
 
 



Mission Statement 
 

The mission of The Blue Review is to create an online publication that 
showcases the talents of the students of Hammonton High School. 

Students have an outlet for creative expression as they may submit written 
and visual works for publication. All students are encouraged to 

electronically submit work such as prose, poetry, essays, photos, paintings, 
and sketches. 

 
Twice a year, a team of dedicated students acts as an editorial board that 
chooses and edits their peer’s submissions. By creating The Blue Review, 

students have the opportunity to share their creativity with their 
community.  For this edition, the editorial board also requested submissions 

from their teachers.  The cover art in this edition was created by Austin 
Buehler and features the work of multiple artists.  The main photograph on 

the cover is by Alex Guillot. 
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She 
By Anonymous 

 
She’s quiet. 

But she hears everything. 
  

She hears them mutter when she walks by. 
She hears them chuckle; she’s more than aware of why. 

  
She knows they hate her. 

She knows it’s a result of their own insecurity. 
But she doesn’t know how to make it stop. 

  
She doesn’t know how to stop her chest 

from tightening at the sight of them. 
She doesn’t know how to not be afraid 

just being near them. 
She doesn’t know how to go day-to-day 

with the thought that 
they are always there, 

they are always watching, 
they are always judging, 

and they are always laughing. 
  

She can’t figure out why this happened. 
She doesn’t know what she did. 

She can’t figure out why they despise her 
just for giving a damn. 

  
She didn’t attack them. 

  
She didn’t mock them. 

  
She was angry, she was tired, she was hot. 

Yet, now they mock all she does. 
  

She wants to speak out. 
She wants to give up. 

She wants to be confident. 
She wants to crawl up in a ball. 
She doesn’t know the solution. 

  
For once she doesn’t know. 

She doesn’t know 
how to stop herself from hearing. 
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When The Devil Knocks 
by Michael L. Carroll 

Photo Credits: Alex Guillot  

  
  The first three knocks at the door woke me, soon I 
realized my body couldn’t move under the silk sheets of my 
bed. My eyes are the only thing I can move, other than my 
heart, which is now throbbing in my chest. A blanket of 
darkness over the room, I looked to the antique porcelain 
clock on my nightstand. Midnight. 
  Trying to get my bearings, another three evenly 
spaced knocks gently touch the door, and a silver tongue 
followed; “Mister Smith, mister Smith , we know you’re 

