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Natures Apart 
 
The frog croaks on a lily-pad, 
As the wolf howls on a high mountain. 
 
Serene mist hovers over a damp pond, 
As the wispy wind shivers over the icy glaze. 
 
The duck splashes almost motionlessly, 
As the eagle screeches overhead. 
 
The cherry tree’s blossoms plunge into the greenish-blue water, 
As the pine tree’s needles brush against each other. 
 
The pond sits in a stunning valley, 
As the mountain casts its shadow over. 
 
Coleman P. 
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Matt E. 7A Lion--83 

Chelsea F. 7A Lion--30 
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Sascha S. 7A Lion--90 

Sarah S. 7A Lion--28 

Sadie S. 7A Lion--81 

Rachel S. 7A Lion--9 

Taryn T. 7B Puma--69 

Sean V. 7A Lion--22 
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Haley A. 8A Sandcat--82 
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Lia F. 8A Sandcat--93 
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Stephen F. 8A Sandcat--21 

Ally F. 8B Tiger--87 

Keira F. 8B Tiger--32 

Josh F. 8B Tiger--101 
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Sophia G. 8B Tiger--39 

Sophia Go. 8B Tiger--110 

Jake G. 8B Tiger--28 

Paige H. 8A Sandcat--101 

Jordan H. 8A Sandcat--20 

Mark H. 8A Sandcat--74 

Erik H. 8B Tiger--102 

Jake H. 8B Tiger--59 

Natalie H. 8B Tiger--8 
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James K. 8A Sandcat--106 
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Emily M. 8B Tiger--55 

Brandon M. 8B Tiger--47 
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Ahjeetha S. 8B Tiger--106 

Alex T. 8B Tiger--84 

Leah T. 8A Sandcat--56 

Jenna T. 8B Tiger--107 

Juliana V. 8A Sandcat--108 

Brit W. 8B Tiger--103 

Loren W. 8B Tiger--58 

Arian Z. 8B Tiger--72 
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Poetry Slam 
 
I can count on you whenever I need you 
I can come to you whenever I want to 
I can rest on you whenever I'm feeling blue 
I can rely on you whenever I need you 
 
Whether birds are singing  
In the luminous sunlight 
Or animals are creeping 
In the haunting moonlight 
I can always rest on you 
And you’ll accept me 
 
Both of us can be lost 
But only one can stay here 
Both of us have life 
But only one can stay forever 
 
One of us is replaceable 
The other of course is not 
One of us is a mammal 
The other of course  
 
An object 
 
Emmi P. 
 

 

I’m Like the Weather 
 
I’m like the weather because my mood changes. When I am mad, I become dangerous like a 
tornado. My feelings inside me swirl around and I suck up everyone else’s good mood. When I 
am really excited, I feel like erupting, just like a volcano. My excitement runs down like hot 
lava, slowly. When I become sad, my mood turns dry, just like a drought. No rain falls down 
until I am happy. When I feel energetic, I fidget and shake, just like an earthquake. My mood can 
change dramatically, just like the weather. 
 
Kapil J. 
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Making My Footprints 
 
I will make my footprints 
In the frosting, freezing mountains 
In the bare, breezy farmland 
In the beautiful, blazing sand 
 
I will travel all around the world 
Through the deserts and the jungles and the mountains 
From plane to train to boat 
 
One day 
I will leave my footprints there 
One day 
I will explore others footprints 
One day  
I will explore those hidden adventures 
 
Natalie H. 
 

 

Literacy  
 
Shh let us write  
So I can hear pencils  
On papers and journals  
Literacy  
Everyone reads  
Oh so quiet  
Letters logs and lists  
Well at least we get a break  
Literacy  
We’ll throw in some acting  
Or even some singing  
And that’ll be Literacy  
 
Anthony N. 
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Winter 
 
The snow is falling on silent ground  
A cold white blanket all over town 
The sky is grey 
Only letting some light through 
No kites 
No boats on blue 
Silent nights 
With no crickets chirping 
No need to mow  
Under the snow 
 
Rachel S. 
 
 
Building 
 
All you have to do is take a hammer and a nail 
 1 
  2 
   3 
“nailed it” 
 I mean, did you see how easy 
 that was 
  “Wow” 
Come on down and enjoy the fun 
  “Please” 
Goodbye whispered the hammer 
 
Lucas F. 
 
 
Sitting Inside Bored 
 
Sitting in side bored 
watching rain get your toys wet 
wishing you could play 
 
Running outside glad 
the sun is out you can play 
going to the park 
 
Brody K. 
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Friends Forever 
 
From a first hello and meeting a friendly fellow 
I knew that this friendship was untouchable 
And unbreakable 
And unshakable 
And unsinkable 
And that this is a friendship that will never 
Ever fade 
Brimming with joy and laughter as we begin new chapters 
Times together 
Times forever 
Time ticking like grains of sand in my hand swiftly, slipping by 
Days 
To weeks 
To months 
To years 
And my life has never been finer 
My stories have been shared and I don’t have to be scared 
My secrets are safe, locked away and never 
Ever told again 
I am understood 
I am appreciated 
I am welcomed 
I am respected 
I am treasured 
I am loved 
Loved for being me and only me 
We catch each other every time we trip and fall 
I am taught to be strong and stand tall 
I am taught to never  
 
Ever fear again 
We reach milestones and milestones and I’m not alone 
This is a friendship that is precious 
And unique 
And uncommon 
And unheard of 
And un 
 
ordinary 
And unimaginable 
Yet here she is making my life so much more visible 
 
Annabel P. 
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Where Do All the Roses Go? 
 
Where do the broken hearts go, 
from a little girl? 
With the roses from her lover? 
Shoved in the corner 
waiting forever 
Perhaps to be loved  
 
never. 
 
Where do all the roses go, 
of a dead love song? 
With all the broken hearts? 
Split and shriveled 
Castaway 
Waiting for someone 
to love them 
 
anyway. 
 
Madeline V. 
 

Spring Time has Sprung 
 
So spring has just sprung 
Flowers and ladybugs 
Have finally come 
 
Mikayla M. 
 
 
The Anti-Snooze Button 
 
 Sometimes I can’t get up in the morning, especially Monday mornings! But, I have 
solved that problem with a witty and ingenious idea!  The Anti-Snooze Button.  It wakes you up 
instead of letting you sleep more.  Basically, it’s a thumbtack on your alarm clock’s snooze 
button.  I guarantee that you will be in the hospital with stitches, but at least you got out of bed! 
You’ll learn your lesson and never hit the snooze button ever again. 
 
Jake S. 
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My Darkest Hours  
 
The darkest hours of my life 
have come with a price 
one after the other 
until they were all gone  
 
Each time  
it felt the same 
my heart dropped  
in my chest 
 
Tears come 
without warning 
the terrible burden 
of my regret 
 
I think to myself 
why me, why now 
can't I lock away my feelings 
like jewels in a safe 
 
Months have gone by 
and I just can’t forget 
the pain of missing them 
hasn’t gone yet 
 
Now they are gone 
nothing I can do 
but the love in my heart 
will always remain for you 
 
The darkest hours of my life  
have come with a price 
one after the other  
until they are all gone 
 
Dominick L. 
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The Magic of Acting 
 
What happens on stage is magic 
Lights  
Stage  
Audience  
Plot 
Crucial fragments of a show 
 
What happens on stage is magic 
Behind the scenes are actors 
Giving faces to names 
Transforming into others 
Adapting into the life of another 
Escaping reality 
Resolving a conflict 
 
What happens on stage is magic 
You can portray emotions like...  
Excited 
I’m Smiling 
That moment when   
I finally get off the bus on the last day of 
school 
Where my only challenge will be trying to 
keep cool 
It’s summer, It’s summer I keep thinking 
Jumbles of plans and agendas in my head 
Moving so fast they can hardly they be read 
Starbucks 
Vacation 
Shopping 
Going to the pool 
Hanging with my friends and acting like a 
fool 
Anger  
When all I can do is blame her 
She’s cold like ice brr 
We can’t be in the same room  
Without filling it with gloom 
Beneath the fog  
There’s an attention hog 
Nobody can tell 
Cuz she sells her story well 
 
 

 
 
What happens on stage is magic 
This may seem impressive  
But it is only a mere card trick 
Acting is paradise 
I want to be a magician who casts a spell… 
On you 
 
What happens on stage is magic 
The deceit of the final allusion  
Makes the craft seem easy  
Trust me everything is not what it seems 
 
Danielle C. 
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My Escape 
 
A vacation to some is a break from school or work. 
A vacation to me is a break from reality, 
To clear my mind of all my troubles, 
To not worry about the next day, 
Where I can just live in the moment. 
To some a vacation might be surfing the waves in Hawaii, 
To me a vacation is surfing the web in my room. 
I don’t need a tropical resort or a beach, 
All I need is a place where all my thoughts can drift away. 
A place where I am not only welcome, but I am accepted. 
I want a place where creativity and thoughts can be shared.  
For me this place is the internet. 
This is my escape from reality. 
 
Julia G. 
 
 
Friends 
 
Friends, 
They are like family. 
They know how you feel. 
They know what’s going on inside. 
 
Friends, 
They accept who you are, 
Your flaws, your strengths. 
They don’t make fun of you, 
Talk behind your back. 
 
Friends, 
You can trust them with anything, 
Your deepest secrets, your darkest memories. 
 
Friends, 
They’ll catch you when you fall, 
help you up when you do. 
No matter where you are, 
They’re always there for you. 
 
Maansi B. 
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Darkness 
 
The sound of gut wrenching screams 
The echo of slamming doors 
The anger is all around me 
I can’t take it anymore 
I just can’t take it 
 
I’m fading into the darkness. 
The black hole evolving 
On a daily basis 
My world no longer revolving 
Slower by the second 
As I let myself  
Fall in 
Deeper 
And deeper 
And deeper 
Leaving everything behind 
 
The fear becomes stronger 
The tears  
fall more and more 
The heartbreak involving everyone 
I can’t take it anymore 
I just can’t take it 
 
I’m fading into the darkness 
The sorrow and the fear 
All the harshness 
Gone 
As I fall  
Deeper  
And deeper 
And deeper 
Into the doom 
I call darkness 
My darkness 
 
Lexi S. 
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The Shark 
 
The biggest beast in the sea  
Slashing through the water  
Hoping that a fish will swim by  
So it can devour its prey 
There is so much tension in the area  
You feel as though someone is watching you 
As its prey swims by  
It aims on its target and it Fires!!  
 
Now all that surrounds the shark  
Is the dark, blue abyss 
And the next thing that this creature is looking for  
Is its next meal 
All you can hear is the Great Whites theme song “Dun-nu-du-nu-du-nu-du-nu-nu-nu-dunu”!   
 
Eilis M. 
 
 
Sports are My Life 
 
It all started when I was young, 
From the first time I swung, 
To the first time I kicked, 
It just clicked. 
      
Then, I was nine, 
And doing just fine, 
But, wanting something new. 
My Dad, he knew, 
Just what to do. 
 
He signed me up for basketball,  
Then, I came to dribble the ball. 
Today, I live and breathe as J3,  
And I am able,  
I am free to be me. 
 
Jaich’i L. 
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The Strong Shore 
 
Take a deep breath in, then exhale out  
Taste the salty sea in the air  
It’s the Jersey Shore without a doubt 
A lovely place that is so rare  
 
The scorching sand in your toes  
Gazing white-capped waves from afar  
Where you wish that time froze  
From early dawn till midnight stars 
 
Hear the laughter of people having fun 
Build sandcastles and have a blast 
Collect seashells and feel the fiery sun 
And create memories that’ll last 
 
Although Sandy swept down its path 
The beaches and people grew stronger  
Facing that brutal aftermath 
Was like battling with a monster 
 
Yet we won the tiresome fight 
The hurricane got knocked-out 
View the sparkling sea, the great site 
It’s the Jersey Shore without a doubt 
 
Vanessa B. 
 
 
The Bright Bud Shows 
 
The bright bud shows                    
In the long grassy field 
Waiting to flower 
 
Golden sunrays 
Shine on the sandy beach 
While waves crash 
 
Nicholas S. 
 
 
 
 
 



18 

VOTN Sonnet  
 
The darkness calls victims into the night 
Fought and feared with rage and resistance 
As reality falls far out of sight 
The soul flashes its fickle existence 
 
Taken by the trigger of the shadows 
A figure escapes unscathed and unknown 
Deep down in the hollows of Chicago 
Sirens ring out toward the red crime zone 
 
Bystanders surround in wondrous awe 
The guilty drowning in his own tension 
Buried in paranoid hysteria 
Running and running in apprehension 
 
A new soul looks down from above the scene 
And strikes down, drops dead, the killer machine 
 
Millie N. 
 
