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Bluebird 

 

Oh blue bird, why do you cry? 
 

Have your wings forgotten how to fly? 
 

Does the cage constrict you? 
 

Oh how your feathers are a lovely shade of blue! 
 

Do you have to say something? 
 

I cannot understand your hysterical chirping! 
 

Bluebird, do you think you can be free? 
 

Do you know I can always see? 
 

Oh how your feathers are a lovely shade of blue! 
 

Bluebird, Bluebird, Bluebird I can see you in your cell! 
 

Why do you try to fly away, when there’s me to tell? 
 

Bluebird, can you please just sing? 
 

Bluebird, shall I clip your wing? 
 
 
 

Miss, can you not hear? 
 

You’ve tried to be my puppeteer. 
 

Miss, can you not hear? 
 

My song is of hope, not fear. 
 

Take the time to listen, 
 

Take the time to care, 
 

Take the time to know that my song is still here. 
 

-Tessa Schober 
Caitlin Hogan 



The Shipwreck and the Shell 

 

    I tossed the anchor off the bow of the boat. My hands quickly guided the course line 

holding the anchor. The boat was gradually motoring backwards to ensure the anchor 

caught the muddy bottom of Lake Winnipesaukee. The boat came to a halt. On that signal, I 

knotted the line to the cleat on the anchor cabinet. Grasping the handle under another 

cushion, I opened an additional compartment. I impatiently rummaged for the snorkeling 

gear. Anxiously, I pulled out the masks and snorkels from the salty, mesh bag. Fastening 

the plastic strap of the goggles, I spotted a shimmer in the rippling water. I scrambled to 

finish tightening the goggles and stuffed the snorkel in my mouth. Sitting on the boat’s 

side, I kicked off my sailing shoes. My feet flew over the edge and I landed in the smooth, 

warm water. 

I reached my hands in front of my head and pushed the water behind me. I gently 

glided through the water. Scanning the lake for the glistening object, I heard my dad’s 

voice urgently telling me to come look. He too don a mask and snorkel. I dunked my head 

into the lake excitedly as my legs propelled me over to the supposedly intriguing object. It 

was. However, it wasn’t just an object, it was a whole ship! 

The boards of the ship were the only surviving part, but they clearly once sailed on 

this lake many years ago. The ribs were completely covered in moss. My cousin Halle and 

sister Sarah joined the expedition. Together, we held our breath and dove ten feet down to 

run our hands through the long, green, spaghetti like moss. Under the soft camouflage 

bedding, mud was piled up on the rotting, wooden frame. I peered at fish weaving in and 

out of the ship’s interior that no longer is. There were small sunnies and largemouth bass. 

I popped my head above the water. I gazed at a field of grassy green lily pads. I 

submerged my head back into the lake. I inhaled through the snorkel before it was filled 

with water and, swam through the lily pads. I spun onto my back and discovered 

 

 

 the magenta bottoms of the lilies. In the tangled lily pad stems was a log, split by the water. 

Perched on top was a turtle. A Cheshire cat smile spread across my face. I was breathing 

heavily. Swimming towards the boat for a break, I once again spotted the metallic shine. 

Firmly grasping the anchor line, I filled my lungs with air. I dove beneath the surface 

and yanked my way down the rope. I reached the anchor and groped for the object that 

promptly caught my attention. I clutched it tightly. Out of breath, I launched myself off the 

anchor line to the surface. I took a deep breath in. Stretch my goggles over my forehead, I 

was stunned at what I was holding in my pruny fingers. A large mussel shell. But not a 

broken, faded one found every day on the beach, a faultless one. The inside looked as if it 

were a rosy pink pearl, polished and shined. The outside had smooth bumps, like they were 

perfectly sanded by a tender hand. Climbing aboard the boat, I dried off the precious souvenir 

and tucked it safely away in my camera case. 

I love to color outside the lines. Go on adventures and try new things. There is always 

exploring to do and treasures to discover. 

