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SPECIAL THANKS THIS WEEK

Views of the 
outside world 

     Sunlight pierces through the 
window, shifting slightly every 
couple minutes. Plants lie on a 
table near the sill, casting a shadow 
upon the surrounding area. 
Decaying leaves dangle near the 
base of the pots, taking their last 
breath before descending below 
like the others. 
     Outside, summer’s foliage is on 
display before autumn can reap the 
souls of the vegetation. A pebbled 
path leads directly through a 
cluster of wispy cattails and 
goldenrod to our brick school 
building and its paved floors. Kids 
are scattered around the 
playground doing whatever 
compels them at the moment. A 
small kid in a white shirt sits on the 
rocky path wasting away at their 
book, flipping through the pages 
every few seconds or so. A tall, 
arrow-shaped tree towers over 
them, wrapping them in a soft 
shadow from the beaming sun 
above. Another kid walks down to 
the field and then up toward the 
paved area near the school, never 
really staying in one place. A 
teacher stands near a group of 
young students, appearing to 
watch for anything unexpected. 
     The forceful blow of a whistle 
sends kids running toward the 
recess doors, and bigger clumps 
of friends start to form as they get 
closer. Clusters of children flow into 
the two small doors, each one 
leading each other to a full 
stomach and lunchroom. Another 
child darts from the doors back to 
the wooden gazebo, seemingly to 
pick up his forgotten lunchbox. As 
this child collects his belongings, a 
second group of slightly older 
students starts to trickle into the 
play structures, some running 
toward the gaga ball pit, some 
slowly making their way to the 
arrow-shaped tree. 
     Farther beyond the school’s field 
and playground, trees sway along 
with the wind, at peace with life. 
The blooming flowers follow along 
with their bigger counterparts. 
The sun still beams through the 
window, only slightly dimmer than 
before. Plants and children alike 
bask in the summer sun, awaiting 
the arrival of the autumn breeze.                                                                        

 – SALMON HEM, 13, ST. GEORGE

When I stopped 
myself in time 

When I stopped myself in time,
I watched a thousand lives,
a thousand separate paths
of bees from different hives.
One stood behind the counter,
one by the bathroom door.
Others knew what they had next,
others were not so sure.
A midnight time capsule 
of the corner’s open station.
Some seemed all too aware,
and freaked out by sanitation.
Others were distracted,
a girl staring at her phone.
Many didn’t like the way
the door let out a moan.
Some seemed to be in pain,
others had a limp.
A sleepy child wearing braids,
an elder smelling like mint.
Now maybe this is creepy,
maybe it’s a little weird – 
but when I stopped myself in time,
I saw through,
and life became unsheared.
Maybe the child was just tired,
that’s why she made a fuss.
The lady just really hungry,
that’s why I heard her cuss.
The man who held the door,
going back to his sick wife.
The dog was just begging,
but not in fear of his life.
These simple little things
that happen every day – 
take a moment to reflect
why it could be this way.
The world becomes much clearer
when you look beyond yourself.
Stop time for once,
and think of someone else.
I saw a thousand lives.                                   

 – BELLA BAILEY, 17, MILTON

October winds 

She told him to run.
Snapshots of her twirling 
in the firelight, 
her hair looking as if she’d 
caught the sparks, she 
told him to run. 
She told him to run, and 
her whispers haunted his mind.
A lilting song and dark, 
twisted woods, 
she told him to run and not 
look back. 
Rain fell and in it she danced, 
soaked dress clinging to her body.
She told him to run,
to run from her and the thousand 
people in her head.
The autumn leaves were crushed 
under her feet 
and her sweater slipped 
off her shoulder. 
She told him to run, and her smile, 
her eyes,
slipped through his mind, and 
her fingers let go of his.
She told him to run because 
the gray sky was what filled her up. 
She told him to run,
sitting on his lap wrapped 
in a blue blanket, 
stars cold in the sky above them.
And those October nights, 
she told him to run.
The wind started taking the leaves 
away and painting the air 
with their tired brilliance. 
She broke silently and left 
herself cracked. 
She told him to run, snapshots
littering the ground and 
a lilting song.
She told him to run and asked him 
why he hadn’t.
He told her because of love, 
and left the rest
to the October winds.                                                                       

 – SIRI DUNN, 16, MORRISTOWN

In hopes of 
clinging to Monday 

Sitting alone, typing away, at 7 p.m.
This is the most perfect way
to spend a Sunday night. 
The air outside grows colder,
whipping away,
whispering, howling to me. 
The wind tells me to write,
the wind tells me not to feel down,
on the day leading me, leaving me,
to Monday. 
Monday, the start of everything.
The start of a trek,
from one side of the globe
to the other. 
From one side of life, perhaps,
to the other. 
So many things can happen,
starting on Monday.
But when I finally,
finally make my way to Friday, with
dragging feet and twitching eyes,
I look back and I wonder,
What happened to Monday?
I thought it was behind me
all this time. 
The days start to mix,
and a week, eventually,
seems to me to be just one day. 
Where has all the time gone?
And so I sit here, alone,
typing, tapping away at 7 p.m.,
in hopes of clinging to Sunday,
to Monday,
for just a little bit longer.                                                           

 – SCARLETT CANNIZZARO, 14, 
ESSEX

Eyes of fire 

Open your eyes, world, and see
I am not the silent one.
I am the thunder in your scream.
I am the lightning in your tears.
I am the tear in your masterpiece.
I am the blade in your spite.
I am the strong one.
I am the falter in your words.
I am the break in your voice.
I am the pain in your secrets.
I am the rage in your reality.
I am the wise one.
I am the breath in your pain.
I am the smile in your grief.
I am the crack in your praise.
I am the fire in your eyes.
I am the loving one.
Open your eyes, world, and see
I am not the silent one.                                                                       

 – ELISE COURNOYER, 13, 
RICHMOND 

Witnessed beauty 

We’re blessed to be able 
to witness beauty:
the drops of sunshine 
flickering off the trees,
the scent of nature 
floating in the breeze,
the songs of birds 
whistling around me. 
Not too long ago, 
I was blessed by the sun –
a couple drops of light 
pierced my mind.
As they passed, 
they left all my worries behind,
for I was free. 
Free to watch others run,
fly, and change my day 
for the better.
It’s often the little things 
that truly matter.
A sweet song sung by a warbler,
or the calming crash 
of a nearby brook,
or a refreshing breeze 
washing over.                                        

 – ETHAN HUANG, 14, NORWICH


