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First Prize
Hailey C larke – Grade 1
Art to Me
Art to me
is what I see.
It is my
possibility.
It makes me dream
of doing more.
It makes me happy,
and that’s for sure.
Colors, shapes, paint and more!
It makes me imagine,
It makes me explore.
Art is forever.
Art is me.
Art will never end
my possibility.
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Lamar Sherman – Grade 1
My Life
Life can be hard sometimes.
It reminds me of the game “Mortal Kombat,”
a fighting game that never ends.
The directions are very hard to explain.
I sometimes start feeling very mad.
I feel frustrated,
I feel it is difficult.
Sometimes, I have to count to ten in my head.
One time, I even fell off the chair!
My controller wasn’t cooperating,
and it fell on the floor.
I suffered the consequences of
not being careful with my game!
My first day of school this year was very difficult for me.
It was just like the game of “Mortal Kombat.”
I went to a new school virtually
in a pandemic!
It was very difficult to go virtually
because there were twenty-one new faces staring at me.
I felt the tiny sparks wiggling through my stomach,
my heart whispered faster,
beat, beat, beat.
My head felt mixed up and confused.
Suddenly, I realized that I knew some of those faces.
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The combat in my head slowed down!
I was able to recognize that school can be hard,
but it is like life and “Mortal Kombat”
and then school became amazing!
“Mortal Kombat” describes life,
it shows battles and it makes weak people die.
Life can be difficult, but can change.
If I stay strong, I won’t be defeated.
If I face my fears, I will never be scared again!
My life can become a fabulous explosion of happiness!
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Sharon Sanchez – Grade 4
My Dream World
I dream a world where we have nothing to hide,
where there is nothing bad in the mind.
I dream a world where there is no crime,
but you don’t have to pay, not even a dime.
Where Black people can roam freely,
not scared for their lives.
I dream a world where girls can hold hands,
where people aren’t shamed for being trans.
I dream a world where our problems fade away,
but for right now, our world is all grey.
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Kishrah Skai McMillan – Grade 4
Tap Solo
Four weeks ago,
I got my tap solo.
I was a little nervous
when I walked in
on the first day.
I walked in strong,
like the high-speed wind.
I have never gone solo
but I had to do it to win.
My tap teacher was very kind,
she made me feel at home.
My feet went tip-tap-toe,
I did not let the rhythm go
just kept it up on my tippy-toe,
I did not let the rhythm go.
If I did not let the rhythm go,
I would make it through.
I did not let the rhythm go,
I felt good through and through.
When class was over,
we got in our blue car
my mom was so proud.
I did not let the rhythm go,
I did not let the rhythm go
on the day of my tap solo.
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C rishell Aboagye – Grade 5
African American Mentality
The color of my skin does not change who I am.
The way I talk does not define my intelligence.
The way I look does not define my personality.
I am loud, not “ratchet.”
I am proud, not “overconfident.”
I am beautiful, not “ugly.”
I am made with sun-kissed, honey-dipped melanin.
I always have been beautiful and always will be.
You cannot damage me.
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Kamryn C abrera – Grade 5
I C an’t Breathe
“I can’t breathe, I can’t breathe!”
said George Floyd in tears
as the cops were choking him to death.
This all makes no sense.
I can’t get it through my head.
“Why did the cops do that?” people asked.
Just because your skin is darker,
you have a bigger chance of your life
being put to an end.
Your life is held on by a thread.
As someone who is always being unheard,
word for word this is all completely absurd.
You don’t truly have a voice until you’re on the ground
saying your last words.
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Anny Gomez – Grade 5
Dear Earth
Earth,
I’m sorry.
From the oil spills
to the radioactive contamination,
we have hurt you greatly.
Oh, beautiful life-giving Earth.
What have we done?
You created natural disasters
to show your anger –
tremors through the Earth
that shake up the world,
tsunamis of water which overtake
everything in their path and destroy it,
red fiery ashes that burn
anything in their way.
That was not enough
