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SELF-INFESTED 
 

By A.H. BERRY  
VASSAR COLLEGE   
 

I am the gritless city. I am 

a rat in the doorway. I am 
the static whine of an old TV. I am 

dog poop on the sidewalk. I am 
 
magnolia trees blossoming. I am 

ginkgo leaves carpeting the sidewalk. I am 
the sweet stink of beer and body odor and 

sweat and ice cream and 
metal sculptures at Artscape. I am 

 
footsteps echoing in art museums, I am 
radical stickers on streetlamps. I am 

used books and musty carpets and coffee. I am 
smudged pencil lead. I am 

water and lemon juice and Domino sugar. I am 
ramen seasoned with Old Bay. I am 

polo shirts and khakis 
and paranoia from a gun threat yesterday. I am 
 

surveillance cameras being installed as Hopkins students are  
arrested for protests. I am 

running like Naruto. I am 
starlight and light pollution and Hubble images on my wall. I am 

 
cracking paint and pop-punk posters, I am 
pride flags in the corner. I am 

a fear of roaches. I am 
an oversized diploma, I am 

 
an alcohol-free house. I am 

a cancer pill-filled house. I am 
no anger in this house and 
you need to go to church. I am 

GoFundMe pages and tagging along to doctor’s visits. I am 
countless lists labeled Financial Independence 

Plan. I am 
a slamming door, 

overstuffed bags in a moving car, 
visible stars in Virginia. I am 
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movies in the park. I am 

Dungeons and Dragons over voice chat. I am 
purple notebooks in floral backpacks. I am 

cheesecake. I am 
flannel. I am 

raspberry ginger ale. I am 
 
the silent girl on the bus in the rain. I am 

the moment after hearing What’s your name? 

I am 

the rat in your doorway 
learning 

how to squeak. 
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WITH THE STARS 
 

By A.H. BERRY 
VASSAR COLLEGE 

 
i meet up with you at the parking garage next to the astronomy building. i show up with my 

grimoire, a shoebox full of crystals, and a grocery bag to hold my family’s quilt and mason jars. two 
of the jars are full of moon-charged water and the rest are full of spices.  

as i get closer, i see you leaning against the wall of the garage, and you look up at me and 
smile. your locks are halfway in an updo, and you’re wearing a striped blouse and slacks. there’s a 
duffel bag on your shoulder, and you’re holding a composition book in one hand. i know that this 
book is your grimoire, except you don’t call it a grimoire yet. you don’t want to call it that until 

you’re accepted tonight. 
i ask you if you brought the mixing bowl, and you nod and point to your duffel bag. you say 

that you brought your quartz and amethyst as well, and you ask if your outfit is good enough for the 
ancestors. i tell you that it is. you then ask me if i brought the moon water, and i tell you that i did, 
and i tell you that i charged in front of a family portrait as well as the moonlight. you smile and nod 
slightly. i squeeze your free hand, and i remind you that my brother and i used to do this all the 
time.  

you nod again.  
we head for the rooftop level. it’s empty, as i always make sure it is. the streetlamps are 

yellow, but our shadows are so black that they’re almost blue -- the color of magic and our 
forefathers. a very good sign.  

you say that now that you’re seeing the rooftop, you understand why my brother loved 
talking to the ancestors here and that you’re happy to finally get a chance to talk to him. i smile, and 

we get to work. we mix the spices in your bowl and spread the quilt on the ground and sprinkle 
moon water from one of my jars along the quilt’s edges. i then call for the souls of my ancestors to 
say hello to us.  

the wind blows for a moment, and i know it’s my grandmother whispering to me. she 
reminds me to put the city’s lights out, so i open the second mason jar and flick my wrist. the excess 
light from the streetlamps drains into the jar, turning the water as gray and opaque as the sidewalk. i 
look up and see that the stars above us are now visible. i smile and introduce you to my ancestors. 
we greet all of them that we know by name, and we can hear them greeting us back in the wind.  

i sit down on the quilt after the greetings. the wind blows again, inviting you to sit down as 
well. you smile and sit down next to me, knowing that my family wouldn’t have invited you to sit if 
they were going to reject you. 

we make small talk with the ancestors, and they ask about how i’m doing and how you’re 
doing and about our life together. we tell them about our college plans, and my grandmother sends a 
gust to remind us that love goes beyond scissoring, which we smile and nod upon hearing. my 

mother told us the same thing when we first started dating.  
my brother teases me from his place in orion’s belt, using the wind to tousle my hair. i laugh, 

thankful for his freedom all over again. it’s better for him to be with the ancestors than cut off from 
our magic in a jail cell.  
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three hours pass, the ancestors say farewell, and we dump out the jars of moon water in the 

corner of the lot. we pack up our magic items, except for the quilt. i mention that my brother and i 
used to stay in the lot and watch movies on our phones after talking to the family, and i ask if you 
want to do the same. you smile and say that you’d love to, so we sit down on the quilt again and pull 
out my phone. we watch into the spider-verse, which you love for its technicality and i love for its 
color.  

halfway through the movie, i glance at you, and i see your skin glowing against the night. it’s 
not the glow of the streetlamps. It’s a dark blue shimmer, speckled with lighter blue marks, 
mimicking the stars above us. you glance back at me, then smile knowingly and take my hand. you 
can’t see yourself, but i’ve told you how it looks when the ancestors accept someone into the family.  

we look up and notice that the stars are still visible. you tell the ancestors that you hope they 
find miles morales as inspiring as we do. i smile at that.  

and even though they can’t, i can almost see the stars smiling back. 
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AN ODE TO MY BROTHER 
 

By CHRISTIAN PEARSON 
BALTIMORE CITY COMMUNITY COLLEGE 

 
I remember teaching him how to play Call of Duty. 

I remember him pressing the wrong buttons, 

Using the wrong control sticks, 
And getting killed over, and over, and over again. 

I remember him teaching me how to play Fortnite 

And getting frustrated at how bad I was. 
 

I remember going to the court with him, 
Teaching him crossovers and how to dribble between the legs. 

