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Welcome to Teen Mosaic, the annual art and literature magazine created 
by Pinellas County teens and published by the Pinellas Public Library 
Cooperative.
	 For nearly two decades, Teen Mosaic has provided a place for young 
artists and writers to share their work with the community. Each edition 
is a snapshot of the creativity and imagination of Pinellas County teens, 
bringing together original artwork, photography, poetry, and prose from 
students in grades 6-12.

2026 CONTRIBUTORS
Contributor Library
Natalie Carlin Clearwater Public Library
Kiele Cole Largo Public Library
Tara Counihan East Lake Community Library
Samuel Desir Barbara S. Ponce Public Library
Edouard Fiset Dunedin Public Library
Kaylee Hanna Clearwater Public Library
Emma Livingston Dunedin Public Library
Emery Logan East Lake Community Library
Victoria Munger Seminole Community Library
Zoey Spooner Barbara S. Ponce Public Library

WANT TO SEE YOUR NAME HERE? 
Whatever you create, Teen Mosaic is your place to share it.
We will be looking for original artwork, photography, poetry, short stories, 
and other creative writing from Pinellas County students in grades 6-12 
for the 2027 edition. Look for submission information at your local library 
next summer.



The pages of the Mosaic are insight into the minds and 
artists of our future. By supporting, encouraging and 
guiding young talent you can make tomorrow more 
beautiful...ENJOY!

K a t h e r i n e  C o r m i e r

Sharks
Palm Harbor Library
Age 12, Seventh Grade
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	 You step onto the silky sand, tasting nothing but salty air. You kick off the sandals hanging 
on your feet and start wading through the water onto your boat. Water is splashing and 
swaying but all the people aren’t shaken, their attention is on something else. A fin. Not a 
dolphin fin, but a Caribbean Reef Shark’s. The dark-grey streamline body is hard to spot in 
the murky water, but not rare. Instead of panic that is swept upon them, it’s exciting. They 
were hoping for this moment to appear. Wetsuits, On. Oxygen masks, Filled and attached. 
Chum, attracting a handful of them. The mission is a go. Cold water shocks you awake, 
as the sight of something wonderful makes your head spin. Caribbean Reef Sharks dance 
with the schools of small reef fish. But that is not all the sharks you see; a little lemon shark 
swims up to you, (to be fair, it’s more of a waddle of some kind) but surprisingly, it stops 
mid-waddle. And you stare into its eyes. You don’t see a blood thirsty killer portrayed in the 
movies, but you see a victim. A vulnerable species that is killed by millions each year1, while 
the chances of us dying by sharks are less likely than a dog killing us. These animals are always 
case as villains in every ocean story.

What can you do to help?

To help sharks everywhere, you can go to NOAA Fisheries, and head to shark conservation 
to help balance the marine ecosystem and help keep marine life stable and healthy!2

Footnotes:
1. Ocean Anatomy; written by Julia Rothman, with help from John Niekrasz
2. Shark Conservation | NOAA Fisheries
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K a y l e e  H a n n a

Helping Me Fly
Clearwater Public Library
Age 14, Eighth Grade



E d o u a r d  F i s e t

One Kind of  
Wisdom
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Dunedin Public Library
Age 13, Eighth Grade

E d o u a r d  F i s e t

Angry Hulk
Dunedin Public Library
Age 13, Eighth Grade
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E m e r y  L o g a n

Fairy Friend
East Lake Community Library
Age 16, Eleventh Grade



E d o u a r d  F i s e t

Two Faces One Family
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Dunedin Public Library
Age 13, Eighth Grade
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V i c t o r i a  M u n g e r

Grounded
Seminole Community Library
Age 16, Eleventh Grade

Mary runs her hand through her mud crusted blond hair, 
wincing as she tugs on her scalp. She runs her fingers 
fruitlessly a few more times through her knotted hair before 
giving up.
	 Huffing, Mary stands. She tosses a dirty look to Daisy, 
the face of these woods, who sits a little while away, twirling 
a vine around her fingers, watching the continues blooming 
and decay of a flower with a sly grin on her face.
	 “This isn’t funny Daisy! My mom will kill me if come 
home covered in mud,” Mary signs sloppily, causing Daisy to 
cackle. The sound distinctly animalistic.
	 Mary’s eyes bore in to Daisy. Daisy stares back steadily, 
her fanged teeth bared in a sharp grin.
	 Daisy stares innocently before signing, drawing out each 
individual hand motion’s dramatically, “I don’t know what 
you’re talking about?”
	 “You tripped me!”

