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Dear Friends,
The 2019-2020 school year was one for the history books. None of
us could have expected the virus, the civil unrest, or the fires and
hurricanes throughout the country, but in some ways, that’s why we
have the Spoken Word program.
Being an adolescent, being a middle school student, is about being
in the middle and being in turmoil. Launched in Fall 2015, Spoken
Word is a powerful and effective medium for fostering creativity and
self-expression in young people. These are all skills that students,
and adults, need to survive our increasingly complicated world.
The poems in this book were written in the months before Covid-19
shut down school. They express the true feelings--and quirky humor--of young people finding their way both internally and externally. We hope they provide you with inspiration as you navigate
your own changing world.
None of the work we do at OPEF would be possible without the
generous contributions of time and money from our supporters.
As always, we thank you for making this work possible.
Sincerely,

Tracy Dell’Angela Barber
Executive Director
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Editor's Note:
Starting out the year as a first time teaching artist with middle school students was more than completely unexpected, it was a whirlwind. And on
top of that, I didn’t have time to be stunned because I had students who
needed to feel heard. Students who needed to tell their stories. The young
writers featured here are bold, kind, brave, goofy, smart and genuine and
you’ll see that in their pieces. You will find here a collection of stories about
the self, families, school, friendships, a range of emotions from happiness
to heartbreak and even dogs. Yes, you will find dogs in here.
These young writers, kids we call them, are viewed as so small and aren’t
heard most of the time, which puzzles me in a world where we ask for
people to speak up. These students, my poets if you may call them, are the
most honest, well spoken, unheard writers and it is my promise to them to
find them stages, audiences and space so they may be heard. It is my duty
to them to pass the mic and let them speak their word.
And it is vital that you know about the voices missing from this collection.
When COVID-19 shut down our school buildings in March of 2020, we lost
access to our students and teachers and therefore never secured hundreds of poems from Brooks sixth graders and some Julian seventh graders. I mourn over these lost poems, and I do not want you to think what
you see here is complete. The voices we miss are equally as loud and as
important to this collection as the ones you’ll have the pleasure of reading.
I am so appreciative of my work with OPEF, with Spoken Word and more
importantly what I have learned from my students. This is truly some of the
greatest work I will have the pleasure to be a part of in my lifetime.
from the classroom,
miss mo
(aka, mo Santiago)
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Would You?
by O.P

Would you do something so bad (breath)
for self gain? If you were the
government		
would you continue climate change for money? The government is
doing this even with the people roaring like lions at them to not continue
my
question is, would you?
Would you stay inside all day with the world burning outside? You say “that
wouldn’t happen”		
,but it could		
it is! The world is baking like an oven
outside and some people aren’t even concerned.
My question is ,would you?
If something really bad happened to you
,would you try to deny it
for your whole life? If you were terrified of climate change, would you say
it’s fake? There are people I know that think climate change is fake! And
i’m astonished!
It’s been warming the ocean for almost 200 years and it’s
still happening today!
I bet that even if you could look and see climate
change, they would say it’s fake like everything else on the
internet!
(breath)
My question is ,would you?
If I went to the government and asked them this
then they would deny it and
say “no.”
And I would say “Yes, you would do something bad for self gain,
you would sit inside with the world burning outside and you would deny
it
(breath)
I don’t have a question, I have an answer
YOU. WOULD!
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Sticks and stones may break my bones
by Nayra Hill-White

July 29th 2007 A beautiful baby Girl was born// her innocence lies awake
keeping her safe from this sinful word// that didn’t last long her parents divorced //
and after that her whole entire world turned upside down//
She saw all her friends have parents and go out as a family and do things //
Until she looked in the mirror and said why am I comparing myself to others
Because maybe on the outside is what they want us to see.
Who was there for her when she had her first boo boo // her father
Who was there to teach her how to ride a bike her father who was there to
teach me how to ride my bike .
If I //
Could change then maybe the world could change its heart //
but all she can do Is live in the moment and not look back // her life is like hula
hoop going all around .
But that doesn’t make her put her anger on others or use what she’s been
through as an excuse// It makes her proud of who she is and makes her feel
strong And happy that she got through the hard times.
This world is a threat but as long as I have my dad he will always be my super
hero.

Can I frown?
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Heartache

by Margaret Dean

Show my emotion		

when I feel pain?

I don’t know
They say be yoursel f. But
I can’t let myself add tension to the already
hot room I’m stuck sitting in
Because if I’m happy,
Maybe they will be too
So I smile
My heart sympathizes with the pain of
the ones I care about
And I want that pain to stop
For them,
for me.
So I
smile
I can tell when she’s upset because of
the way her anger surrounds her like a
mist And when I see that and my eyes
start to itch,
I feel that pain inside of me
And I can’t let myself add to that thick
sticky mess foaming through the air
So I smile
SO I
SMILE
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Because maybe it will catch on
Just maybe it will glue onto somebody
who really needs it
Somebody who is easily fooled because
they have desperate anger
The desperate anger I feel when with
them
If I let the monster out
Unleashed him from his
collar
connecting him to that cage I’ve made
out of my own nauseating smiles that I
see when I look in the mirror
Then, I think
I would crumble into a million pieces
under the weight of all the sadnes
And doubt
And anger
And pain
That’s only partly mine
Behind my smile
The tears I cry for ALL reasons fill me up
inside until I burst
Until I’m alone and can’t take the
heartache anymore
And I break
Not into a million pieces
But just enough to let out the sea of
despair
Just enough to be able to smile

Roller Coasters
by Kimberly Regan

Riding a roller coaster for the first time is likelooking down from a tall building.
You are terrified at first
but then you see how amazing it is.
When I was sixI went on a big roller coaster for the first time
It was called Cheetah Hunt.

I went with my dad and my sister.
Riding a roller coaster is like getting a shot.
It is scary at first
but once it’s over you realize how quickly it went by.
A roller coaster is like growing up
There are ups and downs
and times when you don’t know
what is going to happen next.
The worst part of riding a roller coaster
is before you even go on.
You smell the summer
breeze and see the fear in
the eyes of
people who just got off.
But once you get onyou don’t even get a chance to think
before the coaster whips you through the track.
You feel the wind on your face
and realize that your fine and that it’s actually really fun.
You hear people all around you screaming.
You then decide to put your hands up.
And before you know it- it’s over.
And of course- you want to go again.
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the Lie-ish

by Alana Slade

They lied.
I cried.
Look
That rhymes, how ironic.
They thought that it would make me feel better, but it made me feel worse.
Too much help,
Too much sympathy,
Leave me alone!
If they had just told me,
Then I would be fine- Ish.
I would know,
But be scared
The nights.
One after another,
They were
endless.
I cried through everyone of them,
I wanted to leave,
Go home,
Be with my family.
I counted down the days in my calender.
Only 5 days, 4, 3, 2, 1.
The day finally came.
Time to go home!
I saw her, them.
My mother, my sister,
I run into their arms,
There nice, soft, comforting arms.
I was going home.
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I grab my bags as fast as a cheetah,
Say a quick goodbye to my friends-ish,
And we were off,
Gone,
Leaving
Bags went into the trunk,
Kids went into the car,
I was ready to go home.
We pulled away from camp,
Our tires screeched like a crowish, Right on out of the parking lot.
She told me.
“Mom, what happened while I was gone?”
My heart dropped as I began to cry.
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Earth’s Nightmare
by Alana G.

From the moment we were born - climate change was
there. Climate change is the kid at school you didn’t really
talk to.
You didn’t really acknowledge them, and sometimes you even forgot they were
there.
Then, one day you realize they are - but now they’re mean and hurtful.
At first I didn’t even know climate change was a thing.
Then I was sitting on my couch scrolling through news on my phone.
I saw pictures of trash,
Pictures of dead animals,
Pictures of earth dying.
The shock hit me, a brick - then I was mad.
My generation has contributed the least but we are paying the most.
We are the ones who still have our entire future in front of us.
We are the ones who now think of climate change - as our future.
Climate change says mean things to us,
Climate change makes us think we should just give up.
Climate change is a dying friendship.
We tried to ignore it but the more we ignored it the worse it got.
Then came the scary part - acknowledging it.
Climate change is a
problem. Our problem,
Our nightmare.
Climate change is Earth’s nightmare.
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Laughter

by Ishani Chattopadhyay

The hammock swung at such a great height
and we laughed as we peeked into the bright morning light.
Laughter is a chime,
in the warm days of summertime.
Our laughter was very contagious
as the hammock was chuckling along with us!
It’s belly flopping all around
we realized; we were on the ground!
The giggle bombs going off with no control
there was no stopping us we were on a roll!
Joking around on the floor,
like exploding firecrackers going off once more!
Laughing together, hours on end,
what you need for a good laugh, is just a good friend!
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the sun will shine
by J.C

The sun shines bright,
It brings joy and happiness.
As the sun goes down all is calm and peaceful.
But once it falls it is dark and scary.
The joy is gone.
The peace is gone.
Darkness is everywhere,
There seems to be no
end.
But then the light comes
back. It shines brighter than
before. The light fights the
darkness, and the dark
surrenders.
The sun will always shine again.
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Leaving It All Behind
by Mayan A.

I looked at the sky
remembering everything I left behind
I tried to not cry
But I didn’t understand why I
had to go
My life was perfectly fine
Why did I have to leave it all behind
It felt like it all went away with the breeze
My parents told me “everything is going to be okay”
But deep inside I knew it all was a lie
When I finally arrived
I looked outside
I felt like a little kid on christmas
Or my birthday
I felt happy
This is my home now
It all happened so
fast Look where I am
now Its been 6 years
Its been a blast
But through all of it
I have people that I love
And they love me
And that is the best feeling of all

17

Scoring

by Everett M.

Volleyball
a game I
love, but
scoring
scoring is something I live for.
Its the thing that helps me win,
helps the team win,
And the thing that makes me feel good,
like helping a neighbor,
when there in need,
like helping my Mom,
when my siblings just cant be good.
Scoring is what I love,
What I cant live without it,
scoring is life.`
xqc
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My Friends

by Lyla Gerona

Friends.
Whether were screaming lyrics to a
song or just eating lunch,
it’s enough to be together.
My friends are people I trust.
They listen to me
whether I’m talking about a book
or a school project I’m worried about.
My friends are like my personal therapists.
They listen to me and try to help as best they
can, and they do help.
They are as helpful as a flashlight in the dark.
My friends help me when I overthink something for ten minutes.
They help me when I am doubting my ability.
Sometimes my friends know me better
than I know myself.
I can always turn to my friends
and talk to them.
And they always know what to say.
My friends are my crutches
when I can’t walk on my own.
They lift me up
and help me keep moving forward.
My friends hold me together and make sure I don’t break.
And when I do they are the glue
that puts me back together.
My friends are there for me when I can’t be there for myself.
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untitled

by Finis Griffin

Fantastic
Intelligent
Noble
Incredible
Spectacular
Great
Remarkable
Ingenuity
Fabulous
Faithful
Ingenious
Nice
All the words that describe the painting and me you get it Finis Griffin I am all of
these things and I´m not afraid to show them.
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Important Things to Me
by J.T Cruz

Some important things to me are school and sports. As I study for a test my dad
says, “We won’t be able to pay for your college fund. You need to do
extraordinary
in sports and school.
You need a scholarship if you want to go to college.”, as my eyes zoomed back
to the study guide.
School days are hills in a series that never end.
School can be good some days and bad other
days. My brain was on a treadmill as I studied.
I was
sooo
tired but I kept on going. My eyes raced across the page trying to remember the
stuff they were seeing. When I go into school I act proud as I hold my head high
and feel like I am on top of the world. “I am proud of my hard work and my
dedication of my studying,’’ I say to myself when I am exuberant with energy
and I just want to run to class ready to learn.
Boom! The test smacks down on my desk as I fiddle with my pencil. I say to
myself, “It is right in front of me.” I take 3 deep breaths and get ready to ace this
test. As I look at the first question I knew right then and there that this was my
test and that I would demolish this test.
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Fishing

by Weston Elmer

The sun says hello
as its mellow glow shines through the attic window.
My cousins are stampeding bulls
to get downstairs to the sweet smell of homemade waffles.
As we get downstairs my cousins are impatiently waiting
For breakfast to come.
As grandpa server the waffles I; quickly finish
So that i get outside.
I sweet crisp wisconsin air fills my lungs as I ready the boat.
Whenever we come to visit my grandparents in wisconsin
Fishing at my grandparent’s lake is the only source of entertainment
And most of the meals we eat.
As I am ready to leave my cousin James comes out and asks to join
me I accept but he is already one step ahead
getting his life
Jacket on. Only a few meters out on the lake i feel a sudden
jerk On the line of my fishing rod.
Adrenalin flows through my hands and my fingers
Reeling in the fish.
As we bring our prize back to the dock
I once again understand the pride of my grandfather
As his skills are passed down to his children, then to his children’s children.
The pride that makes me truly happier than any else.
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Family Dinners

by Kate S pe n ce r
My dad cuts into a steak
How was your day?
Our family dinners are
trees staying up in a tornado
Our conversations are
leaves staying on trees in the cold, snowy, winter
All the jokes
All the laughs
make the food taste so much
better Our serious conversations
are
dogs barking in the middle of the night
you think it’s going to stop but it just keeps coming
The feeling of everyone listening to you is as rare as a double rainbow
You can either let out every emotion in your body from that day or hold it in and
never speak of it again.
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Losing Sucks

by Henry Fluecke

I was losing my football game
I didn’t like it
I was determined to change it so I scored and spiked it
The ball was a fly and was flying away
I tackled the guy and said ¨No way¨
My body was a pizza roll ready to explode
That’s when I activated crazy mode
The opponents were like mice
Taking the lead felt like paradise
We knew they felt like clowns
Because they showed a big sad frown
As a result we beat them to the ground
And roared and did the huskie pound
The final score was 17 to 9
I worked so hard the win was mine
We got in line and said good game
We hope the next time will be the same.
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Spilled Juice

by Cade Molina

It’s friday afterschool and I let out a sigh of relief
Finally I can relax with no homework to do
I go to the kitchen and pour myself a tall glass of apple juice and walk into the
living room
But as im walking I stub my toe on the table and spill the apple juice all over the
floor
Leaving a big, dark stain on the middle of the carpet
Spilled juice is weekend homework
It shouldn’t be there when I’m trying to relax
and it still happens and ruins my day
Spilling juice is like pulling on a door that is clearly labeled push
It’s an easy task you still manage to mess up
If I don’t clean this up before my mom comes home, she will sacrifice me!
You Know, this was supposed to be a fun, freeing friday
But instead it’s a frantic, freak, failure
I grab some paper towels and try to wipe the stain away
But it doesn’t do a thing
These paper towels are about as useful as a 1x1 Rubik’s
cube The stain sits on the floor and mocks my defeat
This is going to be a long day
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time to play ball
by Siena Alfonsi

My mom asks me how my day was
“It was good ”
As I got into the car to go to softball
Softball is two animals fighting over food.
My cleats groans as I dig them into the ground
On my way to second base.
I am going
I am going
Turning third base going home
My cleats, a Nascar turning on the racetrack
Softball is a flame inside of
me That will never blow out
A trick candle
Softball is a big part of who I am, it is me
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Dance

by Emma Kelly

I’m backstage in the wings,
about to perform.
Everyone wishes me
“good luck” I
dance on stage.
This is nothing new,
I’ve performed so many times before.
I remind myself
deep breath in, deep breath out.
I can do it.
The lights are smiling brightly.
The music starts.
Adrenaline is leaping,
I start to dance.
All of my worries float away,
I’m free.
I’m a light feather,
I’m a graceful swan.
The speakers switch to the next
song. The audience claps.
It’s over, I dance off.
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That one trip to Florida
by E.R

Clear blue skies, hot bright sun, kids running around screaming. I remember it
like it was yesterday.
I was turning eight.
The sky was dark,
The stars were sparkling as though there were diamonds in the sky.
My first trip out of state, I had to get on a plane at 4:00 in the morning. The plane
ride took about a century but I got there… eventually. Everyone had a smile on
their face all the kids jumping and laughing.		
I was finally arrived. Florida.
The place I’ve always wanted to go to. I ran into every store without a thought
and I usually always came out with something in my hand, for some strange
reason.
That one time that my mom took me to Florida for my 8th birthday.
That’s why my lucky number is 8.
First time on a plane at eight years old and my birthday April 8th.
That trip is a photograph in my head, I can replay it and it’s just like I was there
all over again.
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Goodbye Chicago
by Mia B.

I stand outside and watch as the final moving truck pulls away.
I think about all my stuff packed away in there.
It’s time to go.
Goodbye stairs that are sometimes
squeaky. Goodbye noisy neighbors.
Goodbye Chicago.
Goodbye is ripping off a band aid.
It hurts
but after a while you forget about it.
But I don’t want to forget about Chicago.
I like Chicago.
I like the way Chicago sounds
like rain on a roof.
I like the way Chicago looks
like the big open sky.
I get in my car
and take a final look at my house.
It seems to say goodbye.
I guess this is goodbye Chicago.
Goodbye for now.
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If only I could talk
by Grace Williams

They say,
you are super nice.
You will talk to anyone.
You are a great friend.
Go talk to them,
they say, and point
to you.
If only I knew how to speak.
If only my words didn’t trap themselves
in my mouth,
not even allowing me to say hi.
If my phrases understood themselves
and weren’t scared to come out.
If only everything I said
wasn’t a mistake.
And every time I spoke up
I didn’t regret it.
If I didn’t worry
if what I said was incorrect.
If when I tried to speak, I didn’t swallow down the words
and clog my throat,
so I could forget what I wanted to say.
If only I could speak.
If only I remembered how.
Talking, for me,
is swimming in a crowded ocean.
You try to keep swimming, but,
everyone is in your way,
pushing you down,
doing anything they can
to get you out of their way.
You know that the further you swim,
the better you feel,
but sometimes you give up
before you can get there,
and go back to the beach,
where no one else is.
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That’s me.
I’m one who gives up.
And by the time you’ve decided to
get back in and keep going,
you’re already dry.
And you don’t want to get wet again.
You don’t want to live with that risk of
getting pushed over again.
So you stay out,
for as long as you can.
Some people ask
me why I don’t
speak.
I’m told that my flaw
is how “shy” I am.
I’m not shy.
I
just
can’t
speak. I refuse
to speak. They
ask me,
why don’t you talk?
People want to know you!
Maybe if they knew you,
they say,
People would like you.
If only you would talk.
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My Family

by Miles Thompson

My Family are the people who love me
their support is everything to me
I feel their warmth like the sun beaming down on a hot day
daily, minute by minute, all the time.
My Family, Mom and Dad
Aunts and Uncles
Constant support, hugs and comfort
Is all I need.
My Family is always working doing what’s right
To provide me and my brothers a good life
The values they have shown
me Constantly and
Unconditionally.
My Family always supporting me to be me,
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My Weather Girl
by P.W

Rain
flood
tsunami.
The light that shines through it all.
Edie.
Definition.
The light that shines onto a diamond, causing light to bounce in every different
direction.
Can’t you see the rainbows? All over the walls
Life is singing.
My dog
no, my family
Edie is my personal cloud that saves me from burning
cooling me off with rain or snow when I’m flustered or when life screams at me.
Her loyalty is an umbrella that never gets wet.
The world versus me and Edie that’s how it is.
Were together on the porch the second I open the gate, she zips around the
yard. She is a lightning bolt!
Now, maybe one of you will understand what I’m about to talk about, and
some won’t.
Some might think you do,
but you don’t.
And that’s okay!
But those of you out there who know what I am speaking of,
listen to this.
The special connection,
that you and a pet share if your close.
It is stronger than anything I can describe.
There is something there that others don’t understand or feel.
But it’s there.
33

This feeling allows you to never be alone,
even when you’re completely by yourself.
We sit in the yard.
By ourselves.
It’s dark out.
And time slows down.
She licks my face.
And I would never want to be anywhere else.
Her love creates a flood in my heart.
Drowning away my worries.
She is my cloud,
she is my love,
she is my
escape.
Edie helps me to control my weather,
when I am stuck in a tornado, or tsunami
I get a sun shower.
My favorite weather Girl.
Rain.
Dry.
Light.
And in the midst of it all, Edie.
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identities
by N.C

Identities are a weird thing,
in my personal opinion,
they’re different for every person		
in every dominion.
I think that’s why it’s so strange when people say that your identity is wrong, or incorrect,
or that you simply don’t know it
yet
When it’s yours and no one else’s and they still choose to judge you for it, as if
they are the persecutor your identity the persecuted. They are the water, your
identity the accused, a person punished for something that they didn’t even do
If everything that happened then is still considered wrong,
then why is it the practices still continue on?
Why is it that people are persecuted by each other for human mistakes that
cause temporary harm in the most common case? Mistakes are part of the
human identity ar they not?
So why was I called incompetent and strange for something that happened that I
couldn’t change?
Why was I called a fool for not following their own rule?
So why did those words flash up on my screen?
Why was I attacked for doing absolutely nothing?
Enough with “witch hunts”, and “canceling” and “bullying”. There are still
people behind whatever they’re doing
People are people, and people do what people do, they all make
human mistakes
just like you.
And maybe that’s the secret to everyone’s identities, experiences and
mistakes that build up inevitably
Events that take form into a person
eventually, and that is the truth behind
everyone’s identity.
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Gliding

by Griffin Jacobson

Filled to the brim with anxiety and fear On
a gondola to the mountain
The further up the mountain
The more the wind howled
First, test line, then, the real deal
Really excited, but am I
					 ready?
Waiting in line, one by one, getting closer
Felt like a decade passed
Finally, on the platform
Pushed off
I’m a bird flying threw the canopy
Trees looking up at me.
I soar through the sky
spread my wings
I feel the wind on my face as I’m gliding
The harness screams to a halt
My journey
is over
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After Kindergarten
by L.N

1st grade was a roller coaster
ride. Sometimes it was super fun,
while other times
it was scary.
But those ups and downs were what made it,
my favorite year.
Kindergarten was over,
and so was all the kid dragging across the room too.
Ms. Roberts was fun,
sure but I was ready to
be,
a first grader.
On the first day of school,
I wondered on the blacktop with all of those yellow letters,
who is Ms. Winfield?
The bell rang, and all the teachers filed out of the school,
and Ms. Winfield danced out of those doors, like the fun person she was.
We walked into the classroom on the first floor,
and everything was so cool.
Her room lit up with the sun shining through,
making all the cool collectables she had on her desk practically
dance. She had toys piled all over the place,
with legos,
plastic
chains,
blocks,
and anything else a small kid like me
would love.
Some things I remember vividly about that year,
while some I don’t.
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Like how I remember all those silverfish creeping out from the cabinets,
they would climb up the tables
and scare the living daylights out of us.
I remember sitting at the tables, asking my pen pal:
“What’s your favorite color?”
and
“Do you have silverfish at your school?”
I remember doing that one butterfly project,
and how fun it was.
Not because of the butterflies,
but because Ms. Winfield left the sink on when she threw the cage in the sink
bowl.
And it sure was fun coming in from recess,
to see a newly discovered, “classroom river” swim across the room.
I was sad to see first grade
go but it was a fun time,
making it that one roller coaster i’d never get to go on
ever again.
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Losing Someone
by Maggie S.