 
Friendship 
 
It was a tiny little bud back then 
A darling and fragile little flower 
Glimmer of green in a empty garden 
It yearned to be a healthy strong tower 
 
Absorbing all the nourishment it could 
It grew at an unreasonable rate 
It had a spark not many saplings would 
It was the start of something truly great 
 
But then, a drought, the shoot began to droop 
There have been shortages now and again 
So the seedling’s colour fades and it stoops 
Loss is great, but the spark, the drought can’t gain 
 
The spark still burns bright, and it’s been 10 years, 
And if that ever changed I’d be in tears 
 
Emma M. 
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Tales of the Beach 
         
The beach is my enjoyment 
        The crashing sound of the waves 
        The foam that forms when they collide with the shore 
The scent of salt air 
         Is one of my favorite scents 
The beach is my enjoyment 
The boats and the jet skis 
        Create waves of excitement 
        The life guards checking for trouble 
        At desperate times, saving people’s lives, even mine 
         
        The beach is my enjoyment 
        Whenever I go to the beach 
        I have sunscreen 
        This saves me 
        From the blisters of the Sun 
         

The beach is my enjoyment 
I look and see that children are building sandcastles 
Everywhere I look 
As the Sun goes down 

 
I see waves demolish these sandcastles one by one 
The beach is my enjoyment 
But, there are times, I admit 
Where I don’t want to leave the beach 
But after all 
As sun disappears the end of the day is here 
 
Gregory I. 
 
 
Secret 
 
the silence fills up with snow 
the anger fills up with cold. 
Their promises float idly down. 
The dark, lovely sleep 
thus grows deeper 
with a better keeper  
 
Christa P. 
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New York City 
 
A place of incredible opportunity 
A place of magnificent skyscrapers  
A place of crowded streets 
A place of shining city lights 
 
Where the  
High class 
Live their dream 
 
Where the 
Low class  
Sleep on the street 
 
Where millions 
Of tourists  
Visit every year 
 
Where illegal immigrants 
Try their best 
Not to get caught 
 
Where entrepreneurs 
Take charge of their 
Complicated corporation 
 
Where small bakery owners 
Run their own little 
Family food shop 
 
Where the children play 
In the  
Tree filled parks 
 
Where the gangs 
Roam the dark allies 
Waiting for their next victim 
 
A place of entertaining show business 
A place of busy airports and train stations 
A place of astonishing diversity 
A place of hope and happiness 
 
A place I like to call New York City 
 
Jordan H. 
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The Soil of the Earth 
 
It nurtures the tender plants  
that we all love 
It is always beside the plants  
breathing their breaths 
It provides the nutrients needed 
for the loveliest flower 
It cares for the very roots of 
trees, grass, flowers 
It gives our world so much 
only to be underestimated 
 
It is the soil of the Earth 
 
Macie C. 
 
 
Ocean  
 
Silent waves 
The ocean's calm, casual waves crash 
On the soothing shore 
And it's delicate waves 
Paint the perfect picture  
On the salty surface 
 
But, underneath, the beautiful ocean  
It becomes a brutal bath 
Those once shining waves  
Streak red of the last victim 
As if nothing happened 
 
Stephen F. 
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Softball 
 
Swing crack of a bat, 
I run as fast as I can, 
First, second, third, home run. 
 
Third base is a blast, 
She runs first, second, third she’s out, 
And we win the game. 
 
Olivia R. 
 
 
Nature 
 
Nature is my kingdom. 
The trees are my guardians. 
The frogs are my heralds. 
The birds are my scouts. 
The plants are my subjects. 
The insects are my farmers. 
The deer are my knights. 
I am their king. 
I love it, and it loves me. 
It allows itself to be ruled, 
As long as you are a kind ruler. 
Nature is my kingdom. 
 
Marcus D. 
 
 
Mom 
 
Have you ever thought of 
What you need most 
It’s not always what’s first 
But if you think about it often 
It could be any object or person 
How would you know 
It could be anything 
But if you think right  
It’s your  
Mom 
 
Sean V. 
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Sacrifice 
 
Love love love love oh love how much hatred 
How much of your soul must be put forth 
Just to please someone who beats you 
You’re scared of the words and fists 
Thrown from the small asinine asinine asinine man 
 
 
But yet you still stay Young hummingbird 
Seeking asylum as you must grow old 
Like goliath enduring defeat defeat defeat deafeat 
 
 
Why must you torture yourself 
Is it because of this putrid thing called love 
Sacrificing your soul just to please please please  
 
Jakob K. 
 
 
Coming Night 
 
A shining jewel, an ember so far away. 
In the coming night I see a dimming light. 
A curtain of stars descending over a colorful play. 
The sun dances across my walls with a rainbow of colors. 
Yet hardly anyone sees, a fiery ember in the coming night.  
But we never see the sun’s final act before the starry curtain falls.  
Because it’s so short, so small. 
But to those few that do, what did you think? 
Of the sun’s final act for the night?  
On it’s wonderful stage of sky and light? 
 
Leah S. 
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Friends Forever 
  
Friendship is a delicate part of life 
Just hiding behind a fragile bud 
It is like a precious flower 
Ready to bloom every hour 
Thank you for always lifting me up 
When I felt so morose 
When I felt so down 
When I thought I might drown 
You taught me how to get through 
The hardest challenges I’ve yet to face 
Never allowing me to be misplaced 
  
Moving along through the course of life 
I know you’re always there to care 
A hand to hold 
Advice to be told 
  
Growing older 
All those memories 
You can remember 
That you will forever treasure 
Flashing back 
To the best times you’ve ever had 
You want to re-live them 
Missing middle school so bad 
  
Friendship is a delicate part of life 
Just hiding behind a fragile bud 
It is like a precious flower 
Ready to bloom every hour 
Thank you for always lifting me up 
When I felt so morose 
When I felt so down 
When I thought I might drown 
You taught me how to get through 
The hardest challenges I’ve yet to face 
Never allowing me to be misplaced. 
  
A memory lasts forever 
True friends stay together 
Never does it die 
And never do they say goodbye 
 
Alyssa L. 
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Civil War Soldiers and Current Day Soldiers 
 

Being a soldier in any military is a difficult and burdensome duty. You must give all of 
your energy, your hard work, and be willing to give up many things, including your life, to help 
the cause. However, the personalities, jobs, and ideas of soldiers have changed immensely 
between the time of the U.S. Civil War and the current day American Soldiers. 
On both sides of the Civil War, North and South, many of the soldiers were resilient men who 
had spent their lives in the rural country. They were not educated, not trained, unintelligent, and 
usually younger than 18 years old. Many soldiers also had terrible living conditions and barely 
adequate supplies. The food was mediocre at best because, “The Union Army enlisted no cooks 
or bakers during the entire war.” (Paragraph 7, Reflections of the Civil War) Also, “Army 
contractors simply made the right and left shoes identical.” (Paragraph 7, Reflections of the Civil 
War) “A number of them (soldiers) didn’t even bother with shoes.” (Paragraph 2, Reflections of 
the Civil War) Though conditions were barely adequate, many Americans were so enthusiastic 
about joining the military that there was not enough supplies to support the amount of people that 
enlisted.  
 In America’s current military, the “Jobs in the Military vary in type of work and 
responsibility, yet each is essential to accomplishing the overall mission of defending our 
country,” as stated on todaysmilitary.com/working. There are two main types of jobs in today’s 
military, enlisted jobs and officers. Both of these jobs require educational achievements, such as 
a high school diploma or even a graduated college student. Also, conditions of the current day 
military are much better than during the Civil War. Soldiers are even given 30 days of paid 
vacation to visit with family and friends. Food is supplied. Living is much less difficult. The 
military is also a good way to make a living because you earn large amounts of money and are 
given many benefits for the rest of their lives. 

As you can see, both the current military and the Civil War military are very different. In 
the Civil War, mediocre food was served, and sleeping quarters were poor and uncomfortable. 
However, in the current day military, decent food is given, and the sleeping quarters are 
adequate. Also, the soldiers in the Civil War were barely trained, young, and not intelligent. The 
soldiers of the current day military are well trained in months of boot camp, there are no 
underage soldiers, and many of the soldiers have graduated from high school and college. These 
differences show the evolution of the military and how it has grown and changed to protect our 
country. 
 
Luke C. 
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Revenge on the Second Strike 
 
The battle cry strikes 
 with a remarkable roar. 
The million lost soldiers 
 that only legends tell about 
invade the blades of green. 
 
The second cry is released 
 as the first move is made. 
Blue explosions from the sky 
 pour down on its opponent. 
 
The cackling third cry is let out 
 and the keeper of peace 
gives a new birth. 
 
Allison Q. 
 
 
Lacrosse 
 
Running, running, shoot the ball 
Which team will win it all? 
Pass, pass shoot and score 
Sitting out is such a bore 
Dodge, dodge we must win 
Put their team in the garbage bin 
Tick, tick, time is running out 
We will soon learn what this game is about 
Cheer, cheer, go, go team! 
It’s like I’m running around on a beam 
10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 
5, 4, 3, 2, 1 
The game is over. 
We have won. 
 
Jackson B. 
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Time  
 
There wasn’t even a goodbye 

It was like a light shadow passed 

You’re here and say you will never leave 

Next thing I know our time is up 

I wish I knew time was ticking 

I could have every moment be even more precious 

I love you and I wish I could see you just one last time 

Your precious happy smiling face  

You made my day better 

Helping me through so much 

Now it’s like dark clouds have rolled in and never left  

I love you.  

It’s like the dark ages  

Everywhere I look its dark, nobody anywhere 

Nowhere to look, just for you 

It’s like your voice is gone 

Your touch and little memory I have of you is gone 

Only if time didn’t run out 

I would still have you here in my arms laughing together 

Time flew by, I wish I could at least say goodbye 

I love you 

I know you know that more than ever now, 

You’re the best guardian angel anyone can ever ask for 

I love you. 
 
Kaitlin M. 
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The North East Nature Exposed 
 
A stick snapping as you sneak silent and soft through the woods 
Chipmunks and the squirrels 
Hurtling from tree to tree and sprinting across the damp forest floor 
 
Distant chainsaws or gunshots echo through the woods 
The trickle of a babbling brook 
 
The aroma of the flower, the tree blossoms and the trees themselves 
Grass, blossoms, and leaves flapping as the breeze blows them 
Sending them into a downward spiral to ground 
 
Birds chirping in the air  
As they duck and weave through the forest canopy 
The buzzing bees and the hunt for pollen  
The deer grazing in the background 
 
A stick snapping as you sneak silent and soft through the woods 
The peace stops, all the animals scatter 
They hide in fear and wait until it is quiet 
 
Jake G. 
 
 
Atmosphere 
 
I am ready to fly everyday of my life  
I am waiting.  
Such beautiful day to say 
 
I can change the atmosphere and then 
let my light shine for the whole world to see  
 
I can show the one and true love inside of me 
NO matter what you do you are always you no matter what 
 
Sarah S. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



29 

Me, My Board, and the Ocean 
 
You look great, you look great my cousin said to me 
For my first time surfing  
My cousin’s face in awe, in awe 
Laughing as I fall into the deep blue ocean 
 
As I step in the white water getting wet for the first time that day 
My board is at my side eager to get in the surf 
 
Wax on my board making it very slippery, very slippery  
Rubbing against my wet suit that is soaked and dripping with salty water 
 Leash attached on my ankle so I don’t lose my board 
Rubbing against my leg and tugging at it when I do fall 
And the numbing water that I feel 
Surging through my finger tips  
Trying to get passed the impact zone to catch another wave 
 
Getting out of the water was hard for me 
After I had gotten used to the numbing coldness of the water 
Taking about forty runs and I was only getting started 
My cousin telling me about a shark that likes people and lives by the shore 
That really made me take my last wave in and call it a day  
Only for now, only for now 
 
We are walking back from the deep blue ocean 
My cousin and I together arms locked and talking 
My cousin puts her head on my shoulder, on my shoulder 
And tells me that, tells me that out in the ocean  
When I’m alone in the surf, that it is… 
Just me, my board, and the ocean 
Nothing can get in your way 
Just me, my board, and the ocean  
Nothing WILL get in your way 
 
Emma M. 
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Secrets 
 
Secrets are meant to be kept quiet. 
People say that by keeping secrets 
it makes them closer as friends. 
But the truth is                
it only tears people apart. 
 
Secrets are like a burden we carry. 
When you have a juicy secret you need to tell 
your brain doesn't let you carry on until it's revealed. 
Secrets create a pit in your stomach. 
Secrets can make life miserable. 
 
Secrets are meant to be unknown. 
It's up to you to decide if you'll spill 
or keep it to yourself. 
People expect a secret to be locked up 
and never to be opened. 
People don't want you to say anything.  
 
Secrets lead to lies. 
In the end 
secrets and lies can come back to haunt you 
depending on your choices. 
 
To tell or not to tell is up to you. 
 
Chelsea F. 
 
 
I 
           I  
think poetry is. . . 
 the things that come 
     right to 
        you 
The things that. . . 
 if you held in 
   any longer you 
      might 
    BURST 
Every day millions 
 of ideas rush 
 
Avery K. 
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Games to Reality 
  
Spent day and night 
With his eyes glued to his TV 
Nothing else seemed to matter more 
Than conquering his opponent in war. 
 
Little did he know 
Those wars and battles  
he thought were just games 
Would soon become 
Part of his everyday routine 
 
The realistic graphics 
Of what was just a video game 
Came to life  
To become traumatic memories 
 
Though he has been through  
And seen what most of us fear  
His heart remains as pure as 
A starless night sky. 
 
