








Jessica Bennett

»»ar Brendan Huskin
Dunedin Public Library 37 d
Age 14, Nineth Grade O a

Seminole Community Library

War, Age 15, Tenth Grade
Gunshots ring out,

The sounds reverberate,
While outside,
Soldiers fall.

A boy,

Holding his broken limb in pain,

His young features twisted and broken,

One can’t help but feel just as bad as he does.

His wound,

You can smell the sharp scent of blood,
Taste his salty tears,

While the nurse cleans off the open skin.

Anna Huszar

Lion Cub

St. Petersburg Public Library
Age 12, Sixth Grade Jude Singleton

The Concert

iR St. Petersburg Public Library
: Age 12, Seventh Grade

As I'sit in my lawn chair on my front porch,

I wait for the coming concert.

And as the sun begins to rise,

The concert springs to life!

The screeches of blue jays begin the chorus

as the ravens play violin.

I applauded the performance of the neighbors’ howling dog,

As the end of the great concert nears, the Great Horned Owl
in my avocado tree hoots its last regards.

gl Then, as soon as it had started, the great animal concert is over.

And the animals, quite knackered by their arduous task,

™Y return to their sleepy little hollows

AR . to rest and prepare for tomorrows concert.



Maria Avlonitis

My Laife as a Iree

Seminole Community Library
Age 10, Fifth Grade

My life as a tree started in the ground
The soil was dark, and damp

I could not see beyond it

I strain for light

I stretch my roots, and I push up

I find the light

I am happy

I grow

I wait, and I grow
Day after day
I wait for a long time
I have grown a trunk
I am bigger, and leaves have sprouted
out of my branches
But I must wait long if I want to grow taller

A bird has flown onto my branch

He is pecking my trunk

“Why are you pecking me?” I asked

“What wrong have I done to you?”

The bird does not answer, and he keeps pecking
“What have I done,” I asked, “to deserve this?”

I have grown taller

A family of squirrels has come
They have made a nest

I am happy for them

They have a safe home to live in

It is a stormy night

Lightning flashes across the dark sky
Thunder is booming in the dark

The wind 1s howling

But I will stand strong

The squirrels are shivering against me

The little one is wailing

Bend down, bend down
The reeds are telling me
You will fall, you will fall
My roots are sturdy

I must not fall

I have gone past the storm

But I am old

It is my time to fall?

Many creatures have made homes here

Little children rest against my on hot summer days
But it 1s my time to fall

New trees are rising

I have fallen

Two men with large axes have come to chop me up
“What have I done,” I asked, “to put you against me?
I have provided shade for your children

I have given you sticks to put in your fireplace

I have given clean air

Why must you chop me?”

They do not hear

Their axes came down in heavy blows

Again

And Again

And Again

I have been built into a crib

There is a new child

He 1s young

The two men with axes have carved pictures of
the tree on me.

A tree in the springtime, when its flowers bloom.

A tree in the fall, when its leaves fell,

A tree in the winder, snow hanging on its branches,

And a tree in the summer, two kids resting against
its trunk

Then I realized

That tree 1s me



Jessica Bennett

JUUZOU. SU.ZUya Alan Huskin

Jenneter

Age 14, Nineth Grade

Largo Public Library
Age |5, Tenth Grade

Dalton Baird

My Hero

Clearwater Public Library
Age ||, Sixth Grade

My brother, PVT Dylan Baird, a U.S. Army Combat Medic, is my hero.
He is my hero because he chose to enlist in the U.S. Army to protect us, he
became a medic to help injured soldiers, and he fights for our country.

First up is that my brother chose the Army to protect us. His childhood

was mainly about football and school. He was scouted to play football at
college. He was also an honor roll student. However, he had other plans to
become a U.S. Army soldier. He gave up his sports dream to protect the United States of America.