I come home crying
I felt betrayed and hurt
It feels weird rhyming
But I truly felt like a piece of dirt
when the dirt is stepped on
when it gets torn out of the ground
to make room for something new
But I had to make do
yet I didn’t want to
It wasn’t fair
One of my closest friends
gone like nothing was ever
there
The only thought rolling through my head was it
wasn’t fair
I finally got to my mom
She asked me, “What’s wrong?”
I
felt
ashamed
and
embarrassed Had I done
something wrong?
No, I couldn’t have
this was just too out of the blue
She gave me a big hug
I told her what had happened
“I love you!”
My heart skipped
Those were the words I needed to hear
I told her what had happened
“I love you
and your friends
might not always be there
But I am here, always”
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If I Were a Set of Paints
by Ren G.

If I were a set of paints,
I would paint over the terror that everyone holds inside of them, color every wall
in every city in every country.
If I had the power,
then I would show every person on this gray planet how to make it colourful
again.
How to get rid of that fear,
the kind floods every soul on the planet.
If I were those paints then
I would teach everyone how to color outside of the lines
and inside of their
hearts.
Clean out the dread in everyone’s lives so that we can all live in harmony and
peace. Cure the world of disease and decay that we are left to.
If I was brave,
I would paint the world and color to people’s lives. My color would start at the
smallest point, practically invisible, and spread rapidly.
So that the people could stop running on no gas, and stop pushing forward with
no fuel because without fuel we are working more and more and more
but not going anywhere. If I were a kit of paints,
I would splatter paint everywhere like I did in kindergarten during art time. If I
were a set of paints,
I would recolor the daily stresses that we put on ourselves.
Cover them with something new.
I were a set of paints,
I would paint over the horror that is ourselves.
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Spooktober

by Daniella Horna-Baxter

Ah Fall.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
Doot Doot.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
The best part of the
year. Doot, it’s spooky
time,
That first evening is so
perfect.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
When the leaves dramatically drift off the trees.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
It’s time to listen to spooky music and we all know it.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
That summer of Youth Vanished without a single trace.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
Spooky scary skeletons send shivers down your spine.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
Walmart and Target are already selling Christmas decorations.
Doot, it’s spooky time,
Get those way to cheery green and red stockings off the
shelves. Doot, it’s spooky time,
Time to put out the Bone rattling skeletons that seek that CALCIUM.
Doot, it’s spooky time.
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A TRIBUTE TO LED LIGHTS
by Arlo Hamer

I love LED lights
their fun they shine brighter and use less energy. I
remember how bright the LED where. They shined so bright and we still have
our first one.
Thats the power of LED lights
LEDs are good and helpful. LED lights are the sun of the home.
In the modern-day LED lights are so impactful on my
life.
And in a moment of reflection I remember my first LED light
i was to see it.
LED lights are in almost anything.
They last so long and there really cool. There in
computers. There in Phones. And of course there in lamps.
I think LED lights are the future. There long lasting.
There as bright as the sun.
There good for the plant. And they move are swiftly forward.
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and how happy

my dead goldfish
by Emmett Kennedy

Everyday I would rush home throw my bag on the chair and run
Up the stairs open the door to my room Watch it swim around the
bowl endlessly for hours you would just See the little ripples he would make
swimming around his bowl And just hear the little sounds that those waves
make hitting the side of the bowl swosh swish splash all day long
But One cold windy day in the middle of October I just came back from school, I
walked through the door Ran up stairs opened my room door went over to the
shelf to see him in his bowl /// but he wasn’t there he somehow disappeared I
checked all over the room Until I saw him lying there dead right on the hard
wooden floor /// he was dead
He was my friend /// my best friend, he made me happy when I
Was sad, he was always there for me know matter what,
That poor fish never saw it coming he must of jumped right out the bowl
But the worst part is that I never got to say my last goodbye
That day was the worst day of my life, everything was dark and
Grey, but for the rest of that day I couldn’t stop thinking of him ///
Flush /// flush I didnt think think this day would ever come he was
My best friend he was family and he was a pet but he will always be kevin the
goldfish
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Remember When
by Patterson Grant

Remember when you said that you were never going to leave, that you
would be right there, that you would stay right here with me.
Remember when you lied and said that you’d always have my back, but when i
got into a fight, you didn’t hold me back.
Remember when you felt bad for me, oh wait, you never did, but i
remember when you said to me “you’re just a stupid little kid”.

Remember my 3rd grade diary, all the pages are filled with “sorry”
Remember when you would only talk to me when i cried saying “Inhale, exhale,
inhale, exhale” NO! We both breathe the same air but breathe differently. I can’t
remember the last time you said sorry to me. But those are the only words that
come out of my mouth when I talked to you. “sorry , sorry, sorry”.
Remember when I cried to mom, and she said it will get better?
Remember when it never did. I try to defend myself, but you just stare at me like
im an elf on the shelf. I hate you. Remember when Dr. Martin Luther King had a
dream? Yeah, but remember when i had a dream. No! Because every time i tried
to open my mouth you just shut me off. Remember when you were my big sister.
I guess that’s another dream you will never let me tell.
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D E A and F
by D.G

I hear the words. I hear the words. Hey,		
what are those things on your
ears? Again.		
And again. It’s like I’m a light and the words are moths. I tend
to either ignore them, not hear what they said correctly, or try to answer in a way
they know, which isn’t easy.
Ever since my first days of life after spending a shorter time than usual inside
my mother, I have been D
E A and F. It isn’t fun. It isn’t nice. And I wish I
didn’t have it. Like the fact that I tend to be very forgetful at times. Being born is
like playing the lottery, except you want to get nothing because that’s when
nothing happens to the baby. And my prize for getting thirty thousand is
deafness. It’s definitely unfair.
Although I have been unlucky with congenital disorder of profound hearing loss,
the fact that the existing of cochlear implants exist, or the fact that not really
being a victim of a person who habitually seeks to harm or intimidate those who
they believe as vulnerable,
is a good thing. But let me tell you one thing.
It isn’t just bad things
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SUMMER

by Coleman D.

If I had to describe summer in two words they would be //// Great /// and
Hate. Great because I had indescribable amounts of fun and I made a lot of new
friends and Hate /// because it had to end.
Great/// all of those days hangin on lake with some of my best
friends. Great /// going to wisconsin dells for a baseball tournament and hanging
out with my teammates every day. Every waterslide like a new challenge to take
on. Great /// going to the pool for hours on hours and then coming home to a
freshly cooked meal made by my dad./// man summer was great.
And then there is hate /// Realizing that I only had one week left of
summer. Hate /// Going to bed on the last night of summer and realizing that it’s
over. Hate /// Waking up on the first day of school and you realize that you have
a long 9 months before next summer. All nine of those months each feeling like a
decade. /// Man I hated those moments.
Some things you can’t describe in big long words /// and this /// this is
definitely one of those things. So I just chose two of the most simple words I
know. /// Great and Hate.
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Dear Little Sister
by Charlotte A.

Dear Little Sister,
When you are sad, or tired
You cry and scream and yell and hit
You are a hurricane of destructive activity
Nothing can calm you down.
Nothing, except for a soothing word from an older sister
And even though I am an older sister,
I am not the one you want.
I am never the one you want.
I wish that things were different
I wish that we were closer
I wish that I was the one you went to
But not yet
And I think we have time Many
more years, but everyday
I know that I should get to know you but I push it off.
We will only spend a fraction of our life together
A miniscule amount of time
that will dwindle with every second I
decide not to hang out with you
The clock ticks on like a timer to a bomb
Every time you come to me and
ask “Will you play with me?”
And I say
“No, maybe later,”
But later
will never come
I know that you will only be 6 for so long
Only a handful of months, just like when you were
5, 4, 3, 2, 1
Again and again in an endless
cycle When will I be there for you?
How old will you and I be
Before it is too late?
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I wish that I could be the one to comfort you
through your tears
I wish that I was the one who walked you to school
when you were too upset to even brush your hair
I wish I was the one who you asked to play with
Even though I don’t like Barbies or stuffed animals anymore
I would gladly play with you
Dear Little Sister,
I hope you know that I will love you
until the end of time
Forever and
ever No matter
what
Even though I am not the best older sister
I will be, someday
Because every day we have together is
precious So today, I will play with you
And tomorrow, I will read to you
And next week, I will help brush your hair
And someday, I will be the one to calm you down
Love,
Your Older Sister

48

Too Bad

by Nathan Duschene

Abaco, just a Bohemian paradise. So many memories of my family’s trips there.
The place where we watched the Blackhawks win the Stanley cup in 2015. So it
is too bad that we are heating up the ocean waters, and inadvertently creating
the monsters we fear so much. Too bad that we are heating up the ocean waters
so that we spawn monsters like Dorian that destroyed not only an entire island,
but everyone’s lives with it.
Too bad that at this point, the ocean waters are the perfect temperature for
destruction, the perfect temperature for a giant eraser that sweeps everything
good out of a place and replaces it with piles of bad. It really is too bad that my
memories of this Bohemian paradise are just all gone.
All my memories wiped out by a 20 ft. storm surge… But not just any 20 ft. storm
surge, the one that we have been contributing to this entire time. But you know
what is worse? Then all of that? It really is too bad, that nobody at all, is even
remotely trying to fix it.
We are just pumping greenhouse gasses into the air like the devil’s cigarette,
contributing to climate change like we are all blind to reality, the gripping reality
that we just simply forgot how to believe in, even though that is what we need to
believe in most! So… it really is too bad… that we are heating up the ocean
waters.
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Why I Hate Poetry
by C.C

Why I hate poetry,
I hate poetry because the words are hard and come from your core
And each word more difficult than the one before
I hate poetry because of the way it shines a spotlight on every broken thing and
sheds darkness on everything good.
I hate poetry because of how it goes hand in hand with everything I love.
Art & Music.
I hate poetry because it is sweeter than stories but colder than lyrics and chords.
I hate poetry because it reminds me of the poems spoken at my grandma’s
funeral.
Cold yet warm.
And I hate poetry because it seems like a dream.
Like a memory of summer on a cold winter day.
I hate poetry because of how fast it flees.
I hate poetry because it’s not perfect.
That’s why I hate poetry
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Standing There
by Maggie O.

Standing in that hospital looking at the ghost of my grandfather. His eyes have
inally become emotionless, only a deep pool of darkness remains. I wonder if he
remembers who he was.
If he remembers that I’m his granddaughter. Over the years I’ve watched his
memory peel away like the paint on the park he used to take me to. He’s in the
ast chapter of a long book.
Over time, pages were pulled out, by a person called dementia, until the words
were gone.
All my mom says is that we have to pray so that God will take him so he can be
happy. Is it right to wish for someone to die when their seemingly already
dead? When they are an empty shell, only filled with the necessary things
needed to survive? Is it right to be mad at the doctors for putting him in stage
seven dementia, and paralyze him from the waist down but also in the
head paralyze him from ever being able to use his voice properly his tongue
stolen from his mouth.
His brain dissolves like salt in water. Every grain is a memory, a person, place or
thing that was important to him. Every grain is a letter in the alphabet. There
are many, but they are all important.
Soon, all that’s left is x ,y, z.
I try to make him remember that he loved the Brooklyn Dodgers, or that he loved
airplanes.
I draw pictures of the logo of where he used to work. I tell him stories
about his life. Standing in that hospital,		
showing him, all I get is a
blank stare.
Standing in that hospital. Standing in that hospital,
I know that there is no
hope for him to recover. Standing in that hospital it’s silence shows the scream to
be heard.
Standing in that hospital, I’ve come to realize that dementia is a
terminal disease, he’ll eventually be gone, and there’s nothing I can do.
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Only If

by Jessica G.

Only If the world was perfect
Like one of those fairytale stories we have all heard about as a kid
Then we wouldn’t have to be so worried about the amazon rainforest turning in
to the amazon desert
Only If
The world had perfect people
Then there would be no save the turtles because the turtles would be to
busy flying through the ocean
Like the birds in the sky not having to worry about getting something as simple
as a plastic straw in its nose
Only If
The world had smarter people
Then they wouldn’t be sitting around like a group of snail not doing enough to
help their own planet
Only If
The people on this earth cared a little more about their kind
Then some people wouldn’t have to be scavenging for food like vulchers
Only if
More people cared
Then maybe just maybe we could try and have a perfect planet
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Technicality

by Alex Gossett

I hate when people think they know everything, as if they are a walking
dictionary or a human calculator. People can only know so much// but this
doesn’t exist for these people.
The one dictionary is the person that tries to spin your head around/ like they are
a tornado. The person who thinks they are a book, acting like they are teaching
you when you can’t tolerate them. But sometimes there is that one phrase or
sentence// it makes you think and tolerate then for a little/ while/ longer.
The calculator is the person that can’t fathom being wrong. It is the echoing voice
of authority,” But I di.. Didn’t do it.
Yes you did, admit it!” is what I hear from my dad when I make a mistake.
You don’t get a choice to fight because/ you are never right. That feeling of being
powerless. It sucks, but it has to exist. You have no choice, but you have to
admit.
You need to watch out for these people. They are snakes in the grass and rocks
in the sand. They only bring negativity, hate, and sadness.
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My Stress
by A.D

Here we go,
I step up to the plate
deep down I know I’ll do whatever it takes-or will I I
contradict myself in ways you can’t imagine
Wait, do I take
too late
Strike three you’re out
The next thing I know im laying on my couch
Don’t be sad, I say to myself It will be fine just
get over it
you made a mistake
so fix it next time,
I hear thunder outside
like a bat shattering
Looks like no game today,
should I say hooray or should I want to play
I just want to lay down for a bit or just sit
The rain is nice today
it’s my only friend
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Gameday
by O.W

There is no feeling like playing sports
That rush of adrenaline, excitement, the energy filling you up
Cause the moment you step out on the field, court, rink
On a hot summer day or a cold winter morning
Then there’s your team
That group stronger than anything
All working together
As one
And when the game start
There’s no stopping you
From playing now and playing hard
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Friendships

by Lydia Barnes

It only takes a day to not be friends with someone.
It only takes a day for everyone to hate you.
It only takes a day to lose all of your friends.
If only she hadn’t of said that //
we all still would’ve been friends
I would be talking to them and hanging out with them and laughing. But no, not
me, not anymore
I sat with her at lunch today, but then they all came too
We just sat there quietly while they laughed and smiled /
I don’t know what to do / I’m split.
If I leave them they’ll hate me but if I leave her she’ll hate me too //
it’s like I’m the rope in tug-of-war but about to break.
I’m drowning in my own thoughts and feelings.
I don’t know what to do // go with my best friend I’ve done everything with or
go with the friends I’ve had for life
this or that, This or That. THIS OR THAT.
How do I choose if I have something to lose either way. I’m confused. What do I
do.
I love them both but when I’m meant to choose it just /
doesn’t make sense /
If I choose her that means / no more huge sleepovers or laughing at each other’s
stupid jokes or eating horrible junk food together /
But if I choose them then I lose the only person that understands me. I don’t
know what to do.
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Moving Amongst the Trees
by Will Barnes-Mazur

As I enter bliss I feel the burning
The burning of the ones dug up and defiled
They leach towards me warming the air
I feel their grief pushed through their funnel
I escape and run towards the bent backs
of My birch and oak brethren
They allow me with a fresh gust of peppermint wind
However my brothers fell/ there welcoming brown arms I expect are now
charred and black husks of their former selves /the bodies defiled engaged in
an orange and red dance
I see the metallic beasts clawing with their circular talons disemboweling the
bodies of my brothers and their residence
And now All that remains seems to be memory
A memory of balance/ of solace
Of natural bliss/of mother nature’s kiss
Now that my brothers are not alive I wonder how long can we survive Without
a gust of natural breath but alas that shall not happen soon for nature has
turned bare
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The Production of Destruction
by William Kaegi

We see the world burning,
But all we can think about is harnessing the fire.
We see, even order,
Animals being slaughtered,
But only realize the opportunity for profit.
The same thinking building our skyscrapers,
is burning our world.
How long, how many hours until smoke,
Contaminating our air,
Represents decay rather than production?
We spend our time looking for other problems,
To shift the blame,
Rather than look for solutions,
A worldwide game of hot potato,
Never thinking to look for a container,
Much less the ice of solar-powering,
Of windmills,
Of electric cars?
We look at destruction, but call it production.
There is a certain point where looking at the glass half,
Then a quarter,
And then hardly full at all is a weakness.
How do you think the world will end?
We entertain ourselves- The sun will explode, in years and years and
years… No, the sky won’t fall.
The smoke will rise.
When you look at a pig,
I want to see the star of Charlotte’s
Web, Not a piece of bacon, a dollar of
cash.
When you see a tree,
It should be the Giving Tree,
Not the giver-of-wood tree.
After all, what is greaterA gigantic iceberg, home to polar bears, penguins, puffins, or the ice you put into your
58

drink in vain, hoping for a fraction of a shred of the mild satisfaction you will forget in
three seconds?
Which, is better?
The majestic beasts of broken
fairytales, So beautiful, so different,
Or the horn you post on your wall,
The rug a guest makes a remark about and you forget
about? Why is looking into your eyes in the mirror
Any different than seeing the eyes of a rhino?
So we say we’re making progress.
Oh, we’re cutting back on production.
Oh, look at how much poachers have cut
back. Empty words.
The way I see it, if the puppet master,
The hate really pulling the strings,
The lack of kindness manipulating our limbs,
Is not truly gone,
And gone for good,
The problem is just as bad.
If you steal the gun from the criminal, You’re
telling me that the problem is solved?
You’re telling me, that the air I’m scared to breath is my happy ending?
No. If the law is holding the criminals in place the force is still there.
No if the treadmills of disappointment keep the poachers at bay,
The desire is still there.
No don’t tell me that the problem is over.
Can I explain to you genocide?
It’s the murder of a group of living things because of their differences.
Is this different?
The Holocaust is one of the most dispicable acts on
earth. At least 10,000 species go extinct a year.
A holocaust every year.
That hasn’t raised the alarm for you?
How am I going to explain to MY child,
That the creature from the Lion King was real, not another character from Star
Wars? What am I going to tell them when they see majestic lions,
And gargantuan elephants,
And wonder out loud why there aren’t more?
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When my kid reads Harry Potter, I fear the day that the flowers in the gardens,
Are as much fiction as the mandrake roots.
What’s your favorite animal?
I hope my kids will get to hear that phrase without hearing Shakespearian English.
I hope, that their favorite building design,
Will take the place of that question.
Doesn’t it SCARE you,
That the lightsabers from Star Wars are going to be more real than the Lions of the
Lion King?
Because it should.
They call it the Urban Jungle,
But how do they expect the trash blowing through the thick noise of car horns blaring to
replace birds flying everywhere, singing their songs of what once was and what they
hope to be?
They expect an apartment building to be the tree that reaches for the
sky, That homes all sorts of animals, and is toured by many more.
The birds of the jungle glide through the sky, planting seeds to build,
But the planes blazing through the Urban jungle instead spewing exhaust.
Quicker than trees can be grown, they are burned.
Faster than the birds can find a new place to live, they are hunted down.
In the time that soil tries to take care of its final seed, its body is cleared out, robbed by
carbon and space for us to do our kiddy science experiments, make one more
apartment building.
The sea can’t welcome visitors, when its walls are constantly being broken down by
itself,
An acidic shell of what it once was.
So I am asking now,
Halt the production of destruction.
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Late Night

by Imani Sanders

Late night //
10:30 //
my mom gets a call //
I walk past her room then stop //
I see the look on her face the room goes silent almost like the world stopped //
Silent cries
My sister opens our room door and mouths
“What happened?” I struggle
My mom struggles to process words //
But whispers //
“He’s dead..” “Franks dead”
My sister looks at my mom //
At me //
Then leaves the hall and goes back into our
room I didn’t feel much //
I barely knew the guy //
I did feel the radiation from the emotions swarming the house //
While everyone shut down //
Erased their mouths //
And spent the rest of the night isolated
The clouds were crying //
I had nothing to say //
But freaking out inside knowing that the funeral was the next day

