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Trouble                                                                            

Everyday when I go to school                                        

My teacher stays too cool.                                               

He gives me f-minuses all the time,                               

And puts me in the tardy line.                                         

Whenever I get detention,                                                

He doubles it                                                                    

And gives me suspension.                                                

They look at me – I’m all alone!

They say, “Why are you home so soon?

You were supposed to come at noon.”

Chloe comes and sniffs my knee.

She runs away.

It seems she doesn’t know it’s me!

“Are you mad?” I ask my dad.

He says “Yes.”

What they’re going to do to me

I don’t want to guess.

-by Emmett Lynch, Grade 2

The Language of Cats

The language of cats

Is too tough to decode:

First, it’s mewing.

Then, quick as a wink-

In a jiffy-

It’s on to purr mode!

I think I know what purring means-

I know it right to the bone.

It means: “I’m happy, just right where I am,

So please, just leave me alone!”

-by Owen Gebhardt, Grade 1

Crickets

Crickets chirp so clear

They tell a new spring is close

Sings a song so sweet

-by Grace Valvano, age 8

My Laugh

My father says my

laugh slows in the wind

and sways in the trees.

My father says my laugh runs with

the brook and dances with the flowers 

in the meadow. He says my laugh

can be as calm as the lake

or as wild as lightening. 

But what is most curious 

is that my father says he can hear my laugh

anywhere in nature.

-by Abigail Rogers, age 11

Grief

I saw Grief today.

He was hunched over with his head downward.

He had turned and with heavy footsteps trudged 

into the night.

I caught a glimpse of his eyes, as grey as coal,

and his frown that was engraved into his face.

And I heard him express words, which were

suffocated in anguish.

And I felt for Grief as he submerged into that

awful abyss of desolation.

-by Amy Addington, age 14

Haying

Haying is fun when the tractor is roaring,

And the rake is raking as fast as it can,

And the spreader is spreading.

The tractor cab is hot

And the fan is broken.

We start to sweat.

We drink a lot.

After an hour or two we get into the fresh air,

It feels so good,

We don’t want to leave.

We start back home and unhitch the spreader.

We hitch up the baler and start back to the field.

We have to start baling to finish the job!

-by Ian Van Ham, Grade 3

Daddy’s Coming Home

As I sit on the cold, wet bench,

I try to smile on this dark rainy day,

Mamas telling me, “He’ll be here soon.”

This world seems like nothing without him here,

I try to tell myself that he will be here soon.

I hear the sweet ringing. 

The train is pulling up!

My heart is about to beat out of my chest.

I hear the train door squeak open,

I am happy, and afraid.

Mama, where is he? Is he coming?

“Just wait.”

Stamp, stamp.

The men start to walk off the train.

I see bright blue eyes, 

Just like mine.

Mama picked me up into her arms and started to weep with happiness.

I ran up to him,

“Daddy! Daddy!”

He picked me up and clenched his hands around me.

My Mama joined us,

The love was so strong,

But I knew in my heart,

That this was the beginning, of the rest,

Of my life.

-by Braxton Gianino, age 11

August

August is the month to play

So why don’t you come out today!

It’s when the sun shines bright

You can even play ay night

Play outside, play with a friend

Hope that time will never end

Eat outside, not indoors

Only go in if you have chores

In summer there is no TV

Come outside and play with me

The point is come out and play

Please do it right now – today!

-by Jack Ede, age 8

The Piano

It sits;

Waiting for me to play upon it;

The black and white keys

Staring forlornly up at me;

The music is open 

Ready for me to play;

My shadow is upon it.

The fingers of my

Hand touch the silvery keys;

I pause,

Thinking of many years past,

When my teacher would say,

“Practice makes perfect.”

And yet,

Would I not practice?

Or did I stare at the music

Hoping that it would disappear?

I sit down on the piano bench

And slide my fingers over the polished keys.

How smooth they feel,

How pretty they look in the light!

My hands are running over the keys

With amazing grace,

Making sounds…

The sounds that I love.

-by Bahnou Upton, Grade 6

A Letter From the Broken Heart

I put on a fake smile,

As the corner of my mouth rises my eyes turn to glass.

I love with a broken heart,

seeing nothing but you walking away.

I care about ones who hurt me,

as I hold on to their secrets and guard them with my life.

I am not tough nor cool,

But act like I’m fine when I feel like screaming.

I am sensitive and fragile,

even though I look at the tear that has just dropped to the floor.

I am glass on the shelf,

you can let me drop and smash or let me sit in safety.

I am a bird singing a song,

a sweet tune to a broken wing.

I am Who I will forever be,

Just an eagle trying to be free. 

–by Mariah Upperman, age 11

Beautiful Night

Darkness mirroring the color of ink, 

a shroud covers the sky.

Tiny flecks of glitter everywhere,

scattered among the darkness.

A single figure stands out, 

shining as if enchanted.

The air has turned cool,

a reminder of winter’s chill.

The world is at peace,

breathing with a sound of sleep.

All has been quieted,

as if muffled by the night.

Worry fades away,

replaced by wishful dreams.

To me, this is beautiful.

-by Suzanne Beers, age 17

