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1000 Versions
There are a thousand versions of

me out there
Some know me as a shy, timid gal

Some outgoing, extrovert
Thousands versions

So which one am I
The concept of identity is a myth

One believed in the idea of a mirror
as a demonstration of identity

Yet that simple wave of light
reflecting

One version of me is a hard
working daughter

Always striving to make her
parents proud

Another is the goofy friend never
taken seriously because I’m always

talking nonsense 
But is that really me

What if those versions don’t
complete the whole puzzle of me
What if I don’t wanna be a puzzle 

I want to be able to show all the
sides of me

Because maybe one is not enough 



Alligators come in amazing shades of jade. Their power
lies in the ridges of their tough skin. My

thick skin keeps me safe. Insults and snide jokes roll off
of me like swamp water.

Alligators are green and brown and they’re hard to spot.
They are strong. When trapped in the

water, they will rotate their bodies at crazy speeds to
shake off the surrounding danger. Nothing

can get close to an alligator. Can people get close to
me? I too often employ a whirlpool of
defenses in the face of vulnerability.

Alligators always have a huge grin. They always seem so
friendly. Like a gator, I am my best

self when I’m smiling.

Alligators never stop growing as they age. They get
bigger with every step they take through

life. I want to be like an alligator, to never stop growing,
getting stronger, and learning.

Erin

Sul
liva

n



I’m from golden light  
from my mother’s blue eyes. 

I’m from hope; 
hope and fear for my future,
from warped mirrors. 

I am from corn fields,  
from a cabin beside a river, 
from my thoughts that flow like the water, 
eventually blocked by a dam. 

I’m from time-outs and time in  
from highs and lows.

I’m from make-believe,  
from simulated realities; 
I’m whatever I want to be. 

I’m from Impressionism and expressionism, 
from soft edges and sharp corners. 

I’m from watching tomorrow’s sun rise from
yesterday, 
Sleeping and waking in silence, alone. 
From night rains, 
kicking up my serotonin levels.

I’m from learning just to know,
from learning that not knowing is okay. 

I am from those moments  
I don’t know where I am going.

Inspired by George Ella Lyons  

By Sam Kirsch-Stancliff 

Where I’m From



modern:

people are stupid.
the cycle repeats.
infinity.
one here,
one lost,
one less.
i miss me.
money drives us.
processed food.
imagination.
the speed of light.
earthquakes.
global powers.
my time to shine.
warmer winters.
christmas day.
modernity.
california.
world peace.
a good foundation.
i am here.
interest rates.
blue light zombies.
illusion of choice.
no more crying.
true love.
be better.

Mason

Williams



I'm from tight buns and bottles of hairspray
From finding my love of dance, coming from a long line of musicians
With sore feet from the dance studio
From late nights learning to love the work
I’m from discipline learned through hard times
I’m from strong women,
With even stronger beliefs
I’m from a desire to communicate and connect with others
From a fascination with language
I am from crisp apple cider and cinnamon wood wick candles
And warming up on a cold rainy day
I’m from learning how to capture fleeting moments before they’re gone forever
From the shutter of a camera lens
I’m from staring at the night sky,
Trying to conceptualize the bounds of our universe,
And lost dreams of being an astronomer
I’m from floral church dresses reserved for Sundays,
Flowing in the wind,
And words from the pastor
I'm from pasta and warm bread
From learning the importance of gathering around a meal
I’m from a deep passion for the environment
Doing everything I can to protect where we are,
And taking a moment of peace in the breeze in the trees
I'm from the golden sun and sea foam of California beaches in mid-July
Basking, though I feel my skin baking
I'm from finding calm in the restless waves that reflect my life
I’m from all of these things

By Klara Phillips



Right now I’m sitting outside of an abandoned warehouse,
Looking at the stars.

Though, I suppose it’s not quite abandoned anymore;
Lights occasionally flash from a cracked-open door

And a constant stream of music reaches me, even in the parking lot. 
I imagine the people inside are still dancing.

I wonder if stars dance.
I wonder if they hear the music escaping from the warehouse and 

Skip into formations of
The Big Dipper,

Pisces,
Cassiopeia.

My head hurts and
My remarks cut and 

I wish that I was a kinder person.

I wonder if stars fight.
I wonder if, when they argue,

They grow farther apart. 
 

I hope that one day
My knife of a tongue will lose its edge

And my words will be less sharp. 

I wonder if stars talk to one another.
I wonder if, when they say,

I’m sorry,
They grow closer together.

I’m so tired and 
I know I should rejoin the blur of strangers I see

Constantly moving between the warehouse and the parking lot,
But I’m scared.

