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An Uplifting Poem by a Not So Uplifting Person
By Megan Cochran
I will look in the mirror
And smile
I will smile when I don’t want to
Because if my frown is out of sight
My problems won’t be on anyone’s mind
Not that they were anyway
But this is an uplifting poem
The irony is that I lift up everyone
But I can’t seem to muster
That very same bubbly personality
When I’m looking in the mirror
And telling my cheeks to contort this simple expression
This expression of joy
That is a speck in the midst
Of everyone else’s joy
The problem is that nobody notices a light speck in a dark place
But a dark cloud stands out like a sore thumb in a clear sky
Don’t be the cloud that everyone hates to see
I will carry on through this desert
And the sand of everyone else’s problems
I will pick up as many as I can
Without falling through the cracks or them slipping
Through my fingers
I will bear the weight to create better lives
And I will continue to smile
Because sometimes
When the future is as uncertain as a blank piece of paper
Or an unread book
A smile is all that will keep you going
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The World We Live In
By Janecia Lucas Garrison

In the world we live in
hatred dissolves compassion and the reason to live.
In the world we live in
children are getting bullied for how they live
or how they're raised.
Their skin color—black, white, Mexican
Nothing's ever good enough.
In the world we live in
There are kids getting taken away from their families
and being sold to a grown man who will cause pain and doesn't care.
In the world we live in
you can't always expect happiness and achievement.
In the world we live in
the sharper the knife, the bigger the wound.
In the world we live in
Mexicans are being accused of dealing drugs
and getting kicked out of the USA even though it's not just Mexicans.
In the world we live in
we have to build a wall just to be safe—but are we really?
In the world we live in
the rich are getting richer, the poor are getting poorer.
In the world we live in
the rich are saying they don't have enough shoes,
or the right car to get to where they're going.
But the poor are walking where they need to get to in beat up shoes
but they keep on smiling.
In the world we live in there are kids getting shot at the age of five.
Families are crying because their loved ones have died.
The world we live in wants you to believe it's perfect.
But we know better.
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The Silent Spark
By Olivia Knight

My silent heart
Beats with a
Never present spark
Wanting to feel
The nonexistent thrill
Once more
Beating for the people
Who make the tears trickle
But when the people fade
And the fears
Hide away
Is when the dreams
Locked away
Hunt me
Till day
Breaking the chain
That keeps my dreams out of play
Filling me with a
Passion I had never shown
Keeping the
Bad dreams
Away till dawn
Breaks through day
Never wanting
The dreams
To end I look out
At day and make
My dreams
Get out
And play
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You’re Not Alone
By Emma K. Waldon

Let's give it up for the ones who are scared,
The ones who think no one could care.
Let's give it up for those with an ache in their chest,
Who scream into a pillow until there is nothing left.
Give it up for the ones who are still wishing on a star,
In the meantime, they choose to eat lunch in their car.
Let's give it up for the ones who were crippled by an ex,
Or the ones who have no idea what will happen next.
Give it up for the people who haven't yet found their group,
The ones who don't know if their heart will recoup.
Let's give it up for the ones who hate to be alone,
So they dread the idea of having to go home.
Give it up for the ones who aren't given a choice,
The ones who can't seem to find or use their voice.
Give it up for the ones who put on a mask,
To hide what's going on, and pray they won't ask.
But most of all, Let's. Give. It. Up.
For the fighters,
The survivors,
The won't run and hiders,
The ones who will fly higher.
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Hardwork or Hardship? by Emma Goris

8

Emmy’s Speech
By Hannah Snyder
I wish I could pretend I didn't hear myself. I wish I could pretend that I didn't
believe it. I wish that I didn't have the negative thoughts swirling inside. Instead, I put on
a smile, real or not, and pretend I don't hear it. But I hear it, and I believe it.
I walk down the hallway, honestly feeling pretty good. My negativity is nearly
nonexistent at school. I only struggle when I'm alone. I head to first period. On the board
in huge letters are the words "SPEECH CONTEST." Oh no. This can't be required. It
just can't. I get through the day by focusing on things other than me. But in a speech,
everyone would be focused on me.