to show your anger.
I apologize to you
for not seeing your anger and pain sooner.
Now, we cannot stop you.
We unleashed a beast by our actions.
We created an angry monster.
We continue to cut down
your life-giving trees.
We continue making fires on your skin.
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We continue to punch you in the gut.
We continue to make you bleed
and stain everything.
We are killing you
and staining our hands.
I’m sorry nobody stops
and does anything.
They just move on with their lives.
They walk like zombies
in an endless time-zone.
The people that don’t realize
just keep walking and forget you.
When will it end?
Let us be gleeful.
Don’t let us be woeful.
Don’t become a vast pit of darkness
although, we are making you one.
Earth,
I want to be able
to hear the birds sing.
Taste your juicy fruit
and savor in its flavor.
Feel the cold touch
of a single snowflake.
Lay in a field of flowers
and inhale every single one.
See the day end with a
beautiful sunset illuminating the sky.
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Don’t let me forget any of it.
Earth, I say this with a sigh:
Farewell, and thank you.
I hope to see you safe and well.
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Thaddeus C hestnut – Grade 9
Silk C ity Lights
Silk City lights do well
to hide eyes of contempt,
willing to commit violence
against new or old convicts,
their calling card apartment walls
lined will bullet holes.
Pools of blood washed by a garden hose
while chalk marks used to display
why untrained hands should not play
with weapons of mass destruction.
Either death or mass corruption
til your only home is a cell apart
from the general population,
the sole popular opinion being brutality.
Call that a fatality,
a lost life that could do more for their city
but decides to keep the cops busy.
Trust –
they’re no better.
If not separating drugs from their sellers,
they buy time killing innocent civilians
because of their complexion.
A shocking question pondered
by those wisest –
who is more dangerous,
a man or his weapon?
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The answer is simply not
at the back of a baton,
but human compassion for people
who seek it with a passion.
I reason these rhymes and syllables
will swim in your mind
and you’ll find the answers on your time.
But for me,
it’s getting close to nighttime
with blaring warnings of Silk City lights.
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Amina Pleasant – Grade 9
To My Guardian Angel, I Love You
I love you.
That is the first thing I want to say,
and I will continue to love you
every upcoming day.
I’ll scream it out to the world
until I get it all off my chest.
I’ll scream it out
even as they put you to rest.
I miss you,
is the next thing I want to say.
I’ll miss you more and more
as you aren’t here with me today.
Your heart of gold,
something I‘ll forever miss.
Just a chance to see you smile again
is what I wish.
I’ll never forget you,
is the last thing I want to say.
I’ll never forget all the games we used to play
and all of the things you taught me how to do.
Never once in my life
did I think I’d be losing you.
My angel,
my heart,
you meant everything to me,
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and all of my love I really hope you could see.
You really broke me with this one, my love.
At least now I know you’ll always be
watching over me from above.
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Destiny Buggs – Grade 10
Se- pa- ra- ted: Not Just Social Distancing
Where is she?
The one I’m supposed to be.
The me who danced under the prom lights
and surpassed what they believed
was the unsurpassable.
With friends now concealed
behind a dim monitor
perturbed at the thought of not a touch,
the uncertainty of a morbid future –
of alone togetherness.
Where is the sun?
The brightness of a high-spirited holiday, gone.
Lost in the memory
of a commencement ceremony
or family reunion.
A troop of merry ants
feasting on the remains of a bird,
lost like the kiss of a summer’s breeze.
Where are friends?
Behind the spider’s entangling web
where normalcy is stolen away.
Distanced from the unresolved future,
my silent screams pierce the frigid atmosphere.
Frightened to do, but will die if you don’t
with multifarious missed opportunities.
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Where am I?
Too small for society
but not small enough to expire.
Suffocating under a new normal,
aloof and untouched,
like a cat on a perch, looming and lurking.