The teenage gamer  
I used to know  
Is now living in reality  
And fighting to protect his beloved homeland 
And I'm proud to call him my brother  
 
Camryn P. 
 
 
Back on First Base  
 
Back on first base, the tension is high. 
As the pitches are flying, their message is clear. 
“Strike one, strike two, strike three. You’re out of there!” 
Everyone anticipates what’s next. 
Boom! There goes the ball over the fence. 
As you cross home, your team congratulates you. 
Long periods await, so you try your best. 
Losing is not an option. 
 
Jack V. 
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Kingdom of Life   
 
We can never own it 
control its thoughts                                               
understand its ways                                              
                                                       
It’s just too mighty                                     
It’s too tough                                              
It’s too buried                                              
                                             
But give it your all 
kick your feet and swim deeper                                              
use your strength and dig harder 
For only you 
for only you can do it 
for only you 
it’s what you’re destined for 
Live your life to the fullest 
make no regrets 
make mistakes 
create learning from experience 
Teach, teach the ignorant 
learn, learn from the wise 
help, help the poor 
pray, pray for the wealthy 
For when you fall to the floor 
stand yourself back up 
because you are stronger than that 
For only you 
for only you can do it 
for only you 
it’s what you’re destined for 
 
Keira F. 
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Winter  
 
Pale face. 
Beady eyes.  Breathing in the icy air. 
Lungs burning. 
Icicles falling off the shutters. 
Struggling to stay warm. 
Ripped hat. 
Dry house. 
Dry throat. 
Wet coat. 
Winter. 
 
Emily H. 
 
 
Who Cares? 
 
Who else thinks poetry is as dumb as a rock? 
Who else does not want to write or read it at all? 
Is it only me? 
Is it only me? 
Or do other people feel my pain? 
To me, poetry is stupid 
Silly 
A waste of time 
If only my teachers knew… 
 
We all despise poetry  
To do an entire unit on it 
Torture…torture 
Like a terrible song with no music 
Like a horse with no legs 
Like a car with no wheels 
Pointless…pointless 
By a show of hands 
Who cares? 
 
Blair A. 
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The Last Day 
 
The last day 
Terror 
Polishing away 
Polishing away everything we say 
The year is dying 
The year is crying 
 
Sentiments of happiness 
Crawling on me 
Heart rates 
increasing 
Like just ran miles 
 
Kids smiling  
Everyone’s jovial and jumping 
Like kangaroos 
I’m surrounded  
Ecstatic faces everywhere 
And celebration going on 
Like about to go in heaven 
 
Deep inside 
Laid a lugubrious feeling 
Like a piece in my heart is missing 
I’m never going to see the same things again 
 
Seeing my classes 
Last time 
Seeing my teachers 
Last time 
Seeing my school 
Last time 
Having buoyant sentiments 
Last time  
 
Fatima M.  
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The After World We Call Heaven 
  
I wish R.I.P. 
meant return if possible 
because if it did I would have 
the people I love and care about 
everyday and every night 
I think of the people 
and the tragedy that happened  
and why they’re not here anymore 
they deserve the best 
so many angels have entered 
the afterworld we call 
Heaven 
 
Gabby P. 
 
 
Life is Very Pretty  
 
life is very pretty  
from every town to every city 
life is very fun 
from every sight of every sun  
 
life is very amazing .    
from that beautiful meadow to that crazy craving. 
life is just that. 
Beautiful, Emotional, Wonderful always  
until we arrive at…. 
 
every sky at night and morning is every blue 
I really think it’s true. 
I will never forget the smell of coffee at night. 
that caramel colored coffee it was so bright . 
 
Peyton M. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



36 

Anti-Social 
 
I’ve never really had any friends 
Just acquaintances I rarely talked to 
Because of my anti-social problems 
I never understood what it was like to be 
 
Friends forever 
 
Now that kids are going to new schools 
They put new labels on their friends 
“Girlfriend” “Boyfriend” is all I hear 
As I sit alone at my desk wondering 
 
Friends forever? 
 
If I were to have anything in the world 
There’s one thing I want to get ride of 
This stupid monster in my head 
Blocking me from getting out of my house 
And learning to have 
Friends forever 
 
Chris S. 
 
 
Gardening 
 
The dirt on your 
hands the 
Smile on your 
faces, digging 
a hole 
dropping 
in the tiny seed 
and watching it 
grow. The petals 
unfolding like 
a mystery, all 
until there 
stands a 
red, tiny 
rose 
 
Emma H. 
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From Time to Time 
 
Fragrant cherry blossoms linger 
From time to time 
Imagining cascading beautiful black hair 
From time to time 
 
Looking at her 
Proud, poised  
Yet lacking self confidence 
From time to time 
 
Knowing it was going on, 
Yet in deep denial 
Nurturing, loving smile  
From time to time 
Replaced by a dark cloud 
From time to time 
 
A fake smile, 
Thickly painted 
Hiding the pain 
Hiding the fear 
From time to time 
 
I think to myself, 
From time to time 
She would still be here 
Illuminating any room with joy 
 
Radiance,  
Enthusiasm 
Filling the hearts of her loved ones 
Replaced by mournful tears 
We now share, 
From time to time 
 
Jeneya B. 
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Under the Knife 
 
Petrified 
In a sterile room with a single bed 
Bright lights and eyes are targeting you 
People rushing around 
Preparing to dive in and dive back out 
They take me through horrifying halls 
Up the elevator 
Starting to feel dizzy 
They open the door, all dressed up in white. 
Serious and confident that they will get it right 
Moving me one bed to another 
Makes my brain franticly thinking 
About what they’re going to do to me 
This person finally tells me 
I’m going to be put to sleep temporarily 
Right then and there 
My heart is pounding out of my chest 
I start to doze off 
Tears rolling down my face 
As my mom kisses me goodbye 
That’s when it all goes dark 
A second later 
I wake up shaken, frail, and bruised  
 
Sarah F. 
 
 
At the Beach 
 
At the beach the water’s cold 
The sand is burning all my toes  
The salt water is in my eyes  
I don’t think that I will survive   
I have a sunburn on my nose  
I swear a crab just bit my toe  
Just then I hear the lifeguard say 
“Look out a shark is coming this way” 
I’m trudging for the sandy beach 
But the water is up to my knees 
Wish good luck  
All creatures beneath 
 
Lexah C. 
 



39 

One, Two, Three Dead 
 
It’s OK 
I’ll be fine 
I don’t care 
 
It’s OK 
We’ll be fine 
We don’t care 
 
The words you say 
Before you put your life in danger 
One slip behind the wheel 
And you're set 
One more step closer 
To your deathbed 
 
The distance 
Counting the time 
The laughs 
Saying goodbye 
 
One 
Two  
Three 
Dead 
 
It’s not OK 
We say 
But why 
Do we still defy 
Our weaknesses? 
 
Sophia G. 
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The Climb 
 
We stand strong and tall 
Just like a mountain 
Stronger friends than ever 
We stood short and unconfident 
Weaker friends than ever 
 
The days were long and tough 
Especially those winter days 
Some were easy and short 
As we move along 
Scared and Nervous 
 
We have no need to worry 
Because we will strive  
and we will 
make these the best four years of our lives 
 
Nicholas C. 
 
 
Evil Spirit 
 
It seeps into me 
Penetrating through my skin 
Trying to take over 
Trying to possess me 
Chills scurry as if being chased 
I try to fight back 
It overpowers me 
Suppressing my power 
Weaving through 
Digging through 
Anything in its way 
Finally reaching its destination 
It clasps onto it 
Dragging it into its hands 
Sucking up the blood 
Through fur and skin 
I yelp for help 
But all that comes out is a wimpy bark 
It’s got me 
That darn fly 
 
Kanakapriya C. 
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Sketch 
 
Etched and scribbled away at, 
Until made “perfect.” 
 
Erased and redrawn, 
Until almost 
Nothing 
Original 
Remains. 
 
A mere design. 
 
But we are not designs. 
So why do we try to 
Sketch each other? 
 
I  
will sketch myself from now on. 
I 
will etch and scribble, 
erase and redraw what I don’t like. 
And I will decide when I’ve reached 
my perfection. 
 
Sarah W. 
 
 
Pretty Blue Eyes 
 
Flashback: (Dream) 
 
There they were again. The bright blue eyes staring back at me with curiosity and lust. I try to 
run, but my feet were rooted to the spot. The eyes were so dang intriguing and curious. Then it 
hit me like a freight train at full speed as the thing growled at me. WOLF!!!!! I spun around on 
my heel and ran as fast as my little legs could carry me. With the wolf on my heels, we raced 
through the grassy woods. Paws flying, pounding on the ground, he (I think) was gaining on me. 
Being the clumsy one in the family, I tripped over a broken log and fell on my hands and knees 
on rocks and leaves. I crawled, feeling slowly for a tree to die on. Waiting for the bite to the 
neck, I closed my eyes and waited for the pain. But it never came. I opened my left eye and there 
he was. So close, that I could reach out and touch the soft black fur. And that’s exactly what I 
did. The beast didn’t move away or growl. He leaned into my hand and he made a sound that 
sounded like a purr but also a snort. Then there was a howl from far off and he slowly turned 
around and stalked off with his tail between his legs like a bad dog. 
 
Jade C. 
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Reading  
 
Whenever I read, 
I get taken into my book. 
 
The characters inside cling to me 
and the grasp of reality vanishes. 
 
I’m next to the characters, 
and I hear everything they say. 
I get sucked into the words, 
and can’t escape. 
 
Reading takes all the worries out of my life, 
and lets me relax. 
 
Whenever I’m sad I decide to read, 
to make me forget about everything so I can escape. 
 
I love to read. 
 
Jasmine B. 
 
 
Hope 
 
Hope brings joy, 
Joy brings fun, 
Fun brings laughs, 
For everyone! 
 
Laughs brings friends, 
Friends bring dreams, 
Dreams bring moments, 
that you’ll always keep! 
 
Moments bring smiles, 
Smiles bring hope, 
Which you could use, 
When you’re about, 
To mope! 
 
Ashlynn W. 
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Time Flies 
 
School is out and the sun is near, 
summer at last.  
The days  
Hot  
The nights  
warm.  
Summer is thriving.  
The refreshing, salt water is calling and so are friends. 
Pink, orange, red sunsets like poetry smeared in the sky 
Smooth, chocolatey s’mores eaten by the fire at night 
 While the firefly's glow buzzes away from jars 
And bats soar high up above. 
It’s the time to tan and the time to let go, 
For summer has just begun. 
 
But time flies when you’re having fun 
And summer is fading fast.  
The days  
Getting shorter 
 
And the shorts  
Getting longer. 
Fireflies have flown away 
The once sprightly hydrangeas  
Are now drooping with weariness 
And tanning is no use.  
It is time.  
Goodbye summer. 
 
Sophie B. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



44 

A Sniff, A Hit, Some Grades 
 
A sniff, a hit, some grades 
Not my best week 
 
A Sniff 
Out sick for two days 
A blessing? No 
Bored at home for 2 days  
and have an SBAC to make up 
 
A Hit 
Second day back 
A bad day back 
I get a shoulder to the jaw 
and a trip to the nurse 
 
Some grades 
Science and History 
I seem like a bad student 
I built a really bad bridge 
and two homeworks not done 
 
Bad week 
Two days sick 
Hit to the jaw 
and a bad day learning 
What else can go wrong? 
 
A sniff, a hit, some grades 
Not my worst week either 
 
Robert K. 
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Endings 
 
Wanna know how I feel about endings? 
I say they’re meaningless. 
Before you finish, 
before it is “the end,” 
remember 
that endings 
are just a synonym for giving up. 
Remember to always 
try your best. 
Never let an ending happen. 
It’s your choice. 
Endings are just a word. 
They don’t choose anything  
for you. 
You choose for yourself 
how your “ending” will 
happen. 
Because there isn’t such thing as 
“an unhappy ending,” 
because it means  
that when you had the 
choice to 
change something, 
you didn’t. 
You always will have that choice. 
You stopped and decided it was  
useless to keep trying. 
You thought you weren’t going to win 
anyway. 
You gave up. 
Remember that 
the end 
doesn’t affect you. 
It is your choice 
whether  
you want to 
make it 
an ending, 
or keep trying and see 
what happens. 
 
Sydney W. 
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The Race 
 
The swimmers get ready 
Behind their blocks 
And the timers 
Begin to set their clocks 
The swimmers step up 
As they hear the whistle 
And each swimmer waits 
For the go from the official 
Everything is silent 
The starter says, “Take your marks” 
And each swimmer prepares 
To do their start 
The gun goes off 
With a cloud of smoke 
And the swimmers dive into the pool 
And start to swim their stroke 
The swimmers are off 
With a hard, fast crawl 
And swimming like fish 
Each swimmer flips at the other wall 
The next lap 
Is just as fast 
And they finish their race 
With a big splash 
Lanes four and five are first 
Then lanes three and one 
In last comes two and six 
And now the race is done 
 
Adrienne M. 
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Last Moments 
 
His black fur coat  
Glistening against the sunlight 
Brown circling around his  
Dark brown eyes 
Big, Brown, Brawler claws  
Stepping across the lawn  
 
Frail and helpless 
Huffing and puffing 
Struggling to breath 
We knew his time 
Might be up 
 
He was my dog 
Reno 
The first pet  
We brought him to the vet 
Not knowing  
What was going to happen  
Disturbed and frightened 
Everyone was distressed  
 
The doctor came out 
With results  
In hand 
Stomach cancer  
My heart Shattered  
Heart beat, beat, beating 
Felt like nothing was inside 
We knew these were  
Reno's... 
 
