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A POEM IS… 
A poem is a fraying faded rag of thought, trimmed to be a window into another, 

slightly adjusting itself for every reader to communicate its message. 
A poem is a peephole into another world where hearts are poured out onto paper.  

A poem is a door into a place where ideas, dreams, and wishes are kept safe.  
A poem is tidbits of memories, tears, and laughs. 

 
By Greta Cunningham  Grade 6 

 

THE GROVE 
A small grove among the trees 

Little things dwelling beneath their eaves 
Stones and logs covered in moss 
Teeny acorns that squirrels toss 

A clear burbling brook 
A small cave providing a comforting nook 

 Deer sniffing and running around 
Badgers burrowing beneath the ground 

You see a grove is not just a grove 
In truth, it is a little treasure trove 

 
By Charlie Treacy Grade 7 
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  HOOP DREAMS 
The time is ticking off the clock. 

We still have time to put our opponents in shock. 
Down by two, so we need to shoot, 

 With our awesome moves, we’ll get the hoop. 
We pass it in and I get the ball. 

The guy is guarding me like a wall. 
I need to get by him, it’s gonna be slim. 

If we keep this up, we’ll get the win. 
The crowd keeps cheering, 

And it’s all I’m hearing. 
I’m saying a prayer inside my head, 
 But my heart is filled with dread. 

It’s the shot of a lifetime, 
 And it’s all mine. 

The ball rolls off my fingers, 
This moment I won’t forget. 

The ball goes swish 
Nothing but net! 

 
By Robbie Wollan  Grade 5 

	  

BASKETBALL TOURNAMENT 
 Have you ever felt so nervous about a game you thought you might explode?  I have.  At one of my 
basketball tournaments, in the Championship game, the score was very, very close, and it could have 
been anyone's victory.  I was nervous because I wanted our team to win.  I was worried that I might 
mess up, and then our team, St. Paul Basketball, would lose.     
 There were about six minutes left, and I was on the bench.  My coach put me in.  I went and knelt on 
the edge of the court, and then the referee blew his whistle and I hustled in to play.  I gave the other 
girls high-fives and went to guard someone.  I took a deep breath and tried to concentrate on doing my 
best.  I  was nervous, and I kept looking at the scoreboard.  Time was ticking fast, and we were down 
by a point.  One easy shot would put us in the lead, and we were trying hard to make that basket.  A 
few shots were put up by our team, but they all missed. 
 Soon enough, there was only a matter of seconds left.  The other team had possession of the ball, 
and I knew we weren't going to win.  As the final buzzer went off, I was disappointed because we had 
won the previous two games, so we could have won the tournament, and last year, that didn't happen 
very much.  I still had a little hope, though, because our coach had said that even if we lost the third 
game, we could still win the tournament.  The coach gave a small talk at the end, and then we 
gathered our stuff and waited to see if we had won the tournament even though we lost the final game. 
 Finally, the people who organized the tournament came with boxes.  They said there were three 
teams who had won the same number of games so they had to go through all of the points to determine 
the winner.   After awhile they finally said St. Paul Basketball had won!  They gave us t-shirts, which 
went along perfectly with the airbrush hats we had bought earlier. 
 Although it would have been a little more exciting to win the final game before winning the 
tournament, it was still a great weekend of basketball!  The nervousness was totally worth it!   
 
By Bella Brondum Grade 5 
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  A CHORUS 
My friends and I laugh 

We giggle 
We snicker 

We cover our mouths with our hands 
We cackle 
We guffaw 

We can’t even move -- paralyzed with laughter 
We chortle 
We snort 

We laugh so hard that it becomes a wheezing 
We hoot 
We howl  

In this moment, we are nothing but happy 
 

By Anne Monroe      Grade 8 
 

MY SHADOW AND ME 
Always there for me, a perfect best friend, 

Even though she copies my every move without end. 
Sometimes short, sometimes tall, 

Sometimes skinny, or not there at all. 
A flawless opponent for a nightly race, 

Just as long as she doesn’t steal first place. 
Every few nights we scamper down the street, 

With her copying my every beat. 
Streetlamps shine, intricately entwined, 

So I never know if I’ll lose or win. 
Either way, it’s fun to have a twin. 

