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Zephyr’s Philosophy 
 

Great Neck North Middle School’s literary magazine,  
Zephyr, provides students with the opportunity to  

share their poems, short stories, and graphic artwork  
with the school community.  Zephyr is a unique way  
for students to express themselves, to demonstrate  
their talents, and to articulate their feelings through  
a creative outlet.  This school-based publication is  

a student-run activity where students are encouraged  
to contribute not only as writers and artists,  

but as members of the editorial staff. 
 
 

 
 

 Explanation of Theme 

 
“All Bottled Up” was imagined by the students  
of the Zephyr club.  The theme was inspired by  
the daily challenges that teenagers experience 

when it comes to expressing themselves.   
Sometimes we are forced to bottle up  

our words, actions, or emotions.   
Other times, we are unable to hold back,  

and we are embarrassed by that.   
Several of our writers share personal experiences 

where they learn valuable lessons that  
subsequently change their outlooks on life. 
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“Concealed Inside” 

by Samantha Stashower 

 

 

Walking down the lonely hallway 

Thinking of the bad day you just had 

Wondering why this is happening to you 

 

Angry 

Defeated  

Depressed 

Scared  

Miserable  

Sad  

And the worst feeling of all  

Self-hate  

 

You hate feeling small  

Out of place  

Alone in the universe  

 

All of these feelings are locked  

Deep inside of you 

In a tiny little box near your heart  

It feels as though you’ll never let them out  

Or you will never fit in  

 

It feels as if that little box full of emotions  

Is calling your name  

Telling you things you don't want to hear  

 

You’re fat  

You’re ugly  

You will never fit in  

You are alone  

You don't have anyone that loves you 

If you were never born 

Life would be better  

Everybody would be happy 

 

 

 

So, you put on a fake smile  

And pretended that everything is ok 

Everything will be fine  

 

But all of those emotions eat you up inside  

Weaker every day  

Thinking those things are true  

Wanting them not to be  

But deep down believing  

Comparing yourself to others  

Never thinking you're good enough  

 

But one day, you have to open that box  

And express those feelings  

Let them fly  

If you don't tell anyone how you feel  

You will never get over the pain  

 

You have to look yourself in the mirror 

And tell yourself  

I am not fat  

I am not ugly  

I do not have to fit in  

You can be unique  

There are many people who love you  

Don't ever think that if you were not born 

Life would be better 

That people would be happy 

 

Because you are perfect  

You don’t hate yourself   

You will never be alone 
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“The Box” 

by Sarah Tsai 

 

It feels as if I’m surrounded 

By four solid walls 

Going left and going right 

But not moving at all 

I’m trapped in this space with nowhere to go 

 

Circles in circles, I go around 

Looking for a reason that cannot be found 

I look up and back down 

But I’m trapped underground 

I’m trapped in this space with nowhere to go 

 

In an empty space, in an empty room 

A flower inside me just starts to bloom 

Growing taller, going higher up through my heart 

It feels like my life is being ripped apart 

I’m out of this space, but have nowhere to go 

 

I am out of confinement 

My feelings are free 

But the question is now 

What shall I do with me? 

 
 

“Hiding” 

by Katherine Sun 

 

Emotions 

All bundled up 

You want to free them, but you can’t 

Little monsters hiding in your body 

Crawling all over, you sense their emotions 

You’ve tried everything to get rid of them 

You’re scared if anyone sees them 

They might think you’re disgusting 

So, all you can do is hide them 

Bury them deep inside of you 

But the more you cover them up 

The more power they have to take over 
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“Eyes”  

by Jasmine Lin 

 

Eyes.  They tell everything.  No matter what mask you put on, what kind of 

emotions you try to fake, your eyes reveal your true emotions.  What do my eyes reveal?  

According to a friend of mine, she said, “Your eyes are filled with fear, anxiety, 

and sadness.  Seems like whenever someone is trying to talk to you, you put that big wall 

up of yours, and you shut everything down.  You’re different now; you used to be so 

open and happy.  You were normal. What happened?”  

Interesting, isn’t it?  I closed my eyes and sighed.  I woke up to the demon who 

was already familiar to me.  

I looked at him and said, “Same as usual, sir?”  

He nodded in silence and revealed the dusty shelf that was filled with the 

requirements I needed.  

I looked and said, “Which mask will want me today?  Which mood shall I 

choose?”  

My hand wavered over the first mask, and it broke.  I flinched, wondering why.  I 

walked a little bit and then my hand wavered over another mask.  It also broke.  I sighed 

and started to feel desperate.  My hand wavered over almost every mask on the shelf, and 

all of them broke.  Only one was left.  Slowly, I reached towards it, and it cracked just 

slightly before it stopped.  It fit over my face and I sighed.  I opened my eyes, as I opened 

the door to a wicked place.  

           The school bell rang as kids rushed into the hallway from different rooms.  

Everyone rushing to make it to their next class.  Alright not so bad, a few more classes to 

go and I’m done.  I was walking down the stairs when someone shoved me from behind.  

I fell and tumbled down to the bottom.  The end.  Well, the end is death, or maybe there 

never is an end.  This messed up society definitely doesn’t have an end.  The masked 

people snickered and laughed, as they walked off.  I staggered, trying to get to my feet.   
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Then, I froze.  It was him.  The one who I had a secret crush on was standing there, and 

he was crying.  The sobs echoed through the long, silent, and vast hallway.  My knee was 

bruised and bleeding, but that didn’t matter at this point.  I wanted to save him, help him, 

but realization hit me.  Mind your own business.  It’s the best, after all.  How can you 

save others, when you can’t even save yourself?  

I ignored my thoughts and went over to him.  He looked at me.  His eyes pierced 

into me, and I nervously smiled at him.  He stared at me, as if I was the one who made 

him feel this way.  

I sighed and asked, “Everything alright?”  

He looked at me and said, “Leave me alone you piece of trash.”  

I flinched and staggered backwards.  

He continued, “You just keep living in your delusional world, and stay out of my 

life.  You’re practically insane.  No one can be happy for that long.  It’s obvious that 

you’re faking everything.  People that fake are never truthful and real.  For all I know, 

you might not actually care at all.  You’re just that fake.  Just stay away from me!”  

I stood there, silently.  Stay calm, don’t explode, everything is ok.  Just walk away 

and show no emotion.  Smile and leave…or do something.  No, just leave.  

I nodded and left, slipping into the cafeteria where hell rises.  Someone’s hand 

tapped my shoulder and I turned around.  There was no one there.  As I turned back 

around, there was a girl standing in front of me holding a piece of paper.  I looked at her 

and took the crumbled piece of paper.  She nodded and left.  I opened it up.  “Don’t let 

the fire inside you explode.” 

“She’s the same as you,” the demon announced.  She needs those masks, too, to 

hide her feelings.  Since the first time that she exploded, she has never been the same.  

She yelled, screamed, cried, and hurt other people.  She broke inside.  Her own fragile 

mind broke because of herself.  Now, she hides her feelings, and to this day she never 

speaks anymore.”  I listened and nodded.  
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I looked at him and asked, “The masks, they broke today.  Why?” 

He looked at me and then disappeared into the darkness, leaving me behind.  I 

opened my eyes again, and looked at the society that I never belonged in.  I clenched my 

fists and walked back to my locker.  

“You can’t stay like this forever you know,” he said, appearing from nowhere in 

particular.  “You’re going to break one day, and once you do, your fragile mind is going 

to break like hers,” he insisted.  

I opened my eyes, trying to ignore his words.  I felt the mask giving way a bit. I 

staggered, realizing I wasn’t on solid ground.  I fell from the top of the staircase, 

tumbling down to the eternal darkness.  I felt pain shoot through my body, as I was 

sprawled on the floor, tasting blood in my mouth.  I coughed and realized someone was 

looking at me.  

I looked up and she said, “It’s her. The girl…or can we even call her that?  She’s 

the one you wanted.” 

I realized then that a boy was standing next to her.  It was him.  He smiled, and 

threw my body against a locker.  Keep calm, ignore.  

“You can’t stay happy like this, can you?  I’m going to do it until you break,” he 

threatened.  