Class starts. I panic more. I frantically complete the entry task and hope for the
best.
“I’m sure you all saw the board,” Ms. Cruz says with a smile. “Some of you are
probably over the moon about this. Others may be relieved to know that this is not
required.”
I tune out for the rest. The relief pours over me until I vaguely hear Ms. Cruz.
“Emmy, I really hope you’ll think about entering.” She’s talking to me!
“Huh?” What is she talking about?
“The speech contest? You’re such a talented author. Writing the speech would
be no big deal. And you’d have two weeks to work on your delivery.” That’s hilarious.
I’m so focused on not laughing that I don’t respond.
“Emmy.” She sounds more urgent now. “I really think you should consider it.
You’re very talented. And it can’t hurt to try, right?”
She’s starting to convince me. Suddenly an image pops into my head. Me, with a
medal around my neck, on a stage, smiling. I look different. Confident. Pretty.
Almost as if to counter it, another image enters my mind. Me, on stage, trying to
get through a sentence. Frozen. That snapped me out of it. No. No matter how happy
Ms. Cruz’s praise makes me feel, I’m not risking it.
“DUDE!!!” I’m startled on my way home by Kate. She is the opposite of me. She’s
loud, outgoing, and doesn’t care what anyone thinks. I honestly don’t know how we’re
best friends. “What was Ms. Cruz asking you about?”
“Ohhhhhhh,” I start, not sure how to explain. “She wants me to do the speech
contest.” Let’s clear this up before I continue. Kate’s a bad liar. She’s the nicest person I
know, and so when she doesn’t like something, she lies. And she lies very badly. I
expect her to awkwardly lie about what a great idea it is, and how great I’d be. But when
she actually looks excited, I’m concerned.
“Oh. My. Gosh. You totally should!!! I mean, your writing is absolutely amazing.
And we could totally work on your presentation! You could win!” she squeals.
“Whoa, Kate. No one said anything about me actually entering. I’ve already
decided. I’m not entering.”
Okay, this isn’t entirely true. I’m feeling slightly more inclined to do it now that I’ve
heard two people who genuinely believe I could do this.
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“Come on! You have to do it. Please? I’ll help you as much as you need. I’ll come
over every night. Please please please please please-”
“Fine!” I’m left to deal with my decision as Kate squeals off to do research on
speech tips.
The next morning it occurs to me that I don’t even know what I’m speaking about.
But I know I can’t back out because Kate doesn’t let things go. I find the Ackerly Middle
School website. Front and center is the speech contest. I honestly don’t know why this
is such a big deal. Maybe this was a bad idea. At this point, though, I’m locked in so I
click on the link. “Welcome to the Ackerly Middle School Speech Competition!” the page
screams at me. I click on the info button and up pops the topic. I read it and immediately
regret this whole idea.
Self Confidence. The fates must really hate me. First, for some insane reason, I
agree to enter a speech contest when I can’t speak in front of my teeny tiny Advanced
English class. Then, the topic is self confidence. Self. Stinking. Confidence. Something I
have none of.
Maybe there’s a way for me to get out of it. I could fake sick on the day of the
competition? But I can’t do that to Kate. She’s the nicest person I know, and I’m not
going to lie to my only true friend. I guess I’m doing this. I was already going to fail, but
now I’m really doomed. I can’t find the energy to fight myself. So I don’t. I’m right, after
all. I’m not a good public speaker, and now here I am in a speech about something I
know nothing about. I’m doomed.
I dreaded going to bed. When I could do something else I was fine, but
eventually I had to get in bed and here I am, in my bed fighting not to let the darkness of
my room creep into my brain, too.
I’m not even a good writer. People tell me I am, but I know better. But Kate can’t
lie. I’ve got to be at least decent. Kate’s nice enough that if she puts her mind to it, she
could lie to me to prevent hurting my feelings. But Kate wouldn’t lie to me. That goes
against all her principles.
Here’s the thing about negativity: the more it surrounds you, the harder it
becomes to fight it. And when it’s you saying it, it’s a million times harder. I get to the
point where I can’t. I close my eyes, press against the tears, and wait until the negativity
lulls me to sleep.