23

Alaysia Demopoulos – Grade 10
Smells of Memories
Driving to North Carolina
on our traditional family reunion trip,
cars following cars,
rain and fog,
deer on the highway.
I could sense the air of long-distance family,
the radio blasting our favorite songs.
The smell of emptiness
consuming the car
with bursts of happiness.
The empty meadows,
the smell of the corn patches,
the old rusty mailboxes.
I thought to myself,
how can that empty smell
be so consuming,
rich with love and power?
The aroma of King’s Chicken,
the burst of flavor you encounter.
It renders you senseless,
and you love everything.
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Yuri Quinonez – Grade 10
Losing a Loved One
The night was sad and gloomy.
It was raining loudly,
my heart was racing out of my body.
I felt myself fading away,
crying and pouting about
my father leaving me,
and knowing he would
no longer be beside me.
Saying my last goodbye
hurt deep inside me.
Yet I knew he would forever
be watching over me.
I need to know if father is happy
and living well in Heaven.
I just wish I could have said
“I love you” one last time
when he was still alive.
And no matter what I do,
no matter what I think,
I still think of him.
It is difficult to forget him,
when everyday someone mentions him
and the grand times when
we were dancing and laughing.
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Then, I always shed a tear
as these memories flash forward
into my mind,
but I still laugh.
I know he is in Heaven
living great without the chronic pain,
but I will never get used to him
not being here helping me,
being next to me.
I know that everyone has a due date.
I know that his came early,
but it’s okay.
I will always visit him,
I will always burn a candle
to show I was there.
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Ja’Shante Evans – Grade 10
Two- Sided Mirror
Growing up, her mind was her worst enemy.
Analyzing every mirror she walked past,
image was everything and she was the
perception of imperfection.
Always equating her body to those
she saw in the magazines,
wanting to amount to everyone’s
typical beauty standards,
to the point where she sought out
constant validation from others.
He saw what was inside her soul,
fell in love with the fire she tried
so hard to put out.
Despite trying to be incomprehensible,
he understood her.
Understood why she concealed
her true self under piles of makeup.
She lived feeling judged by others’
ceaseless eyes of perusal.
Conflicted, not knowing what’s right
and what’s wrong.
It’s not her fault,
girls were raised this way.
From the moment they’re kids to the

27

second they’re adults,
they’re constantly being told to act like ladies.
Dress a certain way and be ridiculed,
too much skin, you’re grown.
But not enough, then you’re a prude.
Misogyny.
They’ve paved women’s paths,
told them they could be anything they wanted
and then laughed at their dreams,
calling them fools.
Wondering why they frown,
they tell them to be more open
about their problems
but never too open, because then they’re
deemed attention seekers.
Society sucks.
If you’re too loud you’re ghetto,
too quiet then you’re weird.
They tell women to lose weight,
but not too much because then they’re flawed.
Women drag down women.
Girls are taught if they’re not pretty,
then they’re nothing.
Nothing more than an object made for man.
Their opinions matter more than anything.
“Stand for what you believe in”,
they say to women, but they can
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never be too opinionated
or they won’t be accommodated.
How are women expected to turn out
when from day one the world is
stacked against them?
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Jose Serifi – Grade 12
Black and White Tiles
Black and white tiles
on the bathroom floor,
they’re plain, empty,
and leave my feet cold.
The morning sun shines
on them through the window
showing their grime and
cracks from years ago.
Time has passed,
and so will I.
I look into the mirror,
I see nothing.
I have nothing to
look forward to,
nothing to gain,
everything to lose.
I wash my face with cold water
to wake up and see myself again.
Instead, a silent voice awakens –
it tells me it’s no use
to let the water run,
and reminds me that I can’t
escape the abuse.
The voice sounded
much like my own,
except more tired.
When it came to
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slowing me down,
it was a professional liar.
I’m not the smartest, strongest,
or most optimistic person to ever exist.
It was never a mission,
but more of a lesson
to grow and learn from situations
I would normally stress in.
The voice’s truths are difficult
for me to overcome, but in reality,
I know I am good enough for someone.
I look up into the mirror once again,
this time I see the vision
of a close friend.
Then came two, three, and finally four,
my friends and family are people
I never knew I needed more.
The voice went silent,
at least for the rest of the day,
but there was something else
that led me astray.
Looking new and shiny
in wax decor,
the black and white tiles
on the bathroom floor.
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Second Prize
Aaron Harris – Grade 1
Please! No C orona!
Corona is bad.
I’m really getting sad.
I don’t know what to do,
I got the blues.
No summer vacation,
no fun trips for me,
no eating cold ice cream
on the hot beach.
I really don’t like this,
this is not the way!
Please! Ms. Corona,
I don’t want you to stay!
Please! Ms. Corona,
please! Go away!
I just want to go to the park
and play.
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Omre C urry – Grade 1
The Dark
In the dark,
I am afraid.
I grab my covers
to make a cave.
I close my eyes
to be brave.
The shadows on the wall
are so scary –
the trees look like
they have long arms
coming through my window,
the hanging coats
look like shadows
floating in the dark.
I want to scream for mommy.
Then, I remember what she said
about being brave – all I need
is my cave fort
and my flashlight.
If I get really scared,
I can turn on the light
to see no one is there.
I have my cave and inside
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I have a flashlight.
I turn on my light
and guess what?
Mommy was right,
no need to be afraid.
All I need
is to be brave.
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Wynter McDuffie – Grade 3
My World
I want a world with peace and justice for all
I want a world where people are loved
no matter what
I want a world with food and water for all
I want a world where nobody is hungry,
and nobody is thirsty
I want a world with no sickness or illness for all
I want a world with a lot of doctors and cures
I want a world with fun and happiness for all
I want a world where kids can have fun
and play all day long
After all, I want a world with peace, joy
and happiness
Would you like to be in my world?
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Isaiah Spearman – Grade 5
Nothing
Ice is melting,
California is burning,
you can barely hear the sound
of birds chirping.
In most places we can’t see the stars,
and most children want to see
how pretty they are.
People always wonder why there are no fish
in the ocean,
it’s because most of them were killed and
trapped by our commotion.
Maybe if we learned how to share the Earth
like we did in Kindergarten,
we might have a beautiful, large garden.
People recycle but it’s not enough,
then everyone wonders why life is so tough.
Many people think that we are overreacting.
We are not.
Scientists say if we don’t start helping the Earth
by 2050 the polar bears will go extinct.
Clean the oceans, use less power.
It wouldn’t hurt to take less showers.
Or someday soon,
we won’t have anything.
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Amira Abdelhadi – Grade 5
Palestine
Palestine,
a country I call mine.
You may not see it
on the maps anymore,
but you will surely find it
in my heart.
Palestine,
a country I call mine.
The sad thing about
this country of mine
is that they have been
under attack since 1948.
How could this world
have so much hate?
Palestine,
this country of mine.