He kicked me in the head and blood began to drip.  I felt the mask cracking. Keep 

calm, please, don’t break, don’t break…  He grasped his hands around my throat, and I 

realized that I couldn’t do it anymore.  I screamed as I pushed him and slammed him into 

a locker.  Too late now.  The fire within me exploded, as the mask fell from my face. 
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“Kept It Inside” 

by Carina Bazac 

 

Inside is a river of words unsaid 

I choose not to cast my own net 

You can see the words floating past my glassy eyes 

See the river’s path at the corners of my mouth 

Down, down, and more down it goes 

Seven feet deep 

Does it ever end?   

The things that you see are different from what you hear 

It is up to you to determine what is truth and what is lies 

To piece the puzzle together to decode the riddle 

Ten feet deep 

Each new thought brings a new tear 

And I have a river of thoughts 

Those more invisible, but still there 

The waters push us away from shore 

I’m already in the middle of the ocean 

Thirteen feet deep 

With no air to breathe 

I’m drowning 

I see everyone else struggling 

So, I help them 

At the same time, I’m pushing myself deeper 

Helped one person 

Seventeen feet deep 

Helped more, and more, and more, and… 

Oh 

Seven hundred thousand feet deep 

Waters here are dark, deep, and dangerous 

They’re thick and muggy 

Laced with love, hatred, and insanity 

This is my home. 
 
 

 

“Trying to Keep It Inside” 

by Odelya Ajoudanpour 

 

I keep on keeping it inside 

Trying not to let it fly 

It’s a shame I cannot hide 

And so I lie 

 

The bottle leaks when I show my feelings 

Like my soul is bleeding 

I wish I could tell the world 

But I am only dreaming 
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“Keep Smiling” 

by Jacqueline Park 

 

 A middle-aged man lost his wife to a sickness that couldn’t be treated at the time.  

Despite the grief that was hiding deep inside his heart, he showed kindness and joy to 

those around him.  He would give the beggars a few coins, and give a portion of his food 

to stray animals that looked hungry.  He helped old women that needed assistance and 

volunteered to help anybody in need.  

One day, the man received a phone call from an old friend.  They spoke about what 

had happened to each of them over the years that passed.  His friend began first to speak 

about his life; then the man went.  When the man’s turn was over, his friend hesitated.  

 “I would never have guessed that your wife passed,” his friend replied.  “The way 

that you greeted me threw me off completely.  I thought you were still living a joyful and 

happy life!”  

The man smiled from the other side of the phone.  

 “I am living a joyful and happy life.  Seeing people smile from the help I give them 

is enough to make me happy,” the man replied. 

 “But still, I’m concerned!  Are you sure you’re okay?  You’re a bit too happy for 

someone who lost someone so dear to them,” the friend exclaimed.  

The man could feel the grief inside his heart seep through the cracks of the barrier 

he put around it. 

 “I promise you, I’m fine.  Having done this time and again, I should be used to it,” 

the man chuckled at his own joke.  “This is what she wished for anyway,” the man 

continued to reassure his friend. 

 “What she wished for?  What do mean by that?” the man’s friend questioned. 

 “A few minutes before my wife passed on, she told me, ‘Even when I’m gone, 

keep smiling, and don’t ever grieve for me.  Help other people when they are in need.  

Make them smile!  Please, accomplish my goal for me, since my body is not able to.  

This is my wish.  And in times when you cannot smile, remember that even if I’m not 

physically there in front of you, my spirit will be there with you.’ That is what she said to 

me.”  

The grief that he had collected inside of him for so long overwhelmed him.  He 

hung up the phone and collapsed onto the couch.  Burying his face into his hands, he 

wept.  It was a silent, sorrowful cry.  His shoulders shook.  

Towards the end of his release, he stood up, wiped his face, and grinned.  

Keep smiling, huh?  
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“When Is It Time?” 

by Cheri Chu 

 

When is it time to come out? 

To get rid of that shell? 

To finally be free? 

You hide, 

Afraid. 

Frozen. 
 

You conceal. 

And cover. 

How hard can it be? 

When is it time? 

You know you’re late. 

When? 

 

You can’t wait for that time. 

That time isn’t going to wait for you. 

One day, you say. 

When? 

What’s going to happen?  

Are you ever going to? 

 

Why do you trap yourself? 

Questions are meant to be asked, 

To be answered. 

If you hold your questions back, 

Why should you even have them? 

Why do you have so many? 

If you are going to… 

When? 

 

 

“Open Bottle” 

by Teva Kashanian 

 

The bottle opened 

I told the truth  

I regret it  

She is sad  

I am sad  

I wish to undo it  

I wish to go back in time  

Take back my words 

But the bottle is already opened  
 

 

 

 

“Thunderstorm” 

by Eddie Wong 

 

My head felt like a thunderstorm 

So many clouded thoughts in my brain 

 

BOOM 

Lightning strikes 

 

My words were like rain 

Breaking through the clouded thoughts 

Out of my mouth like thunder 

Words were pouring spontaneously 

Every last clouded thought released 

 

And when I was done 

When everything was let out 

I didn’t have one doubt 

I got my point across 
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“An Interview with Chris Crutcher” 

by Kajal Ramphul 

 

On March 6th, 2018, the world-renowned author, Chris Crutcher, came to visit our 

school.  He gave a presentation on the writing process and answered questions from the 

students.  He spoke about people who influenced him, inspirations for his stories, and his 

early life.  Mr. Crutcher is the author of nine novels and twenty-one short stories.  He 

writes tales based on true events, in order to raise awareness.  Sometimes horrible things 

happen in the world, and we need to fight back.  Chris became an author because he 

wants to shed light on some truly important issues. 

Here are some of the things that I learned about Mr. Crutcher during my interview 

with him.  I hope that you find Chris’ story to be as fascinating as I did.  If you enjoy this 

interview, be sure to check out some of Chris Crutcher’s books, like “Running Loose,” 

“Deadline,” “Whale Talk,” and “Chinese Handcuffs.” 

 

 

Question: When did you realize that you wanted to write? 

 

Answer: I realized that I wanted to write when I had an English teacher who wanted me 

to read books.  I didn’t want to read, and she wanted me to write.  I was a pretty good 

writer, but I would just write something out, get my C-, and move on.  I also had a band 

teacher.  He was a really punitive guy, but he had a really good sense of humor.  I’d write 

an English essay in like 25 minutes and get a bad grade on it, but I’d stay up all night 

trying to find ways to make him laugh.  I would write things out, and read them out loud, 

and I would rewrite them, and reread them again.  I didn’t even know that you were 

supposed to do that; I just did it.  I knew that I wanted to write.  I loved it.  
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Question: What do you look for in a story?  

 

Answer: I look for things that are both funny and tragic, because those two things make a 

good story.  

 

Question: How do you feel knowing that some people have banned your books? 

 

Answer: Every time someone bans one of my books, I send five copies of each book to 

one of the nearest libraries.  They can’t stop that.  It actually feels good, because it means 

someone took the time to read my story and call it inappropriate.  

 

Question: Where do you draw your information from? 

 

Answer: I base all of my stories on events that happened in real life.  One of my books is 

based on the true story of a girl with an abusive father.  Another short story is based on 

my friend, nicknamed Telephone Man.  One of my first books was based on my old gym 

coach! 

 

Question: What advice would you give to aspiring writers? 

 

Answer: I might tell them to keep having good ideas, and actually start and finish them.  

If you don’t, you’ll just have a bunch of unfinished ideas.  

 

Question: What advice would you give to a younger version of yourself? 

 

Answer: I would say that you are really responsible for everything you do.  
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“Fizzy Drink” 

by Tamar Noy 

 

I feel like a fizzy drink, ready to explode. 

I feel like I’m bottled up, ready to implode. 

 

Heavy yet light, my feelings one-sided with fright. 

Though it feels like a distant dream, I know it’s all true. 

 

The pain of holding it in, is just too much to bear. 

So I let it all out, with one tiny twist. 

 

The freedom I feel has no pain or sorrow. 

I’m letting it out, and I’m going all wild. 

 

No one is angry, and no one is mad. 

