nobody to save us from this world within the world
Nobody to stop this revenge and say time for a change
Nobody to be the punk, the snitch, or the hater.
The grown ups set the trend so you just follow them,
right?
They retaliate with revenge so why shouldn’t you, right?
When will they realize that revenge causes more
revenge?
That revenge keeps hatred going?
When will they realize that they need to stop this
revenge cycle?
Save us from ourselves?
Save us from a world within the world?

An Anthem is a little spark
Of hope inside your heart
It’s been burning softly
Ever since the start
Your thoughts are like a story
A never ending chain
The Anthem lingers in the middle
For you it takes the pain
Even when you’re asleep
The Anthem lies awake
It puts joy into your dreams
And tells you they’re not fake
In the presence of the Anthem
You’ll feel like you’re free
My Anthem gave my mind
The will to be just me.
The world revolves and in my head
The Anthem calms me down
In words it brings me freedom
As the wheel of life goes ‘round.
So when you feel down,
Think about your song
I chose this as my Anthem
So now I can’t go wrong.
I jot my feelings down on paper
And the Anthem helps me through
Can’t you see that this is me
Now find out: who are you?
No one should live without an Anthem
Deep inside their heart
It tells you what to do
So you can play your part
My Anthem now comes to a close
And I know that deep inside
The Anthem sprouts within your heart
An Anthem doesn’t hide.
Priscilla Rebelo, age 13

26

young voices 2008

Kenique Parkin, age 17

Nature’s Dilemma
Julia Hou, age 12

Beauty under the mask
She looked in the mirror, but nothing was there. Where
had her face gone? She began to panic. She touched her
face frantically. Her fingertips felt all her normal features.
Why couldn’t she see them?
She knew she was beautiful. She was in a beauty pageant
for chrissake! She gazed at the other contestants and saw
that they were eye-catching. She must be just as striking,
but she couldn’t see her face in any of the mirrors. Where
was it? Where were her luscious lips? Her captivating eyes?
Her perfect nose? Could anyone see her? She desperately
went up to the other contestants and asked: “Can you see
me?”
The contestants either laughed or shrugged her off.
She was the competition. Eventually, she gave up, sat
down in front of her assigned mirror, and wept. She knew
her makeup would smudge didn’t care? She couldn’t see
it anyway...
Suddenly, she was next on stage. When her name was
called, she lifted her head and looked at the mirror. There
it was! Well, part of it anyways. Her tears had left trails on
her cheeks, revealing thin lines of imperfections. Why only
on her cheeks? she wondered, quickly grabbing tissues
and wiping all of the makeup off her face.
Slowly, the shape of her face appeared in front of her
eyes. But her eyes and lips were still invisible. She took out
the blue contacts and was able to see her bright brown
eyes. She wiped off the Vaseline from her teeth and the
thick lipstick from her lips. Her face had been hidden under
a mask for so long that she’d forgotten how she actually
looked. Fake beauty had taken over her.
When she had no makeup on, and her beauty was no
longer hidden, she stood up and gracefully made her way
to the stage without her mask. She knew she was just as
entrancing as the other contestants.
Crystal Ulloa-Lopez, age 16

The Third Coming

Darshan Sooriyakumaran, age 15

School In a Nutshell
When is this class going to end?
There is still a booger on my pen,
I lent it to a friend of mine
Who did not care to wipe off the slime.
Tick tock tick tock,
Goes the clock
Talk talk talk talk
Goes the teacher
Bore bore bore bore
My ears now have a sore
In this classroom, I don’t think I learned a thing.
My feet are twitching, it‘s time for me to spring.
Maybe someday this will all come into play,
But right now I just want to say,
“Can we leave early today?”
Blah blah blah blah
She talks as fast as a snail
Nag nag nag nag
She has the voice of a hag
My entertainment is the kid behind me kicking my chair.
He has an odd smell about his hair
Does he wash it at all?
I suggested he go sit in the hall.
School school school,
The food is like gruel
After 213 days of raising to the occasion
It is time to take an extended vacation
Remy Marlatt, age 15
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Flying
Tell me about feathers:
Birds of a feather Birds of a flock
Flock of the same
Same but unique
Unique point of view
View from the front
Front and centre
Centre of attention
Attent’ to the flock
Flock to the stage
Stage a rebellion
Rebel the following
Follow by choice
Choose what’s right
Right turn
Turn the lead
Lead the show
Show your colours
Colour the world
World of feathers
Lisa Indris, Age 17