37

Paige McDuffie – Grade 5
All in This Together
We are all in this together,
to dream.
We are all in this together,
to believe.
Together we stand to fight social injustice
in a world where all lives don’t matter.
Actions are needed to end
discrimination,
social injustice,
hatred,
and inequality.
We are all in this together,
to make Black Lives Matter.
We are all in this together,
to stand up for what’s right.
Be a voice to make sure we all have a voice.
Are we all in this together?
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Emily Almonte – Grade 5
Black Lives Still Matter
Since George Floyd passed away,
“Black Lives Matter”
is all they say,
but soon when it's over,
it’s all chill.
They are killing Black people
out there still.
You take their culture
and call it yours,
but back in the day
they did all your chores.
You say go back to your country,
but all they want
is to run free.
They can't do anything without police
waiting for something to happen.
They always assume
they have a weapon.
This has to change,
or we are all doomed.
Little Black girls and boys
are waiting to bloom.
You call them ratchet
saying they don’t have a purpose.
You can't even appreciate
their great service.
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Sadeen Kayed – Grade 5
C ovid- 19
It’s a hard time that
we are going through.
It’s something we did not know
we were going to get into.
I’m gonna hug someone the second
that this thing is done!
I just want to go out and have fun.
I miss my best friend,
I just want this to end.
I’m sick of this computer screen.
Outside is something lately I haven’t seen.
More time, less motivation.
Mask on my face knowing
everything’s gonna be okay.
I talk to the mirror and laugh
when I realize that’s the most human contact
I’ve made this year!!!
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Ayaan Sadik – Grade 5
The Problem
Everyone goes through hardships,
even I go through some tough times.
We have different battles to face.
I am the oldest of three;
I take care of everyone including me.
I have to help my brother study.
Whenever I am teaching him
he is constantly moving his body,
and he gives me a difficult time.
I am the only one who helps my Dad,
but that’s okay, he is my friend.
Even though it’s hard sometimes,
I know that it’s better for me
since I have to be responsible.
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Dior White – Grade 7
Music
When I am down,
I listen to old music
because I like the sound.
When I cry,
I think of the waves
that can go high.
When I get mad,
I draw the vision that I had.
When I sing “Lovin You,”
it reminds me of a life
that was taken to soon.
But at night,
I cry to the sound
of the soft gloomy rain
that pours down.
When I sing the rhymes at night,
the bells chime.
When I hear the ocean waves,
it makes me go into a dreamy haze.
But in the day,
the blues makes the clouds go away.
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Autumn Ariana C hloe Frankson – Grade 7
My Sister
Whenever there is nothing to do,
I go to you. You are my sister.
You make me happy, even if you can’t talk
or move with a disability.
You are famous in schools, hospitals, and more.
You are pretty like a pearl white seagull down
the shore.
I miss you so much.
My sister, so clear and so bright.
You are my company, you are my light.
I wish you were here in my room –
once the fear is over, we will play soon.
I like your smile; you like mine too.
You take care of me, and I take care of you,
for you are my dear sister, Genesis.
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Destiny Garcia – Grade 9
An Odd Year
An odd year –
confined, separated, and clueless.
How could this world turn so ruthless?
And to some people,
mask wearing seems useless,
but saving a life seems pretty worth it to me.
Sadly, I’m not very surprised if you disagree.
An odd year–
worried, intimidated, and oblivious.
There were people dying, people crying.
And with some wearing their
masks down to their chins,
I can still see their horrid Grinch grins,
and feel the goosebumps upon my skin.
An odd year –
powerful, powerless, and vulnerable.
It was a year filled with
nationwide BLM protests,
fighting for those who are
perpetually oppressed.
So even when this world is as chaotic as can be,
we must still unite in solidarity.