The hurt that I had, will never return. 

 

So at the end of it all, when the last bubbles rise, 

I am no longer a fizzy drink inside. 

 

 

 

 

“The Hurt of It All” 

by Tamar Noy 

 

I feel carbonated, yet flat, 

and what really goes with that? 

 

I’m different from the rest, 

but the rest are really a mess.  

 

I’m diluted and dry, 

yet I still feel full inside. 

 

I’m scared to say the truth, 

but not afraid to behave. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’m hit with words as though, 

They’re a barrage of big strong stones. 

 

I feel like I cannot deal, 

so I hide it all away. 

 

My mouth closed shut conceals, 

I cannot hold it, nor go on. 
 

So I tell it to the world, 
my mouth now opened and unlocked. 

 

The feelings I once felt are gone, 

Only love and devotion remain. 
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“Jake Progressively Becomes a Villain” 

by Matthew Mah 

 

The thought of living long enough to become the villain is a common one.  Many 

people see Jake of State Farm as a hero, because like a good neighbor, he is always there 

for them.  In truth, he wants to be.  He does everything he can to maintain balance and 

order in his city.  Only one villain has ever eluded him.  Flo the Progressive was a 

terrifying villain.  Flo the Progressive is a figure shrouded in mystery.  What she always 

kept on her hip was her trusty Name Your Price Tool.  With it, she was able to 

manipulate the prices of anything by merely pointing at it.  With this, Flo was 

continuously able to buy low and sell high.  Where Flo went, low prices on cars followed.  

Jake wanted nothing more than to see Flo behind bars.  Jake always came so close, yet so 

far from apprehending Flo.  

After cleaning up the streets for nearly a decade, the entire public saw Jake of State 

Farm as a hero.  However, out of nowhere, our hero started showing up less and less.  In 

truth, Jake of State Farm has been attempting to catch the last few common criminals for 

the past year.  His main focus, however, is looking for Flo the Progressive.  With her 

Name Your Price Tool, she is a terrifying villain who must be stopped at all costs.  (Pun 

intended.)  Jake spent countless hours a day pondering over where Flo could be located.  

Through his many hours of pondering, a small spark of anxiety started growing within 

him, which he did not show.  For he was the hero of the city, and he must not worry the 

citizens.  That bottle of emotions which was contained inside his body started to fill.  Jake 

has never had anyone to talk to, in truth.  Hiding his emotions is all he has ever known.  

Pushing them deeper and tightening the lid each day.  Day after day, night after night, the 

pressure of finding Flo grew higher and higher.  Finally, the bottle began to break.  At 

first, it was just a small crack, but soon the crack progressed into something drastic.  

Jake’s motivation for saving the city started to diminish.  After all, what’s the point 

of becoming a hero if he couldn’t even catch one more villain?  With all of his effort, no 

traces were to be found.  When the people of the city kept smiling and calling him a hero, 
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a new emotion was added to the bottle: guilt.  Something inside of him finally snapped.  

Why was he deserving of all of this praise?  The bottle finally erupted.  Jake seemed to be 

a completely different person.  He was on his way to the Ferris wheel, his favorite part of 

the town from which he can see everything.  He decided to stop for just fifteen minutes.  

Then, he saw her.  He almost didn’t realize that it was her.  Her Name Your Price 

Tool was on her hip like always, but something had changed.  She didn’t display the cold, 

calculating glare that she gave to people as if she could lower their self-worth.  Flo 

seemed to recognize Jake, as well.  They both moved towards each other at the same 

time.  Jake was ready to defeat her once and for all, when she quickly explained to him 

how she had changed.  It had been in the news and she had been looking for him to 

apologize.  Jake had not been able to notice these events, due to the fact that he had been 

wallowing in his guilt and an unhealthy amount of anxiety.  

 Jake finally woke up from his trance of emotions.  Although more feelings than 

ever flowed through him now, he let them out this time.  Tears of guilt, pain, and relief all 

poured out, unrestrained.  After all of the emotions were let out, Jake decided that he 

would continue to be a hero…this time by providing insurance to the people of the city. 

 

 

 

 

“Defeated” 

by Ava Muntner 

 

You won't vanish 

Tears racing down my cheek 

Deeply thinking that one day you will leave 

Zero confidence is not key 

I try to avoid you as best as I can 

If only I didn't take a stand 

I wouldn't be where I am 

 

 

 

Today 

Failure 

Where to begin 

My biggest opponent 

You learn from the past 

I am alone at last 

To ponder the dreadful days 

This isn't the last time 

You have defeated Me!   
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“The Blue District” 

by Ariel Greenblatt 

 

Everything is the same, in the blue district 

Everyone looks the same, in the blue district 

There are no feelings, in the blue district 

There is only one color, in the blue district 

 

There is all, in the blue district 

There is no teaching, in the blue district 

There is no space, in the blue district 

There is only silent bedlam, in the blue district 

 

On a calm fall day, he moved to the blue district 

He acted differently, not like the others in the blue district 

He fumbled with his words, in the blue district 

He clearly did not belong, but quickly he grew in the blue district 

 

He stayed and got a job, in the blue district 

But not just any other job, in the blue district 

The one that all feared, in the blue district 

He spoke to the people, in the blue district 

 

He lifted their heads, in the blue district 

He rewarded all, in the blue district 

He believed in the blue district 

And, so, he said, “To those in the Blue District…” 

 

I have come to the blue district 

To deliver a message to those in the blue district 

This message regards the lives, in the blue district 

You are no longer from the blue district 

I am no longer from the blue district 

I have decided upon my life 

But what will you do with yours? 

 

Now nothing will ever be the same 

In the blue district 
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“Stand Up” 

by Claudia Pour 

 

One Wednesday morning 

I came to school  

A cold and depressing day 

A couple of minutes  

Before the bell 

I saw something 

A bunch of mean girls laughing 

I wondered why 

When I saw my best friend  

Coming towards me  

I immediately understood 

Toilet paper stuck to her shoe 

 

I didn’t want to speak up 

I was afraid they’d laugh at me 

I didn’t want to be their target 

I was angry  

My emotions were fired up 

I told my best friend anyway 

She yanked the paper from her shoe 

 

Later that day 

I stood up 

I said that’s enough 

Enough is enough 

And that was the end of it 

They never again  

Bothered my friend and me  

My emotions were finally set free 

 

 

“Tougher and Tougher” 

by Evan Youssefi 

 

It happens everyday 

He doesn’t leave me alone 

Pushes me around 

Thinks I am nothing 

Always gets away with it 

I am too scared to speak 

He threatens me if I tell 

My mom asks how my day is 

I always tell her fine 

On the inside, I am falling apart 

She doesn’t understand 

She tries to cheer me up  

But it never works 

I am still the same on the inside 

 

 

 

“Why Me?” 

by Elissa Maslavi 

 

One day everything was great 

Next day you changed everyone’s mind 

For some reason, you were filled with hate 

I always tried to be so kind 

 

You’d make sure at lunch I had no seat 

As long as you beat me there 

Always wanting to scream at me 

Trying to kick me to the ground  

 

I couldn’t tell you how I felt 

Until I finally burst  

Screaming in your face 

I felt so ashamed 
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“This Is Me” 

by Maayan Ben Yosef 

 

It's hard 

They tell me I’m not good enough  

That I don’t have friends  

It feels like a knife to my heart 

That old girl is gone 

They have changed me  

For the good or bad 

They judge me for my clothing 

They judge me for my grades 

But they never noticed  

They have given me rage 

I tell myself this is wrong  

This is not who I am 

I am me  

No more heels  

Back to flats 

No more contacts  

Back to glasses  

No more playing dumb 

No more lying to myself 

No more saying that I like the new me 

Because this was never me 

I am special in my own way  

If that’s not good enough for them 

Well 

Their words won’t affect me any longer 

I’ve learned to stand up for myself  

This is me 

 

 

 

“Speak Up” 

by Michelle Wasserman  

 

Boom  

Banged against the lockers  

“Friends” say “it’s a joke” 

Being pushed around  

Tripped  

Punched  

Frightened to come to school  

Curious how you’ll be hurt tomorrow  

Scared to say something  

Crying every night 

SPEAK UP! 

