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THE BEGINNING
By: Josiah Ramirez // Contributing Writer

 I am the Warlock Odus, eye of  lightning and my dragon is Nylrys, the 
eternal one. My loyal friend and I have been alive for many centuries, but 
the knowledge we hold was not easy to come by. Sit down, young War-
lock, and let me tell you the story of  the enchanted country of  Nepulan. 

To understand this story, you must know that this ancient land was run 
by the three original races, the Woodland Elves, the High Elves, and the 
Dark Elves. The Woodland Elves were best known for their ties to nature, 
the High Elves known for the elements, and the Dark Elves known for 
their brute strength and dark magic. The Elves all signed a blood Oath 
stating that they would stay separate, only trading goods and directions to 
the nearest port. The most important part of  the pact was that they could 
never invade each others’ homes. Remember this. Now...let us begin.

The Beginning
Mnementh Ralofina sat by the Great Lake, its beauty breathtaking and 

absolute. The Flaring Mountains surrounded the Woodland City of  Ares 
Serine. A small opening lay ahead, the only way onto the beach. White 
sand packed the ground, and a gentle breeze blew through Mnementh’s 
hair. With a deep breath, Mnementh gracefully got up and turned his 
back to the Lake. One more look, he told himself. Being a Woodland Elf  
meant that he was one with nature. The woods were his home and the an-
imals his friends. A large speck of  white blocked his vision, and his heart 
stopped. The High Elves had come, which could only mean one thing: 
they broke the most sacred agreement. They broke the Pact. Summoning 
all of  his energy, Mnementh leaped onto a tree, and continued to leap 
from one tree to another. He needed to get to Ares Serine before it was 
too late. 

As Mnementh landed at the gates of  his home, his vision grew red, and 
his sight darkened. Their sacred tree, Eeflon, was damaged. Every single 
Woodland Elf  would feel her pain. He was too late. The High Elves were 
already there. Mnementh climbed the gates to his city and saw a world of  
fire. Woodland Elves were being stabbed, slashed and shot full of  arrows. 
Their arrows did no harm to the High Elves’ armor. Their metal shattered 
when it came in contact with the High Elves’ elven steel. An earth-shak-
ing roar pierced Mnementh’s ears. His heart leapt with joy and hope. 
The young Warlock Odus had heard their cry and had come to help. He 
jumped off  of  Nylrys, his jet black dragon, and threw blasts of  magic. 
The High Elves all turned in unison, and every High Elf  threw balls of  
fire at the Warlock. He blocked and wove magic so fast that Mnementh’s 
eyes could barely keep up. Nylrys was just as deadly, raking his great claws 
through the ranks of  enemy elves. Tongues of  blue flame came from his 
maw and lit up the elves...

Want to know what happens next? Visit www.bostontip.com to 
read the full story. 

BAD VIBES FOREVER
By: Djibril Conte // Staff Writer

The life I have now started in 8th grade when I thought this odd ab-
sence of  emotion was a survival technique my body decided to pick up. 
At the time I thought the apocalypse was coming at any moment. And it 
did: the clouds in my head darkened and brought in heavy rain, some of  
it leaks through my eyes. Then the tectonic plates made earthquakes that 
split right through my heart. Then the volcanoes erupted in my brain and 
burned down all my thoughts. Now I’m standing here watching my world 
fall apart and not knowing how to save it. Sometimes I try to forget it but 
this sight is just so hard to miss when I wake up and see it in the mirror.

***

“Hey, how are you” they ask.
The race my brain was once in is now racing even faster as it tries to 

forget a random memory and make a flipagram out of  the worst ones 
and trying to decide whether I should say good again, or actually answer 
this time. Then my brain takes a sip of  humor juice and answers “nah 
I’m dead inside.” What they confuse for humor is what I call a true story, 
I’m constantly conflicted and the depression jokes are real life but I slide 
in a smile so they forget about it like I try to every day. I have trouble 
with basic math but I can think of  one memory and remake them into a 
thousand different scenarios all without the same outcome. I can go from 
happy to sad all based off  of  how my playlist decided to shuffle. 

