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Unnamed 
By Lily Batchelor  
 

After I was born via c-section, my mom fell soundly asleep, so my dad took care of me for the first few 
hours of my life. When he applied for my birth certificate, he had free reign, and decided to name me before my 
mother woke up. He gave me a sound and sturdy name: Lily Josephine Batchelor. Before I was born, my parents 
had agreed that my first name would be Lily, because it was simple but elegant. However, when my mother 
discovered that my middle name was Josephine, which is my paternal grandmother’s name, she was afraid her 
mother, Viviana, would be upset. She also wanted my last name to be hyphenated, so both of their family names 
would be part of my surname. Of course, my dad swears this isn’t what happened, but if my mom had been 
involved in the naming process, this wouldn’t even be part of my family lore. 

 
Years later, my mom, still determined to rectify the situation, asked me if I wanted to change my name. I 

had always found the story amusing, but it had never occurred to me that I could alter my name. I thought more 
deeply about what my name meant to me and what it communicated to the world. My decidedly British father 
had given me a decidedly British name, but it only reflected one part of my cultural identity. I had always been 
proud of my Argentinian heritage, but no one seemed to know I was Latina; my peers’ reactions ranged from 
disbelief to indignation. I wondered if a more Hispanic-sounding name would help people acknowledge my 
heritage.  

 
I eventually asked my dad if he would sign a name-change petition. I wasn’t sure what new name I 

would choose, but I knew I didn’t want a name that didn’t include my mom’s family. My dad gave me an 
ultimatum: if I learned to speak Spanish, he would allow me to change my name. Until then, he felt I wasn’t 
Hispanic enough.  

 
I periodically pestered my dad to amend his position, but he wouldn’t budge. Although I was frustrated he 

didn’t think I was Hispanic enough―in a sense, he’s right. Only two generations of my mom’s family lived in 
Argentina. My Jewish ancestors were forced to flee Eastern Europe before World War II and seek refuge in 
Buenos Aires. Later, the tumultuous political situation in the 1960s forced my mother’s family to move to 
Baltimore.  

 
Although they no longer live there, my mom and her father have instilled a love of Argentina in me. At 

family functions, a charming and eclectic blend of Spanish and English can be heard. When I talk about 
Argentinian culture, including foods like alfajores or chimichurri, my friends don’t understand what I’m talking 
about. And when my family gets together every weekend, we have asados, not barbeques. My grandpa, who got 
my uncles to construct an enormous grill in Argentine style, taught me how to cook. My immediate family may 
not have stayed in Buenos Aires, but the culture continues to have a significant impact on my life.  
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I have already met the conditions of my dad’s ultimatum. After years of taking Spanish classes, I traveled 
to Perú as part of a Spanish immersion program and hope to spend a semester studying in Argentina. Even 
though my dad said he would give me permission, I will change my name when I’m no longer a minor, so it will 
be my decision and a reflection of who I am. I’ll include some aspects of my original name in my modified 
version. I’ve grown too accustomed to my first name to change it. Additionally, my tea-drinking habits and 
proclivity for dry humour suggest that I have a lot in common with my dad and his British heritage. My new 
name will reflect both sides of my identity.  
 
Composed for the National School Walkout, March 14, 2018  
By A.H. Berry 
 
What can I say? 
We all know why we’re here today: 
because a month ago, teenagers died 
and ran for their lives 
in a place where no one should ever have to hide 
from a gun. 
And this shooting was just… another one. 
  
I remember being twelve years old 
and seeing Sandy Hook in the papers. 
My class made paper snowflakes for the survivors. 
I cut mine carefully, 
colored it nicely, 
hoping that it would make a scared child smile. 
            I was detached from it. 
I thought that once the snowflake got to Connecticut, 
I wouldn’t think about it again. 
            I didn’t worry about it. 
  
Flash forward. 
  
There were shots and dead kids last January 
at a high school in Kentucky. 
            I thought, “Oh God; 
            I’m in high school.”                                                                                                             
The world moved on, 
I forced myself to play it cool, 
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            then Parkland. 
  
The classroom in that Snapchat story 
looked too familiar, 
too much like Poly. 
It got worse when I learned 
details about who these kids were 
and I thought about the lockdown drill we had 
at the start of the year. 
            We did not take it seriously. 
            I had thought, “This won’t happen to me.” 
But when I thought of Stoneman Douglas again 
it was painfully clear to see 
that when you change the details up, 
THEY WERE OUR PEERS. 
THEY COULD HAVE BEEN US. 
  
And now I understand how scared 
the kids at Sandy Hook must have been. 
  