44

Jamiah Woodford – Grade 10
Smell Is Another Word
Different aromas
always take me
down memory lane.
Smell is another word
for taking your nose
on a spiritual journey –
like how the scent of cookies
reminds me of my family and I
baking cookies on Christmas Eve
for Santa Claus;
like the scent of strawberries
reminds me of my friend
who puts on strawberry lip gloss
no matter where she goes;
like how the scent of popcorn
reminds me of when I almost choked
on a popcorn kernel;
like how the scent of rain
reminds me of my friends and I
pretending as if we were in a music video
splashing water around;
like how the scent of perfume
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reminds me of when
I got ready for my first date;
like how the scent of candy apples
reminds me of when my tooth fell out
and got tooth blood all over my apple.
Smell is another word
for taking your nose
on a spiritual journey.
Different aromas
always take me
down memory lane.
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Tiana C ruz – Grade 10
The Swift Motion of the Brush
The colors intertwine
to make a sweet shade of velvet.
Calmness it brings me to see
painted mountains as realistic as
their peaks can be.
Beautiful long grass and shimmering ponds
painted with greens and blues.
Concentration to make swift brush strokes
that create beautiful roses.
Brush strokes that transfix you
upon their soft petals.
Sunsets made of glossy red and
orange paint resembling peace.
Peace to the beautiful land that I’ve created,
land of my own imagination.
Land that I’ve built out of paints,
land of art.
I made this.
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Ziyon Stevenson – Grade 10
What Makes Me Afraid?
As I walk down the road,
I get this feeling.
Holding on to it tight
hoping someone won’t steal it.
I notice the faces along the way,
they look at me funny.
Every day it’s the same.
Now I understand,
they look at me like prey
because they can smell that I’m afraid.
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Aguilar – Grade 10
El Milagro de Abril
When they found out about your arrival,
they felt jealous,
they felt anger.
The day they found out
about your oddity,
they felt a barrier between
themselves and you.
They wanted to give you a garden,
an unknown garden – an Eden,
to give paradise just to you.
You deserved it,
you deserved that and much more.
Your roots grew and
you continue to grow stronger.
When you first arrived,
the sunflowers mocked you.
They mocked your soft petals,
they mocked your green, wilted stem.
But you were more alive
than they were.
Your oddity gave you more wisdom
than they could ever understand.
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Even if you are still small,
you are bigger in that garden,
where the best flower,
the best smell,
is you.
You are the little princess with strong stems
and are mocked no more,
your name was and is perfect.
Today’s beautiful hidden
flower arrives and is called
Valeria.
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Honorable Mention
Jared Grissett Jr. – Grade 1
Hot Dogs
I am a kid who loves to eat hot dogs,
they are one of my favorite foods.
I would eat them every day if I could,
they smell really good!
They taste good on a hot dog bun,
I eat them with ketchup and mustard.
I love to eat hot dogs everywhere!
When I go to a birthday party,
I hope they have them there.
I get happy when they do!
Hot dogs at the movies are good too!
At the movies, I like to eat them
with my favorite red and blue slushy.
When I play at the park,
I hope to see a hot dog truck.
I get happy when I see one.
Do you like hot dogs like I do?
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Melisse Fernandez – Grade 1
My Safe Place
My safe place
is with my loving Wita
and my helpful Abue.
I feel loved when Abue takes care of me
and feeds my fish.
Sometimes, Abue buys me flowers.
My safe place
is with my warm and snuggly Mama
and my strong Papa
who always take care of me.
I feel safe with them.
I love them so much.
I know that they will never leave me.
I know that I am safe
because I live in a big house
with keys and locks.
Whenever I go to sleep,
I am in my own special bedroom.
I feel safe because my bed is tall and comfy.
I feel safe under my blue starry blanket
wrapped up around me.
I never have to worry about being unsafe
because my family is with me.
Always and every day, I am safe!
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Evangeline Portillo Lemus – Grade 1
Scary Times
I want the shiny sun,
I want the bright lamp,
I want my flashlight,
NOW!
It’s too dark for me to see.
The dark room makes me shake,
it makes me feel scared.
The dark room has big, ugly monsters
flashing their eyes at me!
It’s too dark for me to see.
I hear the rain go drip, drip, drip.
But the thunder makes things move!
The lightning is so bright,
but that is not the light I like.
I want the sun,
I want the lamp,
I want the flashlight now!
Help me see the right light,
I’m so scared!