 
By Grace Loonan Grade 5 

	  
	  

THE BATTLE 
 I woke up one day in early November to find Summer and Winter fighting. Winter was sending cold 
blasts of air towards the earth and Summer was sending golden sunshine after it. I wasn’t sure whether to 
put on a coat or a sweatshirt, but I hurried outside to watch, just like I did every year.  
    The wind was whipping around, and there was a mix of rain, snow, hail, and sunshine all at once. 
Lightning illuminated the sky and the thunder’s resonant booms sent my heart thumping. I cringed at the 
wind and shielded my eyes as a blinding light shot across the sky and burst, like a scary firework show. 
Hail rained down like bullets, and the trees bent until I was sure they would snap. I couldn’t tell who was 
winning, and as I stared at the shifting clouds, whoosh. A strong wind pressed me to the side of the 
house. I hurried inside and shut the door quickly. By noon, things were much calmer. Occasional battles 
raged the sky, but they were very small. 
     Most years, Winter wins, but this year I hoped for the best. Summer was more my style. I liked the 
bright sun warming my shoulders and freckling my cheeks.  As I climbed into bed, I peeked outside. The 
sky was a calming black, so I lay down and fell asleep in an instant. 
     The next morning, I peeked outside. Snow blanketed the evergreens and icicles dripped from my 
windowsill. Winter won this year, just like always. Sadly, I closed the curtain. Summer needed to learn a 
thing or two about battling.  
 
By Maddie Johnson Grade 6 
I was thinking about how the weather was getting warm and then cold again, and it made me think of summer and 
winter fighting for a place in the weather. 
	  

IPHONE 
I ncredible 
P henomenal  
H asty 
O h 
N o 
E nd of Battery 
 
By Sophia Kyba      Grade 5 
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FISHING MEMORY 

Winter is drawing near, the cold and snow are almost here. 
I am remembering fishing with my dad to keep me warm. 

The boat smells like fish because we’ve caught so many over the years. 
I hear jumping fish splashing against the water. 

I see a giant northern on my hook.  It was like a shark with its sharp teeth. 
I taste salty pretzels for a morning snack. 

I feel the wind blowing in my hair. 
So when snow is up to my knees and it’s cold outside, 

I can remember fishing with my dad. 
 

By William Nash Grade 4 
I really like fishing with my dad, and I like to laugh with him when the line breaks. 
	  

SUMMER MEMORIES 
Winter is drawing near, the cold and snow are almost here. 
I am remembering fun summer moments to keep me warm. 
I see the people swimming, smiling, and fishing at the lake.   

I hear laughter, waves crashing against the shore,  
my brothers and sisters inviting me to play Dibble Dabble. 
I get home and taste a warm chicken-pesto pasta dinner, 

 then cherry pie right from the oven. 
I touch my face to be sure I didn’t get dessert all over it! 
I touch my pillow hoping it is soft as I drift off to sleep. 

So when winter fills the air, I can remember fun summer moments to keep me warm. 
 

By Andrew Ek Grade 4 
Well, first of all, I was assigned to write this, but I did not make it up.  Last summer we went to 

Cedar Lake in Clayville, NY, and we had a blast.  We did what you read. 
	  

BASEBALL MEMORIES 
Winter is drawing near, the cold and snow are almost here. 

I am remembering the baseball field to keep me warm. 
Single, double, triple and home run,  

Run the bases as fast and as agile as a cheetah. 
RBIs are good. 

Try to score again. 
I see the baseball field filled with players. 

I taste and chew salty sunflower seeds. 
I smell popcorn popping in the concession stand. 

I touch the baseball bat. 
I hear the crowd cheering when someone scores. 

So when it’s cold and snowy this winter,  
I can remember the baseball field to keep me warm. 

 
By Damian Devine Grade 4 

I LOVE baseball.  When I was younger, I liked just holding a baseball. 
My opinion is that baseball is #1. 
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SNOWFALL 
Winter is drawing near, my favorite season is almost here. 