Art is Endless

Ramya Rajagopal, age 18
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Peanut Butter
It started off like any other morning for Jake. A bit gloomy for
a spring day, he thought to himself. Mom’s not downstairs.
She must’ve left for work early today with Charlie. He got
dressed and prepared his lunch of a peanut butter and jelly
sandwich, as he did the day before and would do the next.
He ate the same cereal as he did yesterday: Lucky Charms.
Something didn’t seem right to him today. It’s normally the
first sign of a bad day ahead. Jake glanced at his watch.
8:26 it revealed. This meant that if he didn’t hurry he’d miss
his bus. He ran upstairs to grab his bag.
“Here, Pea,” Jake said as he piled some pellets into his
tiny hamster’s bowl. Jake rushed off and ran outside. The
bus had already left. The worst was yet to come.
That was only the start of Jake’s misfortune. He had
left his homework assignment on the kitchen table, which
gave him detention. During lunch, he realized that the
bread he used for his sandwich had gotten mouldy, and
he didn’t have enough money to buy a cafeteria lunch. He
ended up buying a chocolate bar instead. Then he realized
that he had lost his pencil case in homeroom, and the
golden rule of “Finders Keepers! Losers Weepers!” rang in
his head. Jake was in a very terrible mood now. It seemed
like the weather was just as miserable as he was because
it started raining cats and dogs and became foggy pretty
quickly. He was indoors for recess yet again. He thought
of what he’d do when he got home. His stomach growled
from hunger pains. He couldn’t bear skipping a meal. He
craved a peanut butter sandwich. This made him think
of his hamster, Peanut Butter or “Pea” as Jake would call
her. He hadn’t paid much attention to her lately because
homework had doubled. Peanut’s wheel had broken and
hadn’t been replaced yet. The indoor bell rang, but Jake’s
mind still wandered around Pea.
Peanut Butter has been my pet since the fourth grade.
That’s two years. Wow. That’s really long for a hamster…
well, in my family it is. I’m actually glad she’s a girl hamster
now… Jake remembered how his father brought Pea home
by surprise. Jake thought that she would be the perfect
boy and he would be named Super-Ham. His dad told him
it was most likely that she was a girl, but they didn’t know
for sure. He hoped for a boy but as time went on, he cared
less and less about whether Pea was a girl or boy.
Peanut Butter could have been Super-Ham. Mom
wanted to name her Petunia or Lily. Some sort of flower.
Lily would have been my name if I were a girl. Jake
shuddered at the thought, but he kept thinking.
I’m glad Peanut Butter’s a girl. I already have two fish that
are supposed to be boys. Their names: Fluffy and Waylon. I
have my brother Charlie who’s also an untrained male pet.
Jeez! I hope Pea will be alright without her wheel for one
more day. What am I talking about? She’ll be fine! At least I
fed her a little this morning. She seemed fine then…
“Jake are you asleep? Jake, wake up! Get your
backpack! You have to go now. Your mom’s waiting for
you at the office,” Jake’s teacher interrupted. “You have
the homework for today I assume?”

Jake didn’t feel like properly answering so he gave
her a muffled “Yes’m.” He stuffed his backpack with the
needed papers and textbooks for home as he wondered
why in the world he would have to come home.
Is grandmother sick again? Is Charlie hurt? Sick? Did
someone die? The fish might’ve. Little Charlie would want
a proper burial but that’s no reason to come home from
school early. Jake still didn’t know why he had to leave as
he wandered down the halls, but he was glad he did. He
was really hungry.
Maybe some news from Dad. Jake’s dad was on a
business trip, but it was still not a reason.
“Let’s go Jake. I already signed you out,” Jake’s mother
said to him. She walked him to the car in silence.
“Why am I coming home early?” Jake asked suspiciously.
“Well, I can tell you’ve had a bad day, so I’ll tell you
when we get home.”
“Just tell me now!” Jake almost yelled. He seemed
angry at his mother.
“Later, honey,” his mom protested. She looked him in
the eyes and could tell he really wanted to know.
“Peanut Butter… died today,” his mother said quietly.
Jake sat in silence all the way home. He realized that Pea
didn’t come out of her tower this morning, and she never
would again.
Mia Charmaine Gonzales, age 14