The next reason why he is my hero is because he became a medic to help injured soldiers. A medic
is someone who heals or takes care of sick or injured soldiers. It could range from a splinter in the
finger to a gun wound. Medics are very busy helping wounded soldiers in a hostile environment.
The environments are sometimes very dangerous for all of the soldiers, including medics.

Last but not least, my brother is my hero because he fights for our country. Not only is he a medic,
but he fights, too. Every day he protects us from terrorists and people who want to harm Americans.
He keeps both you and me safe while he stands in dangerous situations.

Now you can see why my brother, PVT Dylan Baird, is my hero. He chose the Army to protect us.
He became a medic to heal sick and injured soldiers. He fights for our country!
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Jessica Bennett

The Breakthrough

Dunedin Public Library
Age 14, Nineth Grade

(Dated 2135) Before this amazing discovery,
archeologist Jessica Bennet was unkown to the scientific
community. She had no major accomplishments. It was
right after she had gotten her degree that she went to
the ancient site of Usa in order to apply her skills in the
field that this discovery was made.

While in Usa, a great civilization thought to have
been killed off by an epidemic, Bennett decided to go
down to the lower East section, wehre many Usian
buildings are still intact. She was exploring some
previously found sites when she stumbled upon a new
building, the one described here.

Based on the following evidence, I believe I
have stumbled upon a sacrificial chamber, in which
imperfect people were killed and given to the gods.
This sacrificing appears to have been done by the
mighty leaders of these buildings known as “MDs.”

In the first room of the chamber, we’ve found
a Usian body on a metal sacrificing platform for
presenting it to the gods. A faded band with a few
Usian words is around the left wrist of the sacrifice,
we believe as identification of the person and the god
it’s being sacrificed to. There’s also a large piece of
Usian machinery next to the platform that, like some
other Usian artifacts, has a piece of glass that was used
to display pictures and a “speaker” as we believe they
called it, which makes noise. This could be attached
to some areas of the body to help with the sacrificing
ritual. Many similar rooms have been found, but this
room was in the best condition.

The second room shines more light on how people
were sacrificed. In this room, another platform can be
found along with a table of sacrificing tools next to it.
On this table, there are many small knives and pointed
objects that were used to cut people open and remove
organs, possibly to make them appear more “perfect”
for the gods. These tools were very precise and only
the very highly trained could use them in order not to
damage the rest of the body.

The third room is the one of the strangest. In it are
a few pieces of some type of black pepper that show
white pictures when held up to the light. These pictures
show “imperfect” sections of people, such as broken
bones, perhaps to prove to the god that these people
were “wrong.” There’s also a strange broken machine

that seems to have once emitted radiation. This can’t
put out deadly amounts, but it’s possible that people
were placed under these devices until their eventual
demise.

One more room was found, probably the room
from which the sacrificing chamber was run. There’s
an elevated piece in the center of the room, which was
used to give messages to the gods. Above the piece is a
framed paper denoting the person inhabiting the room
as an “MD,” the feared leader of this chamber. There
are also a few damaged messages written in the Usian
language on the elevated piece, reports about those
who have been or are going to be sacrificed. This room
1s above all of the other rooms and, as far as we can
tell, can only be accessed with a machine the size of
a tiny room that arises and falls to bring you closer or
further from the gods.

In conclusion, the Usians were a barbaric race
who accepted only perfection and sacrificed those who
didn’t meet their standards to the gods in sacrificial
chambers like the one described above.

Note: Archeologists have since re-examined the
evidence and have deemed Jessica Bennettt’s
conclusions totally erroneous. The site was actually
a hospital located in the USA.

Arni Kumar

Nature’s Wonders
The Honey Comb

Seminole Community Library
Age |1, Sixth Grade
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Hailey Potts

Imagination

Palm Harbor Library
Age 16, Eleventh Grade

Stella Robinson

Son§ of a
t

Drifting Flower

Seminole Community Library
Age 13, Eighth Grade

Oh tell me if the wind were blowing you in a
certain direction would you be too stubborn
to follow it,

Or simply hear what it has to say but, not
enough to acknowledge it.