That’s why I’m here today. 
And I wish that I could say 
enough to convince The Man 
that my generation’s lives 
should not be thrown away like this… 
            I don’t know about you, but I’m scared shitless, 
            and now there are memes about teachers with guns 
            like this is a normal thing? 
  
This goddamn country. 
This goddamn country; that’s all I can say. 
But at least I’m alive today. 
I’m gonna love as hard as I can while I’m here 
because I don’t know what will happen tomorrow 
and I don’t know when the gunsmoke will clear. 
 
 
 

3 



 

Unpacking My Emotional Suitcase  
By Nymaurié Cowles  
 
Do you know how it feels when your heart races faster than any NASCAR driver or when your breath stops and 

the weight of the universe crushes your very existence? How do you survive after picturing your family 
disowning and verbally assaulting you? I cannot speak for your actions but I can tell you about mine. 

 
I remember talking to my cousin who is a year older than me over the phone. My cousin, Myron told me after I 

got done crying for about five minutes that, “ If someone doesn’t accept and love you for you, f**k them 
they don’t deserve your tears not your time. As long as you love and accept yourself that’s all that matters 
because self love is the best love.” After our conversation I was more open with my sexuality in certain 
places and situations. While I was around family members that didn’t know about my sexuality I still hid 
who I truly was out of fear for their reactions. I had to sit through the constant discussions on women 
when around some cousins and uncles, I was often asked “Do you have a girlfriend?” Or “When are you 
gonna get a girlfriend?” I had to keep my composure and my thoughts to myself when my family would 
berate those that like the same sex. Close to the end of freshman year I came out to my mother and it was 
one of the most hardest things ever even though her best friend who is my godfather is gay, but I’m her 
child she carried and nurtured me for nine months and raised me spending her money and time on me. 
How would she react? Will she kick me out for being gay? Will she treat me how others treat me by 
calling me a “f***ing faggot”? After coming out to her she took a while to process everything but she told 
me she will forever love me because I am her child.  

 
Anyone who knows the pain and discomfort of coming out knows that at that very moment and with those few 

but powerful words it can change your entire life, how you perceive the world, and how others perceive 
you. For me coming out as gay was something I thought I was ready for but no one can truly predict their 
thoughts, feelings and actions for any moment that has not come yet. Everyone can say how they WANT 
to feel and how they SHOULD feel but how they WILL feel can not be determined until said person 
confesses to themselves and is strong enough mentally and emotionally to stand their ground and let the 
world know who they love and doesn’t back down from what anyone has to say to them because no one’s 
opinions matters. 

 
As I was laying in my bed underneath my slightly opened window with a small but chilling breeze brushing 

against my skin. It’s December 31st, 2017 11:50 pm and I just finished typing the most emotional and 
heart wrenching paragraph I have ever written in my life. With a broken down face and my body 
shaking to the rhythm of an earthquake I hear a knock at my door which sounded like the cops ready to 
burst in and arrest me for my crimes against humanity but in reality it was my little sister coming to give 
me pizza, I quickly got myself together and allowed her to enter she gave me my pizza and rushed out to 
continue to watch her tv show. It’s now 11:59 pm and I’m on the brink of passing out my breath 
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has completely stopped and my heart is laying on the large comforter in front of me. It’s 12:00 am I push 
“Post” and I cry a river of tears and I feel empty until I get a notification that my aunt commented on my 
post. The only thoughts in my head are, “What did she say?”, “Is her comment gonna break me?”, or “Will 
I have to cuss my own aunt out because she chose that she can’t love or accept me?” A few seconds pass 
and the weight of worlds lifted as I read, “I love you and I’m so proud of you!! Whatever you face, good or 
bad...only accept what’s beneficial to you! We got you!!” It’s 12:02 am January 1st, 2018 I can finally 
breathe again and I finally came out to all of my friends and family.  

 
MY COMING OUT POST: 

Attention all family and friends it is officially 2018 a new year full of new beginnings and happiness and 
one way for me to be happy is to finally be honest with everyone and be myself and that is why I would 
like to tell all of my Facebook friends and family that I am a proud gay man and that's who I am and will 
always be. Please keep rude comments to yourself and I'm sorry if you don't not accept me for who I am 
but at the end of the day I accept me and I love myself and I have so many people that love me for who I 
am.❤ 

 
 
My Life in USA  
By Hannah Masaki 
 
It has been already 6months since I came to America for the exchange student from Japan for a year. I came here 
for the exchange program called AFS. I am having a really wonderful time with my host family and my friends at 
school. 
 
Before I came to America, a lot of things were going on with my family and I had a really hard time. I was the 
only student who study abroad from my school in Japan so I needed a big decision. I didn't know anybody in Poly 
so I couldn't imagine how the school life is gonna be like. 
 
