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To all of the participants who submitted your works, we want to let you know that you did very well and we as a team are extremely impressed with your efforts.
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The theme of identity, particularly the question of "Who am I?", has the potential to ignite intense debates, create disagreements, and cause emotional turmoil for both individuals and society as a whole. The act of labeling and categorizing people based on preconceived notions and stereotypes can make it difficult to uncover one's true self. Nevertheless, this book provides a refreshing viewpoint on the imaginative minds of today's generation. Despite facing daily challenges, they demonstrate a deep sense of empathy, justice, fairness, and equality. This perspective is highly commendable and fosters a great sense of hope for the future.
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The poems also delve into a variety of sub-themes, including but not limited to self-esteem, self-discovery, societal pressure, complexity, individuality, resilience, cultural identity, acceptance, familial identity, and reflection. Each poem explores these themes in a unique and thought-provoking way, offering insights into the complexities of the poet's experience.
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ME
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"Who are you?" they asked.

"I am me."

"You're you?"

"Yes, I'm me."

"We all need identification," they said.

Growing up, all I ever knew was to be the little girl who had big dreams. A girl who saw the world as a perfect place where the good are rewarded and the bad are punished. That little girl knew exactly what she wanted to be until life turned the tables. 

Her family moved, 

a divorce was filed, 

siblings were separated, 

new tough rules to follow, 

puberty set in, 

mistakes were made, 

and lessons were learned.

She needed a distraction; somewhere she could hide to get away from reality. She found the perfect place the moment her brother taught her how to read. Every chapter of every book she read took her to a new magical place where she could be anything she wanted as long as she buried her head inside a book. Soon, she started to grow. She needed a way to keep her young nurturing mind sane amidst all the crazy things happening around her. She found a way to channel all her feelings and experiences (both the good and the bad) into a positive space and that was writing.

The moment her pen was put to paper she felt unstoppable, she'd sometimes blur her pages with tears as she wrote, scribbling the most infuriating stories about her life and the silliest ones, leaving pages filled with emotion. She’d make up characters and bring them to existence as they portrayed her various journeys through this rollercoaster ride called life. She called them "her brain children".

Little did she know that she had found her purpose.

She had gifted hands.

Well not quite like Ben Carson's,

But she knew what kept her grounded.

"To write is divine" were her words as she told her story.

Do you know why I know?

It's because I'm that girl.

The girl who is identified as the one who sees the world through her pen and paper...

"So, let's try this one more time."

"Who are you?"

As I said earlier,

"I'm me."
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IDENTITY
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I am created to be alike with one another. He said, "He created us in his image and likeness." Being an INDIVIDUAL, I had to deal with a lot of loneliness and the confusion of where to belong in a conversation yet to be fathomed.

Growing up, I was taught to exhibit acts of compassion, kindness, meekness, and humility because my place was the kitchen, but DETERMINATION brought me out.

Society pushed me, schools challenged me, and my friends called me by labels of who I am not, but I EXCEEDED in all their deeds and stayed true to myself, leaving me with the question, "Who am I"?

I hated myself because life kept me in pain, but Mama said it was NURTURING me into the TENACIOUS woman I aspired to be.

As I get confused about "who to be", culture reminds me of "who I am not". This made me sad and hopeless about never getting to the top of my social status. But the INSPIRATION of him knowing me while I was in my mother's womb makes me THRIVE in these last days where genders are mixed, injustice is celebrated over justice, selfishness is cherished over unity, and cheating is seen as winning.  

I would rather be YOUNG-AT-HEART, for this is me!
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HUES OF SELF DISCOVERY

Who am I?

Such a rhetorical question

In a world full of colors

I am polychromatic

Every color represents a different me

But which one is the original?

I'm lost searching for the one

That reflects my true nature

I've tried to fit in with the crowd, to blend and conform.

Not to be green amongst blues

But it’s a losing game

I end up showing my true colors

A red flag to others

And I’m left drained of trying to be something I’m not

So I accept and embrace my colors

I am...

A work of art

I am made up of bright and dull colors, something I cannot hide

Who I am is not a thing to be borrowed or stolen

It’s a passage of self-discovery, an ever-ending testament

Follow the yellow brick road and find out what lies in the green city.
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THE MIDDLE CHILD
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I am the girl in the middle,

neither the premier nor the finale;

a rare combination of creativity and intelligence,

and a beautiful contradiction.

I am the unsung hero in the family,

with talents and abilities that often go unnoticed,

while my siblings bask in the spotlight,

I remain in the shadows, out of sight.

My creativity knows no bounds,

my intelligence is sharp and sound,

but my gifts are overshadowed,

by my siblings' louder, more boisterous sounds.

I pay for my favor which is mostly short-lived,

you know, like a weekly subscription

for a premium service that 'pride' of the family

and the 'last baby' gets it for free.

You see, everyone is always either looking for the firstborn or the last child,

because they start and end the sequence,

and I find myself questioning if it'll ever end.

I'm forced to lurk in the shadows because

I have no title to my name,

well... At least they call me 'the middle child.'

I am the unsung hero in the family,

the one with hidden talents, yet to be appreciated.

I can't be hidden,

so I'll keep on shining,

in my own world,

where I feel a sense of worth

and I'm not silenced.

In this world of mine,

I'll keep searching, searching

to find myself a name and a title that I can be proud of.

But until then,

you, you, and you

can keep addressing me as

'the middle child.'
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