awake in there.” The fuze of fear began to fizzle deep in my mind, ‘we’? How many are 
out there? Who the hell is this? Am I going to die? 
 “Mister Smith, to answer the questions that you had just asked in your mind, I am a 
being beyond human understanding, ‘we’ is the only vocabulary that can describe me 
properly in human language. I do not have a name, but I have been called numerous 
things by you humans; predominantly ‘The Devil’ but they’re all wrong to call me 
something so childish, I am a different type of being all together. You may die, but that is 
entirely dependent of your own actions.” 
  This thing just read my mind, and it probably still is. “Yes Mister Smith, I am reading 
your mind.” 
  I swallowed, and I spoke my first words “What are you then?” 
  “As I stated before, Mister Smith, names are simply a human construct, Therefore I 
do not need one, but I can let you decide what I am with my offer.” 
  “Offer?” I questioned. 
  “Yes, Mister Smith your future is quite impressive; an almost heavenly lack of 
suffering throughout your life. This is what brought me here, to change that.” 
  “You’re planning on ruining my life?” 
  “Ruining isn’t the right word, rather ‘changing’ a single life, to improve on many 
lives.” 
  What does he mean by that? None of this makes sense, what do I get out of having 
my life ruined, for the sake of others? I didn’t do anything to deserve this. 
  “Ah, well that is the question, isn’t it? You prioritize your own life over others. Your 
life is only temporal Mister Smith, so why would you not give the good in your life to help 
the needs of many?”. 
  The question burned in my head, the sudden awakening from deep slumber isn’t 
helping my already confused mind- “You can have all the time you want, Mister Smith, 
after all, it will effect your entire life from here on out.” 
   Adrenaline coursed through my veins, I shout in anger “Stop speaking in riddles! Tell me 
what the hell you want!” 
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Silence followed. My own heartbeat and the ticking of the clock were the only 
answer. The particular type of silence that the most tiny noises became louder and 
louder. At this point my heartbeat, and the ticking of the clock was overtaking my 
thought, the concoction of sound became unbearable white noise, when finally the silence 
was broken by the forked tongue still lurking behind the door, with a slight tinge of 
impatience, “As I stated before, your existence alone will cause the suffering of many 
people in the future, so I came here today with an offer; will you trade your good life for 
the good of many? In turn, your life will be full of misery.” 
  Throughout my younger life I’ve been a naturally kind person, my parents raised 
me to think of others, and told me that karma would trade it all back one day, but I threw 
that away knowing how cruel the world was. I continued to think, images of starving 
children on TV telling me to donate nineteen-ninety-nine a month, and how it was ‘only 
about sixty-seven cents a day to help a child in need’. It made me sick, seeing 
corporations selling images of needy children, then pocketing most of the profits. Red hot 
frustration simmered at my depths, and started rapidly boiling over. I learned as I got 
older the world is cruel, and you had to be cruel to survive. I started to derail from my 
once kind ways, and concerned myself with wealth. There is mere sustenance, and there 
is success, and wealth was success. I needed to grow in success, but to acquire success 
you need sacrifice. I fired those who didn’t deserve it, ones who didn’t work hard enough, 
that is just how the food chain works. I was a modern day Ebenezer Scrooge, but I 
accepted that, because I knew the world was cruel, and thus I became a parody of the 
world. Is this thing the devil reminding me of these evils? Is this a twist of fate in which 
will lead now to this final decision? The world around be started to blur out of proportion 
as my mind’s questions became the core of everything, every synapsys in my brain was 
focused on my life, and where I stand in the world. 
  “Time is running out, Mister Smith, and as I already stated, I am not what you 
humans call the devil. Though I can tell you what I am, as I am running out of time.” 
 My lips moved to respond, but were interrupted, almost as if it knew I was going to 
ask what, or who it was. “I am greed, an echo of your own subconscious. I am you, Mister 
Smith, an echo of what lie deep in your mind, but of late the idea that you have grown to 
be evil is forming in your mind, and with that, the idea that you must change. I’ve come to 
sway you back, so I may live on in your mind, but instead it seems you kept to your 
typical money hungry ways, so I may be safe after all. So choose now, will you kill me, a 
piece of yourself? Or will you make those around you suffer instead?” 
 With that, I woke up. I shift through the sweat covered silk sheets, the covers 
tangled around me as though I had tossed and turned all night. I checked the antique 
porcelain clock, in its familiar position.  It was six-thirty AM, and it was time to get ready 
for work. 
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Time Flies  
By Anonymous 
Photo Credits: Alex Guillot 
 
Time flies by but I feel like I'm sitting still. 
My desk is my prison cell 
And homework is my death sentence. 
I'm losing sleep 
Losing hair 
Losing my mind 
In order to keep myself afloat. 
No matter how many steps forward I travel 
I am still ten steps behind everyone else. 
Why is everything so hard for me? 
No one will ever understand the sensation 
Of plummeting from the sky 
Will standing completely still. 
I am praised for my effort 
But it's never enough. 
My tightrope walk towards success can only take me so far 
When there's no safety net beneath me. 
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Family Tree 
By Mrs. Griess 
Photo Credits: Mrs. Griess 
 