 

Elizabeth Davis 

 



Little Red Ridinghood and the Three Bears 

 

Once upon a time there was a girl named Little Red 

Ridinghood.  She was going to see her grandma.  But 

when she got to two houses that looked the same, she 

knew that only one of the houses was her grandma’s.   

She smelled something nice in one of the houses, she 

went in.  It was three cupcakes.  She went to eat the 

first one; had too much frosting. Then she went to the 

second one; it had no frosting.  Then she went to the 

third one, and it had just the right amount of frosting. 

Then she was sleepy.  She found three bean bags on the 

ground.  The first one was too hard; the second one, too 

soft; but the last one was just right.  So she fell asleep 

on the third bean bag chair.   

Twenty minutes later, three bears walked into the house 

and saw that someone had been eating their cupcakes 

and sitting in their chairs.  Then, the baby bear said that 

someone was sleeping in its bean bag chair.  The three 

bears woke up Little Red Ridinghood and asked her what 

she was doing in their house.  Little Red Ridinghood said 

that she was delivering cookies to her grandma.  The 

three bears told her that her grandma’s house was next 

door, so out she went and never saw the three bears 

again. 

 

Jake Gruttadauria  

Cole Guzzetta 



Just Another One of Life’s Little Rides 

I was ready. Or at least I thought I was, until I caught myself standing 

behind the line to enter the most vicious, most curved and rigid coaster I had 

ever seen. I bit my cheek and reluctantly waddled my way into the room that 

held the rest of the riders. Next, my father and brother followed, both more 

eager than nervous. I examined the audience, filled with excited kids much 

younger than me, parents, friends, and teenagers. I do admit, the line 

seemed to go rather fast for an amusement ride, which gave me less time to 

worry. 

“Is everything alright?” an affable ride attendant asked me. I caught a 

glimpse of her face, freckle covered and decorated with a warm smile, and 

then I croaked out, “Yeah.” She nodded, and continued to comfort other 

passengers in front of me. For the first time that day, I felt relieved. 

And then I stopped. My heart began to pound. My stomach churned 

and twisted. My legs quivered. My heart beat traveled to my throat. I turned 

around. 

“I can’t do this, Dad,” I squealed. And in a nick of time, I was sprinting, 

kicking my heels off of the ground as I neared the exit door of the coaster 

that once felt so horrifying to me. Even worse, my head began to throb, and 

suddenly I found myself in front of the exact location of where the haunting 

experience began. I threw down my arms and I began to overload with 

emotions- with guilt, with relief, and even shame. I didn’t even want to think 

about how my parents would react when they spotted me. 

“There you are.” I heard a voice behind me, my father’s, and stopped. 

I was too embarrassed to look back. I couldn’t bear to look at his  

 

disheartened, let-down face. And when I finally decided to look back, 

and face my fears, I was astonished. My father had a goofy smile, and 

he  gave me a big hug. “Now, the Lauren I know would never run off like 

that,” he reminded. I laughed. And then, he looked me in the eye, with a 

serious and stern look and continued, “I understand that it seems 

frightening. But, I know you’ll love it. You’re going to wish you went on it, I 

can guarantee.” So, right then and there, I began to reconsider going 

onto the ride- The Hollywood Rip Ride Rockit, and with an unsure tone I 

muttered, “Alright. I’ll go on it.” 

And the rest of the day went smoothly, as I reentered the familiar 

waiting line, hopped into the roller coaster seat. I did feel a bit unsteady at 

first, but I reassured myself that everything would feel breathtaking and 

exciting and gladly waited for the ride operator to chant, “Enjoy the ride!” 

The whole ride was so exciting- each loop and turn took my breath away. 

This day would remain the most important day to me forever, 

because it taught me such an important lesson. I realized that you can’t 

enjoy any of life’s little rides (or roller coasters, in my case) if you refuse to 

ride them. In other words, it’s important to always keep your head up in 

difficult situations, like my instance with the rollercoaster. Keep challenging 

yourself, because there’s no excitement in missing out on all the fun. 

