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SILENT WHITE 
Charmaine Porter, 9th Grade 
 
Like a blank page, 
waits to be drawn on 
with color—red ink 
rips through paper skin 
of silent—the absence 
of sound, of light, 
its comely sight. 
 
UNTITLED 
Charmaine Porter 
 
My eyes are rivers 
drying up. 
My heart is a bomb 
waiting to explode. 
My ears, all knowing; 
everything unsaid, I hear. 
Fire is my mouth, 
to burn words 
the way night swallows 
stars.  And the night 
gets longer like a hundred 
years to our own day. 
Time moves like a dying flashlight. 
The earth is a seesaw 
because as the sun sets, the moon rises, 
and stars cry, that is when I know 
life goes on with an unknown purpose. 



 
STEADY CYCLE 
Charmaine Porter 
 
Everything is like an onion being peeled, layer by layer, until you find a hollow center.  
Eyes are preserved and skulls die.  Contracts made of bloodless hands and stainless 
scissors.  Mind of corruption like a teenage boy.  Eyes are preserved and skulls die.  
Blood melts into tears.  Mind of corruption like a teenage boy.  And dancing girls turn 
into butterflies.  Blood melts into tears.  Pluto cries out in agony.  And dancing girls turn 
into butterflies.  Slow as amoeba the air is dying.  Pluto cries out in agony.  But Sharon 
will love him forever.  Slow as amoeba the air is dying.  It’s all a steady cycle.  But 
Sharon will love him forever.  Her suffocated lips kiss the sun.  It’s all a steady cycle.  
Everything is like an onion being peeled, layer by layer, until you find a hollow center. 
 
 
THOUGHTLESS 
Sabrina Ruiz Rivera, 9th Grade 
 
I wish you were here to comfort me 
in my time of need. 
I’m crying, I’m sad, 
can’t you see? 
My world is crushing down on 
Me. 
Everyone doesn’t understand, 
I’m lost, I’m confused 
I need a helping hand 
when it’s dark. 
I need your light, 
so I won’t be scared at night. 
I need your strength 
when I’m weak, 
so I don’t cry and weep. 
I wish you were here to 
comfort me in my time of need. 
I’m crying. 
I’m sad… 
Can’t you see? 
 
___________________________ 
 
 
My mother whose eyes are like mirrors, 
whose thoughts are like stones, 
whose mouth is like a steaming river, 
whose teeth are flying daggers, 



whose tongue is a gun. 
 
___________________________ 
 
 
1.  Ink may settle in the center. 
 
2.  The space of one thousand stars. 
 
3.  Before they had eyes the children knew how to believe. 
 
4.  Slight winds and bones return to ash. 
 
5.  To count milliseconds. 
 
6.  To drink water from— 
 
7.  I stitch you around my eyes. 
 
___________________________ 
 
 
The door which leads to heaven, 
the blood which means death, 
the stains on the walls are 
lost souls ready to be 
taken. 
It’s the never ending 
feeling of fire 
forsaking 
the room. 
Toasting their souls 
while the lost ones 
watch 
as the gateway to heaven 
has finally been opened. 
 
___________________________ 
 
 
It’s like fungus 
beginning to spread. 
It’s a disease 
and I am the cure— 
for we too are the enemies 
by name 



but warriors by faith. 
 
___________________________ 
 
 
I hear music slaughtered violently. 
 
I see my friends trapped and smeared. 
 
___________________________ 
 
 
 
Only the dead ones can see the way. 
Ink may settle in the center. 
The space of a thousand stars. 
To break like a stone. 
 
Ink may settle in the center. 
Leaving marks splashed on water. 
To break like a stone. 
Hoping to see it. 
 
Leaving marks splashed on water. 
Endless days. 
Hoping to see it. 
Just me and the moonlight. 
 
Endless days. 
Waiting impatiently. 
Just me and the moonlight. 
To sit and hear the crickets. 
 
Waiting impatiently. 
Loosing a piece of mind. 
To sit and hear the crickets. 
Only the dead ones can see the way. 
 