I remember him getting me to play him one-on-one 

And backing off of him so I didn't get crossed. 
 

I remember teaching him how to throw a football, 

Teaching him the diamond shape with his hands for him to catch. 
I remember playing 3-Fly with him, 

and he burned me several times. 
 

I remember teaching him how to box 

Like my dad taught me. 
I remember hearing he defended himself 

Against two boys AT ONCE. 

I remember hearing they never bothered him again. 
 

I remember when he'd close his eyes and say "Ewww" 
Every time my parents kissed. 

I remember finding he had a type. 

You still crushing on Becky G, aren't you? 
 

I remember him reading all my poems, 
Asking "what does that word mean" and "how did you come up with this?" 

I remember "Super Ninja Spy," 

His own little comic, illustrations and all. 
 

I remember a tiny baby boy with hair twice the size of his head. 

I remember seeing him leave the barber's chair with bald fades to this day. 
 

I remember praying for him:  
I needed another boy in the house.  

And I don't have to remember 

How thankful I am to be blessed with a little brother. 
Keep growing.  
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WHITE NOISE 
 

By CHRISTIAN PEARSON  
BALTIMORE CITY COMMUNITY COLLEGE  
 

I am Saturday morning cartoons one minute, 
And dreary soap operas the next. 
The ones where the lead gets sick and everyone's crying. 
But most times I'm just… 
Static. 
 
When there's nothing left to watch and your brain won't let you,  

You find the one channel with absolutely 
Nothing. 
I become white noise, 
Existing with no acknowledged purpose. 
Sometimes it's kind of nice, 
Or at least that's how it feels in hindsight. 
It is a lack of feeling after all. 
 
We all remind each other to take a break, 
A break from mental stressors, 
A break from physical toil. 
Has anyone ever entertained the thought that maybe 
We need a break from emotions too? 

Being emotional can be exhausting, 
Even those that are more euphoric. 
It's only so long that I can be upbeat and enthusiastic 
Before I'm running on E. 
 
I don't think it's terrible to allow myself to feel less, 
Embrace the numbness,  
And just take a pause from the intensity of emotion. 
Despite the case I make for my comfort in apathy, 
I'm not blind to its drawbacks.  

When it becomes a challenge to care about―anything, 

It leaves one very unmotivated. 
Your one focus becomes on your own lethargy, 
Among other physical needs such as hunger, 

But not much else. 
 
And even though one is perfectly aware of this fact, 
That they've spent their entire day being unproductive, 
One tends to delay making an effort to change it. 
You know you should,  
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Perhaps even a specific task to be done by a set time. 

But "should" becomes subjective―no not even. 

The notion of what "should" or "must" be done, 
Duty and responsibility, right and wrong even, 
All these ideals are stripped of their importance. 
When everything loses meaning, one tends to be content in stagnation. 
 
You know, maybe that's it. 
It's all an attempt at answer to change. 
When one can’t accept the change happening around them, 
They choose to ignore it. 
Better to dissociate from a world you can’t accept  
Than to sit and take it, doing one’s best to suffer in silence. 
Better to be hypnotized by the white noise. 
SSSHHHhhhh... 
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JUMBLE MUMBLE MY MIND FUMBLES 
 

By KYRA SMITH 
 ST. MARY’S COLLEGE OF MARYLAND 

 
I...am one body, With two faces.  
Being made with a body that goes left while the mind goes right. 
And yet, I’ve been told, “You are not your own; you were bought with a price.”  
I was bought with a price? 
Was that price sleepless nights, ugly thoughts, depressive words that make others wonder about 
my being? 
The ability to trust another and to allow them in my circle only to kick them out if they show the 
slightest inconvenience?  
One face, Two face, Red face, Blue face. 
One face is Red face. 
Two face is Blue face. 
Red face is Bitter. 
Blue face is Bliss. 
Turn too quick and you might miss… 
 
This… 
 
 
Wake up at 3, the body marked as present while the mind is absent. 
Tears flow without a thought. 
Take pity on this mind; it’s thinking of ways to harm those who wronged. 
Murderous intent flowing through the veins, the body is frozen as others come near. 
Hear those voices speak in your ear, each a different tone.  
 
Louder 
Louder 
LOUDER 
 
Please Lord, take pity on my bitter soul. 
Only 18, feel 80. 
The mind is a beautiful being. As I grow, it grows alongside me. 
Many things make me question, “Maybe I’m growing up?” 
That’s sad. 
I’m sad. 
Mind on crack but not on the task at hand. 
Voices through the dark tunnel and out the side, the light isn’t there. 
 
LALALA I’m not listening! 
 
WHY can’t you take a fucking hint and leave me alone? 
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Socially dead? Or just plain stupid? 
Does mommy not give you enough attention at home, so you have to constantly want mine? 
Your voice makes me want to commit and jump from that window. Yeah, right behind you. 
“Gently” telling you to leave my presence but you can’t take a hint. 
 
So stupid! 
So dumb! 
So annoying! 
So...So..SO!! 
 
“I’m fine.” 
 
Told again, “You are not your own; you were bought with a price.” 
I was bought with a price? 
That price is being blessed. 
My jubilance is my being. 
Being alive is my vision! 
Two face, Blue face, One face, Red face.  
Two face is Blue face. 
One face is Red face. 
Blue face is Bliss. 
While Red face is...Bitter...question mark? 
 
Put on a smile. 
Eyes stare, take them away. 
Laugh with the old, learn with the new. 
Music makes the world go round? Listen to the same song on repeat but damn girl, jam on! 
Look outside, what do you see? 
Swaying trees of green... the breeze visible to the eye… 
Birds minding their own like humans do. 
A butterfly, wings slowly flap, like a clap! 
Large peace, for small beauty. 
I fit in, but my puzzle is different. 
Tedious jobs while goals sit along the line. 
 
Laugh child. Laugh! 
 
