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Perfect

That's what they see and think.
They think she gets good grades because she never fails
Or that she never makesstakes.
Sheis perfect.

They donét see the struggl e
Or the perfect daughter or friend.
They donét see she's not doi
but because it's what everyone expects.

They see her as per Gresbtdrselflssmbe.t hat d
She candét skip class or h
With the freedom of still being young
Because shmustbe perfect.
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Picking Up My First'Hobby

Findi ng my first  hobby 'wasn @lovebfaimal
and playing it is what | wanted to do the mastiways used to watch my favorite tean
play ad idolized every aspect of the sport.

One hot summer morningfinally got the opportunity to play. | was fourth
gradeand was waitingtoggti c ked ‘up from my aunt os
hot outsideto the point where sweat started dripping down my s&srimy mother
pulled up.

AGet i Jmytmother said to me as she statiegutthe cann gear

AWhere are we going?06 | asked.

Shetold meitwasasurpriseo | di dndot t hi nk much

As we got closer to where we were headed | realized that | recognized theta
was the place whele s aw ki ds my 'age pl ayi ng f o
seeing as | didnét think she woul d si1

AWedbre here get out.o Said my mom.

| looked out the window in disbelief as | saw a football field that could probal

fit one thousand Mesr e n i t . AnWait , wihegxcitamem. we

My mother explained to me about how she was taking me to sign up for foot
A'C6 mo nlo MEly emot her helped my | ittl| e

§ with energy. We walked down a path seéfip doing jumping jacks until my mom ;
' saw one of ‘t'he 'coachedlysonliaybeen nagging metd SigEs

upt What does he need?0 My mot her aske@s

The coach told her that she needed to have my report card and some moneys
mother gave theoach everything he asked fmandmy first practice started.

AWhat's your  nmayoechaskedung man?o

Adgm Jer mereo | answered.

AWell Jer mer eQhesaidt on the field

| immediately listened, not wanting to get in trouble.

The sun shined brightiyn my eyes as | ran on the field. My heart was racing &
feeling of happiness & nervousness ran through my body. f i nal |l y ,d i
Al dm finally able to become a footbal

| ~was ‘excited but |  woul doessydrmantdbi n
everyone else who was practiciagdstarted:-getting to know them. They just got don
doing warmupsandit was time to start seeing what positions we were going to play

AWHY Y'ALL TALKING! 2?0 Said the coase

A chill ran down my: spine dsnever expected to be yelled at by the coach.| §
thought it was all fun and games.

AWE ARENOT GONNA WI N ANY ' GGEEVHENSTWB)]
LINESoO yell ed the coach.

T

WA

\ N \
\)
/.

A

C "\




We quickly got into:two even lines. The coach called people up one at artan
made one person catch the Ivelflile the other tied to stop him by touching himwith
two hands.

While in the catching lind thought about what the coach sdidl. ~ g u.e s s
about fun, it's about hard wadk | 't amdinstantiytstarted focusing on trying my.
hardest to put on a good example for myself.

NSy kyeosu r sawdmy coachMy coach instantly started calling me by my
last name the moment he found out what it was.

| stepped up on the line until my coach told me to go. | ran as fast as | could
the defender off me to catch the ball. | beat the defesmttiocused as hard as | could
to catch it. When | caught, itran all the way to the touchdown.

| was happy that | caught the ball and my coach sure wag tdch at 6 s
talking aboutSy kes! 6 Said my coach.

By the end of practice, | got assigned to thaning back pasition. | always
wanted to be a wide receiver when | was little, Btimy agepeople never passed the
ball and they wanted to use éneso | accepted.

! | was an actual football player. Every day after school | would go to practice
! enjoy my time playing the sport that | loved. | learned that it was hard waork but
?j/\ somehow, that honestly made me enjoy the sport much more.
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My Cousin

Always been there even on hardest days
Atf ami |y gatherings when we g+
Each other weobdre planning o ulsss

Seh'endssiafb7e exn< “wijetchi Jinkes_sif I\c e\ wie /
{

We always be spilling tea catching up

On each other and with the things we missed
Even when not together we still plan

On what we could do and where we would go

Butsinceimoved i wonodot see her
Or be able to finish things we planned

Can6t go to her quince how

No hugs saying how we missed each other

Will forever cherish my cousin dear Il 2y
The person whoos trust and REige
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El Cubano

Caribbean Paradise

Its vast natural beauty

The long sides and sharp rounded ridges

pristine beaches gently sloping strip of the land that lies along the edge of the o¢
Within what | remember

Something unforgettable

The long beaches that gave speeches

Trees danced the wind

The north is delightful, and | do admire it
But my heart stays in the same Habana
| want to feel the palpitations of my heart after too much swoeftee.

| want to take another walk on the Malecén and not worry about a thing ,/:

| want to feel the sea splash my eyelids

Pt ot o drfER L aitee Wi el h TeNU ISR e Wty /
hand )
That little boy was me long ago

w

| want to see my family again and tell them all about my five years in the US

Show them how much | 6ve matured and
Show my family how much 1 6ve | earned
How every day | seek for improvement for better followiregrs

They would be thrilled with joy

Tell them about all the places Iﬁve

| always think back to my childhood in Santiago

OnCalle 14 where | once lived, the men finishing their domino game
The woman sweeping the floor with a broom, and she wears

a flower in her hair, showing offiosing for pictures with the tourists.
My grandmother and friends waving at us as we got further in the car

When | want to still be there, but | know | am already far away
Tomorrow, | will be struggling to find the words to explain how | feel
My last dayin La Habana and | have left, even before saying goodbye.
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Yes, there are American poets

Silenced and oppressed

Their words suppressed, their voices repressed.