WRITING 
Maryline Doe, 9th Grade 
 
I tried writing on sand 
but it was wiped away 
by the flames of fire. 
 
I tried writing on paper 



but it disappeared 
by an unseeing eraser. 
 
I tried writing on the sky 
but it was washed away 
by the rain. 
 
I tried writing on the sea 
but it was melted away. 
 
I tried writing on snow 
but it was removed by 
the waves. 
 
 
DESCRIPTIONS 
Maryline Doe 
 
My tears are hot, 
in memory of my stove. 
 
My heart is bleeding, 
in memory of my sink. 
 
My eyes are shinny, 
in memory of my bedroom light. 
 
My jacket is warm, 
in memory of my bed. 
 
Images of all, 
in memory of 
their bright shadows. 
 
 
TOPIC: MY HEART 
Maryline Doe 
 
 
 My heart 
in a kitchen of colors; 
over there a pink sink. 
 
You are the sauce of my happiness. 
A brown cupboard, my heart; 
a keeping place for green and red bottles 



of drink—you are the one I live for—you are 
my rising feeling, like the sun—I give you 
my body and soul—a silver toaster for bread, 
I give my words. 
 
And there a bread in a plate. 
I will always love you—my heart as daylight. 
I believe I am nothing without you—a big puffy 
yellow cloud—I believe I’m lonely without your love— 
In memory of a satellite I believe I’m hurt without 
your love—colors, colors, everywhere. 
 
 Reminder of 
 
happiness, I believe I’m in darkness without your love— 
creepy feelings of sadness breaks my heart—in conclusions 
of life—my heart is you, I live for and will forever 
 
 live for. 
 
By anonymous, age 11 
 
Hypocrites 
 
I am surrounded by a bunch of  
hypocrites, two-faced people, why does 
my life have to be so harsh, why can’t 
it have a small crinkle, I am afraid that I 
might become one of them, how do I protect 
myself, I have no idea how to—who can 
help? 
 
 
Haiku 
 
walking ‘round 
dog walks by 
think if I was it 
 
 
My Big Mouth* 
 
My big mouth always gets me in trouble 
I have a wide open mind, along with a wide open mouth 
my grades are good, but my conduct is crumbled 
whatever I feel inside, I just shout out 



although sometimes I stay quiet, which is worse 
because when I can’t take it anymore, I blow … 
 
*** 
 
By Iesha Veglia, age 12 
 
 
Untitled* 
 
I might look fake to you 
but I am real as I can be. 
I only fake a few seconds 
find the world comes to me. 
 
 
Sun Shine 
 
I am a girl 
I am like the sun 
Because I shine in the day time 
I feel great! 
I wish I was a princess 
Tomorrow I’m gonna shine 
Because I’m happy when I shine. 
 
 
Untitled  
 
 
If I put the star in my jar 
it would not be there because some one 
might take it.  And if I keep  
it as a light won’t it shut off? 
And if I scoop the water away from 
the star won’t the star get sick?  Because  
it is not on the sky where it belongs. 
 
This poem was written in response to instructions from another poet. 
 
 
*** 
 
by Destiny Alvarado, age 12 
 
 



Untitled  (Collage Poem) 
 
People been working and it’s feeling 
stranger  mapping where I was back to 
a crowded place almost everybody around 
was running to some strange market 
 
 
Monkeys* 
 
Monkeys in the zoo 
people hitting them 
big kids jumping in the  
water with the polar 
bears getting pulled  
out by people who 
work there getting hit 
by the parents 
the kids still doing it 
 
 
*** 
 
by Victoria Matthews, age 13 
 
Abstract Mind*  
 
 
Churning mind = rolling thunder 
Twisted thoughts an empty void 
A void that’s not as empty as you thought 
Ideas in black and white 
Clash in a wave of lightning 
With dreams of every kind and origin 
Screams of fear tears of job 
Memories float in an eternity of stars 
Galaxies, universes of goals 
Points taken and given 
Love lost and love gained 
Vines of lies and flowers of truth 
Never to be forgotten 
Or lost in the ocean 
That life throws at you in handfuls 
The water feels like rocks 
When it hits the right nerve 
The written or spoken truth 