Last moments 
 
Brandon M. 
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Swimming  
 
The water is cool,  
and swimming  
is too. I stand on  
the blocks 
it’s what I do! 
Summer, winter, fall, 
and spring I go 
to the pool and  
do my thing. Stands 
are full I hear them 
cheer make  
me realize the end  
is near. 
The big blue ribbon  
is in my hand 
I cannot 
wait to take a 
stand. 
This is not just 
any heat it’s the 
final lap of 
the state swim 
meet. 
 
Molly C. 
 
 
Times of Past      
 
Awfully fast, yet awfully slow 
Some time today turns to some time tomorrow 
Does not slow down, does not speed up 
The day moves on, it’s a half empty cup 
Soon, it will run out,  
but no need to pout. 
The limited hours will reset 
But I have a feeling you won’t forget 
To use the hours wisely, and keep your life aglow 
Sometimes, just say YOLO 
 
Renee D. 
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Mute 
 
A story not many know 
A story that’s told to few. 
Only one who knows the details 
Only one who knows I was mute. 
 
For years the silenced voice 
hiding deep inside. 
Couldn’t tell the whole story,  
and left all surmised. 
 
The silent, empty void that left so many guessing 
The story had to be told. 
So the silenced voice renewed talking. 
 
The silent screams, and soundless cries 
The words that I could never say, 
The feelings that can’t be conveyed. 
I wanted to talk to be heard now. 
 
So someone can hear me, Someone can hear my cries. 
So someone can understand that silence is terrifying 
That words will never form, 
but they always take shape on paper. 
 
Venting out all the emotions, but people never notice. 
The effort it takes to just be noticed. 
Anyone can say what they want, 
Because even if I don’t talk back, they can’t hurt me. 
Because silence is much more terrifying than words spoken. 
 
Julia Z. 
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The Field of No Feelings 
 
The wind blowing 
My feet sprinting 
Parents jumping 
But no feeling  
 
Lights shining bright 
Silence arrives  
Perfect pitch lands over strike zone  
The crowd roars  
But still no feeling  
 
Racing back and forth  
Seizing nothing 
Asking “why?” 
But no answer  
 
Doubt creeps in like a spider 
Crawling up my back  
Let go the mistakes 
Will there ever be an answer? 
 
The moment 
Your moment 
Will come to an end  
Act now before it comes to late  
 
Not everything lasts forever 
I step on the field  
The herd cheering 
Does anybody have an answer for me? 
 
Drenched in sweat vibrant sounds of metal 
bats  
Swishing round and round  
I don’t know anymore 
I still have no feeling 
 
Once again I ask “why?” 
If there isn’t a reason 
Then don’t keep vexing  
 
What’s done is performed  
 
 

 
 
The wind blasting  
My feet scampering  
Parents leaping  
No more feeling 
 
(Dedicated to my great uncle Joe:  
I miss you a lot, and I will see you again 
one day.) 
 
Alison R. 
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Unimaginable Hours  
 
Blushing like the day never started any better  
If she wasn’t numerously around  
Harsh, glaring looks declivity over me  
Scorching feet mixed within the sand  
While the checkered chair is piercing me 
As I burn into the air  
Gruesome odor causes a crinkle in my face  
Scent of sea salt against the ocean sprinkles the air  
Wondering, could it get any better  
 
Pitch black like the dark night  
Rings traced around my eyes  
Regretting all these unimaginable hours  
Spent with her 
 
Katerina F. 
 
 
Friends Forever 
 
Friends forever 
Since 5th grade 
Parties and dances 
Sharing stories and secrets 
 
Friends forever 
Each one 
Caring, sweet 
Charming and humorous people 
 
Friends forever 
A lifetime of memories 
that we’ve created 
will always be cherished 
 
Class of 2018 
will always be 
friends forever 
 
Alyssa D. 
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The Cubicle 
 
So people say there a simple machine that goes  
Up down up down up down  
Bold, strong little boxes of awkwardness.  
Some are very opened to the world  
For people to see beautiful views.  
Some are closed  
Filled with darkness and privacy. 
Like a teenage tumblr blog   
For the elder and for the wheelchairs  
They can't walk stairs  
For the knees and legs  
It lets them rest for ventures to come  
Helps then get up and down 
Up down up down 
They can't walk stairs  
Or people will stare 
like these teenage hooligans 
Some people say they are a simple machine 
That goes up and down 
Up down up down  
But to me there more than that  
There filled with secrets like a barber shop 
Sometimes they might stop 
Some people say they are a simple machine that goes 
Up down up down  
No more than a little box of awkwardness... 
Called an elevator  
 
Nick P. 
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Summer 
 
Summer is my favorite season. 
It’s a time of swimming. 
It’s a time of football. 
It’s a time for sports. 
 
Summer is like a two month snow day, 
But it’s warm and has no snow. 
It’s a time for short-sleeve-shirts. 
It’s a time for shorts. 
 
I wait for summer all year long. 
It seems like it never comes. 
So when the first day of summer comes, 
I feel like I can fly! 
 
Conner F. 
 
 
Music 
 
Music is a sound 
of a record spinning round and round 
Then I sit and stay 
to hear the music play. 
“Crackle, crackle,” the needle lays 
on the record that starts to play. 
The music pours out of the machine 
into my ears that start to deem. 
The music stops, the sound drops 
but don’t worry. I’ll be back in  
a hurry. 
 
Liam E. 
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One Night 
 
I see a light, 
It’s coming from a room 
I think to myself, 
“why is that on?” 
So I’m slowly creeping towards that room 
And notice I’m on the stairs 
I walk a little further down then… 
 
BAM! 
I stop 
Seconds become minutes 
And those minutes start to feel like hours 
And I finally focus my hearing  
On something softer,  
Yet still loud 
“I HATE YOU!” 
I still remember the days 
I heard only “I love you” 
Coming from those voices 
But realize that it eventually  
All wears out 
I tell them to stop 
And all I can remember from that moment 
Is my mom’s phone being tossed 
Onto our driveway 
While she’s held to the railing 
An accessory 
I start crying 
And my dad walks over to me 
And asks what’s wrong 
I look at my parents 
With swelling eyes 
I say, “Why are you doing this?” 
“You’re supposed to love each other” 
They blankly stare at the other 
And slowly turn to me 
I’m still crying my eyes out 
They still seem as if they’re deaf 
They can’t hear what I’m saying 
“Why are you doing this?” 
“Why are you doing this?” 
Or maybe they’re trying to fabricate an 
answer 
To get me to stop wailing 

 
 
Time creeps by so slowly 
I leave to go to bed 
And as I reach my room  
It starts all over 
Every night since then I’ve thought to 
myself, 
“We’re torn. We won’t have a perfect 
family” 
 
 
You know, I always wanted that 
And for nine and a half years I thought I had 
it 
And I still think  
And I think 
And I think 
About that one night 
How it could’ve changed 
How it would’ve changed 
How it should’ve changed 
If I had done something 
If I had actually done something meaningful 
And sometimes I still think it’s my fault they 
got divorced 
Because I COULD’VE said something 
Because I SHOULD’VE said something 
But it doesn’t matter now 
We’re still torn 
We’re all stronger 
And it’s been almost five years 
But I still think 
And I think  
And I think 
About that one night 
 
Kyle K. 
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Friends Forever 
 
Our bond together 
makes friends forever 
 
The everlasting memories 
inscribed on our hearts 
They’re definitely treasuries 
that will never separate us apart 
 
Whenever in need 
you’re right beside me 
You taught me to lead 
on this crazy journey 
 
This isn’t goodbye 
it’s simply hello  
This isn’t time to sigh 
it’s time to go with the flow 
 
As we embark on this new beginning 
we are going to stand as a whole  
We are going to be chasing 
what is now our goal 
 
Because our bond together 
makes friends forever 
 
Emily M. 
 
 
Working Outside 
 
Working outside with anyone can help 
yourself deeply 
I’ve learned so much from my 
father by working outside 
 
Learning how to work is 
important 
It teaches you that you 
can live without anyone helping you 
It teaches you how 
to live alone 
 
Logan S. 
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Till Tomorrow 
 
Orange, and pink glimmer 
On bottle, green water 
Mellow scent of firewood 
Burning in the night 
Flowers about to blossom 
A sweet, scent fills the air 
Devilish midnight, black bugs 
Nibble at freshly tanned skin 
Sitting silently on the dock 
Feathery black and gray geese 
Pleasantly gliding on the cool calm water 
I watch 1, 2, 3 boats 
One after another 
Shrinking as the peacefulness soothes the air 
Boats inch farther and farther away 
Into the a bright light 
The end of the night has finally fallen 
Darkness creeps in and fills the night, sky 
As the light dims 
Midnight moves closer 
Goodnight I say 
And slip slowly into, a bright dream about the days ahead 
 
Leah T. 
 
 
Friend 
 
friend [frend] noun, a person who knows and likes another. 
 
You are more than that. 
You save my sinking ship. 
You’re the lifeguard when I’m drowning. 
You catch my falling heart, 
Then throw it back up again. 
You’re my living diary, 
Held shut with a silver lock. 
You know my darkest secrets, 
But don’t let them spill out.  
 
I hope just a single thing.  
I hope this stays the same. 
 
Jennifer X. 
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Far Away Land 
 
Hopefully we get there soon 
 
Where judgment and hate is demolished 
where children can sing 
and people are free 
from stereotypes and misfortune 
 
When we get there 
we will see 
the peace and the serenity 
we will be happy 
in the far away land 
even when it takes a lifetime to find 
you will eventually come upon it 
and hopefully discover your peaceful mind 
 
Let’s go to the faraway land 
 
Where judgment and hate is demolished 
where children can sing 
and people are free  
from stereotypes and misfortune 
 
Taylor D. 
 
 
An Athlete’s Adventure 
 
Hot weather makes practices exhaust me 
The plush grass sinks under my yellow cleats 
My soccer team’s my second family 
We play together as many athletes 
Winning fills each and every one with bliss 
My team celebrates together as one 
Nothing can replace the feeling of this 
Winning is an effort from everyone 
But nothing is worse than a bitter loss 
When we do not win we are filled with rage 
And if only I made a better cross 
My mistake would not be on the front-page 
We play each game as a team, together 
Each game we play is a new adventure 
 
Kaitlin F. 
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Complete Panic 
 
Butterflies 
Complete panic 
Excitement up my spine 
Watching pure, clear moving water 
My race called 
My first event 
I stand in line 
My competitors 
New archenemies 
Observing their every move 
Thinking 
Could I beat them? 
Standing on the blocks 
More nervous 
Silence 
Single beep 
Flying 
Splash 
The water 
Complete panic 
The smooth cool water is calming 
But now is not the time to be calm 
Now is the time to win 
 
Loren W. 
 
 
Springtime Softball 
   
As soon as spring hits I get that itch, 
The one that comes with a softball fastpitch, 
My uniform on, my socks pulled up, 
Then the ump yells BATTER UP, 
Pushing fierce and fast with my all, 
My bat connects with the ball, 
I blaze my trail down the first base line, 
Fingers crossed that a homerun is mine, 
As I cross home plate gasping for air, 
My teammates gather around me roaring like bears, 
I really did it. It feels like a dream.  
We won the game and it’s time for ice cream! 
 
Adriana D. 
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Field Day 
 
Snout in the snow 
Coat on his back 
A cold winter’s day 
Nose is so black 
 
Trots in the snow 
Frolicking and carefree 
His two black pupils 
All that you could see 
 
He will wait until 
He finds a good knoll 
He plops down his bone  
Inside of a big hole 
 
After a while 
Toby gets cold 
Ice clumps to his paws 
This never gets old 
 
Jake H. 
 
 
The Beach 
 
The fresh breeze smacks your face as punishment 
for something you didn’t do 
The sand tickles your toes and  
the waves pull you right in 
There is so much excitement and joy all 
packed into one beach all 
at one time 
The ocean reflects the sun like 
a mirror at 
down beaming towards you 
and the best part of all 
is 
being with the ones 
you love 
 
Alyssa L. 
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Friends Forever 
 
We will make new memories 
We will go our separate ways 
We will make new friends  
So let’s never forget these days 
 
Defended by the good friends 
Defended by the great 
Defended by the ones who stayed 
And were there to see your fate 
 
The next four years 
The next path we travel 
The next time we meet after summer 
There will be new stories to unravel 
 
The new frightened freshman 
The new fish in the sea 
The new class scared by seniors 
That we will soon be 
 
Back at the bottom to start over again 
Back at school next September 
Back to start a different life 
To forever remember 
 
We will make new memories 
We will go our separate ways 
We will make new friends  
So let’s never forget these days 
 
Sarah E. 
 