Tell someone  

Stop it when you see it!  

 

 

 

 

“Enough” 

by Ariel Baron 

 

Jacob goes down the slide 

Jerry pushes Jacob off 

Jerry is laughing 

HA HA HA  

Jacob is embarrassed  

He feels his swollen back 

Jerry is now bullying Jacob 

“You look dumb,” Jerry says 

Jacob can’t take it anymore  

He explodes 

STOP  

Jacob yells and pushes Jerry 

Now the tables have turned 
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“The Storm” 

by Matthew Mah 

 

I remember the day like it was yesterday.  I was five then, and it was nearing 

the end of the school year.  The day was bright and clear, with sunlight dancing 

between the foliage of the trees.  It's lucky for me that my mother called me in for 

lunch before 2:30.  I remember being miffed by the event, because I was living out a 

sports fantasy with my brother.  I remember starting to inhale my food, but being told 

to stop by my mother.  I would be gladly thanking her over and over again later.  After 

a slightly bothersome lunch for my five-year-old self, I went to the sunroom with my 

mother.  

We were looking outside when it happened.  The luminous seemingly perfect 

weather dissipated with a flash.  Quite literally.  An entire army of ebony-streaked 

clouds raced into the crystal sky and crackled with illumination.  The whole family 

(minus my father who was at work) was in the sunroom in an instant.  We just stood 

there and hugged together in a tight embrace.  We watched in horror as we witnessed 

grey skies rush around our house.  What we saw were only shadows.  I witnessed the 

ball that I was playing with outside smack against our window.  I let out a terrified 

squeal when I saw a massive looming shadow crash somewhere nearby.  Looking 

back on this even now, I am beyond puzzled why we didn't leave the sunroom.  We 

could have just run to safety, but we continued hugging in a tight embrace.  In a 

strange way, I felt like no harm would come to me in that moment.  That was until, 

just like it arrived, the storm disappeared.  

We took a walk around town together afterwards.  Plants, mailboxes, trees, 

cars, even a house were all ruined.  The entire neighborhood seemed to have come out 

of their homes at the same moment.  Some stared beyond puzzlement at their 

surroundings.  After all, we lived in an area where events like this were uncommon, if 

even plausible.  Some stared in pity at the house that now had a tree lodged right 

through the middle.  Others started milling around taking photos and calling relatives.  

I gripped my mom's hand like it was the only thing keeping me anchored to the 
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ground as we walked.  I'm pretty sure that what I saw that day wasn't as terrifying as I 

made it out to be, but to a five-year-old, it might as well have been Armageddon.  The 

pristine town was in rubble.  We must have spent hours outside just wandering.  

Words were rarely spoken, but it was obvious what was on our minds.  Whether it was 

the grip that tightened when we passed a particularly devastated house, or the nervous 

scrunch of my mother's brow, we were thinking the same thing.  That could've been 

us.  

The trip back to the house was short, but it felt like an eternity.  When we 

reached our street, we started running.  I don't know why, but we didn't stop until we 

reached the door.  The minute the door opened, the dull drone of a cell phone poured 

through.  My mom rushed to the door, picked up her cell phone, and quickly flipped it 

upright.  I could hear the voice of my father before my mom glanced over towards my 

brother and me.  I caught a glimpse of the nervous look on her face before she ushered 

us out of the room.  It was strange for the rest of the day. The powerlines were utterly 

decimated by the event.  After the storm, it was pretty apparent that none of us wanted 

to go outside.  Instead, we preferred to stay inside where we believed that we were 

safe.  This event was a strange and mystifying experience that I never expected to 

occur.  That is what made it all the more terrifying. 

 

 

“The Unseen Half” 

by Claire Cho 

 

A bubbling pool of lava 

The monster inside you 

Ignored and pushed away 

Ready to wake up 

Break loose 

The menacing shadow 

Creeping behind you 

Anger 

 

 

“Power” 

by Tyler Menker 

 

Crush! Smash! Pow! 

He breaks the weak wall. 

Smashes the boxing glove. 

Beats the man to the ground. 

Winner! 

The circus leader shouts. 

Cut! Cut! 

Lights, camera, action! 

Power to the fighter!  
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“Echo” 

by Mia Xu  

 

There was once a girl who was quite an opposite  

Insecure, shy, and never really positive  

No one understood, and no one cared  

She wanted to speak up, but she didn’t dare  

Constantly she’d hear people behind her back  

Uttering some words that felt like attacks  

But she soon realized the ugly truth  

The people around her had nothing to do  

As she gazed into the mirror, she was all alone  

Her reflection only had herself to show 

Yet the whispering shadows still spoke 

Encouraging her to give up all hope 

Terrible things, they whisper to her ear  

Tormenting her as she drowned in despair  

Time passed on, as the voices faded away  

The girl just stood there in shock and dismay  

She shook and felt her own trembling fear  

After all, she was against the echo in the mirror  

“Emotions” 

by Sarah Tsai 

 

There once was a girl who lived a good life 

With no type of argument, no type of strife. 

But what if this changed all of a sudden one day 

Leaving this girl forever in dismay. 

Ever since she had been talking to herself 

Sitting there alone just like an elf. 

On Christmas Eve to watch the good and the bad 

Except this time, she wasn’t that glad. 

She forced herself to smile 

Her feelings in denial. 

I wish that I could go away and flee 

But she had no one to talk to, did she? 

I’ll become what you like 

This is what you wanted, right? 

Sacrifice all that I know 

I shall teach myself to let go. 
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“Reversed Thoughts” 

by Claire Cho 

 

I cannot do it 

There is no way that I can believe that 

I will do it, and I will do it well 

The truth is 

Lying to myself will do nothing 

Succeeding is far from reach 

I do not want anyone to say that 

My family and friends support me 

People will help me 

I know I cannot take all of the weight of it 

Doing all of what it takes 

Which is why I will start 

To quit 

It will not be honored 

I know that 

 

All of this will be true, unless we choose to reverse it. 

 

 

“Can’t Hold Back” 

by Maya Ben Josef 

 

I keep everything inside 

Nothing comes out of me 

Sometimes all I want to do is let go 

I want to be free 

My feelings are like a lion in a cage 

It just wants to be set free 

This is my time to be free 

As I scream out loud everything inside 

I try to hold back, but I can’t anymore 

All bottled up, I’m finally free 

I feel the tears running down my face 

But I feel better than ever 

Everything is out 

Nothing is left inside 

 

 

(Now, try reading each poem from bottom to top.) 
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“Eruption” 

by Jack Karkowsky 

 

When I get angry 

I cannot hold control over my mind 

Sooner rather than later, I will erupt 

After I do, I am miserable 

Because I’m taking my anger out 

On people close to me 

Once I erupt, I see red 

My mind goes into autopilot 

And it wants to stay free 

As I’m only a kid 

What I say doesn’t matter 

But we should be able to express ourselves 

And make some decisions for ourselves 

When we grow up 

We will make or break the world 

Our generation must save us all 

And when we do 

I might erupt again! 

 

 

 

“Should I Keep It Inside?” 

by Gili Gavriel  

 

Should I keep it inside? 

Or should I just go away to hide? 

What I feel inside will always be mine, 

Curious, 

Concern, 

Always wondering why, 

Why should I keep my feelings inside? 

 

I have lots to say, 

But everyone thinks I’m shy every day, 

If I let it all out, 

With a scream or a shout,  

Will it make a difference, or 

Should I keep it inside? 

“Locked Up in My Feelings” 

by Benjamin Golsaz 

 

Once I was afraid to tell the truth 

The truth was too much 

Tried to wash the truth off 

Tried to hide it 

But it just snuck back into my mind 

As if it would stick with me forever 

If I let it go 

It could cause harm 

But I finally talked about it 

The truth didn’t harm anyone 

People were accepting 

They were still respecting 

Once I was afraid to tell the truth 

Not anymore 

 

 

 

“Over With” 

 by Abby Nassimi 

 

I’ve done it again 

Said it again 

Let it out 

Again and again 

 

Walking through hallways 

Can’t seem to hold it in 

There is nothing that lets me win 

I blurt everything out 

Always filled with doubt 

 

I am constantly punished  

I can’t take it anymore 

I am done 

I am over with this 

I have to leave  

Goodbye 

Forever  
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“Today, I Decide to Forgive” 

by Maya Gavriel 

 

“Today, I decided to forgive you.  Not because you apologized, or because you 

acknowledged the pain that you caused me, but because my soul deserves peace.” 