Untitled

Haouas Rabeb, age 12

Forget Me Not
When the stars are shining
Bright at night
I cannot sleep
Nor can I weep.
Reminiscing on all the times we spent together
How I wish they could last forever
Just you and me
Cause we’re meant to be.
Don’t deny it
Don’t pretend
Cause in the end
You’ll come running back
Asking me to go on track
It’ll already be too late
I guess you can say it’s fate.
Life isn’t fair
Instead, it’s full of dares
Just stand back up after falling down
Don’t turn your smile into a frown.
Remember always, it’s your loss
Now it’s going to cost
Isn’t it hard living life day to day?
Knowing that I’ll never come your way?
Yeah that’s right
It hurts it bites
Told you to stay
But you ran away.
My heart is breaking
My hands are shaking
Forget the calls
Forget the falls.
Forget me
Forget what you see
Forget you and I
Cause it’s time to say goodbye
Forget I ever loved you
Forget I still do.
Zhang, Susanna, age 14
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The Aftermath

Flying Grey Chrome

It’s five-thirty in the morning.
The skyline stands still against the navy sky just before
the sun is ready to force its way up. Here, the silence of
dusk is not broken by the melodic chirping of birds. It is
shattered by the grumble of heavy tanks as they creep
through the alleys and boulevards that make up the
labyrinth of this city. The headlights shine brightly down
lonely roads searching for shadows, for movement, for any
sign of the enemy. Most of the city is still asleep.
But not the man in apartment 6A. He is wide awake.
Let us call him Xavier. That’s what it says on his
passport.
Xavier is sitting on the cold toilet seat. He looks down
and curses at the scrawny legs that poverty has gnawed at.
The air is rank and anxiety cripples his muscles and bones.
In the dim light images emerge from the wallpaper. Are
those animals? No. People? And what is that moving there?
The lurking figures and staring eyes make him nauseous.
He closes his eyes, pulls up his pants and tip-toes across the
uneven floor back to bed.
As Xavier slips back into bed he hears them coming
down the street. A tank followed by a small truck. Lights
slowly pass through the sheer curtains and he prays that
they will keep going. They stop in front of a small decrepit
building. Xavier sits up and peers through the cracked
window, careful not to reveal himself. Soldiers emerge from
the tank. They are strong young men in worn camouflage
uniforms. They each carry their own philosophies in their
helmets and they march as if they are invincible. Except for
the frail one over there. He is reluctant.
The leader barks orders and, without questioning, the
soldiers break down a door to a small dilapidated building.
Shouts and screams echo between the crumbling bricks.
Xavier cringes at the cry of a pistol. The sound is sharp
enough to cut the tongue and blunt enough to hit hard
like a punch in the gut. He is afraid to keep looking but
too curious to turn back. His curiosity is greater than his
fear. The soldiers come out dragging a man, his blood
and grated skin smearing the cement. He is on his knees.
Hands behind back. Cuffs around wrists. And into the
truck. Gone.
A chill runs down Xavier’s back and in the deafening
silence he can hear his heart beating. He crawls back into
bed, draws the sheets up to his neck and contemplates his
next escape route.
Within an hour or so the city will awake. Colorful
markets and warm cafés and busy offices will open and
every citizen will feign normalcy to the best of his ability.
But what happened here will be whispered only among
the lips of old men. And like every other morning the sun
will force its way up but it will not shine.
Welcome to the aftermath.

Trying to be strong but we are tired and weak
I open my mouth but I can not speak
I am tired and hungry, I long to go home
The bullets whiz by me like flying grey chrome

Dinah McKay, age 18
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Many of the men have lost guns and knives
Their brothers and friends have lost their lives
Gashes on their bodies are a painful heavy weight
They are unaware of their forthcoming fate
“Soldiers, the gas masks! Get them on to your face”
They pull them accordingly, at a purposeful pace
Now the masks are firmly on the men’s heads
One man’s not lucky, he gasps a last breath and is dead
The smoke is so thick I can not see through
I do not know what to tell the soldiers to do
The gas rises from the soldiers who are now dead
A young private is writhing, a death that I dread
The death wagon appears in the cold before dawn
The soldiers who have died are piled upon
I feel cold, mean tears stinging my eyes
My heart is burdened as I hear a man cry
How would you feel? What would you do
If a dying young man was depending on you?
The cruel stories of war are the stories I tell
The painful harsh truth, that War is Hell
Veronica Brown, age 13