 
My Father 
 
My father was an important part of my life. 
He was always there for me, 
And was the best father I ever had. 
 
Ella H. 
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Life’s Dirt Road 
 
Can you tell me how to know if a friendship will last? 
Is there a special wink or some sort of code? 
To hint that as one, we will walk down life’s dirt road 
With slippery mud from the rain and rocks to trip and fall on 
 
We stay together through the times of sorrow and of sadness 
Or of secrets and skipping in the halls 
And all that smiling and giggling, almost crying 
At stupid, silly things 
 
A true friendship is hard to measure 
You must stick with it through the hardest of hours 
Because nothing, nothing, can break such tight bonds 
 
There are many friends here, in the class of 2018 
That will stick together until the end of time- 
Friends forever 
Friends forever 
Yet there are some that may dreadfully decline 
Lose their shared happiness  
Because not all things are an immaculate daydream 
 
So my advice to all of you 
When you find good friends, you’ll know 
And if it's just not right 
Don't bother wasting your time 
On a friendship that just doesn’t go 
 
Because it’s a big big world 
With a whole lot of people 
And there ought to be a few 
That were made just for you 
 
So can you tell me how to know if a friendship will last? 
Is there a special wink or some sort of code? 
To hint that together we’ll walk down life’s dirt road 
 
Erin K. 
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A Difficult Path 

        I was practically born knowing that the world was unfair. From the minute I became part of my 

family, I took on the role of being the youngest, yet quickly the “oldest,” sibling in my family. I was 

welcomed by my sister, Melanie, who has Down syndrome, and my brother, Brian, who has severe 

autism. 

My sister loved me from the first minute and wanted to be with me all of the time. At the time, 

she could only speak a few words, but she wanted to play with me. Sometimes she did not know what 

was dangerous so she would hit me in the head with toys. My mom always had to watch us carefully. I 

learned to walk very early, and my parents say that it is because I needed to run away from her once in a 

while. 

She was very difficult when I was young and would yell and scream whenever she didn’t get her 

way. Sometimes she would knock over furniture and break things in the house. My parents had a lot of 

difficulty getting her to school in the mornings, and I had to learn to be very patient much of the 

time.  Sometimes I was late for preschool, and that made me very nervous. Often I had to wait a long time 

in my car seat, which made me worried, and I wished a lot that Melanie would behave like a normal 

sister. 

Over the years, Melanie has learned to talk a lot, and I have become her role model. She likes to 

spend time with me reading books and watching movies. Because of me, she has learned to try new things 

and has learned how to behave and become more independent. This has in some ways made me more a 

more confident person. I am proud when I realize that Melanie has grown as an individual because of me. 

My brother, Brian, on the other hand, still cannot speak, but I am his favorite person in the 

world.  He has a strong connection to me, and he loves when we wrestle together. He was very aggressive 

when I was younger, and I would sometimes be afraid because he would sometimes hurt my mom. I 

would try to protect her, once hitting Brian with a broom when he was pulling my mom’s hair. Even so, I 

was the one person he was always gentle with. Even today, if Brian will not do something for someone 

else, he will always do it for me. This makes me feel valued as a brother, and I enjoy the chance it gives 

me to bond with him.  It is very special to be the most important person in someone’s life. 

It is hard sometimes to understand what makes people human. My brother and sister have taught me that 

there is still love in a family and connections between siblings, even when there are differences and 

difficulty communicating. Sometimes I have asked why God has given both my brother and my sister 

these disabilities. Other times I am a bit envious of my friends’ normal families. Sometimes I have wished 

that my brother could play sports with me like my friends’ brothers do. 

One day, my classmate, Matt Karun, came into our class and gave a speech about his own 

experiences fighting leukemia. One thing that I liked that he said was that he would not have changed his 
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life if he could have. He said he believes, “Everything happens for a reason.” He never focused on things 

being unfair. I related this to my own life, thinking that maybe there are reasons that my brother and sister 

are disabled. I still believe that there is hope for both of them and that maybe one day they will do 

something great. Everyone who works with them learns so much about life and loves them a lot. They 

have taught me that life can be precious as it is and needs to be valued every day whether or not you have 

a disability. I have also learned not to take anything for granted and to never waste my own talents and 

abilities. 

Sometimes I think that things have been unfair for me when Melanie or Brian get special 

treatment, but then I realize that their lives are more difficult every day than mine is. Simple things like 

playing sports and making friends are so much easier for me. They might not understand what an unfair 

place the world really is, and that out of hundreds of chances, they are both the ones that ended up with 

disabilities. However, they are somehow the ones who are happy living life with their loving family. My 

sister appreciates the smallest gifts and kindnesses, unlike me and many of my friends, who often want 

more of everything. Maybe this is one of the things that people like my sister are here to teach us. 

I have learned to be very proud of my siblings. I am never embarrassed when my friends are here 

and my brother and sister act different. All of my friends are kind and understanding and accept them for 

who they are. They never make me feel bad or uncomfortable. Sometimes in public places like 

restaurants, when my brother makes strange noises, it does make me wish I could disappear. However, I 

know I can’t run away from it, so I hide my embarrassment. I have found that most people are 

understanding when they see him. Like Matt Karun’s, our family has had to fight an unusual war.  We 

have learned more about different medical issues than many doctors.  We have learned that all families 

have struggles, some more than others.  But mostly, we have learned that we grow stronger through our 

challenges, and can use that strength to help others throughout our lives. 

 
Michael Q. 
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Peeking Sunlight 
 
As the clouds  
Slowly move in  
There’s always  
A ray of sunlight 
That comes to save me 
From the rain 
 
As I feel 
Water droplets 
Falling on my nose 
I can also feel  
A beam of sunlight  
Being casted down 
On my face 
Telling me 
It’ll be alright 
 
The wind kicks up 
As I hold my hat down  
I fear 
That it will 
Stay like this 
But then 
There’s that one 
Small 
Peek of sunlight 
That gives me 
The slightest  
Bit 
Of hope 
 
Sofia A. 
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You Are Lucky 
(Based on the book Out Of My Mind) 
 
Nobody understands me. 
Words are my life, just nobody hears  
me speak them, 
I get frustrated when people  
stop and stare at a nobody like me. 
My tornado explosions cannot hold  
it’s a swirling storm inside 
I scream with frustration,  
I can’t walk, talk, or do anything  
I am stuck in a pink wheelchair 
I only talk by myself. To myself.  
I am extremely intelligent, but nobody knows.  
People think I am another dumb person who cannot  
figure out a simple math problem.  
I have every memory stuck inside a crammed brain that does not  
cooperate with my lips.   
Normal kids do not understand how much they have. 
 
Marielle I. 
 
 
Family 
 
Family, 
We help each other 
When we have fallen 
We smile 
To share happiness 
We cry together 
When something is lost 
We fight 
To only become closer 
And, 
We love each other 
To become a family. 
 
Sarah C. 
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Perfect 
 
Walking down the halls 
 
Being judged by others  
 
Just because you aren't "perfect"  
 
Everyone has a different opinion on what they call "perfect" 
 
Whether you have to have a perfect body  
 
You have to have perfect hair  
 
You have to have perfect skin 
 
It's not all about how you look 
 
Or how others think of you 
 
Just because you don't fit in to others expectations of "perfect"  
 
Doesn't mean you aren't beautiful  
 
Everyone should have the confidence to be who they are 
 
And not worry about what others think 
 
If you had the opportunity to be yourself  
 
Why not express it? 
 
Everyday you can show yourself  
 
Be you 
 
But still, you still try to be someone you aren't  
 
There's no such thing as perfect  
 
In fact, nobody's perfect  
 
It's good to stand out  
 
And be different 
 
Amanda B. 
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Christmas? Or, Rather Halloween... 
 

The two holidays that feud or fight, the most would have to be Christmas and Halloween. 

During both of these holidays children receive treats and presents. They feud the most because 

nobody can decide which they like best, mountains of candy, or heaping piles of presents. On 

Halloween children get the opportunity to dress up in a costume normally at night, and go to 

their neighbors house for candy.  This is known as trick-or-treating. When they arrive at their 

neighbors door, they will simply ring the doorbell. When an adult answers the door, the children 

all yell “Trick or treat!” Most of the time the adult will have a bucket or bowl of candy. The kids 

can take a few pieces. When they are done there they will go to the next house on that street, to 

the next, and so on until they have been to every house on the street. Halloween is great but for 

some people Christmas wins. On December 25 every year a lot of people around the world 

celebrate Christmas. The legend, Santa Claus, is supposed to come through your chimney on 

Christmas Eve while you are sleeping and put presents under your Christmas tree. When you 

wake up on Christmas morning you will wake up to the presents that Santa Claus left you. Santa 

Claus is said to ride in a sleigh pulled by reindeers who go by the names of Dasher, Donner, 

Blitzen, Prancer, Dancer, Dasher, Vixen, Comet, and Cupid. He is said to fly through the night 

bringing presents to boys and girls all over the world. Halloween: candy, Christmas: presents. 

The big question: Which holiday is liked the most? That is why Christmas and Halloween are the 

two wildly popular holidays that feud the most. 

 
Sarah F. 
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A Beautiful Sympathetic Sky 
 
A beautiful sympathetic sky looks  
upon me. 
A breathtaking ocean of light calms 
the earth. 
The sparkling stars twinkle in the  
moon light. 
I know this is my home. 
You can hear the church bells  
ringing, the crickets chirping, but, 
at the same time it's silent  
The wind swirling, the soothing  
sound of the wind in my ear 
  Makes me smile. 
  All I hope is that, 
         This, 
           Is, 
            Not, 
              A, 
               Dream. 
 
Erin S. 
 
 
Dreamy Wind 
   
Starry night 
furious wind 
dazzling midnight 
starry night 
sparkling ocean  
surface 
dreamy wind 
starry night 
mysterious 
relaxed wind 
starry night 
 
States M. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sounds of the Sky 
 
The yellow crescent wanders over the calm 
village, 
as I look out my window, 
I see the mysterious sky swirling furiously 
above this innocent village. 
Nothing but the sound of the wind howling 
could be heard, 
on this wonderful night 
I rest peacefully in my cozy town home, 
looking into the restless scene waiting to be 
discovered, 
wondering, 
dreaming. 
 
Courtney K. 
 

One Starry Night 
 
One starry night, 
The icy gradients if blue 
Casted a shadow over 
The scenic town. 
 
Florescent stars illuminated the  
Little church. 
 
The dark dancing clouds 
Had a non-stop ripple effect. 
One, 
Starry, 
Night. 
 
Shannon M. 
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Flowing Sky 
 
The sky is blue. 
The stars are bright. 
When I look up and see the sky. 
When I close my eyes and dreams  
flow through my mind. 
That picture stays in my mind 
until it fades away. 
 
Shivani B. 
 
 
Colorful Night 
 
Colorful Night 
Shinning so Bright 
Dark blue, Yellow 
Wind Blown 
Like small fireworks in Italy 
Above Houses 
Even above mountains 
The sky Lights up 
With the help of the Moon 
For all People to See 
 
Taryn T. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The wind sways 
In the sky with 
a smoky rise.  
The starry midnight  
Dream 
Glows over the  
City.  
 
Lindsey B. 
 
 

 
*These poems and illustration are inspired 
by Vincent van Gogh’s “The Starry Night” 
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Drowning 
 
When you dive into water, 
There are those few seconds where you are flying and feel like you are better than something. 
Anything. 
When you hit the water, you feel that rush of overwhelming glee, 
because you know that there is always a surface to come up to. 
 
But I’m not diving. 
I’m drowning. 
 
When you get pushed into water, 
it’s by a force that you don’t even know is there. 
When you get pushed into water, you never fly. 
You feel like there is no chance you can be better than anything. 
Because you are worthless. 
 
That is me. 
I am worthless. 
 
When you hit the water, there is no rush. 
There is no surface to come up to because no matter what direction you swim in, 
you are always going down. 
There is no better. 
There is no worse. 
Because you’re already at rock bottom. 
 
That is me. 
I’m at rock bottom. 
 
Soon enough,  
You come to realize that you are drowning in your own tears and helplessness. 
 
That is me. I am drowning. 
I am stuck at the bottom, 
and I can’t find my way back up. 
 
Sydney D. 
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Cotton Candy 
 
Blue and pink a sugary snack, 
When licked it looks like crystals. 
 
Can be ripped, bit or licked, 
Sold at carnivals, makes kids hyper. 
 
Is made by flavoring and sugar, 
Fluffs up and swirls in maker. 
 
It sticks to my fingers…yuck 
Comes in a bag or on a stick. 
 
It’s flavored in blue raspberry and strawberry, 
When combines it becomes purple grape. 
 
This small tasty treat goes fast, 
Everyone wants to eat sweets. 
 
Emily P. 
 
 
Tornado A. Disaster 

Hello. My name is Tornado A. Disaster. Some people fear me as a force of destruction, 

but I can’t help it! It’s what I am made to do. Well, I guess I’ll tell you a bit about myself. 

