STAND!
by Cheryl Evans
Everyone stopped and gazed in amazement.

I guess MTV is an alternate means of entertainment

Because the young man was being beat,and no one cared.

Instead, they laughed, instigated, they stared.

I immediately ran to stop it, but was grabbed from behind 

My sister assured I’d be hurt if I tried.

Therefore, I screamed, “Security! Security!”

This cry wasn’t in vain,

But the chaos still escalated and as the young man suffered pain,

The group of three or four that stomped at his face

Was determined to see evidence that this crime took place. 

When security arrived, the group of boys fled

Leaving nothing but the innocent blood that they shed.

I was ridiculed! SNITCH! along with many other names.

However, the embarrassment I faced was substituted by shame

That my generation had gotten this way 

Where the sight of a fight intrigued the youth of today.

When third period began, the class filled up with chatter

They spoke of the young man in an outrageous laughter.

I sat there thinking... waiting...contemplating.

How could I stop all their heartless statements?

So at that moment, with no discretion,

I put an end to their ignorant session.

I stood in the young man’s honor and the look on my face

Displayed rage! Disgust! Disappointment! DISGRACE!!!

“Am I the only one who witnessed out there,

his blood on the concrete and no one else cares?”

The answer? NO… conversations all ceased.

And the following silence only made my emotions increase.

Later that day I spoke to the security involved.

She said the group is caught, the conflict is resolved.

That was seventh grade, and what I realized that day

Was that if his bruises never healed, at least the honor I gave

Would dwell in his spirit and never decay.

Many won’t move, but they will laugh at the pain

But if just ONE take a stand,

They had not suffered in vain.