Forest of No Return
Zhan Zhang, age 18

An Eternal Friendship
The little child sat in the sand just beyond the shoreline
playing contentedly with her toys. She was building a
castle for the many creatures of her imagination to live
and play in just as happily as she was now.
Her father Joseph, a tired man, sat just beyond his
child, glancing sadly at the divorce papers that his oncebeloved wife had placed in his hands not hours ago. It was
to be a quick separation, but it would affect their only
child greatly. She had never seen her parents be anything
but happy and endearing towards one another, and now
everything would change.
Joseph looked up from the papers and sighed as his
child talked quietly to an invisible face. She had enough
problems already and soon he and his wife would likely be
adding another. She smiled at her friend, then glanced up
at her father, who remained in his seat, his head buried in
papers.
“Most likely papers for work,” she told her friend.
When her friend had come to her a year ago, she
was without a name, so the girl called her friend Water,
because her hair shimmered dark blue and her skin shone
a brilliant aqua. Because the little girl much loved the sea,
she was overjoyed to have some water of her own.
Water frowned when the girl mentioned her father’s
work, and said: “He’s always working” Then pushed her
finger into the castle to create a window.
Water liked her new friend, Luna, partly because her
name was associated with the moon, and Water liked the
moon, but also because the untamed Water loved to be
bossed around, and Luna was just the person to do so.
“More windows,” Luna demanded and Water did as
she was told.
Luna didn’t want to be so bossy, but somehow it
helped to heal the constant ache of neglect inside her.
Each weekend, her father would bring her to the very
same beach, but never once had he suggested playing or
swimming with her.
Today, it did not matter though for she had Water to
play with and the weather was overcast, so she did not
feel the need to swim amongst the sea creatures.
But the ache remained in her heart, and whenever she
looked up from her castle to her father, the pain grew
larger and more painful until eventually it engulfed her
entire chest.
“I want to leave this place,” she had often muttered
to Water, and each time she would receive an impish look
from her friend as if to say, just wait. Luna always dismissed
this because she did not suspect Water was the type to
take matters into her own hands.
Luna scrunched her nose tight as she felt a raindrop
prickle its tip. A wave crashed on her toes and she smiled
at the cool, wet feeling. She leaned back onto the wet
sand and looked at the gloomy sky. More raindrops fell
on her face.
Another wave crashed on the shore line, this time
crawling to the base of Luna’s knee. Luna frowned. The

sky had shed its grey colour and was now an unnatural
cerulean blue. Luna turned to ask Water if she noticed the
colour, but her question was pushed away by the familiar
impish look dangling off of Water’s lips. “Are you ready
to leave this place?” Water asked, her grin widening.
Luna attempted to push herself up from the ground, but
found that her body would not move.
“Let’s go swimming,” Water said. She got up from the
ground, smiled at her new eternal friend, then dove into
the waves, and disappeared, leaving Luna lying in the
sand.
Joseph sat still in his chair on his cell phone, arguing
with his lawyer about the divorce. His fists were clenching
in and out as his lawyer carried on with the list of items his
wife wanted.
A sigh escaped from his lips as he listened, his eyes fixed
on his signature placed on the line of the divorce papers.
Some people never live happily ever after, he thought to
himself.
Just then, a sound enveloped his body, a sound that
tore his heart apart. It was the scream of his daughter.
Joseph looked up from his papers just in time to witness
the foaming fingers of the ocean grabbing his daughter
and pulling her out to join it. Her scream stopped.
All that remained on the shoreline was a bucket and a
ruined kingdom.
From now on, Luna would be able to demand her friend
Water’s attention day and night, as she called the tide in
and out to play.
An eternal friendship.
Ariel Whalen, age 16

The Path

Helen Zhang, age 16
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Mother
The footsteps of a figure
far away.
The tripping, slipping and muffled beats
The anxiety of
the high heels,
the wind,
the rain,
the child still waiting.
The laughs of the others (united) coming home,
the image of the child stranded
hurried her steps.
A race against time,
against comfort.
A race of instinct.
A wave of fatigue
overwhelms her
breath……
………less
Doubt grabs her,
Worry latches on to her,
Resistance surrounds her,
— She breaks free —
And again stretches the limit of her body
A daily ritual
of stops and races,
of coming home and going away,
of birth and life
An extraordinary role of the mother.
Sarah Xu, age 17

