
 



  
 
 
 

“All of Love's Vibes” is an event put on by The 
Youth Voices Network & Day One to celebrate, 

honor, and support Teen Dating Violence 
Awareness Month. In this zine, you will find 
submissions from youth who have created a 
written piece on what love means to them. 

 
We give special thanks and recognition to the 
planning committee! Angelina Frias, Angelique 
Larsen, and Jaymarie Lopez worked hard to 

curate and produce this event. We could not have 
done it without them! 

 
We hope you enjoy and are inspired! 
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Girls Inc by Julio Diaz  
 
You know 
How much my demons get inside of my head 
You know 
How I’m feeling when I leave it unsaid 
You know 
How to make me feel the worst up to the best 
You say 
I’m more than enough, I feel stuck in a debt 
You can really tell if I feel whole or I’m broken 
And that’s just in our nature to see the change of emotion 
And to ensure we’re happy, that’s our real true motive 
And if one of us feeling down, we talk and we focus 
Sometimes my self hatred starts to cloud up my mind 
And when that starts to happen I feel so dead inside 
When you pull me in your arms, everything’s feeling right 
You don’t know how privileged I feel when you’re part of 
my life 
And you know how much I hate it when I see you upset 
I mean I hit the jackpot when we found love and 
connected 
And you, you got my back all the way to the end 
Part of the reason why I’m always there to defend 
It’s priceless, what we got is something money can’t buy 
We can’t ever be perfect, but for each other we’re fine 
And we both know how much we both hate when we 
fight 
It just stops me from having a good sleep at night 
You know how much I don’t like to see you hurt 
I try to help you through it all, to make it all work 
I don’t like to see you sad, I don’t like when you shed tears 
But I’m your shoulder either way, I will be always here 
I’m not gonna lie when I say I’m insecure 



About everything that comes in this package of yours 
And I will give you everything from my heart to these 
words 
You deserve every piece of the good in the world 
 
 
You think for a second that all you do is burden me? 
Even if you were a burden, I would carry you willingly 
You’re worth all my time, every little piece of my energy 
I’m always gonna feel how much you’ve completed me 
So, this is what love is, keep the other one going 
You stay united with the person, your love you never stop 
showing 
You get insecure all about the good and the bad 
You’re there for ups and down, you’re there for tears and 
the laughs 
You always like to me call your knight in shining armor 
But a catcher in the rye with her words won me over 
And I don’t wanna let go of everything that you’ve given 
me 
We’re partners in crime, we got our backs through 
everything 
You tell me that I’m more than enough, that I brought you 
back 
Got you to start loving yourself, to see all the facts 
To see how beautiful you are, it’s not appearance 
It’s the essence that you got my soul to start feeling 
You know damn well how much I love when you smile 
You know I can’t thank you for making me worthwhile 
You know when I feel empty, you make me put on a smile 
You know just how I’m feeling, my hearts skipping for miles 
You know how I rock, you know when I feel upset 
You know how much I hate it when we fight and we’re 
mad 



You know that I don’t give up, even when you want to 
I’ll be the light for you in all your darkest moments 
You really make me starstruck, you are everything i 
wanted 
I don’t say it cause I love you, it’s cause I’m being honest 
Everytime you ever need the pain to erase 
Everytime you wanna give up, I will not lose faith 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Masked Delicacy by Janiece Paris 
 
What poured from his eyes was honey 
that cascaded down into the waiting plush of my palms 
along with unleashed melancholy 
it oddly excited me  
because I knew 
I was the only one 
allowed to hold the honey jar 
 
His teeth eroded into tiny sugar specks  
blown by the wind 
each individual grain signified a lie 
compulsively sweet 
impossible to wipe away from my eyes 
each time I caught it 
and yet 
I always found myself 
mindlessly wiping the corners of his lips 
to watch more sugar spill 
 
He left me dumbfounded 
because I never knew 
what ran through his mind 
I only remembered the sound of his voice 
deep alluring syrup it was 
I compared it to a melody 
sung only by a loving mother 
 



mixed with tenderness in the aftertaste 
it seeped through my veins 
and the taste was enough to turn me forgetful 
he always had droplets remaining 
and didn’t want them to spill in my ears 
 