(Najwa Zebian)  

When it comes to forgiveness, I usually tend to turn away from it.  I used to feel 

that forgiveness was just allowing the person who hurt you to feel at peace with 

themselves, and not what they had done to you.  I have recently learned though, that 

by forgiving, you let go of a dark part of yourself.  It is easy to get mad, but the really 

hard part of forgiveness is forgiving with honesty.  

In the past, I have been through experiences where I haven’t forgiven, and I felt 

a toll left behind.  Deep down, I knew that by forgiving that person, I would have to 

accept that what they did was something that I could live with.  That was hard to do.  

When I don’t forgive in a given situation, I let something good go, something that 

could have been fixed.  Maybe, that’s why I feel so bad when I don’t forgive.  

Because of this unkindness that I (or anyone) can show, I could and was able to lose a 

friend.  On the other hand, by being able to experience these times where I didn’t 

forgive, I was able to learn.  Processing these situations and trying to understand 

multiple sides to a story, I was able to acknowledge the pain felt by the other person.  

I could better understand why that person could have deserved forgiveness.    

When I do forgive someone, I feel a great weight lifted off of me, as if all of my 

worries and stress were just building up and being stored.  I think that’s because I 

know that the person I am forgiving is worthy of my forgiveness.  Forgiveness doesn’t 

mean that everything goes back to normal.  Forgiveness is bumpy and unsteady.  It's a 

long recovery that shouldn’t be expected to be easy.  I usually take time to think about 

my arguments with a person.  I think about a different outcome and better versions of 

what occurred.  I guess this allows me to be able to think about the good in the given 

situation, instead of only thinking about the bad in the situation.  
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At the end of the day, by forgiving, you are rewarded with the gift of 

friendship.  You are rewarded with the gift of happiness, and you can’t ask for 

anything more.  By going through situations, or hearing about situations of 

forgiveness, all outcomes point to one thing.  By forgiving, you are giving yourself 

the right to be happy.  When you choose to forgive, you are giving yourself the right 

to be free of someone who has been chaining you up.  I have learned that you don’t 

forgive for someone else’s needs, but only for your own.  By forgiving, you are 

proving that you are a bigger person and that you deserve forgiveness yourself.  

Because of my experiences, I would say that I have learned how much 

forgiveness can shape your future, whether you forgive the right person of not.  I have 

learned about the consequences of forgiveness, both good and bad.  I feel, in the end, 

if you really process your thoughts and how you’re handling a situation, you will learn 

that you’ll never be 100% satisfied.  This is because you will always miss what you 

had before.  Regardless, you have to accept that you might never get back to that place 

again.  Therefore, I have learned that forgiveness can shape how things happen and 

how you’ll live your life in the future. 

 

 

 

“Drop” 

by Ava Muntner 

 

The clouds start to clump 

Holding that special shine 

That shine filled with drops 

 

Each drop of rain 

Like a teardrop running down 

My face a disgrace 

 

 

 

I have told many fibs 

Lying about the clean truth 

The lies squeeze my body 

Like chains around a villain 

 

I try to find a way out 

But I am filled with self-doubt 

Soon enough I have to change 

Realize I’ve messed up 

 

Time to start fresh 

That is the truth 
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“Rain” 

by Junghyun Choi 

 

I like rainy days. 

Days that I can unfold my blue umbrella, 

And walk through the rain. 

 

I enjoy the sound of the rain  

Falling down from the sky, 

I enjoy the water glittering in the darkness, 

I enjoy the silence of the street, 

And I enjoy nobody walking outside. 

 

Then I sit down on the bench in the park, 

No matter it is soaked with rain, 

I watch the rain for several minutes. 

 

It is the day of my rain, 

Wanting it to flow away, 

Hoping it to be faded. 

 

I enjoy the sound sobbing from my heart, 

I enjoy the water leaking from my eyes, 

I enjoy the silence after my rain ends, 

And I enjoy leaving nothing in my body. 

 

I like rainy days. 

 

 

 

 

“Falling” 

by Zoe Lyakhov  

 

 

I tried, and I tried, and I tried  

To make everyone understand  

It’s like I am on a roller coaster  

Yet, I cannot scream  

It’s like I am on a balance beam 

But falling before even getting on  

 

My happy heart is now gloomy and gray 

I keep hoping someone will understand  

I wish someone would lend me a hand 

Because I am sick and tired of feeling 

Like I’m required to be someone I am not. 

 

 

 

 

“Missing Words” 

by Eddie Wong 

 

There I stood gaping, 

My breath escaping, 

My heart vulnerable for the taking. 

I couldn’t believe my eyes, 

She looked like an angel in disguise. 

 

My mouth opened wide, 

Trying to get out the words inside. 

But when I spoke, 

Nothing came out, 

I tried to shout. 
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“Coming Out” 

by May Tun 

 

My name is May Tun and I am a nonbinary and bisexual 8th grader, who in 

their way of finding out who they were, was faced with many trials.  Below are some 

terms that I’ll use in this work.  

 

Nonbinary: describes any gender identity which does not fit the male and 

female binary. 

Gender spectrum: there are two sides of the gender spectrum in which 

nonbinary people fit somewhere in the middle.  

Bisexual: the sexual attraction to two and/or all genders. 

Cis-gender: denoting or relating to a person whose sense of personal identity 

and gender corresponds with their birth sex. 

F*ggot, shemale, tr*nny: discriminatory LGBTQ slurs. 

 

In life, we all deal with finding out who we truly are, and that is the truth we are 

trying to discover.  We are trying to fit into society’s boxes, in which we were 

assigned at birth.  Boy or Girl?  You are a girl, you have to like a boy.  You are a boy, 

you must like a girl.  You are a girl, here’s a pink dress and high heels.  You are a 

boy, here’s a ball to go play sports.  But what happens when we don’t?  We don’t 

snugly fit into these concrete boxes that society has made for us, and that causes us to 

feel confused.  We feel confused because everyone else fits into the boxes, so why 

can’t we?  We feel confused because our body doesn’t feel right in certain boxes.  We 

can fit in a box, but it feels stuffy and uncomfortable.  In order to fit with the other 

people, we suck it up and stay in the box.  Feeling uncomfortable, we just deal with it 

so that we don’t get laughed at by our peers.  Then comes the hate, where you start 

bashing yourself.  Why can’t you be like them?  Why do you have to be different? 



All Bottled Up  Zephyr 2018 Edition 
 

46 

This is how I felt every single day before I came out; uncomfortable and stiff.  I 

was confused and disgusted with myself, because I wasn’t like the rest.  When they 

ask me, why didn’t you come out earlier?  I simply say, “I wasn’t ready.”  In all 

reality, I wasn’t.  When the first realization came into my head that I was different, I 

pushed it away as soon as possible.  Things like my parents finding out or me losing 

friends and not having support, scared me.  Fear of the truth made it so that I 

repressed everything and anything.  I couldn’t face the truth. I ran away from the 

truth.  The truth scared me.  I drowned myself in my schoolwork and piled on work on 

top of more work.  If I was stressed out of my mind, I wouldn’t have to think about 

this and it wouldn’t be on my brain anymore.  Late nights were spent quietly sobbing 

so my parents wouldn't hear, because I couldn’t change who I was no matter how hard 

I tried.  Then I started to hate myself.  I started to loathe who I was.  Being bisexual 

and nonbinary isn't this revelation, and I wasn’t happy because I was different.  I 

wanted to stay normal like my friends, who were straight and cis-gender.  When I 

would sleep, nightmares of people laughing and hating me because I was bisexual 

would fill my head.  People were calling me names like f*ggot, shemale, and tr*nny. 

