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Thirteenth bivthday, “( need a selfie stick, | need a crown, [ need new shoes, can we go
down town.” The polnt where “need” covers the word “want.” The thirteen years of needs. “U'm

finally a teen.”

Fourteewth b’wtl/wlag rolls around, "th% have this, tl/leg have that.” “t need this, | need that.”

Now because thcg have that we weed that!

Fifteenth blrtl/ldag, bug me a car. Buy me this, bt/% me that. | need this and | need that. The

neeols of a teen goes overboard thaw that.

Sixteenth bivthday, 1 don't have enough wmoney for that. Please mom pay for that. 1 don't

wank a job, | can't oo that! You need a car, You need a job anot You need to pay for that.

Seventeenth birthoday comes around, there's no wants only needs. They have a job to pay for

them things. Now they don't cover the word “want” with the word “need.”

Elghteenth birthday... mom, [ don't need that. [ can get that. 'm growing up. 'm paying for

that!

We wWon't even remenber our nineteenth b’wtmmg because we don't need our wants and our

WANES aren't our needs.

Growlng up as a teen, we Rnow our wants are not our needs.
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We ave sitting here blaming it on our new president when we barely get
off our butts to change the way our Living Lives Live. We blame it on soctety and
we blame it on bullies but don't You ever think that it might just be us. Our
world would be better if we get off our butts, stanod up for what Ls right and oo
owr parts as adults. This world went downhill. we blame everything on
something else or even someone else. nstead of realizing its us too. Our world is
so corrupt. You say you've hurt, and that you can't work and you can't do this,
You can't do that. So, they help 5ou,just S0 You can sit on Your butt and eat
your Life away. Thew we have the nenve to protest every day because woman's
rights arew't the way they should be as you say. So, if you have thme to do that,
you have enough energy to stand up and march your Life way then why aren't
You working, why aren't You doing something to take cave of Your family
instead of taking money from our government. We are so corvupted, we think
it's olay that our Life is so evolved around how we can fit in to soclety tnstend of

how we can support our family.



Sinagine
Can you magine a pain so deep tnside where your heart feels Like it's about to
cry? The pain that veaches Your toes to the sky. You can't breathe, you can't eat, you
can bavely survive. The pain that you feel when someone you Love has died. My mother
raiseo a girl who can stand on her own, but these havoships are making me feel alone.
AlL the doctors and all the family say you've dead, you're gone. But it feels like you
will plele up the phone if (called. while you've Living it up tn heaven, please don't

forget us dying ow earth! No wmatter how many years go by, no matter how many

oceans | cry. [ will never Let You say goodbye.
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Mirvor, mirror on the wall, can [ be skinny and pretty like them all?
Mirvor, Mirvor on the wall, should | change my hatlr? Maybe they will care after

all...
Mlrror, Mirror on the wall, wwigbe [ will not eat and stand up tall.
Mirror, Mirror on the wall, magbe ULl make my dress as small.
MLrvor, milrror don’t You see? You are rulning me.

Lean't even see myself without you discouraging me.



e CUltterly itence

She's sereaming! She's screaming out cries hoping that someone will hear
and feel her silent cries for help. So many volees golng through her head, telling
her she's better off dend. She's cutting herself to cover her pain. Trying to malke

Lt noticenble that she is not the same. She's been through so much in her Life to
make her go tnsane but only one person keeps her sane. Blood running down
her arms trying to stay quite so no one can see her fall. she's shaking so bad,
she Ls about to faint. She puts her hands together and she finally prays. she's
asking God to answer her prayers and help her flnd her way, bn this darke world
she calls her home. Hoplng he will answer her so calme. Hoping God will hug her
so tight, and tell her it will be alright! she finally says, “all t wanted was for
someone to Love me. Sorvy God but 'm going to end my suffering.” She grabs
the blade and glides it on her neck. She lays therve dead but free from all this

pain. [t's finally quiet. No tears, no pain, no screams, no suffering.

Just an utterly silence.
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