A world where false perceptions take the center stage
While reality is ignored andut in a cage.

Maybe if they felt the pain and strife

" Of hearing that your lights might go out in this life
Or the tragedy of seeing your brothel
For being in the wrong place without a doubt

¥ We must understand that lifebgtersweet,
A symphony of highs and lows that we meet,
Distinguishing the truth from the fake
Acknowledging the struggle that people undertake

| LetGs lift up the voices of the voiceless
“2%& Who have all been buried without a choice
It's through pain and strgte that we face
| So we can unite together and create a better place

Yes, American poets have much to say

So we must acknowledge their voice

Their words and experiences cannot be kept at bay
We cannot afford to silence their voice

Let their words speakdm pain and love

So we can learn and listen from their fights
Of injustice below and grace above

And work to make their struggles right

We cannot stay silent, we must take a stand

Against the forces that try to suppress and take command
The truth cannotdéhidden anymore

We must rise up and fight like never before

"~ Letés lift the voices of the poets wihavebeen pushed down
And give them a platform to make their voices have a sound
Their words have power to inspire and ignite
A movementthatcaor eat e a worl d thatds




was doing my momos

And | saw a gray one.
| told her she was getting old.
And she told me:




communication

Acommunication; the process where

the process when you listen, speak or do;both

communication seems like something simple,

something anyone can manage

but this isnbét al ways the case.

[ the words that
i stened to

i n some instances,
and the words you thought wereéba g |

wetalkalot,youandbut | ately it feels as
06you can always talk to med yo
whenid m t r oturbyl eetdo take up your o
with what you say.

maybeiwa s not | idsitdennditn gh,e aoor what you sai (
| BOYRLCYRe dRao ot #BEbt out i Us @10 vis0> Uy aatibon® ity mdtgl with witit i sayt S

either.

say,

u
f fysemmatchb u

Acommuni cation; the process where wol

7.4 the proces when you listen, speak or do both.

communication isné6t al ways simpl e,
it isndt something everyone can mana @
,oh, how I wish this wasnodot the case
but when | think of us | know the truth.

communication 1 snot simpl e.




Thisis How IBroke My Leg

| was with my mom and my grandmae were at my football ganendit was the 3rd
guarter. | was a wide receiver and had run an outside. Mfien | caught the ball
made a deep cut planting my foot into the groandgot tackledAs soon as | got
tackled, my leg went back and broke.

The bottom of my leg snapped, and my coach bent/fixed my leg by putting it
in place. It obviously made it hurt worse. They had covered it and called over the
so they could semy leg was broken. | didn't know what was happening until | tried |
stand up.

, My leg suddenly started to hurt much mdrbe pain was so much at one point
j ust c o ut.lltdvas @utragecasikept trying to stand up but my friend and my
coach ket holding me down.

| could see the shock and fear in everyone's eyes. My mom, grandma, my u
and my dad ran onto the field. | still didn't know my leg was broken, just wanted to
| know whyit was hurtingWhy were they holding me dowiWhy is my famiy on the

774\ field yelling and screamirJ just wanted to stand uputthen looked at my leg and sa\§

thatit was broken.
\ They were trying to get the ambularaedtrying to take me to the hospital for nf
b leg.When | got to the hospital, they rushed me into@o m a n d '
Then they put a cast on it and started to let it heal.

| sat down a lot, wakkdon it, and put pressure oréit sometimes. | got in the
water to work with it at the same time. Most of the time, | would let it rest. | took
medcine so it will heal and not hurt but it always hurt all the time. ,_

| wanted to play football still sbwould play catch with my cousins and play th
game sd am not bored.

When it started to heal more and mdhey said they were going to take thstca
off. | was happy because | would be able to play football aaithe next couple of
weeks | finally got it taken off so | was back playing footla@tieveryonewas happy
and we threw a party

| played my next game and wadrscored 4 touchdownbad a pick,andthen after
the game, | worked out washappy that my leg was healed and didn't want my leg t
broken ever again because it huttwas boring but | got through. it kept playing and
getting better and betteggetting my leg more muscular and more robust so my leg wa
never break ever again.
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Laying down, | tucked in like a cooked shrimp,
| hold tight, one of my favorite pets
As | doze off, my arms andgs go limp,
After resting, my energy resets

| pass out, and | enter a fun place
A place that is only controlled by me
| start building and creating my base
| finally finish making my world

As | am almost finished creating,
A dark shadow thing appearg my eyes.
| started to run but | stood in place
| woke up when it sprinted to grab me

Good thing it was only one of my dreams
| could go to sl eep,
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The Sun shined bright over the bridge

Whilst the water screamed sublime

Fingers go numb, cold air brushes your lips
'"Now you know itds ti me

The Sun shined brighter than ambition

That which you didndét have
Overcome with remorse and the penitent expo@assi
Leaving you in the state of contrition

It tingles your ear

The deafening water waves is the only sound

The cool air is all you hear

WM Everything would be okay,

Only thing left standing is your hairs
\| H20 is what you will soon meet
Lips go dry and crack

Eyes locked shut, but peek to see

Dondt be beat by the bridge
Once bound by concrete

Will feel the ame once you arrive

Your shadow approaches, empty of conceit

Time's arrow only marches forward
. The act has been bygone

Head goes vacant

You left under the sun, by dawn

Approaching the light
Head first, toes at last
! With no will, no reason to fight

o« Youdbd think 16d be
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