So many pieces that used to be part  
Of something solid 
Of something sturdy 
Of something superior 
Now deliberately destroyed 
Splintered 
Divided 
Because it needed to be eliminated  
To allow a more fulfilling life 
A life without  
A shadow casted on me 
So many pieces that used to be part 
Of something solid 
Of Something sturdy 
Of something superior 
Remain 
The ruins 
Of the family tree 
That could no longer be 
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Because You Loved Me 
A Personal Narrative: By Mrs. Peretti 
Photo Credits: Miriam Ramirez 

 
My childhood was pretty ordinary.  I had 
a father who was a workaholic; doing 
everything he could to give me the best 
of everything.  My mother was the old 
fashioned Italian mother who made the 
house a comfortable abode while also 
working part time to help my father with 
the task of providing for the family.  Our 
house was a small apartment and our 
car was nothing spectacular – an old 
Chevy, but my dad took pride in taking 

good care of it.  I had no brothers or sisters.  My mother had several miscarriages before 
me, causing me to be known as the “miracle baby” when I was born.  Having no siblings 
and very busy parents left me no choice but to attach myself to the constant presence in 
my life from birth – my grandmother.  At the age of 5, my parents decided that we would 
move in with my grandparents.  Needless to say, this decision changed my life forever. 
Grandma was there through it all.  

My earliest memory is being hospitalized at 5 years old and looking into my 
grandma’s eyes for comfort.  She stayed with me all night until my fever broke. I 
remember canning tomatoes with her at 6 and continued doing this every summer until 
her arthritis got so bad that she couldn’t hold a knife anymore.  I remember my first day 
of school how she made me a peanut butter and jelly sandwich in the shape of a heart to 
comfort me.  I remember my first boyfriend breaking my heart and not wanting to come 
out of my room to eat.  My grandma trudged up to my room nearly breaking down the 
door with her little frail hand and holding me as I cried for hours.  I remember shopping 
for my first dance – grandma patiently watched my fashion show of dresses – trying to 
hold back her laughter with some and guiding me to the appropriate choice.  I remember 
how she comforted me as I dealt with the death of my very close friend in high school 
who was killed by a drunk driver.  

I was at my lowest point in my life and she told me to, “fulfill my destiny and do 
something great with my life….it is so fragile and precious….” She got me out of bed for a 
month with her tough love until I was able to do it on my own.  I remember her attending 
all of my dance recitals, basketball games, tennis matches and school events.  She was 
always in the front row giving me that self assured grin that I was the best performer, 
athlete and student ever.  I remember grandma at my high school graduation as I gave 
the speech to my classmates.  She did not cry – just gave me that look of utter happiness. 
I remember my grandma’s strength when my grandpa battled with cancer and her 
strength of spirit when he passed. I remember all of the dinners she taught me how to 
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cook and all of the Italian traditions she instilled in me.  I remember graduating 
college---how proud she was to see her pride and joy get ready to enter the world of 
teaching – an admirable profession.  I remember telling her that I was getting married.  I 
remember her face as I walked down the aisle….that is the first time I saw her cry.  She 
quickly wiped her tears.  I remember clinging to her when I moved out.  

I remember telling her I was pregnant—how she helped me through all three 
pregnancies then being my confidant as I was raising my 3 girls.  I remember when she 
got sick and the multiple trips to the hospital as she battled with diabetes.  I remember 
helping her to walk again.  I remember pushing her in a wheelchair.  I remember bathing 
her and brushing her hair.  I remember May 19th 2006 as I sat by her side while she took 
her last breath speaking her final words- “she loved me.”  