I’m looking forward to many things, like cold weather and warm indoors… 
Drinking hot cocoa and tea by the fireplace and watching Elf a billion times, 

Making cookies and watching the snow fall, 
The first snow and warm clothes, 

 Seeing a winter wonderland as I leave for school, 
Peppermint candy cane smells giving me a content feeling,  

The lit up Christmas tree and presents underneath make me happy.   
I cannot wait for winter to be here. 

There are so many wonderful things I can do. 
 

By Bridget Henseler  Grade 4 
	  

Winter 
The leaves  
That were dancing 
Now stop 
Seeing a terror  that comes 
C  R  E  E  P  I  N  G 
Then  
It  
STRIKES 

W 
H 

I 
R 

 
L 

I 
N 

G 
Through the air 
Not stopping for any man 
Only Whisking 
Buffeting 
Destroying 
Everything 
And yet 
It sees a terror of its own 
The sun 
Tearing through 
Not stopping until  
Winter 
	  
By Brennan Crow Grade 7 
	  

WINTER 
A white blanket of snow covers the ground, 
a calm, restful day with no sound. 
Snowflakes dance around like fairies, 
a magnificent trance around me carries. 
I bound upstairs and into my bed, 
and fall asleep with dreams in my head. 
 
By Elizabeth Wentz  Grade 5 
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DESTINY DOESN’T LIE 
   Leaves crunched under Evelyn’s feet as she ran. She wasn’t sure if she was running away from 
school or towards home. The first generally would have seemed far more plausible, but today, Evelyn 
had an idea. She reached the white house at the end of the block and ran up the worn red brick  

sidewalk to the steps, which she rushed up. Reaching the door, she pulled a key out of her pocket and  
unlocked the door.  
 After she walked inside and while eating her snack, she let her tears fall as she thought of what had occurred that 
day, from the blatant lies spread about her to the fact that they’d been started by people she’d really trusted. This 
terrible day was made even worse as she recalled that the same thing had happened last year and realized that 
whatever friends she thought she had found, they were never really true friends. 
 Drying her eyes, Evelyn finished her snack and headed upstairs to do the two things that always made her feel 
better. First, she visited her older sister’s room and looked at all of her things. She scanned the room, still keeping 
some childish hope that Sara had moved something. This was impossible, of course. Evelyn brought herself back to 
reality as she saw the gold star in the window, indicating that her sister had died in the military. Evelyn had lobbied 
to keep the room exactly how it had been since Angela had left two years ago, and her parents had felt they had no 
choice but to agree after they’d received the notice that Sara had been killed. 
 Finding the memories unbearable, Evelyn left her sister’s old room and headed to her own. She sat down at her 
desk and pulled out a laptop computer, ready to do the only other thing that brought her real happiness these days. 
She opened a file called “School” (a precaution in case anyone looked at her computer) and began writing where 
she’d left off the night before:  
 

  As she beheld the great beast, Princess Eva cursed the enchanted assailants for 
having outsmarted her. They knew that her magic wouldn’t work here. That, she was 
certain, was why they had brought her sister here. This was just great. She’d come all this 
way and was finally getting close to finding her sister, and now she couldn’t even use 
magic to get the girl back. She really wished that the Black Forest and its magic-killing 
abilities didn’t exist, but here she was lost in it. This was all stupid Vivenna’s fault. She 
never should have told Vivenna where she was. She could usually tell when a person 
couldn’t be trusted. 
  Put this out of your head, she told herself. Think logically. Don’t think of yourself. 
Right now, what matters is that you save Ashlyn. Don’t think about who told the 
enchanted assailants your location. Vivenna may be the only one who knows where you 
are, but she’s your best friend. She wouldn’t sell you out like that. Eva put her palms 
together, relaxed her brain, regained her warrior’s calm, and began to devise a plan. 
 