Would you float in the wind like a rag doll?

Or be to stresses to let your graces fall.

Would you admit to being scared?

While floating aimlessly in the air.

Or would you be too proud.

To cry out loud.

Would you give your life away?

To a gust of wind on a summer day.

Would you float away to take a chance,

Or would you look away without a second
glance.

Inside ourselves we all have a fight,

But, would we give this up to drift into
the night?

é eI~
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Ruth Willis

Me and Him

Dunedin Public Library

Age 14, Nineth Grade

When I grew old, I met a man who never showed His face.
I kinda knew He did not come from this particular race.
He was cold.

And rather old.

I made a guess I needed rest, then I slid into His cold embrace.

When I awoke I saw His face.
The one not from this particular race.

To my delight, all around was white.
I walked and talked with Him.

This is how I know, no more sin.

For now it is just me and Him.



Ketrin Gavani

Her Name 1s Heather

Clearwater Public Library
Age |5, Tenth Grade

“And that is who I believe are people that make the
world a better place...” Heather was reading aloud the final
sentence of her 1,500 word essay, before saving it for the
tenth time this hour. She was surrounded by several other
journalism students, some with notable writing skills, yet she
knew this would be the winning paper of the contest. She
was confident in her ability to win even before she started
writing; all she had to do now was find the confidence to
print the document. “Here goes nothing,” she said aloud
again.

“I revised everything you told me too, and added an
additional paragraph to explain the idea of what makes a
better world,” Heather said as she swiftly laid the paper on
top of Ms. Reber’s small desk, “I know this is good enough
to win”. “I am sure it 1s, darling,” Ms. Reber charmingly
said with a smile. Heather walked away from the desk with
a sense of pride, thinking to herself how Ms. Reber man-
ages to be so kind every day, even when her students seem
to drive her crazy, especially the ones in Heather’s class.

It was a mixed group of 6th, 7th, and 8th graders, which
is acceptable for an elective at Heather’s middle school,
with Heather being one of the top 8th graders in the class.
Journalism was her favorite class, for a number of reasons.
In her mind, she narrowed it down to three: She loved Ms.
Reber, she got to sit and chat with her three closet friends,
and most importantly, she was able to write at her leisure.

Back at her small circle table, she noticed her friends
Tyler and Morgan quietly talking and exchanging glances
over at Ms. Reber’s desk, while Claire was sitting on the op-
posite side rapidly typing the final paragraph of her con-
test paper. “What are you guys so quietly talking about?”
Heather asked loud enough to get Claire’s attention away
from the computer. “We were trying to think of flatter-
ing names for a baby girl that Ms. Reber could consider,”
said Tyler with a pause, “You know, she is asking all of her
journalism students to come up with at least five names”.
“Oh, right,” Heather said cautiously, before remarking,
“I’ve been so focused on my paper that I didn’t get to that
yet, but I feel so sure about winning the contest”. “It’s just
a small contest, what’s the big deal?” asked Morgan. “It is

NOT just some small contest; it’s the journalism writing
contest! It’s judged by students at the journalism program
in our future high school, and if you win you get a spot in
the program as a freshman, plus some cool prizes,” Heath-
er explained to Morgan. “Also, it’s for a grade.” “Which

is why I am turning mine in right now,” Claire said as she
got up to head towards the classroom printer.

“Okay guys, I need your attention on me and not at
the person next to you. I'm talking to you Michael,” Ms.
Reber announced, which Heather could understand since
Michael was always annoying her when she sat by him
in class. “Today was the last day to submit your essay for
the contest. The students at the high school will come in
and announce the winner tomorrow in class. I hope you
all have a good chance”. Immediately Heather thought to
herself, “I have the best chance at winning”; She was not
so much as full of herself, but was rather very confident
in her writing. She considered it her talent and her pas-
sion. “Moving on... As you all know, I asked everyone to
come up with at least five names for my baby girl, which is
due at any moment! I know you are all as excited as I am,
which is why I am announcing my pick tomorrow after the
contest winner,” Ms. Reber said before she looked around
to see the students eyes full of surprise and exceeding joy.
“For a classroom full of crazy kids, it is nice how they care
so much,” whispered Claire to Heather.

