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PREFACE

We are pleased to share with you in this booklet the poems of
Washington, DC’s young writers. The Parkmont Poetry Festival was
founded in 1982 to recognize the literary gifts of young poets from our
diverse schools and neighborhoods and to celebrate their common
interest in poetry. This year we proudly celebrate 33 years of spotlighting
and sharing their talents and their unique perspectives on their worlds.

We received over 400 poems for this year’s Festival from students in
grades 6 through 12 in the District’s public, private, and charter schools.
Our judges have selected these 40 distinguished poems from the chorus
of young voices expressing their spirits and vitality through poetry.
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CONSTELLATIONS

| saw Orion’s belt

twinkling in a row

in the pool of dark night sky

no ripples to be seen

his neighbor was Gemini,

the twins

[ wonder if they got along,

It be horrible to have a bad neighbor for eternity
And next to Gemini

| connected the dots

and found myself

with my round face and slender nose

looking out of place

next to the heroes and starry guides

like an interloper in a room that had been crowded for ages
some say they were placed there by Zeus

for their great deeds, or beauty

some say they were merely to help guide sailors lost at sea
I wondered what heroic thing they had done

to deserve a place in the sky, for all to see

| gazed up

once again

my image slowly fading

in the new light of dawn

| wonder what it would take

to be promoted to the sky

one day

ALEXA COHEN, GRADE 6
MARET SCHOOL
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NEVER LASTING

The life of everyone will not last

It’s just the way things are

Everyone says that you have

all the time in the world

but you don’t — no one has

98 billion years left

Nothing will last except the nothing space
with a bitter aftertaste

that outweighs everything

else — the truth is in the constellations
Life is solitary

JAYMIR WISE, GRADE 7
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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REVERSE UNIVERSE

The reverse universe, the one where it doesn’t feel right,
where the wolf is working for the pigs;

It’s the reflection of a fairy tale

and the stepsisters work for Cinderella.

The opposite of a fable

Yes, it’s the switch, that secret identity
that all mythical stories have

Ssh! Ssh! Ssh! Don't say it aloud.

The bad Storm White is coming

and she hates loud noises.

No! She found us!

We run so fast that we surpass the flash
that is the reverse universe,

where the careless are the brightest
where masks are unmasked

and | say to myself

“Where am I?” and Dora says to me

— in Spanish —

“No lo sé.” And Boots says

“In the reverse universe.”

“Oh,” | say.

How did | get here? And Geico-Gekko
like always, talking about...

won’t know that he’s on a motorcycle
thinking about the Harlem Shuffle.

The Hulk says, “Need some showtime!”
and throws me through galaxies until

[ find my final destination.

KAJUAN CENTANO, GRADE 10
COLUMBIA HEIGHTS EDUCATION CAMPUS
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WORDS

Those syllables that hang as mist in air,

That drift to places none but they can reach

And spread, touch minds and souls from mountains there,
As lips taste words, and feel their way to speech
They seem to spill from hearts, a spray of sound
That slowly falls, as gentle as a sigh,

And settles, feather soft upon the ground,

A soothing dream that sails throughout the sky.
Serene and seemly, sweet and sad they float,

A seamless, sentimental memory.

A song, a silky stream, a single note,

A secret on the air, a melody.

They let us skim the clouds and fly as birds

So stately sweet and saintly are those words.

JACKIE WEYMOUTH, GRADE 8
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
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| WANT TO HAVE WINGS

| want to be like Pegasus,

| want to be the symbol of wisdom,

[ want to have wings,

And fly everywhere,

| want to feel free the way Pegasus did.

[ want to have wings,

[ want to fly,

[ want to sing,

[ want everything there is to have.

No, | don’t want to be like Pegasus,
| want to be like the Phoenix,

| want to be able to resurrect,

| want to have healing tears,

| want to have several gifts.

[ want to have wings,

[ want to fly,

[ want to sing,

[ want everything there is to have.

I want to be all of these things and yet I'm none,
I'm just Maat,

The symbol of truth,

Justice and cosmic harmony.

[ don’t want to be God’s messenger.

| want to have wings!

[ want to fly,

[ want to sing,

| want everything there is to have.

But at the end I'm just me.