During the summer vacation, I spent most of the time with my family or AFS students friends. My host mom is a 
really active person so she took me to a lot of places. Since I had no work to do at all, it was a great time playing 
and make a great relationship between host family and friends.  
 
On the first day of school, I went to guidance office and decided which class I am gonna take. I was really 
nervous at that time but then one student showed me all of the classrooms and she told me a lot about school life. 
She is really friendly and answered any questions I ask. I tried to talk and communicate with people as much as 
possible during the first week but after that, everyone came toward me and talked to me a lot. I was so glad that 
everyone was really talkative.  
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The thing that was hard for me first was to get used to the school systems. The school rules or style is really 
different from my school in Japan so it was hard for me to get used to it. One of them is to move classes every 
hour. I was staying in one classroom and teacher comes every hour in Japan so I felt really rush between the  
classes. Also first or second month, I was struggling finishing my homework everyday so much I think because of 
the language difference. There is more homework than I expected so I was tired every  day. But now, I think I get 
used to it for all of the things so I have enough time to finish homework and talk with my host family. 
 
One more thing this that I am trying hard is to not to waste my stay in America, I am using only English. I try not 
to talk with my friends or family in Japan so I have never used Japanese after I came here with them. Instead of 
that, I am watching a lot of English classical movies or listening to a lot of English music. It is very hard for me to 
hear people talking in movies or radios or even people singing songs but I am trying hard and learning many 
words or phrases from them. I think it is the best way to learn English from these. Also when I am talking with 
my host mom, I have many words that I can understand but she always explain me gently so that I can get her 
what she is saying. Not only her but also many people around me do the same things for me so I feel comfortable 
talking with all the people. 
 
The biggest thing that involves me a lot in here is Music. I have been playing the piano since I was in 
kindergarten and also my family in Japan is also loves classical music or instruments. I thought it normal to have 
music around me a lot but after I came here, not everyone is involved to the music. So since my host mom is 
learning banjo, I started learning it with her from August every week. Also I take piano lessons once a month 
with a wonderful teacher. I am taking band class at school and also member of the jazz club. When I write down 
like this, I am surprised how much the music involves my life. I am also very glad to have pla yed the piano in 
Winter Showcase. Every time I play the piano, my friends or audiences look really happy and praise me a lot so I 
am really glad to hear it. My host mom and me go to bluegrass jam once in two weeks and we meet many people 
bringing our own instruments. Music, make people closer. Music make people happy. These two things are the 
biggest thing that I thought after I came here for music and there is no border for music between countries.  
I have much more things that I want to talk about to everyone but I think I should stop around here. I really love 
talking about Japanese culture or about me, also sharing opinions with my friends so if you see me at school, 
please talk to me. I am willing to talk with everyone!!!! 
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Dreams & Reality  
By Takeyah McCrae 
 
In my life I have drawn many places, themes and worlds. But it's not the worlds I have drawn 
that connect to me the most. It is the characters I put into that world. I make stories with them, 
ranging from their daily lives, to fierce battles between them. No matter what, they seem to 
connect to me in a way. 
 
All the characters I have drawn have connections to me or others. Their looks, hobbies and 
personality seem to match up to someone in my life. Here is only but a few examples. I'll keep it  
brief. 
 
“The Dark": A self portrait. Has all the same problems I have. The only difference is that she  
uses magic. She can manage to get things done, despite a small magic pool to cast spells from. 
Samuel Axxe: A teenage boy packing some serious tech. Despite being smart, he seems to let his  
emotions get the better of him, leading to poor decisions. 
 
Rider: An alien fairing from a tropical world. Loves what he does, which is running, dancing and 
eating mangos. 
 
Everyday, I keep thinking about them constantly, especially if I am listening to music. Sadly they  
can't come into the real world. But then again, it could be a good thing. The bad characters have 
to stay in one place. Most of these seem to be negative situations or thoughts created into 
physical beings. Here are characters that fit into a problem. Or are a kind of bad person. 
Tyrants: Wolfgang, JenkuClon. 
 
Shells of who they once were/ Wearing a mask: All corrupted characters, Knightmare, DJ Red, 
GrimBeast, Whitescale Iggs, Any character that has been twisted into a monster, Hayekat, Devil 
Knight London. 
 
Can't overcome problems: Amelia, Konga. 
 
Overcome by madness: GrimBeast(again), Zenith, Kola(borderline). 
 
If I were to list everything wrong which I feel in my life, and the characters that can be applied to  
them, we'd be here all day. 
 