When I get to first period the next morning, I tell Ms. Cruz that I would do the
speech contest. I’m so insanely shocked when she tells me that she was thinking about
me the night before.
“I don’t know why, but I felt like you needed this quote. Not long ago, when I was
just a little older than you, I didn’t think I could do anything right. I found this quote in the
library one day when I was avoiding going to lunch and not having anyone to sit with.”
Then she slides a handwritten quote across my desk and walks away. In her
loopy cursive, she wrote, “Do not look for approval except for the consciousness of
doing your best – Andrew Carnegie.”
I’m not going to chronicle two weeks of speech prep for you. I’m not going to tell
you what that quote did for me. I think you can figure it out. I’m just going to fast forward
to the end of my speech.
“Ladies and gentlemen, self-confidence isn’t an attribute. It’s a skill. It isn’t
medals. It isn’t certificates, varsity teams, lots of friends, or straight A’s. It’s a personal
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feeling of fulfillment. A certainty that you are doing the best you can, and that’s enough.
I’m not saying I’m there. I’m not sure anyone is. But I think with the support of friends,
family, and even teachers, we can be.” I smile at Ms. Cruz when I say that.
Guess what? I didn’t win. And I think that’s okay.
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The Tragic Courtship of Primus Cloughton
By Evelyn Simpson
Echoes through the great hall whispered of the incoming tintinnabulation.
Drowned out by the laughter from the garden, it was only the eldest who minded the
chiming. Extricating himself from his desk and daydream, his shoes softly clicked
against the floorboards throughout his walk to the phone. He held the receiver beside
his ear, transmitter poised by his mouth in preparation to speak. “Ahoy,” came the
conventional greeting. “Primus Cloughton speaking.”
The caller at the other end paused for a second, taken aback, not expecting
someone other than a butler to answer the phone first. He cleared his throat before
speaking, continuing with the message he intended to relay in a hurried, anxiously
panicked voice. “‘B-Bayswater Road, s-sir. It, it’s very urgent! It is of the utmost
importance! Y-your presence is requested—no no, your presence is necessary, sir.”
“Spit it out you drate-poke! What is so urgent? What happened?”
“The L-Lady Lovie Brockhurst’s carriage, sir. The Lady Brockhurst was present,
as well as your father, Lord Cloughton, sir. Please, s-sir, arrive forthwith. Godspeed to
you, sir.”
The line went dead before Primus could respond again. Mouth agape and pale
skin stretched taunt, he set the receiver back upon the hook, immediately hearing the
clicks of his sister’s ivory flat-footed slippers enter the room, followed closely by the
padding of another young pair. “Who rang?” the youngest chirped, full of excitement and
glee.
“Now, now, Dixie, hush,” the older girl softly reprimanded, raising her croquet
mallet to her shoulder. Unable to quell her own curiosity, she too turned toward Primus,
adorned in an inquisitive gaze of her own.
“I’m not quite sure, to be frank. The bobbies called, spouting some nonsense
about needing to hurry toward Bayswater Road. He said it had to do with Father, Lovie,
and her family, of course.” The last bit was not only an afterthought, but an
understatement. There would be no reason for the help to not be there. Surely her
butler would have been present, would he not?
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Polished leather loafers tapped against the wooden floorboards as Primus
moved past his sisters into the hall, dressing himself in his tailcoat and retrieving his
bowler from its perched position on the edge of his desk. He turned back towards the
girls, forging a false smile across his features. “I’m sure it’s nothing,” he lied. A small fib
wouldn’t hurt them, he figured, buttoning up the long black coat. A small glance over the
shoulder was all that was necessary to see Deux’s brow creased heavily in worry, pale
face stretched over high cheekbones, unease twisting her lip as she looked at him.
Worry had aged Deux more than the rest of them, eyes already a washed out shade of
caramel. Primus supposed that’s just how it went, however, as they all (maybe with the
exception of the youngest few) had to persevere against hardship thus far in their lives.
“You lot should head back outside; we don’t wish the younger ones to worry, now, do
we?”
Deux sighed a tired, motherly sigh before picking up Dixie and resting her against
her hip. “You’re...right,” she breathed quietly; and with that Primus swept out of the
room and out of the manor, ignoring the calls of his younger siblings outside while
stepping into the barouche carriage.