Life is full of shifting emotions and events – some good and bad.  Life is full of 
friends walking in and out of our lives- some good, some bad.  Life is full of uncertainty 
with finances, heath and relationships.  Life is truly a roller coaster.  There is one constant 
truth in my life, however – my grandmother was my everything.  For all the times she 
stood by me,  for all the truth that she made me see….for all the wrongs that she made 
right.  I am who I am because she loved me.  I thank God everyday for giving me the 
greatest gift that anyone on the planet could possibly get -  unconditional love that will 
forever be etched my heart. I carry her with me as I walk through life, and her presence 
will always and forever lift me up when I am down.  I hope to someday be that rock for 
someone in my life.  I hope to someday be like my grandma. 
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Great Teachers 
By William Domenico, Hall Monitor 
Photo Credits: Mike Ramos 
 

My father graduated from Hammonton High School in Southern New Jersey in 1931. 
His favorite recollection that I heard perhaps a dozen times was the day that he was 
taught the importance of discipline by local teaching icon, Mr. Charles Sipley.  As a 
punishment for violating one of Mr. Sipley's classroom "commandments,” my father was 
ordered to report to study hall after his last class at about 3:30 pm. At that time, the 
disciplinarian handed an eraser to the young malefactor and instructed him to place it on 
top of the first desk in the first of seven rows  of twelve desks to a row.  

 
Sipley stated, "Joe, you have placed the eraser on the first desk in the first row as I 

have instructed you. Now, you are to walk up and down each row at your leisurely gait, 
return to the first desk, pick up the eraser and place it on top of the second desk in that 
row...walk up and down each row and keep advancing the eraser in the same fashion until 
it has come to rest on top of each of the 84 desks in this room. Then, and only then, can 
you go home. Do you understand what 
I've said?"  

 
My father confidently boasted, 

"Oh heck Mr. Sipley, that's nothing!" 
 
At about 4:45pm, my grandmother was 
overly concerned that her oldest son 
was uncommonly late for the daily 
dinner table. Meanwhile, in another 
part of town, a tiny piece of rubber 
was still slowly being advanced from 
desk to desk for a bemused and 
ingenuous educator. 
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You’ve Got Red on You 
By Alex guillot 
Photo Credits: Alex Guillot 
 
The shade of tattered school books 
The ones that teach you how to switch your king 
and rooks 
The soft taint of the cheeks when they blush 
The rage of an unrequited love from a summer 
crush 
The color of an angry child, unfed 
Perhaps a passerby will toss him bread 
The sound of the heart when it sinks and is stuck 
With every siren blare of a fire truck 
  
The scent of the flower beneath your nose 
The refreshing aroma of a thorny rose 
The soothing relief from taking pills 
The sensation of an overdose, and the pain it kills 
As the nicotine flows through the blood 
While inhaling from a cigarette bud 
The feeling of dice in the palm of your hand 
The hunger for power at your demand 
 
A word of advice to the ones with stilettos 
Life isn’t always a walk through the park and meadows 
As the matador waves his cape 
The bull runs beneath, covered by the drape 
The intoxicating taste of sweet wine 
Only the flavors that are most divine 
 
The high powered blaze of a fire 
The bright flame that will inspire 
The defying moment in front of a tank, is the man with a bag 
In the nation where they live by the communist flag 
A big button in the office, enclosed in a case 
Upon activation begins the Earth’s deface 
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A Woman Speaks 
By Aly Oren 
Photo Credits: Aly Oren 

 
I’m not quite sure what all the fuss is about in 
concerns of who I am. But I suppose I might as 
well put the rumors to rest and reveal the truth, 
despite how difficult it may be for a woman such 
as I to talk so proudly of themselves. I’ve held a 
gun in my hand, and I’ve been the person on the 
other end. I have felt what it’s like to have a 
bullet burn right through flesh and leave an 
ever-present, unreceding hole in my body that 
will never be filled. I’m only twenty-four, and I 
normally reside in the outskirts of London in the 