61

Gymnastics
by G.M

Gymnastics is the feeling you get when you
are swinging from bar to bar or flipping across
the floor
It’s the rush of joy you get from competing in a
meet and the anxiousness of trying not to fall off
the balance beam
I remember the time I won first place, It felt like I
ruled the world
But sometimes I don’t succeed, I believe that I
work hard at gymnastics yet sometimes I just
can’t do what I want to do or I can’t do what I am
supposed to already be able to do.
I love gymnastics even when I don’t think I do
Sometimes not being able to do what everybody
else does is like you’ve hit the bottom of the
ocean, like you’ve gone all the way down and
can’t swim back up
But when you do, you have to try your very
hardest to swim back up to the top
You cannot give up
Gymnastics is unique, BEING unique
It is definitely not the first thing to pop into your
head when you think of sports.
But I do gymnastics because I like to have the joy
of accomplishing new things, new skills
There are so many new skills that you can do
Gymnastics is like the Earth
It is one big thing but still has different, smaller
things in it
The Earth isn’t the Earth without its Continents
and gymnastics isn’t gymnastics without its
events
Gymnastics is me
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the warming game global
by Christopher Jos Murphy

Some people say that climate change doesn’t
exist, that it’s a myth or someone will fix it,
and we can relax drink your bottled water playing fortnite.
But it isn’t and climate change is real.
Some people think that the world is a game,
and you can cheat your way to winning because you have extra lives,
but the truth is, you only have one life no extra no chug jug.
you have one life and it is your choice what you want to do with it.
You could chill thinking that others might fix the problem,
but you might be dead in 20 years,
or you can help.
The best thing you can do is recycle what you can,
and go to marches like the march where thousands of kids walked out of school,
That was kid ran,
and you can join us at the
marches. Then then you can chill.
You could do even more,
because the world is in our hands.
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The News
by Ella U-L

I was watching the news, a playbook of problems in the world.
The weather, being one of the most important things happening.
It shows how the world is burning, and how the world is being allowed to burn. I
sat there on my couch, remote in hand thinking.
I was watching the news,
The world is a candle, a candle we lit like coal in a fire, the fossil fuels causing it
it won’t flicker out like a candle though. It will continue to burn
brighter and brighter not stopping unless we stop it,
that or it dies. Fear appeared in my heart, I have been trying to
recycle, worrying about the earth.
We must be the water that puts out the burning flame,
but the government, our authority is not helping us
the feeling of hope is like the earth slipping away as the trees call out for help,
The earth is getting angrier, sending more storms, more hurricanes.
I was watching the news,
news that apparently our government barely cares about
money is more important than the trees we made it from, right?
I know so much has already been said about this but it is so important,
I was watching the news.
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Fall

by Elia W.H

The trees start to bear / the colorful leaves of
fall. The yellows, oranges, and reds,
All covering up the green leaves that are holding
Onto the last tastes of summer.
The air becomes crisp. The scent of cinnamon
Drifts out of the supermarket doors.
Tables lined with pumpkins, orange and yellow
Remind me of the joys of fall.
Fall is the season of colors.
That is what I think of / when I think of fall.
The feeling you get
On warm days in October.
Rolled up sleeves and toasted pumpkin
seeds. Jack-o-lanterns smiling at you from
porches.
The excitement / of doing cannonballs
Into leaf piles.
The warmth / of kids in costumes,
begging for candy bars.
Fall is the season of happiness.
That is what I think of / when I think of fall.
As the branches dance in the wind,
Leaves flutter to the ground
Blanketing lawns with oranges, browns, and reds..
Soon, families come together for a feast,
Not only of food, but of gratitude. .
Fall is the season of togetherness.
That is what I think of / when I think of fall.
Days become shorter.
The final leaves of autumn
Release from their
branches. The air turns
colder.
Soon, the first snow falls,
And the bare branches of the trees
Are now covered in a blanket of snow,
Bringing in the first tastes of winter.
Fall is the season of change,
And fall has changed / to winter.
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The Hourglass, Stuck on One Side
by Nandan Nadkarni

Life is an hourglass / stuck on one side, from the hour of your birth / till the
second you die.
Each day is a grain of sand, slowly shifting / falling.
There’s no stopping what’s already happened / because once that grain has fallen
/ once that word has left your throat, there’s no going back.
There’s no stopping what other people think of you / no forcing your thoughts
into their mind.
But the thing is, there’s one thing you can stop, because once that grain has fallen
/ there’s a new one that’ll take its place / and you can change what you do to fix
what happened / because life is an hourglass stuck on one side / from the
second of your birth / till the hour you die.

66

Untitled

by Kemaria Freeman

I am not perfect
I do not always say the right things
Or have the right answers
I am not perfect
I am not normal
I do not always fit in
So I tell myself no one is normal
Normal is boring, boring like sitting at a party you do not enjoy
I am not always smart
I make mistakes
And that’s ok because im still learning
I am not perfect, normal or always smart
Smart like a dictionary with a big brain
Perfect like nothing really because nothing is actually perfect
Or normal because normal is boring
I am just me
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The Lows of Soccer
by C.B

What do I do?// If I make a mistake it’s okay//right? It’s only practice. Back and
forth, up and down the field, my feet begin to fall into a rhythm. Do 10 push-ups,
Do 20 sit ups/ every command is like a bee stinging me over and over again. /// I
thought I was doing good.
(Deep Breathe) Here we go. I replay every play like a broken record. // Tweeeet!
The whistle screams. // The other team seems to tower over us like
skyscrapers. The ball seems to always find me like a kid finds candy. All of my
coaches’ instructions rush through my mind as if they were little fish getting
flushed down a river.
I dribble the ball up the green, muddy field and get to the white goal splattered
with mud. / Do I pass or shoot?/// I shoot.// Blocked./ I hear “Uggghhhs” and
“Come on’s” coming from every direction. My Coach’s voice booms like thunder
after lighting strikes.// Tweet! Tweet! The game is over.
Here we go again. The burden of not making that goal feels like a weight, pulling
me down. Do 10 push-ups, Do 20 sit ups. This time I try my hardest and next
time I will make that goal. It’s only/// Practice.
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Dear Friends
by Sofia Lopez

Dear friends, were cracking
like a window, what is happening
to us?
We used to talk about everything, we keep secrets now? Why are you all making
each other feel bad and saying it’s just a joke? One of us left and we all
somehow
fell apart
what happened
to us?
Dear friends, i love you, i’ll miss you, I hope you will understand
why, why i
have left, why i have left when I promised
to stay, forgive me please im
sorry ive made you cry, it’s hard for me too i feel like a rainstorm, there’s a dark
grey cloud above my head my eyes pouring rain
I felt I was being pressured
to stay we said we’d stay together i guess i’ll miss
those words
forever
Dear friends, were not close anymore i left and i have nowhere to go I’m trying
to make new friends i hope you wont be mad at me, in the future when I look
back on the memories we had i will remember the good times but i won’
forget the bad, i watch you have fun as if I were a cat looking at the red dot on
he wall you catch me watching you sometimes I quickly look away, i don’t
want you to know that sometimes i miss you
Dear friends, you were my very best friends
we were like sisters i barely even
lived at my own house anymore
i don’t know what to do with my free time we
had big plans for our whole future a huge map right on our laps little did we
know we were on a rollercoaster and we
just dropped, dear friends, I’ll
miss you
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Knots

by Meredith Steinman

Whenever somebody asks me,
what I want to be,
what I think my
purpose is,
I shake my head,
and tie knots. My head ties the
knots,
and sweeping in, out, around my brain, is the silky, silver, string of
thought.
This is how I tie one thing to another,
this is how I connect my ideas.
From one thing to the next. What do I want to be?
Who do I want to
be?
Why am I here?		
How did I get here?
What exactly is my
purpose?
Who am I?

When I ask the same question to them, they say, “Well,
aren’t you
clever,” even though they don’t think of me that way. They are just saying words
to fill the silence, of my unanswered question.		
I’m just a simple little
girl.
With common brown eyes,
brown hair, nothing extraordinarily out
of the ordinary.
Yes,
that’s all I am,
all I ever will be to the awkward, outside
eyes.		
For all they care, I could be the most famous person on Earth, I
could be an all state champion in polka dancing.			
But for now,
I’m just a simple girl,		
with simple string, tying knots.
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Just A Kid

by Ian Buchanan

Change
can be a small
act it can be a major one. You think to
		
yourself, what can I do.
I’m no celebrity or Nobel Prize winner. I’m
just a kid. Some will ignore you even when you ask for a pencil.
But, if you truly believe that you have something more
to offer to this world
and not just be the source of test answers to those who can’t see that the world needs
change,
your change.
You say it’s already been done or thought of, then advocate for those who can’t
and want to make a change
Climate Change, World Hunger, Poverty , The Energy crisis.
Be the one that
stands up higher than the sky’s arms can reach like when you were a kid and
your daddy puts you on his shoulders and you feel like you can do anything.
Above those kids who need you for those quiz answers and those that have it
so much better				
and yet they choose not
to do
something.
Do it for those that have always long for a view out their kitchen window
free
of the plastic and the pollution. Those that want to be able to crack the car
window on the highway and not gag because of the smokestacks belching
out
toxic pollution.
Don’t you want the next generations to live in a better place instead of the
dystopian Panem.
You say
you’re just an average kid that can’t possibly make a difference as
MLK did, then you should know that all the greats were just like you
but the
only difference is that they chose to act and not wait on other people, lead not
follow. All
you have to do is believe you can.
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My Brother
by P.C

I will Always Remember my Brother
My Brother Joaquin
I will always remember my brother,
He is sweeter than Pan Dulce on a Sunday morning.
I will always remember my brother,
He is always wishing the best for me, he is always there to cheer me up no
matter how mad, sad or how bad my day was.
I will always remember my brother,
I will always remember playing kitchen or zombies with our cousins and driving
around in that little blue car.
I will always remember my brother,
I will never forget how much I missed him when he left to Mexico for a year
when we were little, and I will never forget our trips to Mexico together.
I will always remember my brother
I will never forget about how much he hates dark chocolate and Chile.
I will always remember my brother,
I will always remember my brother, Joaquin.
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Think Before You Speak
by Sophia S.

Think before you

speak,

because after you say it, you can’t take it
back. Good things can come out bad.
The things that spread are just

Think before you

lies.

leak.

You can’t always trust the person
Things can leak like oil

that you tell.

spilling from a tank

and can spread as fast as a cheetah
running after it’s prey. Driving
down the highway.
To the first car,

to the next, and

the next.

You can keep a secret in a jar, but the lid won’t always be screwed
on tight						

enough. That’s why

you always think					

before you speak.

Because nothing can be sealed shut
forever. Only

for a little.
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America

by Zaria B.

Racism is like a monster that no one is trying to tame
200 years of slavery and about 30 years of segregation
Wow my ancestors have been through a lot
You would think after all those years you would see a change
I don’t see a change
I see it getting worse
Cops killing our people because of the color of our skin
Because of something we can’t change
Because stereotypes say we’re bad
When we get pulled over they ask for our license they don’t even give us a
chance to take it out they just think we’re pulling out a gun
So they get “scared” and shoot us
It’s not only the police who are racists it’s also some of our favorite stores
H&M made a sweatshirt with racist words on it and all we did was post about it
on Instagram
And the fact that we’re worrying about saving the turtles
come on America what about us humans?
We really need to get it together.
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The little girl

by Alice Cadwell

Picture this you’re a nine year old rolling on the ground crying you think
your dying you see you scraped your knee. Your mom runs to you she cares
about you she loves you
Now picture this a little girl is six her mom wants a new beginning her
mom needs immigrating illegally immigrating her mom gets taken away the little
girl gets to stay.
Stop separating the little girl and her mom stop trying to kill her mom
with a bomb stop separating families. Tears run down the little girls face like
kids on a hill.
Stop separating families brother and sister are all the little girl has stop
separating families the little girl can’t live like this stop separating families the
little girl loses brother and sister stop separating families the little girl gets a
new family stop separating families the little girl is constantly abused are you
happy now?
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The School Is an Ant
by Finley Egan

The School is an ant
Im the foot that crushes the ant, I crush
school.
I am my own person, I like to be myself. I won’t let anyone bring me
					
down.
The school has so many rules
but we can overcome them. I shouldn’t
have to say this but the school needs some change. They need to listen to
the
				
students.
Some kids don’t like school because of all the rules, it’s so strict. School
is like a thorn on a rose it’s very pretty on the outside but when the thorns hit
				
they stab where it hurts.
Your not my mom! I don’t have to listen
I won’t listen. They NEED to
change. Because what their doing isn’t working, it just isn’t working. It isn’t
		
working because the students said so.
They don’t listen to us. And when I say they don’t listen they don’t listen, they
don’t listen when we said, ID
backpack hoodie
music phone
they, don’t, listen.
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Pollution

by Derek Thornton

If I was a car I would drive my owner,
I would think I would be going from place to place but really I
would be destroying the atmosphere,
The Gears in the car would be twisting and turning and pumping and pulling, but
all that work just to pollute our air?
If I were a car,
I would be an electric car so I Could zap and zip down the road,
our world will stay more refreshed,
I would Drive down Kenilworth and turned into Washington, As
Our car vibrated from the music coming from the radio
And I hear the squeak from the gas pedal being pushed up and down,
I would see gases coming out of the cars
I would See factories polluting the air that we breath
If we will not figure this out soon we will all be doomed. We need to stay alert
and blurt at people who destroy this world, we need to be mean to keep this
world clean.
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DREAMS

by Liam McMillion

If i was water I would go to places that need help to the kids that need water to
the countries that need water
if I was water I would put out fires that are taking life away from us but water
can’t fix it all
we need people to help we are causing this to happen if only I was water
/ we must protect our world for all it does for us we need to change what we
are doing because its not working we aren’t fixing our problems the problems
aren’t going to fix themselves if we don’t try to fix this we aren’t going to fix it
I have a sister with down syndrome who wants the world to change in this way
she gave me this to write and this to type so I want to do this for Cassidy
/ while we are here we have to help because the world is hurting if we stop all
the things we are doing and start being more thoughtful there is a chance we
can keep our environment
defeat a mass extinction it is a rough thing that we have to go through
this I have weight on my chest all the time my family is crazy so it’s crazy to
think that we are living in a mass extinction but we can defeat the mass
extinction If only I was water
my sister looks up to me she can’t think straight with me in a different state at
the age of 12 I have my 18 year old sister to look up to me
/ if only I was water I could fix more than I can now / if only i was water
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Opinions

by Alexa Risley

What is society teaching us? …
People aren’t learning how to be themselves ..
People aren’t learning that they don’t “need” things to be happy
We’re not getting taught to be our own person ...
We’re getting taught to follow
People think they need the trendiest clothes to be popular
People think they need to have everything everyone else does to be popular
.. And if they don’t have that they won’t be cool ..
That people will think of them as a piece of garbage
A piece of garbage that gets tossed and thrown around by the wind
People think they have to have a special talent or have to have something
that others don’t
They have to be a star that dances around, shining
You don’t need someone else’s opinion,
You only need your own
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My Grandma

by Stella Shepley

Who is someone you look up to?
Someone you love? ~
My grandma is that person.
If you looked at her you would never know what she is going through ~
The tumor was dancing in her mind about to nearly kill her. ~ For 21 years my
grandma was fighting the obstacles and the pain.
But besides what she has gone through she has
been by my side since day 1.
That is approximately 4564 days. ~
I remember all of the memories, and watching movies ~
I even remember one of the times I went to the hospital, her
face looked like it was beaten up by wrestlers
In 2011 she and my papa moved right around the corner from me.
We would always go over there and see the birds in their backyard.
The birds would chirp like a crowd of crazy people ~
I would sleep over some nights and just eat a ton of ice
cream Those nights were some of the good nights
3 awful days of the week she goes to the hospital to get her blood checked~
Some days she will come and eat dinner with my family and it’s a lot of fun.
My grandma has taught me so much and I look up to her.
I just hope that she will make it to see me grow up.
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To Love the Earth Is Not Enough
by Annika P.

I am thankful for the break that breath provides
How breath can be a second of
calmness accessible
worldwide
And yet, this breathe is not free

We cannot just sit around when there is a much greater plea

I love the Earth
I love to breathe
and yet,
to love is not enough.
Everywhere I look I see the problems and accomplishments of our world,
I see the wilted willow tree and the shot down bear
Yes

I am aware

And yet, to be aware is still not enough.
As I stood atop the Switzerland Alps 2019,
I took a look around me.
As my hair danced in the wind,
I took a deep breath.
I breathed in the fresh mountain air.
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That’s when I realized how lucky I was.
Breathing is a break, a pause.
Breath is life.
But breath is also freedom.
Freedom to live, freedom to be.
To breathe is to get a moment to
yourself. But we cannot take this for
granted.
To love the Earth is not enough.
PROVE that you love the Earth,
show the world how much you love the Earth.
It is not enough to love the earth.
But remember a single person can make a
difference. So show how much you care,
If you still want to breathe in this lovely air.
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Disrespectful
by Nyla W.

Why did you say that?
What happened?
How did this all start?
Who started it?
Are you listening to me?
The girl just rolled her eyes and kept thinking
What do you think you did wrong?
Why do you keep saying stuff?
The girl was so mad at herself it was like she was bullying herself
But she was only trying to understand why she did it
She couldn’t answer a question if she doesn’t have the right
answer Instead of showing her fears she rolled her eyes and kept
thinking
She wanted to cry but her eyes were the Sahara desert burning in a
drought keeping her from crying trying not to show her weakness
The man kept yelling but the girl was under water only hearing blurs of what he
was saying
Im waiting.
If you want the truth then here it is
I DON’T KNOW
If you don’t like my answer then oh well
Your dad will be contacted
I will be letting him know how disrespectful her child is
The girl was still drowning out the sound of his voice
Dis-re-spect-ful that’s a funny word
But it describes her perfectly
The girl is disrespectful but she didn’t try to be
Misunderstood. Mistakes . Those things can haunt people for life
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Dear Mom, Thank You
by Riley Bazillion

Dear Mom,
Thank you for always being there for me.
Thank you for Picking me up when I feel down
Thank you for helping me spread my wings like a butterfly
Dear Mom,
Thank you for meeting my dad, so you could have me
Thank you for always believing in my dreams
Thank you for being the most amazing mom I could ever ask for
Dear Mom,
Thank you for never giving up on me
Thank you for setting examples and give me opportunities you didn’t have
growing up.
Thank you for making me a better person not only in school, but in life
Dear Mom,
Thank you for giving me hope
Thank you for helping me study at night when I really needed it
Thank you for taking my side when I argue with my dad
Dear Mom,
One day I aspire to be just like you
You’re not the sweetest berry in the box but
I love you to the moon and back
Sincerely, your daughter
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The Magic in Family
by C.S

When I get home every day from school, I could
be upset, happy, or have mixed emotions
but one thing
always
happens when I get home
my family greets me.
My family
they are like the sun in my life
they brighten up my day. It doesn’t matter how I felt that day I
could’ve bombed a test, or made a mistake
but my family always brightens up my day
just like the sun.
The Magic in Family is the wonderful light that spreads through our body’s friends,
family
they are all very important. They are brighter than the sun itself.
A warm genuine smile from anybody can lift your spirits
but if it’s from your family, you feel safe, protected, and get good vibes. The
Magic in Family gets you through the toughest times
the Magic in Family is like the solar system
it all works together.
When my dog died, I was incredibly sad.
It made a massive whole in my heart
but my family told me that my dog was in a better place. They helped me get
through this moment
and that’s how the Magic in Family works.
It all works together like the solar system, the planets encouraging their friends
in the sky.
that’s just how it works.
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My Bird

by Olivia Baty

If I had changed, I would still have my bird
I miss her
With her white feathers
Her beautiful feathers
My bird was adored by all
She had friends, leaves, and

feathers My bird liked to play
And loved to eat cookies
If I had changed, my bird wouldn’t be a rat
My bird wouldn’t be a dog
I miss the days with my bird
When she was a cat
I met my bird in a tree
I took her home
Gave her a home a mustard
home I miss my bird
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Iceland

by Gus McNulty

I went to Iceland and hiked a glacier
another treasure of mother nature.
I ventured skogafoss with waters of magic
50 feet tall rivaling the great wall.
I rode Sneüthy the horse with teeth of a beaver
chefs from Reykjavík who chopped fish with a cleaver.
Things in Iceland are overpriced and`
the land of ice is only 11 percent ice.
I swam in the sulfuric waters of the Blue Lagoon
it smelled like eggs but it was still cool.
I went white water rafting with waters of ice
40 degrees yet it still felt nice.
We hiked on volcanoes one dormant, one not.
And then came the sad part finally leaving
as I sat in the plane my emotions started to rot.
And then I looked out the window and got the feeling like the Island was down
there just teasing me.
After 9 hours of waiting on a plane
we were back in Chicago and it seemed so lame.
We got back home and I went to bed
but there were so many emotions running through my head.
Will I ever go back to Iceland, I don’t know
but for now lets just hope so.
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A Family Dinner
by Aminatta Brima

Having dinner with my family
is watching a funny show,
It’s laughing at an act
and the one in tow.
It’s watching a clown
falling down,
And always popping back up
with a fake frown.
It makes me happy to have a
smile on my face,
Like I do when I’m running
in a race.
My family’s conversations are
like being comforted by a pillow
Soft and warm
like a marshmallow.
Even though some conversations
are cold like the winter snow,
The next one always makes
me laugh when I’m low.
When the food is on
the table it beckons
I always ask
for a plate of seconds.
Sometimes my food tries
to jump back out,
When it burns my tongue
and makes me pout.
Soon the plates are
empty and the chairs are
too,
As the dinner ends
I start to feel blue.
At dinner I always feel
like a winner,
But everything comes
to an end, even dinner.
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Love, not such a simple concept.
by Alex Harks

Love, a concept I know you all are familiar with, there is no such thing as love
that is too big or too small.
Love comes in all sizes and shapes, and I love a lot of people, but one person
stands out the
most, my dad!
You may think that this is cheesy or lame, and if you do, you are wrong, my love
for my dad is
impossible to match.
He has always been there for me, even when my mother was not,when she
was sick, he cared
for me, and he still does.
His love is like the number 8, infinite and unique.
Every day I only feel the bond that our personalities and hearts possess get
more and more robust.
He teaches me how love cannot be wrong, nothing about love is incorrect.
Love is a fire, burning with desire, it can be big, it can be small, but no water can
extinguish it.
My dad truly does inspire me to carry on, without him, I would still be on square
one, clueless,
but his loving voice, his words of wisdom, his warm touch, his huge brain,
That is what his love is to me, warm and huge, ever increasing.
And that is what guides me through this allusion we call life, a
pit that seems bottomless.
But he teaches me that we create the net that stops us from
falling. That net is known as love.
And I know you all will create that net.
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Afraid

by Avery Buczek

School /// She was tired / tired of people / fake people / slithering like snakes in
and out of your life and coming back only when they need you. / Tired of being
afraid to go to school / afraid of being judged / about absolutely nothing / Each
class is different / different things to worry about
Social Media /// A world of horror / you never know what is going to happen / she
was afraid / afraid of unforgettable comments that creep into your head
(Whisper) “ You’re not good enough” “ You have don’t have any friends” “
“You’re not pretty” / the comments that hurt deep down like a piece of your selfconfidence dyeing / Afraid of not getting the same amount of likes and comments
as your frends.
Words /// Be careful with your words, once they are said they can only be
forgiven // not forgotten” / Carl Sandburg / she was afraid of getting hurt / but not
by fists / but by the words that feel like a stab in the back / like leaving an open
wound unattended. words were weights, holding you down like a balloon that
can’t take flight
Standing up /// one day she had enough / enough of the words / of the laughing /
so she stood up / she stood up for herself / up against the monsters / telling them
that she was enough and there was nothing / nothing / that could change her
mind / she wasn’t afraid anymore / she was good enough
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Tap Tap Tap
by Amy Burna

Percussion		
Tapping, Drumming, thinking.
Releasing all of the stress that bottled up inside me. Gone
the sound of a tap.

with

Nothing but sound waves rushing through my head, traveling
so fast that it slows downtime. Tap Tap Tap Tippity tap. A single tap
can change anyone’s perspective.