Look at the world, smell the roses.  
Purrs against the leg make me rumble with bumbles. 
Out that window to see the same view; the streetlamp, the car. Wish upon a star to see it 
change. 
Bother others with politics, hear opinions, have ANOTHER laugh child! 
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Sit, observe, they aren’t you! 
Sit, observe, the world continues without them! 
Sit, observe, you are you! 
 
Sit. 
Sit. 
Sit. 
 
  A hand in my face makes me jump. Looking I see my brother. 
  A goofy laugh comes from his mouth 
  We look alike… 
  
 “You good yo?” 
My mind jumbles. 
 “Lol yeah, just tired...” 
 
I am….me...I think? 
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PHONY LITTLE WINGS 
 

By KYRA SMITH  
ST. MARY’S COLLEGE OF MARYLAND 

  

We look at beauty like it’s abstract. 

See what you want, pick it apart like a pomegranate, choose the seed you like then eat it. 

We don’t look at the ugly side of things. 
Nope. Not at all. 

We take mystical beings and turn them into something they’re not… 
Mermaids? That chick can sing! 

Mice? They can fight! But one is blind though... 

That damn fox? He might’ve stolen my money but we cool now, he even wears that 
bomb-ass green hat that I like to steal! 

Even witches! Skin all green like snot, but no... they just haaad to make them these 

“enchanting” women! Umm hellooo? Where are the guys? I want my sexy wizards!  
 

Eyes look at the poster with animosity- 
Pale porcelain skin. 

Large doe like eyes {they’re always blue or green for some reason}. 

Long silky hair 
The fairies could only stare, the disrespect was real! 

‘Are they serious?’ someone whispered to the air. 
Why are fairies known for looks and not smarts? 

The world sees what they want. 

Wings are sacred; they don’t show them to humans... 
But, here these wings are extravagant: bright colors that shine in the light like freshly 

polished glass or like that kid from the dumb vampire movie! 

Why do they have to be small and dainty? 
Where are the large and bulky? 

Fat and chunky? 
Skinny and frumpy? 

Movies make us these giggling little school girls, idiot blondes that walk with two left 

feet. 
We’re like you: pay bills, take care of kids, wash cars, yell at our spouse over something 

stupid but make up only five seconds later. 

That girl on the job you hate? 
Yeah, we know her, and yes, we hate her too. 

Movies downgrade us. 
No brains… like we’ll help any and every one… 

Like we need to be saved by prince charming or be the damsel in distress 

That gets old...it's not true at all... 
 

But it's fine... 
Keep those “phony” like “preppy fairies” 

We’ll keep to ourselves with our “Phony little wings.” 
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MELANIN 
 

By NAIYA SCOTT  
 ROSEDALE BAPTIST SCHOOL (GRADE 12) 

 
We come from being impregnated by our masters so labor could be multiplied  
from calluses and bleeding feet,  

from being afraid to breathe the wrong way, 
from various bug bites that sit and fester on top of our skin. We come from the 

realization that we are in hell.  
 

We come from war within our country,  
a civil war.  
Proving we can conquer.  

We come from the earth. 
We come from missed periods, from busted knuckles, blistering backs, broken bones, 

shackles, and being more susceptible to death than any other race.  
 

We come from being needed but not appreciated... putting the needs of our masters 
before our own.  
We come from the garden... picking the flowers who would never represent us.  

We come from being looked down upon.  
 

We come from dirty kitchens and spoiled milk, broken sidewalks and sprained 
ankles. We were put here... not by choice.  

We fight from dawn till dusk. Fighting to be represented in science, technology, 
engineering, mathematics, politics, and the media. 
 We come from happy moments and owning our own businesses.  

 
We come from taking care of our children alone. From being more protective of our 

offspring so our 14-year-old son doesn’t get tried as an adult. From fireworks, to 
gunshots, to gun wounds. 

 
We come from not being able to communicate with one another. 
Getting a switch off of a tree to teach discipline instead of talking about what’s 

wrong.  
We come from whiskey-covered lips because depression can’t exist if your life is so 

called “perfect.”  
 

We come from being angry and mad even when that’s not the truth,  
from hair extensions and natural curls,  
from beauty standards and endless tears,  

from curves and thick stomachs.  
We come from sad days but happy nights,  
We come from R&B music and making love, 
from laughter and the electric slide. 
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We come from roller skating every Friday night.  
 

I come from waking up at 3:00 am and listening to frank ocean while thinking about 
my past.  

I come from a personal struggle, 
from gospel music and rosy cheeks, 

from tight hugs and wide smiles, 
from dancing along the cold tile on my kitchen floor,  
from still having a voice even when I can’t speak.  

I come from pure, black love.  
 

I come from power and resilience.  
I come from toughness and perseverance.  

I come from ambition and chocolate.  
I come from my ancestors.  
The lineage that resides across the nation.  

 
We come from each other.  

We are melanin.  
 

(A diary entry written from the soul) 
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OCEAN 
 

By NAIYA SCOTT  
 ROSEDALE BAPTIST SCHOOL (GRADE 12) 

 
every day when the wave gets bigger i drag the chair that is oh so persistent back a 
little more  

inch by inch and the wave keeps moving up  
i look up at the sky not caring anymore, as if the skyline can tell me the exact 

regulation of a tsunami  
i can’t keep my eyes off of the clouds formed so perfectly  

so perfect, that i pray it’s covering all of my secrets 
the wind blows and i know the tsunami is coming 
i just refuse to look down 

i refuse to leave my resting place that is way too comfortable for my liking but i 
subject myself and become accustomed to something so unusual  

over time it becomes my normal  
i try to explain to everyone of different generations that this natural disaster is more 

common than it ever was 
signs vary 
symptoms vary 

reactions are a constant  
it never changes  

it’s a chemical reaction that takes effect desperately at any given moment  
this foreign barbaric term of mental health causes uproar amongst the crust of this 

earth 
like an earthquake  
all an earthquake is trying to find is merely a stable position.  

a stable position.... 
what’s stable? 

who is she? 
why doesn’t she come to visit every holiday or a few weeks during the summer?  

the earth seems not to know  
maybe it all started at the very beginning  
where the flood occurred  

afterwards God sent a rainbow as a reminder that things will pass 
where’s our rainbow? 

perhaps we’re susceptible to daltonism 
or maybe there’s another wave coming 

either way, i’ve prepared myself everyday  
i’m fighting until i no longer can 
against my tsunami 

but your ocean awaits 
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TALK 
 

By KAYA DIA 
 BALTIMORE CITY COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 11) 

 
The animals talk. 
They talk about how we’ve destroyed a home, 

A home we both shared. 
Shared- past tense, because, as they say, soon it will all be gone. 

