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into the minds and artists of our 
future. By supporting, encouraging 
and guiding young talent you can 
make tomorrow more beautiful... 
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Peace and Freedom  
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A n n i k a  A n u s z k i e w i c z   

Of  Two Worlds  
Dunedin Public Library 
Age 14, Ninth Grade 
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A n n i k a  A n u s z k i e w i c z   

Conceit of  the Ocean  
Dunedin Public Library 
Age 14, Ninth Grade 

a rippling sky below, folds laden with lace
 a display of breathtaking emotion, a gentle embrace

 our minds could be the ocean, closed doors replaced
 with its elusive soul, the embodiment of grace.

 far beneath the surface, the world is still and sleeps
 every whisper of water wishes to wander and weep

 and though the path is clear, we hold back from a leap— 
flinching at the frigid cold, though it’s only knee-deep.

 through the intricate tapestry winds a delicate thread,
 a night sky below, stars darkened with dread
 we flee back to shore, thinking we’re in over our heads
 because isn’t it better to be ignorant than dead?

 too hopeful to walk away, too afraid to drown
 we could cast away any last vestiges of doubt,

 spiraling into the realm of silence, down and down 
is it more dangerous to invoke a flood, or a drought? 

so open our eyes to this fragile truth
 unwind the lies and discover the proof

 of an unbound spirit, untamed and uncouth,
 bounding yet resounding, feigning lost youth

 soulful and soft, lilting
 hesitant to confess 

rising and falling, wilting
 revealing a fathomless

 dark 

…with the undulating ebb and flow
 for the abyss of what we cannot see

 is only bordered by what we are afraid
 to know. 
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T a r a  C o u n i h a n

Indestructible
East Lake Community Library 
Age 16, Eleventh Grade 
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K a t h e r i n e  C o r m i e r

Hope
Palm Harbor Library 
Age 12, Sixth Grade 

The smell of comforting oak books and the feel of the pressed wood with raised ink on each page 
shakes Dawn back to life. The quantum universe world she had lived in for the past hour had been a 
cozy nap compared to the real and brutal world she lives in. Scanning the mismatched barcode on the 
marble counter and slugging past the oak door. Walking from the library of memories and joyful pasts, 
she holds her throat as she steps on the cracked sidewalk and walks home. As soon as her alarm 
goes off, she jumps out of her cardboard bed, puts on clothes, and eats a granola bar. She runs to the 
library and scans her card that lives around her strangled neck. She practically leaps to the rec room. 
That is the only hidden place from her stepdad. That wild animal knows no bounds. He had secretly 
abused her for her whole life, but with her mom at the hospital working all the time, she could never 
get away. She finds a book and a quiet corner filled with pillows and blankets she brought from home 
and starts reading. A tall and slender princess with perfect teeth and long golden hair. Why couldn’t 
she be that beautiful and have a perfect life? Dawn feels cozy in her corner, like she will not feel the 
presence of reality sneaking behind her with a knife. She does not feel time pass by, soon it is past six 
and past her curfew. 

Oh no, oh no… She was going to get a beating after this. Should she call her mom, see if she can go 
over there? Yes, she could do that. She digs in her purse for a phone card and pulls out her telecom 
twenty units. This should get her through the day. Her dad died when she was young, from a heart 
attack and her mom married  Jack, her stepdad. Jack hates the idea of her having a phone because she 
can call for help when he is hitting her. So, she uses the outdated telephone at the library that requires 
phone cards. She runs to the other side of the room where Mrs. Jane is standing next to Mrs. Bedelia. 
They know about Jack and about the abuse, they are Dawn’s only friends. 

“Hey guys, I missed curfew, so I need to run to mom up to the hospital and call her before Jack finds 
me and… you know.” 

“Take all the time you need sweetie.” 

Mrs. Jane adds in, 

“When are you going to call on the police and report him?” 

“Soon.” Dawn shouts back ending the progressive phone call. Dawn grabs her bag and bolts down 
the sidewalk. To be continued... 
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A h m a d

The Dark Knight
St. Petersburg Library System 
Age 14, Ninth Grade 
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A d e l y n  F r e n c h

I Am
Palm Harbor Library 
Age 15, Tenth Grade 

I am a defendant before a jury of twelve angry men.  
My crime is a truthful testimony.  
I am a bride in handcuffs, rushed down the aisle.  
Denounced for putting a name to what I have seen  
I sit unflinching as their objections claw at the witness stand, 
I rise as my own judge and jury.  

I am a victim of a crime,  
My chalk outline stands staring back at me.  
The men in blue call it a product of human nature.  
I stand with blood dripping wet behind my ears.  

I am an astronaut drifting from the shuttle  
N.O.R.M.S written in seductive pink on the side 
There is no gravity to pull me back from oblivion 
Who am I, if not lipstick reflected in polished chrome? 