Bayswater Road was completely appalling, people milling and spilling about,
splintered broken pieces of carriage wheels strewn across both grass and road alike
when he finally arrived. With an unmannerly lunge Primus flew forth from the carriage
before the coachman had the chance to hold the door for him and raced across to the
wreck as fast as leather loafers would allow. Shoving his way past the concerned
onlookers and overworked officers he found himself in front of the portly bobby who had
only sent the call for him an hour ago. Out of breath and with an abundance of
trepidation he managed to wheeze out a simple, curt “What happened?”.
“S-Sir!” The bobby’s back was instantly rigid as he looked up toward the eldest
Cloughton child. “I-I’m afraid there was a wreck, sir, and the, the, well the Lady Lovie
Brockhurst was in the carriage a-at the time, sir, and—”
“Is she alright?”
The policeman hesitated, fingers fiddling with the hemming of his coat and eyes
averted from Primus’s sharp russet eyes. In a small voice, words laced with more
timidity than those prior, he replied “None survived, sir.”
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Feeling like the world around him was collapsing, the heart-stricken man numbly
took in the words pouring forth from the officer as he turned his gaze toward the
remaining debris that once formed a carriage. A white glove reached out toward the
carriage before he processed what he had heard; the bodies were already taken out.
His beloved was no longer still lying in the detritus. Accepting the guidance, he allowed
himself to be led toward the body bags being loaded into the hearse, wondering which
was that of his darling.
“Terribly sorry about Miss Brockhurst, sir. Suppose ya won’t be marryin’ ‘er after
aw, eh,” sympathized the young chap loading them in. “I'm 'eaven and 'ell sorry abaht
yer father, too. I guess you're Crust of Bread of the family na, in'cha?”
“Fraid so.”
“Aw well, by na 'eaven should be done sendin' ya troubles; you've 'ad more than
yer fair share ever since yer mother.” And with that painfully cheerful remark and a wide
toothy smile, the lad drove off in the hearse leaving the stone cold Cloughton on his own
in the street.
The funeral had taken place within the fortnight. Mirrors covered and black crepe
tied, the period of mourning began following the example set by Victoria and her own
toward the late Albert. Black was all that could be seen throughout the old creaky
manor. For each a different time period of mourning was expected, yet Primus felt he
may never truly stop mourning. The words bestowed by those in attendance did nothing
to relieve any of the pain, as the now head of household had lost his dearest friend
Lovie, and his beloved. Three had been in the carriage at the time; Lovie Brockhurst, his
father, Père Cloughton, and the Brockhurst’s head butler, the young Ackley North.
Left alone by family members Primus felt like giving up. It was different from how
he felt by the passing of his mother years ago; no this was a different sort of giving up the kind felt only after losing a lover. He knew it was for the best things turned out like
they had, with him now being expected to find another fiancée, whom would be publicly
known, and he knew his dreams would never come to fruition, not with how things were
in England.
Yet he still dreamed. He dreamed of the life he could have led; the same dream
he always had, where he grew old with the one he loved. Once or twice longing to
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achieve this dream in any way possible has led to sharp leather shoes perched on the
edge of the manor roof, but he was here still, sitting in the dim office.
Determined to stay, he may have been, Primus no longer had a friend like Lovie
to cover for him and a dream to yearn for. He could only fondly look back at the one he
had held so dear for so long, and use it as inspiration, if only to make he who rested
above proud.

15

Slick the Banana Slug
By Jackson Ahrendt
Slick the Banana Slug lived in the garden. It was the only garden he had ever
known and was the only garden he believed existed. It was his world and he was the
hero, the ever-victorious, iron-willed commander of his domain, and the protagonist of
this odyssey.
Slick was enjoying himself in the shade when the first of his only two brain cells lit
up; he was hungry and required sustenance. It was at this point when his second brain
cell kicked into action; looking around for a succulent leaf or a delectable piece of fallen
fruit, but nay, no food could be found in his immediate vicinity. However, across the
garden, the impenetrable Hedge, crows alley, the Giant’s house, the impenetrable
desert, the Fish pond, and up a tree, there it sat, the reward of a lifetime. A beautiful,
perfect, luscious, and pulpy leaf. It was like no other in the garden, unconquered,
fearless, and shimmering in the morning dew. Slick’s brain was now firing on all two
cylinders, he had to reach the leaf, lest he starve.