house my mother left to me, but the war has brought me to the massive fields of Russia, 
bitterly cold and bitterly wet. Some tend to think of me as the dirt beneath their boots, 
though I tend to enjoy proving them wrong when they’re the ones cowering in the 
bunkers and I’m the one leading an infiltration of enemy camps. I’ve lived my life on the 
outside lines, begging for a chance to be included. I don’t thrive on recognition and 
acknowledgement for the things that I have done or the things I know I am more than 
capable of. I know my worth, and I hardly need anyone to agree. I do my job. I fight, and I 
fight as well as any man in my division. The ridicule and the harassment that comes with 
such a job given my sex is nothing compared to the doors that had been closed in my 
face before. I am thankful for my opportunity to be where I am. I am thankful for the very 
slim few of whom chose to put the smallest slivers of faith in me. I will repay them with 
every bit of undivided attention I can provide, and I will fulfill all orders that I’m given. I 
will retrieve coffee and lunch orders should I need to, and I will bite my tongue. I will be 
polite in enduring harsh criticisms if I should make the smallest of mistakes. I will speak up 
when I feel it necessary, but I will not go above and beyond to make sure that I am fully 
supported and believed in by all. The few that do believe in me are the few that I trust. In 
the few that I trust, I am content. I will fight until the cold seeps right down into my bones 
and freezes my blood. And I will do it because I am resilient, and I am no different than 
any man that sits and glares at me for just the sake of having permission to hold a gun in 
my hands and fight beside them. I will do it even if I’m forced to stay late into the night 
back in New York at the office and file paperwork I’ve done nearly a million times over 
and over again without any fieldwork. I will do it if no one gives any faith. I will do what’s 
right, and I will stand by myself if I must. You may very well despise me, as many do, but I 
am a woman that has earned some ounce of a respect, and I expect to be treated as 
such. I can be sharp at times, but other times witty, and I will do it all in heels and painted 
red lips while others sit back and watch. 
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Nightmares 
By Aly Oren 
Photo Credits: Miriam Ramirez 

 
Run. Her lungs burn, her cheeks are flushed, the crisp, night 
air bites at her skin, stings in her eyes. Tears stream steadily 
down her face, but she is too numb, frozen to the bone, to 
take note, to erase the lines they leave as they cut through 
the dirt and grime. A branch nicks her temple, blood 
bubbles to the surface, her cry is muffled, strained through 
the already miniscule huffs of breath she manages. Blindly. 
She runs, blindly, blindly into the darkened abyss, searching 
for life, searching for the exit, the screeching of owls and 
the howling of wolves at a moon that has vanished from the 
sky her only reassurance. She runs in circles. Her lungs 
scream, her feet tire, her heart races, prepared to explode 
out of her chest, her resolve begins to die, her hope of 
finding her way out follows. The towering, forested 
silhouettes seem to laugh her, mock her, surround her, 
follow her. 
And at last, her knees give way, her hands brace herself for 
the crash, tearing, scraping across a withering white pine’s 
bark, tearing, stinging, bleeding, the wind knocked out of 
her lungs, gasping for air as she sinks down into the sopping 

wet sponges of moss, feeling it soak through her clothes and freeze to her skin. The forest 
falls silent, only the sounds of her lungs, desperately reaching, aching to find a firm grasp 
of air, to reel in the oxygen, struggling, echo through the never ending trees of Vermont. 
The trees whisper coolly, murmuring, gossiping, and then one begins to move. Closer. 
Closer. Run. Her mind screams. But her muscles refuse to budge. Run! The crack of wood 
splitting rips through her eardrums. RUN! The tree begins to lean, the shadows grasping 
at her, ready to pull her away. 

She awakes, sweat dampening her forehead, a cry in her throat, hands nearly 
tearing the sheets she has balled up in her fists. Her frantic breaths take over ten minutes 
to soothe into a normal pace, and when they do, still slightly shaking hands reach out and 
mark a fifth tally on a notepad beside her bed.  
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Gallery Pizza 
By Courtney Hiros 
Photo Credits: Hannah Cohan 