I am a soldier, donning a crown of glass ceilings 
I am saving grace, wielding my flaming sword 
I draft battle plans on white flags, 
A protest to the idea of surrender.  

I am bold.  
I am unyielding.  
I am all the voices that were silenced.  
I am a woman.  

L u c i e  L .  S p e l i g e n e  

Inequality is
Overrated 
Tarpon Springs Public Library 
Age 12, Seventh Grade 

Inequality rules them all,  

Now they can stand up, straight and tall.  

Dividing our people, anywhere they go,  

But now they are together, now they know.  

Violence, killing, destruction in the air,  

After that peace and sitting in our chairs.  

Living in fear, anything could happen,  

Now we are free, but some people aren’t clappin’. 

Children are separated, no black and white friends, 

Now we are together, the peace never ends. 
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C l a r a  G i l l i n  

Yellow Search
Palm Harbor Library 
Age 14, Ninth Grade 

T a r a  C o u n i h a n  

My 
Protector,
Sarah 
East Lake Community Library 
Age 16, Eleventh Grade 
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C l a r a  G i l l i n

A Ring Until Death Do We Part  
Palm Harbor Library 
Age 14, Ninth Grade 

It was Thursday. We had promised to meet after they let 
us out. You’d been gone so long, I’d forgotten your face. 
Minutes passed, my scrunched expression had grown with 
every loud ring from the antique clock clicking upstairs. 
Crinkles forming above my brow, I then had scrolled through 
contacts until my finger had at last reached your name. 

The phone rang. Then rang again. 

No worries, I’ll distract myself. I turned on a mindless show, 
not paying attention to the mindless colors on the screen 
streaming into my eyes. I couldn’t focus. I gripped my phone 
as I realized my palms were now sweaty. 

I looked through photos of our time together, seeing our 
lives change through the years. I felt excited you were coming 
back. Coming home. We could be together, even for just a 
few days, no one to take the time we had already wasted 
apart from each other. Happy, even. Or delusional. 

Was there really a difference? The phone rang out through 
the empty hallway. 

Two thoughts tore at my mind. The instinct to continue 
distractions and another to play out the scenarios vividly 
ingraining themselves into me. The news never was good, 
but short articles that fit the attention span of the average 
person seemed such a pleasant distraction. 

Somehow a rabbit hole trail of the most devastating tragedies 
had decided on swarming my feed. Kidnappings, murders. 
And that’s when I saw it. The headline. 

I remember trying to call you again. I remember the ringing. 
The phone kept ringing and ringing. 

My phone dropped nearly as quickly as my heart, the case 
softly bouncing against the soft sage green carpet you and 
I had picked out scarcely a year before. Just a year before 
when we had gone our separate ways but promised to keep 
in touch. Looking back, how  stupid could we have been to 
think our ritual 4am calls would continue when we both 
resided in a three-person dorm? 

A dorm may be crowded and different at times, a new place 
always is, but one thing it’s always? Safe. That’s the way it 
should be. But instead I violently shake as I reread the title 
over and over. And over and over and over. 

I remember failing to resist the imagination of how it all went 
down. Had you been sitting, content in that economics class 
that was clearly so boring, but you insisted you loved? Which 
row? Did the screaming or shots ringing reach your ears 
first? 

They’ll always play out in the deepest of sleeps of your 
thoughts. Whether the ringing of suffering friends or someone 
crying for help, the ringing would never stop. The phone line 
rang out like I could imagine your agonizing shouts through 
the hall. 

I sat like that for minutes, maybe hours. Everything silent as 
I contemplated whether this life, with all the pain and hurt 
it came with, was worth a trade for living a lifetime? And 
people went through this, for what? Small, stolen moments 
of happiness that were always eventually snatched away? 

Mistakes of scanning the news for updates on a story that 
had no happy ending. The death tolls rose. The ring of death 
unbearable and piercing every cell in my body with a bloody 
stab. 
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But then. Then. No, an imagination, I was sure. But then it 
came again. A ringing, but not one of death or pain or hurt 
or suffering. A doorbell. 

I didn’t run nor sprint, but floated phantom-like to the door, 
almost unalive yet more in touch with the world than I had 
ever been all my life, more aware of my senses yet they 
were somehow even more complex. Again it rang. I missed 
that impatience. The door swung open and there you stood. 
No, just stay silent and don’t explain. Let me lock you in my 

embrace, let me smell your hair and remember the hue of 
your eyes. Let me engrave the shape of your presence into 
my skull, and the ringing into my ears. Not the ring of the 
clock or an abandoned call, not the ring of shots or screams. 
The ring of the bell that again brought hope to my life simply 
with your presence. 