First, let’s start off with how I am created. It’s not exactly clear how, but a column of air 

starts to rotate. It appears that at two different altitudes two different speeds of wind blow. This 

makes wind shear. Sometimes, this column gets caught in a supercell (a type of thunderstorm) 

updraft. It spins faster and faster as it tightens until it creates a funnel cloud. Then, the rain and 

hail from the storm cause the funnel to reach the ground. 

Many know that I cause great damage, but did you know I can go 300 MPH sometimes? 

As well as that, my damage path can go from 1 mile to 50 miles! 

Because I destroy so much stuff, it’s important you tiny humans steer clear of me.  
 
Avery H. 
 
 
 
 
 



72 

Apart 
 
The ring they use to wear proudly 
Gone 
The family dinners 
Gone 
The way they held each others hand 
Gone 
The memories 
Flushed 
Incinerated 
Until all there is left is 
Hatred 
Despair 
Loneliness 
The Tug-of-war  
Begins 
And I’m  
the rope 
My dad  
Gone 
My family  
Gone 
Soon my dad is back 
But with a new ring 
and a new hand 
With new memories 
 
Arian Z. 
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True Friends 
 
Friends come and go 
One minute they like you 
One minute they don’t 
A true friend doesn’t come or go 
They find you 
And they stick like glue 
Even if they get mad 
They always get sad 
A true friend accepts you 
For who you really are 
True friends bring you up when you’re down 
I have no true friends 
Now, I’m gonna cry. 
 
Gavin Z. 
 
 
Your Time, Your Life 
 
It goes round and round, up and down 
Life is but a clock 
Make your time in this world noble and glorious 
 
Learn to be wise with these eyes 
Design and develop, make yours, 
An extraordinary life, just because  
One day it must fade away 
 
To what do you aspire? 
What do you wish to attain? 
You have only so much time 
 
Life is so worth living, so make yours so. 
You want every moment memorable 
So that at Life’s end 
There will be more good memories than bad.  
 
What changes do you want to see?  
If you work passionately with compassion to make your life fit into a Perfect world you envision 
You will find that one life will be all that you need  
And happiness will be by your side 
 
Paolina K. 
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Welcome 
 
In dark days of Winter 
Nights lasted long 
A harbinger of Spring 
Is red robin's song 
Frost and ice 
Fill the meadow 
seedlings of flowers 
straining to grow 
New life begins 
Crocus emerge 
Sun warms the sky 
Temperatures surge 
The new season starts 
Life begins anew 
The beauty of spring 
Gives us life too 
 
Heather M. 
 
 
The Difficulty 
 
The difficulty 
Trying to please everyone 
Wanting to be yourself 
Hoping you can make every human happy 
Everyone talking about your future 
Everyone expects you to be perfect  
The pressure of school and sports  
Challenges everywhere 
So called “haters” 
People that wish bad upon you. 
But we as humans overcome 
The mistakes  
Adversity 
Stress  
The stress life brings only makes you stronger 
And that's what I want  
I want to be strong. 
 
Mark H. 
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The Curious Duckling 
 
 One fine evening, little Daffy duck was taking a walk. Daffy noticed a secret cave. There 

was a picture on the cave. The picture said, “Beware.” Little Daffy was in shock, but also 

curious. Daffy got closer. Right when he took a step into the cave, Daffy’s Mother swooped up 

Daffy and exclaimed to Daffy, “The number one rule to our Duck family is to never go out of 

sight from the fort!” “I’m sorry, Mommy, I’ll never do it again,” Daffy pleaded.  

 

Next morning: Daffy walked back to the cave early in the morning when nobody was 

awake. Daffy ran towards the cave. He saw a big shadow hovering above him. Daffy looked 

back more scared than ever. He noticed it was a big crocodile. “Mommy!” Daffy shouted louder 

than ever. Daffy’s mother came running as fast as a cheetah and swooped Daffy up for a second 

time. “Remember what I told you!” “I’m sorry Mommy!” Daffy exaggerated.  

 

Third Morning: Daffy began picking fresh strawberries for the family. He found a bush 

filled with thousands of strawberries; but he never noticed it was right by the cave. When he got 

closer to the berries, the crocodile jumped out. '”Mommy! Mommy! Mommy!'' Daffy shouted. 

¨Daffy?¨ Mama duck replied. “Help!” pleaded Daffy. “Why are you here? “I was picking berries. 

Mommy, I didn't even know that the cave was right here!” Daffy shared worriedly. Mama duck 

said “boo” and scared the crocodile away. “Daffy, I love you. You’re the best duck anybody can 

have. I will always be there for you.” “Ok, Mommy. I love you, too!”  

 
Hailey C. 
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Tree 
 
My veins the slim roots, 
The rough bark my skin 
My hair the smooth leaves, 
The stiff branches my fingers 
And the gnarled, twisted bumps 
my face. 
 
Birds come from all around,  
To have the pleasure of 
Sitting upon the branches of 
My life and history. 
They sing songs to me. 
Songs that breathe new life 
Into my old self. 
 
My veins the slim roots, 
The rough bark my skin. 
My hair the smooth leaves, 
The stiff branches my fingers. 
And the gnarled, twisted bumps 
my face. 
 
In the spring, 
The sun bathes me  
In its riches. 
Full of pure light, 
I start to tell stories  
To the birds, 
To the wind, 
And to myself. 
 
My veins the slim roots, 
The rough bark my skin 
My hair the smooth leaves, 
The stiff branches my fingers 
And the gnarled, twisted bumps 
my face. 
 
When a storm comes, 
The winds start running away. 
They take off while I am 
Rooted to the muddy Earth. 
The birds take refuge in 
My thick branches. 

 
 
The rain covers me with 
A thick blanket, 
Trying to keep me warm. 
But all it does is give me chills. 
 
My veins the slim roots, 
The rough bark my skin 
My hair the smooth leaves, 
The stiff branches my fingers 
And the gnarled, twisted bumps 
my face. 
 
Josie L. 
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Mariah  
 
There are some words you never forget 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember those exact words like they were 
only spoken yesterday 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember how it was told in such a malicious 
way 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember how the tears rolled down their 
cheeks 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember the expression on their faces, so 
defeated, so weak 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember standing there time frozen, life was 
at a pause 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember being at a crossroads, the path where 
I did nothing or the one where I spoke up for the 
cause 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember thinking how hard the latter option 
would be 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
 

 
 
I remember doing nothing, justifying it by 
thinking someone will speak up, why does it 
have to be me? 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember the exact words "Kids, I'm sorry to 
announce that two of your classmates committed 
suicide last night" 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember how I ran, how I ran with all my 
might 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember the guilt that I certainly felt 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember trying to comfort myself thinking I 
hadn't spoken the words, it wasn't my fault this 
was the hand they were dealt 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember how I just stood there amongst the 
crowd and stared 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember their eyes searching through the 
bystanders, looking for someone who cared 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember making a decision right then and 
there 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
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I remember deciding I will always stand for 
what’s right, I will always care 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember thinking that if I couldn't change 
anything for them, I would definitely do 
something to help a fellow student 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember saying not only to save someone 
else but also to make up for the time I wouldn't, 
couldn't 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember the first time I took a stand 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember yelling don't say that! Don't force 
their hand! 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember when she thanked me and said that 
means so much to me, you can't comprehend 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
I remember again making another decision, that 
I wouldn't just help one person but everyone 
who needed it. I would protect I would defend. 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
So those words I could never get out of my brain 
 
She's fat 
He's ugly 
 
Were replaced with words that kept me sane 
 

She's beautiful 
He's funny 
 
There are just some words you never forget 
 
Portia M. 
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My Parents 
 
I feel like I’m a rose. 
My parents are like my gardeners, 
When I’m thirsty I get watered, 
When I’m cold I get tanned, 
When I’m lonely I get company. 
The gardeners touch me, 
Being gentle not to break me. 
When I shrink down,  
Into something like a cocoon, 
My gardeners shed many tears. 
But ever since I shrank down, 
My gardener has not replaced me. 
For though I have broken,  
Many petals I caused my gardeners, 
To shed many tears. 
 
Marrium M. 
 
 
Bad Dreams 
 
“Sweet dreams,” parents say. 
yeah, alright 
The shadows creep closer 
I’m paralyzed with fright 
This is my dream, my way 
Instead night crawls like the darkest day 
Long slender fingers reach for my face 
My once happy world is now a dark haze 
Saying goodnight doesn’t mean good dreams 
Filled with horror, I am ready to scream 
 
Leno N. 
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The Burning Flame 
 
Sitting by the blazing sweltering 
Campfire during the summer, 
Is the best activity to do on a cool, calm night 
When the heat reaches your skin 
It doesn’t burn you 
But makes you feel so relaxed 
Making your mind drift away from the cold 
 
Glimpsing the different shades of heat rising up 
Lighting the dark blackened sky 
And hearing the crackles and pops of sparks 
As they float calmly in the air 
Looking for the right spot to land 
 
The smoke of the fire drifts away 
Taking a whiff of it before it leaves 
The mixture of burning wood and pine 
Is that affectionate smell 
You never want to go away 
 
As the fire burns out, 
The cold breeze starts to surround you 
Capturing the warm air 
And replacing it with the cold 
This is the sign 
That the campfire has ended 
And a new one is waiting to be started again 
 
Katelyn B. 
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Can’t the World Just Stop? 
 
Can’t the world just stop? 
Can’t we turn back the clocks? 
We are growing up too fast 
And I’m not keeping up 
 
I swear we were just kids 
Believing we were invincible 
Now we are forced to be adults 
And our now held responsible 
 
I just want to go back 
To when times 
Were simpler and 
We weren't forced 
To be who 
They want us 
To be 
 
Sadie S. 
 
 
We Miss Artie  
 
My dad’s father was a great man.  
He loved ducks and has a horse named him. 
He is long gone, but not to me. 
he played the trumpet, 
he had 5 kids. 
he loved us all, but he left us all. 
he played with kids who had no dad. 
he had tons of nieces and nephews, 
which he dearly loves deep in his heart. 
I heard he was truly a great man.  
I never got to know him. 
He left when I was a baby. 
We all miss Artie. 
 
Amanda P. 
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Hidden Paradise 
 
A thought 
A place 
A fantasy 
That’s all she sees 
 
Visions of romance 
On top of the Eiffel Tower 
Or floating 
In the Gold Coast 
 
She dreams of a life 
That might never come 
But hope 
Is never lost 
 
Why does she hold on 
To this dream 
Maybe even she  
Doesn’t know 
 
Haley A. 
 
 
Picture 
 
Make a face 
It doesn’t matter which 
 
And if you don’t like it 
You can make “the switch.” 
 
“Pose for the camera man.” they’d say 
But, I’d prefer it my way 
 
Original 
Creative 
Beautiful 
Perfect 
 
None of the above. 
How about . . . different? 
 
Amal E. 
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The Twelve Brothers of a Year 
 
January is where it all begins. The oldest and wisest, but everyone hates it. 
February is the month of love, which makes many weep, but some celebrate 
March is blaring and green with potatoes and freckles. With gold and shamrocks. 
April comes with rain and humidity. The fog lingers around. 
May has flowers and warmth and summer comes to town. 
June chases people into the water and brings them joy 
July is full of sparklers and fire works and BBQ 
August ends the summer and brings fall into play 
September brings school and sorrow 
October has candy and the desire of warm weather 
November brings a feast of turkey layered with sweet gravy 
December brings gifts and giving to and from all 
Then the cycle starts again and again forever… 
 
Matt E. 
 
 
Spring 
 
From the first set of sunlight, 
to the early leaf of spring. 
The animals are out and are ready to be 
about. 
Fresh Spring air coming from the sun 
to warm us all. No more winter, 
no more snow, spring is in and is ready 
to begin. 
Butterflies, birds, beautiful sounds, all 
coming from those who hibernated  
underground. Baseball is back and is 
ready to hit like a bat. 
Spring is back, spring is 
back. 
 
Jack S. 
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Living Life 
 
Life is harsh, 
You feel alone, 
You always just wish you can be carefree and normal. 
You wish there were no such thing as bullies,  
It’s part of life, 
It may be party in your backyard, 
And a flower in the garden, 
It can turn into a big mess, 
then ruin your day, 
that is called living life, 
It is a 24/7 activity, 
From the moment you are born, 
Until the moment you die. 
 
Alex T. 
 
 
Friends Forever 
 
We came to Whisconier with heads held high 
We met our teachers, and found our classes 
Our 5th grade year really did fly by 
It really is strange how fast time passes 
 
We stayed close together through thick and thin 
Throughout sixth grade, and seventh, and eighth grade 
Now as a group we are sure to win 
With all of our memories that won’t fade 
 
It’s sad to think that only in four years 
We will be graduating from high school 
With our caps and gowns and a lot of tears 
But will try to not make us seem like fools 
 
We may be apart, but alone never 
If memories stay, we’re friends forever 
 
Lylah B. 
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Yellow 
 
Yellow is the sun shining down on me 
acting as a spot light 
trickling through the trees 
 
Yellow is the stars in the sky 
representing the soldiers who died 
 
Yellow is the sand 
that completes the beach 
and the powder that tickles my feet 
 
Yellow is a light bulb 
that brightens the night 
 
Yellow is magic 
that comes from many things 
it can help my life with just the right 
 
Yellow ring. 
 