It was destroying my self-confidence and my will to live.  When my parents 

weren’t home, I would pace around my room and tear my hair, trying to change 

myself.  Because if I was bisexual, the fact that I was would change my life forever.  I 

was just so tired and I wanted to sleep, but if I slept I would get nightmares.  I just 

wanted to not exist.  It was so arduous and backbreaking, and I couldn’t take it 

anymore.  I was so done with life, although I hadn’t even lived it yet.  

On January 22nd, I sat myself down.  Do you really want to do this anymore, 

continue hiding who you are?  No. I don’t want to do this.  I was done with living in 

the shadows and veiling who I was.  I took a deep breath.  I am bisexual.  The minute 

that I acknowledged that, years of repression lifted off of my shoulders and I could 

finally breathe again.  The huge boulder resting on my chest was lifted off, helping me 

to breathe easily again.  I didn’t fake a smile for the first time in two years, and I was 
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sobbing.  It was the best moment of my life.  I began telling all of my friends, and 

there was nothing but love and support.  I’ll have to thank every one of those people.  

That was seventh grade.  I started to love myself again.  I had stopped hating 

myself for a while.  That was until the summer after seventh grade.  I began to flinch 

when people called me “she.”  I was becoming uncomfortable in my “female” box.  I 

had outgrown my label of “girl,” and I didn’t like it when people would call me one.  

When friends would refer to me using the terms “she” or “her,” I would cringe and 

my skin would crawl.  It just wouldn’t sit right with me.  I would become confused 

again.  I would be stiff and uncomfortable, and I just didn’t like it.  I could feel the 

hate, the demons rising up again.  I could sense strange thoughts and feelings 

surfacing.  What the hell is this feeling?  You are insane.  You should go to a mental 

hospital if you are feeling this way.  I started to repress again, but after a few months, 

I reevaluated.  Let’s not start self-hating again, okay?  Let’s figure out what this 

feeling is about. 

I had never really heard of the term “nonbinary,” because it was a word not 

commonly used in the present world, let alone my household.  So, I searched up what 

it was and it was me.  The feeling when I found out that I was bisexual, was the same 

feeling I had when I found out that I was nonbinary.  It was a feeling of rightness, like 

you’ve found the perfectly fitting pair of jeans.  I guess sexuality and gender identity 

are the same as clothing.  As you grow older, you change sizes and you experiment 

with different styles.  The clothes that you had as a kid aren’t the same that you have 

now.  You’ll grow and become more “you,” once you find those clothes that fit 

perfectly.  It is a great feeling.  You feel at peace with the truth.  When you first see 

the truth, it’s scary.  It’s an obstacle that you don’t want to face, and a thing that you 

want to get away from.  But in facing the truth and not running away, you feel like a 

burden has been lifted off of your shoulders. 

It took me years to regain my self-confidence and to truly love myself again.  

To this day, I still don’t feel confident in my own skin.  I still don’t feel happy with 
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how I look.  But I love myself more than in the past.  Back then, I didn’t even want to 

look in the mirror.  To reconcile with myself, after two years of despise and disgust, 

has been difficult.  To say that it is okay to be myself and to not be ashamed of who I 

am.  To resolve and to counteract that abhorring that I did to myself is not going to be 

easily done.  I was disgusted with myself and the fact that I was bisexual.  To execrate 

myself for something I cannot change, was something I could not take back. It is 

something to work upon, in order to truly love myself.  I am glad to say that I love 

myself more than I did before, and I am happy.  I can smile easier now, after facing 

the truth and starting to reconcile with myself. 

 

 

 

 

“The Way the World Is”  

by Nina Zar 
 

I do not like the way the world is today.  We may have modern technology, but 

people act horribly towards each other.  No matter how much we have, we always 

want more.  Over time, things just get worse until someone tries to stand up.  But 

when one stands alone, he gets shut down.  I think we as individuals need to step out 

of our comfort zones in order to help others.  Some people aren’t complaining about 

not having the new iPhone.  They don’t have clothes on their backs nor food to eat, 

and they still aren’t griping.  It may be possible for individuals to change the world, 

but humans are not innately kind.  They only look after themselves, until they’re 

taught to think differently.  They won’t naturally want to change, unless they stand to 

gain something.  Even when humans do change, it doesn’t alter how they naturally 

are.  I do not like the way the world is today. 
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“A Cover” 

by Anjelica Wu 

 

You see him wandering in the halls 

Smiling that infectious smile 

Making gray clouds into rainbows. 

 

But deep down,  

His feelings are different. 

And you’ll never know  

What he’s experienced. 

 

Even when people say he can trust them 

His heart wants to spill out everything. 

 

But his mind says no. 

“It’s easier to smile,  

Than to tell people how I feel.” 

He reads from a book. 

And he nods.  

 

He’s frustrated 

Stressed 

Broken 

Betrayed  

Torn 

Though, he keeps on smiling. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Secrets” 

by Claire Cho 

 

Deep inside our minds 

The forbidden words 

A mirror cannot find  

The sunken ship 

Never to be exposed 

Wrapped like a package 

Sealed forever 

Words I cannot speak 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Fake Smile” 

by Liam Kohanim  

 

Wanting to show how I really feel 

Emotions all stuck inside 

Why oh why must it be this way? 

I want to say how stupid this is  

But because I am a kid  

They don’t care what I think 

To control myself, I am told to fake smile  

They say this is too important to mess up 

Tick tock the clock goes 

I wait angrily for this to be over  

The clock strikes twelve 

Back to regular life I go 
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“The Test Hate” 

by Avishai Aghelian 

 

I don’t know why tests hate me 

I study for hours 

Do my homework 

Pay attention in class 

Suddenly 

I get nervous 

 

I can’t remember the formula for squares 

Skip that 

Skip that 

I’ll come back to that 

I do that a lot  

Until there are no more questions left 

 

I feel embarrassed about asking questions 

They might laugh at me 

I know I should just ask for help 

But I can’t 

 

 

“The Furious Feeling” 

by Aaron Harouny 

 

The furious feeling 

The feeling that you’ve been conquered 

They blew us out 

Blocking every shot we let out 

Coach yelling at us all game 

Me trying my butt off all game 

I wanted to yell at the referee 

Curse out the referee 

But I realized that would do no good 

I had to realize that things like this will 

happen 

I have to take it like a man  

And just deal with it. 

 

“When?” 

by Jack Karkowsky 

 

When I wake up, 

I have to go to school, 

A nightmare for me and you. 

When I leave homeroom, 

I just want to escape, 

Before I fall victim to another boring 

day! 

 

And when I get on the bus, 

I get pushed around. 

And when I get home, 

I have homework. 

That’s when I go crazy! 

 

 

“It’s Been a Bad Day” 

by Amanda Lavian 

 

All she tells me  

Do this and that 

On and on and on and on 

I’ve had it with her 

She is the worst 

She is so bossy 

Enough  

AHHH 

Leave me alone 

I slam my door shut 

It makes a big loud thump 

I’m dying 

I’m crying 

Stop sickening me 

Tears are running down my face 

I was trying to hang tight 

But I just couldn’t do it right 
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“Nowhere to Go” 

by Chloe Khani 

 

I feel this feeling inside of me, 

But I cannot let it out. 

I feel stressed because of it, 

I have nowhere to go. 

I try my best to forget, 

But I just can’t let it go. 

 

I pretend I am okay, 

But inside I don’t feel safe. 

I am stuck in a dilemma, 

I have nowhere to go. 

 

 

“Nowhere to Run” 

by Chloe Khani 

 

Nowhere to run, 

Nowhere to hide, 

Nowhere to share my feelings. 

Nowhere to call home, 

Nowhere to be safe. 

 

I feel trapped, 

I can't let it out, 

I can't forget. 

I feel like there's nowhere to go, 

I feel trapped. 

 

“Unknown” 

by Anjelica Wu 

 

Do I know you anymore? 

You were my bestest friend 

And now we’re practically… 

Well, I don’t know what we are anymore. 

 

Want to tell the emotions I’m holding 

The feelings that make me cry 

Like I’m generating an indoor ocean 

The pain makes me frustrated with myself. 

 

I never thought you would do that 

But you spread rumors about me 

Said I hurt your feelings 

I’m sorry, did my back hurt your knife? 