The toys talk. 
They muse about the silly humans who make them, 

With their precious plastic that they knew was destructive, 
But continued to push out of their gargantuan factories. 
The plastics that, inevitably, end up in the oceans, 

In the stomachs and intestines of the creatures below. 
They talk there, too-- at least, as much as they can. 

They speak with bottle caps lodged in throats,  
Allowing only a faint squeak of words before the sharks and orcas,  

With their plastic rings around their tails, leaving trails of blood behind them. 
The turtles with straws caught in their noses and mouths,  
Making the idea of talking a lower priority, 

Because breathing comes first. 
When they can, these animals talk. 

And when we want, we humans listen. 
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WANDERER 
 

By KAYA DIA 
 BALTIMORE CITY COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 11) 

 
One. Three seconds--it was all he had. They were right behind him, beyond the yards 

of cracked desert floor and the linen walls of the tent he hid behind. Asriel didn’t dare move, 

the sun beating against him in ocean-like waves, beads of sweat building behind the strip of 
fabric covering the bottom half of his face. Unlike his raw and unkempt nerves, Asriel’s 

hands were steady; they had to be. If they weren’t, the precious stone like a beating heart 
clutched in his left hand would fall and he’d be caught by the Leonan soldiers who sought it. 

 
Two. The important thing was in his right hand, a ball of silver blue energy that 

crackled in his palm, energy that lived in all of the Eloni people, the people he fought for, 

even now, pressed against the tent’s pillar, waiting to make his move. Asriel tightened his 
iron grip on the stone, the mound of energy growing in his anxiety. He could hear them 

now--they’d crossed the land between them clearly, conversing in that low, guttural 
language of theirs that made his skin crawl. Asriel closed his eyes, listening to their footsteps 

as their heavy Leonan-leather boots sunk into the sand, waiting, anxiously, waiting. 
 
Three. Almost, he thought to himself; the energy had continued to grow, and now 

snakes up his arm, sparking like a fire and its embers. The footsteps grow closer, heavy and 
persistent until they stop. Asriel opens his eyes at the absence of the sound, and, taking a 

slight step sideways, peers around the pillar of the tent. 
 

What he sees causes his heart to jump to his throat: the two Leonan soldiers stand 
only ten feet away, wearing expressions of irritation and anger and the standard midnight 
blue leather uniforms of their army despite the heat. 

 
One turns in a circle, scanning the tent-spotted desert for any sign of a teenage Eloni 

boy who is ‘too bold for his own good’, making dust rise in a cloudy puff around his boots. 
The other stands unmoving, hand wrapped around the hilt of the curved, machete-like blade 

of the Leonan. It is he that catches Asriel’s attention--he’d been the one to catch him 
stealing the stone they called the Heart. It was the power source that was key to the 
execution of their plans, plans that would be detrimental to the existence of all life on Earth, 

core and surface. It is he that Asriel has to look out for.  
 

Ever cautious, Asriel, seeing that this is his chance to act, moves away from the 
shelter of the tent, drawing the life-like energy to the center of his palm. He waits for both 

soldiers to look away, towards the distraction he’d paid the owner of a tent behind them to 
create, before he inhales and throws the ball of energy towards them, letting it fly from his 
fingertips. He doesn’t wait for a reaction--the second the ball has left his hand, he draws up 

the hood of his thin jacket and runs. 
 

His three seconds are up. 
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BLACK LIVES MATTER 
 

By JAHI HEATH 
 MCKINLEY TECHNOLOGY HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 11) 

 
Black lives matter 
They really do 

Not just because i'm black  
But because i'm telling the truth  

When we put our hand up please don't shoot 
 But you still shoot  

Shame on you 
When you shoot us down 
 More of my race falls to the ground 

 
The more we die  

The more we multiply  
Letting your bullets fly through the sky 

Our riots and protest are our freedom cry 
But you're covering the truth up with a lie 
You prevent our message to go through  

WITH YOUR AUTHORITY  
The problem isn't us  

It’s probably you 
This is all a huge lie  

And I call this the Black and Blue 
Crime 
 

Black skin isn’t something that could be removed  
It’s an honor the black people take pride of 

But you don't stop there i guess because you want to be above 
But this needs to stop before it’s too late  

Because way too many innocent lives are stake  
If we don't make the change now   
The future is gone 

And would all the victim’s families possibly move on  
Stop this now before it's too late 

 
This is only your decision to make 
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HER 
 

By ERNEST JOHNS  
 DUKE ELLINGTON SCHOOL FOR THE PERFORMING ARTS (GRADE 11) 

 
I look at her 
But always from far away 

Never up close 
I'm shy when it comes to this girl 

I don't know why but when I see her 
I get anxious, nervous  

We’re friends. We talk sometimes like in class 
Only in class 
she wouldn't hang out with someone like me 

Would she? 
 

I still have this broken umbrella she gave me on the first day we met 
The next day I gave her a good umbrella and kept the broken one she told me to 

throw it away if I wanted to... 
I still have it 
A week later I told her about it  

She laughed and called me funny. I didn't see what was funny about it at the time, 
but I was mesmerized by that smile I couldn't help but smile back 

 
I'm in love with her 

Or is that too much? 
I'm not sure. I'm just saying what my heart says.  
She is so beautiful, smart, funny, 

amazing in every way. 
 