***

I hate you and everything you stand for, i hate that you have to remind 
yourself  you’re ok, i hate that you lie to yourself  and say everything is 
alright,  i hate the way you look in the mirror, into your own eyes and 
through all the darkness you find even the slightest light of  hope and 
hold onto it. I hate that you’d rather take the pain from other people 
instead of  getting rid of  your pains. I hate that you put yourself  below 
everyone you meet and you’re so willing to risk so much for people that 
dont care about you. I hate that you are so nice to people. I hate that 
you go back to the people that did you wrong because you see the good 
in them no matter how much bad they show. I hate that no matter how 
hard life gets you stand and fight life back even harder, giving your all 
into a lost cause. I hate that you let the good people walk out so easily 
but keep the bad people close and allow them to derail you and change 
you into something you don’t want to become. I hate that rather than 
coming out and admitting that you are having trouble, you hide behind 
the humor and the weirdness and hope nobody sees through it. I hate 
you because I am your hate, for that we will always be bound to each oth-
er, so while you think you may be spreading me to everyone else you’re 
directing to yourself.

i’m tripping over my words but i can’t tell if  i’m falling for you or just falling in general. 
my heart is pounding but i can’t tell if  it wants you or it wants to want.

is it you that’s making me feel this way or is it the adrenaline pumping through my veins.
am i in love with you or am i in love with falling 

—Dr. D
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THE ISLAND TREE
By: Zeline Reyes Cruz //  

Contributing Writer 

It was a bright sunny day in Hawaii, where humans had 
yet to be made. Nestled in the North Pacific Ocean were a 
couple of  islands who loved each other dearly and had a child 
that was a tree. The lady island’s name was Marie, the man 
island’s name was Sebastian, and the tree’s name was Quinn. 
This family was special because Quinn was born with roots on 
both islands, which connected them to one another.

One day, there was an enormous earthquake. But the only 
island that was damaged was Marie. Marie had been sobbing 
for hours while Sebastian wasn’t nearly as devastated. In fact, 
he looked the opposite of  glum; he seemed happy. When 
Quinn saw her mom crying and her dad smiling, she began to 
question them.

 Quinn’s palm tree leaves lowered when she asked Marie, 
“Mommy, why are you so sad? Tears are in your eyes. You can 
talk to me.”

 “I am sad because of  this earthquake Mommy had to deal 
with,” said Marie. “I had to go through it all on my own,” she 
replied with a frown.

Quinn then turned to Sebastian and started to question 
him.

“Daddy,” she asked. “Why are you happy?” 
“Well, I am happy, baby, because the earthquake has 

stopped and I wasn’t as badly affected as your Mommy!” 
Sebastian replied with a cheerful tone.

It had been a few days since the earthquake. Marie was still 
ravaged and broken, while Sebastian was clean and healthy. 
Marie teared up here and there, and Quinn noticed something 
was not right. She became worried, which led her to ask Marie 
what was wrong.

“Darling, Daddy and I are separating because of  the earth-
quake.”

Quinn then realized that it was true. The islands were mov-
ing half  an inch apart each day. Marie explained to Quinn that 
she and Sebastian were worried if  they split up because Quinn 
had roots connected to both islands. Quinn had already no-
ticed that the earthquake was driving their family apart.

It had been months since the earthquake. Quinn’s roots 
had now been separated. A branch of  her roots was just on 
her mother and the rest of  her roots were on her father. It 
seemed as if  she was hovering over the water without any land 
beneath her, and she was nervous of  what was to come. She 
kept on questioning whether she was to be with her father 
without her mother, or with her mother without her father. 
Nature was to take its course sooner or later.

The next day, Quinn woke up to the calling of  her name 
from her mom and dad. Once Quinn opened her eyes, she 
saw that she was split in half. One half  of  her trunk was with 
her mom and the other half  was with her dad. Although the 
earthquake tore apart her parents, it could not break up her 
family. Now Quinn doesn’t have to worry because she is with 
both parents every day.

CINCO DE MAYO 
By: Sarah Hayek // Contributing Writer

Day of  the dead. 
It’s time...it’s time she dies.
It’s time for her to leave. Be gone. 
Not all of  her though
Just the ugly parts 
The side of  her that is angry and lost
The side of  her that is consumed with hate 
It‘s time to pick herself  up and leave.
Walk. Not run.
But walk, one step at a time.
So this day, she decides to celebrate the death of  her other half.
The half  that has been causing her pain 
It won’t be easy but she will try 
For herself, her future, and her loved ones.
She told herself  that she must love them enough to leave no space for hate
She will admire them to leave no space for anger 
She will find the light in them to leave no darkness to get lost in
She needs hope.
She needs a hero.
She needs a sign that she is loved and deserving.
She needs a chance to be forgiven.
But today, today she dies
Today the bitterness fades 
Leaving the sweetness to fill her soul
May the dead rest in peace.
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SELF-LOVE
By: Sarah Hayek // Contributing 