Michael B. 
 
 
Dance  
 
A way to express my feelings; 
If I am angry 
I dance with power; 
If I am upset; 
I dance with emotion  
It’s and art made with  
your body 
It’s a way to escape 
The darkness 
My freedom. 
My life. 
How I let my feelings go.  
And watch them float away, 
Like butterflies flying  
Through the sunlit sky  
 
Lizzy F.  
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This is Me 
 
they tell us that we are not pretty enough 
and then they tell us to be ourselves 
to accept our flaws, that perfect is fake 
but how can we accept ourselves when 
society tells us  
we must change 
we are met with stereotypes left and right 
we must meet a standard, and if we don’t we 
are not accepted 
but I am telling you now 
this is me 
 
I will not change to fit society’s perfect 
picture 
because what they tell us 
even though they don’t believe it themselves 
is true 
you are unique 
you are talented 
you are beautiful 
and we must stand, proud to be who we are 
This is me 
 
you can’t give in to them 
because you are all that you have 
when you take that away you are a shell of 
your vibrant self 
we cannot allow them to take that away 
the way you eyes crinkle when you laugh 
the way your smile brightens a whole room 
the personality inside, what really matter 
and you tell them 
this is me 
 
And sometimes we need to find that person 
who once believed in herself 
but we can't  
Because with diet pills and pounds of 
makeup, she got lost 
in the race to perfection  
We lost ourselves, but we can't  
This is me 
 
 

 
 
We must be thin, pretty,  
thin, pretty,  
perfect, pretty 
And if we're not we are nothing  
Spending $50 on a pair of jeans and 
hundreds of dollars on designers shoes 
praying to something that we can belong  
in a world where  
nobody is ever good enough  
But this is me 
 
Be who you are 
Not who the world tells you to be 
Because when you try to please everyone 
else 
You end up the one being hurt 
They can manipulate you like nothing else 
But at the end of the day you must stay 
strong 
Resist the temptation to conform to who 
they wish 
And believe in the power of self-assurance 
Believe that the way you are now 
Flaws and all 
Make you who you are 
And who you are is exactly who you're 
meant to be 
 
Eliza L. 
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Shattered 
 
As I lie down and tilt my head high 
And I study the shining ray of light from the stars in the charcoal-colored sky   
I realize that I should not have said good-bye  
because just now do I realize that my love for you was not a lie 
 
Now I sit with fear 
That you may move on 
Here comes a tear 
I hate that you are gone 
 
As much as I regret 
What I ever said 
I’m willing to forget 
Because my heart is honestly dead 
 
I told you how much I care 
Sorry if it is too much to bear  
But I love you 
A bit too much to know we are through. 
 
Tyler P. 
 
 
Farewell, Mr. Bishop 
 
Not one eye was shut, not one word enclosed 
With the insecure who begged not to be chose 
But after classes with you, not a hint of a frown 
You encouraged speaking up to all hands that were down 
You made us all happy, and so we honorably praise 
The light that you brought on the cloudiest of days 
Your smile was contagious, the emotion so real 
The amazing characteristics nobody can shield 
So when we need cheer on the days we feel blue 
We’ll think of and cherish our three months with you 
Farewell, Mr. Bishop, we’ll never forget 
The time spent with you from the day we first met 
 
Ally F. 
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I Wish for Summer 
 
I wish to see the summer breeze  
Blow away the winter air 
Restrain it from its frosty freeze 
To make the rock hard ice tear 
 
I wish to see the gleam of light 
That hides so deeply in the sky 
The pitch-black quiet night 
That’s in a mysterious disguise 
 
I wish to melt the glacier ice 
With a ray of gold 
Scattered over the ocean like a spice 
In its triangular pattern mold 
 
I wish to see my blue pool 
I wish to see a summer breeze 
No longer the weathers’ duel 
No longer a winter freeze 
 
Brittney E. 
 
 
The Beach 
 
You contain the grains of golden sand that I love 
Your clear blue water can be seen to the horizon 
I wear a bathing suit, two piece or one  
I sit and wait till I turn tan 
If I wait too long, I get burned  
That is what I hate  
When I dive through the waves  
I feel the water splash on my skin 
It feels like a cool breeze  
I wish I could go to you everyday 
 
Natalie R. 
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King of the Cage 
 
He walks across the bright crystalline grass 
To the lines of chalk 
Beyoncé’s voice 
Entering his mind 
 
Carrying it up the field  
The second that shot is fired 
All hell goes down 
 
The ball 
Faster than a matte black Maserati 
Rushing furiously  
Into the mesh of his stick  
Wondering if he saved it 
Aching to find out the truth 
Once and for all 
No goal 
The goalie saves it  
 
The whole team goes rabid 
Pouncing him 
Jumping on him  
He’s a god to them 
The crowd goes wild 
 
He’s the God of the field 
 
Alex D. 
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My Mom 
 
My mom is as sweet as a flower 
and as kind and gentle as a 
blue bird 
 
She makes me smile all the 
time and is funny when 
I’m crying 
 
But what makes her so special  
to me is how she helps me 
day and night to help me take 
flight 
 
And when she has to leave someday 
I’ll make sure that I smile through 
my tears and say I love you 
so she can hear me very clear 
 
And before she closes her eyes 
that day she will say I love 
you as she drifts away. 
 
Delilah J. 
 
 
Rainy Day 
 
Rainy day, 
sun not out. 
curled up in the corner, 
lying down. 
fuzzy and warm, 
watching a movie. 
blanket on top, 
pajamas on. 
These are my favorite days. 
This is my paradise.  
 
Sascha S. 
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Sledding  
 
The snow rushed onto my face,  
too blurry to see. 
Leaning to avoid trees  
feeling the adrenaline 
then smack, 
onto a tree 
In shock can’t feel a thing  
I know what happened  
vaguely. 
People all around me. 
I hear sirens and flashing lights  
blanked out. 
 
Walker T. 
 
 
Trapped 
 
Trapped,  
Nowhere to go. 
 
Stuck, 
Not   up         or      sidetoside 
     down   
 
Stuck in lies. 
 
Outburst of emotion. 
 
Push towards the future, when  
You’re stuck in the past as am I 
 
Live in the present 
It’s all you have. 
 
The past is history, 
leave it behind you 
 
Trying to forget those who forgot you  
 
Samantha Z. 
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Little Kids 
 
The big round eyes 
they seem to never end. 
 
The little high pitched giggle 
makes you want to laugh 
 
The chubby cheeks 
makes you want to squeeze them. 
 
The soft hair on their head  
makes you want to take it. 
 
The way they hold your finger  
makes you want them never to grow up 
 
the way they fall when learning to walk 
makes you want to hold them. 
 
Anna W. 
 
 
July 
 
Every year in July  
We visit Grandma 
we hug 
kiss  
swim 
and play 
but best of all 
is the end of the day  
when we eat and  
drink. Then we sit and think  
about what we  
want for dessert 
 
Laila C. 
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The Unforgettable December 
 
My mommy woke me up today  
Saying this is going to be a good day 
And to wear my favorite shirt 
To go to school so I could learn and play  
 
I say goodbye to my daddy  
As he heads off for the train  
with his tie and suit on  
ready to go on the big, big plane  
 
My sister and brother 
Are too young to speak  
But I give them a little smile 
And a kiss on the cheek  
 
Waiting at the bus stop 
Gazing up at the cloudy clouds 
While they start to pour 
Like a noisy circus crowd 
 
I got told not to worry 
The rain will go away  
Nature and its flowers need it once in a while 
So they don’t turn grey 
 
The 12th month of the year 
At nine forty six 
A mean person came in  
And started a day that no one can fix 
 
I heard loud stomping 
coming down the hall 
Screaming and yelling 
I saw my best friend fall  
You’re not sorry 
For what you’ve done 
For all the hurtful hearts you’ve shattered  
And for pulling out that awful, awful gun 
 
I now lay in the beauty of heaven  
 
Lia F. 
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Baseball Play 
 
Wham! 
Ball flying through the air  
Like a shooting star across the midnight sky 
They glove swallows the ball 
only to find it’s not there 
The ball jumps up high in the sky 
like a dolphin leaping out of the sky 
A second glove comes diving in 
With only a couple second remaining 
The glove comes diving in 
The ump signals 
A double play. 
 
Brian V. 
 
 
Football  
 
I ran full speed  
The ball flying above  
My head  
I jump in the air 
And catch the ball  
I touched the ground and 
Ran but I was hit in the gut  
And in the back at the same  
Time  
But I refuse to go down  
Without a fight  
So I run to the side and  
My opponents fall on there behind 
I run and run to the End Zone  
As I score I knew I was the winner  
 
Paulo C. 
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Basketball 
 
Basketball, balls you shoot into a basket.  
It may sound simple, but BBall ain’t for all. 
You need skills, you need to be smart, but most importantly, you need 
HEART. 
Gotta shoot, you gotta pass, have the skills 
like Shabazz. 
 
David W. 
 
 
State Cup Champs 
 
When I put on my socks 
Once I put on my cleats 
When I step onto the field 
I know that this is the game 
The game to see 
What my team worked for 
What my team has put hours into 
To bring home the cup 
This is the game of a lifetime 
People driving 45 minutes to 
Support a team, my team 
As we position ourselves 
Ready for the kick 
Hundreds of eyes watching 
It’s our time to shine 
2 minutes left of the game and 
We did it, 2-0 
There was no way that our 
Opponents could win 
The whistle blows, telling us the game 
Is over, we did it as 
A team 
We are a family 
 
Catie C. 
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Winter 
  
The cold air rushes through my hair, 
It chills my bones until I’m numb, 
WHOOSH! 
       WHOOSH! 
             WHOOSH! 
The wind gets stronger and stronger, 
When it starts to snow I can’t, 
Take it any longer! 
I run inside to get warm, 
I see my red face and, 
Fingers, 
They are as numb as could be, 
I sit by the fire, 
Waiting for winter to flee! 
  
Taylor L. 
 
 
Go Ahead and Flip the Switch 
 
Go ahead and flip the switch 
Block off what triggers your monster 
Prevent yourself from loving or being loved 
Forget what it is like to feel 
And distance yourself from humanity 
You have gone through too much pain 
And you have reached the breaking point 
So just go ahead and flip the switch 
 
But you won’t show strength 
And your weaknesses will be exposed 
 
They’ve expected much more from you 
Then to hide from your emotions 
And every day you open your eyes 
With nothing to give back to the world 
Will be another day lost forever 
Because truth is, out of all the pain you’ve felt 
The happiness will always rise above 
Allowing the good in your life to sweep you 
Off you feet and make you smile 
 
Erin R. 
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Mom  
 
The leaves crunched as I walked, 
thousands of tombstones, 
thousands of names I don’t know, 
When finally I find it. 
A name I know. 
I feel the tears coming, 
I will myself not to cry, 
for she would not have wanted it. 
I look down one last time then I kiss 
the cold stone and whisper, 
“Bye, Mom, I love you.” 
It seemed as though the wind was howling 
“Let her go.” I turned around 
and walked away from thousands of tombstones 
and names I do not know. 
Sadly, I walked away from my beloved 
Mother, as well, she would have wanted it. 
 
Chris D. 
 
 
The Golden Leaf 
 
On one lonely tree 
Leafs are all colors 
But one stands alone 
It’s a very special color 
All the others are different 
All other colors come in bunches 
This was picked out of the bunch 
It has never been seen before 
No other leaves look alike 
There’s mixes of specs and sparkles 
The one golden color 
Is the one and only gold 
 
Laurence A. 
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Seasons’ 
 
Winter’s the opposite of Summer 
Abandoned and ashamed half the year 
Summer’s the opposite of Winter 
Light as a feather the other half 
 
Spring and Fall are two of a kind 
Summer loses its balance in the Fall 
Changing to Winter stubborn and drained 
But crawls back up in the Spring 
 
Dashing and restored again in the Summer 
Powerful and shining like a light bulb 
Neglected and depressed in the Winter 
In an abandoned shell once more 
 
Curtis B. 
 
 
Spring 
     
   Flowers blossom 
Rain falls from the sky 
       Drip 
             Drop 
 
    The sun shines 
        and sparkles 
    And disappears 
       in the night 
 
The wind howls at dusk 
and dances by dawn 
Leaves grow on trees  
Such a pretty sight 
 
    Kids roll in the grass 
    and play on the swings 
    Sadly Spring will pass 
    I wish it would last 
 
Sarah C. 
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Friends Forever  
 
The friends we make have been here since the start 
The friends we make will always adhere  
The friends we make will never disappear  
Bonded together like paper and glue  
Nothing will ever ever ever break through  
It is this strong, sticky glue that keeps us together 
It will never let go 
Not now, not later, not forever  
 
We are here together 
The memories will last forever 
One big happy family 
We can get through any calamity 
 
We have faced difficult issues before 
In class even sometimes a snore 
There have been sighs and cries 
We have worked to our demise 
Positive thoughts are the ones that keep us going  
We know we will prevail through the final steps of the ladder  
 
We are moving on up in life 
For some a long troubling strife 
A milestone in the past 
I never thought high school would come so fast 
 
Nick C. 
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Perfect 
 
I am abnormal 
I am not right 
I am never enough 
I am judged 
  
All the time 
  
I cannot exceed the world’s expectations 
It seems I cannot reach them 
Just a speak to high 
Just a bit too tall 
I am told to be the best 
I am told to beat society 
What are these? 
What am I suppose to beat? 
  