Next I'm riding the train home 
Once I get off to transfer lines 

I felt this nudge on my shoulder 
Like as if my attention was being taken from me  
I thought I was about to get robbed 

But no, it was worse  
It was her  

I tried not to make eye contact 
But it was too late  

I could feel my heart pounding against my chest 
We talked for a bit, she talked way more than me  
But I had no problem with it 

I just stood there and listened  
Trying to soak up her words and learn something  

Then she asked me to ride the train with her 
 



19 

to her stop.  
I was amazed she even wanted to be around me 

I accepted her request,  
I mean why would I decline 

When we got off at her stop we said our goodbyes to each other but she 
sealed it with a hug 

But not just some regular side hug 
A double arm wrap around hug  
With a side of passion and warmth on the side 

 
At that point I thought I had a shot but what if she says no 

She won't say no  
or would she  

I don't know  
I just know rejection is scary 
 

Why does she make so nervous 
What's the worst that can happen  

I want to give her the world 
or at least try my best 

(Breath) 
Okay, let's give it a shot. 
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RIPPED APART 
 

By KAMANI LARMOUTH 
 BALTIMORE POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE (GRADE 11) 

 
Dear You, 
 

Our times were great together. Our unconditional love was shared every day, every 
hour, every minute and every second. I thought it would be forever. Do you 

remember our first kiss? Yeah I do, you were blushing so hard. We were so stuck on 
each other yesterday or shall I say I was so stuck on you. 

 
… And then you changed 
 

Conversations were at their best and then they died down and we wouldn’t talk as 
much. Friends at school noticed a change in your behavior. 

 
… And then you hit me hard 

 
You reached inside of my chest, gripped my heart, crushed it into pieces and ripped 
it out. Sometimes I take time out of my life to try piecing it back together but it’s very 

hard. Imagine putting together a 2 million puzzle piece using only tiny shards of 
glass. I put a band aid over my chest to cover up the bloody gaping hole that sits right 

there. How would you feel if I did the exact same thing to you?! I was stuck on you 
for a while, but I realized life moves on with or without you. Love is a very beautiful 

but dangerous thing. I always expected you to stay but you left and took my heart 
with you!  
 

Love, The Heartbreak Kid 
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LITTLE BROTHER 
 

By KHALIL RANDALL 
 BARD HIGH SCHOOL EARLY COLLEGE (GRADE 11) 

 
I remember when I found out that mom was pregnant with you. 
 

I remember when I first felt you kick. 
 

I remember when you were born. It was 7:11 am. 
 

I remember when I first held you. I felt like I was holding a teddy bear. 
 
I remember when you started talking. 

 
I remember when you turned one.  

 
I remember when you took your first step. 

 
I remember you turning two. 
 

I remember when you started to pronounce your words more clearly.  
 

I remember your third birthday party and how much fun you had that day. 
 

I remember when you’d always run to the door just to hug me. 
 
I remember watching T.V. with you. 

 
I remember when you first said my name, I did not even care that you said it wrong. 

 
I remember when you gave me bear hugs, like being hugged by a really soft pillow. 

 
I remember sitting down and eating dinner with you when mom wasn’t home. 
 

I remember the first time I let you play my PS4, and together we played ABCmouse.  
 

I remember you telling me how much fun you had at the zoo. 
  

I remember when you came home and told me about the day you had at daycare. 
 
I remember you telling me that you made friends. 

  
I remember when you would get in trouble with our mom and instead of going to 

your room, you would come into mine. I would hug until you stopped crying. 
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LANGUAGE TOY 
 

By KAYLA LEMESSY 
BALTIMORE LEADERSHIP SCHOOL FOR YOUNG WOMEN (GRADE 10) 

 
You taught me  
Languages and cultures  

Of the world  
 

And the words  
Weren’t even in my vocabulary  

 
 
You helped me learn  

Different phrases  
In many languages 

 
Like konnichiwa in Japanese  

Means hello and good afternoon 
 
Xie Xie in Chinese means thank you 

And Zai jian means goodbye  
 

 
So, Language Toy  

You helped in so many ways  
And for that I thank you  
Zai jian 
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THE SEARCH 
 

By KAYLA LEMESSY 
 BALTIMORE LEADERSHIP SCHOOL FOR YOUNG WOMEN (GRADE 10) 

 
I begin walking as the wind blows and I start to shiver. I hold my blanket tightly to 

make myself warm. As I hold the blanket tightly, I pull a picture out of my pocket and I 

look at my family. I see them smiling and laughing and my brother has a goofy smile while 
my sister and my mother are telling him to smile properly. I chuckled for a few seconds then 

I begin to frown. Thoughts begin piling up in my head like what if I never see them again? 
What happened to them? Where would they possibly be? I begin to inhale then exhale to 

calm myself down. Then I start to walk quickly towards a cabin for rest and wait until 
morning to continue my search. 
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MY LAST HOME 
 

By MAKENSEY VANDERBURG 
BALTIMORE POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE (GRADE 10) 

 
Busted up carpet and slightly rusted faucet water.  
Let it run before you put your cup under.  

The cup is slightly chipped, the fault of previously untied sneakers and a less than 
ideal bubble wrap job, but either way, it works.  

I sip & observe the kitchen. 
 

The trash has begun to pile, but only my mom has the key to the disposal.  
When she comes home she claims that she’ll do it tomorrow.  
Weeping hands and greying hair,  

she doesn’t.  
 

Pizza boxes are stacked haphazardly on the counter, on the edge of teetering, an 
invisible bow  

ties them down.  
There’s too much grease on them  
to be recycled  

(and no way to do so, even if we wanted to).  
 

More boxes reside in the fridge, suffocating the other groceries, 
muddy brown overwhelms various shades of white, tan, and green. 

 
In our microwaveless little apartment, we reheated take out in the oven.  
When I tried, the smell of ash coated the air and settled  

into the carpet.  
 