When I am asleep, sometimes I dream about them. It may be positive or negative, it depends on 
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what I have been thinking about. From a jungle adventure gone south, to fighting over a game, to  
someone I know talking to GrimBeast about his mental health. I can't understand the context of 
these dreams, but I know they have to do something with my life. 
 
I honestly think I have too many characters and some need to be scrapped. They stay on my  
roster, the cannon I made in my head until I lose interest in them. Maybe they have no part in my 
life anymore. 
 
Out of 252 characters… 
Only 60 have great intelligence, 
With 17 being exceptional… 
But only one truly expresses who I am. 
 
Untitled  
By Ifasoke Owens 
 
It isn’t just a platonic influence on religion and its heaven. Creation  myths, the A3 paper, and even a critique on a 
certain Puritan society all derive themselves from an inherent desire for perfection. American society today is 
another testament to one’s need for perfection to exist, for it serves society as the eternal and ever-distancing 
obstacle that gives us the purpose to push forward. One shall not undertake this journey of finding the existence 
of perfection along with whether mankind is capable of such a thing, whether mankind really desires such a 
thing, and hold sanity all the while. Let one risk his or her own reality to search for such an existence. 
 
1.5) 
2. From Saint Augustine to Hawthorne, independent of the religious similarities in their works, and makes 
evident the innate selfishness of man, philosophies have been spurred by the life experiences of the author. What 
is perhaps inescapable but certainly at times inexcusable is these life experiences becoming a pillar for all 
succeeding beliefs. Augustine’s confessions may have been inadvertent in influencing fu ture religions and the 
corresponding millions of followers, but such is the case of these works. Nietzsche’s Will of Power is often 
misused and misrepresented, but such is the case of influential productions of thought. Despite his abhorrence of 
Nazis and their actions, his works have often been used as a justification for their actions, and regrettably 
transform Nietzsche into a Nazi in the eyes of some historians. This specific incident isn’t as important compared 
to the indirect effect of a singular, specific experience of ONE MAN on the millions of people that follow said 
man’s following philosophy from said experience. This is a phenomenal danger to the purity of individual 
thought. Potential danger finds itself throughout this means of spreading ideas. Think on the success of 
prominent people. 
 
Avoiding hypocrisy, then, seems futile in this regard as there is only one way all have known to learn 
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from others, to selectively scrape for any information deemed useful, to even do the opposite and completely 
digest every piece of information given. As all have done on or the other, what can be said for the purity of truth? 
As all before have learned in this manner, should a pure truth have existed at all? Again perfection maddens 
those who seek both its origin and its future. Again faith is needed where it should not be necessary. 
 
All one must do to notice the magnitude of this mesmerizing flower in bloom is see the hold of all people that 
notice its intoxicating smell, its seductive beauty. 
 
Friends or F.O.E.S.  
By A’Naya Turner  
 
High school was everything like what you’ve seen on television. Realistically high  
schools do have:  
 
1. FAKE Friends 
2. Teacher That HATE You 
3. DRAMA ; A lot of DRAMA 
 
But all in all, there were a few good memories. 
 
High school began with Courtney. Courtney was always the girl you kept around, 
because she was a good influence. Somebody your mother would approve of you hanging out  
with everyday. She eventually became my best friend, my partner in crime, my life. She was the 
one person I could call on when I had to say, “Yo guess what Walter just told me, like why is he  
playing games like this?” She was the friend that threatened other people when they hurt me, if I  
start to date somebody she would always tell me, “If he breaks your heart, I’m going to 
BREAK HIS FACE.” Courtney was always somebody I can count on, she wasn’t like the high  
school girls portrayed on your television screen. She wasn’t E. Archer. 
E. Archer. Somebody I trusted with my life and my darkest secrets. E, and I used to be 
really close, but she stabbed me in the back. 
 
Back•stab•bing 
/‘bak,stabiNG/ 
Noun 
1. the action or practice of criticizing someone in a treacherous manner while 
feigning friendship. 
 