His tears tasted like poetry 
every word dripped 
to the plush of my waiting palms 
and seeped through my wet fingers 
fulfillment made its way to my heart 
because I knew 
I was the only one granted to hold the tissue box 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Learn to Listen by Ilana Drake 
 
Each hour slips by 
With seconds rotating 
Minutes fading 
Moments ending 
 
Can’t know what the deal is 
News stations blare messages 
“International policy” 
“World War 3” 
“Similar to 2003” 
 
Propoganda on social media 
Memes about a “draft” 
James Charles being “trans” 
Let’s explore the “others” 
 
Normal people in a country 
Used to the daily lightning that strikes 
And the thunder that comes along 
With the rain 
Children with tears streaming down their cheeks 
Same as you and me 
Except it’s not 
We aren’t the ones who hear a loud bang 
Or who see an army base a mile from where we live 
 
War is a term that shouldn’t exist 
Broken villages, shattered hearts, people who die from both 
sides 
Evil eats our souls 
Like a spider climbing into a trap 
And the spider can’t weave its way out  
 
We need to meet “them” 
We need to talk about the conflict 



We need to pour out words 
That our hearts pressure us to give 
With each beat 
We need to hear the real deal 
Instead of making a deal to fire guns 
And use flames like they’re a norm 
 
Norms are daily routines 
War is not “inevitable” 
We all get up throughout the world 
Time zones may not be the same 
The sun may appear different 
But our hearts are the same. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



LOVE IS by Amanda Gardener 

Let’s be honest. Love is complicated. It’s that unwanted friend 
who started to grow on you. It hurts, it makes you laugh, it 
changes you. Sometimes for the better sometimes for the worse 
And there’s no guidebook so it’s uncharted territory. Love is 
“text me when you get home” never “you better be home when 
I get there” It’s “I love you” never “I’m the only one who’s ever 
gonna love you” It’s “have fun tonight” never “did I say you could 
go out tonight?”  

Love should never suffocate. You should never feel a hand 
around your neck squeezing harder with each letter of the word 
until you can’t see. Until you don’t know who to be, until you’re 
slowly molded into someone out of someone else’s fantasy. Love 
is a lot of things but it’s isn’t a blow to the stomach, never a push 
to the floor, not a smack, not a grab.  

Love is not always kind but it’s never cruel. It 
never calls you stupid and worthless until you 
believe it. It is never darkness. It will never tell you 
what to wear, how to act or where to go.  

Love should not feel like a jail sentence, like a black hole 
from which you cannot escape Look in the mirror every 
day to a different bruise on your face Tell you friends 
you’re fine when you’re anything but Lash out at your 
parents and tell them to shut up Isolate yourself until you 
feel trapped Wishing you could go back And unmeet love.  

Thank you but no thanks. That’s not love. Love is walking away, 
picking yourself up, speaking life into yourself, being kind to 
yourself and giving yourself permission to walk away from the 
fraud that’s impersonating it. Love is you. You are love. I promise 
you that’s enough.  



My Love Was A Rose With Sharp Thorns 
by Amanda Castillo 

barriers. 

barriers caged around my 
heart the same way thorns 
cage a rose  

that’s what  
held the  
weight of  
our love  

serendipity or 
simplicity  

none of us knew, but as you held my hand and I yours, the 
thought tugged at my head. We laid  

asleep on the same bed we bought six months prior, the same 
one we fought by and the same one  

we made love on. It’s creaked hinges from the restless nights, the 
springs digging into our back from  

the wear and tear of jumping up 
and down like every night is our 
last.  

the blankets wrapped around you- you were always 
so cold- as I ran my hand over your  

hair, running it through like silk. It was then that I 
remembered how much you hated that.  

You hated a lot of things.  

You, my love, 
hated so 
much.  

Is that why you left so soon? My restlessness kept me up, 
the 

cries of sirens and honks of cars  



and the bright lights of the city holding 
me down, telling me to stay awake.  

How much longer can I stay up, knowing you’ll be gone in 
the morning? As I stared into your  

eyes, I wondered what you were thinking, thoughts floating in 
your mind as they did sometimes  

clouded by the likes of your demons and devils you 
faced. It was new. It sure as hell wasn’t  

something I’d already tried to help you 
with.  