“You know,” Daisy nods her head in time to the singing,
“Not all vines of the forest do my bidding.”
	  

	 “What?” Mary asks out aloud as she signs, in disbelief, 
“They…They literally do!”
	 Daisy’s grin gets impossibly wider as Mary feels her anger 
boil over. She understands they come from two completely 
different worlds, but that doesn’t excuse the fact that Daisy 
doesn’t seem to understand the risk Mary takes to even talk 
to her. She just feels like the least Daisy can do is not make 
her life more difficult.
	 Spinning on her heals, Mary storms her way to their 
creek to wash off the caked-on mud, so her mom doesn’t 
question her when she gets home.
	 A questioning coo sounds out behind her, but Mary 
ignores it, scrubbing angrily at her skin. Daisy ends up siting 
on the streams bank and splashing the water to try and get 
Mary’s attention. Which Mary stubbornly ignores, before she 

goes to retrieve her bag, which holds a set of spare clothes. 
Just as Mary goes to reach for the bag vines shoot out of the 
dirt. Lifting the bag far above Mary’s head.
	 With an annoyed groan, Mary glares at the face behind 
her, “Are you kidding me!” her
signs almost illegible in her fury, “I tell you I have to go and 
you trip me in mud, I clean
myself off and you hold my bag hostage!”
	 Daisy backs up, surprised at Mary’s outburst. With guilt 
in her eyes, she releases the bag. With a quickly signed, 
“Sorry,” the face disperses.
	 Slamming the door behind her Mary throws herself onto 
her bed, silent tears spilling from her eyes. She hates lying to 
her mom, but she doesn’t want to risk her mom freaking out 
about Daisy. That’s the whole reason she joined the swim 
team. So, she wouldn’t have to tell her mom a full lie. Just 
some fudge dates and meets here and there.
	 It’s just her luck that her mom wanted to pick her up early, 
from a meet that didn’t exist, to go to some fancy dinner two 
towns over. Now she’s grounded, and her mom’s breathing 
down her neck to make sure she goes straight home from 
school. Which means she can’t apologize about her outburst 
to Daisy.
Mary gasps as she makes a horrible realization, Daisy is going
to think that she hates her, and that’s why she suddenly
stopped showing up at their clearing.
Mary curls up tight on her bed and sobs.

 
 

	 About a week into her grounding Mary is in her room 
when she hears an ear-piercing scream from her mom in 
the backyard. Despite her frustrations with her mom Mary 
cannot leave her mom for dead.
	 Slamming open the back door Mary pauses when she 
sees what her mom’s screaming at. Daisy, in her 7 feet tall, 
green skinned, and fanged glory, stands in her backyard, 
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barring her fangs at Mary’s mother.
 At the sound of the door her mom and Daisy whip 
their heads around. Daisy goes to take a step forward when 
Mary’s mom screams, “No Mary run! Run and get help!”
 Mary feels her heart beating in her chest, as she fully 
takes in the situation. Both her mother’s and friend’s eyes 
are full of fear and are ready to attack each other.
 Taking a deep breath, Mary steps forward, careful of 
tension filed peace brought on by her appearance.
 She reaches her mom’s side gently placing a hand on her 
shoulder, “Mom, this,” she gestures to the face, “Is Daisy. 
She is not going to hurt us. I promise,” Mary looks away 
from her mom, meeting Daisy’s eyes, and signs in time with 
her words, “She’s my best friend.” The fear in Daisy’s eyes 
is replaced with pride at Mary’s words the tension drains in 
Mary’s shoulders.
 Mary’s mom jerks away from her daughter’s grip.
 “You cannot be friends with a monster like that!” her 
mom yells, grabbing Mary’s arm tightly.
 “Mom,” Mary yelps out in surprise and pain, “Mom, 
you’re hurting me!”
 Her Mother doesn’t listen though, dragging Mary along. 
Mary is frozen unable to do anything until an enraged hiss 
comes from Daisy. Her mom gasps in fear, loosening her
grip on Mary’s hand for a second.
 Mary tears her hand away from her mom’s and cradles 
it close to her chest, “You’re not listening you never listen to 
me! She is my friend! Not a monster Daisy would never hurt 
me!”
 “And how would you know?” her mom retorts. Mary 
stays silent, glancing over at a tense Daisy who stares at the 
two of the uncomprehendingly. Hurt flashes over her mom’s 
face before being replaced with a fiery furry, “You went in 
the woods haven’t you! I told you not to go in there and 

