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BULLING

Feeling trapped, heavy chains on my soul
Emotional bulling takes its toll
Isolated and lonely, my heart turned cold

In your mind games, you think you're so slick
Messing with my emotions, trying to make me sick
But | see through your schemes, | won't fall quick
I'll build my strength, rise above like a phoenix

Your verbal firepower ,spitting words so obscene
Using disrespect, turning me unseen
But your words won't define me, I've got self-esteem
Rising above your hate, like a king or queen

You think it's funny, making a scene
Public humiliation, like a bad dream
But I'll prove you wrong, show you what | mean
No longer your punching bag, I'm a force to be seen

Hands raised, ready for the fight
Physical bulling, trying to take my light
But | ain't backing down, | will hold my ground tight
Strengthened by every punch, I'll soar to new heights
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Gavenpreet Singh 10D

Truth about Youth

In the eyes of truth, my words take flight,

What is the world around me, bathed in doubtful light?
The fire of thought ignites a burning quest,

Setting to school, | appraise this world’s unrest,
Thinking of reality, phrases start to form,

Revealing truths about youth as my third eye storms.

To school one comes, a yearning heart in tow,
Seeking knowledge, fate’s cruel wheel to slow.
Through trials of pain, where envy starts to seed,
Kin turns to foe, a wound that will not bleed.
Triumph brings scorn, where ighorance prevails,
But failure’s root in withered effort trails.

Whose fault to bear, the striver or the guide?

Where blame descends, can truth in shadows hide?

Blamed are the teachers for faults their own,

Lessons neglected, knowledge un-sown.

Change is deméhcied, yet effort won’t flow, S
Success they await, while seeds never grow.

Is this the reality we see?



Now let’s talk about the other who comes to impress,

Afraid to unfold, she talks in distress.

The one who's afraid to find herself, she tries to blend in the crowd, her self is condemned.
Let’s talk about her, authenticity starts to bend.

She looks to please others, to look nice,

She seeks to colour herself with brushes of dust, to be recognized.

She looks to smile to warm up someone’s day,
But she fails to listen to her inner space.

She’s not to blame, it's the light of social media that shines the blinding beam, her true
self hides beneath.

Then she questions why in the presence of the moon she cries, but she forgets she’s a star
that forgets it shines.

She is not helpless as she seems, she plays with lust spreading like steam.
She could walk the path of self, but seeks suffering,

Her own flaws her greatest storm, lessons unbuffering.

She craves victory, yet fears the fall from grace,

Life's lessons echo in her self-made maze.

He smirks, misreading words that seek to rise,

Blind to his own reflection in my eyes.

Respect’s a coin she offers fo'r" 5';]ance, R
A key pressed in his hand for fleeting chance.

He whispers promises of triumph'’s gain,

Forgetting wisdom’s halls, where knowledge reigns.



This ground he treads, no place for scholar’s might,
But shadowed realms of lust and fleeting light.

He scorns the mind aflame, the toiling hand,
Chasing echoes as his true path shifts like sand.
With teacher’s word he spars, for favor’s gleam,

An ancient echo played, a timeless scheme,

The future wanaes if we refuse to shift,
Contentment fades where hearts and actions drift.
If joy’s a stranger to your daily plight,

Break free from chains, let inner passions ignite.
The mirror holds the key to brighter days,

Let smiles replace the blame, as change we raise.

The you awaits our care, a vibrant plea,

Let’s nurture it, and find true harmony.

Through hallways they wander, to fit and appease,
While knowledge and wisdom fall down to their knees.
The future, uncertain, a path yet unmade,

And this is the truth about youth, it is said
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THE BUILD UP

By Humaira Kabir-Nassir =% ! or

5 years of hard work
Goes towards one thing,
5 years of hard work

God knows what it will bring.

4 years we push saying
‘its ages away’,
4 years we stayed unbothered but still praying

Now we think of how it gets closer day by day.

3 years in when we choose our options
Geography or history what are we picking,
3 years in when our heads start spinning

Try to cheat tests, it's ourselves we are tricking.

2 years left and work experience is a chance
Exams around the carner, at our teachers we scoff,
2 years left when into the ‘real world’ we glance

Everyone’s excited because schools let off.
Y

1 years left our gcses knocks
Hurrying our revision information fills out mind,
1 year left when we are taking our maocks,

Not long left before we see our essay lines.

0 Years remain, no not even a second
In the exam hall we sit with a pen and paper,

0 years remain when we are sitting in those chairs



These tasts we take as our lives shapen.

There everyone sits the same paper at hand,

There everyone sits different places we shall land.
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Mental Health and Gang Violence

By Jayden Nguyen IIF

In alleys dark, where shadows loom, Youth are drawn to a different gloom.

In the clutches of gangs, they find a home, But beneath the facade, their spirits
roam,

Caught in the cycle of violence and despair, Their hearts heavy, burdened with
care.

In the streets' chaos, their souls collide, With every gunshot, a piece of them
dies.

Yet behind the bravado, a silent plea, For someone to see, to set them free,

Trapped in a world where fear reigns supreme, Their cries for help, like a silent
scream. Mental health struggles, hidden from view, In the midst of chaos, they
battle through.

Anxiety, depression, a constant fight, In the darkest alleys, they search for light.

Let's break the chains of violence and pain, Offer compassion, let empathy
reign.,

For in understanding, lics the key, To heal the wounds, to set them frec,

With support and guidance, they can find a way, To break free from the
darkness, to see the day.

For youth trapped in gangs, let's lend our hand, And help them find peace, in a
troubled land.
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| am... who?
And suddenly,
i woke up.
For the first time
In my life i saw
Myself,
As | was;
Labels removed,
Unfiltered,
I tooked at myself in the mirror
And saw beyond the scars put there
By life.
I no longer saw a daughter
Conditioned to believe that she had to live life
As a colouring pencil,
Never straying outside the thick black lines of the
Image her parents conceived.
I no longer saw an older sister,
Nurturing her parent’s children,
Burdened with preserving childhoods,
Her feelings aged to numbness and
Silence
In her own youth.
[ no longer saw a potential beauty;
If not for the weight in her stomach or
The bags beneath her once lively eyes
She might have felt a little more like her body
Was a home she belonged to.
Slowly | erased the smile,
Afacade,
Unraveling the thickly bandaged wounds and
For the first time
In my life i saw myself

As human.
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