Somewhere Between Text, Imagination
and Reality, This Happened
Sometimes when I read, the characters I read about can’t
be called characters—because they are not characters;
they are people. People with thoughts and feelings that
exist far beyond their pages. And, as these people are
not given a body, they must inhabit something. So they
inhabit me.
Inside me, they breathe hard, and I forget to. Until I
close the book, suffocating them, the only thing that
moves in me is my heart, trying to beat quick enough for
all of us. Struggling to compensate. Only then do I realize
that I have stopped breathing. I let go.
I want nothing more but to give breath to the people
who gasp for air within closed pages. Writers give birth to
them, the pages then give them a home and it’s up to me
to let them breathe. To just open a book, to think about
it, to absorb it and to let it live, as it should, long beyond
its pages.
Sometimes after I read, I hear a voice that tells me
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things that were never in the text to begin with. A voice
screams, “UNFINISHED!” It opens my eyes, turns my head
and forces me to realize the sad truth that great art is never
completed, only abandoned. There are no masterpieces,
only works in progress. Who’s ever pinpointed the true
meaning of ‘The End’? If the whole thing was fiction, what
makes those two words any different? As said in Kevin
Brooks’ book, Lucas (and I’m paraphrasing), “there are no
endings, only new beginnings.”
Practice makes perfect and then what? Stop practicing?
You write a book about someone’s engagement and
then what? Do they stop living at the wedding? At your
fabricated ‘happy ending’? Maybe not in yours, but in my
world, characters—or rather, people—live long beyond
the pages they call home: a happy marriage, a divorce...
life goes on.
Sometimes when I write, I think about just how easy
it is to tell someone a lie, to make up a person and get
away with it. When you tell someone you went out with
that imaginary girlfriend (don’t get any ideas), her image,
her actual self, materializes in that person’s mind. You tell
them she has blonde hair and she has blonde hair. You tell
them she wants you and she has bad taste. Those things
become true in their mind. We’ve all got our perspectives,
and now, from one in many, this Suzy-Lynn or whatever
you choose to call her, is real. She has a brain. She has a
heart and a soul. She is a person and she lives long beyond
your lie.
Sometimes when I watch a movie, I can’t get past
the familiar face. How can I honestly take Courteney
Cox seriously in a dramatic role when I just see her as
Monica Gellar? Those characters live beyond the reel
until they appear on the red carpet and suddenly aren’t
the detective, the casino owner or the homeless person
they were before. As the magic of the movie fades with
the cleanliness of the blood-red carpet—a status symbol
for the shallow and the rich, the few and the undeserving
many—we are sucked into their eyes and forget about the
characters who suffocate inside closed books.
Bobby Ben, age 17

Simply Red

Sweetness

Red red red red.
Her hair was red.
Oh, it was beautiful, cascading from her bare shoulder in
violent twists, curls and waves down her back.
She placed a long fleshy limb into the steaming bubbles of
her tub. Too hot.
Just the way she liked it. The water was always slightly too
cold. Water could never be too hot for her. Water could
only be too cold.
She sighed triumphantly, her long red lashes softly closing
her eyelids as she immersed into the scalding water.
Her thin wrist struggled with an elegant bottle, once she
had settled in comfortably. Finally the lid flew off, and
the bathroom burst into fragrance. It must’ve been her
aromatic lavender oil.
It was the only kind of oil she ever used.
Red red red red .
Her mane of dark copper descended into the water,
spreading over her wet back thickly.
After she poured the lavender into her water generously,
she propped the cap back in and placed the slender vial
of oil into its former position, and her healthy strong
unmanicured nails wrapped around a beige sponge,
bringing it towards her body. She let out a beautiful sigh.
It was husky and soft, tender yet enticing to the male ear.
How more beautiful can a woman get?
Red red red red.
Her lips her lips were red.
She never painted them. Never. The blood was ripe in her
slender curled lips. The healthy natural colour of pursed
lips on her could not compare to anything else.
Except her hair. She bent forward in her foaming bath,
and the remaining dry curls fell lightly unto her breasts.
One curly strand wound up between them, as she turned
her head sideways. Sideways sideways and —
She looked at me.
She saw me. Her emerald eyes flashed with warning, but I
could not help myself. I grinned.
What can I say?
She carefully made her way out of the bathtub, spilling
water unnecessarily to the floor as she wrapped herself
into her large towel. She strutted towards the window,
pushed it back into the frame and shut it firmly. It was my
last time scurrying out to the backyard and balancing on
stacks of boxes to peek through the open window of my
sister’s bathtub.
She never bathed with open windows again.