look, you went and got yourself brainwashed by some forest 
monster - I bet that’s why you lied to me about the meets!”
 Her mom takes a menacing step forward and she 
stumbles back.
 Fat tears roll down Mary’s face, “I went into the woods 
because I finally found someone who saw the real me, cared 
for the real me mom!” desperation cracks her voice, “All 
you wanted was some - some perfect little doll! Well, guess 
what? That’s not me! I don’t fit in your world and I never 
will,” Mary ends with a sob.
 “You say the world doesn’t fit with you-” her mom steps 
forward reaching out to grab Mary again.
“That is not what I said! See you don’t-” her mom goes to 
lunge, when a vine grabs her ankles from behind. The words 
die on Mary’s lips as she watches her mom fall and hit her 
head on a stepper.
 Mary stares in a daze, not able to understand the sight of 
the crimson pouring out onto the bleached white stone.

She is only brought out of her stupor by a sharp clawed 
hand grabbing her shoulder.

Mary flinches.
 “What did you do?” she whispers, starring at her mom’s 
body. Unaware of Daisy’s questioning look.



N a t a l i e  C a r l i n

Dysmorphia
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Clearwater Public Library
Age 16, Eleventh Grade
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T a r a  C o u n i h a n

Fawn in the
Sunlight
East Lake Community Library
Age 17, Twelfth Grade

S a m u e l  D e s i r

Sans
Pinellas Park
Barbara S. Ponce 
Public Library
Age 13, Eighth Grade



K i e l e  C o l e

Gorgon
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Largo Public Library
Age 14, Eighth Grade
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N a t a l i e  C a r l i n

Fear of  Falling
Clearwater Public Library
Age 16, Eleventh Grade
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V i c t o r i a  M u n g e r

Walking on Ice
Seminole Community Library
Age 16, Eleventh Grade

Music blares from Cassie’s headphones on the other side 
of the frigid room, as she rummages through boxes on the 
floor for a clean hoodie to wear.
	 Huffing in frustration, Cassie rubs her arms in a futile 
attempt to warm her stiff limbs as she fails to locate an unused 
hoodie in the chaos surrounding her.
	 The room is brimming with half-open boxes, their 
contents spilling all over the floor. Sketchbooks, dirty clothes, 
and used paper plates are discarded at random, adding to 
the mess that is Cassie’s life.
	 Giving up on finding a fresh hoodie, Cassie grabs one 
from the floor, giving it a quick sniff, she gags and tosses it 
aside.
	 After finding a hoodie that passes the Cassie Sniff Test™, 
she quickly throws it on, sighing contentedly as she is finally 
able to combat the ever-present chill that follows her.
	 Stumbling through her room, Cassie flops onto her 
mattress, which is resting on the floor, with the mattress 
frame’s unopened box lying beside the bed, serving as a 
makeshift nightstand.
	 Numbly, Cassie stares at the baron off-white walls that 
remind her of an insane asylum.
	 A shiver runs down her spine as the walls slowly start to 
morph until Cassie is standing alone in the middle of a frozen 
lake.
	 Her head swims as blood bubbles out of the fishing hole, 
staining the surrounding snow crimson.
	 The ice crackles as fractures deepen, revealing the shape 
of something incomprehensible below that reaches out 
towards Cassie.
	 Stepping back to run, Cassie slips on the blood-slick ice.

Pulling her snow jacket closer for protection, Cassie 
squeezes her eyes shut as she chokes on the copper-tinged 
icy air.

	

	 Faintly, she hears the familiar haunting scream of her 
father.

A sharp pain in her hand brings Cassie back to the 
present.
	 She’s on the floor beside her bed, surrounded by shards 
of glass from a broken lamp.
	 “It’s just in your head,” Cassie whispers, repeating the
phrase her therapist tells her every session as she blindly
reaches out for her headphones.

 
 

	 Putting them on, Cassie ignores the bleeding and shards 
on the floor. What’s one more mess?
 Blasting music into her ears, Cassie drowns out the 
world. Curling up into a ball, she shuts her eyes hard enough 
to see starbursts behind her eyes.
	 Comforting numbness spreads through Cassie, slowing 
down her panicked breathing.

Cassie lets herself drift until her headphones die, roughly 
pulling her back to reality, where she hears her mother 
screaming on the phone below, probably with the heating 
company.

	

	 grumbling, Cassie gets up to plug her headphones into 
their charger.
	 On her way back to her bed, Cassie grabs her well-
worn guitar, a melancholic smile pulling at her lips.
	 The guitar was a gift from her father, given to her so she 
could join in on his jamming sessions instead of watching.