 Eva was Evelyn’s version of herself. She added to the complex tale that was Eva’s story every day, giving her 
challenges that represented Evelyn’s own challenges. The difference was that Eva handled them with grace and what 
she called “warrior’s calm,” while Evelyn barely made it through and typically ended up in tears. 
 Evelyn stopped writing for a while to do her homework, and then went back to her story. She had Eva get past the 
serpentine assailant by running ahead, bending a tree branch down so that she could stand on it, piling rocks onto it, 
and releasing them by stepping off when the serpent was in range. At some point, Evelyn’s parents returned home 
and called her down to dinner. She ate quickly and rushed back upstairs to continue writing. As usual, she became 
lost in her writing and didn’t notice how late it was getting. However, she usually snapped out of it and got to bed at 
a mostly reasonable time, but that night, she did not. She didn’t even make it to her bed. She simply fell asleep at 
her desk, head resting on her keyboard. 
 The next morning, Evelyn awoke in a bed, but not her bed. As she looked around, the room seemed somehow 
familiar, even though she knew she’d never been there.  
 The question of where she was was quickly answered as a young woman walked into the room and announced, 
“Miss Eva, you’re late! Your breakfast is getting cold, Your Highness!” 
 Marta, Evelyn thought. That’s Princess Eva’s servant. She called me Eva, which means...I’m in the story. Her 
always-wide eyes widened even further as she made the shocking realization. She tried to remember when in the 
story Eva had been late to breakfast, but couldn’t recall a time. In fact, she could only remember one time in which 
the royal family had eaten breakfast together at all in the story (it was the very first scene), and Eva had certainly 
not been late then. She looked at her watch to see just how late she was and discovered that she wasn’t wearing her 
blue watch anymore. Instead, on her wrist was the shining gold watch she’d designed for Eva. 
 Evelyn knew her way around this place, since she’d designed it, so she quickly pulled on the blue gown Eva had 
worn in the story on the first day, put her hair back, and went down to breakfast. She knew exactly what everyone 
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was going to do and say before they did it. When the queen left the room, Evelyn tensed. She knew what disaster 
was coming. 
 Just as she’d written it, Evelyn watched, frozen, as the younger sister (who was originally her character’s but was 
now hers) wandered over to the window and pointed. The scream that young Ashlyn, only eight years old, uttered as 
what seemed to be an enormous flaming bird shattered the glass made everything seem more real. With no time to 
think, Evelyn did exactly what Eva had done when the story had been written. She ran forward and grabbed Ashlyn’s 
arm, but even as she did so, she knew it was too late. It may have seemed like an attempt to save the girl, but she 
really just didn’t want to do anything different from what she’d written.  
 Evelyn wasn’t surprised when the bird took off with Ashlyn clutched in its talons. She went through the following 
chaos calmly, trying to remember every little thing that Eva was supposed to do and say. Waking up late had not had 
much effect on anything, but that wasn’t a very important part of the story. Evelyn listened as her “parents” told her 
about an army of enchanted animals whose magic was so strong that it couldn’t be stifled by anything, even the 
Black Forest. She did her best not to let on that she already knew about this army whose main purpose was to 
destroy her family.  
 “Eva, please go find her. Your magic is strongest of all of ours. You are the strongest warrior we have. We need 
you to get her back,” the king pleaded.  
 “Of course! I’ll go prepare myself.” Evelyn ran to the princess’s chambers and quickly pulled together an 
assortment of supplies. As soon as she had everything, she dashed out of her room, down several long hallways, and 
out the door. 
 In the story, Eva had cast a tracking spell at this point using a torn fragment of the dress Ashlyn had been wearing 
when she’d been kidnapped.  It had come off when Eva had grabbed Ashlyn’s arm, and it had been yanked away, so 
Evelyn tried to do the same. Quickly, she realized that this wouldn’t work since she, being from the real world, had 
no idea how to use magic. She didn’t know what she would do during the rest of the parts of the story when she had 
to use magic, but this one was easily solved. She, having been the one to write the story, didn’t need a spell to tell 
her where she had to go. 
 She did her best to regain her warrior’s calm, as Eva would have, but she wasn’t sure she’d had it in the first 
place. There were so many thoughts going through her head. She wanted to save Ashlyn, but she wasn’t sure she 
could without magic. Another problem was the fact that she was in the story in the first place. However, she wasn’t 
sure if she wanted to go home. Her life outside of this story was pretty much constant misery. Even the way she’d 
gotten inside the story confused her, though rightfully so. 
 The spell would have tracked Ashlyn to have been in the Black Forest, so Evelyn made sure to include that as she 
made her plan. She came to the conclusion that it would be okay to change the story a little bit, so she went to the 
library just as Eva had, but instead of researching the flaming bird that had kidnapped her sister, she spent hours 
researching magic and how a person could be taken from one world and sent to another. She found plenty of 
information on magic and how to use it, but she found next to nothing on what might have caused her to end up in 
her story instead of her regular life. The one thing she did find made her even more confused and uncertain.  
 “I believe that there are other worlds besides my own,” the author claimed. “I believe that in each one, there are 
humans just like myself, but different in some way. After intensively studying what has happened with the 
mysterious child, I have deduced that a person from one world can be transferred to the body of one from another 
world. This happens very rarely, and only when the transferred person is truly meant to be in the other world.” 
 What if this is true? Evelyn wondered anxiously. What if I really am meant to be here and be Princess Eva? What 
about the real Princess Eva? Is she meant to be me, in my world? If I’m really meant to be here, I’d better go save 
Ashlyn or face losing another sister. 
 With that, Evelyn closed all of her books and hurried outside, ready now to go track down the girl who was 
apparently her real sister. 
 After a long journey, several encounters with the assailants and several instances in which she barely got away 
with her life, some serious magic usage, a betrayal, several failed plans, and a day without food, Evelyn succeeded in 
rescuing Ashlyn. She generally followed the story, which meant she had to make some decisions she knew would 
bring her problems later on, but she was able to overcome those problems. The only thing that the original story 
she’d written had lacked had been an ending, so she wrote it herself by rescuing her sister and bringing down the 
enchanted army. It took a while to adjust to the fact that she didn’t have to face the bullies of school anymore, but 
she eventually got used to it.  