The next day on her way to journalism class, Heather
was overwhelmed with anticipation and excitement.

She could already hear her name being called up to the
high school student who would hand her a bag of prizes
and welcome her as the first freshman of the journalism
program; nothing would make Heather happier. As soon
as her entire body hit the classroom door did she realize
she was only daydreaming a mere moment of what would
soon become a reality. “Heather, darling, are you alright?”
asked Ms. Reber. “Yes, I am more than alright,” Heather
replied with an overly dramatic smile that made Ms.
Reber look uneasy. Right after she laid her stuff on top of
the familiar small circle table, noticing Morgan, Tyler, and
Claire already seated, she made no hesitation to rush over
to Ms. Reber’s small desk. Eagerly, she asked, “So, when
1s the contest winner going to be announced?” “As soon as
the high school students get here,” Ms. Reber replied, with



the same familiar smile that Heather received every time
she asked a question.

Walking back over to the small circle table, she finally
sat down, only to not pay attention to her friends but
instead lay her eyes on the wall-clock. Fifteen minutes of
staring at the clock before she heard the doors open and
in come the moment she had been waiting for. Two high
school students stood in front of the entire class, with Ms.
Reber alongside, with an envelope in one of the student’s
hand titled “contest winner”. “My name is totally in there,”
Heather said with ease to her three friends. While talking to
them now, Heather allowed herself to miss the short speech
given by one of the students, (who she later learned was the
journalism program’s president) when her attention was
caught by the name, “Claire”. Now looking around her, see-
ing the entire classroom of students look straight at Claire,
who was arising to go greet the high school students, Heath-
er figured what had just happened. Claire was now smiling
for a photo with the high school students, as Heather sensed
her heart break down into an overpowering anger that felt
like defeat. As her two other friends approached her for
comfort, she didn’t speak, but rather let the loss speak for
her.

Moments after, she heard the students exit the room,
giving one last “congrats” to Claire, who was now the star
of the class, to Heather at least. Now sitting right beside
her, Claire was able to get away from all the attention
around her to focus on Heather and say, “I'm sorry Heath-
er, I know you really wanted this, but there are always other
chances. Don’t feel bad”. Looking her in the eyes, Heather
said, “It is really okay. I know there will be other chances.
Just don’t let me see that certificate till I get one of my own
next year”. They laughed together, allowing things to return
to normal. Deep down Heather still felt pain, but let it
hide for the sake of her true friend Claire. Heather tried to
forget about it by returning her attention to Ms. Reber, who
witnessed the whole scene from the front of the room and
sensed Heather was heartbroken. After all, they shared a
strong bond since Heather was her top student and favorite
writer. Looking around the room, Ms. Reber said, “Are you
all ready to know what name I've chosen for the baby girl?”
Following an exceedingly loud yes from the majority of
students, she looked down at the paper she pulled from her
envelope with gazing eyes and a soft smile, taking one last
breath, before she looks up to one particular student, and
says, “Heather”.
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Samuel Avlonitis

Rabbit in Action

Seminole Community Library
Age 12, Sixth Grade

Alan Huskin

Roses are Red But

Sometimes Blue

Seminole Community Library
Age 15, Tenth Grade
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Alexander Stewart