Slick started down the fencepost, avoiding the rusty nails in his path. The sun
was beating down on his protective slime coating when he made it to the shade of a
nearby maple. The maple’s leaves protected him from the harsh rays of Earth’s Golden
Star, allowing him to wriggle across the first leg of his journey unharmed.
Slick had made it across the shadow of the maple’s leaves and was faced with a
new challenge, the impenetrable Hedge in the center of the garden. Previous slugs who
had entered the Hedge had never returned. Slick decided that he must choose a way
around the Hedge, lest he succumb to madness in the twists and turns of the Hedge
labyrinth. Slick decided to go around the Hedge, this placed the leaf out of his view, but
also took him out of the beating midday sun. Here, around the side of the Hedge, the
sky darkened, a welcome respite from the bitter heat of Helios’ chariot. Yet not seconds
later, the caw from the maw of the creatures of the dark fell upon Slick’s fine-tuned ears.
There was no mistaking it, the Ravens were here, and they were here to feed, to satiate
their own hunger. Slick knew what would happen if he were caught, many of his
brethren had been consumed by the ever-ravenous Ravens. He had to hide, but where?
To his left, there were only open fields, broken by the occasional dandelion, and to his
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right was the master of entanglement, the Hedge of mystery. He knew his options and
as the Ravens flew ever closer they were bound to see him. Slick darted into the
Hedge, all prior knowledge of the Hedge’s reputation be thrice-damned! Slick now found
himself in the Hedge, turned around and disoriented, yet he could see light! He knew
the Ravens were near and dared not so soon peek beyond the protective foliage, but a
small Beetle was a tad more curious. Slick watched in horror, as the Beetle thrashed his
way to peek out from behind the cover of the Hedge. As fate would have it, the Beetle
was snatched by the gaping jaws of the beast. At that moment Slick knew true terror,
but he could not scream, for he had no vocal cords to scream with. Slick stayed quiet,
watching, waiting; the Hedge was a death-trap. Yet the fate that lied with the Beasts of
the Sky was worse than his fear of the Hedge. At that moment the terror was struck
from his brain and all he thought about was action, he must do something or face
certain death. Slick had to overcome his panic and accomplish what none of his
ancestors had done before him successfully and charge steadfast into the heart of the
Hedge.
In the Hedge, the core of all slug misery, there is no food, there is no water, there
is only slug torture, as the leaves feel like needles pressing against his flesh, and there
is no sound, save the eerie rustling from a passing breeze, the silence alone is enough
to make a slug go mad. Still, Slick trudges on feeling the guiding slime of generations
past tugging him forward, pulling him, to an exit. At last, exit ho! Slick will survive
another day, as the Ravens have left in search of other mystical lands Slick will never
learn of. He leaves the Hedge, shaken and scared, but the pride he feels from his
ancestors will keep him going.
Slick is now a few yards from the leaf and assumes that nothing can stop him,
but from inside the Giant’s homestead, a toddler with a mason jar steps out, with a
scowl and a spoon that says she means business. Slick attempts to squish himself flat
into the grass, but it is too late, the toddler has locked onto him. This moment feels like
forever as the toddler rushes over to him, scoops him up, and puts him in the jar. Slick
wonders what will happen next when all of a sudden the toddler runs in the opposite
direction, away from the leaf. Slick is heartbroken and wishes to be anywhere other than
here, but alas, the toddler sets him on the porch steps, while she sits there and watches
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his every move. Slick decides to make a run for it and wiggles to the top of the jar but is
flicked back down to the bottom of the glass prison with a wayward strike of palm. Slick
tried again and again to escape, but the toddler kept pushing him down, and like
Sisyphus, Slick could not make it to the top without tumbling to the bottom of the jar.