Tap Tap Tap. The world is beating to one heartbeat booming off
the drum sending waves in every direction.
Ringing in my head
Buzz Buzz Buzz.

Tap. Rattle. Crash

That’s my song.
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Od e t o Pressure
by C.C

Ode to Pressure, ode to needing that A, ode to needing perfect handwriting
simply because my friends do. Ode to pressure.
Ode to pressure coming down on me like a rock. Ode to coming to everything so
determined only because society says I should. Ode to hard work.
Ode to trying harder because someone says to, ode to doing something stupid
because my friends are. Ode to bad decisions
Ode to that one thing that one thing that brings that one feeling. Ode to wanting
1st, 2nd, and even preschool back to get rid of homework. Ode to time.
Ode to needing time for perfection. Ode to having a calendar as hard and solid as
a rock and ode to that one time you definitely rewrote that entire essay just
because it wasn’t perfect. Ode to mistakes.
Ode to pressure. Ode to needing an A, ode to needing perfect handwriting just
because my friends do, ode to bad decisions, ode to wanting time back, ode to
calendars, ode to rewriting, ode to pressure
		Ode
						To
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Pressure

Ode to Mistakes
by V.M

This is an ode to messing up, this is an ode to mistakes.
This is an ode about trying to get perfect
grades, checking them just to see if maybe, just
maybe,
they graded the assignment. To getting upset about a “B”
on that worksheet. To staying up all night to finish, hoping
so much for an A+
This is an ode to erasing, and erasing, and erasing
that one line, that one word. 4To the times the trash can
is overflowing like a waterfall made of crumpled up
pages. To when the most frequently used key is delete.
To when no matter how many times you draw that one
face it will never look good.
This is an ode to regret. To the time you thought
you could use that. To the times you didn’t raise your
hand, living in fear of being wrong. To the time you got in
trouble in 2nd grade. To the piles of regret and shame as
big as mountains that fill your brain each night before you
fall asleep
This is an ode to mistakes. This an ode about forgetting
the past and living in the future.
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Ode to my sense of humor
by Tate Van Duinen

Ode to my sense of humor. Even during the darkest times I try to crack a
smile. People say I’m so funny I am like a clown. Oh… but there is rude humor
that I can tend to use that puts people down. Like that time my brother was
making jokes about me and how it made me frown
Stupid humor, rude humor you can only hurt. I hate you and oh how could
I use you in such terrible ways. But yet again there are knock-knock jokes and
riddles too. Oh humor I’m afraid I was to harsh. You may be rude you may be
mean, but ost of the time you can be funny and put a smile on somebody’s
face. I regret saying hurtful things about you humor but still try to be kind. I
couldn’t live a life without you like a bee can’t live a life without honey. Oh how I
ove you ode to my sense humor.
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a tribute to flowers
by Sophie Downing

To all flowers
To all the flowers blue, red, pink, purple, orange, and yellow
To all the flowers that bloom off my shirt as if they’ve come to bless me with
their beauty
To all the roses
To all the roses of different shades of beauty
To the first rose I touched, the one that pricked my thumb
To the rose that painfully touched me with its grace like a ballerina
To all the colorful flowers
To all the color that blooms from the bland earth
To all the flowers that brighten up my garden To
all the flowers that brighten up my earth
To all the flowers that support the world
To all the flowers that support the butterflies and bees with the pollen they need
To all the flowers that smell nice enough for all the people, insects, and animals
A tribute to flowers
To all the flowers that bless me with their beauty and grace
To all the flowers that brighten up the world in many ways
To the flowers
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ode to Myself
by Starr P.

ode to myself
Ode to my love of singing.
When I had to sing
With two other people i felt nervous
Because I never did that before .
Ode to my love to reading
I could re-read baby-sitters club
Until I get old until my grandchildren are born.
Ode to my love for my family
My love for my family is as deep
as sticking a paint brush into paint.
Ode to my lovely skin.
My skin as dark as a Chocolate bar.
Ode to those birds wings.
And as beautiful as a birds wings.
Ode to myself.
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Myles ́ Ode to Mom
by Myles F.

This is an Ode to my Mom. My mom is supportive to me always through
times of error and/or correction when she grounds me I know its because she
knows I can do better than my previous work. My mom always makes delicious
food for me and she changed her cooking for me because I went vegetarian. She
never puts anything before me its always me first she buys things just for me
(books). I am like a baby bear cute and lovable and my mom is like a mother
bear strong, supportive, and loving. My home is as comfortable as a castle and
home is wherever my mom is with me. Me and my Mom always have each
other’s back no matter what happens. Through sickness and Through health we
stick together like glue not being separated ever until we perish. We have our
differences from time to time to time to time but we still love each other so much
that it just passes over in like a day or so. Me and my mom we are not just family
we are best friends for ever and ever and ever (bffeaeae).

99

ode to stories
by Meredith C.

Ode to stories and the way I can travel to places that could never exist in real life
Places with magic and dragons and great kings and queens
A new world to explore and books open the door to wonders and
superpowers and everything I wish could have
Ode to the way when I read I can’t hear all of the noises around me
I’m able to ignore My sister’s whining my brother hitting the table and
			
The chimney going on the roof next door.
		

Ode to the way when I run out of books we go to the library, like my
second home, into the narrow shelves and peace and quiet and
corners For reading the armfuls of books that I end up with, begging
for a bag.

Ode to the way I can say let me stay on this couch let me finish this chapter
Or the book or the series When my siblings come to ask me to play
			
outside in the cold with the cars and the noise,
I’d much rather be warm cocooned in blankets and nestled in pillows.
Ode to the way books are like paper excuses and I can tell my angry
Parents “sorry I lost track of time” while in reality I knew but never wanted to
stop.
Ode to the way when I wake up early and light seeps out from under my door
And when it begins to leak in through the curtains my mom comes and tells me
						 to stop
And I have to get my bearings again, realizing that I’m not in Red Riding hood’s
						 forest,
Wandering through trees or swimming with mermaids in the big blue seas.
				
Ode to the way when I finish a book the cover slams close
Even though I have to deal with the noise and play with my sister, I still feel
					
As if I just woke up from the best dream I’d ever had.
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Ode to my Siblings
by Lyla Fielding

Ode to my siblings.
This is an ode to my siblings.
My sweet, sour siblings.
To my older brother, my younger sister.
My brother, who has a voice like a sloth who has just awakened from a nap.
My sister, who is a baby duck following the leader.
Ode to the constant yelling & fighting
Ode to my mouth, and to my ears.
An apology to the loud and obnoxious screaming that has caused them pain.
When were in line, or when were fighting i always seem to end up right in the
middle.
I still remember the first time I went ziplining with my family.
I still remember when my brother pushed me out of the way to go first.
Just because he’s older.
I still remember my sister saying “i’m going last because im younger.”
Age always seems to get in the way of everything.
Ode to our different selves.
My brother with bright blue eyes, like the ocean after a wave crashes among
the shore.
My sister with beautiful brown eyes, always mysterious and deep. Like soil
beneath our feet.
My brother with hair wavy and blonde.
My sister with hair long, and brown.
And me with blue eyes, and long hair.
An ode to always being three peas in a pod.
Different but alike. All different smiles, all different shapes.
Ode to my brother, for being fun and silly.
Ode to my sister, for being kind, and wise
Ode to my siblings, for being the best thing there is.
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Apology

by Lilly Wright

From flat irons to diets, and from concealer to hats.
I used these things to try and change who I was.
It never went right, which I think was a sign.
The universe wanted me to be me even if I did not.
The way I stared into my reflection, ungrateful for my complexion. I gazed into
my own eyes, cowering at my sight. I attempted to tame my main and my
luscious locks from looking like a floppy mop. Putting products on my skin never
made a difference.
Glancing in the mirror, I stepped back aghast.
What was I doing?
I was confused as tweedle dee and tweedle dumb lost in a hedge maze.
From looking at the girls portrayed on the magazine covers, I felt like a beetle in
a field of beautiful butterflies.
I am so sorry myself.
I am beautiful, brave, and strong.
Oh myself, I hated on you and
The blaming I did on you was just a cover
for my ugly insecuritys.
I may not be over them but now I know I
love myself, and whats done is done.
I am beautiful and smart no matter what people
Think.
Who cares about my waist
size or the way my nose is
shaped.
I am great no matter what me or my peers think.
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Ode to my Feet
by Liam M.

Ode to having feet. To be able to walk. Dance. Hop. Run. And all the other things
you can do with feet. Ode to having feet. I don’t know what I would do without
feet. Life wouldn’t be easy. Ode to the feet. Those helpful feet. I wish I could
thank them, but it’s useless, because they don’t have any feelings. Like all other
feet, they stink. They are big for my age, my family says. I don’t believe that
myself, though. Ode to my feet.

103

An Apology to my Dog
by Kali R.

This is an Apology to my dog. For that time you
Pulled me down the stairs and cut open my knee
and chin, when i cried so hard because it hurt
I made you sad. I made you feel Guilty
To the time you chewed up the couch because
Mom put a sweater on you. We waited 3 months
For that cushion to come

You are like a cuddly bear when you lay next to me
On the couch. The one that used to have your
favorite
Blanket on it. To the time that you loved Ellis when we first got
Him to the time when Ellis woke me and dad up at 4 am
You came downstairs and stayed with me. When you would stay up
All those late nights with me. When you woke me up if im almost late too
Breakfast. When I feel sick to my stomach you will lay next to me in bed.
You are like a wolf when i play with you. Mostly when we play tug of war.
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Ode to my Drum Set
by J.I.

							
Sorry Tom, sorry Snare, sorry Bass
							
drum. Your life must be hard, harder than
							
a rock. I’m sorry for using a drumstick to
							
hit you.
I’m sorry to the symbol that got hit by my head and by the drumstick.
I’m sorry kick drum that gets hit by a hard cotton ball. I’m sorry. Sorry to the bass
Drumstick that got busted by hitting others. This is an apology to my drum set
that I didn’t take care of. This is to my beautiful Snare, that sounds like rain,
sorry to the crashing of my three Symbols. My Bases, my Tom 1,2 and 3. Sorry
to the Tom that sits on the floor all day. Sorry to all of you for muting you. To my
first ever drumsticks that I replaced. I have abused you. I’m sorry. All of you
trapped in a dark room for days. Sorry for my cat sitting on you. Sorry about
others who also torment you, and you drumsticks that is like fragile tree
branches. This is an apology to all of you, I’m sorry.
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Ode to the Seal
by Julian H.

Thank you for being so cute you cheer me up when im having a bad day
Oh so cute Seal so fluffy as a cloud
How you jump into the water with a mouthful of fish Your
whiskers are crispy as lays chips.
Looking at your face makes me smile
You are the best animal in the world
You are so chubby but so cute!
Your black eyes are dark as a starry
nigh
Your flippers are so slippery as me
skating on ice
How you hop from iceberg to iceberg
makes me smile
When snowflakes are falling
You bark so loud as a rock
star
You swim so fast like a flip of a flipper And
zoom right past stingrays and sharks
Thank you for being seals
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Hands

by Caitlyn Coates

Ode to my hands
That are as stiff
as wood
The power my hands bring
That can
Over power anything
Like a tsunami
Ode to my fingers
That wrap around
My pencil
And bring me victory
Like the time I got an A+
For writing an amazing
Paper by hand
I am unstoppable
With my hands
My hands
Will not stop working
Until the job is done
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Ode to me

by Hannah Mangan

Ode to me, my unique, messed up self. May I be the only one to fully understand
me. My room is like a zoo, I am untidy, clumsy, crazy, weird, I have my flaws but
at the end of the day, I am me. Ode to my laugh, the loud booming laugh that
belongs to me. When I am in class and my friend tells me a joke and I laugh,
loud. The whole class can hear and my face turns red as a tomato. Ode to my
friends, the ones who support me through everything. The ones who make me
feel good about myself, the ones who are standing beside me till the end. Ode to
my eyes, the light green, mixed with a soft brown to make a perfect hazel. Every
part of me is perfect because I am me.
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Ode to my anxiety
by A.W.

Ode to my anxiety. To the red that flushes through my face when a teacher
calls on me. To my shaking hands that twitch like a hummingbird’s wings
through a presentation. Ode to the little butterflies that live in my stomach. Ode
to every little worry about every little thing.
Ode to seventh period when it comes time to present, my little butterflies start to
play, and my friends have to say, breathe, take it easy. Ode to my red face and
shaking hands right at this very moment.
Ode to the fear of walking in front of people wondering if i look odd to them.
Ode to being quiet and not liking the attention. I need to get over you, and I’m
scared to be writing about you and presenting about you in front of all of 2nd
period class. You, my little butterflies are like the fear of the unknown. Ode to
the fear of being heard.
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Ode to my feet
by Tommy Howe

Ode to my feet Dancing like a ballerina through
defenders, moving so fast the other team can’t keep
up. My feet are faster than fast, they’re full of skill,
dancing with the ball. My feet seeming to move so
fast they take the world in a single stride. Stealing
the ball. Moving through defenders. Scissors
through a defender as smooth as butter, faking one
way and going the other until... shot, the ball slicing
through the air into the net. Ode to my feet.
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Oh Great Bison!
by Sabrina Rahman

Oh great bison!
You who stands strong and unmoving like the great mountains.
Look how your menacing, yet nurturing horns cradle the sun itself.
Oh great bison!
Look how the flowers you stand before envelope you in their colors with
gratitude.
For you have rewarded them with your presence.
Oh great bison!
How I wish I were one of those flowers.
Spreading my colors and stroking your soft silk like fur with my petals.
Oh great bison!
You who rules the plains and graces it with your soft gaze.
Those wise and caring black eyes of yours make all that is dead and sick in this
world become lively again just to stare back.
Oh great bison!
You who makes, but not forces all that is in this world bow to you.
Even the birds majestic and powerful, land, just to feel one with all that is joy and
peace.
Oh great bison
One day I too will bow before you and stroke your fur
One day I will provide you with fruits fit only for a king such as yourself. Oh
great bison!
May you grace me with your presence.
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ode to my legs
by Maisie C.

Ode to my legs for getting me where I need to go. Running and walking, fast and
slow. I can always trust that I can be everywhere on time because you are
always there when I need you. Ode to my legs for carrying my weight for all
eleven years we’ve been together. You have had a big job to do, and you haven’t
let me down. Carrying me, making my life easier, and helping me play soccer.
Ode to my legs for making me fast. I still remember all the times I beat rohan in a
race and lost to rohan in a race, but I wouldn’t have been able to race at all with
out you. You are fast like a cheetah, and about as flexible as a stick,but nothing
can compare to how grateful I am to have you as a part of my body. Ode to my
legs because I need you, love you and can’t imagine life without you.
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ode to autumn

by Viviana De La Rosa

Ode to the phoenix red leaves drafting in the crisp autumn wind. Ode to the
leaves falling in the deep river. As you walk along the bridge. The leaves floating
down the river look like small boats. As you run along the city of trees. Ode to
you little house sitting still as a mountain. As the day becomes night. Ode to the
steaming hot food waiting for you. Ode to the bright moon through your small
window. The only source of light in your room. Ode to the blankets as warm as a
fire only making the cold wind more comforting. Ode to the dark as you drift
to sleep. Ode to autumn the best time of the year.
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My Non Backflip Skills
by Ryna’Sha Davis

ODE to my Non backflip skills.
To skyzone that gained my confidence.
ODE to my friend that helped me.
To my neck that did not break and to my legs
ODE to the skyzone worker that also helped me
To the foam pit that is like a vat of pillows
ODE to the small pad that i jumped on
To the big pit i jumped on as well.
ODE to how I wanted to land like a cat on its feet
To how i was like a clumsy bird instead
ODE to my friends mom for taking us both
To my mom for playing for me.
ODE to all my bones that are not broken
ODE to my Non backflip skills
To that time at skyzone were i landed my neck, but did not break.
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The Plastic Terror
by Adrian Levy

Ode to the Lego.
Ode to that blue plastic brick that wreaked havoc on my foot. My
foot so exposed, so bare, so unprotected.
Ode to that pain.
The pain so unforgiving and brutal like big wooden wheels over flesh.
The second I set my foot down on the lego the pain came like the speed of
a truck.
I let loose a annoyed hiss that pierced the morning silence like ̈WUH WHY!!!!¨
Ode to the me lifting my foot off of that torturous brick.
I nervously glanced down at the blue Lego.
Only it wasnt blue anymore.
It was red, The colour of blood.
Ode to me shouting to my mom ̈MOM I NEED A BAND-AID!!¨ I
tracked the bleeding mess into the bathroom.
Ode to the Band???????????????
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Scary Things
by Arwa A.

ODE to the scary comic that kept me up at night.
To the blanket that made me feel safe.
To my brain for thinking that ghosts and monsters exist.
For my mom telling me it’s alright.
I’m like a skeleton bones, rattling in the night.
My hands are trembling, like a shaking leaf.
ODE to being scared of most things but still trying to be brave.
To waking up but not getting back to sleep.
To being paranoid and imagining things.
ODE to staying up 2 hours with my mom, trying to go back to sleep.
To not getting any sleep that night.
To waking up tired, not focusing on anything.
ODE to my creative mind.
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My Brother

by Matthew Bigham

This is a tribute to my little brother. Whose fists are like hammers. When he starts
chasing me, nothing else matters. Don’t let him catch you, you won’t like it.
Because if he catches you... well, lets just say that he will hit you with hands like
a hatchet and leave you hanging around like a jacket. I know I have made him
sound terrible and despicable, but he can also be a cute little three year old boy
who probably wants a popsicle. He is so cute, it is as if light is radiating off of
him, and it is the most wonderful experience to play games with him. I show a lot
of gratitude to my brother. To the brother that makes every day so much better. I
remember all the times when my brother was always playful. He would run
around with a smile that was so joyful. Whenever he was sad, it was as if the
whole world was feeling bad. He might talk nonsense sometimes, but it is a
compliment every time (well, maybe). One time he said, “Matthew, you are dad
and dad is Matthew”. I had no idea what it meant, but it made me laugh as if I
was coo coo. The point I’m trying to make is this. My brother is very violent,
energetic, and definitely crazy, but he is also the most cute, loving brother ever. I
am very grateful for that. Thank you for listening.
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My Uncle

by Francesco Buy

This is a poem about all my grief
This is about a life that got stolen by a thief
This life was like an angel to me
The name of the thief’s name was unknown to me until it came clean
The name was Heartattack and as the name struck
I realized the impact was one of a truck
He didn’t die to a truck no it was the impact on us
Heartattack made his way at dawn on a bus
As soon as school ended and got the
news I realized that my life would be new
And now the sobs are over
I wish that day I had a lucky clover
The pain still dreads to this day
I wish he was still here today

The End
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Ode to History
by Griffin L.