I never thought somebody I told everything to would be the one to betray me in the way 
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E did me… her “friend”. I know you guys are probably wondering exactly what she did to me, 
well this is what happened: 
 
*Cue FlashBack Shimmering* 
 
Thursday April 5,2018 @ 5:57pm 
I was sitting in the weight room watching the girls do the workout for the day thinking to 
myself, I cannot wait until the season is over. I HATE weight room! When I got a snap from my 
friend E. I click on the app and it’s a video of Walter and his sister Tay. E commented on it with,  
“Who is this?” I scrunched up my face and was confused as to why she was worried about the 
boy that I like, especially when she “hates” him. I responded back, “His sister, why?” It takes her 
3 minutes to reply back and when she does she says, “I’ll tell you.” Why can’t she just say it 
now, she’s doing too much. I thought to myself. After thinking that, a call popped up on my 
screen as, “Erin 🐛 would like to facetime” so I answered it and I REALLY wish I hadn’t. “So 
you remember that boy that I was messing with for like a few months now?” “Yea, why?” 
“Well him and I been beefing for a while so I decided to text Walter and see if we we’re cool or 
not. He said we were so I asked him if we could have sex. I don’t wanna seem hypocritical 
bec-.” And like that I hung up. How could she do this to me? Her “friend” 
 
She called back several times but I had nothing to say to her, I guess she figured I didn’t  
wanna talk because now she’s texting me: 
 
*iMessage Conversation* 
 
E: Wyd?! 
E: Don’t say nothing. 
Hanging up. 
Ion have shit to say to either of you. 
E: Why what’s wrong?  
Cause YOU KNOW how I feel about the boy. 
The boy knows how I feel about him, and yet 
YOU STILL DECIDE TO HAVE SEX WITH HIM 
Wheres the Loyalty? 
E: Can you call me later? Because we need to talk about it. 
Nah ion got nothing to say. 
E: When you was rey mess with somebody 
I asked about him you said y’all were friends. 
If you have a problem with what I did then I’ll stop.  
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We are friends and I'm not messing with anybody 
I just tell boys i don’t wanna mess with that .. 
yes I have a problem with it 
because you know how I feel about him 
yet you're still *** him 
like damn I wouldn't do no shit like that to you, 
that's like when the girl was talking to him while you 
were , you say you dont wanna be a hypocrite 
but its hypocritical as hell. 
E: When you told me y’all were friends 
I’m thinking any feelings you had was gone. 
I’ll stop if you have a problem. 
I didn’t know you still felt like that towards him 
Wow feelings don't just go away that fast .. 
yes i have a serious problem w this. 
E: Okay, then I’ll stop. 
K. 
E: So how long we not going be friends 
How long have you been having 
sex with Walter? 
E: I don’t know. 
Guess you better start looking through messages 
E: 16th of March 
So three weeks 
E: Okay 
*End Of Conversation* 
 
And like that I lost a friend, the deal was three weeks but E and I haven’t talked since. 
Sometimes I find myself missing her, but then I remember she’s grimy and we aren’t friends  
with those kinds of people. Walter wanted to know why E and I aren’t close anymore but I told 
him, “Ask her, ion got nothing to say to you.” He asked her and since he’s been distant. 
Walter Anderson. There’s a lot Walter has done to impact my senior year. From making 
me fall for him to him breaking me heart. I met Walter in September at lunch through Tay his 
sister. He would always joke around and call me his girlfriend until eventually it was true. He 
was mine and I was his even though we never officially dated. Before we even got a chance to 
make it official, I seen a message on his phone one day that made everything go south. He was 
talking to other females the same way he was doing me. When I confronted him about it he told 
me, “I’m sorry. I didn’t know how to tell you. I really like you, but I’ve been talking to her for 
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a while.” The world froze. My heart shattered. Well not really lol, but you know that feeling 
when your heart hurts so much it feels like it is breaking? Yea, Walter did that to me. 
 
Okay okay, I know this has been all drama and sadness. The good part about high school 
were the friends I actually made, the parties we attended, and the laughs we shared. 
Monét Thompson, I met her in summer bridge. We became friends over a pencil and 
some words. I needed a pencil and she couldn’t see the words on the board. Monét and I did 
absolutely EVERYTHING together. Summer bridge had brought me a friend that’s going to last  
a lifetime. She was the friend that I go to when I needed to laugh. Her mother brings us to school 
together everyday so I see her morning side. She’s aggressive and goofy but that’s what makes 
Monét her original self, I wouldn’t trade her for anyone else. 
 
Lastly we have Nicole. I’ve known her since elementary school. After she left 5th grade, I  
didn’t think I would ever see her again. It was orientation when I ran across Nicole, it was like 
meeting my childhood best friend all over again. Nicole and I never had a falling out until senior 
year of high school but, it wasn’t that serious. She didn’t approve of who I was talking to, and  
she felt like I was choosing him over her. Some people thought we would’ve fixed it right away  
but I had to remind them, problems don’t get solved in 30 minutes or overnight. We don’t have 
long sentimental conversations then hug it out in the end. High school WASN’T Full House! We 
didn’t have a Danny Tanner to guide us on the correct path, but we eventually did get over our 
“issue”. 
 