I apologized,  
and my mother laughed- advising me to only put it in for a  

second next time. 
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SERENITY 
 

By MAKENSEY VANDERBURG 
 BALTIMORE POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE (GRADE 10) 

 
the steady rise and fall of olive-green drapes caused by  
dusty, 

creeping blades: 
swirling, spinning, turning. 

 
sunlight drenching them 

heavy-  
permanently bleaching them a  
brighter hue. 

 
serenity. 

 
rustling floorboards and creaking trees who 

refuse to be forgotten. 
“We are here,” 
they seem to say. 

 
serenity. 

 
pink chalk on near alabaster pavement, a thin sheen of sweat lining your forehead, 

not from exertion but from slight heat.  
 
the faint tune of the ice cream truck jingles 

through the air. 
 

you hand him your cash and he hands it back. 
 

serenity. 
 
the ice cream drips down your cone  

vanilla runoff from its source. 
 

you lick it before it reaches your fingertips. 
 

Serenity, this is it. 
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ODE TO YELLOW 
 

By MADYSON BASSETT  
WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
You are more than just a color. 
You are a feeling, 

An emotion.  
Something I would love  

To hold on to. 
I've been attached to you 

For a long time. 
You're like all things I call mine, 
In one word. 

When I end up locked in a room  
With no doors  

No windows  
Just me 

Myself  
And I. 
Waiting to get out,  

Having to stay locked in. 
Sad and alone. 

I have to break out 
 just to see the sunset. 

With the  
Yellowish 
Purplish 

Red. 
Yellow would be the best though. 

Because no matter the time of day, 
The sun would be yellow. 

Unless there's clouds. 
Then everything goes back to that 
Sad reality. 

That yellow is just a color. 
Nothing more. 
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WHO DO YOU WANT TO BE? 
 

By MADYSON BASSETT 
 WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
I want to be a bird  
Sitting on the branch of a tree. 

Listening intently to what everyone says. 
I want to be both the sunrise and sunset. 

The ones you stay up for just to watch. 
I want to have the same color scheme as it. 

I want to be the listener of thoughts. 
I want to be a surprise, 
So no one sees me coming. 

 
 

I want to be the melody trapped in your mind. 
Floating in the air as you hum the tune. 

I want to be the movie  
That you stay up all night watching. 
I want to be a book so I can be 

Smart. 
I wish to be a diamond.  

Shiny and new, 
Something no one’s ever touched. 

Pure, 
In a box, 
With people guarding it. 

Leaving it to be left alone, 
Forever. 
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LITTLE ME FEARS 
 

By PAISLEY ECLARINO 
WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
Maybe,  
The internet being around makes my little kid fears jump out again. 

Sitting on my top bunk, 
Peeking out the curtains looking, 

Looking for zombies of course. 
I kept looking until I couldn't keep my eyes open.  

Feeling reassured zombies weren't real in the long run. 
 
Looking at my phone now, 

Ironically watching something about zombies. 
Knowing they aren't real I sit, watching. 

Until ‘Bing Bing’ 
Notifications of articles where people are eating each other's faces, videos of deer 

walking around with their brains bashed in,  
So low quality you can't tell if it's real.  
 

 
Being terrified of creepy crawlers in my dark room. 

Little me turning on my little plug-in night-light I got from the dollar store to keep it 
all away.  

Then finding facts of how monsters and crawlers lurk in the light too.  
 
Being scared all over again. 

When your imagination gets the best of you. 
Despite being scared of everything, 

Then and now, 
Despite what goes around on my phone. 

No matter how paranoid I get over silly things 
It's a matter of being brave enough to face it, 
A little courage, 

No matter what. 
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NORMAL IS THE NEW WEIRD 
 

By PAISLEY ECLARINO 
 WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
I'm normal. 
Pulling and extending the quirks I got  

Being a little more what I think I am. 
But who am I? 

 
There really is no normal. 

Maybe I'm a nerd. 
A kid who used to look at the sky for UFOs, 
Someone who liked all the parts of science. 

A person who stayed the same while others have changed.  
 

I could be shy. 
Quiet and by myself, not really fitting in. 

Walking with my head down.  
Too scared to do stuff alone, 
Stuck in a box. 

 
I'm full of sighs and staring. 

Full of the brightest colors gone dull. 
Pastels and music 

My bed and a blanket. 
And all the weird foods I try out when restaurants don't have my go to food; chicken 
tenders.  

 
Though I knew myself all my life, 

I don't know who I am. 
So I let others decide for me. 
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UNCONSCIOUS 
 

By AALIYAH HAWTHORNE 
REACH PARTNERSHIP SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 

August 8, 2019 
 

Sleep without a dream, 

No thought of what tomorrow will bring  
 

Will I live, will I die 

Is my heart still beating inside 

 
Is this real  
Is my family here  

I can’t feel 
 

What is that light  
It’s ever so bright  

Oh no you died  
There’s no oxygen on the inside  
No pulse to check  

I hear the doctor say “clear”  
While his heart races with fear  

 
Maybe it’s better this way  

God I’m here to stay  
 

I just need to get away, 
Away from the hurt, trauma, and pain  
 

No more bullies to tear me down  
No more tear drops for me to drown  

No more drama for my momma  
 

For I can cannot awake from this nightmare of death for soon I shall regain 

consciousness 
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OH DEAR 
 

By ALYSSA HIGDON 
 INDEPENDENCE HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
Oh dear, oh dear. 
What do we have here? 

A child who can’t stop crying? A society who can’t stop dying? 
Oh dear, oh dear. 

Why do boys want a slim waist and a perfect face? 
Why do girls want to blacken their lashes and redden their lips? 

Oh dear, oh dear. 
Why do I hate my body with its many imperfections? 
Why do I want to be free from this war field of a world? 

Oh dear, oh dear. 
Why do I want to forever see people smile? 

Why am I always repeating the word ‘sorry’? 
Oh dear, oh dear. 

Why can’t I be accepted?  
Why do people always say I’m weird and I don’t belong in this world? 
Oh dear, oh dear. 

Why can’t I make people smile widely? 
Why does everyone have to say goodbye? 

Oh dear, oh dear. 
If I had an acne free face and a body of a model, would people like me? 

Oh dear, oh dear. 
Can I tell you something? 
Don’t answer these thoughts, 

For they are not yours, but mine. 
Oh dear, oh dear. 

I feel I do not belong here. 
But that is what I think. 