This is an ode to History.
Ode to history. Ode to me reading the Who Was
books. Ode to Google for helping me look up historic
events. Ode to US history and all the stories in it.
History is like an endless book that goes on forever.
Ode to history and everything it has to offer.
I remember when I went to the book fair and the
Who Was book, “Who Was Alexander Hamilton” was
selling for three dollars. I begged my mom for
It. Ode to every historic event that has happened.
Ode to history and all the stories it has.
History is as interesting as a good book.
Ode to the historic heroes in war history.
History is what makes me who I am
today.
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My Feet
by S.F

This is an ode to my feet.
They keep me moving through the street.
My feet are like wheels on cars.
They don’t open jars.
I jump,run,and play.
I gallop,skip,and sway.
One day my feet were tired.
But they flew me higher.
My feet are like wings to a crow.
So I can shoot my shot in the world like a bow.
I need my feet you need them too.
Just make sure they don’t turn blue.
So this is a tribute to my feet.
They keep me moving through the street.
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Ode to a messy room
by Mackenzie Cohen

Ode to a messy room.
Ode to clothes thrown about.
Ode to a messy bed.
Ode to a disheveled closet.
Ode to dad yelling, “clean your room or the phone is gone!”
Ode to it being clean for 20 seconds or 20 minutes or even 20 days, and then it
being dirty once more.
Ode to the hours of cleaning to get you immaculate.
Ode to you never being clean enough.
Ode to my friends disdain about my room.
Ode to their comments.
Ode to the shame I feel when they say something,
This is an ode to the one thing in my life that’s
messy.
So room I love you for your mess.
For your disorganization.
For your books piled as high as the clouds.
For your dresser drawers open and shut.
Ode to a room that’s as messy as a lion’s den.
Ode to a room compared to a hurricane.
Ode to your lavender walls.
Ode to your curtains and blinds.
Ode to your cluttered desk.
Ode to your menagerie of bobble heads.
Ode to the pictures and posters that adorn your walls.
Ode to your perfect reading chair.
Ode to the chair’s fluffy plush as pillowy as a cloud sailing across a lavender sky.
Ode to my records casually placed in an old cradle.
Ode to your record player that plays them.
Ode to your out of place vase with the fake flowers.
Ode to your laundry bin’s towering, teetering, stack of laundry.
Ode to your controlled chaos.
Ode to a messy room.
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Ode to my Favorite Subjects
by Hudson Davis

Ode to my favorite subjects. Math, Reading, Science, and
History. Ode to math problems when I explain them like
Einstein. When I walked into the 8/9 class, felt very fine.
Ode to books that I love to read, even the scary ones that
make me scream. Ode to science labs, elements, and
chemistry, I love that this is a part of my philosophy. Ode
to History from Obama to Galeleo, with the cool things
that they did that they love to show. All of these subjects
are as fun as a test, that is why I think they are the best.
Ode to my favorite subjects. Math, Reading, Science,
and History.
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Ode to my Imagination
by Ally Sugita

Ode to my imagination
From flying to reviving
From being as small as an
ant To being as big as a giant
I remember playing hide and seek
with my friend’s clones.
From making powerful wishes
To doing magic and having 50 fishes
From being as fast as a cheetah
To
as S
L
O
		
W
As a turtle.
Once again, ode to my imagination.
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Ode to My Imagination aka. Imagination
by Olexa Adamski

Imagination
Oh how you grow,
And how you have not stopped.
And how you act, like a wolf howling in the night,
And as the wind blows, like music to my ears.
Oh, how you are as active as a football game
And how you run through the day,
Trying to be free once again.
I apologize for not utilizing you more often, And
to relive all those memories that I am fond of.
Oh, how I miss you!
We will try again to have more fun soon.
To you, my specialty, who is like no other
My fun, my faith
To you, I wish you good luck,
Once again.
An ode, to my imagination.
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Ode to my Love of Math
by Yurij Rogachev

Ode to my love of math. Whenever I learn a new math fact I’m happy. This
happiness is like a new puzzle being solved. Whenever there is a problem I don’t
understand, I try to get to the bottom of it. I love when I finally start to Understand
something hard. It usually is like a lightbulb turned on in my head. Though, I
understand that my mind Has plenty of space like a well of knowledge that is
needed to be Filled. Once I was scared about my results on a math test, but I got
a Perfect score. Ode to my live of math. I hope I will keep on learning, and
learning, and learning. May my learning never stop.
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Sponge

by Benjamin Ahring IV

Ode to reading and writing
The words that awed me the writing that thrilled me
Ode to Harry and Katniss and Helen and Gregor and Eragon
For forcing me for making me for helping me to see what the world could be
Ode to the hand that practically killed itself writing
Ode to the eyes that refused to close throughout the long nights
Ode to the happiness that fueled me every time words were placed in front of me
Ode to the sadness that pained me every time I had to stop
Ode to the pages dense inky and long
Ode to the keys clacking away constantly like a crazed player piano
Ode to the beautiful covers whose colors amazed
Feeling those covers whether leathery or fabricated
Ode to that moment that long forgotten moment
When life became as bright as the sun
When my mind roamed like an uncontrollable beast
When I knew how to read and how to write how to speak
When I finally found my voice in this large vast universe
No longer was I alone a scarecrow in an empty field
I was a sponge sucking everything around me up
and spewing it out just as fast
An ode to that scarecrow that scrawny little scarecrow
Just hold on tight and soon
you’ll be a sponge
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Ode to Basketball
by Logan Johnson

Ode to the game Ode to all the connections Like me and Henry we are like
Batman and Robin Ode to the Joy that basketball has brought to me and
many other people around the world Ode to the ball that the game is played
with Ode to the creator of the game James Nasmith Ode to the NBA for
revolutionizing the game, and making it fun. Ode to gyms, where people can
work to get better. Ode to Henry, because he is a good teammate. Ode to my
shoes, for not letting me sprain my ankle again To Basketball for being the
best sport ever.
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Ode to Myself
by Trevor Moen

Ode to my hair on top of my head
Ode to my brain that puts me to bed
Ode to my passion of hockey
How I stop pucks like leaves in a gutter
Ode to my pale skin that gets me sunburns
Ode to my glasses which are like a
Television show starring my eyes
Ode to my taste buds that love to eat pies
Ode to my ears that help me hear
Ode to my stories
Like when a classmate was laughing on my lap
Ode to when I spilled milk on his head in a snap
And how he squeezed an orange on my hair
Ode to the embarrassment that I couldn’t bear
Ode to Myself
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ode to my foot

by Murphy Wright

Ode to my feet, ode to the running skills that my amazing feet gave me.
Ode to the disgusting smell of my gross gross foot.
Ode to my, my foot that is as small as an atom flying through the sky’s.
Ode to my feet, ode to my feet that are just like a running mouse.
Ode to my foot as weird as a middle-aged man
wearing shorts in the summer. My foot as gross and disgusting as a fishers
Hook. Ode to the that open field that i was running in, Ode to that dog poop right
In front of me. Ode to the dog that went to the bathroom,
right in the middle of the field.
Ode to my foot for running barefoot in that field.
Ode to my feet for letting me run them all the way across the
Field. Ode to that foot, my foot that is disgusting,
as a jar of a year-old milk.
Ode to my feet the smallest feet i’ve ever
seen, Ode to my foot as a pebble.
Ode to that foot ode to my foot the foot that makes me move.
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Ode to my Hair
by Jaylen Stanley

Ode to my hair To its nappy beautiful curls My
hair it’s like a field of weeds In the morning
when I try to comb my hair The brush gets
stuck and I Screech like a shoe against the
Hallway floor My hair is as dark as a cup of
Black coffee, Its thick, oily, and frizzy I love that
my hair Is long and Naturally curly Ode to my
naturally curly hair
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ode to cats
by S.K

Ode to cats
Cats scratch and cause
pain But cats are the best
pets Cats are fluffy and
furry
Cats leave you gifts of dead animals
Cats you never have to wash or clean
Ode to the vets that keep our pets healthy
Ode to us the owners keeping the cat very happy
Cats rub their little heads on your feet
Ode to cats the easiest pets
Cats hearing is as sharp as a knife
Cats eyes are like multi-colored pools of light
Cats eyes glow in the dark like two miniature moons
A cat’s purr is like the soft purring of a car motor
Cats tongues are like sandpaper
Cats catch pests that enter your house when a squirrel came into our house
my cat caught it and ate it in front of us
So an ode to cats in all their awesomeness to aid all who seek a great pet GET A
CAT [no pressure] NOT
Cats are great
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Ode to Science
by Eva E.

Ode to science. Science clarifies everything. Science doesn’t care what you
believe in. Science is like a universal puzzle. It’s as intricate as a rubix cube.
Science is a fact. Science is a book of rules. Science is like an adventure.
Science is vital. Ode to the people who dub themselves scientists. To the
science teachers. To the kids who think it’s so neat that they dress up as
scientists for Halloween. Ode to vinegar volcanoes at the Science Fair. To Bill
Nye the Science Guy. To the first time you’re in the lab. Ode to the name of
science.
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The Apology
by A.B

An apology to my best friend I’m sorry for what I have done to you. I’m sorry if
I hurt your feelings or made you upset. Best Friend I’m sorry that we had fought
over nothing or something that we had cause. I wish I could tell you how sorry I
am. Sometimes I wish that you wouldn’t be mad at me all the time. All the time
that I spent with you was fun, but I don’t know why this friendship even works. I
am sorry that this might hurt you, but this has to be done. This friendship is over
I’m sorry. I didn’t want to tell you this at the time because I don’t want us to fight. I
thought this will turned out bad, but I did have a great time with you and
spending every moment with you. Every day I hide my feelings about how our
friendship has turned into a total bust. Best Friend this apology goes to you to
show you how sorry I am of use being friends,Sorry.
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Thanksgiving
by Boris Miller

Ode to Thanksgiving, to the food, and the family, But who could forget the
Football! Ode to all the types of food, the turkey, potatoes and all of the pie!, the
chocolates, the casseroles and gravy on it all!. Ode to the types of potatoes, the
mashed, the sweet, the roasted!. Ode to everyone in your family, your uncles
your aunts your siblings and friends, and those people who you just can’t
remember their names, and the one grandma who keeps giving you kisses!.
Ode to playing football to catching the ball and Ode to your hands getting cold.
Ode to watching football the sad times the good times and the awesome times
when the Bears win! Ode to those times later that night when you feel like you
ate too much food and when you thought you gained 10 pounds!. So Ode to
Thanksgiving, that magical time that super fun time the time that you wait for all
year!.
Ode to Thanksgiving!!!!
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To my CBear. I love you little sis
by Norah Bennett

An ode to my sister. My friend from the womb. Best friends from birth. All
those arguments and fights that only made us closer together. Ode to the movie
nights and popcorn. The late nights, sitting up in bed singing our hearts out like
rock stars. Ode to the long nights. Ode to the early mornings. The sad and joyful
days. I remember telling scary stories under the blankets, trying not to let our
parents hear us. We are like a mirror, very similar yet nearly opposite. Thank you
for my first friend, Ode to my best friend. Those switch ups and the dress ups,
the break ups that led to make ups. Always knowing that we’ll make it through
the week together. Thank you to my twin, my best friend, my enemy, my
everything. Ode to my sister. I love you CBear.
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ode to my hyrdoflask
by Devin Estrada

Ode to my Hydroflask which is as blue as the sky.
If I lost it, then I would cry.
It can be a good weapon too, with its nice shade of blue, because you
can Smack someone right in the eye
Ode to its stickers which are as colorful as the sun
I take it everywhere I go, even though it weighs a ton
Ode to its nice material of metal for being somewhat durable
But when you drop it, its as loud as a tea kettle
Once my brother got a hold of it and it was hurled
And I became the saddest thing in the world
Ode to its convenience, for being there when I need
it. Filled with water to the brim for when I’m thirsty
Or maybe just when someone needs it
This is an ode to my Hydroflask
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Ode to Soccer

by Jude Costello-Wollwage

Soccer is like sports coffee, whenever I play soccer my throat is as hot
as a Wildfire, when I score a goal I feel as if everyone is staring at me.
Sorry for all the times I kicked you as if I was kicking my brother, thank
you For the times that I felt so accomplished as if I have won the
World Cup, thank You for the times I dodged the whole other team
and scored a goal. At the end of Every game my legs feel like bricks,
at the end of every losing game I feel Stupid. When I win a game I feel
proud it makes me feel as if I’m on top of a Cloud. When I dribble a
deflated soccer ball I feel as if I am kicking a weight Around on the
ground, When I am scoring a goal I feel like I’m shooting a
Rocket The goalie is frozen like ice, concentrating on the ball and
where it is Going. I am sorry for the times that we played when it was
raining, I’m sorry for The Many times that I have kicked you so high
that it goes into a neighbor’s Yard, I’m sorry for losing you in my
backyard, and I’m sorry for not playing With you over the winter.
All I wanted to say was thank you, thank you, and thank you
Im sorry.
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For Baby Henry
by Grace Moroney

This is for my baby cousin Henry
Sometimes you can be in a mood, and sometimes
you Can be joyful, but you always seem to make me
			 laugh
Whether it’s you, crying about little things, trying to talk, and
Wobbling while you are trying to walk. When I try and hold you You
make my arms feel as weak as a twig but somehow
You get ahold of my hair and start munching on it
Like you are a cow. When I first held you, you
Were acting like a fish and playing with your fingers like
There was no tomorrow. Whenever I see you I
Just look at your hair and think that I could Put
a little hair tie in your hair, when I try, you Take
it out and trough it across the room like You
are playing fetch with a dog.
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Ode to Saturday Morning
by Shae Adelstein

This is an ode to Saturday mornings
A letter of gratitude to all of those Saturday’s that I could sleep in late, and not
have to wake up to my alarm.
The smell of cinnamon rolls travels to my nose and my eyes open as I am so
exhilarated for a delicious breakfast.
My bed is like a fluffy cloud
To me a Saturday morning is snuggling with my 2 dogs or waking up from a
sleepover with my friends.
When I awaken my blanket is as soft as cotton candy, and when my head sinks
into the pillow it is like my skull is drowning into a warm melting marshmallow. I
can recall waking up early on a Saturday morning, and having to go to an 8:00
a.m. soccer game
As I was cruising to my soccer game the windows were rolled down, and I could
feel the chilly air brush up against my face
The icy air going through my throat as I am sprinting across the extensive soccer
field.
From waking up in my comfy bed, to the smell of cinnamon rolls
Saturday mornings, thank you very much.
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Ode to Riley

by Reginald Pasley

This is an ode, a tribute to Riley
for the hard work and perseverance throughout the years.
I’m sorry for stressing you throughout all the days and the days I hit you. I
know I bother you a lot, but you are like my black and white moonlight.
Riley is like a daughter to me. She can be a moon on the horizon, how the
sparkles you give makes a thrill through the air. Even though she can be lazy as
a snorlax. I’m sorry for the times I hurt you, but I miss you without a doubt.
All the time we had fun together and the bad times as well, I hope you don’t stop working
on me because you on irreplaceable.
Sometimes you heat up like the sun, other times you can be as glitchy as king
of thrones.
Somedays you hold up with ease, other days you work with please.
One day your smooth as a kite and the next day you are as tired as sloth.
Anyway it goes i will love you no matter what because you will always be my
Riley.
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Tribute to my Drawing
by Molly Bridgid Easton

This is a tribute to my pencil
To the many years’ worth of drawing
Not to stencil
But for the pictures that I have been growing
To the doodling for ages
The pictures of Aesop telling his
Fables That clothed the blank pages
pages
		pages
		
pages
Many pages which clutter the hard-wooden tables
Art is like one of my languages
All my choice no spelling no grammar and no punctuation
With my pencil as my voice.
Unlike many languages’ art isn’t distinct to a nation
This was a tribute to my pencils (even the ones that break)
To my years, 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 and soon to be 12, years of
drawing Not to a plastic stencil, like a cheat sheet for a test
To the pictures that I have been growing.
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Ode to my Trumpet
by Maggie Smyth

An ode to my trumpet
My scratched, solid, stiff, stubborn, stupid trumpet
The exhausting, troublesome nights where I avoided you
The times where I whined about playing you
Oh
my trumpet.
I know that I left you outside the deserted school at night
And I know I never oil you, or attend to you, or get you what you need
And I am sorry.
Even when you sound like a demented foghorn
Even when you leave your itsy-bitsy valves on the vast auditorium floor
Even when the spit inside you drips upon my beloved jeans
Even when your valves are as tense as the fist of someone in an
argument Even when I try so hard to play the right notes
				
but I just can’t succeed.
I tell you I’ll never win. I’ll never prevail. I will never do it.
And when I say that, I am wrong
Even when I blame this all on you, trumpet
you still help me
I just wish I could apologize.
So may I?
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Ode to Doctors

by Eliza Niewoehner

This is an ode to the doctors to the people we wish we didn’t have her visit. Like
relatives that no one enjoys
I still remember when my sister came home and
my parents on both sides of her supporting her keeping her up so she could
shuffle over to your bed. She was so innocent only six and yet she was so strong
I couldn’t see she was in pain I was three. As the years went on the doctor’s
office felt more and more like a second home. Four years later all we could talk
about was the doctors and money and bills as long and as tall as mountains
because my mom got it. I was afraid, fearful, terrified and anxious
everyday
anxiety started to fill my everyday
but how could I tell them
they had bigger things to worry about bigger than me. All this weight and stress
was too much on my seven-year-old body I couldn’t hold it in I wanted it to be
me. I knew it would end
or at least I had faith and it worked and my mom
got better. You think it ends here but NO. I have more to whine about to show
you that my life is worse than yours but that’s not what i want to do we all have
rough times right? 2017 the year that my family refers to as surgery year
because my brother had surgery and so did my sister again. While my brother
was in the hospital, I had to stay with my aunt four hours away from home I was
scared, I wanted to be close to him. Metal
metal rods the thing used
in building but not for my family when we think of metal rods we think of my
sister. She has metal rods in her back because somehow putting metal rods in
someone’s back will straighten them out. But it feels like all it does is ruin our
lives. But I shouldn’t be complaining about my sister, and brother, and mother
they should be.
This is an ode to the doctors that have saved my
family.
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ode to my cat
by Issy H.

Ode to my cat who they call an orange tabby but who I know is golden at heart
My cat’s name is Roobee
Spelled with two Os and two Es at end because my kindergarten self could not
spell for the world
My cat is funny she thinks she is smart which sometimes is faithful but also is
false
Ode to the potato who sleeps on my
bed Roobee is like a smiling fur ball
Roobee is like a chicken nugget
Nothing can be more fatter more endearing than the cat who sat on a
bag thinking she was concealed and attacked when we walked past
She won’t know i’m writing this
She does know some other
secrets
But I know she won’t tell because she only uses her meow when she
wants nourishment
Ode to her for just bringing me joy

144

Ode to my jacket
by Eva K.

Ode to my jacket. To its marvelous colours,
pink and blue. To the hearts on the ouside of
its beautiful fabric. To how it is oh so
beautifully pink as a crayon of that same
colour. To its age. To the fact that it is maybe
four years old and still fits onto my body like
a glove. To the way it protects me from
the wind which is as cold as the artic. To its
warmth, which rivals the suns. To the zipper,
for never getting caught in anything. To how
the zipper zips up as fast as a cheetah. To
the pockets. To how the magnificent pockets
can hold as much as a closet can hold. To
how I didn’t realize how old it was. To my
summer camp, for providing a poster with me
on it 2 years prior wearing that same amazing
jacket. To me, for never getting rid of it.
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Ode to Baseball

by Julian Garcia Bariel

This is an ode to Baseball, the sport of my life, which I spend countless hours
trying to perfect. One day I would be fielding ground balls, making sure my
glove was as soft as a melted stick of butter, making sure that my hands are as
soft as a baby face and as quick as The Flash. Another day I would be trying to
hit the ball over the fence, as if I were Javy Báez and bunt as if I was Billy
Hamilton. I continued to work and those countless hours paid off. I had made it
onto a hard to make, Bronco baseball team. By mid-season, I was the firststring shortstop as a first year player! I had earned my spot as a well-known
player in the league, for fielding hard ground balls and catching sharp line
drives hit by powerful sluggers. My team was on a roll, we were soaring as fast
as a rocket.
My team’s win streak was as hot as white fire. We were feared by most teams,
except one, Legacy Sports. After all my hard work, I had made it to the
championship where I played like a champ. My team was trying to battle while
missing two of our best players, it was like a battleship missing the captain.
Sadly, my team’s battleship had been sunk and we couldn’t finish the marathon
of the playoffs.
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Ode to my Friendliness
by James Lallos-Harrell

This is an ode to my friendliness
That gives me my laughs
As a good laugh comes with others
It helps me with the friends I have today, like when I told that joke at lunch and
everyone laughed
But it also helps me make new ones
Without it, I would be as lonely as an empty house
I would have people around me, but none that are close
But I do have these friends, not others, not none
If I weren’t me, I would have a different family
It would have the same people
But they would be different toward me and I would see them differently
But I would still love them as much as I do
Friendship is like a cozy campfire, warm and comfortable
I love my friendliness
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Ode to Pizza
by Evan M.

Pepperoni, Sausage, or whatever you got,
It’s gonna taste good just give it a shot.
Pizza is like oxygen, you can’t live without it,
But given the choice I’d take pizza over
oxygen.
Peperoni is like a cherry on top,
If only cherries taste like pepperoni.
Pizza is so delicious, it’s like heaven on a plate.
But if I could choose where to live I’d move to pizza state
If we can put a man on the moon, why can’t we put pizza on every breakfast
table.
Speaking of that, I’m already the first to start that when I had pizza for breakfast,
lunch and dinner.
In one year, worldwide, Domino’s sold over 400 million pizzas.
To add on, if I could go anywhere, I’d be headed to Domino’s.
Pizza is like water, you can’t live without it,
So give me some pizza, or else I’ll throw a fit.
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The Potato

by Miles Gabbett

Ode to potatoes. The delicious, nutritious,
mouthwatering, flavorful food that is the potato.
Appetizing whether baked, fried, tot-ed, or hashed,
the potato may look rock-like, but even with its flaws,
the potato is like a dancing, dazzling, magical rainbow.
Not seen often, but when it is, it’s amazing. With the sour
cream, as fancy as a robotic litterbox, and a side of freshly
caught Alaskan salmon, the potato is like a majestic unicorn:
A force to be reckoned with. Even now, with the knowledge
of the potato famine, learning about it being a horrid, horrid
experience, the potato still reigns supreme,
for the sour cream, the ketchup, the salmon, the bacon, the everything,
the french fries, the tater-tots, the hash browns, the baked potatoes, the
potato chips, the potato skins, will all keep me coming back. Ode to potatoes,
the best food on Earth.
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Ode to my Dad
by Maisie H.