 

Lauren Fox 

 



Tessa Schober 

Gabby Rodia 



Gone 
 

I stood there staring. Nothing left, but nothing gone. Everything lost in front of  
me. How can you lose something when it’s right in front of  you? Well I lost my 
house, and it was just as gone as it was in front of  me. My hands covered my 
mouth, holding in a scream that would never escape my mind. The sounds of  the 
sirens from last night, the sound of  the whistling wind blowing through the cracks 
in the floor. All of  it entering my ears, swirling around in my head made me shiver. 
But it wasn't the cold breeze that scared me, it was what would happen next. 

I thought back to last night, with the howling wind pelting rain onto my face 
and into my hair. Mom had rushed us to the car as I called for Dad to hurry. 

“I’ll meet you at the shelter! Stay safe,” he had yelled to me. 
“I love you,” I cried. 
The wind shut the car door, blowing at 50 miles per hour. It was a tropical 

storm, but was soon to be a hurricane. We got the warnings on our television, but 
our town had just called for everyone to go to the local shelter. We packed water 
cases and bread, just incase the shelter didn’t have anything. Gripping the flashlight 
in my clammy hands, I stared out the window at the sideways palm trees. Then my 
eyes focused on my terrified reflection. I looked at Mom. She gazed at the road 
ahead, her hands holding the steering wheel tight, like it was the last thing she 
would ever feel. The dark circles under her eyes and the grey hairs highlighting her 
hair glowed in the stormy night. When we got to the shelter, we sat in the corner 
with our sleeping bags, knowing we would be there all night. Everyone sat there for 
hours, waiting for nothing. Dad never came, and I tapped my foot impatiently. 
Would he ever show up? The wind blew loudly and everyone could hear falling 
trees in the distance. Infants cried, and so did adults who couldn't take the sounds 
anymore. I shivered myself  to sleep leaning against Mom with my brother on my 
side. 

Today, the shelter advisors informed us that we could go home to visit. Dad 
never came. Mom stayed up all night. I was a nervous wreck. We drove home, and 
luckily our car wasn't ruined. The drips on the window rolled down, some slowly, 
some fast. I looked at all the damage. The woods looked gone. All trees were either 
on the ground or cracked. Neighborhoods were destroyed. “What about our house?” 
I thought. As I stared at the blurred landscape out the window I thought about 
what our house would look like. Standing, damaged, gone? Where was Dad?  

 

Why wouldn’t anyone talk? My family drove in silence, probably all 
wondering what I was. 

“Erica,” asked my little brother. 
“Yeah?” 
“Where’s Dad,” his eyes were filled with fear. 
“I don’t know Derrick,” I replied, “I wish I did.” 
A tear rolled down his cheek, the fear creeping out of  it, but not going 

away. The lump in my throat got bigger which I thought was impossible as I 
tried not to cry. Everything was so unorganized. Mom was silent, Derrick was 
crying, and I was so impatient. But the thing that we all had in common was that 
we were afraid. Who wouldn’t be? I’m only 12, and I probably lost my house, my 
dad is missing, and the ring in my ears from last night would never go away. I 
took a deep breath as we pulled into our neighborhood. Everything was 
destroyed. There was no way my house would still be standing. Piles and piles 
of  shredded wood and bricks. Roofs blown off  houses. We pulled up on the road 
and I bolted out of  the car. And here I am now, staring at this pile of  what used 
to be my house. But it wasn’t my house, it was my home. My bike that I rode 
with my family on the trail, a piece of  my favorite bay window, the couch leather 
all torn up. Everything was gone, but right in front of  me. The thing about that, 
is you can’t forget. You wish it would all just disappear, because it would be hard 
to remember what you lost. Right now, with everything in front of  me, made me 
cry. My hands covered my mouth as if  it would hold in the tears. But it didn’t 
work. They rolled down my cheek and dripped onto a piece of  metal I would 
recognize anywhere. My dad’s cane. Where was he? Was he gone? 