Writer 

I’ve been talking a lot about how amazing 
falling in love with someone else is that 
I forgot to tell you about the wonders of  
falling in love with yourself. 
Please forgive me
But we tend to always compliment others 
around us without realizing our own 
beauty 
You were created with marvels of  natural 
perfection 
So yes, you are beautiful* 
Despite your acne
Your crooked teeth
Your stretch marks 
Your white, pale, brown, black skin
Your skinny/thick thighs
Your frizzy hair 
Your brown eyes
Whatever it is that society has a tendency 
of  hating 
You are beautiful 
The existence of  another’s beauty does 
not mean the absence of  yours
I find a rose to be a beautiful plant and I 
find the stars to be as beautiful
They are nothing alike but both are still 
equally ravishing
And along with self-love comes the act of
forgiving 
Yourself  and others 
Let go of  it 
The hurt 
The anger 
The pain
The doubt
Let go of  the past and look ahead 
because you have a lifetime to go 
You should not live not knowing your 
worth 
So go, find yourself  
Find your new self  
Whoever that may be, believe me, you will 
love them 
It sounds scary yes, but you have lived 
through worse 
Find hope 
Keep going 
If  anything I learned is that life has a way 
of  working out in our favors
There is a light, even in absolute darkness

beautiful*: the act of  being you. 

THIS WOMAN
By: Dorothy Jeune // Contributing Writer

WELCOME TO FEMINIST BOOT CAMP 
By: Gabriella Diplan // Contributing Writer

Listen up men: this is for you. 
THIS IS YOUR DRILL SERGEANT 

GABRIELLA ANAIS DIPLAN SPEAKING. 
YOU HAVE BEEN OFFICIALLY DRAFTED 
INTO THE FEMINIST ARMY! 

For all you men who proudly proclaim that 
you’re feminists, I’m here to inform you that it’s 
more than wearing a cute t-shirt; it’s a way of  life. 
If  you really want to wear your pussyhat, you’re 
going to have to earn it, and you can by following 
these steps.

PIPE DOWN AND LISTEN UP.
Society’s most egregious mistake was teaching 

men to speak whenever they want. It’s not that 
I don’t love hearing your voice, but you never 
know when to shut up. Look, this may be a tough 
pill to swallow, but it’s not always about you. A 
man may think that his voice is the most im-
portant one in the room, but it’s not. I guarantee 
you women have something to contribute to the 
conversation, as they always have, and always will. 
While this may sound cliché, sometimes the best 
thing you can say is nothing at all.

DO IT YOURSELF.
Men are plagued by a disease I like to call 

“Do-Nothing Syndrome”—when you expect a 
woman to do all your work for you. While it’s 
flattering that you think of  us when you have a 
problem (because we’re definitely smarter than 
you) WE ARE NOT YOUR BABYSITTERS! 
By helping you out, we’ve given you the impres-
sion that we’re at your beck and call, when really 
we’re taking time out of  OUR days to serve 
YOU.

WE ARE HUMAN BEINGS, SO TREAT 
US AS SUCH.

Women don’t owe you anything. In fact, it’s 
the other way around. Women are not for you to 
show off, we’re not your arm candy and we are 
definitely not your trophies. Men do not get to 
dictate how attractive we are, that responsibility 
is bestowed onto us. In all honesty, I really don’t 
think you get to judge considering you’re not all 
that attractive yourselves. 

Are you scared? Good. Afraid of  what your 
little friends might think? Good.The Feminist 
Army is not for the weak-minded. It’s for real 
men only. Are you one of  them?

DISMISSED.

This woman,
Belongs to you, her heart is possessed by you
She handed you her soul, her mind, and her 	

     body
Solely with affection and fidelity.

This woman,
She hesitates, but you reassure her of  your    
promises
You’ve restored her spirit in truth and intellects
unknowingly
Cautiously watered her roots, recovering all her
losses. 

This woman,
Adores your sincerity, your love, your know
edge, your patience
She honors your integrity, as it intensified her
attraction towards you even more
An attraction comparable to the moon and the
oceans.

This woman,
Fell in love with your warmth, your gentle 
support, and romantic notions
You’ve become her fantasy in a world of  
dreams and false illusions
With a heart of  gold you’ve accepted her guilts,
her agonies, her past and
Willingly embraced all the dents, the scars and
damaged heart.

This woman,
Without you she does not flourish, she does not
blossom, she does not feel
Her nerves soothes with your scent blending in
the aura, the charm in your smile and
The genuine tone in your voice as she heals. 

This woman, 
Wrote this for you. 
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See more at www.bostontip.com and follow us on social media @teensinprint

Teens in Print can be used in 
middle and high school level 
classrooms to extend learning 
through writing activities. All 
curriculum guides are aligned 
with the Massachusetts 
Common Core Standards and 
are distributed to 
approximately 200 Boston 
educators and community 
leaders. 

Use TiP in your 
classrooms!

TEACHERS: 

In this issue's guide, you'll 
find:

Four variations on the 
"How To…” that instruct 
and amuse
Problem-solution writing 
that empowers students to 
make positive change
A narrative writing task 
inspired by the role of the 
"outsider"

To sign up for our curriculum guide 
newsletter, visit 
writeboston.org/tipguide.