Ode to my dad and his
warmhearted, resilient,
and industrious self.
He is like a mother
holding her newborn
on the hospital bed.
My dad is like a hot shower
on a cold winter morning.
My dad is as caring
as a family on vacation.
My dad is the kind of dad that helps me with my homework
when I am lost.
He is that dad that makes you chuckle because he doesn’t care what others
think. Ode to my dad that works through the hard times, like when he conquered
through his cardiac arrest in North Carolina.
Ode to his
warmhearted,
resilient,
and industrious self.
Ode to my dad, the person that is always there for me,
the person that I have endearment to.
I will always have a special spot in my heart for him.
Ode to my dad.
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Dear Mama

by Yuri Zuelsdorff

Dear Mama…
You are the best mom ever and you do too much for me.
You do the laundry, do the dishes, fold my clothes, sacrifice your time to make
me happy, you’ve spend thousands of dollars on groceries, bills, basketball
leagues, camps, things that entertain me, you clean the house, you help with
homework and you even tuck me into bed. One time you bought a big thing of
cupcakes just because I played with a kid that didn’t have any friends at the
park.
You spent thousands of dollars to take me to a wonderful, and glamorous place
like Ireland. My love for you is infinite and I can spend years talking about what
you have done for me. Mama you are as nice as a baby waking up from a nap.
You are as fun as my childhood that you made.
You have 4 kids and you are always constantly doing things and always being
annoyed by us but you still put up with us even though we annoy you every day.
Mama you are my mom and I can’t be luckier.
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Ode to my Dog

by Elizabeth Sarpey

Ode to my dog diamond, i will miss you and I will love you forever
You were like a small fur ball that was black and white. It was a pain to give you
away.
You were such a crazy little dog. You peed everywhere that used drive me
insane. When I put the leg of my chair on your paw i felt a pain that is still
there till this day. To me you were as weird as a little baby monkey.
When you barked i felt something that i could never explain.
You were as small as a flip flop which was something that made me love
You even more. The way you used to chase
Your tail just made me say the words
Omg you are so cute. Even if you were a little off i will still love you and always
love you for ever and ever in my heart.
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Where Would I Be
by K.S

This is a tribute just for my grandpa, all for my grandpa throughout this stanza
always positive, jolly like santa this is a tribute just to my grandpa.
His laugh always like a hyena he would come to chicago just to see us,
hug us, kiss us, love us, greet us. take us anywhere we want and would always
treat us.
He immigrated to the US only at fifteen, only came with 100 dollars and his
brother saleem then opened up a store then had two kids and soon came
along my mama named nadine.
My mom found a true love and I was blessed to be born my grandpa always
humble now it’s time to toot his horn.
He got sick three times and i never thought age would take him now it’s time for
us to thank him
Without him where would I be?
Without him where would i be?
Without him where would i be?
Nowhere can’t you see
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an ode to my dog
by Sophia Dolezal

This is an ode to my furball,
my comfort,
my favorite,
in other words,
my dog.
I hate it when you bark at absolutely nothing,
and when you lick my sheets.
But I do love
when you comfort me when im sad
and my face gets all red like a
tomato then you lick the tears off my
face
and we fall asleep listening to my favorite songs.
This is an ode to the white on your fur
how i have to brush you
and your hair gets all on my pants.
And when I shower
I have to clean all your fur out of the tub.
An ode to your one white leg
which everybody notices when i take you for walks.
An ode to your black and blue eyes
how they glow as bright as the sun.
So yes, I see you now,
staring back at me with your big beautiful eyes
and i love you just `the way you are,
even if you are a pain.
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Rain

by Ella B.

				

Drip

								
						

Drip

Drop

The Rain s p r i n k l e s down my cold face
Goosebumps start popping up on my arm as the puddles grow larger and larger
I gaze at the sky in wonder
When I was little I would splash in p u d d l e s
I write this poem as an ode to Rain
She waters my plants and makes my home, home:
A place of c o m f o r t
Rain is like a wake-up for fun
I run through the Rain closing my eyes laughing
When it Rains, it feels like the first sip of lemonade on a sweaty day
At night I press my fingers on my window and watch the Rain fall from the sky A
sigh of relief and peace
On rare occasions after Rain there would be a rainbow
Rain gives so much to us
To me
Rain feels like home
Drip
Drip
					

Drop
This poem is an ode, a thank you to
Rain
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Ode to Everything That Takes Time Away from Me
by Emily Smyth

I missed second grade. And kindergarten. And preschool, Oh preschool.
Everything about preschool was prefect. No homework. No constant threat of
getting a bad grade because now the only thing that should matter in your life is
your grade. A constant reflection of how if your grade isn’t right your whole life
would be thrown of the rails like a train and you’ll end up in an alley begging for
money and missing preschool. Ode to preschool.
I missed having time. Time to live, time to breath. They tell you to join a club and
make new friends, but how are you supposed to join a club when that takes 2
hours and you only had one hour to do homework before your mom makes
dinner and you don’t have time to join a club or you’ll die a girl with a D- because
she wanted to paint. “Well then just plan time wisely!” they say. Why would you
make me choose between what I want to do in life and what you make me do? I
just want to have some fun, why does it have to be this hard? Ode to unavailable
happiness.
Don’t try and “understand.” When people try and understand it’s like a guinea
pig trying to figure out how to get out of a cage. “But you do well in math Emily!
You do well in school, so why are you sad?” Maybe I’m sad because you think
if I do well in school I should be happy. Ode to understanding.
I miss 5th grade. Just like how in 5th grade I missed 4th grade. But in 7th
grade, I hope I don’t miss 6th. I hope in 7th grade I finally learn to live in the
moment. Because 7th grade will hopefully be a new world and missing 6th
grade would mean 7th would be worse. All in all, what I truely miss is time. Ode
to all the things that take time away from me, I’m sorry I hate you so much.

156

Ode to Baseball

by Sander Adelstein

An Ode to baseball. All of the weekends that I woke up
early to get ready for a game.
All of the games in the rain
or the freezing cold. Once at a baseball game someone
hit a really hard ball and I dove, when I dove for the ball
I used my stomach to catch it. The ball hitting my stomach
was as hard as someone punching me in the gut. After it
hit me everyone was cheering and it knocked the wind out
of me.
It was such a special time because every single
person was cheering for me. Baseball is like a roller coaster,
because sometimes the baseball game can be really boring
and not that exciting, but at sometimes it is really exciting and
there is a lot of hits and a lot of action. When i play baseball I
don’t like when it is boring. I like when there is a lot of action
because a baseball game with a low score is not as fun as
when there is a high scoring game.
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Musical Monuments
by Ruby Slocum

This is an ode to music
All of the genres and styles,
the emotions you feel while dancing
and singing to a moving song
Centuries and centuries and decades and decades of chorales and
hymns An ode to music for helping
the third-grade girl in a new continent listening to her mom’s iPod
when she felt lonely
The time machine that you travel in each time you hear The Beatles
		
Songs that touch you can be as powerful as the ruler of the world
My fondness for a tip-top tune is like a mother’s love for her child
I might be the only sixth-grade girl listening to Cat Stevens,
but I have my own melody, my own rhythm of life
Here’s to crying and laughing
Breathing beats and tapping toes,
moving along with the river of notes
Ode to music.
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Ode to the Ball

by Daniel Rodriguez

Ball, do you remember all those quarters I wanted to sit out and stay behind the
lines? Or when I was goalie and stayed in the box, my team was so good i just
sat there looking at the leaves and smashing them? And that one game I did not
go to?
Well that was one or more hours that I did not get to kick you even once, well
that time was time that I could have been getting better at soccer. All those times
I stood on you like a cat on a mouse. Or all of the times that I was supposed to
be doing Tick Tocks(a soccer move) but I was talking to my friends I was as
distracted as a bird about to hit a window without knowing.
And yes now I will play more quarters and do my best. I am sorry for all that
time I have lost only because I did not want to practice but sometimes practicing
can be DULL
*whisper* as a piece of dirt… *whisper*
Well now I will not stop trying to make time for soccer practice and when next
season comes I will be better than better. I will practice. I will do good, I will be
the best on my team.

159

Ode to my sister Amalia Sofia Najera
by Paloma Najera

Ode to my sister Amalia Sofia Najera. To being there for me
when I needed her. Making me smile because Amalia Sofia Is
like a ray of sun. Even on days she is more like a storm.
Ode to every hug after that one speech and that one fall.
To every time she said pobrecita then I don’t care
to make fun of me when I had a problem.
Ode to every time I wished you would hang out with
me even if you didn’t. To every time we got mad
at each other. I will say it was mostly me.
Ode to every time you yelled to
scare me and to say there was a
bug.
Ode to the day I tried to speak to
thank you for being my sister.
Ode to Amalia Sofia Najera
the best sister in
the world.
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Ode to the World
by Jillian Louie

ode to the world
and how the seasons change
just like the emotions we all feel day after day
or like how the stars shine so bright
like the twinkle in our eyes to the people we love
or like how the weather changes
like the thoughts in our minds as I am citing this to you right now
but world
you’re so beautiful
Just like when it snowed so much I spent one and a half hours just playing in it
begging and begging my brother to come out and play with me
but he never did
World
your beautiful your
one of a kind
thank you
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Ode to Blankets
by E.B

Ode to the blanket,
Ode to the way you keep me warm
You’re like a bear protecting its cub
It’s almost as if you need constant company
Ode to security
The way you snag me with your soft feathers
The way you trap my worries in a bottle and throw them away
The way you guard me from the outside world so I can be what I
wish
Ode to your sweetness
The way you welcome me no matter what
The way I don’t have to worry about what I say or wear around you
And all those hours we spent watching four movies
while you wrapped me like I was a burrito was like heaven
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Ode to you keeping me warm
Ode to the security you give me
Ode to your sweetness
Ode to Blankets.

Ode to my Pretty Eyes
by Lucy Pohl

Ode to my pretty eyes.
How each of you shine alone but all together they make a masterpiece. Like
the Mona Lisa. To all the neglect. I wish I had noticed you earlier. You let me
see all those tall trees, the starry nights, the people around me.
Ode to my long lashes.
You are long like the titanic. You could touch the ceiling if you wanted. You
could touch the top of the tallest trees in the world. You brush the dust and dirt
out of my eyes and help me see. Thank you so much for helping me see all
the beautiful sights.
Ode to my beautiful brown iris. Im sorry it took me so many years to realize that
it was a good thing to be a brown eyed girl. Blue eyes may be beautiful like the
ocean but brown eyes are the soil. It goes deep like the earth. Way deep. The
soil gives life. It creates then grows. Plants, worms, mole rats. All things people
take for granted. I remember when they said we couldn’t join their group
because we had brown eyes.
Ode to my sparkly tears.
You are like crystals falling from my eyes. You shine like the stars in the night
sky. I’m sorry for trying to hold you back. I’m sorry for trying to bottle up my
feelings when I should of let them out like a waterfall. I should of let the bottle
overflow.
This is an ode to my pretty eyes. You are beautiful and don’t let anyone tell you
otherwise.
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Ode to my Height aka. Tall Girl Poem
by Ameina Johnson

Tall girl within me.
Ode to my height how you had to pick me
Ode to the people who think being tall is all happy.
Ode to my long legs for helping me be unique and
for helping me show the world what I can do with
these legs Ode to the way you make me who I am
today. Ode to the way you make shopping
miserable the way nothing fits like it fits on other
people. An ode to how people assume what sport I
play and what I want to do with it play this or play
that all inside my head. I love you for all
these things cause that makes me who I
am. Ode to my height that I Hate that
you’re in me.

Ode to my height that you’re like a skyscraper
But I love you for all these things because they make
me who I am today.
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Ode to Myself
by Maggie Kitley

Ode to my energy as bright and playful as a puppy’s.
Ode to my organization, just as satisfying as a wrapped-up present.
To my hair, the texture and softness like a horse’s mane.
And the color, like a labradoodle’s fur.
Like when the lady who was cutting my hair said to me, “Your hair is so thick
and beautiful, and the color of it is so pretty.”
Ode to my caring heart, as warm and sweet as a cup of hot chocolate on a
cold winter night.
To my pierced ears, for why I can put earrings in them.
Ode to my bed which I can sleep in every night.
To my hazel eyes, the color of them, like growing grass in an open field.
Ode to my little bit of braveness that shows me to do scary things.
To my patience, that doesn’t allow me to get mad at everything.
And to my confidence that teaches me to feel good about
myself. Ode to myself.
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Ode to my Mom’s Bad Cooking
by Cooper Jones

All of their moms making mac and cheese or fish sticks
then they come to my house and eat a plain salami sandwich. If it wasn’t for
those online
cooking meals that give the instructions and the ingredients. My mom’s cooking
would still be as bad as a one-legged bird trying to run a marathon.
One time she even set fire to her favorite white sweater that she was wearing. If
she cooks she needs the whole fire department to be there or
just a little help from my dad.
She has gotten better at cooking but it used to be like a zombie trying to have a
lively time. My mom still burns waffles
in the toaster sometimes she still has trouble cooking things like a hamburger or
a hot dog.
She even made a deal with my dad that she would do the cooking and she would
do the laundry.
Ode to my mom’s bad cooking.

166

Ode to Mama

by Naana Akuba Sarpey

Ode to Mama, oh mama is there something you can’t fix
You always listen to my childish problems
Oh dear mother, you are like a shield always protecting me
You are as wise as a dolphin
Mother, you are smaller than an ant but have a heart of an
elephant Your eyes twinkle in the dark night
Your wise words taught me to choose the right not the wrong
I love your dazzling short, black hair
Mom you have a sweet, warm, and sympathetic heart
The food you make smells that good, I can smell it from a mile away
I remember when I was having a really bad morning, and you said “After school I
will buy you anything you want.” That made me happy because, mother, you
were willing to do anything to make me happy no matter what.
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Apology to my Grandpa
by Lucy Mikos

This is an apology to my grandpa. An apology for not loving you as much as I
should have. An apology for the pain and time cancer caused you. An apology
for taking you for granted and only realizing what I had when I lost it.
I didn’t think that day at the hospital would be our last moment together. I
didn’t think I would lose you until I grew up. I was scared to hug and kiss you, I
thought I would hurt you even more. When we walked into the room I wished it
would just go away and never come back but it didn’t, it kept coming back. You
seemed so sad when we walked in but you put a smile on your face so we
wouldn’t worry any more. Your breath was like a lightning bolt, short and quick
but loud. Loud like you were fighting every time you inhaled.
You were like our family’s glue and now we are falling apart without you. We
lost our memories along with you. You were like a racecar, never stopping until
you got what you wanted. Except cancer was faster and won the race. You
were so determined and I loved that about you. It took you too soon and I wish I
just said I love you one more time.
I want to go up until I reach you and just say I love you, I love you and I miss
you more than anything. I love you and I wish you were here. We have a new
baby in the family and I know he would love to meet you. We all miss you so
much.
I love you.

168

Ode to Hockey
by Sean Ching

This is an Ode to hockey a rapid and thrilling game
the puck flies and twirls like a U.F.O all throughout the game
and people skating in suits of armor as if they were going to war
They glide and drift across the ice like no ones seen before
they crash and bang all over the walls and swarm like bumblebees
the sticks and pucks hitting the ice while the crowd cheers
in delight the buzzer screams and yells in your face and around the entire rink
as you shoot the puck as hard as you can and the puck soars in the air and hits
the net with a
BASH! Crack
when the puck falls onto the ice, teammates and opponents rush and slip and
collide
then he passes it to you,
and you launch it down the glacier of ice and you score a second time.
This is an Ode to hockey, the most glorious sport of all time and
It’s everlasting enchanted and beautiful.
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Ode to my Hair
by Mia K.

Ode to my knots and the endless combing. Just when I think I brushed you out,
there you are. I could never have a perfect hair day, with you knots, because
you are as thick as a bundle of wool. I’ve always underestimated you but now I
realize that you are what makes my hair full.
Ode to the nappy curls in my hair. Thanks for being bouncy and luscious and as
soft as a baby’s butt. I’m so sorry I wasted my young elementary years trying to
get rid of you. I’m sorry that the hairdresser went over you so many times with a
flat iron. She went over and over and over you again until you were as straight
as you could get. When I finally wanted to get you curls back, you stayed that
way. I thought it was my wish to have you gone but once my wish was
granted... I realized I made a big mistake. I’m sorry I was selfish and I ruined you
for beauty. Without you curls I wouldn’t be different from other people walking in
the streets.
Ode to my hair. You’re as short as a blade of grass. Your true beauty shines as
bright as the sun in the summer. I cut half of you off this summer because you
didn’t make me happy. Ever since I cut you, day by day I feel more in love with
you. I’m sorry it took me so long to feel this way. Thank you for helping me
realize that it’s what’s inside that counts.
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An Ode to Comfy Clothing
by Evelyn C.

Ode to my Comfy Clothing and how it comforts me. You Are
like winning one million dollars and more. You help me Fulfill
my goals and are always there for me, even when
I’m not there for you.
Ode to Sweatpants. You are as warm as a fire on a
Cold, rainy night. Soaking wet, cold and freezing I leap
Up on my bed to you. You’re there, dark grey, warm, and
Fuzzy, ready to be put on and loved.
Ode to Hoodies. You are worn and torn from all the times
I used you. You are like drinking hot chocolate after being
In the snow. After school your arms grab and hug me on my bed, so excited to
be loved.
Ode to Warm Socks. You are the most fluffy and fuzzy part of
My day. I wear you to school in the Winter, and to all of my
Sisters soccer games. You keep me company when I am
All alone.
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Dear Laugh

by Amalia Ortuno

This is an apology letter to my laugh, oh, how overused and worn it is
How loved, yet so hated. My laugh is harsh and high-pitched
All of the times people have told me it was annoying All
the times they scold me “Shush you’re being too loud”
I’m sorry for never loving you the way you should be loved. I apologize
For changing you too many times. But yet, you always came back
I am like a hyena when I laugh. My laugh is like
A bird screeching in anger. My giggle is too high-pitched
Too girly for me
Dear laugh, I lovingly accept you. I will forever Cherish
all of the squealing and giggling you have caused me I will
forever hate you for all of the pain, anger, and sadness
The jeering has made me experience. But I love you
No matter how many times I get laughed at or bullied, I’m
Grateful to have you.
Dear laugh
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Ode to my Dog Pickles
by Ben Lazzara

This is a thank you note for Pickles. Thank
you for being there when i was down. You comforted
me in times of grief. When I didn’t have
anything to do you were always there to play
with. You were like the royal pet in the family.
This is a thank you note for coming
back that one day on the beach when you
darted across the beach, it’s like someone said
“TREAT” from a mile away. We had to
go home to get an actual treat for you
to come home. This is a thank you
note
for coming back home every time we let you outside
when the gate was open. Thank you for
being the best dog a kid can have.
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Ode to Math
by Grace C.

Ode to math. For, not only being numbers and problems, but to being questions
and statements. Being stories and words. Being everything and everyone around
me. For being the “why” for everything. For being a puzzle when the pieces can
be hard to fit. For being as limitless as the skies above. For being infinite
numbers in both directions. For being continuing problems with continuing
answers.
Ode to math. To hard work in math, to persistence. To trying your best again and
again to fail and succeed. To the work I’ve put in to keep trying. To try when I was
failing. I am now ahead, but not above. To math for being a rocket lifting my
knowledge sky high.
Ode to math. To equations in math that are like sentences and stories. To being a
person telling their tales through numbers. To being a world made of logical
answers. For being an amusement park where the numbers soar through the sky.
This is a thank you for being there and always being correct.
Ode to when it is math class, when students shuffle through the classroom door
and plop down into their assigned seats. When kids talk of correctness. When we
all have a voice and a different answer, but there is only one correct answer to
every problem. When kids talk of the end of the week and how long, exactly until
then. To hear others shout out answers while you are still solving the problem.
To using calculators when your homework packet told you not to. To feeling
guilty for using that calculator and for not understanding the lesson because of it.
To learning your lesson and promising yourself it will never happen again. For
even if you are ahead of the grade you are never above the lesson.
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Ode to Hockey

by Addison Boehm

This is an ode to hockey for all the time and pain it causes me.
To the times I wonder if this is really my best.
Ode to my gear that gets as wet and stinky as a wet dog.
Then I have to air it out so it doesn’t stay that way.
Ode to all the bruises as purple as a plum that always
cause me so much pain. That are the size
of a hockey puck round and big.
Ode to the time I won my first championship. That made me
so proud. And all the tournaments that cause me to go to
somewhere maybe new. Maybe Wisconsin
or New York.
So this is an ode to say thank you to hockey
for being in my life for all these years
teaching me to be tougher And
stand up for myself.
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Ode to my Hair

by Iliana Villagomez

Ode to my hair and the pounds and pounds of conditioner I put in it,
To all the times I didn’t want to wash it,
Because I didn’t want to ruin my beautiful hairstyles,
Ode to my hair that is as thick as buttercream icing,
And to all the times I pulled it while brushing it
Ode to all the pain I have gone through,
Trying to make my hair appealing to look at,
Everyone sees the beauty of long, brown
hair But no one knows the pain of
Getting it straightened, curled, braided
After all the styles,
It just ends up looking like a bird nest,
So why do I try, I ask myself
Maybe I’ll just keep it plain,
Because beauty is pain
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An Ode to Germany
by Ana Mrotzek

An ode to Germany. To the black red and yellow colors.
How they blend and combine, how they make the world
shine. My heart feels like a bird when I go visit. So
free and loose.
I thank you for the food and liquid refreshments. Für
den guten wiener schnitzel auf dem tennisplatz, und
leckeren döner auf der Friedrichstraße. My abdomen
is as big as an elephant when I devour the flavourful
food. Oh how I think of you, oh how I dream of you, oh
how blissful I am when I go visit, Oh how I adore and
love you Germany.
I am like a part of the German flag. The little red spot in
the corner. I have passion and tenderness for you. I
want to explore, explore more and more of you to find,
oh do find my deep down soul. You are beautiful and caring.
You have a spot in my heart that you will never ever lose.
Ich liebe dich.
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Ode to my Cat

by Astrid Sjoblom Wallichs

This is an ode to my cat.
My beautiful chubby little cat, Clark,
Clark is his name. He curls up in my lap every day
when I get home from school. I may get mad from
time to time and yell at him, but he’s still practically my
best friend. Thank you for waking me up in the
mornings so I’m not late for school. You are my frantic
little fella, you run to the other room every time you
hear the front door and I adore that about you. You
always steal my scrunchies then bother me to play
fetch. You beg for treats and steal the turkey. I don’t
know what im supposed to do with you sometimes.
But I still love you. You’re soft. You’re fluffy. Although you
take my gloves and my hair ties and drop them into your
water bowl, I still love you and nothing can change That. I
remember the one time i was laying in bed and you
snagged my braids right out of my hair just like that. You
are my chubby little monster, I love you.
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An Ode to my Father
by Ben Gerbosi

An ode to my father and how supportive and considerate he has been
over the past few years. To how much stress he’s prevented in my
life. One time when I was walking down a hallway at school, a bully
confronted me and started to taunt me, shove, and cause me to feel
like a tiny grain of sand. When I arrived at home, I told my
father about the incident and he helped me find me find ways to
prevent encounters with bullies.
My father’s kindness is as comforting as a crackling fire on a freezing
winter Day. He acts like my grades and homework are as important as
his Very own job. All my father wants from me is to try my best in life
and to be joyful.
He helps me organize my life and everything it contains. This is an
ode to all things my father has done to make my life easier and to
being the best parent I could wish, dream, and hope for. He is the
wonderful person I have ever met in my entire life.
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Ode to my Dogs
by Guinnevere N.