I wonder if somewhere out there, 
There’s a star sitting outside of its constellation,

Looking at the lights flashing from the abandoned warehouse,
Asking the same questions about me. 

I wonder if stars feel alone, too.

MaeYa



late at night I lay in bed and I think

about things I do not know and times I have not
known I think

about my dad at his ellis island, chicago o’hare,
seeing snow for the first time, seeing
my mom for the first time I think

He left his wonder, his India, behind for her

I think

maybe there is a god and maybe there is not I think
maybe He loves me and maybe He does not I think
Why did He put us here if He loves us? I think
that there maybe is not an answer to this question
that we have been trying to answer for a very
very
          very
long time

I think

about my loves:
        career,
        him,
        them,
I make a list, I think
Maybe this is why I’m an insomniac because, I
think,

I think too much
Sara Iyer



    By the chair my grandfather used to occupy sits a wooden table with an
intricate, hand-carved, and beaded pattern along its circular rim- a relic of the

time he spent stationed in Algeria. On this table, covered in dust, sits an old bible
written in Latin. Its cracked spine shines gold to match the edges of its hundreds

of pages. As I flip through it I am awe-struck by each hand-drawn depiction of
biblical figures who I, somewhat shamefully, don’t know the names of. Even

more so, however, I am fascinated by the detailed notes left in the margins by my
grandfather- notes in an alternating mix of both Arabic and Hebrew characters.

At the beginning of the book are the numbers 1372 AD, which is when I imagine it
was written. I have no idea what my grandfather’s notes mean, nor do I know

how he acquired the book, but I remember how he always kept it with him. 

      Above his chair is a portrait of a soldier with his head bandaged and
bloodied. When I asked my grandmother who it was, she told me my
grandfather painted it while imprisoned in Algeria. In exchange for

something, she couldn’t remember what, my grandfather’s cellmate asked
for it because he was terrified he’d be forgotten and wanted something for
people to remember him by. According to my grandmother, the man died

weeks after the portrait was completed. 

The Armchair
  Geometric patches of sunlight illuminate my cheeks and cast warm, golden halos
on the wall. Under my feet are Berber patterns, intricately woven, once a vibrant
carpet whose colors have faded with each footstep. The room is a seemingly
random collection of objects, bought and bartered for on every corner of the earth-
weathered pages of books that outdate even my great great great grandparents,
rusted golden candlesticks with wax dried in mid-drip, and photos of faces long
forgotten who share my same nose and eyes and lips. The room feels like a time
capsule. As I sit in a chair that has no match, I look around and imagine the ages
and stories of each item- where and when it was made, how many hands and
centuries it has passed through, only to end up right here in my grandma’s sitting
room in Le Bon SeMartin, a small suburb in Metz, France. Most of her old home
remains a mystery to me, and as her memory fades with age it's becoming a
mystery to her as well. I’ve tried my best to learn the history locked within each
room, object, and painting, but over time I’ve come to accept that much of it will
likely forever remain a secret. 

The piano that rests against the wall in the room belonged to my great-
grandmother, who was, apparently, a talented pianist. My grandmother

recalls sitting by her feet as she played Clair du Lune and humming along
with each note. That piano is what inspired her to dedicate her youth to the

instrument, learning to play better than write. While now, her sore joints
and brittle bones don’t permit it, many years ago she believed she could

have filled out concert halls had the right person been there to listen. 

     I cherish what I do know, but long for what I don’t. The idea
that most of the stories that belong in this room are lost
forever is hard for me to come to terms with. It’s difficult
knowing I never had a chance to know. Will my life, to0 be
relegated to the things I own, when there is no one left to
remember me? Like my grandfather, this is why I paint- to
immortalize.

By Adele Torrington



To combat the thoughts of these negative
interactions I remind myself that not
everybody gets along and that it is okay
when that happens. If someone doesn’t
seem to be interested in getting to know me
with my unfiltered personality, then they
aren’t the person for me: a simple hypothesis
that manages to prove itself time and time
again. I am on the journey of finding my
personal identity. Now, I’ve felt more
confident in myself than ever before, and I
know that getting older will only grow that
feeling. Finding myself is a quest that will
continue until I feel no remorse for the person
I wanted to be so many years ago.
Authenticity is a valuable asset, and one that
I want to obtain with every person I meet. It is
refreshing to interact with someone who is
comfortable with themselves, and I hope that
one day someone feels that way when they
get to know me.