The young teen settles herself on the bed and lets her 
hands pluck the familiar tune of her dad’s favorite song, all 
the while imagining his calloused hands hovering over hers, 
repositioning her fingers to the proper chord positions and 
offering advice and a warmth Cassie’s life sorely lacks since 
his death.

	

* * *
** ** **

	 Slamming the door behind her, Cassie cuts off her mom 
mid-shout.
	 Standing on the run-down porch, the cool autumn 
breeze invades Cassie’s many layers, sending a shock through 



P P L C  M o s a i c  2 0 2 6                                                                     P a g e  1 3

her body.
	 Letting out an angry gasp, the fight she had with her 
mom plays on loop in her head.
	 Quickly, putting her headphones in place, Cassie drowns 
out the memories trying to drag her down.
	 Walking to the bus stop, a headache forms behind her 
eyes from the nauseating mix of loud music and the smell of 
autumn decay.
	 Keeping her head down and shoulders slouched, Cassie 
feels more than hears the talking of the teens stop as she 
approaches the decrepit bus stop sign, only to continue in 
a hushed whisper when she pulls out her phone, feigning 
ignorance to their stares.
	 Without turning on her phone, the girl discreetly looks 
around the town.
	 This is the first time Cassie has been able to take in her 
new home since, much to her mother’s frustration, this is the 
first day she’s not shut up in her room. Even then, she’s only 
here because her registration with the school is complete.
	 Staring at the condemned house across from her, Cassie 
notices how the building looks, one strong breeze away 
from collapsing. The windows are boarded up, vines slowly 
crawl up the house’s sides, and the wooden roof sags under 
the strain of its own weight.
	 Cassie swears she sees it sway in the wind.
	 The road in front of the house is cracked from years of 
use and covered with potholes filled with foul water, that 
makes her want to gag.
	 Small mercies, Cassie thinks to herself, grateful for the 
clouds covering the sky. Still, she sighs, already able to feel 
the strengthening headache from the bumpy ride ahead.

Cassie’s attention is brought back to the house she 
thought was abandoned when the door opens, and a girl 
slips out.

Cassie’s eyes furrow in confusion at the teen whose 
appearance doesn’t match the house. The mystery girl has 

long light brown hair tied back with a sunshine-yellow bow, 
a fair complexion, and a smile so bright Cassie can feel its 
warmth across the road.
	 The girl quickly runs over and makes eye contact 
briefly with Cassie, who quickly looks down at her phone, 
blushing.
	 A tap on her shoulder has Cassie slowly looking behind 
her, unsurprised to see the mystery teen there, whose smile 
gets impossibly brighter when Cassie looks at her.
	 With a barely contained grimace, Cassie pulls off her 
headphones.
	 “Hi, I don’t think I’ve seen you around here. Are you 
new?” mystery girl asks excitedly, not giving Cassie a chance 
to respond, “OMG, that would be so cool! We don’t tend to 
get new people here. This town, well…” The smile wavers 
for a moment. “It’s more of a place people try to escape. 
But don’t worry, you’re going to love it here. You must have 
some cool stories from where you’re from, right? Also, what 
classes and teachers do you have? I could help you find them. 
Oooo, did you come from a city? Oh, duh, I forgot to ask, 
what’s your name?” The teen asks rapidly, making Cassie’s 
head spin by how quickly she switches topics.
	 After deciphering what the girl said, Cassie goes to 
answer the last question when the girl blurts out, “Robin! I’m 
Robin, Robin Finch at your service.” The girl mimes tipping a 
hat.
	 Cassie pauses to see if Robin would jump in again. 
When she’s sure Robin won’t interrupt, Cassie stutters out, 
“Cassie. My name is Cassie Frost. And I um-“ she takes a 
deep breath.
“I think I missed some of those questions?” she says the last 
part like a question, her face red with deepening blush.
	 Robin giggles, grabbing Cassie’s hand and pointing at the 
road. “It’s fine, you can tell me more on the bus.” As if on 
cue, a rusty bus comes rattling over the hill.



E m m a  L i v i n g s t o n

Flower Child
Dunedin Public Library
Age 14, Ninth Grade
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K i e l e  C o l e

Lost of  Value
Largo Public Library
Age 14, Eighth Grade



Z o e y  S p o o n e r

Broken
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Pinellas Park, Barbara S. Ponce Public Library
Age 12, Sixth Grade



K i e l e  C o l e

Mother Nature
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Largo Public Library
Age 14, Eighth Grade
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