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Alexis Santos
Abby Barton, Teacher
Prospect Hill Academy Charter School 

Courage to me is helping out someone, even though your friends might 

judge you. 

One time I showed courage was in the morning at school. I was unpacking 

my stuff and putting it in my locker. I was moving my chair into the morning 

meeting circle. Then my friends walked in.

They were yelling at a boy in my class. It was two against one. I felt like they 

were ganging up on him. I feel like sometimes my friends make a big deal 

about nothing. The boy kept on saying, “I’m sorry, yeesh!” and, “Okay, okay.”

I didn’t know what he did, but I did know that he was having a lot of trouble 

with his family. I kept thinking that this boy did not need this right now. 

I took a deep breath and I told my friends to stop. One of them started 

talking about what he did but I cut her off. “I don’t care. You guys are being 

rude right now.” I said.

I remember seeing my friends look at me awkwardly, and confused. I 

remember feeling happy because I just helped someone, but also mad 

because my friends were being rude.

This took courage because I didn’t want my friends to be mad that I told 

them to stop. 

The world needs courage because, without it, the world would stay the 

same. People would be mistreated, there would be segregation, women 

would still have to wear skirts and dresses, there would be racism, and many 

more reasons.

I showed courage by standing up for someone, even though I might have 

been judged by my friends. 

 “The world needs courage because, 
without it, the world 
  would stay the same.”
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Gleidys Gonzalez 
Dan Cesario, Teacher
Sarah Greenwood K-8 School

Courage, to me, is facing your fear. Just like in a book I read, Facing the Lion, 

this boy faced his fear by going after the lion. Also, this boy was getting 

bullied because he was overweight, but he kept moving on. In my life, I was 

facing my fear by changing into the person that I really was. It took courage 

for me to change.

I bullied a girl. I made her life so miserable just because I didn’t like her, 

the way she acted, and the way she was treating other people. I was with her 

for three straight years and I bullied her for three years just because I didn’t 

like her. I didn’t care how she felt. I didn’t care if she cried or anything. I 

just thought about myself. I had friends that bullied her too, so it wasn’t 

only me. I’m not proud of the things I did to her. I used to scream at her 

with childish words. I used to fight her when she didn’t want to. I used to 

make other people bully her when I wasn’t at school. I did so many things 

to her and I’m disgusted with myself for doing those things. I got more and 

more popular each day, just because I was a bully. Honestly, I really thought 

I was the man.

I started to get into a lot of trouble. I was getting a lot of suspensions 

until one day the girl’s mom came and wanted to sue me. I thought it was 

really funny, but when my mom told me how things were going to go, at 

that moment I knew that it wasn’t really funny any more. I was scared of 

changing and becoming who I really was. I was so afraid people wouldn’t 

accept me, that they would always think about the old me and come to me 

and tell me to do things to other people. 

I decided to make a change in my life with my attitude and my actions. When 

people came up to me to tell me to bully someone, I said no, because that 

stuff is childish. I started to become more mature. I changed my attitude. 

People looked at me differently. Instead of teachers calling my mom and 

telling her that I hurt someone, they called her and told her when I did 

something good. I felt proud of myself when teachers were telling me that 

they heard from other teachers that I was changing and not bullying people 

any more. 

 

It was hard for me to have the courage to become the person I really was. 

I am not saying that I completely changed, or that I became a whole new 

person. I changed the parts of me that people disliked. If I have a chance 

to say sorry to the girl I bullied, I will, and I will mean it this time. I’m just 

proud that I had the courage to become the person that people like. I’m 

even more proud that I became someone that I like. 

   “I’m even more proud that 
 I became someone that I like.”
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Layla Brown
Matthew LaSpina & Cathy Schumer, Teachers
Boston Renaissance Charter Public School

It’s hard to define courage, but to me it means being brave and staying 

strong even when times get tough. If I hadn’t lived through a difficult 

bullying experience, I might have never found the courage inside me.