Slick felt his strength fading, the leaf seemed ever farther away when all of sudden the
toddler left, bored by Slick’s lack of will to move. Slick rushes towards the top of the jar
and makes it out! He is cautious about his victory as the toddler could be back at any
second. Slick knows he must escape fast and makes it, once again, to cool grass
below.
The Sun has now set, and darkness has taken over Slick’s once bright domain.
Slick knows he must be careful. In the blackness of the night, Slick loses sight of the
leaf, but he takes a crawl of faith in the direction he believes to be the tree. Slick cannot
see where he is going, but he doesn’t stop to see where he’s been, all he knows is that
he must crawl. So crawl he does, across the barren wasteland to the left of the Hedge,
totally inhospitable during the day, but at night is easy to pass. He trudges through the
sand and silt, in search of the sweet leaf, but suddenly can’t see it anywhere. Slick looks
back but cannot see the porch, he looks forward but cannot see the leaf. Slick is lost in
the middle of the barren wasteland. He thinks of stopping and waiting until daylight to
orient himself, but the barren wasteland lacking shade will cook you alive during the day
if you have the misfortune of being caught in its blistering heat. Slick keeps crawling, it
feels like forever, an infinite trek, but he finally makes it all the way across. At last, in the
wee hours of the morning Slick made it back to the grassland. When the first few rays of
sunlight peek into view Slick stops, for before him is a Pond, a large death pit for any
slug brave enough to try crossing it. The Pond is filled with large yellow and orange fish
that will slurp up any slug within its aquatic range. Slick must be careful, skirting around
the Pond so as not to fall in. He is now voraciously hungry as it’s been almost a full day
since he has last eaten. Slick passes the Pond with little to no problem, almost enjoying
the calm serenity of the arch around it. He was ever closer to the leaf, and the sun was
ever closer to coming up above the horizon when Slick realized he had finally made it to
the base of the Tree, unfortunately, his journey was not over yet, as the Tree stands tall,
a strong and mighty oak that has grown for hundreds of slug generations. Slick reaches
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the base and climbs up, reaching higher heights by the minute, but he is still so far away
from the leaf. Then, out of nowhere, a squirrel blocks his path, Slick thinks he will be
devoured, but the squirrel quickly moves out of the way, and slick passes by. Slick
climbs upward inch by inch, foot by foot, and at last, he finally reaches the branch that
holds the leaf. Slick must be careful, as a wayward wiggle could send him flying off the
tree, so he slows down to accommodate the frightful situation. He reaches the branch,
slowly crawls down, and yes! He’s reached the leaf! Slick shall not starve today! Slick
fought through all the challenges that life had thrown at him, He had persevered and
triumphed over all obstacles in his way, and as the sun rises and shoots color across
the garden and illuminates the morning dew, Slick starts to chomp on the most perfect
leaf he’s ever seen.
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I Am A DREAMER
By Celeste Baez
I perched myself upon the windowsill with my diary in hand. The dense
undergrowth surrounding my home acted as a safe place—where I could relax and write
down all of the inner thoughts that were ready to spill out of my head—away from prying
eyes. I came here often, even when the day was dull, I would visit the corner and
capture my day in the pages of my diary. My mother and father said that I had always
come here as a younger child, although the undergrowth had been nothing but a few
small shrubs at the time, its beauty had always captivated me. The plants had grown
along with me, growing bigger since I had failed to tend them...which displeased my
mother very much. Nevertheless I would come here to ponder and escape reality, even
if it were for just a few moments.
“Sofia!” my mother called my name, causing me to break away from my wandering
mind. ”I told you not to write in the mornings. You can’t miss the bus, no one else can
take you to school!” I winced at my mother’s tone. I knew this would be another one of
those days where we would fight about everything, and just about anything.
“Ya voy mamá.” I’m coming mom. I hastily shoved my diary into my backpack,
and hopped down the staircase towards the front door.
“Sofia! ¿Vas a comer? Necesitas comer,” Are you going to eat? You need to eat.
I abruptly came to a halt and turned my head towards my mother.
“Ai! Mamá no tengo tiempo para comer!” Mom I don’t have time to eat! I glanced
at her reprehending gaze before turning, sprinting out of the house towards the bus stop
until I was out of sight. I felt bad for leaving like that, but I promised myself I would make
it up to her straight after school, I had big news for her and papa.