 Back in the world she’d come from, Eva was succeeding as Evelyn, too. Evelyn grew up to become 
Queen Eva of Wylina, and she was a very understanding, brave queen. Eva grew up to be Evelyn Ranger,  
fantasy author. Both had gained something important from their experience, and both felt much 
happier in their new worlds. 
                
            By Laila Hewitt Grade 7 
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  DRAGONS 

Spinning spiraling through the air like kites on the wind 
Landing as gracefully as they took off 

Regally silhouetted against the setting sun 
Spewing jets of flame towards the shimmering stars 

Sleeping peacefully on their mound of treasure 
 

By Charlie Treacy Grade 7 
	  

THE ELF PRINCE AND THE FIGHT 
 One day Zerk the Elf Prince was walking around when one of his servants came 
running into the room.  He told him they were under attack by the Trolls!  The prince 
donned his armor and rode into battle.  The Trolls were many and ready but not trained.  
The prince destroyed them all.  So, the Trolls let loose a dragon!  It had four heads, four 
wings, and eight legs.  The prince fearlessly rode forward to fight.  The battle lasted 
several hours, and the prince was severely wounded.  His armor was ripped to shreds.  
The prince won by a narrow margin but lost a quarter of his best men. 
 When Zerk got back to his room, he fell on his bed in great fatigue and went to sleep 
for three days. When he finally woke up it was lunch.  He staggered into the main hall   

 and there he was met by the whole Elf Army, the dukes and 
duchesses, along with the knights and bishops, and the royal family. It 
was a great feast!  They called him the Dragon Slayer and that is how 
he got his nickname.  He went on to get more recruits from the 
Academy for War.  After training the troops, he put them in his royal 
army.  A little bit later in his life, he had more victories but none as 
famous as his fight with the Dragon and the Trolls.  

 
By Damian Devine Grade 4 

I really like to read fighting/fantasy, so I decided, why not write my own!   
It took me a couple of minutes to come up with this idea, and then I was on a roll. 

	  

MY	  FATHER’S	  DOE	  
When	  he	  closes	  his	  eyes	  he	  can	  still	  see	  your	  big	  brown	  ones.	  He	  sees	  the	  corners	  of	  
your	  pocket-‐fold	  ears	  and	  your	  lean	  hazelnut	  neck.	  He	  sees	  the	  fawns	  that	  follow	  you	  
to	  the	  screen	  walls	  of	  the	  cabin	  as	  he	  asks	  again	  and	  again	  for	  an	  answer	  and	  you	  

whisper	  it	  to	  him	  through	  your	  eyes.	  	  
	  