What would happen next? I would probably help to rebuild my house and 
neighborhood, but I was too shocked to think. Hurricane Katrina damaged 
people’s families, houses, but most of  all feelings. I sniffed. My closest friend all 
gone. I remembered what he said to me. 

“ Life is like an empty box. If  you don’t put anything into it you’ll never 
get anything out of  it.” 

That quote my dad said made me realize that rebuilding my neighborhood 
would make him proud. Derrick came over to me. 

“Where’s Dad?” he asked. 
I swallowed hard but managed to spit it out. 

“Gone.” 
Lauren Buck 

 



Claudia Hepfer Ben Leeds 
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One Summer Day 

 One summer day, a couple years ago,  my brother and I both had a friend over. My 
brother’s friend's name was Joey and my friend’s name was Christina. Christina and I were 

watching TV inside the house. My brother and Joey were outside in the woods. They came 
inside to ask us to play a game of soccer in the backyard. We agreed and headed downstairs 

to grab the ball. Once we got outside, we decided the teams, girls against boys, and began to 

play. 

  As soon as I won the faceoff, whistles were blowing left and right. A trip here, a push 
there, holding, and penalties in the box. That resulted in goals all over the place. The score 

was 2-3, boys winning, when Christina’s mom told her she had to go back home. She walked 

home lazily, wanting to stay and finish the game. 

  Once Christina left, it was me against Joey and my brother, Evan. These were not fair 

teams, so Joey volunteered to be the referee. Evan and I were playing with pushing and 
shoving. We both really wanted to win because we were very competitive when playing 
backyard sports at the time. Joey wasn’t calling anything so there was a lot of yelling and 

laughing. Then his mom pulled into the driveway, honked the loud horn and waved. Evan 
and I  kept playing while Joey ran inside to grab his shoes. His mom rang the doorbell. “Ding

-Dong.” She stepped inside to talk to my mom. Meanwhile, Evan and I hadn’t stopped 
playing. I had taken a shot that went an inch wide of the net and hit the fence. We raced 
toward it and it seemed like it took an hour to get there but it was a matter of seconds. Evan 

got there but not before me. I kicked the ball and dribbled up the side of the deck back to 
the field to take another shot on the open net. As I was speeding by each pole on the railing, 
I was shoved forward. Time slowed way down. I was falling in slow motion. The grass was in 

front of me, it just wasn’t clear. I wasn’t sure how to protect myself from the fall. I leaned to 
the side because my balance was off. Even though I would most likely break my arms, I 

reached out to touch the green blur. I was too late. My shoulder had already hit the ground 

and it cracked in my ear. I was thinking AHHHHHHHHHHH!!! but really I was screaming it 
out loud. 

 My mom heard it from the foyer, with the windows closed, and came running out 
with a panicked look on her face, Joey and his mom trailing behind. She paused and didn’t 

see me at first because I was practically under the deck. Then she saw my brother’s 

astounded face and resumed her running. She came over and yelled seriously, “Evan, what  

 

did you do?” He was speechless and had his eyes wide open in shock. He didn’t know 
why I was screaming so loud. Neither did I. My mom carried me inside and placed me 

gently on the couch. I was tingling in pain all over. It hurt to move my foot! It hurt to 
breathe! I was helpless, I could barely even cry. As the tears rolled down my cheeks, 

Joey and his family came over to ask me what had happened. I couldn’t get the words 
out. Knowing that, my mom answered for me. “I don’t know,” she said. If I could have 

moved my jaw, that would’ve been my exact answer. 