So please ask yourself, “what are my questions?” 
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REVERSE 
 

By ALYSSA HIGDON 
 INDEPENDENCE HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
I’m not good as a person 
 

So don’t tell me that 
 

I am a good person 
 

Because at the end of the day  
 
I hate myself in every single way. 

 
I won’t lie and say that I always do good and that 

 
I always know what to do 

 
Because I’m so anxious and thinking forever and 
 

My mind never stops. 
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FIRE 
 

By INDIA HOPKINS 
 MERGENTHALER VOCATIONAL-TECHNICAL HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
Fire, 
Something so beautiful yet so destructive 

Something so hot yet so cold. 
We all have it in us  

That flame that grows with time. 
One day that flame will grow old and die out 

Or, even be cut short. 
Yeah, that flame represents life,  
Full of surprises 

Evil 
Beautiful 

Kind. 
We never know what’s to come 

So cherish that flame until it can no longer burn. 
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VAULT 
 

By INDIA HOPKINS 
MERGENTHALER VOCATIONAL-TECHNICAL HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
I gently lay down on the soft bed to stop  
The aching pain in my right leg. 

Even though I didn’t want to I knew I had 
To, the hospital was my only choice. 

Scared I was, but intimidated I would not 
Be 

 
What if I had to get surgery 
No! Yes you have to consider it 

Next thing I know I was in a car then a 
Hospital bed 

Then in a room where doctors cut deep while 
I was asleep. 

 
As the Anesthesia took over I fell into a world 
I like to call “INDIGO.” 

It’s filled with beautiful creatures and music 
Flowers 

Fruit 
Fragrance 

Colors 
Bugs  
Within a matter of seconds I was jolted back in  

In that stupid hospital bed 
Then darkness panned in and it was just me JUST ME 
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SHADES OF GRAY JUSTICE 
 

By GERARD JOHNSON 
 MCDONOGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
There is only justice for the strong. 
Thrasymachus’s proposition still holds. 

Justice for black people is often prolonged. 
I hope in the future we break this corrupt mold. 

Socrates and his students talked about justice. 
They believed the strong's interest to be just. 

Socrates’s caste system will fester injustice. 
They forget that power can lead to the unjust. 
In Mockingbird, justice does not win. 

Atticus failed but is praised as the best. 
An innocent man on death row is a sin. 

But a real lawyer for justice is better than the rest. 
There are still good people left that can beat the powerful. 

Justice can be restored from the rubble.  
 
 

The reason for the title is that justice is gray. 
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LOVE IS LIKE 
 

By DESTINY WHITE 
 WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
Love is like water, it flows through the heart. 
 

Sometimes you can’t control when it starts.  
I’ve been in love before, he made my heart thump in my chest. 

Thought he was the one, but he was a mess. 
 

Love is like bricks, it can be hard to build, but once you’re caught in this “paradise” 
it can go wrong, you may not be thrilled. 
 

Love is like flowers, blooming each spring. 
 

I see people every day on their couple things.  
 

Must be nice falling in real love, someone treating you like the purest and whitest of 
doves 
 

Love is like a dream come true, haven’t felt it yet, well I feel bad for you, it's 
something you won’t regret.  

 
Love isn’t just about relationships, you can love your family, even those salt and 

vinegar Lays chips. 
 
Love is not like ice.  

 
When you love you feel that feeling forever. Ice melts and comes back never. 

 
When I tell you love makes you do crazy things, better believe me, because if you 

don’t, you’ll fall too easily. 
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PAIN 
 

By DESTINY WHITE 
 WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
Pain  
  

I feel pain… you just have to get over it and get back in the game. 
 

Pain 
 

Ever cried outside in the rain where no one could  
hear you because the thunder covers up your pain? 
 

Pain 
 

It’s all in the nervous system, you have your brain to blame. 
 

Pain 
 
Ever heard of the saying no pain, no gain? Just keep going don’t let your thoughts be 

detained. 
 

Pain 
 

Stop being nosy… focus on you and stay in your lane.  
  
Pain 

 
You shouldn’t be ashamed of pain. 

Hold it in and you’ll go insane. 
 

Pain oh pain oh pain  
 
Who invented you someone please explain. 
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THE PAIN OF A DEAD BIRD 
 

By KENNIAH WOODSON 
 WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
It should be a great deal of shame 
 

For someone to kill a bird. 
 

We are messengers, and we love change. 
 

We are angels in the shape of a bird. 
 
Who killed us, who is there to blame? 

 
Detain, detain them immediately. 

 
I think if you kill a bird you are insane. 

 
Kill us, kill us then put us in a frame. 
 

We aren’t for display, we aren’t deranged.  
 

Get it out of your brain; this isn’t a game. 
 

This is the pain, the pain of a dead bird. 
 
You have a Great Dane. 

 
Well, why it isn’t tamed? 

 
It chases us like we are planes. 

 
Wrap me up in chains.  
 

Burn me into a sack of grain. 
 

Damn, damn I’m dead. 
 

This is the pain of the dead bird. 
 
Let it come down fast, it’s rain. 

 
We stand in it, no matter how hard it comes down. 

 
We stand. We stand and gather news.  
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This is the pain of a dead bird, 

 
A dead and forever gone bird. 
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WE ARE 
 

By KENNIAH WOODSON 
WESTERN HIGH SCHOOL (GRADE 9) 

 
We are me. 
We are a whole. 

We are the its that hold it together. 
We are the maggots that make the cops feel superior. 

We are the races that aren’t worth anything. 
We are Clanless. 

      But even the clanless have a “clan.” 
We are African American, Mexican, Hispanic, Muslim,   
      Arabic, Italian, and even Caucasian. 

We are disowned. 
We are the food at the top/bottom of the chart. 

We are the targets.  
      The weapons are the darts and guns. 

     And They… They are the throwers. 
  The Hunters 
   The CAPTURES 

  They… They are the ones we fear the most. 
 They are the sociopaths,  

     Loose ended, clumsy people. 
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THE BIG THIRTEEN 
 

By QUINTIYA GERMAN 
 LILLIE MAY CARROLL JACKSON CHARTER SCHOOL (GRADE 8) 

 
Hi, my name is Ayana-Faith, and I am 12 years old and in the seventh grade. 