It stings like a thousand needles 
Or it shines light upon your doubt 
Feelings of love and hate 
They ebb and flow 
Through the veins of thought 
Running in and out of the gray matter 
The brain pulses and throbs 
It throbs under the pressure 
That you put upon it 
 
*** 
 
by Aaron Kaplan, age 12 
 
 
A Fiddler in New York  
 
I am fighting my way through hundreds of  
Horrid soldiers that are trying to conquer my school. 
Because I want to become the ruler of my school, 
So I can kick out all the ugly people and beat every child up.  
That’s going to be fun! 
Why is fun because you like, 
It said to Joe the Polar Bear, on the top of the Empire Building, 
Suddenly the Polar Bear saw a fiddler on the top of the Chrysler building. 
The fiddler said, “The children! The children! Think of the children!” 
 
 
Linguist 
 
Push Mount Everest off a cliff, 
Then say “sorry” in every language 
 
Urban Sunrise/Urban Sunset* 
a double haiku 
 
 
It’s greater than most things, 
Because of the vibrant colors 
I love this nice sight! 
 
The sun prettily set,  
Over the house across the street 
Its majesty is great! 
 
***  
 



By Bolanle Akinsulire, age 13 
 
 
Feelings* 
 
When people are sad they’re quiet and their whole face looks like it’s going to collapse. 
That’s when I leave them alone. When I feel like that I do not want anyone near me. They 
might feel like pushing people away. Black-blue, navy blue, gray dark brown colors 
moving around. Thunder and lightning banging and screeching and a yell all together at 
the same time just quickly mixing into madness.            
 
 

 
My Angel was Here 

 
I was the angel who sang out loud, who stood in the backyard looking out to the trees and 
called to the timbers of the house, cousin and mother and father also my friendly little 
mouse and climbed to the roof to throw myself outward and downward like a stick in a 
dishonest Y. Truthfully there was some applied imagination  and a bit of the divine. 
Everyone wanted the truth to be like water, clear, fresh, clean, pure but it turned out to be 
even more kept leaving my body for the ground. Why what singing was in me was not 
remembered by any others around. 
 
(based on a poem by Jorn Ake) 
 
On My Way Walking 
 
 
I am walking my way through hundreds of people who are talking. 
The people are talking to their friends and family. As I was walking I saw two people. 
They were wearing a purple lilac color. One of them was a calm creamy color with 
brown brunette hair the other one was dark chocolate color with blackish brown hair and 
twisted curls. 
 
*** 
 
By Sam Fritz, 7th grade 
 
 
Travel*  
 
 Airplane, airplane flying through the sky have some pie my, oh my. 
Burgers and chips and some dip you will flip for our food. 
Flying over England, Paris and Cleveland so many places and funny faces. 
Finally we’re landing at our destination, look at all the planes and the luggage trains!  



Docking at our gate number 68, 1,2,3,4 now we’re on the terminal floor! 
5,6,7,8 walking away from our gate. 
Rent a taxi drive away we finally made it to Santa Fe. 
 
 
 
Cat Toy 
 
1 Make a toy mouse out of wood. 
 
2 Put a REAL mouse inside the toy. 
 
3 Put toy in front of cat. 
 
4 break open. 
 
5 let real mouse run free. 
 
6 watch. 
 
 
 
OH NO! 
 
The color fades from a store bought blanket. 
 
Who cares? 
 
*** 
 
By Vothavong Voeul, 9th grade 
 
Untitled (Collage Poem)*  
 
 
More than enough. 
for the same challenging 
principles and that opposite 
destination but was this the 
pain she walked mapping. 
Her identity, her differences 
always together.  The objects of 
space and the humid air 
to even summer out. 
 