Once Joey and his mom left, we drove to the emergency room. Past the street 

signs, past the trees, past the kids in the neighborhood. On the way, my mom was on the 

phone while I lay down in the backseat, bawling. My mom carried me into the 
emergency room and sat me down on a chair. She sprinted to the front desk then 
minute later, after my mom hurriedly filled out the form and asked me questions about 

my pain. Then, the dreaded name call. “Anna?” they called out. I was picked up and 
placed down, once again, in the chair. They looked at me and immediately took me to 
the x-ray. I had that heavy jacket covering all but my shoulder. I heard the beep and I 

wanted to know as soon as it started. What had my brother done when he pushed me? 
Hurry up I thought. Once it was over, the pictures were sent to my room. I got back with 
the nurse. It was up on the screen. My mom, Evan, and I all had our jaws to the floor. I 
had broken my right collarbone. That meant I needed a sling for about 7 weeks, during 
the summer. WHAT?!!! I thought. I knew this was not going to be fun. 

 I learned that day that if you are competitive, don’t take it too far. If you do, 
someone can get hurt. They can get hurt badly. If you get taken away and go too far 

when doing something that won’t really affect your life, you don’t want to regret it. The 
person who got hurt in my story was me because my brother was the one who took it 

too far. Control your anger and don’t let it make you do something you will feel bad for 

later on in life. 

Anna Farruggio 



Catie Wineski 

Adel Hiba 

Zoomerang 

 

Loops, twist, and rewinds 

Red-head and teacher freak out 

Screams and heights galore 

 

~ Mollie Smith 

The Ancient Grammar 
 

There once was a thing called grammar 

It caused a very big clamor 

With punctuation 

And exclamations 

It always put down the hammer 

 

~Ashley Velloso 



Experiencing Tears of Joy 

 My eyes were suddenly frozen, my brain wouldn’t transport messages to my 
eyes to blink.  I felt like I was locked in a cold hard cemented jail cell, my body gave 
off the vibe that it was limbless.  A few seconds later I came back to a show called 
“Reality,” and attempted to change the channel, but the chaos circling me wouldn’t 
allow me to.  I felt like an infinitesimal minnow surrounded by a circle of deadly 
sharks, not knowing which way to turn, knowing there was no going back now.  No 
going back now.       
 I finished warming up, my muscles were ready to perform my first round.  I 
hopped into line surrounded with a bunch of girls my age, all of us sharing the same 
passion and goal.  The sound of the too familiar treble jig music makes my body 
vibrate to the beat, mimicking a hammer that’s pounding a board of wood.  I close 
my eyelids and picture the perfect routine, but my brain keeps adding in all of the 
points in time where something could go wrong.  I push all of the craziness out of 
my mind and pictured what life would be life if the constant thought of,  
 “If you only did this...” or “You did that a thousand times during class and 
you had to mess it up on stage, the one time it actually counts?”  
 I gave myself a mental pep talk and said “What do I have to lose?  I’m going to 
dance the best I’ve ever had in my life.”  I glance up and realize it’s my turn to go, my 
heart skips a beat, I suck in a breath, and…                                 
 The sound of the music echoes throughout the room, my foot points, I rise 
onto my tiptoes…and I dance.  I don’t see my teachers in the front row scrupulously 
watching me with their hawk eyes, nor the judges with their glasses halfway down 
their nose and their hand in midair pinching their number two pencil, brushing 
across their papers.  I picture myself in class with the mirrors in front of me and my 
teacher behind me critiquing each note.  All too soon I walk back to the stage bow 
and saunter off down the steps.  I scramble to change my shoes and recuperate my 
feelings.  The same thing pretty much happened for round two, my light shoe round, 
the slip jig.  This was by far my favorite dance, I loved how powerful and strong you 
could be while having the grace and lightness of a feather.  When the last bar 
erupted from the musician's fingers, I felt a feeling that I’ve never experienced 
before, it was a mix of relief and regret.  It was a relief to be done, the pressure 