By	  Greta	  Cunningham	  Grade	  6	  
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HURTING 
When the pain consumes you 

When you try to keep composed 
When the cold truth numbs your hope 

You are hurting 
 

When you want to ask for help 
When you try to hold it in 

When the last bit of hope taunts you so much 
You are hurting 

 
When you can’t see the light 

When you can’t bear the weight of the burden 
When your knees start to buckle from the stinging whips of life 

You are hurting 
 

When you ask God for guidance 
When you admit your scars to yourself 
When you accept your broken heart 

You are healing 
 

When you start to live life again 
When you feel the sun on your skin 
When the pain isn’t quite as vicious 

You are healing 
 

And when the pain subsides to a dull ache 
When your heart begins to mend itself 

When the tears no longer cloud your vision 
You are healed 

 
By Erika Kyba Grade 7 

People who read this ask me if I am going through a hard time.  I am not; 
this is a reflection on the cycle of emotional suffering:  hurting, healing, and healed. 

	  

WHERE COULD THEY BE? 
Where, oh where could they be? 

They said they would play with me. 
They could still be eating lunch, 

Or in the classroom, but that’s a bad hunch. 
They could be playing Four Square, 

Or watching set-up for the Fair. 
Oh, imagining where they could be, 

And to think that they’re not here with me. 
 

By Margaret Dobie  Grade 4 
I dedicate this poem to my little sister, Kathleen, 

 who inspired me to write this poem. 
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I AM GRATEFUL 
I am grateful for Isla Mujeres, Mexico….. 
for being able to feel like a mermaid under the sea while snorkeling             
for walks on the beach after the sun has gone to bed 
for the little stores that beckon me to enter 
for the amazing taste of BarLito food in my mouth 

  
     

I am grateful for my Grandma Bev….. 
her voice as calm as the clouds entering my heart through the phone  
her sage way of seeing everything has to be fair 
her hugs as warm as hot cocoa when she wraps me up in her arms  
her soft, genuine smile that greets me as I pull up to her home 
 

 
I am grateful for my cabin….. 
when I feel a water balloon explode on me and water splashes   

everywhere  
when I enter the calm and cold lake and then feel the boat pull me  

out of the water on my skis 
when I have exquisitely delicious family dinners and hear the  

happy voices surrounding me   
when the women and men split up like teams and I go shopping  

and the men go golfing  
 
 
I am grateful for downhill skiing….. 
the wind that’s cold as ice hitting my face as I descend  

     the hill 
the many hilarious conversations I have with my cousins as  

     the chairlift brings us up to the top 
the excitement I get when I race my family members down the  

hill and nothing else matters  
the snow sparkles as the sun sets and then lights illuminate                 

the hill, encouraging me to keep skiing    
 
 
By Lauren O’Brien Grade 7 
In part, this is in memory of my grandmother who passed away. 
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WITH GRATEFUL HEARTS 
I am grateful for Montana… 
For my grandparents who live there, 
For the beautiful scene of the mountains,  
for the creek that flows softly over my toes, 
For my grandparent’s yard with gardens and trees everywhere. 
 
I am grateful for the sky… 
For the birds that soar high in the air, floating gently, 
For the fluffy white clouds rotating around the world, 
For the lovely colors of the sunset, 
For beautiful sunny days spent looking up at the clouds. 
 
I am grateful for the ocean… 
Because the salty wind whips through my hair,  
Because I can lay down and read for hours and hours at a time,  
Because the waves whisper a secret message to me, 
Because the sand is warm on my feet. 
 
I am grateful for fun holidays with my family… 
When I hold hands with my family and say grace,  
When I play games and give gifts, 
When I eat so much food I can’t eat anymore, 
When I help my Uncle Bob with the pies, making some mistakes. 
 
By Fiona Mundy Grade 7 
	  

WHAT WE DON’T KNOW AND DON’T UNDERSTAND 
Thank you for the dark side of the moon, a secret half, hidden behind the gloom. 

Thank you for crop circles and bees that fly that no scientist can explain why. 
Thank you for the parts of the ocean no one has glanced and giant footprints in the grass. 