 
While experiencing the largest obstacles in life, the lessons learned 
are what make the biggest personal impact. A commitment I made 
and have been sticking to for about three years of my high school 
career is my job. I work at a small pizzeria in my town called, “Gallery 
Pizza”. While working at my part time job for sometimes more than 
half a week, I have picked up so many different life lessons that I do 
not think I would have ever learned without my job. 
To begin, “Gallery Pizza” has taught me the importance of 
responsibility. When customers come in and give me their order, it is 
my responsibility to make sure their order is received and their food 
comes out just as they had expected. It is my responsibility to make 

sure my boss is making money and if I do not take care of my responsibilities, I then 
receive a  consequence for it, just as I would with my schoolwork or something else. 
Without responsibility of important key things in my life, it shows lack of trust, therefore, I 
do my best when being responsible for someone or something because it is an extremely 
important trait to carry along through life. 

Next, “Gallery Pizza” has taught me the importance of maturity. If one customer 
does not like my personality, I have learned that others will love it, therefore I just have to 
wait it out and be the bigger person and be professional. The maturity I have obtained 
from my part time job tells me that even on a bad day, I still must give my best with 
whatever I decide to do! Without maturity, it is impossible to be taken seriously, 
therefore, it is vital to growing up. 

To continue, my final characteristic I have obtained from working at my local 
pizzeria is perseverance. Although mess ups with food or bad service is not always my 
fault, I realize that I must power through to make the customer’s experience much better. 
Perseverance gives one of the most positive outlooks on any situation because it shows 
that no matter what is going on in my life, I will always give my best to what is most 
important and also with improving myself which connects with my education and 
everyday life. 

In conclusion, my commitment at “Gallery Pizza” has taught me so many great 
things such as responsibility, maturity and also perseverance. I never would have grown 
to be the person I am today if I had never attained the people skills that I have at my job. 
Responsibility, maturity and perseverance will take me much further in life when it comes 
to decision making and also life planning. I am glad to say that my part time job at 
“Gallery Pizza” has in all taught me some of the best characteristics through life that will 
make me the best I can be. 
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City Hearts 
By Shayla Cunningham 
Photo Credits: Miriam Ramirez 

 
I could never understand why people ever 
wanted to leave the city. Oh, I’ve heard 
the complaints: The constant noise, 
honking, yelling, dinging, beeping. All the 
people, always in a hurry to do something 
that started ten minutes ago, and don’t 
get them started on the smell! The 
country is better, they say. Finding a 
cabin off the grid is on so many bucket 
lists after a certain age. They want to be 
surrounded by tall trees that never judge. 

Close to a land that never seems to age, They want to be away from everything, leaving 
you with just...you. It’s peaceful. They say. The city is just too much. They needed a break. 
I never understood that.  

How could you want a break from something so beautiful? Among the chaos, the 
terror, the sadness and god knows what else lies in the darker corners of the city. There is 
a heartbeat. There are countless families getting together on the rooftops of their 
apartments for food and drink while they wait for the fireworks. There are students 
running back and forth between classes, chatting about how they can save the world, or 
at least an extra dollar. You can look and find couples in every state among the streets: 
The newer couples, so shy as they silently exit the theater, barely glancing at each other 
yet their hearts filled to the brim with excitement. You can see the older couples, holding 
hands as they ride the train together, content as they watch the sunset as they go over a 
bridge. In the city, cultures outside of the norm thrive. Take a breath and take in the 
different smells of exotic food. Look around at the art that seems to touch every single 
surface possible. Listen at the many languages mingle into one elaborate symphony of 
communication. The different kinds of music from people all over, planting a piece of 
their country in their new home. How people can say that you would lose heart in a place 
full of people, I’m not sure. Maybe they forgot that we all have a heart. Ones that beat as 
one, giving the steel city a steady heartbeat of its own. One, that will hopefully go on, 
even as I see more and more people wave goodbye.  
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Life is the Ocean 
By Anonymous 
Photo Credits: Miriam Ramirez 
 
Life is the ocean thrashing its waves against you. 
Relentless, unforgiving, and continuous. 
Life is the scorching sand under your feet. 
A sharp, searing pain that immobilizes you. 
That’s what life is; cruel and agonizing. 
 