Tomorrow is my birthday, which also happens to be Friday the 13th. I'm throwing this huge 

party and inviting all of my friends. There's only one thing wrong: my friends don't want to 
come due to it being Friday the 13th and they think Jason is going to come back and kill 

them. I know right? it's kind of stupid. It's not like evil characters are going to come to life 
and just kill anyone. Right? I must convince them to come, or I'll have to watch my parents 

dance around until I get embarrassed and leave, which is not a lot of fun. They must come, 
or I'll persuade them in any way possible. 

 

The Next Day: 
    Today I am going to cheer practice with my best friends, Destiny and Aaliyah, but I 

like to call them Dessy and LiyLiy. They are the best, and I just met them at camp this 
summer. They are so wild and vigorous.  
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MY CITY 
 

By ABIGAIL MOKUBA 
 HAMILTON ELEMENTARY/MIDDLE SCHOOL (GRADE 8) 

 
Baltimore is where I’m from. To be specific, East Baltimore. 
 

East Baltimore. A.K.A ova east, A.K.A  
my parts. 

 
My neighborhood is peaceful if it wants to be. I grew up with BMX bikes, mopeds, 

dirt bikes, and we all know the 12 o’clock boys. 
 
Around my way you hear the motors of dirt bikes and speeding cars in the morning 

and at night.  
 

The problem is the fact that all our brothers and sisters are dying. I can’t even 
imagine what their parents are going through right now.  

 
Rest in peace brothers and sisters. 
 

I come from Paso da Mafia, Lor Scoota, and Young Moose. I can name more. 
 

I live in a neighborhood where girls wear booty shorts and call themselves grown. 
 

I come from girls showing too much skin and walking outside. They are so called 
“hoochie mommas.’’ 
 

And older men holla at these little girls saying ‘’shorde,’’ ‘’babygirl,’’ ‘’lil mama,’’ 
knowing damn well those girls are still children in their momma’s eyes. 

 
I’m from Baltimore where Murder Ink is the news to the young mind, and the 

Baltimore finsta is where all the drama starts. 
 
My parts, my people, my family, my city. 
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WHO IS SHE? 
 

By ABIGAIL MOKUBA 
 HAMILTON ELEMENTARY/MIDDLE SCHOOL (GRADE 8) 

 
She knows the words for all of the solutions. 
 

She lights a room up - as bright as a sunflower - every time she walks in. 
 

When she smiles, it brings you as much joy and happiness as a sunny walk in the 
park. 

 
When she walks, it’s almost like she is dancing. 
 

When she talks, her voice sounds like classical music to your ears. 
 

She loves dogs and especially Great Danes.  
 

Her hair is silky black and flows like a rose petal lifted in the sky. 
 
Who is she?  
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SUPERHERO 
 

By UZZIYAH BARNETT 
 CALVERTON ELEMENTARY/MIDDLE SCHOOL (GRADE 7) 

 
When I was born I had the ability to teleport. 
 

I could teleport to places like Thailand, Jamaica, and Florida. 
 

It’s like paradise. 
 

I felt free with the sand going in between my feet. I felt the breeze of air between my 
hair. 
 

My name is Ken short for Kenzie. 
 

I’m not very known because I’m very fast on my feet. Faster than light. 
 

I have to live with this superpower and it’s epic. What’s yours? 
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IF I HAD SUPERPOWERS 
 

By KAYLA ELLIS 
 CALVERTON ELEMENTARY/MIDDLE SCHOOL (GRADE 7) 

 
If I had superpowers and a chance to save the world I 
Would make me a black and purple suit of disguise to be  

Invincible. 
 

I would give autographs to people who support and love me  
and show off my powers of invisibility, speed, fire, lightening, 

and thunder. 
                                      
So, when I need to defeat an angry villain, I can stop the danger, 

And get the innocent people out and beat up the bad villain. 
                                     

With my power of invisibility, I would sneak up on them, and  
Punch them in the temple and send them off to jail. 

 
At the end of all that mess I will return home and make a fire 
And get cozy with some nice hot chocolate in front of me  

Then I would take a nice nap. 
 

 
The end 
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A WRITER TO ME 
 

By DE’SHERRA GASTON 
 CALVERTON ELEMENTARY/MIDDLE SCHOOL (GRADE 7) 

 
People ask, “what makes writing so great?”  
I say because writing brings you clarity, a better vision.  
 
People ask, “what inspires you to write?” 
I say people, like writers or journalists, and their readings speak to me.  
They open my eyes to being more creative, in all ways, and in this case writing. 
 
What opened me up was when my teacher asked this question: “why are you a writer?”  
I said I don’t have any answer for that - because that is what I came here to find out.  
But when I realized the truth I said, “I’m a writer because I love to write, and it’s something that 
opened my eyes to the world.” 
 
Why is writing important to me?  
Because I want to show the world how dedicated I am to being a writer.  
 
Watch me start to write, draft, edit, and then create final copies.  
Watch me get better and better. 
 
Hello everyone, my name is De’Sherra Gaston.  
I’m a writer.  
I am excited to tell you a little about myself.  
I am a girl who has so many personalities.     
  
I am a girl who has low self-esteem but continues to be the same person to everyone else. They 
see me as happy, a fun girl when you get to know me. 
 
Sometimes I can’t be.  
Unbelievable. 
Lol. 
Yeah. 
I know. 
 
But most people know that I am a girl who has a lot of courage. 
Yes, I do. 
But today, I had to be a bigger person, and get up here today and read for you all. 
Yes, I am nervous talking, but I know I can do it.  
 
I know I can do it because I want to be a writer, 
And in being a writer there is a lot to know, 
But I got this.  
This is what I’ve been dreaming to do on a stage: Talk about what I do best. 
  
But one more thing to know: I am a girl who will take a stand and be who I truly am. I am a 
person who will always be the best she can. 
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