Thank you for the world’s mysteries and secrets kept for centuries. 
 

By Greta Cunningham  Grade 6 
I was thinking how life would be so dull without the unknown. 
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  AN EMERALD LEAF 
the leaf shimmers 

quivers, 
undecided 

wavers back and forth in the breeze 
a tree full of gems waves hello to me 

 
an emerald glow 
a flawed jewel 

a leaf more valuable 
than the rest combined 

 
I reach up delicately and run my finger over the leaf 

it flutters in my hand 
yearning for freedom 

I grasp its waxy body with care, 
caress the glowing life within 

 
curious and intense 

the leaf releases its hold on the tree 
wiggles out of my open palm 

and 
   flies 
       far 

            far 
                away 

 
to lands unimaginable 

and stories untold 
an adventure not for the fainthearted 
the emerald leaf waved goodbye to me 

it found its own way 
 

some leaves are meant to fly 
 

By Anne Monroe Grade 8 
 
	  

 
AT THE FARM 
The crisp air surrounds me, 
The sun shines down on my face. 
The sky is as blue as the sea, 
The soft breeze is so calming, 
At my grandparents’ farm. 
 
By Lauren Scott Grade 4 
I	  was	  at	  my	  grandparents’	  farm	  for	  
Thanksgiving,	  and	  it	  was	  so	  beautiful.	  
	  

ADVICE ON A POEM 
Yes, No? 
I don’t know, 
How this thing is supposed to go, 
Just try to take it slow, 
Focus on the flow. 
 
Of the words, on the paper, 
Try to avoid the stapler, 
Try to make the words purr, 
Don’t be deterred, 
Think on any whimsical burr. 
 
Getting close to finishing, 
Of maybe actually doing, 
Of what I tell everyone I do for a living, 
Now on a name for my poem’s christening, 
So hard, even thinking, 
Of my poem’s publishing. 
 
Now we have come to the end, 
It’s time to send,  
You off on your own, you have to fend, 
For yourself, in the end. 
 
By Seamus Dougherty Grade 7 
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LEAF 
First, it falls off the tree, 

Then, it comes right towards me! I catch it with my left hand, 
And notice how it is so genuine.  

I wonder where it came from, of its past. 
I want to know why the colors are blended so well. 

 I want to have it forever, so I put it in a book. 
 

Three years later, I open that book and see the leaf. 
It is dead and curling up.  

 I simply had forgotten that nothing lasts forever, 
And that all things die eventually. 

 
That day, I went on a walk through my neighborhood, 

Feeling disappointed that such a beautiful part of nature was gone. 
Suddenly, I look up and a leaf is falling towards me.  

It is just as beautiful as the other, 
So I decide to put it in a book. 

 
By Grace Nilsson Grade 5 

I got inspiration to write this poem from thinking about how life is short and how you 
have to absorb all of your memories, good or bad and to be thankful for the life you 
have and the person you are. 

 
	  

	  
SMALL	  BEAUTIES	  

Small	  Beauties	  everywhere	  
Small	  Beauties	  I	  can	  share,	  
Small	  Beauties	  on	  the	  sand	  
Small	  Beauties	  in	  my	  hand.	  

	  
Small	  Beauties	  can	  be	  found	  
In	  the	  sky	  or	  on	  the	  ground,	  
Small	  Beauties	  can	  be	  heard	  
Like	  the	  chirping	  of	  a	  bird	  

	  
Small	  Beauties	  out	  of	  doors	  

Small	  Beauties	  found	  on	  floors,	  
Small	  Beauties	  in	  boys	  and	  girls	  
Small	  Beauties	  in	  spins	  and	  twirls	  

	  
Small	  Beauties	  can	  be	  seen	  
Right,	  Left,	  and	  in-‐between,	  
Small	  Beauties	  in	  you	  and	  me	  

Small	  Beauties	  for	  the	  world	  to	  see.	  
	  

By	  Eileen	  Dobie	   Grade	  5	  
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INDULGE ME… 
For a moment, 

Walk with me to another place, 
A different place. 