But life is more than that. 

 
Life is the ocean, calming all your senses, 
Making you feel like you’re at home. 
Life is the soft sand caressing your feet with every step, 
Making you feel like you’re not alone. 
That’s what life is; pure beauty and serenity. 
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My Monster: Gastroparesis  
By Felicia Neall 
Photo Credits: Miriam Ramirez 

 
I became bounded to an 
unbelievingly painful ache 
in my stomach, forcing me 
to endure through test 
after test in order to 
answer one seemingly 
terrifying question.  A 
question that made feel 
outcasted and undeniably 
scared. “What is wrong 
with me?” 
My frequent trips to the 
the doctors had been 
unsuccessful. I was 
accused of lying about 

what I had felt and was frequently misdiagnosed.The medication I was given never 
worked and was forever changing.  
 

The constant cycle of pain and tests were slightly relieved upon receiving a name 
to tag onto the monster killing me from the inside. 
 

I have Gastroparesis (GP for short), a condition where the stomach digests slowly 
to the point where it is practically paralyzed or has stopped working completely. It was 
hard to take in the fact that my stomach doesn’t work, there is no cure, and the worst 
news of all: No more of my favorite foods. Yet I had to stay strong and  work through the 
pain. But, all too soon the pain only grew worse and worse.  
 

It disabled me from being able to connect with my family and friends. I felt myself 
slipping away, little by little. I missed priceless moments, wasted countless days in my 
room, and even with the tube I still struggled with my health problems. I’d like to say that 
I was extremely fortunate for the support my friends and family had given me throughout 
these periods. In the summer month of June, 2014 a NJ feeding tube was inserted 
through my nose, down my throat, and past my stomach. For 3 months the muscles in my 
stomach were going to be stealing my summer vacation, while the tube took over. Fluids 
would almost constantly be flowing through me everyday to make sure I had my daily 
nutrition.  
 

The tube had been making my stomach feel much better than how it was before, 
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but it was ruining what should have been an exciting summer with friends.  It not only 
restricted me to very few activities, but I had isolated myself from everyone. My family 
were afraid to eat in front of me and so  my precious  family meals dissolved into lonely 
evenings in my room. 
 

Mid-July, my mother encouraged me to interact with people and finally get a 
breath of fresh air after locking myself in my own dungeon. I valued this point in my life, 
where I learned just who exactly were my true friends. It’s funny how having a feeding 
tube obviously seemed to have impacted others lives more than my own.  I lost a handful 
of “friends” due to their inability to adjust to my nightmare. My gastroparesis proved to 
be a blessing in disguise that allowed me to see who truly cared and loved me. They 
supported me, threw me parties, and helped me momentarily forget my struggles. 
Luckily,  after 3 months of having the tube in I no longer needed the tube and was able to 
take it out in August. I remember being so ecstatic, trying hard not to tear up. It was so 
nice to finally be off of that short leash and felt normal again. Until 4 months later, the 
pains returned. December turned it corner and just like before the pains only grew 
harsher and harsher. I began avoiding food, fearing the pain it would cause. Sudden fist 
clenching, gut wrenching stomach pain pecked away at me every time I would eat or laid 
down. I was worried, stressed out, and scared. My habits started concerning my family. 
Growing sickly and losing weight fast, my mother and I decided I had to get another 
feeding tube. The thought induced dread to jump into my throat, I didn’t want this. But, I 
couldn’t continue like this. Always feeling stuck, always feeling sick, I couldn’t take it 
anymore. 
  

My mother called my GI doctor and I was given an NG tube to put in myself. I was 
anxious at first, but when the day came everything had gone smoothly. But, I was uneasy 
after knowing that I had to replace it every now and then. It was a great achievement for 
me and it’s something I’ll always be proud of.  
  