To the Mountains

Drip...drip...drip. Gasoline rapidly drips on my face; I
come to my senses to find myself in the mound of twisted
metal that was previously my taxi. Leaning forward, I
glance out of the mangled passenger door window and into
the mirror to see more fire and wreckage behind the taxi.
Columns of fire and piles of brick from the surrounding
buildings taint the beauty of the dark orange sky. Looking
to my left, I see my driver, who is dead. I steal a look in
the mirror one more time to see an ominous looking tank,
followed by around twenty militants, looming closer to the
cars behind me and the one I'm in. The situation is not good,
in a few minutes the tank will cut a path straight through
the molten rubble it created. I need to get out. I reach into
my back pack and pull out my Sig P226, the gun issued to
all CIA agents in my region. The sight of my gun jogs my
memory. [ was sent to negotiate with a radical Militia group
in the conjoining region: the Koratvian Revolutionary Army
or simply KRA. I assume I was heading to the warehouse for
the confrontation, which would have to wait until I attempt
to escape death. I take the grip of my pistol and start to bang
on the glass that separates me from freedom. I hear the tank
approaching faster, crushing a car only yards away. I probably
have ten seconds.

Ten.

I bang my pistol against the glass.

Nine.

I'm starting to wonder if this is possible.

Eight.

A spider web crack appears on the glass.

Seven.

I throw my pistol back into my bag and bang at the glass
with both hands.

Six.

My fists start to bleed as I pound at the glass.

Five.

The glass gives in with seconds to spare. I roll out onto
the street and run towards an alley way as gunshots ring out
and pieces of brick and concrete fly up around me. I duck
into a nearby café and am greeted by the staring faces of
around thirty civilians. “Where is everyone else?” I say. A
cowering café customer who spoke English responds, “This
is it, Koratvia is small. Anyone who’s not here is either gone

Clearwater Public Library
Age |5, Tenth Grade

or dead.” We break eye contact as footsteps are heard outside
the café. Three members of the attacking militia approach
the door of the café, in response I run to the door and duck
under a table, hoping the dark would hide me. After two of
the militants walk through the door I act. With my left hand
I grab the handguard of the third militants AK-47 and pull it
down, while driving my right elbow into the side of his head.
I spin around my right shoulder and land an arcing kick on
the second ones temple. The third one turns around as I spin
and land a kick right in the center of his chest, knocking him
back into a stack of chairs. From the moment they walked
into the café I had a closing window of opportunity. The
militia would expect those three to return eventually, and

I couldn’t leave the civilians to save myself. Before I was
stationed in Koratvia I had to write a case file for the CIA on
the city. There were mountains to the north, and fortunately,
an American outpost hidden in those mountains. My choice
seemed clear. Bringing that many Koratvian civilians to an
American outpost would surely cause complications, but I
can’t watch these people die. “If you want to live, follow me.
But, you’ll have to stay quiet. If anyone is threatening the
survival of the rest of the group I will not hesitate to leave
you. Does everyone understand?” I got nods from the crowd,
showing me they are willing to cooperate. I pull a rifle off

of an unconscious body and notice a KRA insignia patch

on the militant’s shoulder. At lease I know who I'm fighting
against. I sling the AK-47 over my back, pulling my P226 out
of my bag again and flipping the switch on its rail-mounted
flash light. A café worker shows me out the rear door of the
café and, looking down the alley way, I see the KRA militants
heading in the opposite direction. “This may people had to
have gotten here somehow” I thought, scanning the area for
a truck or van. I decide to keep on moving, there’s nothing
here than can help us. At the end of the block of brick
buildings, I spot two covered trucks and a van. The trucks
had mounted guns; the van was probably for the militants. I
turn my flash light off as I spot two guards around the trucks.
Scenarios play out in my mind. “Everyone hold up, when I
call for you, run as fast as you can toward the van and pile

in the back.” A man in the crowd walks toward me. “My
name is Abram, my son works at the American outpost, I can
drive there. The KRA will come after us. You sit in the back



with the gun.” I'look back at him and nod; he responds
by nodding back. The guards were the only problem.
We would need to move quickly, I would have to use

my pistol and that would unfortunately alert the other
KRA. I'step out from behind the wall and shoot the first
guard twice in the back. The other guard, startled, turns
and fires back at me. Dirt flies up around me as I duck
and try to get a good sight picture on the guard. In the
short break between his shots I fire two shots at him, not
looking to see if they hit. I signal for the group to come

out of hiding and quickly we’re sprinting towards the van.