It was February break and I was on vacation with my family. We were in a 

hotel room in New Hampshire when suddenly my little sister woke me up 

in the middle of the night.  She handed me my phone. When I turned it on 

I saw a whole lot of notifications from Instagram and I-message. As I read 

them, I began to cry. Why was I getting death threats, and why were people 

calling me hurtful names? For example, kids were calling me the “B” word 

and saying they wanted to kill me!

I woke my mom up. In tears and without saying anything, I showed her my 

phone. In a panic, she woke up my step-dad and showed him the messages. 

As we scrolled through them together, what we read shocked us.  My heart 

was pounding because I was truly afraid of these death threats! In the 

dark, the yellowish glow from my phone lit up my face. Seeing my terrified 

expression, my step-dad told me that everything would be OK and we would 

get through this cyber-bullying incident together.

After our vacation ended, my mom asked me if I wanted to be pulled out of 

school. I was thinking about saying yes, but then I found my courage. I told 

my mom I wanted to talk to my principal, Mrs. Lawrence, and get through 

it. We showed her the comments that people sent me. When she asked me if 

I knew who could have hacked my account, I thought about it for a couple 

of seconds.  Annijah came to mind.  We were friends, but before vacation 

we got into an argument, and she told me she would get revenge.  Mrs. 

Lawrence asked how she got my password.  Suddenly I remembered that 

when we were video chatting about a month ago, she had asked me for my 

password so she could check the box for “knowing your best friend” in a 

teen magazine.  Obviously, I made the wrong choice by telling her.

Like Sherlock Holmes putting the pieces together, I realized that Annijah 

had used my account to spread rumors to my friends that I was saying 

horrible things about them behind their backs. In the end, my friends 

found out the truth, Annijah was suspended, and I learned what it means 

to have courage.

I showed courage even though I was scared and didn’t understand what 

was happening. I stayed strong even when I wanted to give up. It took 

me a while to figure this out, but courage means being able to stand up 

for yourself.  I discovered who my real friends were, and how to handle a 

difficult situation.  This experience made me want to start an anti-bullying 

program to prevent situations like this from ever happening again.

“I stayed strong even when 
   I wanted to give up.”
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Liana Joy Winans
Erin Walsh, Teacher 
St. Patrick School

The way I see it, courage is knowing that you can either stand up for yourself 

or not, and then choosing to stand up for yourself. It took a lot of courage 

for me to stand up to my so-called “friends” who bullied me and made fun 

of who I am. One of my favorite quotes is in Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s 

Stone. “There are all kinds of courage,” said Dumbledore, “It takes a great 

deal of courage to stand up to our enemies, but just as much courage to 

stand up to our friends.” This saying truly proved itself in this memory of my 

life. Today, in 6th grade, I love to joke around and play with my classmates. 

In 3rd grade, however, things were much different; because, so was I. 

When I was nine months old, my mom traveled to Jiangxi Province, China 

to adopt me. When people see me, they can easily guess that I am Chinese 

(or Asian). In the year 2013, some of my classmates started to tease me 

about my heritage, the way I looked, and basically just the fact that I was 

born in China. For example, one day they said, “Put your right pinky up,” 

and they laughed, saying, “You are swearing in your own culture.” By the 

way, it is a fact that raising your right pinky is NOT a Chinese swear. Another 

time, they opened a book halfway and put it over their head saying, “I’m 

Chinese, YIP! YIP!” They claimed “yip” meant “yes” in Chinese, even 

though it doesn’t. 

Finally, I told my teacher and we were taken down to the principal’s office, 

but the problems were far from resolved. A short time after that, someone 

accidentally hit me in the nose with a tennis ball, and one of the bullies 

snickered, “Did he flatten your nose?” He said this because, being Chinese, 

my nose doesn’t stick out as much as others. Perhaps the reason that this 

particular insult hurt the most is because it is bad enough to be self-conscious 

about physical differences, but to be outright teased about it makes you 

want to hide away in a hole and never show your face again. I did not know 

it then, but somehow this incident made me stronger inside and in some 

subconscious part of my mind, I was determined to show both myself and 

the boys that they couldn’t, and wouldn’t, insult me or my heritage. 