I am abnormal 
I am not right 
I am never enough 
I am judged 
  
I am told to be perfect 
What is perfect? 
Could it be that perfect doesn’t exist? 
Perfect cannot be described   
For no one knows what it is 
Yet you’re still told to be 
Perfect 
  
I am abnormal 
I am not right 
I am never enough 
I am judged 
  
I am not perfect  
 
Camryn D. 
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Guitar 
 
My brother used to play 
I was younger 
I wanted to be like him 
I took lessons 
Black was first choice 
The other blue 
I went every week 
Route 7 Music 
Happy as ever 
It was also really hard 
 I wasn’t very good 
At the beginning 
Was difficult to adjust 
To playing 
Learning new songs 
Difficult to do so many notes 
Almost gave up 
These memories motivate me 
To practice harder 
My guitar 
 
Josh F. 
 
 
Through Thick and Thin 
 
Through thick and thin, 
the past 4 years have been a breeze 
Teachers always dealt with some of my insubordination 
Wow it went by fast, geez 
 
Always there for each other 
That reminds me of how it went 
We grew into sisters and brothers 
Oh the memories, you don't know how much they have meant 
 
But we couldn't have done it without our administrators 
They helped us through it all 
Even though they followed our every move, like investigators 
Thank you for your time towards us all 
 
Paige H. 
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Mistakes 
 
2 seconds 
That’s all it takes 
To ruin a dream 
Change a fate 
 
Life’s full of mistakes 
Ups and downs 
Going the wrong way 
or going round and round 
 
But don’t focus on the mistakes 
For then you’ll be plagued 
With insecurity, doubt 
‘til the end of the age 
 
Focus on the accomplishments 
The things you did right  
Then you’ll be happy 
Your self-esteem will take flight 
 
Erik H. 
 
 
It Is…. 
 
The way it always sways  
So soft and so gentle 
Sweet but scary  
Not soft nor silent 
But strong and sterling  
 
The hearts of some  
The minds of others  
Masked by its beauty  
Yet has the face of hatred 
The holder of my biggest fear 
 
It is the sea. 
 
Sierra M. 
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Spring Awakening 
 
Spring awakes 
 
Opening her eyes 
letting birds  
soar through the sky 
 
Cleansing her face 
letting the whites of snow  
silently, and slowly efface 
 
flowers flourish, birds bicker 
The sun shines 
my heart gives out a cry 
 
Spring is here 
 
let’s give a cheer 
 
Brit W. 
 
 
Forest 
  
Streams of light caressing ominous dark 
Breaking through bright, emerald green armour  
Water that flows blue just like Noah’s Ark 
Land so choked passage could not be harder  
 
Like howling beasts the wind doth shake the limb 
Of towering wood and feathery leaves  
Not finishing till dawn when light is slim 
That tumbles forth from the horizon’s eaves 
 
But there comes a time for a the seal of ice 
An archaic occurrence wrought from change 
Barren fields warm in white must suffice  
Several months have yet to pass the grange 
 
However long you should think it to last  
Be sure to remember what was once past 
 
Elizabeth M. 
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The Definition of a Warrior 
 
During the Summer in a meadow 
 
A flower sits under a tree’s shadow  
 
We’ve picked all but one 
 
Grandmother says it needs more sun 
 
But once it’s Fall 
 
The petals turn brown and slowly fall 
 
In the Winter they turn white 
 
Frozen in the night  
 
Then comes April showers 
 
Which brings lots of flowers 
 
It comes time to pick some 
 
But Grandmother says pick just one 
 
She says to pick the orange flower 
 
It’s the definition of a warrior 
 
Slowly I remember that flower 
 
The one who survived the seasons and came back to life during the showers  
 
I pick that one  
 
And only that one 
 
During the Summer in a meadow 
 
Flowers sit under a tree’s shadow  
 
We’ve picked only one 
 
Grandmother says it’s done with the sun 
 
Erica M. 
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December 14, 2012 
 
A day like every other, when laughter and smiles  
pierced the exciting day. 
The shining, smiling children left for school 
eager to learn and play. 
 
Until a mysterious man walked in, 
hands grasped tightly around a gun. 
The gun was draw and the man fired, 
the massacre had begun. 
 
The murderer stormed through the school 
killing anyone in sight. 
An evil burned within his eyes. 
He made no effort to put up a fight. 
 
26 innocent lives 
taken too soon 
20 innocent kids 
Only beginning to break from their cocoons.  
 
It’ll still be Christmas 
In a few days. 
But the joy has dwindled, 
in the most execrable of ways. 
 
Cara L. 
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Wings 
  
With these wings 
I shall learn how to fly 
Escape the confines of everyday routines 
And embark on a brand new journey 
  
With these wings 
I shall soar through the sapphire sky 
Gaze at the sparkling, crystal water 
And be assaulted by its sudden salty breeze 
  
With these wings 
I shall swoop into the emerald trees 
Build a nest to call my own 
And create my own legacy 
 
Ahjeetha S. 
 
 
Together We Are 
                                                                                                  
It’s here some started  
fifth to eighth grade 
or even came in between 
some always together 
stuck together 
like a piece of gum under a table 
not all friends 
we are together 
as a team 
never giving up 
different groups 
makes us who we are  
if you don't have one  
you have your own.  
That’s who we are  
have lost friends  
gained friends 
gone through 
different kinds of groups  
by the end of eighth grade 
we found true friends 
they’re always there for you  
 
James K. 
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Friends Forever 
 
Fifth grade is much of a blur  
Started out little, innocent 
Not sure what lied ahead  
But because of our friends there would be no bloodshed 
 
Sixth grade comes with more of a memory  
Starting to fit in 
Still staying so close knit 
We’d be there for each other lickety split 
 
Seventh grade will never be forgotten 
Almost kings and queens of the school 
Roaming halls we felt on top 
Influencing and supporting one another nonstop 
 
Eighth grade is finally here 
Such exhilaration of new freedoms next year 
But we cannot deny 
We will leave here with a sigh 
 
As we go to another unfamiliar place 
Flourishing of challenges and choices 
Keep in mind we’re all just best friends 
Which on each other we depend 
 
We will not let high school crush us to smithereens  
Let’s do this Class of 2018 
 
Jenna T. 
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Shining Colors 
 
Darkness, darkness everywhere 
As I awaken in the forest 
Colored circles surround and stare 
At me, the unwelcome tourist 
Shattered hearts spill with sorrow 
But I hear nobody crying 
Will I make it to tomorrow? 
Perhaps someone is dying 
 
Where am I? 
What are these? 
Oh my, oh my! 
The colors freeze 
I wish the sun would dawn 
Everything’s still and confusing 
Nothing seems to be gone 
This is not very amusing 
 
A very narrow, icy blue 
A very light, dimmed green 
Some of them grew 
Some were hardly to be seen 
Why is this happening to me? 
I hope they don’t give chase 
Maybe I can find a key 
I want to escape this scary place!  
 
The colors begin to blink 
Darkness starts to flee 
A yellow comes to wink 
As shadows turn to debris. 
Finally, I know what this is 
This almost seems peaceful 
I see a bright smirk appear 
And it is not painful 
 
The scenery turns bright 
Sunlight begins to gleam 
Although it was a long, lonely night 
It was only a dark dream 
 
Darkness, darkness everywhere 
You are the darkness, I am the light. 
 
Juliana V. 
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Friends Forever 
 
I’ve made many friends  
During these last four years 
Most, I made here 
At our school, Whisconier 
 
Through thick and through thin 
There was always someone there 
To guide us along 
And show us they care 
 
The memories we’ve shared 
Will surely never slip 
This boat we’ve been sailing on 
Will never ever tip 
 
You are all like my family 
And teachers, you too 
It’s heartbreaking to think 
We will now be leaving you 
 
These bonds we’ve made 
Aren’t about who’s known us the longest 
They’re about who was always there for us 
And made sure we were at our strongest 
 
So there you have it, Class of 2018 
Don’t forget the times we’ve had together 
And when we stop seeing each other every day 
That’s ok, just remember we are friends forever 
 
Caroline F. 
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Moonlight Night 
 

On that night, we were wolves. The moon was a great luminous orb with a faint halo on 

top of the deep-blue velvet sky. We were creatures of the night prowling under the twinkling 

stars in perfect happiness and peace. That time in the full moon of the Poconos was ethereally 

beautiful, and the most breathtaking experience of my life. 

Sitting on snowdrifts of glistening, stark-white powder, I could see the constellations 

right above my head. I wore a crown of stars as I watched the brilliant lunar show protruding 

from dark evergreens. My cousins were transformed into howling animals as I sat on the 

mountain top quietly. Swirls of shimmering, white mist rolled across the mountain and frozen 

pond, appearing magical in the pale moonlight. Everything was enveloped in a radiant silver 

gleam. It was freezing as wind snapped at us, but we were nothing but rosy cheeks and smiles. 

I remembered what it was like to be a small child again, carefree and extremely content.  

Time wasn’t an issue; it was as if the universe was paused at that moment. I was free, at peace, 

and truly pleased in that time of cosmic beauty. At the summit of my world, I had the stars and 

the moon. 

 
Sophia G. 
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Slipping Through my Fingers 
 
I close my eyes 
Take a deep breath 
Flashbacks and echoes 
Memories 
Vivacious Vibrant Memories. 
13 years slipped through my fingers 
I took my first steps here 
I spoke my first word here 
I have laughed countless times here 
Memories 
Flawless Faultless Memories 
13 years slipped through my fingers 
I watched my first fireworks on this sand 
I watched countless incredible sunsets 
Colors melting in the sky 
I watched my relative’s car slowly silently drive away 
Memories 
Special Sensational Memories. 
13 years slipped through my fingers 
I learned to ride a bike 
I learned to make friends 
 I learned how to say goodbye 
Memories 
Perfect Pristine Memories 
13 years slipped through my fingers 
Cottages 
Seashells 
Ocean breeze 
The full moon glowing in the sky 
Crying as I say goodbye 
Memories 
Marvelous Majestic Memories 
 
Caroline I. 
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Friends Forever 
 
We have come so far 
Leaning on one another 
Sure our teachers helped us along 
But our bonds became like no other 
 
We went through four years 
Of good times and bad 
Our friends helped us get through  
All the times we were sad 
 
But that is not the focus 
We must remember the great times we shared 
All the times we supported one another 
And how we constantly cared 
 
Remember the smiles and joy  
We shared with our friends 
We can never let these memories fade 
They will be with us ‘til the end 
 
Yes, we are going to high school 
Some of us going our separate ways 
But these friendships can’t be forgotten 
These were our glory days 
 
So let’s hold on to all we can  
These amazing memories connecting us together 
We all know in our hearts 
We will always be friends forever 
 
Morgan M. 
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The Truth in Disguise 
 
Inside your head 
Is something some may dread 
An endless variety of thoughts 
Silently left unsaid 
Silently left unsaid 
Anything is imaginable 
You are capable of manipulating your reality 
Into what you want it to be 
Things our hands can’t touch and our eyes 
can’t see 
We can become anything we want to be 
Anything 
But what happens when we lose control? 
We can begin to live in fear 
We are not able to steer 
No longer able to change the gear 
Things begin to appear 
But really the truth will grow near 
The truth will grow near 
Some say dreams are not real 
Dreams are the truth 
The truth is not wanted during the day 
We wait 
Until we are asleep 
Not making a peep 
Unable to squeal 
Things become real 
Unable to shed a tear 
The truth will bring fear 
Out of control 
Like a plane on autopilot 
Yet open your eyes 
And soon realize 
To our surprise 
We are hypnotized 
The Truth in Disguise 
Maybe 
We don’t want to awake 
We fear what is not fake 
Open eyes only bring ache 
The truth will always shake 
The truth will always shake 
The truth might be a scare 
As ripe as a pear 

 
 
It will soon declare 
What we can no longer repair 
Magically out of thin air 
The truth is soon near 
 
William L. 
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I Am So Confused 2: The Battle & the Flames of My Mind 
 
Oh no! Oh no! Oh no! Oh no! Oh no! Oh no! Oh no!  
 Oh no please no! Oh no No! 
 
I will not take anymore of this Hatred. 
No More!  No More!  No More!  No More! 
I will I will get my sword and sheath 
 And will fight again and again. 
   to the edge of the Earth and to the end of my LIFE! 
    No More Hatred!!! 
 
Oh no, Not again! The roof is collapsing. 
I must escape from here or I will get crushed. 
Now! Keep on running to the exit! 
It’s now or never! 
  Oh come on!    Come on! 
 
Fire everywhere! 
Scorching the ground! agony’s approaching NOW! 
 
 I think I’m playing a game of cat and mouse.  
         I think I’m trapped in the flames of my mind! 
         I will escape the Darkness. 
 
Bobby F. 
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