Ode to my dogs, the dogs that I love, the love they bring to everyone.
Ode to Marley, her sassy spirit. She thinks she’s in charge of the world. Yap,
yap, yap, sleep. All day long.
Ode to Mike, his sweet and playful mindset. He plays and barks and rolls. All
day long.
Ode to their barks, when I come to the door. The shivers and quivers of
excitement they show.
Ode to Marley and her pillow, her fluffy, puffy, white like a mountain of snow
pillow, that she protects like a mother to her baby who can’t protect itself.
Ode to Mike and his tail and collar. The purple collar he grabs between his teeth
like a lollipop that a little kid refuses to stop sucking. He yanks and yanks, yanks,
and yanks! He yanks, trying to get it off, but realizes he needs it. His chases with
his tail when he just can`t reach it. When he gets too dizzy to walk after losing a
race with his tail and collar. His persistent mind that won ́t give up, like a turtle
walking into the ocean.
Ode to their fur, shed every minute, short and blonde, short and tan. Sit with
them for just a moment and your plain shirt becomes a Cashmere sweater.
Ode to their paws, the tippity-tap that I hear each day. Up, down, up, down the
hall.
Ode to my dogs, the best of them all.
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Ode to my Human

by Delilah Nichols - Goeke

Ode to my human
who he and his daughter come home and watch me with their big beady eyes.
To the kitchen I stare at all day long.
To the bedroom with the tv on all night.
To the cold nights I love the most.
I am an axolotl, a mexican salamander, the one who is known for being able
to regenerate their limbs. To the people who respect are species and love us.
To the food that magically appears in my tank and to the things outside my tank
that I can’t touch.
To my tank that is like a small jungle and my gills that are like feathers on my
head.
My human is as tall as the sears tower and he feeds me blood worms that
look like red spaghetti.
To my humans daughter singing when she does her homework but to me it
sounds like screaming. To the pet shop I was adopted from and the other axolotl
I was raised with that passed away shortly after. To my human who saw my
species long ago and thought, wow I really want one.
To the times they said they loved me, well now I know they really love me.
I am an axolotl, a creature that can live for 15 years,
I hope I can live to be that age
and I hope my humans will love me till the very end.
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An Ode to my Music Box
by Michayla M.

Ode to my music box like a bird extending its wings to sing a song that never
runs out of tune
And, an Ode to my grandfather
For giving me this one last present before he had passed
away And for singing me a song whenever I needed it
My Music Box sings to me soothing me like a gentle breeze,
That wraps me in a lullaby to bring me up to the heavens to see my grandfather
once again
An Ode to the notes that come out from the feel of the bumps spinning
and turning around like life has stopped and I am wandering through the seas of
unknown possibilities
Feeling the thought of my grandfather talking to me once again
And feeling that thought of that one special moment when life was broken in half
and my cousin and I were expected to carry the load
I remember that day when my grandparents extended their arms out to my
cousin and I and gave each of us a music box,
and we had played it over and over, making up games
until that one sorrowful day which we did not know was coming
When my grandfather carried, his, last, note
And my music box still carrying a tune, days after that horrible time,
rocking me to sleep and making my thoughts wither away like dust in the wind.
And to the sad times of the day for my music box never stopping at the same
spot
and never ending at the beginning,
spreading out
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And starting to finally have that last feeling of life giving you the answer like
veins on a leaf
you know they are there but sometimes you can’t find all of them,
just yet.
I thank my music box for the sad times and happy times,
and to the days when I only wanted to listen to your voice and cry myself to
sleep.
And I want to say that you and your music has helped me carry my load,
and through it all I have learned that you make me feel amazing
Thank You Music Box
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Ode to my OCD
by Olivia P.Z

Ode to my OCD.
To the stain on the figurative language paper that and spending hours on
rewriting it.
Ode to hating messes to cleaning whenever possible and to getting bothered by a
crooked paper. Ode to being neat freak.
Ode to my OCD that is a soothing as a spa day to me and as annoying as people
eating with their mouths open to others.
Ode to never leaving things out of their place and to cleaning my room everyday
as if my life depended on it. Ode to erasing my work when it looks bad or if it is
uneven.
Ode to trying to organize my friends’ messy/unorganized work, lockers, and
their rooms. To spending days deep cleaning my friends room because of
how much her mess bothered me.
Ode to learning to accept messes and making them myself, from an unorganized
locker to a messy room.
Ode to my OCD.
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Ode to my Video Games
by Maxwell Brackett

Ode to the video games I play and the stress and relief you have given me. To
getting mad and yelling to having a sigh of relief of beating a level that i’ve been
stuck on. You are like a time travel device, you help me pass time and race to the
future without me knowing.
Ode to the games that get lost in the cabinet, and that one time when my friend
got fingerprints on the disc as a joke but I did not think that was funny. My games
are as cool as a whale jumping out of the water.
You sometimes get boring and sometimes very exciting even if its survival or
creative mode, or if you’re stuck on something or you just beat the game. If your
speed running the game or just taking it slow, it all depends on what game
you’re playing.
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An Ode to My Grandpa
by Madison Chomiczewski

An ode to my grandpa as a love note. I loved the way you walked even though it
had a slight limp. I loved the way you talked, how clear and stern it was. I loved
the way your dock stood at the beginning of the lake, and now it is engulfed by
the water. I loved the way my grandpa was as sweet as a cold glass of cherry
coke, that he always drank.
I loved the way my grandpa was like a key ready to unlock a mystery. I loved
the way that your dogs stood at the door waiting for you to arrive, and now his
favorite dog Max, is now mine.
An ode to my grandpa as a thank you note. I loved the way you served in the U.S
Marines during hard times. I loved the way that your courage was almost as big
as you heart, because every step you took in the Marines was a step for freedom,
justice, and liberty. And how you were willing to give your life for this country and
fellow soldiers.
But on an extremely sad day, grandpa wasn’t feeling good. Grandma quickly
drove him to the hospital. Doctors rushed out of the hospital to treat him, but as
soon as they reached him, his eyes closed for the sleep of death never to wake
up again.
The day of the funeral was the saddest of them all. Everyone’s face was full of
sadness and pain. How even a tiny little pun couldn’t bring a little light to
people’s faces. And even though I was 5, it was hardest for me because the
day of the funeral was supposed to be the day grandpa and I were going
fishing.
And so I say, my dear grandpa, you will never be forgotten, may you rest in
peace.
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A Thank-You to Thatcher Woods
by Julia Fluecke

This is an ode and a thank you to Thatcher woods.
A thank you to the bridge, the river, the trees.
To the icy, flooded, mini river, which I stomped through, all because
Ysa was stubborn.
To the bridge, which the rainbow colors
reflect the sun perfectly,
Shining brightly
There, I am like a dryad, firmly rooted to my forest. Some of the trees lean,
like a bear leaning toward the sweet golden honey. The squirrels and chipmunks
chase each other Over these trees. Sometimes I
wonder if that is their playground.
The gorgeous morning sunlight beams down on a faun and her mother,
like a falling golden chain. She and I stare at each other for just a
moment before she bounds off into the woods
Bits of glass litter the bright bridge,
but I like it there.
This is an ode written as a thank you, a thank you to the woods. Thank you
for all of the years of comfort and hiking. Thank you
for letting me play in your fields, for letting me take pictures of your beauty.
Thank you
for the base of my stories,
So thank you, so much.
Thank you.
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Ode to Being Short
by Lakshmi P.

I guess people see me as a little kid, with my big eyes, my chubby cheeks, and
my little body.
Sometimes people think I’m 6 or 7 when really I’m 11 and then they just say
sorry.
and after that neither of us have anything to say.
it gets kinda quiet, so I go away,
I’m like a little mouse when everyone else is like an elephant,
or everyone is all grown up but I’m still a little kid
One time last year my friend told some first graders that I was in their grade too.
They didn’t really recognize me but their only question was “Who are you?” When
I tried to tell them that I was in fifth grade they didn’t believe me.
Then, when they finally realized that I was actually a fifth grader, then they
decided to leave me.
This is an ode to being short, small, tiny, miniature, to being fun sized,
I know I’m small, I wear clothes from when I was 6, my shoe size is 2, but thats
my size.
And to someone who’s tall, being short may seem
bad, But I’m completely sure, I’m definitely not sad
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Ode to Nikki

by Sofia Hernandez

Nikki was like a gentle mariposa when she was here on this land. She was that
one person that was always exciting to see. I call her a person because she
means that much to me. She may be gone but she will always live in mi corazon.
This is an apology for not being there when you were sick. For not being there
when it sounded like Hurricane Katrina was coming back. You were always
there for me when I was not always there for you.
It hurt me too much to bring you mariposas on Dia De Los Muertos. This is an
apology letter but also a thank you letter. Thank you so much for being there for
comforting me during bad times. Thank you for sleeping with me during
thunderstorms. I know your spot when you get scared especially during
thunderstorms. Being a Hurricane Katrina dog, you’re allowed to do that.
How I loved that soft fur. And running in fields with you. Or how when I would be
eating and you would stare at me with those adorable brown eyes. Or how the
other family dogs would tug and pull on the leash when you would calmly walk
beside me.
But this poem, this ode is letting you know that even though you’re gone you will
always be loved.
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Ode to my Cousins
by E.N

Ode to my cousins who I know will always love
me. At one time there were 4, and then we
added one more. The night before Thanksgiving
2017 I had a dream that my soon to be born
cousin was here, the next morning my mom said
that “the baby” was born.
My cousins are like a wild herd of hyenas racing
through the grasslands of the backyard.
Ode to Asher, 2 years old and as smart as Einstein
I know Nora, 2 years old will always look up to me
Ode to Ben, 4 years old as sweet as a tree
Will, 6 years old will always be kind to me
And ode to Dominic, 12 years old as funny as can be.
My cousins are as amazing as the stars in the galaxy
I know they will all always love me and I will always
love them.
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Ode to my Human
by Jackson N.

This is for someone who takes me out,
loves me, this is an ode to my human. I love when
you give me food. I know I am a big
baby. I know I am like a sound
machine. My human, you are so fast
you are like a race car. You are as tall
as a street light. One time you put me
in a car and drove me to this hotel. We
were only going to stay one day but
instead right as we were going to head
out, we stayed one more day. This is
an ode to the person who loves me.
This is an ode to my human.
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Ode to my Mark
by Noah G.

I must make my mark,
My piece of the puzzle.
My ode to my mark, and
the mark is my ode. I
will leave my mark,
then I will finish my story. I
am like the pen,
and the world is like the paper,
just waiting to be filled.
I will leave my mark!
My fingers are as strong and powerful
as the pencils that will write my story,
I Will Leave My Mark!
My feet are like paint brushes
trailing behind me leaving my mark.
On the first day of school I was scared,
but I knew that I would leave my mark.
I will leave my mark!
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Ode to Equity

by Carolyn Rainey

This is an ode to equity
To everyone getting what they need
To the curriculum changing for better
To everybody getting the education they deserve
To nobody getting left behind
A curriculum that breaks down barriers and flows like water breaching a dike That
curriculum has equity
That curriculum gives everyone what they need
That curriculum changes for the better
That curriculum gives everybody the education they deserve
In that curriculum nobody gets left behind
We are working to achieve that curriculum
To achieve equity
To achieve everyone getting what they
need To achieve changes for better
To achieve everybody getting the education they
deserve To achieve nobody getting left behind
We have not yet reached that
The achievement gap still
exists
Bottom students are being left behind
Top students are not being challenged
Teachers must teach to the middle
Jugging scores of differing students like a farmer tending to one hundred acres
alone
I want to sit in a classroom being challenged
Seeing my peers being challenged alongside
me
We can do more
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the Greatest Muhammad Ali
by Eliel Argudo

For you were the greatest too early for your time
and ahead of the latest a head above all and behind your
cause and behind a left jab that swiped like claws.
under your guard was a wily grin.
Over the years you fought to live and lived to win.
When you went down on the matt you got up it went to the cards,
but when you stayed up it was that much more hard.
Before it ended was when it began.
A champion still stood, but there was no man.
You used to dance and scream you were great.
Then like a scared dog you’d sit and shake.
You paid the price of a warrior that i wish i could lead you’ll always be my hero
MUHAMMAD ALI R.I.P
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Ode to Forgotten Chores
by Luna O-H

Ode…
to the litter box
The litter box of gems and
jewels, Which I shun,
and refuse,
to dispose of.
To the fumes that I hold my breath,
As they toxicate my head
Ode to the laundry,
Which takes a spin in the machine,
And somehow, doesn’t get sick or wheezy
To the times when I forget it’s drying,
Wait a week,
To then find cat hair in the sleeves of my favorite shirts
Ode to Phinneas Octavian Johnsonn
III For being the best pet fish in the
world, You survived for a while,
Even when I forgot to clean your tan
You are like a river,
Persisting for as long as you can.
Ode to learning how to not break dishes
The dishes are like jenga blocks about to fall over.
Once I broke my mama’s favorite pan
While trying to navigate the murky waters of the sink.
This is an apology to those forgotten chores
Those chores that are a box left in the basement to collect dust
And I’m sorry…
Here’s to stinky cat litter, and laundry, and my fish
Here to those dishes that I sometimes, maybe,
break. Here’s to forgotten chores and the
responsibility, That comes with them.
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GRANDMA SHEILA
by Sheila Johnson

Ode to my grandma and her beautiful smile that never left her clear soft face
even when the worst happened she always fought.
Ode to my grandma and how grateful I am to be named after an angel like her in
the distance as I was rewarded with a gift from the far sky of being like her.
Ode to her. I am sorry I never got to meet that shine of light you spread around
anyone and everyone thank you for raising my dad to be how he is and for
letting me hear all the stories that stuck like glue in my head.
Ode to my grandma Sheila who memory still lives on like a rainbow that never
goes.
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Untitled

by Jonathan Schiff-Lewin

I’m like a bag for words, been told I lack personality,
all they ever said to me, put me down, put a crown on their own head.
They got the Jordan’s, Yeezys, the Gucci, Supreme, I got none, so to them im a
meme. ‘Parently, i got poor choice too. Don’t that suck? my list goes: the E, JayZ,
2pac, And 50.
There’s no shame in wanting to be me, who wants to be me you ask, all
the people down there with the HYDOFLASKKSKSKSKS
6.1, 6.2, 6.3 6.4, people I dont like keep on coming back for
more. 6.4, 6.3, 6.2, 6.1, shoot, I forgot to mention 6. none
So bullies, I ask you this, would YOU like to get pushed ́around in your own
Piss?
There is more to this then the ol 1-2 this is enough.
So stop calling me names this isn’t a game your making me feel
shame. Take a hit, take a punch, for me, it’s just like eatin lunch
Train train train, to take the blame, blame, blame.
I’m down in the dirt, kids callin’ me squirt
I’ve been told that I’m a perv, but it’s about time I get the respect that I deserve.
And I ask you, Why
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Ode to Loneliness
by Javier G.

Ode to loneliness,
Loneliness is a sadness you can’t
put into words,
When I tell someone that I’m an only
child they all say the same thing “you
are so lucky’,
To loneliness a force so powerful if you
let it get near you it can knock you on
your knees,
Ode to the sadness and all the
mad feelings,
Ode to the hole that can be only filled
with positivity,
I know I always ran from you but I
never knew why I was scared of you,
I know there are things to fear in the
world but you are not worth it,
To all the people that have siblings give them a hug and say I love you.
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Grandma

by Lariyah A.

Ode to my grandma,
Ode to the way she gets up even if she does not want to.
Ode to how she provides for my siblings and I.
Ode, to how even when her money is low she still finds a way to let us leave out
of foot locker with three or four boxes of shoes each.
Ode to her being as a rainbow after a storm, calm as a summer
sea. And for being fast like the speed of light.
Ode to my grandma for not only providing for us, but also for her being there
like when I was younger and my mom have to leave,
And I would get sad I remember her not letting me think that she would be gone
forever but would be back before I knew it.
Ode to her for not only being my caretaker but her also being there, a
great provider, and much more.
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Ode to Figure Skating
by Fiona M.

An ode to figure skating.
Through all the times I have hated you and loved you,
you will always be my way to express myself
and make myself heard.
You have a strong impact on those Tuesday days after school.
To those days when I fall.
To those days when I don’t want to go on the ice.
To those days.
To all the times I have hurt myself.
The time that fractured my arm and had to wear a sling for a couple weeks but
never did.
The time I was just skating normally, fell and broke my wrist.
I had to have a
temporary cast,
real cast,
and a splint.
The pink cast,
rock solid as it was making my arm itch.
Falling on the ice it as beautiful as a sunshine on a dark
day. To all the times when I fall and get up and fall and get
up…
To the days when I skate around the rink and it looks like the ice is like a candy
store for figure skaters.
An ode to figure skating.
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My Implants
by Elina Kell

Ode to my access to
hear. To being thankful,
Im born in this generation.
Ode to trying,
Trying so hard to fit in,
While realizing,
I am me.
Ode to the dizzying surgery’s,
That have wrecked my head.
They have no effect - except,
I can hear.
Walking up, and being talked to,
Some rude comments,
And crying,
My Implants like tin cans have
Echoed every sound,
Like screaming in a
closed, Dark cave.
And ode to the endless staring,
And questions,
They get annoying,
But I stay calm,
Because now,
They don’t hurt. Ode
to my Implants, That
help me hear.
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an ode to summer
by Olivia L.

Summer is amazing like raspberry macaroons. Summer can be hot or cold.
But I’d prefer hot before the Winter and Fall come and destroy my warmth.
Summer is where you can enjoy a break without anyone throwing work at you
*cough* school.
Summer is special it’s like waking up to a new kitten every single day
imagine that And how many cats you would have.
When I went to Michigan with my Mom, Dad, and three brothers, we met up with
my mom and dad’s college friends and their kids and that was also my first time I
went on a motorcycle and we went fast it was amazing we drove past the beach
a couple times. anyway, I can’t imagine not having a break off of school not only
that but a break from walking to school for it seems like 6 million years! It’s so
tiring from walking back and forth from my house to school! But that is my ode to
the wonderful yet crazy summer.
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ode to fire

by Juan’dre Kendall

Fire, it is a handy
resource fire, deadly, but
necessary
It is as if comfort and fear were mixed in a bowl,
Then poured over you.
It is useful for cooking,
Warmth,
And lighting
For fire some are fearful
Others are grateful.
It flickers with red, and orange
Streaks as bright as the sun’s
rays,
With an occasional blue that is as lavish as the ocean
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Ode to Spaghetti
by Graham Shea

Spaghetti is like a welcoming paradise
The smooth marinara sauce
The delectable
noodles The juicy
meatballs
At Pastabilities in
Syracuse Everyone loved
it
We were all brought together
I’d always loved pasta but I loved it more after this meal
The meal was so delicious
The noodles are as springy as a bouncy house
The sauce is as creamy as a smoothie
The smell of the sauce makes me want to chug
it Biting into the noodles gives me happiness
Spaghetti is such an amazing thing
Everything about spaghetti is magical
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Ode to Coding

by Owen McFadden

Coding, I write an Ode to you for all of your glory and frustration and how you
help me learn. For the crashes, failures, and the anger you gave me, and how I
just wanted to give up. For how I feel like a god when you execute properly, a
creator of life. And how I learn from you, the knowledge you hand me, wrapped
up in a present waiting to be opened.
Coding, I write an Ode to you for the way you seep into my life. You are a
thought trailing behind me. The way you unlock your secrets randomly, like a
mine primed and ready to explode. How you crept up on me in gym that day,
striking like a Cobra. How I exclaimed with joy, screamed with pride. It felt like
you placed, in the palm of my hand, a key to a door I had longed to open for
centuries upon centuries.
Coding, I write an Ode to you because of all of this. The adventure you give, like
a mountain. Always climbing, learning, sliding down, failing. Because the more I
learn, the more I learn there is to learn. And that, my friend Coding, is why I
choose to follow your path.
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Ode To My Dog

by Sydney Rutkowski

Ode to my dog and the happiness he has brought me.
To the soft, golden fur and his tiny face with his big eyes.
To him being there for me when I am sad. Thought he may not
understand, he is loved and taken care of. His big eyes, as big
as a Beanie Boos eyes. With the face smaller than my
hand but the eyes just as big. His big eyes look up at me
and tell me everything is going to be okay. He makes my
smile big enough to hurt my cheeks.
Ode to my dogs tiny paws trotting around the house.
He is like a mouse. I can barely hear him but his collar
gives him enough sound so that I can hear him. He follows
me around everywhere. Even when I don’t have food. It
sounds like a person constantly tapping with their fingers,
waiting for something to happen. But it makes me feel safe.
Like someone is protecting me.
Ode to the warmth he has given me almost every night when
he sleeps by me. He curls up like a rolly polly when they are
scared. But he’s not always scared. He just wants to be
loved. I could never want anything more than my dog.
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Untitled

by Eleanor S.