Abram opens the front door as I run around and open
the back doors. People start flooding in the front cabin
and the spacious back of the van. “Sit against the walls!
I’ll need the space to shoot.” Abram starts the van and
jams his foot on the gas; the van jolts forward, shaking
everyone in back. I nearly lose my grip on the rifle as the
van careens onto a dirt road. In the distance I can hear
panicked shouts coming from the KRA, but no one is
trying to stop us. “Maybe Abram was wrong, they don’t
seem too aggressive.” I think to myself. Coincidentally, a
white truck with a mounted gun speeds toward us. The
driver rams the front of his truck into the back of the
van, causing me to drop the rifle I was clinging to. Panic
once again rises up in me as I realize there is slim chance
of survival. I tear open my backpack and begin fishing
for my pistol, while quickly glancing at the gunner on
the truck. The gunner has the van perfectly lined up in
his RPD’s iron sights. His finger closes on the trigger -
*click!*

The gunner, puzzled, racks the charging handle on
his RPD and removes the magazine. The gun jammed,
opening yet another small window of opportunity for me.

The gunner re-inserts the drum magazine into his
machine gun.

I close my fingers around my pistol in my bag. He
pulls the charging handle, chambering a round. I
maneuver my hand with my pistol out of my bag. He
lines me up in
his sights.

I swing my arm around and fire three shots blindly
in the trucks direction. The gunner never got to fire his
machine gun. With the gunner down, the truck driver
only had one option. He backs off a few yards then
speeds up, attempting to ram the back of our van. This
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shot came easy. I line up and shoot the driver only once; he
slumps forward onto the wheel and the truck hurtles into a
shallow ditch. Cries of joy and hope arise from the people
in the van. The scenery changes from burning buildings

to green forests, all covered by a starry night’s sky. Abram
steadies the course of the van; finally we were out of the
warzone. I rest my head against the metal wall separating the
back of the van from the cabin and close my eyes. “Sir?” I
open my eyes to meet the gaze of a café worker. “You saved
all of us.” she says, her voice trembling. “You are a true
hero.” With that I rest my head back against the metal wall.
The only thing left was to leave Koratvia, the hard part of
the journey was behind us. The KRA would never find the
American outpost; these people would finally be safe.

Brendan Huskin

Paradise

Seminole Community Library
Age |5, Tenth Grade




Maria Avlonitis

Ruth Willis . .
Gtirl Griffin’s Treasure

Dunedin Public Library Age 10, Fifth Grade
Age |4, Nineth Grade

When it is night,

And the moon is the only light,

You will see a girl talking to the moon.

You can often hear of the earth’s certain doom.
She seems to know most everything.

There is not one night that you will not hear her sing.

She 1s often walking the lake dressed in white,

but when the sun makes a great light,
you can look for her my dear, but she is never in quite near.

Madison Narcisi
Every
Note Has
a Story

Stella Robinson

e Fishing with a Hope

Seminole Community Library
Age 13, Eighth Grade

I’'ve walked along many a year,

Waiting for a fish to get caught on my hook of despair.

For this fish to grow into a beautiful flower,

That starts a connection with me no one could overpower.

I stare indifferently into the void of the dark blue water,

My story would not be one of a martyr.

But one of someone who found another someone whose
connection with them would be inseparable,

Without that someone how could life be indurable?

But I understand the reality,

Of this mentality.

We all wish for love but some wishes never come true,

And with that I bid adieu as I walk away without you.

I can leave alone,

And I will start a life I call my own.
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