Personal Identity
It is hard to know who I am without the
opinions of those around me. I often reflect on
who I am and who I want to be, and whether
my choices to become the person I am now
have been totally my own. I remember caring
so much about what others perceived of me
when I was young, so much so that I ended up
crafting a new personality to fit the standards
of the people I thought were “ideal.” I could
feel a sense of ease when nobody was around
as if the pressure of people’s eyes had
suddenly released my actual self. Learning to
let go of past perceptions of others has been a
challenge. Every time I meet someone new I
think back to the times I tried to introduce
myself to people who weren’t interested in
talking to me. It is both hurtful and memorable
to experience others’ disdain towards yourself,
especially coming from people who don’t
know you; it gives off the impression that
simply being yourself is unattractive.

Written by Ayla Owens

Finding 



I press kisses against a face that my brain tells me is yours

I hold a stranger in my arms and call them a lover

I look in the mirror and call a stranger myself

I have this dream where I’m alive

I live on the moon with my sister

We drink sunbeams

And float above the ground

In this dream

I do not chew on my skin

And wonder if it is mine

Down on Earth

I am meticulous in my isolation

Mountains of plaid

Coax stillness into my bones

I stare into the eyes of a childhood toy

MAGDALYN



THE MOUNTAINS ARE BEAUTIFUL 
THE ROCKY SKYLINE AGAINST THE ORANGE SUNSETS

AN ETERNAL SUMMER 
IT'S NEVER A BUMMER 

IN ARIZONA

DRIPPING IN SWEAT
JUMPING IN THE LAKE 

LIFE ISN’T DULL 
MY CUP IS ALWAYS FULL 

I LOVE MY STATE
THERE’S NO DEBATE

IT IS GREAT!

ArizonaArizona
Imogen Seidare



Reflecting History
Identity resembles who you are,

It is the mirror reflecting off your
family,

From boats that traveled from oh so
far,

To people who survived tragedy.
My family came to New York City,

In the 1900s searching for a new life,
Fleeing from their old pity,

But still experiencing strife.
My family comes from fields of green,

Which I have never seen,
My identity has unfortunately been

wiped clean,
And now all that's left are my genes.

Washed away by assimilation,
Past farmers turning into oil drillers,

American persuasion,
Molding new family pillars.

My family has been Americanized,
But we’ve not lost our identity,

My grandma lets our family history be
recognized,

Through sharing pictures and stories
incrementally.

I have no relation to my identity
through my family history,

All I know is my family roots stop
after we crossed the sea,

The reason I don’t know about my
nationality is no mystery,

My family history and nationality
doesn’t define me,

But highlights my true identity.

By Ian Grey



Fifteen. Fifteen years of my life, I’ve devoted to dance,

Now comes the hardest choice, I have to take a stance.

From ballet to tap, to contemporary too,

I've danced them all, and my passion instantly grew.

Dance is my pride, my joy, and it always will be

The one thing that makes my heart feel complete.

But with graduation around the corner, a new chapter in

my life about to unfold,

I must say farewell to the stage where I've grown old.

But please don’t fear, I'm not leaving for good,

Because in this new chapter of life, I’m embracing

something I always knew I could.

I'm hanging up my pointe shoes, yes it's sad but true,

But I finally get to share my love and passion with tiny

dancers as their teacher,

Like I always hoped I’d do.

I understand the world is big and sometimes scary, but

I'm ready to take the leap,

Even as a dance teacher, my heart for dance will still

beat.

I'll watch young dancers blossom, and grow with pride,

Knowing that my love for dance will shine on and never

die.

P
O
O
R
M
o
N



I am steadfast,
Someone who is devoted or loyal.

I dedicate myself to the things I love
And see things through

Because I love being engaged
In the activities I pursue.

I am nurturing,
Someone who shows care for others.
Even since I was little, I always knew

That helping others is what I want to do.
I want to be of aid to those in need

And show how good life is with some rede.

I am Marissa,
I am caring, passionate, and driven.

I am the words I described myself and more
And my identity is something I will always explore.

I am still learning about who I am
But I like the way my story is heading.

Marissa Warns



At 17, I embark on a journey of self-discovery, navigating my mixed-race
background and growing up in a separated household.
Being biracial has given me a unique
 perspective, allowing me to navigate 
between two distinct cultures, each 
with its own traditions and values. 
From celebrating holidays and family
 gatherings to grappling with societal
 perceptions, I've learned to embrace 
the richness of my dual heritage, 
finding common ground amidst the 
diversity of my family's backgrounds.
Growing up in a separated household 
has presented its own set of challenges
 and opportunities. While my parents’ separation brought moments of
uncertainty and adjustment, it also enforced resilience and adaptability
within me. Balancing relationships with both parents has required me to
develop practical communication skills and a deep sense of empathy,
teaching me invaluable lessons in understanding and compassion.