53

Ahnyi Eleby – Grade 2
I Don’t Like C ovid- 19

I don’t like Covid-19,
this sickness is so mean.
It keeps me from going to school,
and that's just not cool.
It keeps me from going to church,
somewhere that I love so much.
It took my pretty great grandmother away.
You don’t know how much I wanted her to stay.
Covid-19, you are so mean.
When will you just leave?

54

Anisha Jannat – Grade 3
Splish! Splash!
Splish!
Splash!
Swimming deep.
Splish!
Splash!
Slip! Slide! Down we go.
Climbing up, sliding down,
floating in curved waves.
Falling in the deep, deep pool.
It’s so much fun here!
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Angel Sanchez – Grade 4
My Dream
I dream of a world
where COVID-19 doesn’t exist.
I dream of a world
where we could go out again.
I dream a world
where life was normal.
I dream a world
where we could go back to school.
For now,
let’s pray for this to end.
For now,
let’s go to virtual school.
For now,
let’s pretend that there is no virus.
For now,
let’s stick together,
forever.
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Kiara Jackson – Grade 4
Irreplaceable
Lovely, caring and compassionate
with big, beautiful brown eyes.
Her smile is as bright as a light.
She’s irreplaceable in my eyes.
Her smile is warmer than the sun.
Her sweet fragrance fills up the room
as she walks by.
Her silky hair is a dirty blonde.
She’s irreplaceable in my eyes.
She’s my mother,
someone I look up to.
A person that’s like no other –
she cheers me up when I’m feeling blue.
She’s irreplaceable in my eyes.
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Eleanor Madrigal – Grade 4
My Baby Sister
I always knew
something was missing.
I didn’t know what, but I had that feeling.
Feeling alone didn’t do me any good.
I prayed to God to help me get through.
After 7 years praying to God,
I finally got the wish I wanted.
When I first saw my baby sister,
I felt my heart stop and melt at the same time.
She was so tiny for goodness sakes!
Red as a rose with black hair.
It's been an adventure for a year and a half –
she’s learned so much!
I can’t describe how much she learns
in just a day.
I’m so happy I can spend my life
with someone I love very much.
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Yarelis Lopez – Grade 4
Social Justice and Racial Inequality
The color of our skin
does not define who
we are as a person.
It is our personality,
and how we treat people.
Because the color of our skin
does not matter,
it’s what’s on the inside.
People are being mean to those
who have a different skin color.
Others start groups to
stand up for what’s right.
Just because our skin
is darker or lighter,
does not mean we can
treat each other
the way we do.
This is stuff that can be fixed –
treating people better
and being mean to others.
So let us try as a
community to fix that,
together.
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Rahma El Agamy – Grade 4
Past, Present, Future
Before:
When I used to go to school
when everyone used to laugh and play
when the clouds were away
when the sun shone our way.
Now:
When we take classes online
when the clouds cover the sun
when the sun hides
when there is COVID-19
when it is a lost pathway.
Someday soon:
When everyone will go to their usual
when the clouds will flee
when the sun will shine brighter than ever
when COVID will hide away
when the children will laugh and play
when we will meet new people
when masks will run away.
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Suhom Roy – Grade 5
Alone
Have you ever felt like you're alone in the dark
and have no one to ask for help?
Well, if you haven’t, let me tell you
what it feels like:
Imagine it's a cold stormy day
with the sky as dark as coal and the streets.
With an empty soul,
pretend you're looking out from your window
and nobody is home.
It feels like you're alone.
But really, people are actually home.
You just feel the darkness in the world,
the darkness curled inside of you.
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Michael Napolitano – Grade 5
First Responders – Thank You
I thank God for giving you strength
that exceeds any measure.
I thank God for your courage
that allows you to run towards danger
so others can be safe.
I thank God for showing us all, through you,
what it means to put others first.
I thank God for showing us your bright light
in the darkest of times.
I pray that today and every day,
you feel the love and support
of those whose lives you have
saved and changed,
of the community you protect,
and to God who gives us all strength.
Thank you to all the first responders!
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Ke’Miyah Delgado – Grade 5