Let it ring and ring and ring and ring. Let it be the sound that 
lulls me to sleep at night, while you lay beside me, even 
years later, in an only temporary slumber. 

C a r l o s  G o m e z  

The Sunf lower  
East Lake Community Library 
Age 16, Eleventh Grade 
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C l a r a  G i l l i n   

Cloudy Night, Lying Skies  
Palm Harbor Library  
Age 14, Ninth Grade  

E m e r y  L o g a n  

Who Is He?  
East Lake Community Library 
Age 15, Tenth Grade 

Memories would be the greatest gift 
I think 
Grasping understanding is a task beyond most 
We think too much 
It crawls over and seeps inside 
Spiral colored cracks across your skull 

If I could give you a memory 
I think 
I’d tell you about when we stayed up all night 
On good days and bad 
During a midnight galaxy 
That slipped through our fingers and left roses 

If I could give you a memory 
I think 
You would see all the times you won 
Not every mistake 
Or nights starry-eyed by the mirror 
You would only see hugs with soft melodies and clear skies 

I try to give you memories 
I think 
I would give you my thoughts of quiet nights 
Just so you’d have one starlight with no blood moon 
And then maybe 
You would see no clouds above 

If I could give you a memory 
I think 
That would be impossible 
But it’s nice to dream under stars of hope 
Even if 
I know now, you’re one of the stars 

The most beloved one, in fact 
A pure bright reason that sparks that shine harder 
Break more than the rest 

If I could give you a solar system of memories 
I don’t think 
You would 
Believe me 
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C a r l o s  G o m e z   

The Woodpecker  
East Lake Community Library 
Age 16, Eleventh Grade 
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K a y l e e  H a n n a  

Ducks and  
Donuts 
Clearwater Public Library 
Age 13, Seventh Grade 

W e s l e y  S i m o n s ,  J r .  

The Crow’s Caper  
Clearwater Public Library 
Age 13, Seventh Grade 

There once was a very old crow,  
Who lived quite long ago.  

He wanted to get fed,  
So he begged for some bread,  
But all his neighbors said no.  

What do you think the crow did do? 
I am the one who will tell.  

He threw in the kitchen a rotting goo,  
Which created a horrid smell.  

A boy came over to the smelly house, 
To see what’s all the kerbubble. 

When the crow saw the boy he was quiet as a mouse  
And the crow knew he was in trouble  

The moral of the story my friend,  
Is never to steal or rob.  

For the crow’s untimely fate in the end, 
Was to be a pet named Bob. 
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E m m a  L i v i n g s t o n   

Protector of  Paradise  
Dunedin Public Library  
Age 13, Eighth Grade  
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W e s l e y  S i m o n s ,  J r .  

Dance in France  
Clearwater Public Library 
Age 13, Seventh Grade 

There once was a man from France  

Who always walked with a prance  

He heard a jaunty tune  

Played by a loon  

And broke out in a wild dance  

J e s s i c a  K a d e s  

Buds of 
Bloodshed  
East Lake Community Library 
Age 16, Eleventh Grade 
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E m e r y  L o g a n  

An Electric  
Idea 
East Lake Community Library 
Age 15, Tenth Grade 

W e s l e y  S i m o n s ,  J r .   

A Sonnet 
of  School 
Sorrows 
Clearwater Public Library 
Age 13, Seventh Grade 

How long should I wait for the end of day, 
When will these hours finally go be done? 
At the school I no longer wish to stay 
I want to go home and live for more fun 

I have been here longer than you my friend 
I come here earlier than most you see 
A good night’s rest my bones will get a mend 
From this place I will be able to flee 

Finally at last I can now go to home 
It is where I can do some of my best 
While I am in my room fully alone 
It is here I can have a full night’s rest 

When I wake up early in the morning 
My school time clothes I’ will be adorning 
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L u c i e  L .  S p e l i g e n e   

My Childhood Memory  
Tarpon Springs Public Library 
Age 12, Seventh Grade 

The icy dirt crunched beneath my feet as I walked towards the hill, following my dog. 

Picking up speed, I grabbed onto a thick tree for support, its cold bark sending chills down my 

spine, then throughout my body. I started to slow down because of the sudden drop ahead, 

not big, but the dirt was crumbling, as I heard from where I stood. Suddenly, a rock fell from 

beneath my feet and sent dirt flying. I realized I had to be more careful where I was standing. 