This specific group of people helped shaped high school for me, they made me realize 
that I have to watch who I trust because, people WILL BITE THE HAND THAT FEEDS 
THEM! They’ll ignore you until they need you. Friends are like boobs. 
 
1. Some are Small 
2. Some are Big 
3. Some are Real 
4. Some are Fake 
 
The ones that are real will always be there for you through thick and thin, the fake ones 
are only there when it’s beneficial to them. Nobody ever wants whats best for you, but yourself  
so you’re all you have to depend on in this place called “High School” 
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The Guide to Procrastinating    
By Aysia Williams  

Procrastinate: verb 
- Delay or postpone action; put off doing something  

Procrastination is the avoidance of doing a task that needs to be accomplished. Sometimes, procrastination takes 
place until the ‘last minute’ before a deadline. 

 
 Hello, my fellow reader! I am glad you have decided to finally read my Guide to Procrastination, assuming 
that you have had it for awhile, somewhere collecting weeks worth of dust as you walked by it on the daily. If that 
applies to you, its ok, I take no offense, seeing as I wrote this intro the period before it was due. And if you do this 
on the regular with any other assignments that you have, than I applaud you on at least understanding the concept 
of procrastinating - unlike those who do and complete task five minutes after they get it. 
 
Note: I will be trash talking those goody-two-shoe teens a tad bit in this book. So if you will be offended, I suggest 
you close this right away and never open it again. Thank you! 
 
 Now back to my little procrastinators-in-training (or PIT for short)...yes, I said ‘in training’, cause you have 
not yet mastered the art of laziness - hints the reason of why you are reading this book. But if you feel as though 
you have, then stop being stingy and give this to someone who really needs it! That kid that sits next to you in 
history class, that's always asking for the answers to the homework from last night, or even the meathead jock that 
harasses you for the classwork you completed two days ago. Those are the ones that need this book the most. Now 
are you ready for my step by step guide to not doing work and somehow managing to pass your class.  

 
STEP ONE: Fake It Till You Make It 

 As soon as you get your assignment and the deadline, you must look as though you care about the assignment. 
When the teacher is reading and going over the requirements and the criteria for the assignment, you need to give 
off the appearance that you are following along. Even though in the back of your mind your thinking about what 
terrible food your having for lunch or the horrible fashion choices Becky made, pairing that yellow shirt with 
orange bell bottom jeans. It is crucial you give off the persona of a person who is going to do their work, trust me 
it works. When you look as though you’re going to try your best on it but end up not turning anything in, the 
teacher will throw some sympathy your way. They may give an extension on the due date or let you slide and give 
you and pass on it. 
 
Note: This is assuming you have an easy going teacher that will cut slack every now and again. But if you got one 
of those hard ass strict teachers, than you can do one of two things. One, go buy some fake tears and cry  them a 
river, or two, drop out of there class completely. Trust from experience, dropping out may be your best option.  
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After you have stuffed everything in your backpack and getting ready to head home, make sure you put the papers 
away neatly. If you just ball it up and toss it in your backpack - although you was aiming for the trash can - and 
the teacher catch you, that will give the teacher the impression that you don't care and that you will more than 
likely not do the assignment. 
 
The whole point is to show that you are interested and wanting to complete the work they assigned you, so you 
need to fake that joy no matter how badly you want to say ‘eff it’. 
 

STEP TWO: Out of Sight, Out of Mind 
Now here is the easiest yet hardest part; throw your backpack in some small deco slant corner and forget it is even 
there. Don't you dare touch that bag until it's time for you to leave out the next morning. This is now your time to 
relax and chill out, go outside and meet your friends, or stay in the house kick back and watch a movie, but you 
must not go anywhere near that bag. 
 
I don’t care how bored you get or how much you want to get this assignment over with, you must stay strong and 
stay lazy. The key to mastering the Art of Procrastination is to master the ability to pretend that you don't care and 
pretend that work don't exist. 
 
Forgetting - or pretending to forget - that you have something important to do is what makes this step hard for 
most people to do, cause it goes against human nature. We enjoy feeling accomplished and successful which is 
why we like to finish things as soon as possible. This is why you need to hide your backpack away from yourself, 
cause that out of sight out of mind saying has been scientifically proven to be true. The less you see or are reminding 
of something, the easier it is to forget that it even exist. 
 

STEP THREE: Make an Effort...But Only a Little 
Now step three may seem as though it goes against the whole idea of procrastination, but it will help in the long 
run. Any time you have some free time on class or the teacher says you can work on the assignment in class, DO 
IT, but not all of it. Just do enough to - once again - seem like you care and that you are putting up an effort to get 
it done. At least have something written down, even if it is chicken scratch and sloppy. 
 