Our love was a complicated one, and thus our 
downfall was greatest upbringing.  

My love was a rose with sharp 
thorns.  

My love was a rose with sharp thorns that held me, the 
thorns piercing my heart and my arms  

and my legs, cutting me like it did snow white as she ran 
through the woods, trying the escape the  

very thing she knew all too well: 
home.  

My love was a rose that broke me,  

that broke us, 

and broke the very 
foundation of what 
we were.  

My love- no- our love was a huge 
thorn, the only thing left of the rose-  

A petal that matched the staple in my 
heart 



Russet Skin on Hollow Ground Cries   
by Julie Bazile 

 
I drown  

in a mountain  
of moist soil 

I gasped 
and swallowed  

The dirt of the world 
I slithered my way here from Eden  

fighting 
Just to see you  

And cry out to the gods that would come around to have me 
crawling  

on all fours 
What would you know of my pain? 

To stand up 
clean  

and unwavering  
I’d press ten toes to the ground  

And reach as high as my arms would take me 
 touch the sun 

I’d swallow carbon 
I’d emit 

a light I didn’t know resided in my chest 
My hair would grow past my feet 

I’d keep you warm 
You’d hate me more,  

if not for your freezing  
but I digress 

I won’t tie you up 
a mi s much as I longed 

to tie you down 



as much as I longed 
to love you 

just as you loved  
yourself 

for so long I’ve held my tongue  
The skins of my lips would hold each other 

 as I too longed to be held 
and soon I’d forget to exhale  

I’m suffocating  
Under a mountain of hate and preferences  

of “No” 
Let my russet skin melt into the earth 

As you were stepping over me anyways 
Under a mountain of soil  

I’ll sink 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 What Does Love Mean To Me?  
By Tasfia Auhna  

    
Each human being has a different definition of love. For 
some it means possession, and others view it as a purely 

physical experience. For me, love goes deeper and means 
much more. True love doesn’t mean possessing someone; it 
is free of expectations and we cannot help but spreading it 

further when we discover its true meaning. 
 
In order to discover what love means to me, I should start 
by defining the things that love is not. First of all, true love 
is never associated with the desire to possess the object of 
our emotions. When we love a person for who they really 
are, we do not want to consume their freedom and make 
them miserable because of our jealousy. Linking love to 
jealousy means that we are insecure in ourselves and in our 
own feelings towards someone. Loving someone doesn’t 
grant us the right to possess them. We should be happy for 
the person’s success and cheer them to achieve the greatest 
goals even if the events go against the image we have about 
our future together. 
 
When we liberate ourselves from the shallow bitterness, 
resentment and possessive behavior, we enable our hearts to 
be flooded with love. Love means having no expectations. I 
don’t expect people to love me back just because I love 
them. The feelings of joy and happiness this emotion brings 
are the biggest reward I could ever get. Even a mother’s 
heart isn’t  

 



pure when she expects her son to become the person she 
imagined he would be, but is disappointed when he decides 
to take another path in life. Love means providing complete 
support and inspiring the person to become a better human 
being. When loving someone unconditionally, their 
happiness is more important than our own. 
 
Not all people have felt real love for a person. Maybe it is 
easier to experience this emotion for a non-living object, but 
our personal expectations disable us to freely enjoy pure 
affection that’s different from an insignificant “crush”. 
Love doesn’t make us miserable and overly-attached. It sets 
us free from covetousness and all other “second-grade” 
emotions that should not be perceived as normal for our 
nature as human beings. When you find true love, you will 
understand the love involved in every aspect of our lives and 
the world that surrounds us. Everything on our planet is 
possible because of love. The Universe exists because of love. 
When we are able to go beyond the shallowness of the 
conception of physical love, we will understand not only 
love, but life itself. 

So what is my personal definition of love? Love is an 
emotion that cannot be defined with words. It’s something 
defined by actions. It means caring for someone so deeply 
that we try not to change him/her, but to transform 
ourselves into persons worth loving. True love is not limited 
to a single person. The love towards someone is really 
special, but inspires us to love and understand the entire 
world as well. 
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