I have to say, having the NG tube was far different than the NJ  tube that I was use 
to. The port be an inch longer, but it became second nature to me after a few days. Some 
things were the same as the first tube though. I still used the same pump and bags, but 
the amount of fluids became complicated.  
My stomach rejected too much formula, so the amount I consumed was greatly reduced 
to one box of Peptamen throughout one day. Quite a different after having fluids pumped 
through me all day.  
 

Once again, I became malnourished, very weak, and very tired. Again, I was back to 
being stuck. But this time it was because I simply didn’t have the energy. Everyday, 
sleeping became my favorite pass time. When I stood up I my I shook and felt as though 
my legs would give out under me at any given moment. Already being very clumsy didn't 
help either. I hated it. I attempted over and over again to consume more, but my stomach 
responded with an obvious  "No way!" in the form of incredible pain. 
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Distressed, my mother decided to call my GI doctor again to inform her that her 

ailing child was still in pain, after 3 weeks of having the NG tube in. The doctor advised to 
her that the NJ tube would have to be put in again. Anxiety took me, my stomach would 
need another break. 
 

On February 13th of 2014 I was taken to Children's Hospital of Philadelphia to have 
my NJ tube inserted into my intestines for a second time.  
  

My diet was on the path of normalcy. I was slowly getting more and more formula 
and becoming more and more energized. I bumped up the rate of my formula by five 
boxes of Peptamen a day. The shaking lingered, though I’d gladly take that over the 
excruciating pain I had endured before. 
 

I still get shaking and weak feelings from time to time but that's something I just 
have to deal with to get better. The occasional stomach ache happens every now and 
then, but it is not the pain I am used to feeling which makes me joyful. 
  

My routine with the NJ tube has changed slightly but it is to be expected with so 
much change that has happened over the time of having the first NJ tube in. I feel 
stronger than before, not only with my stomach but mentally too. I feel like I can get 
through having this tube in for a long time. I feel that I have the courage to conquer this 
sickness and become healthy again. My extremely supportive friends and family help me 
get through my hard times, including pain, depression, and my anxiety. They help me see 
that I have a reason to keep fighting and give me the strength to push myself to get 
better. Some days I feel that I don't deserve such amazing people in my life that are 
always here for me, but I realize that if God doesn't want me to fight to get better then 
he wouldn't have put these strengthening people in my life. None of these wonderful 
things would have happened if I didn't have my supportive friends and family with me. 
 

Since the year 2013 I was constantly drowning in a pool of worry. The pains in my 
stomach became unbearable. School became an issue.  I would go one day and miss the 
next, over and over. My grades were great for someone who barely spent a lesson in 
class. Even in class it was awfully hard to concentrate when your stomach was ripping 
you open from the inside out and the pains only grew  worse and worse. Eventually, I was 
home schooled. 

 
Months later,  I was finally able to be rid of my feeding tube. Reflecting on it know I 

am overwhelmingly proud of what I had accomplished. I fought my way to become who I 
am now and although the future scares me, I have to have faith. I may look like a sick 
child with a weak stomach, but on the inside I am a strong young woman ready to 
conquer anything to feel like the incredible, healthy girl that I was born to be! 
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Reset Button  

By Jonathan Ryker 
Photo Credits: Mike Ramos 
 
The day is approaching us quickly. 
The one that every single senior 
dreams of, but will be heartbroken 
about. The mixed emotions that come 
with graduation are indescribable. 
You cannot wait to not be forced to 
have that dreadful walk through the 
parking lot into school at 7 AM. 
However, you'll miss all the great 
laughs and stories that you get while 
sitting around a lunch table.  
 
High school is the greatest time of your life. These are the moments that you do not want 
to ever wish away. I am sitting here realizing that I will never suit up for a Friday night 
football game ever again.  It is the worst feeling ever. 
 
I would do anything to hit the reset button and do it all over again. 

 

 

Photo Credits: Jeff Bailey  
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Thanks for reading!  Please submit to the next edition. 
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