
Recently

The moon leaves freckles 
on my wall at night,
and the photos from last summer 
are slowly fading, 
their edges turning golden.
A candle I lit once has turned my 
room into a bath of peppermint,
and I’m okay with it.
The wind is raw in the mornings,
so I wear mittens and a scarf.
I still shiver,
but at least it feels like I’ve tried.
School is endless, though seems 
to be over in the blink of an eye.
It’s quiet in the afternoons,
and I find myself falling asleep 
before it’s even dark. I wake 
to trudge downstairs for dinner 
and then float my way 
back to my warm bed,
where I will forget everything 
I learned in biology class
and awake the next morning 
to the same silence as today.

 – WILLA PELSCHOEN, 16, BOLTON

English breath

Somehow I’ve lived English,
breathed words of love 
and sorrow.
The narration of my mind 
is one of a poet,
comprehending the world’s actions 
in letters.
In a classroom full of words, 
there did she teach me how to love
the colorful aroma of poetry.
How did she do this?
Turned my mind 
into a never-ending loop of ideas,
a questioning ball 
of roundabout answers.
Her favorite life 
is lived through people,
people of stories, 
and hows
or whys. 
Like with a piece of vanilla cake,
we wonder where the beans 
have been grown.
She taught me how to wonder,
to look deep into the ocean, 
to pull out the one blue starfish
and then to let it go.
She’s taught me how 
to know power.
True power 
comes from knowledge within.
The omission of my ever-growing
power comes from thinking, 
knowing what you don’t say aloud.
Her English breath seeps 
from my poet’s mind,
always creating meaning 
out of a rock.

 – BELLA BAILEY, 16, MILTON

To swing and to shine

When I was young, 
I had a brightness
that I took with me 
everywhere I went.
I had a restless body, 
boundless energy,
and a wandering mind 
of dreams and schemes.
Everywhere I went, I loved 
with my head and with my heart,
and with every inch of myself 
that I could give, really.
And I was unafraid 
to pour it out to others, 
like sunlight shining 
through the gaps in my teeth
and resting in the crinkles 
and twinkles of my eyes.
I was warm and passionate 
in my joy,
hot as fire in my anger.
Even my sorrow 
was bigger than myself.
And as I grew up, I found 
I couldn’t hold them anymore.
Every emotion swelled and swung 
like an orchestra, 
so powerful 
that it rattled my teeth,
shook them so hard I had to 
grit them together 
as the years went on.
It pounded 
on the inside of my chest
like fists on the hide of a drum,
skin stretching thinner and thinner, 
until I longed to be able to 
pour myself out like I used to.
And slowly, strings of regret 
bound themselves 
into chords of resolve.
I wanted to be bright again, 
to shine toward others 
and fill the room once more.
I raised my hand like a conductor 
would their wand, 
and re-taught myself how to feel.
I undid the drawstring 
cinching my throat 
and instead shaped it like brass,
to produce a low, 
resounding sound, 
and to better express 
my raging cacophony 
in a way that was meaningful.
Like wind, earth, fire, and water,
like the sweet hum of a violin, 
the dance of a piano, 
the crash of symbols,
I held myself together with ropes 
intended for stability, 
rather than constricting binds.
I am still a symphony. 
But now each player is in tune.
They play on the same octave,
they perform together.
And still, 
on occasion, 
something will come along 
and strike a chord within me.
Something that threatens 
to return the orchestra 
to the dissonance of before.
But I am the symphony,
and I am the conductor too.
And the show has only just begun.

 – ROSE LORD, 15, CHARLOTTE
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November floating

Late afternoons in November
have me noticing
all the things I’ve missed:
the dust growing like gray shadows
on the piano keys,
the dark circles 
from glasses of lemonade
standing out on the wood that
I’m now tracing 
in the 5 p.m. darkness,
the glitter reflecting occasionally 
in my hairline.
The words of the songs 
I used to love
now fade as the waves 
glide over them.
The summer memories 
of hot ice cream
dripping in the sand
and seagulls riding the salted wind
now sting like migraines 
when they return,
and the things we said in August
echo back to us in November
with new meanings
and new names.
And the lotteries I didn’t win
are fraying red papers 
in shorts pockets,
and the summer blush
rubs off on my mask,
and confusion sets in
when the sunset flares too early.
Because if
October is a lifeguard,
then
November leaves us floating,
looking for the snowflakes.

 – AVA ROHRBAUGH, 16, 
CHARLOTTE

Perfect for me

When someone says 
“perfect,”
many immediately think
“flawless.”
They hear the word
and they picture no 
problems, no issues, 
nothing to worry about.
But how perfect 
would this world truly be
if there were nothing to
worry about,
nothing to strive for?
If I am scared,
nervous about something,
it simply feels so much better
when I work hard 
to acknowledge it,
to achieve it –
to adapt to it, even. 
What would life look like 
with no goals, no dreams,
nothing to try for?
When someone says
“nothing’s perfect,”
know that nothing can be
exactly right,
but it can be exactly right for you. 
When I think of perfect,
I think of something being
perfect for me,
for my life, for my world.

 – SCARLETT CANNIZZARO, 13, 
ESSEX

Clapboard house

My heart is like 
a clapboard house,
made on the way out west. 
It goes up fast and crumbles faster, 
when the nails start to 
collapse and bend.
There are cracks all in the walls 
that the wind just loves 
to whistle through,
and when the snow 
comes down outside, 
it floats into the house.
There are holes in the knots 
of ancient wood 
that people can peer out of,
and dust comes 
through the mortar, just to tease 
the feather dusters.

 – ZOE BERNSTEIN, 16, JERICHO