Note: Your best bet is sloppy, the sloppier the better. So when the teacher comes around and check to see if your 
doing something and they glance at your paper, they won't even be able to tell what you wrote. But be sure to have 
some clever explanation to what your doing or writing. 
 
As well as ask questions and participate, even if it is the pettiest comment or question of all. You have to pretend 
as though you are giving them your full attention, although your mind begins to wander off in the middle of their 
response and lecture. 
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STEP FOUR: Fake It Till You Make It….Again 
The deadline is here and that half assed work you did is about to be put to good use, and your acting skills is being 
put to the test. It’s now time to con and finesse your teacher because you zilch work to turn in. For this you must 
be a believable liar - and if not than….sorry you're screwed - because it is now time to bring the sob story out. 
When they ask where is your work, you need to have your story ready to roll and well as the partial work, so you 
can say ‘I tried to finish but…’. Make sure your lie makes sense though and that it is common but not too common 
thing, like saying ‘My dog at it’ won't cut it. You need something feasible, but not provable, like ‘My internet is 
down’ if you needed to do research or ‘I got home late and didn’t have time’. 
 
Note: My all-time favorite has to be between ‘The family emergency’ and ‘I be at work’. They work like a charm 
since most adults sympathize with things like that. 
 
Once you have your excuse to why its done, its now time to pull out the golden ticket - aka your half done work. 
As long as teachers can tell that you tried to make an effort, they practically let you get away with murder. Another 
helpful note for this, is that you should let them lead the conversation and make the suggestions, you just nod and 
agree, adding thank you’s and a lot of please’s in there. 
 
And once they give you that stamp of approval for an extension on the assignment, you can do your victory lap 
cause you have just successfully procrastinated and finessed your way thru an assignment. 
 
Now that you know the rundown on how to procrastinate, I hope you go out into the world and make me proud 
by being the best lazy procrastinator you can be. 
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Painting Flowers for the Dead 
By Juno Adekunle 
 
Bloody Nose 
Black Bones 
Broken Homes  
Bright Blossoms 
 
Wondering if the they found the corpse in your closet 
Wondering if this is all you can offer the world 
 
Your soul too small for this body 
Your skin sags sloppy 
Your blood stays sloshin’ 

….in all the wrong places 
 
Is this all you can offer the world? 
 
Bodies in the Closet 
Flowers on the Grave 
Pills down the throat  
to Calm the Brain 
 
Bodies in the Closet 
Flowers on the Grave 
The funeral is empty. Nobody came. 
 
Bright Blossoms  
Broken Homes 
Black Bones 
Bloody Bullets 
 
Wondering if they notice the roses on the casket 
Wondering if they notice the murder weapon in your jacket 
Wondering if This is all you can offer the world 
 
Bodies in the Closet 
Flowers on the Grave 
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Don’t you remember me? The one you couldn’t save? 
 
Bodies in the Closet 
Flowers on the Grave 
I painting flowers on the dead to hide their pain 
 
Is this all I can offer the world? 
 
 
Beautiful  
By Shaivai Finch 
  
I don’t want to be pretty or cute, but to be beautiful and exquisite to those who could see me true. I want my 
mind to be the main attraction at my show, rather than the curves I do not show. And I want to have a mind and 
a heart, a heart and a soul. I want you guys to find me whole, not half empty begging for my holes to be closed. I 
want to be full of life and have a bursting soul. And not only do I want to be thick in my thighs but also to be 
thick in depth with my thoughts. I want to be admired for the beauty inside rather than my outer exterior. I’m 
ready to first open my heart and not my legs, because at least then I know there’s a reason he pledged. And I’m 
sure what he pledged was true, I just need to know I can be Beautiful too. 
 

     
Love & Pain  
By Shaivai Finch 
 
In this house there was a shelf, and on this shelf was a locked box. A locked box filled with secrets, secrets of love 
and pain locked away. The box was old and dark, and the key was lost. The hopes and dreams of love were long 
gone, locked away forever. This box was given a new meaning, fear. Fear to love, fear of pain, and fear of being 
open ever again. If the key were to ever to be found, the love and pain would resurface and the house would 
break. The new bright colored house would break. The youthful desires would die inside and love would cease to 
exist, being crushed by the pain. Being open is a risk that not many are willing to take, not even in a house built 
for human mistakes. New life changes when introduced to the old customs of love. The phrase love is pain is a 
truth not many know of, but in that house pain was love and love was a mistake. Promises were meant to be 
broken and then locked away. Lock up those feelings and put them on a shelf and hide them inside something 
more beautiful than itself. 
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Anxiously Awaiting Death  
By Diamond Maye 
 