 



*** 
By Maggie Tolbert, 7th grade 
 
Untitled (Three Poems)* 
 
1.   
This was to excluded workers, entering wind altogether 
just as, herself 
 
 
2. 
She predicted all short principles’ distance like 
the same 
 
 
3. 
Were not always coming but were challenging 
her 
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The Arrow of Life 
 
An Arrow 
The replica of life 
It starts 
As a smooth flight 
As long as forever 
It may succeed 
And make a mark 
It will strive to stay aloft 
But it must, in the end, fall 
To earth, to air 
Fast or slow 
It must fall 
 
 
Consider Me 
 
Consider me 
A human 
Carbon based 
Consider me 
A living being 
Striving to live 
And working to understand 
 
Calder Brown 

 



Consider Me 
 
Consider me not white but right  
To want to be someone  
To want the same treatment  
As the person next to me  
To want equality for all  
Maybe to you it is too much to ask  
But to me it is just what we need  
 
Dalia Madrid



FUNNYBONE 
YOU RUB IT, IT GIGLES  
YOU TOUCH IT, IT TICKLES 

 
 
 

MY DAY AT THE 
FARM 

EVERYONE COME DOWN TO PLAY  
EVERYONE JUMP IN THE HAY 
MILK A COW 
AND SAY OH WOW  
RIDE A HORSE  
IN A STEADY COURSE 
 
 
 
 
 
Dalia Madrid



 
 
 
 
 
 

I wake up with my grumpy self  
And get a towel off the shelf 
I tell my dog to get out of the way 
And go upstairs to keep away 
I love my family very much  
But in the morning I’m a grouch 
 
 
Dalia Madrid 
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They Are Not Me 
 
Life seems so complicated sometimes 
And I don’t know what to do 
I don’t think anybody understands 
What I’m going through. 
How can they? 
They don’t spend all the time being sick 
They are not on a hospital bed 
So much that it is like that cold, hard mattress 
Has been reserved just for them 
They don’t have people walk out on them 
All the time like they are the plague 
They don’t feel under scrutiny all the time  
That sometimes they feel like guinea pigs waiting to be dissected 
They aren’t so lonely 
That they need somebody to tell them they are not ghosts but humankind 
They don’t wonder  
All the time if there is somebody out there 
That is just like them 
Because  
They Are Not Me!  
 
Madeline Sime 
 
Consider Me 
 
Consider me 
 Your sleeping beauty  
Consider me  
 Yours truly 
 Consider me 
 Your partner  
Consider me  
Your sunshine  
Consider me 
 Your wife  
Please  
Just Consider Me 
����
Madeline Sime



Run Away 
 
It is easy  
To throw people away 
But  
When I hear 
People talking about me 
The words just won’t fade 
And sometimes 
I wish I could trade 
My inhibitions 
And just run away. 
 
Madeline Sime 
 



Message of Acceptance  
 
Why hide yourself forgiving eyes would you rather live  
in sin 
just open your eyes and open your heart begin to let the  
Lord in 
don’t fear to take the first step towards giving our great  
Lord praise 
or else your soul will feel empty for all the 
 passing days  
and if you feel that you have a problem that’s just too much 
 to bare  
don’t hesitate to ask for help for the Lord is both all powerful 
and fair  
and if you feel that you're not worthy to enter the  
Lord’s domain 
just remember that in his gracious eyes he sees us all  
the same 
because no man starts off worthy of the Lord’s forgiveness and 
loving care 
and helping others to understand this is a message we 
must share. 
to preach the word of our all knowing Lord is an 
honorable deed 
to teach others of his divine warning which every man 
should heed 
to think the great lord wants to walk with you and guide you 
from above 
so what holds you back from his guidance and his graciously 
given love 
so the morale of this message what you need to understand from 
this story 
is that the divine Lord offers you love for nothing more than praise, respect and glory 
 
Pedro Montanez 



Faithless struggle 
 
I am from misery  
from burden and suffering  
I am from servitude and subservience 
I am from pain of loss and 
continuing loneliness 
 
I am from isolation, cold and 
depression, I am from rage, and from 
hate, from tears and sorrows 
 
I’m from poverty and hunger, I’m  
from drifting apart and coming together 
I am from dehydration, to freezing 
cold, from joy to torment 
 
I’m from “Don’t lose hope” and 
“How sad”, I’m from holding on, 
and I’m from getting better. 
 
 Pedro Montanez 
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