Growing up, I have always had to ride the bus because my father was always
working and my mother had never learned to drive. I didn’t mind because I knew they
have always tried their best to be there for me, but it made everything much harder for
us as a family. I also had siblings who my parents had to worry about, but since I am the
eldest child, I have always tried to stay out of trouble so I wouldn’t unnecessarily stress
my parents out. The thing is, I had always known my family wasn’t like the others, but
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as I grew older I realized there was more to it than I had thought. Suddenly I was a part
of the adult chats. Suddenly I was aware of our status and the restrictions that were
stuck to us for what seemed to be our lifetimes. I remember when I was ten and my
parents told me we were illegal immigrants. But to me it meant nothing; they were words
that were as foreign to me as my family and I were to this country. I was born in Mexico,
but I was brought over to America when I was only a year old. Since then, I’ve lived
here as an American unaware of the difficulties I’d face as I grew up. At least, until I
finally came to my senses…and realized what happened to people like me.
The bus slowed to a stop and I walked into school pushing past the throng of
kids who stood in the hallways. Sometimes I felt like their eyes were on me and I was
the topic of their daily chats, like they all knew I was different but they couldn’t exactly
pinpoint what it was. You can’t exactly differentiate undocumented and legal citizens
because it isn’t written in bright-red letters. I applied for DACA, also known as Deferred
Action for Childhood Arrivals, when I was 15 years old, exactly three years ago. DACA
is legislation that helps people gain citizenship; people like me who were brought into
this country when we were young and unable to make our own decisions. My mother
and father were relieved when my application had been accepted. Their worries about
me finding a job to support myself lessened significantly, but they still carry many
worries about my future. I smiled to myself as I thought about the news I had for my
parents. Graduation was weeks away and until now, universities had not accepted me,
which made my parents terrified. My mother had started doubting DACA, but I knew I
still had time. I prayed every day for weeks, asking God to guide me to the next point in
my life. I worked hard in school, always aiming to be the best I could be just for this
moment; my hard work has paid off. The bell rang and I made my way straight towards
the buses parked at the front of the school. I took a seat and searched my backpack for
my diary. I could feel my chest begin to tighten as I realized my diary must have fallen
out of my backpack in the morning.
“Ai diosito ¿Qué estás haciendo?“ Oh God. What are you doing? I whispered to
myself. Once the bus came to a stop I sprinted down the road towards my house. The
tears threatened to spill out but I refused to let any slip out, I needed to tell my parents
about my acceptance to the university, then I could worry about my diary. I ran up to my
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doorstep with a bright smile stretched across my face and rapidly pressed the doorbell. I
waited five minutes at the doorstep, but soon I began to worry...my mother never took
this long. I waited a few more minutes before it set in that she wouldn’t be opening the
door for me. I checked the door handle and it swung open. My eyebrows furrowed, my
mother would never leave the door unlocked, it just wasn’t in her nature. “Mamá! Papá!”
It felt like a wave had suddenly rushed into my lungs making it hard to breathe. A ringing
sounded in my eardrums and a painful headache pounded against my forehead.
“Please answer me!” The salty tears I had been holding back surged out of me causing
me to blink excessively. I ran to my room and scanned the vicinity for my diary. It laid
neatly on my bed, I ran forward and clutched the diary in my hand flipping it to the last
page: ‘Dear diary, the day just started but I feel that it will end well. It looks as beautiful
as ever outside and I’m sure this is a sign that—’ scrawled at the end of her diary was
handwriting that could only be her mother’s. ‘Don’t worry we’re safe, nos deportaron mi
hija, pero pronto todo estará mejor,’ They deported us my daughter, but everything will
be better soon. “Of course she would say that,” I quietly laughed to myself looking out at
the untamable leaves I once saw as a source of comfort, but it was nothing compared to
the warmth of my family. My tears fell attempting to drown out my sorrows, but I knew
nothing would be okay. They would never be the same, but that wouldn’t change the
fact that I’d fight. I’d fight to see my family again, and I’d fight for my dreams. The border
could only keep us apart for so long.