floated off my shoulders like a fall leaf floating down to the damp ground from 
the highest branch on a Redwood tree, but a punch of regret hit the pit of my 
stomach, knowing I could probably have danced a little harder by the end.  I 
tried to remember dancing, but it’s really just a big foggy blur.                     
 The recall list was about to be announced for competition 13B.  The 
whole afternoon I was preparing myself not to cry, to not get all emotional if I 
didn’t get the recall (where they list off half of the numbers that made it into 
the top 50%.  If you do, you do your set dance another hard shoe round and 
the judges place you then.  If your number doesn’t get called then you go home 
empty-handed.  And you move on and go back to practicing for the next 
major.)  The deep voice of a thick irish brogue makes the room feel a lot more 
stuffy.  My number was 122 and I had the bad case of the shakes; my whole 
body felt like it was stuck in an iceberg. He starts, “101 (screams), 105 (screams), 
106 (screams), 107 (screams),108 (screams), 118 (screams), 119 (screams),121 
(screams), 122 (screams)”  At that moment from all the preparation I did to tell 
myself not to cry, the tears of joy decided to rush down my face, mimicking a 
powerful waterfall.  All of the energy was drained from every part of my body.  I 
realized this was the moment I have dreamt about every night before I fell 
asleep, and this was a dream that was permanent, one I would never wake up 
from.  I soon concluded that I was dreaming about it entirely the wrong 
way.  It’s a much deeper feeling that didn’t get processed into your brain, but 
into your heart and soul.                         
 From this experience I’ve learned who I am as a person.  I love what I 
do, it’s what makes me me.  When I hear the music of a reel my feet start 
automatically tapping away.   I’ve learned to always “Pay attention to your 
dreams for they are your letters from God,” even if they don’t seem like a reality 
to anyone but you.  I can’t picture my life without dancing, that’s why I do 
it.  In the present, hard work may seem like, “Egh I’ll do it later,” but in the 
long run it pays off; this goes for anything in life.  To always believe in the 
negative, will make the negatives turn into positives, the positives into options, 
and those options into facts and into existence. 

Shannon McNally     



Elizabeth Hazen 

Elena Neufeld 



Ordinary Day of  a Leaf...or Somewhat Ordinary 
By Francesca Daniele 

 
Oh my gosh! I can't believe this!  I was scheduled to fall tomorrow! Why does 

this have to happen to me?  On the verge of  slipping off  the branch, I grab a 

hold of  the tiny twig that is holding me.  That didn’t work...ah!  I gently sway 

to the ground.  Actually, it isn’t bad, but when the wind kicks up, oh, it’s 

bad.  The wind aggressively pushes me toward a huge house.  Or should I say 

MANSION!  There’s kids playing outside.  Oh no...what if  they step on 

me...uhh...I’m just going to push that thought out of  my head.  All of  a sudden 

the wind quickly directs me to a huge pile of  leaves near where the kids are 

playing.  Before I knew it I’m slowly drowning in the pile of  leaves.  As I’m 

loudly screaming I see something...a shoe! I act quickly.  I try to grab onto the 

other leaves next to me but I can’t.  Anyway it’s too late.  As I’m saying my 

prayers, the giant shoe slams into me.  Now I know what my cousin felt like 

when he got smashed by a shoe.  As if  this can’t get any better...a kid jumps 

in the pile of  leaves on top of  me.  Another kid with A LOT of  power jumped 

on the kid that was already in the leaf  pile.  Now I’m seriously sandwiched.  It 

literally felt like I just went into the wringer.  After the worst wrestling match 

I’ve seen, I’m finally left alone.  Nope.  I spoke WAY too soon.  A girl comes 

over and kicks the pile with her huge foot.  And with that she sends me flying 

through the air and I’m finally free.     