Literature, music, and movies have served as both
 sanctuary and inspiration in the midst of these 
experiences. Works like "The Color Purple" and 
"Moonlight" have resonated with me profoundly, 

offering glimpses into experiences and 
struggles that mirror my own. 

Through the power 
of storytelling, I've found comfort in 

moments of reflection and connection, allowing
 me to explore themes of identity, belonging, 

and self-discovery in a meaningful way.
Joining the National English Honor Society has been enlightening in my journey of

exploration and growth. Engaging in discussions and activities within NEHS has
broadened my perspectives and appreciation for the power of language and literature

to illuminate shared experiences and connections. Through NEHS, I've found a
supportive community of like-minded individuals who share my excitement for

storytelling and embracing the diverse voices surrounding us.
As I continue to navigate the complexities of my identity, I do so with honesty,

resilience, and a commitment to self-discovery.
Naysa Roquemore



I do not know my identity.
Do you know yours?

My world is surrounded by the people I love.
But the people I love are nowhere near.
1,607 km. Only 1,607 km.
But the thing is, they are right here.

You see, every piece of jewelry I wear,
Represents someone or something.
As of right now, I am wearing 8 pieces.
Three necklaces and 5 bracelets.

My necklaces are, in ways, what I am made of.
My heart shaped Nazar protecting me from the bad JuJu.
And the rest come from my father.
One being an old spine of a snake, and the other,
Made by his own hands, representing our ancestors.

My bracelets however, are the people I love.
All of these bracelets were gifted to me,
Besides one. My Lebanese flag.
I made this bracelet to remind myself
Of the country that took care of me,
The place I still call home.

One is from my cousin who became my sister.
The other is for my mom, a small black bracelet
We got from Harissa when we went back home.
The oldest bracelet I have is unknown.
I wear it because it reminds me of
My family in Germany who I barely see.

The final bracelet is the last material object I have of my aunt.
My aunt was the best person in the world.
She would always save me without hesitation,
Hating on society and blasting music everywhere she went.
“C’est La Vie”

Maybe soon, I will have more jewelry to carry,
To never take off and live as a part of my body,
To cherish and look back on to remember the memorize
That will live with me forever

In ways, I connect my identity
To the people who I care about
Because I carry them wherever I go,
Dead or alive.
- Alik Siwajian



My Identity and Math

Mother-physicist. Father-prosecutor. Grandma-physics PhD.
Grandpa physics-D. Sc. + PhD. Uncle-physics PhD. One could say
that the whole basis of my family is math, and that wouldn’t be far

off.

Though for me, math is not just a familial legacy that I must follow;
rather, it is my passion, a place where I can escape, where I can calm
down, or rather, just have fun. Whenever I do math, especially a test
of any type, including math, my brain enters a mode where the only

thing I can think of are ways to solve the problem. I turn off the
outside world and turn on the world, where I wish to be and where I

wish to belong.

But no matter how much I love math, I live in a family where just
loving math, and being decent at it is not good enough. I try to

balance this with my life, where I try to follow a normal way versus
what is expected of me, and I must say, the bar is set quite high.

Sometimes I wish it was lower, and sometimes I wish it was higher.
But no matter where it is set, sometimes it drives me off the path, off
math being my passion, into a path of math being a necessity, a must,

a have-to.

Math has taught me many things throughout life, not just with
numbers but also with ways from which I can approach a problem
and pick the easiest way to solve it. Just recently, I started solving
math digitally with a tablet. I much enjoy this new method, as it has

brought more liveliness into my life. My grandma is not much of a fan
of it, but as long as it means me doing more math, she will go along

with it.

This might not be a popular belief, but math and art share a similarity.
In a way, they are both creative. There are hundreds of ways to solve
a problem, just as there are hundreds of ways to draw a canvas. But

sometimes, I fail to find even a single one of these solutions, and
hence, math has taught me resilience. When I fail, I see it as a guide,

a stone to put beneath my legs to move even further up.

In the end, my life is inseparable from mathematics, like a sky without
the stars, possible but sad. Math shapes most of everything I choose

and do, so I wish it to remain this way and keep this relationship
forever.

Irakli 



My mouth responds to the questions, already knowing what to say and how to answer
and how to smile to hide how my mind is racing with thoughts of who I really am. It’s

been 15 years, and no matter how much I think or ask others, there is still no true
answer to where I am from, and as a result who I am.