If I was the ocean
then I would choke
I would throw angry waves trying to
free myself from the islands
crafted from plastic
If I were the sea I would cradle
the animals in my current
The ones wearing capes of plastic
bags and crowns of bottle caps
I would watch from the shallows
At the family smiling
While they leave empty soda cans in the
sand For the water to lap up with ignorant
trust
If I was the tide I would ignore the sun
I would flee far back in the sands
Away from the ones who betrayed me
Until I was only a droplet
leaving mountains of trash behind in the empty imprint of the ocean I
would disappear
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If I Was a Man

by Julia Mattiace

If I was a founding father,
then I would replace the “men” in the constitution with “people”, I
would start America off right,
I would make sure women had equal power,
I would make the Constitution swallow their sexist and racist building blocks,
or just knock down the tower completely,
If I was Donald Trump,
then I wouldn’t be sexist,
I wouldn’t talk disrespectfully about women on live TV, I
wouldn’t relate the two words women and property,
because what you say is that match that ignites the fire of opinion around
America.
If I was a man from the NBA,
then I would strike so the WNBA players would get a living salary, I
would use my power in society to get my voice heard,
I would remember that woman that was in the line at the grocery store,
putting some things back because she didn’t have the money to pay for them,
Her eyes crying out for help,
and I would remember the kid asking,
“Where’s daddy?”,
And her responding, “he’s never coming back.”
I would protest because two people with the same job but different genders,
get paid tens of thousands of dollars differently.
If I was a man who targeted women,
then I would go back home and rethink my life choices,
I would think about the little girl,
Watching the news while they were talking about the gymnasts,
Who were sexually abused,
Her idea of kind in people flying away,
That little girl hearing all the horrible things that man did to hundreds of
women,
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That little girl hearing all the other cases of sexual
violence, That little girl thinking, what if this happened to
my mom, What if this happened to me?
But I can’t change the past,
I can only change the future,
If I was a young boy at home,
Then I would get up,
Go to the Women’s March,
And start a new generation of men who respected women.
But I’m not a young boy,
I’m a woman,
We are women,
And we are here to change the world.
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death is a shadow
by M.V

Death is a shadow
It feels as almost if that person you have lost is always following you
The shadow circles me
There are memories of them forever left behind
Footprints left in my mind
There is me wanting there to to be something I could have done to change
things
But in reality I could’ve done nothing
some days the shadows is
big as big as the sun
but some days the shadow is never
there I like those days
You know, you don’t ever get used to describing someone in the past
tense; that’s just something that happens.
Dad is funny.
….I mean he was funny.
Death is a shadow
A reoccurring shadow that follows me constantly
Losing an important person follows me
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Tic Tic
by K.B

Tick Tick Tick
Bubbling, boiling up inside
No one sees the the pain, the
sadness They just see your failure
Tick Tick Tick
Emotions are like a bomb
Slowly counting down
As emotions bubble up trouble up
As they pile inside
Tick Tick Tick
Like when you try so hard
To push away from people making fun
Of you just because of you
Just because of your name
As they continue to make fun of you
You start to think
Are all these things true
All the emotions start to come
You feel bad, sad, not enough
And then the next day its your best friend
That says something that explodes that
bomb
Tick Tick Tick
The bomb explodes your angry upset
You start to cry
You cry like Cinderella did when her dad died
You just can’t deal with it anymore
You yell and you scream as you cry
You cant tell anyone even though you try They
wouldn’t understand your mind screams Tick
Tick Tick
Everyone stairs as you are in your blind rage
Soon the bomb subsides
As you see everyones
face
No one knows what just happened
The same emotions come back flooding up
As you try to hold them down
Emotions are the bomb
Tick Tick Tick
BOOM
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Friends

by Reilly Duda

Friends are everything
From the sun peaking through the clouds after a gloomy day
To the ground under your feet leading you to the path of success
Friends have shaped you to be who you are today
Friends are there to support you whenever you need them the most
Friends are like family
Without friends,
I don’t know what I would do
All alone,
No one to help me
No one to inspire me
No one to talk with about problems
No one to do anything with
But luckily,
I have friends who care about me
Who are there for me
Who would do anything to see me smile
Who help me even if they were busy
Who make em happy on a gloomy day
Not all friendships are good And
not all friendships last long Yet
they are so enjoyable
You might fight and make up,
Or never talk again
You may have fake friends,
Fake friends who make you cry
But you have other friends
Good friends
Good friends who will help you
In every friendship you are in
or used to be in They have one thing in common
Memories
Memories from your time together
All tucked in an unremovable pocket in your heart
Even if you got a new friend
Those memories will forever stay
Now I know I am no Einstein,
But I know deep in my heart
That friends are everything
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Fitting in is a puzzle
by Anna B.

Fitting in is a puzzle
Groups have already formed And
I am left with nowhere to go
I am a lone puzzle
piece In a sea of
thousands
I try to fit into different groups
But none of them fit just right like Baby Bear’s bed
They all swarm around me like bees
I always have those good acquaintances,
The type of piece that I could fit in if I jam my piece next to theirs, in hope
of fitting in
But I think “no, I wouldn’t fit in there.”
I’m the type who gives everybody else a piece of gum because everybody knows
I’m too weak to say no
I’m too weak to be able to jam my piece next to someone else’s in hope of fitting
in
I’m too weak
I’m too weak
I’m too weak
I become lost in this puzzle of fitting in
Where no matter where I go it seems wrong
And there is no escaping from this dungeon of society
I can’t run away from it
I have to stay and try to win in this impossible game of life I
have to try my hardest
Even if I am weak and there is nowhere that I fit
I have to deal with these rules of society
And if I can’t find my place I’ll
make one
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“Friends”

by Deshon P.

If all my haters and bullies actually liked me
Maybe I would have a different personality If
they actually liked me
Maybe I would have been shown more hospitality.
But I got to think and come back to reality
Because in the real world, dreams get slayed like a fatality
And these people always wanted to be like Kobe but never had the Mamba
Mentality.
In the real world people are way more brutal
I wasn’t taught to think the world was sweet like toaster strudels I
was taught that in life I had to make decisions that was crucial

People I called my “friends” ended up being my enemies
Sometimes I felt when I needed them most they would split like the Red Sea
I know that sometimes I could have been the bad guy
But I choose to become the good that comes a knockin
I choose to be the person that stands up to the bullies like my name was
Jimmy Hopkins
All i’m saying is be careful to the people you call “friends”
Because when it comes down to it, some people are never true in the end.
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The seasons of us
by W.O

When we first met,l
spring bloomed.
Sheaves of Chinese roses were my calling
card because I was lucky
I was your miracle baby;
I saved you from your post-stroke anguish,
Like an angel from above
I poured spools of sunlight in the one place they couldn’t reach you
I had brightened your soul,
and poured love into your heart.
My love spun your depression and pain
into euphoria and glee.
And although words could never bubble from my mouth, My
giggle was enough.
I was enough.
We were enough.
By the time I was 4,
summer was already
here.
My home was never home number 1,
Yours was. We were always alone
together.
You taught me the world and beyond, from philosophy to fundamentalism The
ruby hibiscus and sapphire hydrangeas in your garden sang shanties and
ballads, of
imploration for water and sunlight. I
baked the world with you,
from French
macarons, to Italian
bruschetta.
And you gave rise to the dawn of a new day of summer.
Day after day after day.
An endless summer all for us,
full of smiles, laughter, and sunshine.
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But now, fall is here
And your dementia blows away the leaves of your memories,
Like a strong fall wind.
And my leaf-my painfully beautiful amber leaf is dangling for remembrance. And
my heart can’t help but softly ache,
what will happen when winter comes along?
What will happen when you are dead
and your memories of me are just ghostly hauntings clouding the frigid air
around me and my pails of tears?
What will happen when I become the Lost City of Atlantis?
A crumbling, supple mound of rubble where legacy & love once stood.
I promise I will reverse the cycle of our seasons
I will find someone to make sure spring blooms another day.
I will give them the almost endless summer you gifted me
With laughter, smiles, and sunshine beams so bright
They’re drunk with the beer of exuberance.
And when fall comes I will hold on strong to their sweetly aching leaf And
never let go until winter is here
And the cold sands of death turn your leaf into a divine snowflake of time and
love.
Until I am the memory that sings alluring ballads of tenderness and warmth Into
your ear during rainstorms, and blizzards of woe.
After all, everyone has to experience winter before the aurora of spring
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My Grey Jacket
by R. J-C

My grey jacket with red zippers
The jacket is a story that has never been told with words
But with the accidents that it has been through
It is not only a story of mishaps and setbacks though
It is the reminder that I wear every day of winter to not give up
From the countless times I’ve been knocked down I’ve always gotten back up
Because my jacket is there to remind me of hard times
Like when I wanted to give up on skiing when I wiped out
Or the times where homework is too much
It is my jacket
With three dollars and one cent in the right pocket
And the hot chocolate spill on the left pocket from an evening at the zoo
As well as the bloodstain in the left sleeve from when I scraped my arm
Or the fading REI logo on the left shoulder
It is all of these things that made me write a poem about
My grey jacket with red zippers
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If I Was the Internet
by Molly Chambers

If i was the internet
Then you could google maps people’s emotions
Left on sad, right on at angry, ‘U’ turn on silent treatment.
If i was the internet
Then i wouldn’t Allow filters to be put on bad days, put on bad days, put on bad
days,
if I was the internet
then I would let you be who you want to be without being scared of others to
see.
because you don’t have to limit yourself to one state and surround yourself with
Gates and a bunch of fakes.
if I was internet
then I would show I’m not a person I’m an aesthetic made for your consumption
if I was internet
Then I would go * pop* Wireless because every once in a while I need a break,
so I can go outside in rake... the leaves from the trees that smile back at me
if I was the internet.
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Untitled

by Clara F.

Do you know what it’s like
To feel your future
Escape your fingertips?
Do you know what it’s like
To know
With all your mind
The pain wasn’t normal but
Your stubbornness keeps
You from making the right
Decision?
It feels the same way
As not being able to carry
Your career with pride.
It’s devilish.
The feeling sucks the
Life, the hope out of you
And all you’re left with Is
nothing.
It is the feeling of having your physical therapist
Tell you your worst fear.
It is the feeling of having,
Without a doubt,
What could have ruined your career,
No,
What could have ruined your life.
It is falling down a pit and landing on a
Bed of spikes
It is the voices in your head
Saying you deserve it,
That you took the power for granted.
You don’t feel welcome,
You lose hope.
You think.
You think.
You think
About everything you could have done
But not about what you can do now.
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What if I didn’t go?
What if I wasn’t so stubborn?
What if I told someone
Anyone
About how to handle this?
What if I listened?
What if I got help
Instead of waiting around for it to go away?
For the pain
The agony that enveloped my fingers to my shoulder
Was just too much to bear.
What if, what if, what if…?
What if I cared?
Do you know what it’s like
To feel your future escape your fingertips?
Do you know what it’s like
To know
With all your mind
The pain wasn’t justified but
Your stubbornness kept you from thinking?
I hope you don’t
And I hope to goodness that you never will.
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I Am

by Maddy P.

I am the one
I am the one who loved him for 15 years and still does
I am the one who yelled at him
I am the one who apologized
I am the one who always Cuddled with him I
am the one that told him my problems
I am the one who made him feel loved
I am the one who cared for him when mom wasn’t here
I am the one who walked him
I am the one who doesn’t follow the rules so we can have fun
I am the one cut his pills
I am the one who fed him his pills when mom gave up when he was being
stubborn
I am the sister he never
had I am one who loves
him
But he is the one who cheered me up
He is the one who listened to my problems
He is the one who let me cry into his fur
He is the one begging me for a treat
He is the one begging for our dinner
He is the one who said, “thank you”
He is the one who said, “I love”
He is the one who said, “I am here for here”
He is the one that said, “your crazy”
He is the one who said, “I missed you while you were gone, where have you
been.”
He is the ones whose eyes revolve around the world like the earth to the
sun He is the one who sleeps like a baby, his chubby little face squished on
the carpet
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He is the one who tolerated being a pretty princess
He is the one who tolerated getting a crown put on him
I am the one who loves him
I am the one who will love him to end
I am the one who thinks of my 15-year-old dog, a little baby
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For Pearl

by Sadie Parkinson

If you stopped caring,
Then I wouldn’t want to
exist anymore
If I had a kingdom of sadness and remorse, scraping for a
single resource Then you are a guard fighting off the beast
Helping my tattered palace to thrive Keeping the seldom seen
flame of positivity ignited
If I were a snowman, shiny with sweat and melting from springs’s
whiskers of sun Then you would put me in the freezer till winter
comes with her icy breath
If I were trapped by melancholy herself, If I
were stuck on the precipice of doubt, If I
were a million suns about to explode, Then
you are a Pearl, 1 in 7 billion, listlessly
listening Looking like you care because you
do
If you stopped caring
Then I might not exist
anymore
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A Terrible Place

by Henry Hagedorn

The world is a terrible place, that’s what they said. I was seeking an answer and
that was the answer I got. That is what was given to me after a day of 1st grade
in which I was bullied for the first time, 6 years ago. That was the advice. The
world is a terrible place.
On some days I think maybe it’s not the world, it’s us, and the fact that society
wants to choose my path for me. The fact that society won’t accept my sexuality
and my mentality, the fact that every day ends in a fatality, the fact that this is
the reality, our reality, this is
the world we live in.
On some days I feel like a support beam on a building, with nothing supporting
me, and some days It’s fine, but that gets old fast.
On some days I see how we all live blindly to the issues that plague us. We
discuss fixing it all. We discuss how to reverse the curse, how to make sure
the planet won’t be riding away in a hearse, to make sure our bombs don’t
burst before we launch them at the “enemy” as we are slammed with epidemy
after epidemy as we try to find the remedy.
On some days I smell the gas from our cars, the smog from our factories, the
smoke from our fires. The smells attacking my nose as I walk down the street.
On some days I hear the crying of children, the begging of the homeless, sitting
on the street, completely hopeless, wishing they never went through this,
thinking they can’t do this, as we walk past clueless.
The world is a terrible place. But it doesn’t have to be. We can fix this mess. That
is my advice to you.
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If I Was the Wind

by Genesis Galloway

If I was the wind then you would hear me loud and clear
If I was the wind then you would hear me screaming, you would hear me crying
out for you.
But you wouldn’t know why I was screaming, you would know why I was crying,
you wouldn’t know
I would scream and cry and you would hear me without knowing, without knowing
you were the reason.
Without knowing you were the reason why I cry when you’re gone, and why I
scream when you’re here with me.
And oh darling if you left me you would hear my screaming in your heart you
would feel my crying in your soul, and I would cry louder than I ever did before,
and oh darling dear you would feel it.
If I was the wind, I would pick you off your feet and carry you anywhere you
wished.
Because you’re the reason I am still blowing, you’re the reason I am still going.
And that scares me.
And if I was the wind, I would scream and cry when you leave for a day or a
week and honey dear I don’t know why, because a sweet soul like you doesn’t
deserve to hear this dreadful noise.
If I was the wind.
I would stop, and I would cease, and when I did, I would try not to scream.
Because oh honey dear you’re the best thing that’s happened to me since I had
brains to think.
If I was the wind.
I would tell myself to stop this and let you flutter free just like a butterfly should
be.
Because oh honey dear you’re the best thing that’s happened to me since I had
brains to think.
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Don’t Do Drugs
by Kenneth M.

This is dedicated to my dad and every one that died from addiction
Cocaine an Methane is bad for the brain try to refrain take it nothin to gain have
it inside or outside while or wile not it rains
Alcohol drinking in the hall go to a school party lika ball with your friends at the
mall drinkn some alcohol fall of the edge fate than ball got nothing done with my
life nothing at all
magic shroom boom boom havin dreams about cleaning my livin room i
assume witha broom making cloth witha loom when i’m dead get flash back from
the womb im sent to my doom wont see no more flowers bloom under the full
moon eatin by a demon all he want to do is consume felt like i got shot by a
harpoon my heart hurts
Ecstasy my life is like a fantasy feelin like i found myself a new galaxy ive got to
the point where im so i dum aint got no more strategy my life is a tragedy that
ain’t right takin flight feelin good feelin might when it’s over and I’m dead won’t
see no light
then i cried dont tell nobody i lied there brain fried, clean dead mans clothes with
some tide no there all dead for there own dumb desicion a grave im diggin to
help people is my mission there is no competition if i have to ill be a politician
drunk man shootin people up droppin ammunition actin up hold up wait
intermission next transition thats what i gotta say so theres the proposition.
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I Am

by Angelina M.

I’m like snow, sometimes I just freeze up and can’t talk. but sometimes I
melt and cry until there’s nothing left of me.
I cry so much that now I’m a body of water. An ocean. I try to give people as
much joy and brightness in their lives as possible, but sometimes people just
take it the wrong way and think that I’m this dark entity that they can’t get away
from. It’s not my fault I drag people down with me. I’m sorry I bring down the
people that I love. I hit you as hard as a waterfall, bringing you down into a
whirlpool. I just can’t escape. When I try to escape, I only get a little farther at a
time, escaping to the sand.
I’m like the sand. Going places no one could ever even think of. Letting people
step all over me. I’m happy and bright sometimes, but other times I’m just in the
shade and dark and gloomy. Filled with tears. I’m the sand in the shade most of
the time, covered by trees.
I’m a tree. Covering people to not let them burn when it’s hot. But no matter how
damaged I am, I always manage to stay still and watch as the world crumbles
into pieces, dissolving into my hands; my branches. Soon enough my branches
are empty and out of memories, out of people I love as they leave me. The
leaves.
I’m like a leaf. At some point, I’m alive and healthy and still hanging on. But the
next second, I’m falling and as soon as I touch that ground, I crumple up and I
let people step on me as they enjoy it as I crunch, bones breaking in my body.
My veins giving out. Eventually I disappear into the air. Not physically existing
anymore.
I’m the air. Surrounding people as much as I can to help them live, but
sometimes I make people uncomfortable to the point where they don’t want to. I
can’t find a place to stay. I can’t be comfortable with myself. I’m always trying to
escape but I can’t. I can’t love myself. So i try to run away from my problems;
myself.
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Disappear

by Sasha Sieck

People with hope get caressed with

people forged from hate. Taking without

trying without buying from the fountain of
good.

Evil not helping but destroying the

mind of goodness. It’s right at the source

of control and cannot from the dashing of
the waves seize calmly.

Letting free the desires of maybe.

Lying in the face of evil, the toes up to the crooked smile
we call despair.

The ones who don’t feel it creeping out of their mouths
won’t feel for the spiders and cockroaches
coming out of their peers. Because
because be of the cause to can’t

can not could not have not never thought
that sugaring the heart to envelope

the envelope, to the spillage of caressing
the hate.

Will make evil disappear.

But things that color the world black

are like things that sprinkle the world white.
You can’t see the infection until it’s too late.
Until you can’t feel the evil inside.
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If All Good Things Come to an End
by A.D

If all good things come to an end
Then you should be happy to have a bad life
Haha
I’m kidding
Even if you were the worst person in the world
Your life would still have to end
Matter of fact your life would come to an end even
sooner
If you were the worst person alive
Even if what you was doing was for a good reason
They don’t care
Why would they
All they care about is what they see or hear
Or maybe the lives that you affected
But what they don’t know is that if you didn’t do what
you did
More lives would be affected
You know what
The world would be affected
Because they were your world
The reason you wasn’t living in the streets
They taught you to always keep fighting
Even if it seemed impossible
Even if you knew the outcome was out of reach
If all good things come to an end
Then why are they still here
Cause they were the best people this world has ever
seen
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A Letter to My Dad
by Kaliyah J.

You might not see but you really hurt me you left me
when i needed you the most how could you do this to your
daughter i need you every moment of my life you said words to
me that hurt and you never said sorry how do you think i felt
when you ask me when was my birthday or how old i was you
are supposed to
know this
		
you never come to my birthday parties
but i am supposed to love and trust you i need my
dad and you are not showing me that you care i
am your child and i
don’t
think you know that but i need
you i just
wanna ask you why did you
have a daughter if you weren’t
gonna love her and show her that
she was the best thing that has
ever happen to you or you weren’t
gonna be there for me I want to
have a better relationship with
you but i know it take time so lets
start now I need my dad and i will
always love you and Care about you
you are my dad And to answer your
question My birthday is august 1st i am
12 years old
about to be 13
if you need to talk my
number is 708 i need
my dad
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