Starting that moment, I began to rebuild myself, to climb out of the pit 

of exclusion and discrimination and rise up in hope. I would prove that I 

am a real person too, in spite of their narrow minds, minds that allowed 

nothing different. Step by step, days became weeks and weeks turned into 

months. Still they would tease me, but each time I would raise my head 

and ignore them, later finding a time to pass along a kind word to them. 

Another saying I heard is “What goes around comes around.” Bullies may 

have been bullied themselves, so in turn they pass their bitterness down and 

bully others. By showing kindness to them, not hatred, they might choose 

that way also. If not, well I’m satisfied to know I tried my best. Thankfully I 

don’t have to worry about that. Most of the bullies have changed their ways 

and are now my good friends!

 This experience has taught me many things, but one thing has stuck in my 

head for the past few years. I can now do more than accept my differences, 

wishing I was the same; I can rejoice in my uniqueness! Courage has been 

my rock to cling to, a ladder to climb up, a base to study my fears. Just as 

the word courage can have many different meetings, so can pride. I have 

learned to be proud of my differences, proud of what I look like; but most 

of all, I am proud to be Chinese!
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Luc Boesch-Powers
Leila Huff, Teacher
Buckingham Browne and Nichols

In my opinion, courage is gathering up confidence to do something one 

would not otherwise be willing to do. Courage doesn’t just come to you; it 

takes time and effort to gather enough of it to do that courageous thing you 

could never execute before. In my case, I gathered up enough courage to 

stand up to those that used the word “gay” in the wrong way. Some people 

use the word “gay” as if to mean “misfit” or “abnormal.” This really bothers 

me because my parents are gay. I have two dads, and they are extremely 

kind, and far from misfits or abnormal. Whenever I hear people misuse 

the word “gay,” I go up to them calmly, not making a big deal of it, and say 

something like, “That’s not cool. My parents are gay, and they are nothing 

like the way you used the word gay.” 

One time, I was in the gym at school with a bunch of seventh graders. 

When Jim, a seventh grade student, kept missing shots, Rob said to him, 

attempting to be funny, “You are so gay at shooting, Jim.” I was really taken 

aback by this comment. Why would someone use this word in such a bad 

context? So, after I heard this, I said to Rob what I usually say, “Seriously, 

Rob, don’t use the word ‘gay’ that way. That’s not what gay means.” After I 

said that, he made up some lame excuse, saying gay doesn’t mean that in his 

dictionary, but we both knew he was lying.

Another example of this sort of thing happened a month or two ago when 

I was peering over at a friend’s phone at pick-up. There was an ‘iFunny’ 

with a picture of a sign near the ocean that said, “Beware of jumping 

gay walrus.” My friend seemed to think it was funny, and he showed it to 

another person. Sure enough, that person seemed to think it was funny 

too. When I saw them both laughing at this homophobic humor, I told 

them how dumb and discriminatory that joke was. At the time, this friend 

of mine would consistently misuse the word gay. Nowadays, I have noticed 

that he doesn’t use the word in this way anymore, and I like to think that I 

helped that progress. 

It is a unique experience every time I stand up to the people who misuse the 

word gay. When my friends still feel like it’s funny to joke about this, I try to 

tell them that this is really not funny at all. It is especially frustrating when 

I ask someone to stop using the word in that context, but they continue 

to do it. When I talk to my parents about this, they support my eventually, 

hopefully, having an effect on homosexual people everywhere.

 “Courage doesn’t just come to you; 
it takes time and effort to gather  
 enough of it to do that courageous 
thing you could never execute before.”
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Maya Payne
Amanda St. George, Teacher
Horace Mann School for the Deaf
 

I was courageous when I went to the special Olympics. I had to meet new 

kids. I was afraid at first. I tried talking to people and I met new friends. I 

met lots of nice people. I was very happy.

It was really hot outside. I was sweating. I threw a ball really far. I got a 

medal. I got a sash and crown from Miss Massachusetts. I felt like a princess. 

I was happy and brave. 