I look at everyone around me. Everyone can answer where they’re from, where they feel
at home, and who they are. I’m the same age and in the same environment, so why can’t

I answer it?

And then I pause. Maybe that’s my answer. Maybe I am not supposed to be like
everyone around me, maybe I am not supposed to be connected to a country or culture

or nationality, maybe I am supposed to be a mix, or maybe I am supposed to just be
me.

I may never feel connected to America, or Thailand, or China, or Armenia, or Saudi
Arabia, but I do carry tiny pieces of each country with me. I am not just one of them, I

am all of them. That is who I am.

 
“So, where are you from Jade?”

I stood there, already knowing that the question was coming. I had been asked the
question so many times, and yet, I still did not know the answer.

“I am half-American, half-Thai.”

My mouth moves slowly, saying the answer despite my head protesting and my mind
racing to answer the expected follow-up question.

“Oh, that’s cool! So where do you live and what languages do you...”

I hear the words; I hear the onslaught of questions. I have been through this exact
situation so many times. Everywhere I go, it's a repeat and flood of questions that I can

answer. But every answer only leads to more questions for both the asker and me.

Jadelyn Cathis

“Where are you from?”



How I Am A Talented Enthusiast
When I was little my mom always told me that I was the kid who did not want to

do anything and was always happy to relax and play. That is what I did for 5
years. I did not want to go to kindergarten and my mom was letting me be me

and do what was comfortable for me. In my family, my grandparents used to take
care of me and read books to me and I was not listening after a sentence I was
already asleep. That did not change for another 9 years until I came to QSI. I

started discovering myself when I came to QSIY I opened many secret talents in
myself. I did not do art for a long time and by being in art classes at QSI I was

drawing well. I always thought that not everyone can be aware of doing good art
but when I tried it the only thing you need is mood. When you do art, it can make
you feel different by relaxing you or helping you express your thoughts on a piece

of paper. In the same way, dancing was in my life for 10 years straight and by
dancing for that long at the end I could get what I wanted to be a professional
dancer. The feeling that I had after graduating from my dancing school was
insane, but I learned many things from dance and my dancing school too.

Dancing is another kind of art in me that I discovered ages ago, and I still have it
in me by not even continuing it. Dance was a kind part of my life at a point by
being the one was profoundly serious about it but not continuing it after which

still sounds strange to some people now. I always dreamed of being a dancer since
I was little but by giving up everything and training, I was not able to do it when I
was 13. Some of my dancing class friends did it, but I was scared to take that big

step. The most important talent that I found after coming to QSIY was
responsibility for my classes which I never had for 9 years. I was not able to think
seriously about school when I was in the schools I have been to, but I am able to
do it now. It was a step that I took by QSIY being my dream school. I got into

QSIY not believing in me and thinking I would fail. By valuing what my parents
did for me I reached my goals and now I am just interested in what was going to
be my other talent to be discovered in high school. I never thought of myself as
having many talents and a couple that I did not share here but I am enjoying

discovering and looking forward to seeing what my future self-going to be like.

Marina



They march;
They cry;
but mostly
They just die.

Flowers and candles,
in their hands
they do hold.
Husbands, sons, mothers, daughters,
they are told
about the sacrifices
of their bold.

Lie all in
rhetorical graves,
as their so-called leaders
lead them to said same,
with words such as us and we
so commonly cloaked, in patriotic plea

Believe them not,
those sordid whores,
who moan of morals
Whilst printing wars.

The People are Dead; Long Live the People



Across the Border

In a land where her people once lived, was a girl
not yet the age of thirteen. In the Amber glow of

the setting sun, she gazed at her ancestral
house overlooking the mountains stretching

across Karabakh. 
 As a child, she heard stories from her mother
and grandmother about Karabakh, a place

where the apricot trees blossomed even under
the shadows of conflict and the lands where

songs echoed through the mountains.
 It was there where her family once lived, among
the wildflowers and apricot trees where the land
seemed to sing until the turmoil forced them to

flee. And there still stood that great wooden
house with her family's photographs and

heirlooms of generations now lost. 
 The little girl did not understand the value of
what was lost. She did not understand that it
was really gone until she reached the border

she could no longer cross. 
 Now many years later she has grown

estranged from her culture but felt the deep pull
of her heritage to a homeland fractured yet not

forgotten. 
She felt an urge to resolve what was lost. So she
decided to return to the land of her ancestors in
the hopes of recovering a small portion of what

they lost. Her old family home; that was no
longer hers. She sought to recover a part of her
identity too long ignored, a heritage of resilience

and enduring hope. 

Satenik Arakelyan