Finding a more stable rock, I checked my footing. The rock had a thin layer of moss, frozen 

from the cold. Jumping down, I reached the banks. The river was running, though not nearly 

as fast as during the summer months. Ice caressed the edged of the bank, and listening closely, 

I could hear the bubbling and cracking in the ice as the day warmed up, the sun shining down 

on us. Bending down, I ran my finger through the sand. Its cold, gritty touch was odd, frozen 

sand is quite a sensation. Looking over at the edge of the riverbank, I stood up; walking over 

to where my dog lay bent over, lapping up mouthful after mouthful of water. Bending over I 

reached my hand into the water. Quickly, it came back up, frozen cold. Putting my fingers next 

to my mouth, I blew warm air on my hand, trying to warm it up. Suddenly, a loud crack rang 

out, and a large chunk of ice broke off the bank and started slowly ambling down the river. I 

picked it up, then smiling, dropped it, watching it shatter into thousands of ice shards. Amused 

by the drop, I ran over to where the ice lay on the edge. Lifting my foot up, I stomped down 

hard and watched the ice bob up and down in the water. A breeze picked up, rustling the 

leaves, falling off and dead, which now whipped through the wind, away from the trees and 

into the open. Licking my lips, I felt the cool breeze soar over it, and it left a tangy flavor that I 

couldn’t describe. Feeling my teeth, it caught some sand, which must have come off my hand 

when I was warming it up. The sand was icy cold and tasted of water and salt. Standing there, I 

watched as my dog ran back up the bank, frolicking through the dead leaves and broken sticks 

which piled outside the trail. The breeze came back, but much stronger and colder this time, 

slicing through the air like a knife. I followed soon thereafter and leaped onto a big icy rock. 

Slipping, I grabbed onto a tree for balance, my heart beating so fast as I realized what a little 

stumble could do. Reaching the earth again, I walked along the trail, enjoying the cool winters 

day walk in the forest. 
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M a r i a  T z a m o u s i   

The Moon Has My Heart  
Dunedin Public Library  
Age 15, Tenth Grade  

A s h  Sm i t h -H i g b e e  

The Bell 
Tarpon Springs Public Library 
Age 16, Eleventh Grade 

The bell rings overhead and students leave. 
Rushing through the door, filing out in pairs. 
Once most of my peers are gone, I can breathe. 
We leave hand in hand, ignoring the stares. 

The pads of her fingers press against mine. 
Idle conversation, hands intertwined. 
No one else matters, they’re on the sidelines. 
My eyes on her, features become refined. 

We get to my class, goodbyes are expressed. 
She smiles expectantly, I hold on tight. 
A single chaste kiss, before I’m depressed. 
One last wave, before she is out of sight. 

Her figure is lost, I walk through the door. 
After walking to class, I miss her more. 
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Clearwater Public Library System 
100 N. Osceola Avenue  
Clearwater, FL 33755  
P: (727) 562-4970  
www.myclearwater.com/cpl  

Dunedin Public Library 
223 Douglas Avenue  
Dunedin, FL 34698  
P: (727) 298-3080  
www.dunedingov.com/library  

East Lake Community Library 
4125 East Lake Road  
Palm Harbor, FL 34685  
P: (727) 773-2665  
www.eastlakelibrary.org  

Gulf Beaches Public Library 
200 Municipal Drive  
Madeira Beach, FL 33708  
P: (727) 391-2828  
www.gulf beacheslibrary.org  

Gulfpor t Public Library 
5501 28th Avenue South  
Gulfport, FL 33707  
P: (727) 893-1074  
www.mygulfport.us/gpl  

Largo Public Library 
120 Central Park Drive  
Largo, FL 33771  
P: (727) 587-6715  
www.largopubliclibrary.org  

Oldsmar Public Library 
400 St. Petersburg Drive East  
Oldsmar, FL 34677  
P: (813) 749-1178  
www.oldsmarlibrary.org  

Palm Harbor Library 
2330 Nebraska Avenue  
Palm Harbor, FL 34683  
P: (727) 784-3332  
www.palmharborlibrary.org  

Barbara S. Ponce Library 
7770 52nd Street  
Pinellas Park, FL 33781  
P: (727) 369-0669  
www.pinellas-park.com/library  

Safety Harbor Public Library 
101 2nd Street North  
Safety Harbor, FL 34695  
P: (727) 724-1525  
www.safetyharborlibrary.com  

St. Pete Beach 
Public Library 
7470 Gulf  Boulevard  
St. Pete Beach, FL 33706  
P: (727) 363-9238  
www.spblibrary.com  

St. Petersburg 
Library System 
3745 Ninth Avenue North  
St. Petersburg, FL 33713  
P: (727) 893-7724  
www.splibraries.org  

Seminole Community Library 
9200 113th Street North  
Seminole, FL 33772-2800  
P: (727) 394-6905  
www.myseminole.com/website/library.html  

Tarpon Springs 
Public Library 
138 E. Lemon Street  
Tarpon Springs, FL 34689  
P: (727) 943-4922  
www.tarponlibrary.org  
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