Isabella Dragone 



Zoe O’Neil 

Felipe Artia Charcoal Still  Life 



Jordan Knight 

sharks 

wild, rough  

zipping, ripping, chomping 

stealthy killer sneaking through the water 

Great White  

 Chris Gerard 

Knowledge 

Beautiful  Powerful 

Working  Listening Learning 

Pen Outweighs Sword Everyday 

Strategizing Grasping Remembering  

Logical Essential  

Creativity 

Rachel Weintrab 



Gabby Vartuli 

The Water Race 

by Rachel Levinson 

 

The rapids rush through the old, 

eroded rocks 

Smooth from years of rushing water 

Wearing them down 

 

The crystal clear water 

Sparkles a blinding blue 

Visible through the fence of trees 

 

Invisible to the naked eye 

Pieces of sand slip through the rocks 

Following the water’s lead 

 

Finally the race concludes 

And the water is faced with a cliff 

Towering above the ground 

 

Fearlessly the water leaps 

And showers to the bright 

Blue ocean beneath 



Gillian Hannon 

Puppet Masters 

by Andrea Zammerieh 

 

Go left go right, go forward go back 

 

Do not stop for you may drop 

The puppet masters mean you well. 

You tap your feet  

to a rhythm-less beat 

Hanging by strings, 

you dance, you sing 

The puppet masters mean you well. 

Your painted face 

Can be replaced 

This you already know 

Yet you need to impress 

So you can be blessed 

By the leaders of this society 

The puppet masters mean you well. 

Go left go right, go forward go back 

You have dropped for you have stopped. 

You are now a black swan, 

In a world that has won 

For you believed the puppet masters meant you well.  



Joshua Rubinstein 

Ocean Waves 

By Logan Rudich 

 

Twisting and turning 

 

Bumping and churning 

 

The wave tosses you 

 

Ocean wave killers 

 

Sandy beach throughout 

 

Your eyes cannot see 

 

Blinded you’re searching 

 

Throughout the water 

 

You touch sandy waters 

 

Bumping and Churning 

 

Twisting and turning 

 

The wave tosses you 

 

Ocean wave killers  



Kaitlyn Kryzanski 

Messy 
by Saige Annakie 
 

A mess 
Is seen as something 
Negative. 
A jumble of  chaos. 
But chaos 
is 
Brilliant, 
Beautiful 
It's the secret  
Of  entering 
One's Madness, 
Happiness. 
It's the real, 
“Reality” 
Living life  
Between 
Actuality 
And 
Dreaming. 
This chaos 
This mess 
This havoc 
Can even be tranquil 
It's art 
It is the most beautiful thing 
About humanity.  



Kyle Atherton Marlie Forma 



Marlie Forma 

Sunset 

Soft, Serene 

Setting, Shying, Slowing 

Sun Setting Behind Horizon 

Breaking, Gazing, Shining 

Breathtaking, Beautiful 

Midnight 

~ Alexandria Debrosky 

Winter  

Cold, cozy 

Skiing sledding snowing 

Snow begins to melt 

Blooming, chirping shining 

Warm, bright 

Spring 

~ Joelle Nutter 



Natalie Onofreo 

The Calm Wind 
by Sadie Walker 
 
The silence is deafening  
as the calm wind flows  
through the purple window panes. 
Nobody speaks as the silence  
increases in my ears. 
No one utters a word,  
they utter nothing  
as the calm wind  
swallows the air.  

Night 

Cold, Still 

Sitting, Waiting, Looming 

Sun creeps over horizon 

Skipping, Dancing, Brightening 

Day 

~ Jillian Bowen 



A.J. Doherty 

Confused 
 

I must be attentive to what I say,  
for anything can be held against me. 

Why is it that I must pay,  
for causing the least bit of trouble? 

 
 

Even when not verified, 
I am blamed for each and every mistake. 

Most would stand there mystified, 
though I am left only to ache. 

 
I am trapped inside an hourglass, 
my stability is running out of time. 

No option is left but to let eternity pass, 
my sanity is being taken before my eyes. 

 
Most would be spiritless, 

I am simply overwhelmed. 
I naturally can’t stand the horridness, 

my irrationality is left excelled. 
 

I’ve put in some effort, 
though obviously not enough. 
My mind stranded in a desert, 

life can be tough. 
 