Silver Light

Julia Varshavska, age 17

Nina Hang, age 15

He rose from his bed, tired and frustrated at himself. He
was under stress from work and his mind ordered him to
get up and do more work while his brained wanted rest.
Maybe I’ll take a walk,” he thought to himself.
He changed quickly and put on a coat to protect himself
against the winter weather. He headed out and walked
silently through his neighborhood. Minutes passed, and
there were no sounds except for his light breathing. He
glanced at his watch to check the time: 1:13 A.M. He
sighed and shook his head, thinking he should’ve just
started working.
He stopped walking and looked up at the sky. It was
cloudy, but the moon was able to pierce through and
beam proudly down, flooding the world with white light.
That helped settled his nerves a little. He wondered how
something so simple, so normal and everyday could be that
elegant and inspiring. A few stars twinkled through the
gaps between clouds, joining the moon in their shining
glory until the clouds rolled over and covered them with
its blanket.
The clouds also rolled over the moon, but her light still
shone through resiliently, as if she was telling the clouds
she refused to give up. Her strength encouraged not only
anxious watchers, but also her star companions to not give
up hope against the enemy.
The man decided the moon gave was a fighter, a queen
among commoners, standing high in the sky, bearing the
pride and encouragement to anyone who gazed at her.
He walked back home, satisfied.
Lisa Chen, age 16
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young voices ‘09
magazine of teen writing and artwork
Call for Submissions

Express yourself!

gui de li nes
1. Write what you want to
write! Write about monster
trucks, flower petals, dew
on the morning grass, a
dark and stormy night, love,
death, bands, your friends,
your parents, your dog, your
favourite librarian (or not)...
2.	Submit only your own
original work.
3.	Submissions are not
returned. Keep a copy of your
work.
4.	Toronto Public Library
has one-time print and
electronic rights to all
work, as well as the right
to excerpt
from the work for purposes
of promotion.
5. Written submissions will be
selected from each of the
following age categories:
12–14; 15–16; 17–19

Who can enter
Teens, 12–19 years who live or go
to school in the City of Toronto.
What can be entered
You can enter both writing and
artwork (one written work and
one artwork per person)
Written Work: poems, stories,
rants, reviews…
• 500 words maximum
• Typed entries preferred, but not
required
Artwork: for inside the magazine
or on the cover
• 8 ½” x 11” preferred
• Black and white artwork only
• Submit only originals; no
photocopies, electronic scans,
etc.

How to enter
• Fully complete the submission
form (see over)
• Attach the form to your work
• Drop your work off at any library
branch
• For written work only, you
can submit online:
> torontopubliclibrary.ca
> Click on ramp
> Click on Express Yourself
> Click on Young Voices
Selection Timelines
• Submission deadline:
	April 4, 2009
• Editorial teams meet to make
selections during spring 2009
• Contributors selected to be
published will be contacted
during June 2009
• Questions? Contact Ken
ksparling@torontopubliclibrary.ca

6.	Artwork will not be
categorized by age for the
purposes of choosing what
to publish.
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Young Voices 2009 Submission Form
Please fill out this form fully and attach it to your submission.
Submissions with incomplete forms may not be considered for publication.

Submission Deadline: April 4, 2009

Last name _______________________________________

First name(s) _____________________________________

Address _____________________________________________________________________________________________

Email ___________________________________________

Phone number ___________________________________

Age ______________

Today's date _____________________________________

h Male

h Female

Title of your submission ______________________________________________________________________________
Genre of submission:
h Poem

h Fiction

h Rant

h Review h Art

h Other (please specify what type of work you are submitting) ________________________________________
Name of library branch where you submitted __________________________________________________________
I heard about Young Voices:
h at the library

h at the mall

h at school

h at a shelter

h online at ramp

✁

h Other (please say where) ____________________________________________________

t o r o n t o p u b l i c l i b r a r y. c a

Garden of Delight

Blake Abbey-Colborne, age 14
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Voice

Minna Wu, age 13

t o r o n t o p u b l i c l i b r a r y. c a