 

But you’re so happy now 

I don’t want to ruin that 

So, I keep my emotions inside 

And let my mind be filled with darkness

.  
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“Facing the Fear” 

by Liana Kafaierad & Kajal Ramphul 

 

“You're such an idiot!” Loira and her friends taunt.  

Every word hurts, as if she's throwing a knife at me.  I want to yell, “Shut up 

you jerk,” and literally kill her.  But for some reason, I can't and I don't even know 

why.  Every time I try, my legs turn to jelly, my heart races, and my fingers get numb.  

I can't find the strength to turn on my voice. I can't find the powerful words that will 

make her stop once and for all.  Maybe it's because I don't want to get in trouble.  Or 

maybe it's because I want her to realize what she's doing is wrong. 

My best friend, Ora, tells me that I should speak up and teach her a lesson.  She 

said that she would do it herself.  Except her homeroom is two floors above mine, and 

she has after school activities every day.  I try to explain to Ora that I try, and that I 

want to stop her.  It's not fair that Loira and her minions push everyone around, 

ridiculing us because of our looks, wealth, social class, and religion.  Just because 

Loira is the richest, prettiest, and most popular girl in the school, doesn't mean she can 

bully us like this.  

Every time I tell Ora that, and explain how things are unfair, she tells me that 

I'm lying.  She tells me, “If you give her a taste of her own kind, then she'll stop being 

stupid and come to her senses.”  I wish I had Ora’s courage.  If I did, I could walk up 

to Loira and tell her to stop.  In a perfect world, I would have that kind of confidence.  

I also don't want to tell my mother, because she’ll call the school and it'll 

somehow turn into a bigger problem; which I obviously don't want it to become.  No, 

that would make them hate me even more!  Also, my mother might try to give me 

advice.  The kind of advice that needs you to embarrass yourself, which I really don't 

want or need.  

A day goes by…same thing…another day…same thing.  It just keeps on getting 

worse and worse, day by day.  I start dreading school even more than usual.  The 

second I step into the building, I can hear Loira teasing me. 
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She just can't get enough.  I wish she would just get tired of hurting me.  But 

whenever I think she's moved on, she hits me with another painful blast.  I'm sick of 

it.  This needs to end now!  

That afternoon, I run into my bedroom, crying.  

“Are you ok?” my mom asks.  

“Leave me alone!” I yell back.  

I heard Loira’s insults ringing in my ears.  How can I make it stop?  I lay down 

on my bed, crying into my pillow.  What did I ever do to her? 

The next day, I didn't see Loira in homeroom.  I saw her best friends pass by, 

but they didn't say anything to me.  What is happening?  Not even one insult?  I 

wondered what had changed.  

The bell rang.  The halls were very crowded, as usual.  So I tried to squeeze 

through the chaos and make it to my first period class.  On my way, I saw Ora.  I told 

her that Loira wasn't in school.  I had seen her friends passing by, but they hadn’t said 

anything to me.  

Then it happened… 

Ora told me, “Don't worry, I took care of her.”  

I started to get uneasy.  What had she done?  Now, I might get into trouble!  

“What did you do to her?” I exclaimed.  

“I told you, I took care of her,” she repeated. 

“How?” I questioned. 

“I made her hurt.  But don't worry, I didn't physically harm her.  I just made her 

feel bad for what she did.  I gave her a taste of her own medicine.  She was crying like 

crazy!  You should've seen the look on her face!”  

“Where is she?” I asked.  

“In the principal’s office.” she confirmed. 

“I should go see if she's okay.  I'll check on her during lunch.” I stated. 

“I don't think that's such a good idea, but it's your decision,” she hesitated. 
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 After the fourth period bell rang, I reported to the principal’s office.  I saw 

Loira being reprimanded.  The principal was acting so harshly that even I felt bad for 

her.   

At the end of her scolding, Loira dashed out of the office crying.  I caught up 

with her in the hallway and asked if she was alright. 

“Why do you care?  I have feelings, too, you know?” she blurted.  

Then, suddenly, she said something that I never would have expected in one 

million years.   

“I’m sorry for bullying you.  I know now what I did was wrong.”  She 

continued on, “Do you think that we could just start over?” 

I was so shocked that I could hardly stutter a response. 

From that moment on, Loira never bothered me again.  I guess that sometimes 

it is important to speak up and express yourself.  

 

 

 

 

“The Right Thing” 

by Michelle Wasserman 

 

Studying all night 

For days in advance 

The time has finally come 

A math test 

Hard 

Complicated 

Not clear 

Studied all night 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Eyes looking around 

Cheating 

Not being caught 

“Eyes on your own paper!” 

I did not dare look at other tests 

People looked at mine 

My friends got caught 

Not ratting them out 

Getting into trouble 

Telling the truth 

Don’t cheat 
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“Sunshine” 

by Tyler Menker 

 

The flowers wave through the wind 

Roses, daisies, and tulips dance through the air 

Beautiful colors and astonishing views form over the trees 

Mountains filled with snow-capped tops 

Trees along the fields of high soft grass 

Brightly-colored birds chirp their sweet song 

Shining sunshine and a fantastic bright blue sky  

Clouds whiter than cockatoos 

The moon shines like a spotlight on stage 

Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars 

Shooting stars and comets make their orbit 

Waves hit against the sand and wolves cry 

A glare of light comes over the horizon once again  

The flowers wave through the wind  

Snow-capped mountains 

Fields of high soft grass 

And the bright blue sky 

 

I wish I could bottle it up forever 

 

 

 

 

 

“The Hand That Wields the Sword” 

by Jack McCarthy 

 

If it weren’t for you, 

My imagination would never have been so close to the hand of dreams. 

Thank you for giving me a voice. 

In return, the sword shows respect, 

For those who have the guts to imagine and draw. 

The pad opens, and the war starts as you finish off strong. 

You present to God that you have won. 

And still today, the pen is mightier than the sword. 
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“Middle School War” 

by Matthew Mah 

 

What I did was terrible.  I'll say it now.  I shouldn't have done it.  It was 

completely uncalled for.  Why did I?  To be honest, I'm not sure why I’d take action 

to ruin a long-time childhood friendship?  It was irrational.  There was utterly no 

rational reason.  I did it anyway.  Maybe it was the little things building up.  Perhaps it 

was that one event that pushed me.  It all started over the summer.  Classic middle 

school.  As our social studies teacher told us, "Imagine a war as your social life.  The 

allies (who are allies with your allies but not you) make everything complicated."  

In this case, the allies were friends.  Felix had become friends with Jake online 

a while ago.  Everyone in our group felt the same way about him.  Then the 

conflictions were drawn.  People either thought that he was terrific or creepy.  An 

argument soon emerged, and Felix sided with him.  To say the very least, I was 

insulted by this.  After all, Felix and I have been friends since primary school's very 

beginning.  He didn't even know Jake in real life.  He had just met him inside of a 

video game.  The only thing that we knew for sure about him was that he is in high 

school.  Being the incredibly rational and cool-headed person that I am, I decided to 

stir the entire clique against him.  After all, he is friends with someone who I am not 

friends with.  The only logical way to deal with this is to ruin his social life.  We 

fought about Jake on a Friday.  This meant that we had the entire weekend to think 

about what happened.  Sure, I had doubts about whether it was the smart choice to go 

through with this.  I mean, after all, he didn't realize what he was even in for.  Then it 

seemed to get worse.  Through one of my friends, I learned that Felix had a similar 

fight with Jake about his friendship with me.  I was once again conflicted about what 

to do.  I decided to follow through with my original plan.  I would ruin my close 

childhood pal's friend circle, because he did something that I didn't agree with. In my 

defense, I never planned to isolate him forever.  I had the original intention of just 

pushing him away for about a day to a week, until I would allow him back into the 

group and mend the wound.  
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Monday came.  As always, at lunch, Felix sat down. Everything seemed 

ordinary to Felix, until he realized that no one was talking to him.  He seemed to think 

nothing of it, until he attempted to speak to one of his friends.  He got no reply.  Felix 

looked confused and tried, once again, to talk to him.  Once again, no response.  He 

tried to talk to someone else at the table.  Nothing.  He seemed very confused, until he 

looked up and saw me staring right at him.  He had a puzzled expression splattered on 

his face, until it slowly morphed into realization.  He looked like someone had kicked 

his dog.  He tried and failed multiple times to communicate with anyone at the table.  