I have never been so low, 
I have not yet progressed. 

It is time for me to go, 
please don’t be depressed. 

 
- Jack Allen 



Crimson 

 

Crimson is roses and blood 

Crimson is the taste of apple cider and red velvet cupcakes 

Crimson smells like cinnamon and old books 

Crimson makes me feel embarrassment 

Crimson is the sound of violin music and British accents 

Crimson is the woods in Autumn when the leaves fall down 

Crimson is passion and anger, abandonment and heartache 

Crimson is the sky when the sun goes down 

 

~ Catherine Wisneski 

Purple 

Purple is the bright color of royalty. 

Purple is the taste of silver and gold.  

Purple smells like light perfume. 

Purple makes me feel joyous and 

important.  

Purple is the sound of waves crashing on 

the shore.  

Purple is mountains. 

Purple is graceful.  

Purple is sweet.  

~Julia Kemper 



Butterfly 

Butterfly 

Beautiful Graceful 

Flying Free Soaring 

Gliding through the sky 

Monarch 

 

Sai Kulkarni 

Icicles 

 

Icicles shimmer in the sun. 

The icicles are shining. 

Shining as if they are gorgeous gems 

Twinkling 

   In 

  The 

   Sky 

 

The shiny crystals are glittering, 

Glittering while clinging. 

Onto the branches of the old maple. 
 

The trunk of the maple 

Oh how high it rose! 

To hold its branches, 

filled with diamonds of ice. 

Shimmering, 

As they are being lifted 

Lifted by the branches, 

The arms of tree. 

While holding the gems, 

Towards the sun’s rays. 

Which melts the diamonds 

 Drip. 

  Drop. 

   Drip.  

Sai Kulkarni 
  

Phone  

 Helpful addictive  

 Life-saving money-wasting cracking  

 Would die without  

 Calling  

 

Owen Mikucki 

color 

I am not fascinated 

with colors, in simplicity. 

I am captivated 

with contrast. 

Leilani Brown 



Candy, A Poem 

Oh what a treat 

Something good to eat 

The feeling of sour and sweet 

Unlike the taste of rotting meat 
 

You stop 

You see your favorite candy shop 

Piles of candy, of course with Butterscotch on top 

The shop’s brightness makes you want to pop 
 

You barge in 

The Candy Man gives you a toothy grin 

He points  to the rainbow of different colored bins 

But the one you’re looking for is made of tin 
 

You dash over to the tin bin full of bubbly bubble gum 

Grabbing a handful, you think “Yum!” 

Jolly Candy Man adds up the cost and gets a cheap sum 

You pay, walk out, and start to hum 
 

You unlock your front door 

Then you spread the candy throughout the floor 

Doing homework is such a bore 

Therefore, the candy you eat grows more and more 
 

But look at the bad you have done 

Not doing your homework won’t get you a good grade, not one 

I thought we made a deal 

Come on! You promised you wouldn’t spoil your meal 

Oh look! You’re going to be sick 

Here’s some medicine, that’ll do the trick 
 

Have you heard of the phrase “Trick or Treat” 

Eating too much is candy’s slickest trick 

However, eating the right amount is the sweetest treat 

And just before I go… can I have a piece, even a lick  

Meghan Storry 

books 

when I read 

I do not consider 

my beloved books 

as mere manuscripts 

or stories. 

on the contrary, 

they are portals. 

portals 

to new worlds 

new homes 

new lifestyles 

new people 

new. 

with books 

the much-coveted 

escape 

that we all crave 

is attainable. 

because why 

live in a world of normality 

when a dimension of adventure 

is within reach? 

Leilani Brown 

I have lost  

your new necklace  

that I borrowed 

And which was  

probably your  

favorite necklace 

Forgive me  

I did get to wear it  

at the party  

and everyone loved it. 

 

Kayla Nixon 

Just 

 

      Obviously 

 

Be You 

 

Jessie Flam 