Why?
Why are people treated differently
because of the color of their skin?
Why are people killed
because of the color of their skin?
Why are people beaten
because of the color of their skin?
Why are people imprisoned
because of the color of their skin?
Why do people have to protest
because of the color of their skin?
We don’t know,
it’s like a mystery that
is impossible to solve.
It’s like a book you’ve been reading
for over 400 years,
a book that we write a new chapter to
day by day.
I may not have a dark skin color,
but it doesn't mean I shouldn’t fight
for people who do.
That just gives me another reason to.
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Rafa Rahman – G rade 5
You
I know there seems to be more dark than light.
You might think you're talking too much.
You might think you're being annoying.
You might be scared.
You might have to repeat the steps again
to make it perfect,
you might be twisted in your mind,
you might think you’re slow.
When you’re just going slow to make sure
you don’t fall again,
because you don't want to fall in that hole
that got you started.
Overthinking things that you already knew –
just remember the bow and arrow
has to spring back
before hitting the bullseye.
Repeating the same steps to reach
your goal might seem annoying
but it’s for the better.
Remember you’re worth it,
you matter.
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Pedro Villacis – Grade 5
Lonely Moments
Walking in the night with no one,
I am trapped in my thoughts.
Remembering your lies and trying to escape
from the pain you have caused me.
Every day, I am trying to run from this deep
hurt.
No one is here to help me.
I feel left out, and everyone hates me.
Look at me right now, I am a shell.
I don’t want to talk to anyone.
I try to trust in others, but that never goes as
planned.
Why does this happen to me?
Why can’t I be like everyone else?
I try to be myself, but I am still a shell.
I don’t know how to get out of it,
I just can’t because it hurts my feelings
and I am too shy to talk.
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Brenda C edillo – Grade 5
Being Trapped
I’m trapped in a box.
No one is here to save me.
It’s a real tight squeeze;
maybe if I think positive thoughts,
I could break free.
I’m trying to get out.
What do I have to do?
Nothing is working right now,
I’m screwed.
Help!
I’m screaming but no one
is here nor answering.
Guess I’ll have to live in this box forever.
Wait, someone is here.
Help me please!
I’m trapped in this box!
Yes, finally, I’m out of this box.
It feels like it has been forever
since I’ve seen the outside world.
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Irene Martinez – Grade 9
White Roses
He reminds me of happiness.
I wish someday it could’ve worked out,
but what was once warm is now cold.
What was once blue skies
on a warm summer day
has now become cold winter nights
which become harder to bear.
He used to be the peace in my mind
reminding me that everything would be okay.
He used to be the bright and colorful love
that I would feel after every long, tiring day.
He used to be the escape from reality –
no worries in sight.
My heart will always long for the
beautiful red roses that once grew inside of me,
for my patch has now died.
I will always crave the warmth
he used to give with just a stare.
I hope one day he finds someone
that gives the love his soul caves to.
I hope they grow a beautiful garden in him
and show him all the things he showed me.

67

As the wind blows on his patch of white roses,
it slowly blows away all of the memories of me.
He will always be in my heart,
maybe in another life we will meet again.
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Amanda Rexach – Grade 11
The Living
We notice the rays
of sunlight that hits Mother Earth,
the water droplets from
the heavy rain that hits the muddy dirt.
The things we want to gain,
the beautiful meadows full of daisies
that constantly amaze me.
We notice the human race,
wandering from place to place.
But do we notice when,
in our fast-paced lives,
we need peace?
What about all the dreams
we want to chase?
Does anyone notice?
What about the weeping Earth
that is begging for help?
We could notice,
but do we care?
We shouldn’t live in fear,
because our God is near.
Pollution is hurting all living things,
look at what we did to our Mother Earth.
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Pollution affects the precious
animals and plants.
We notice ourselves,
but do we care enough
to notice nature’s demise?
Our demise?
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