Not a single word was said in response to him.  The rest of lunch was quiet.  He 

seemed to have given up by the time I saw him again.  It was hard to concentrate on 

math, when your former friend was a few rows from you with a mournful appearance.  

The pressure of the situation was getting to me.  When I saw the expression on Felix's 

face, I knew that I had to immediately shut down what was going on.  More 

importantly, I had to see if there was any way at all that I could make him understand 

and forgive me.  Math class flew by quickly after that.  The ordinarily sweet sound of 

the bell rang through the air and, for once, it was unbelievably bitter.  I was on my 

feet in a flash, heading towards him.  Time seemed to drag on as I talked to him. I was 

doing my best to explain my case, desperately talking about how I felt and why I did 

it.  Talking about how I was trying to fix it already.  I have never really been a person 

able to convey his feelings clearly, but he got it.  He always got me.  I wanted to 

embrace him. I got my friend back.  I can personally say that after this event, we were 

closer than ever before.  This entire accident was a massive catastrophe, and I would 

never want to repeat it again.  However, what I can say is that I have learned to 

appreciate the feelings of others and value those much more heavily than I used to.  

Seeing this entire episode build up and fall apart in front of me, has made me 

reevaluate the way I view problems.  We all make mistakes.  What is important is that 

we learn from them. 
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“I Can’t Do It Anymore” 

by Mika Parness 

 

I can’t do it anymore 

It hurts 

And it hurts really bad 

I can’t help it 

AHHH 

I have to let it out 

You know what 

Next time someone 

Anyone bothers me 

They’ll feel my rage 

My wrath of anger and of fear 

“Look who’s the idiot now!” 

Oh no 

He did not just 

Why does my brother  

Have to be five years older? 

That’s it 

“Leave me alone, you stupid retard!” 

I finally let it out 

But not in a good way 

He cried 

And he cried really bad 

That is why 

To this day 

I will never ever forget those words 

I want to remove them from of my head 

Delete them from my memory 

Please 

I’m sorry 

 

 

 

“Stuttering” 

by Evan Schmelkin 

 

It comes around every year 

Once or twice 

I go from rarely stuttering 

To constantly stuttering  

Some people say it starts from stress 

What, when, where, and why are my questions 

Unfortunately, there are no answers 

While stuttering, I try to get words out 

But I never seem to succeed 
I just want it to end 

I want to stop thinking about it 
It’s as stressful as having a ton of tests 

Like that annoying cousin you have to ignore 
But, I don’t think I can ignore it 

Because other people just can’t ignore it 

All I know… 

One day, it will go back to normal. 
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“Imprisoned” 

by Ava Muntner 

 

Being isolated is the worst feeling of all 

Not knowing who I am 

Feeling like I'm in some empty box 

Plop…plop 

 

Hearing the clear echo of water drops racing down my face  

As they hit the immaculate floor 

Stressed until I start to feel my teeth  

Crunching almonds in the back of my mouth 

 

Petrified 

Fearful 

Pressured 

Afraid 

 

My eyes shattered like glass 

Tears turning into puddles 

Letting out the negative 

Telling yourself to quit 

Telling yourself you are not good enough 

Soon enough I have to fight my own battle 

Conquer 

Find a way out of that empty room 

 

Tell yourself 

I will think positively 

I will never quit 

I am good enough 

I will conquer 

I am free 

 

 

“Trapped” 

by Elliot Ahdoot 

 

You feel trapped 

You have nothing to say 

You can’t hold back 

You want to run away 

All you feel is anger 

You feel alone 

You start running 

There’s nowhere to go 

Tears run down your face 

You feel trapped 
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“Denial” 

by Eliana Sadykov 

 

A bad grade 

Maybe a death 

A hurt feeling 

I don’t want to confront 

I can’t stare death in the eye 

I can’t look into the face of my bad grade 

I can’t overcome my hurt feeling 

Once the person you love has left 

From the face of the earth 

Your heart can shatter 

It can break 

 

You don’t want to face the truth of it 

You’re in denial 

When you get a bad grade 

You feel like a failure inside 

It glances at you 

It tells you that you are not good enough 

You are loser 

It takes over you 

 

Sometimes you don’t want to believe it 

You are in denial 

That feeling that pains you inside 

It kills you to hurt that way 

You can feel the fire within climb 

Anger becomes rage 

 

Sometimes you can’t face it 

Or believe it 

You are in a state of denial 

It’s a powerful thing 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Got to Let Go” 

by Abby Nassimi 

 

Held back 

It’s all I’ve ever done 

Always afraid 

Haven’t said a word 

 

You think I’m free 

You think I’m relaxed 

If only you saw 

What’s really going on 

 

No one knows 

Not even my best friends 

I want to open up 

Don’t know how to begin 

 

The sweet smell of flowers 

I say I don’t like them 

Blue birds bask in the sun 

Such a pretty sight 

 

I keep it to myself 

I want to fly so high 

To run, run, run 

It’s all I’ve ever done 

 

It’s time for a change 

Someone show me how 

I think I’ve reached the point 

I know I’ve got to let go 
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“My Things, Not Yours” 

by Danielle Glucklich 

 

Pillow throwing 

Yelling, screaming 

Tension rising 

Clothes on the floor 

Constantly picking up 

Messy room 

Door slamming 

As quickly as lighting 

I burst like a volcano 

 

Hours later 

Calming down 

Sitting down on my bed 

Opening up the TV 

Munching on a snack 

Crunch, crunch, crunch 

Forgetting about it all 

I just hope it gets better 

Oh, I do just hope it gets better 
 

 

 

“Words Cannot Express” 

by Benjamin Golsaz 

 

Words cannot express 

How much my parents do for me 

 

Helping me with homework 

Giving suggestions on my artwork 

Feeding me well 

Teaching me the importance of education 

Rationalizing my schedule 

Coaching me about good and evil 

Watching out for my safety 

 

Words cannot express 

How much my parents do for me 
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“Truth and Forgiveness” 

by Reyna Kim 

 

Truth is like a mirror 

It will never lie 

And if you do not face it 

It’ll haunt you ‘til you die 

 

It’s worse to try and cover it 

For it’s difficult to hide 

It shadows every footstep 

It haunts your every stride 

 

But you can overcome it 

Honesty’s a start 

Relationships can heal 

And most of all, your heart 

 

Genuineness is key 

Though sometimes it’s a curse 

But forgiveness only follows 

If truth is spoken first 

 

 

“I Want to Say It” 

by Teva Kashanian 

 

It’s all bottled up 

It’s in my head 

I can’t get it out 

Again and Again 

A lump in my throat 

I think I’m going to cry 

My face is red 

My mouth is dry 

I just want to scream 

The fingers clenched on my hand 

Like a mother holding onto her child 

I want to say it 

I’m all bottled up 
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“The Soccer Game” 

by Avishai Aghelian 

 

I kick the ball, it doesn’t go in 

I kick it again, but I miss 

The ball is stubborn today 

I can’t make it, so I pass to my friend 

 

He kicks it 

He makes it 

Suddenly, he gets all of the credit 

We won that game one to zero 

 

Everyone cheers my friend on 

They don’t care about my assist 

I guess they’re not interested in my pass 

All they care about is the goal 

 

I am unable to move or speak 

So, instead, I do nothing 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“FASE” 

by Henry Ramirez 

 

What I feel is unimaginable 

One thousand butterflies in my stomach 

Trying to burst through at once 

 

I feel like everyone is staring at me 

I can’t even move a muscle 

I feel raindrops falling on my skull 

In the cold, dark winds and lightning 

 

But I can stop having these feelings 

Start feeling something new 

Something amazing 

Like skydiving into a bed of rose petals 

 

This is the feeling you should have 

Every single day of your life 

Never stop believing it is possible 

 

Feelings 

Are 

Shared 

Everywhere 
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