 “I felt like a princess.”
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Yumi Son
Linda Roach, Teacher
St. John Paul II Catholic Academy

To me courage is something that is given to those who are in need, to those 

who are in terrible situations and to those who have fallen very ill. I’m going 

to tell you all about my situation. I’ll probably have this condition forever, 

but from this day forward I will not be ashamed that I have it. 

Courage is something that I have already experienced. I think to myself, 

“Wow! So that’s what courage is.” Then I realize, “This isn’t where my 

courage ends. I will still have more and more.”

The first few years I started school were the first few years I got teased. 

When I was younger, I wore lots of long sleeved shirts and leggings because 

I was scared that my classmates were going to find out I have Ilven. Ilven is a 

kind of inflammation that is on the left side of my body. I didn’t like that it 

was on my body. Then one day my parents said it was too hot to be wearing 

long sleeves so they said I had to wear one of my short-sleeved shirts. That 

day I didn’t want to go to school but I had to. When I arrived at school, my 

dad took me in. As soon as I walked in, heads turned. They were whispering 

and making faces. After I saw all those faces I was embarrassed. I went to 

sit on the rug and as I did, kids were moving away from me. Even my best 

friends! As my class and I were going outside to play, some bullies came up 

to me. They started to round up some of my friends to come and look at 

me. I felt like a fish in a fishbowl. They started to hit me, lightly at first, then 

harder. When I was being picked up at the end of the day, I was sad but I 

tried to have a good face. That went on for a few more days. Then came the 

day when I was fed up with all of it! So when we got outside, that same group 

came to me when I had my head down. When they started to hit me, I stood 

up and yelled at them. I stood up and said, ”Stop! What’s wrong with you 

guys? You’ve never seen skin before?” They started to laugh. I started to yell 

again, saying, “I’m just a regular girl like you.”

As my courage grew stronger, I felt relieved. I was still the fish, but now they 

were in the bowl, and I was in the ocean, being free to be me.

 “This isn’t where my courage ends. 
   I will still have more and more.”
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Zachary Garcia
Amy Donovan and Amy Higginbotham, Teachers
Dennis C. Haley Pilot School

Being courageous is thinking on your feet, doing the impossible, being 

brave and facing your fears. Other examples of courage include going 

somewhere new to you and making new friends. Max had to use courage 

by facing Leukemia head on, and inspiring people in the process. I show 

courage when I come back to school after having a “bad day” due to my 

anxiety and depression. 

 

When I have a bad day, it is a very horrible day. The reason I have “bad 

days” is because of my anxiety and anger issues against other people. So you 

don’t want to meet that version of me on that bad day. It feels like I become 

a ball of fire in my head, and afterwards I have a lot of depression. One 

Tuesday, I had one of the worst days I ever had. 

That afternoon at the end of the day in homeroom, I was really upset with 

my classmate. My classmate, Larry, was teasing me all day, and I felt like I 

couldn’t ignore it anymore. I started to chase him around the school and 

called him names. I really wanted to punch him, but I didn’t. I was really 

mad and upset with him. I really couldn’t control myself or my feelings. 

What makes me different is the aftermath. In the aftermath of getting 

upset, I then get extremely depressed. I cry uncontrollably, punch lockers 

and walls, and leave to get away from the situation. I did these actions on 

this Tuesday, and as a result, I had to go to the emergency room to make 

sure I was safe. I felt like the world hated me, and it just went downhill from 

there. I knew I had to go back to school eventually and face everyone. 

After this incident it took a lot of courage to come back to school and face 

my teachers, students, and friends. I felt nervous and very lonely. I felt like 

all of my friends wouldn’t want to be friends with me anymore after one of 

my “bad days.” Coming back into my homeroom requires courage because 

I was afraid someone would say something about the incident to me. When 

I have one of these episodes, it feels like the sun with no clouds. 

To me, courage can mean many things, but it’s personal. I use courage 

when I have anxiety and depression and come back from it. It seems like I 

need courage every day, but I know I can grow from it. Courage can make 

someone become stronger, and I am stronger today for using courage. 

“To me, courage can mean many things, 
      but  it’s personal.”
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