White clouds of safety filled the little room 
A room built for the safety of the lonely one 
There, the thoughts act as a sickening fume 
It is there where no such harm can be done 
Not being able to torture oneself 
The only torture left within these walls 
You despise what you can't do to yourself 
You are anxious for death to end it all 
Know-it-alls observe with pen and paper 
Trying to whip up a diagnosis 
Hoping the bad thoughts clear up like vapor 
Yet fail at giving the right prognosis 
Whispers of hopelessness cry from within 
Knowing all you want is for it to end 
 
 
A Forbidden Fruit  
By Diamond Maye 
 
Beautiful round perfection to a T 
Looks the shade of nilla and warm honey 
The ripest fruits could not compare to thee 
Feelings I get inside are quite fuzzy 
Feeling the softness of a baby's calf 
I caress the pillows made of cotton 
Lemon heads my tongue embrace while I chaff 
Sprinkled lollipops never forgotten 
You tasted of sweet fresh honey one hot day 
Tastes that caused the launch of a thousand ships 
Tasting the rich caramel taste of you bae 
Saving the best part of them last: the tips 
I am so lucky to of had your love 
My sweet forever, my beautiful dove 
 
 

18 



 

Disillusionment  
by Diamond Maye 
 
Brown as days are long 
Mystery floods the lands 
Enchanting them 
Craving your warmth 
As I gave into thee. 
Dawn awaits to witness 
Your love for such beauty yet you 
Are caught with another 
For closed judgment has lead 
Me to dark depths of betrayal. 
 
 
Blue Bloods of Baltimore  
By Christian Pearson 
 

And this is Rigamortis and it’s gorgeous when you die 
Fox News report it, truth distorted, spreadin’ rumors, tellin’ lies 
We out the orbit, Annie orphaned, or else we’re bein’ fetishized 

Kings and Queens by design, but all we see is our decline 
Climax where we began, but here you stand on Cloud 9 

But then of course cuz now you morphed into an angel in the sky 
Melania forging Michele’s signatures, her listeners replied 
And tell me that you bitin style, that never ending appetite 

But we gon’ be here for a while, so buckle up before the ride 
Or knuckle up, cuz we can fight 

You still rememba’ ‘dem Baltimore riots? 
Our people’s cries are suitable and usual, it’s genocide 

Our city’s finest still infested with supremacists disguised 
(He dead, amen) 

Here’s what they tellin’ me 
 Made post-mortem celebrities  

Forget killer cops’ felonies 
Ceremonies, had many 

Pigs deadlier than vasectomy 
Killin’ all of our kids before our kids had a chance to breathe 
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Dead ‘em all, that’s their specialty 
But can’t even leave their mother voicemail 

To say that they rest in peace 
So bigger chopper our recipe 
Wrestling? That’s irrelevant 

Ain’t enough at your residence 
To take on the BPD 

Thugs and hood rats all blue bloods see 
Better be on your P and Q 

Courts and judges, they got ‘em too 
Justice system is barbecue 
Nothing else you can do 

Adapted from “Rigamortis” by Kendrick Lamar 
 
What is Love? What Kind Is It?  
By Jaylyn Smith  
    
It is surely a passion 
No doubt about that. 
Love is not just erotic 
It’s way more than that,  
And that’s a fact. 
 
Seven types of love 
All from Heaven above 
Teaches you the difference  
Of lust, love, and being in love. 
 
Philautia  
It’s not always about loving everyone else. 
How are you supposed to love others? 
When you can’t even love yourself? 
 
Agape 
The most unconditional of them all 
Great example, we all were sinning, 
And for us, Jesus took the fall. 
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Storge, Philia, and Pragma 
All somewhat of the same. 
In the end, there will always be someone there for you,  
And you certainly can’t complain. 
 
Ludus 
A playful love 
Teaches you to ease up and have fun. 
To help you be happy,  
It helps you become closer with anyone. 
 
And lastly there’s Eros 
The most common and used. 
For lust and being in love, 
In love with your muse. 
 
In the end,  
Love is patient and love is kind. 
Love definitely makes the world go round. 
It makes world just fine.  
 
 
Untitled  
By Taylor Young  
 

She whispered over my grave, "Did you love me to death?"  
The grass beside her feet swayed after becoming affected by her breath.  

"It is I. Your lover, whom you gave your last sight." 
She whispered her name over mine and watched as she brought me back to life. 
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Photography  
By Evains Francois 
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Photography  
By Karen Griffin  
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Photography  
by Michelle Mokaya  
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Photography  
By Taylor Young 
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Untitled  
By Torence Barbour   
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