 
This is Juu Chini. 
It’s not America, 

Nor Mexico, 
Nor Earth,  

Nor the Solar System we know. 
 

Things work differently in Juu Chini. 
See the big skyscraper? 
That belongs to artists. 

Here, artists get massive salaries. 
Businessmen live in that area over there. 

No, you're right, it isn’t very nice. 
Many businessmen have a hard time earning a living. 

Most moms attempt to dissuade their sons and daughters from being businessmen. 
 

Who runs Juu Chini? 
A team. 

Why? 
Because teamwork can make a dream work. 

What? 
Of course they disagree. 

That’s the point.  
Disagreement opens our eyes to other worldviews.  

 
That’s an odd question. 

The kids aren’t in school because they all finished. 
They choose what they want to learn. 

Most choose the “practical life” course. 
They learn to pay bills, change a tire, carry a conversation, and home repair among other things. 

Well, let me ask you a question. 
Have you ever used the Pythagorean Theorem in your life? 

They can take any course they are interested in. 
It’s so an athlete doesn’t have to learn to paint, 

Or a mathematician doesn’t have to play football. 
Our schools are student-led, not curriculum-led. 

 
Juu Chini has lecture halls, 

Concert halls, 
And stadiums. 

They are open to the public. 
 

Want to watch some television? 
You won’t find the Kardashians. 

We idolize good role models. 
Philanthropists, academics, artists, virtuous people.  

 
Look up “Juu chini” in a translator. 

You’ll find it means “top down” in Swahili. 
If our world was like Juu Chini, it would be upside down from what it is now. 

Maybe we should be striving not to fit in, 
But to shake things up. 

If you shake them enough, 
You might turn them upside down. 

Who knows what the world looks like upside down.  
 

By Edie Weinstein Grade 8 
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CHALLENGE 

A nod to my competitor  
We bow distrustfully  

Never breaking eye contact 
 Every nerve in my body tensed 

 I breathe deeply 
 I own this ring. 

 
Ready to fight 

 I square my shoulders  
Shift on my feet 

 And glare at my opponent  
I own this ring. 

 
Crackling like lightning 

 I slither beneath their guard 
 My rival flinches and I move in  

Lithe and graceful 
 I own this ring. 

 
By Anne Monroe Grade 8 

PRINCE: ONE OF MUSIC’S BIGGEST NAMES 
 Once there was a man named Prince Rogers Nelson. He became one of the 
world’s biggest names in the music business. This is his story. 
 Prince was born on June 7, 1958, in Minneapolis Minnesota. From his first song 
to his last album, Prince continued to astonish the world! His best albums were 
Purple Rain, Batman, Sign O’ The Times, and Around The World In One Day. Some 
of his best songs were “Kiss,” “Little Red Corvette,” “Let’s Go Crazy,” “Purple 
Rain,” “1999,”  and “Raspberry Beret.” He starred in three movies:  Purple Rain, 
Graffiti Bridge, and Under the Cherry Moon. 
 Prince starred in the Super-Bowl halftime show in 2007. The show was said to 
have been the best ever even though it was pouring down rain.  During the show, 
Prince surprisingly sang “Purple Rain.”  The rain looked purple because the stage 
was purple, and it was shaped like his symbol; it is called “The Love Symbol” 
because he had a guitar in the same shape.  
 Some of his nicknames are Prince, “TAFKAP” which stands for “The Artist 
Formerly Known as Prince,” “The Artist,” and “The Love Symbol.”   Prince lived 
and worked at Paisley Park, otherwise known as Paisley Park Records. Prince 
could play piano, bass, guitar, and drums. Prince died on April 21, 2016, in 
Chanhassen, Minnesota.  
 That is the great life of Prince Rogers Nelson.  He was one of the greatest 
artists of this century! 
 
By John Kovats Grade 4 
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WORSHIP POEM 

Why should you worship God every day 

Of the week, of the month, of the year; why pray? 

Remember the Earth, the ground where you stand 

See all the animals that walk the land. 

Hooray for the sun that gives heat and light, 

It was all created because of God’s might. 

Praise God for your family, your friends young and 
old, pray for all people, timid and bold. 
 

            By Grace Loonan Grade 5 
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