MAATI CASANOVA, GRADE 11
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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CRIMSON BLUES

The heat of the sun will burn the guitar strings

My voice will go hoarse before the verses and flow

| know the radio will be on mute

and my application will be put to the back of the pile

The fine print wasn’t magnified

but it was like life or death,

and | guess my dreams were on death row

| scratched my piano and removed the keys

They weren’t unlocking the sound | sought

| cut the scar that didn’t even bleed

It was my decision to let the birds sing the jukebox tunes

| climbed into the trees and stuck the leaves on the finest
piece of hair

Even the birds had to listen

The door to Narnia couldn’t compare to this majestic rhythm

So | sang the crimson blues

and dimmed the lights for the last curtain call

KAYLA ROSEMOND, GRADE 8
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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YOU DON’T EVEN KNOW ME

We’re in the same class,

We’re in the same school,

We have been for the last three years,

So | wonder how you and | are so different in all our hopes and fears,

| wonder if you even see me,

past my religion,

past my skin,

You tell me that I'm “so exotic” and I'll smile, hiding turmoil within.

| don’t write this to complain,

| don’t write this to criticize,

But | need to ask you how we’ve known each other all this time,
yet still

you don’t even know me, blinded by some lies.

I guess you think you get it,

I mean, you've seen me on TV,

You've read about me in the papers,

there | am in a hijab, hidden in a crowd,

Me, in cuffs, eyes fanatical, face proud,

They told you to stay away from me,

They told you to beware,

| guess you're only heeding their advice when you stop and stare.

You don’t even know me,

you don’t even care,
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not enough to think of me as a person,

just another lost soul, in need of repair.

| don’t write this to complain,

| don’t write this to criticize,

But I still need to ask you how

you see me every day, yet still

all that matters about me is what reporters say.

You don’t even know me,

I'm just another threat,

Brown skin, Quran — that’s all you see,

another breach in national security,

Do you ever think about what your ideas might mean for me?
Pat downs at airports,

You want to wire-tap a mosque?

So much for the first amendment, | guess you just forgot,
Condemnation,

violence,

fear,

I'm a ticking time bomb to anybody near,

so before you try and judge me,

try and listen when | speak,

and maybe one day you’ll see me as another human being.

SHONALI PALACIOS, GRADE 8
SHERIDAN SCHOOL
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NO POSITION

What'’s a world if you can touch but not be felt,
can see but not be viewed,
can hear but not be listened to?

What'’s a world if between each person you see
there is a mile-long road separating you?

What'’s a world if between each bit of sweet hope,
there is a pinch of hot & pervasive bitterness,
each drop threatening to slip you up?

What'’s a world if you don’t feel like you belong
If you feel like you're just waste flying around
slowly falling down with no purpose?

What'’s a world when there is no place for you?

WALDO SORIA, GRADE 11
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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SPECIAL MOMENT

My most special moment was being born

on Christmas Eve, and | came home on Christmas Day

all wrapped up in a blanket and

my mother told me | was her Christmas present

(@and my mother was mine)

because she birthed me, bathed me, fed me

and she sang to me,

she patted me on my back till I burped and put me to sleep
and I love her with all my heart for that

JONTAE WILSON, GRADE 7
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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IN PURSUIT OF SOMETHING

My mama told me to work hard
So | only rest for a moment.
Stuffed bear falls off my bed
Glasses slide down sweaty nose.

Red ink cuts flimsy paper,

Beaten pencils, embarrassed.

Stretched smiles, backhanded compliments
Pip and his damn expectations.

Notecards sprawled, abandoned

Cold coffee sulks in the corner.
Should-haves seep through laugh lines
And stumble down flushed cheeks.

Throwing logs into a dying fire
Flames struggling to breathe.
Selffish light engulfs life

To keep living.

EMILY DAVIES, GRADE 12
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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YOU

My English teacher told me to write a poem about something
transparent,
And the first thing | thought of was you.

| remember you used to put M&Ms on your keyboard,

so you could feel them on your fingers,

and every time you thought you had written something good

you would eat one.

Then | remember being able to hear you ridding yourself of
your rewards

afterwards.

[ thought you were strong like steel
But all my memories of your touch
were shaky and cold.

KATIE CALINGAERT, GRADE 8
PARKMONT SCHOOL

2015 PARKMONT POETRY FESTIVAL

15



16

TORTURE IN A DAY’S WORK

Scorched, the back of her leg is
Manhood, taken from an empire of it all
Untouchable, released into a touchable period
Forgiving, stolen and told as unforgiving
Trust, turns into ungentle hands
Sunrise, to sunset you drag her
Running, into slanted light of danger
Pain strikes until a heart crumbles
String of pearls, ripped by a stranger
Empty rooms, with needles of sunlight
Starved echo, hungry to be heard

MYNIAH SWEETNEY, GRADE 8
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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THE BLACK MAN’S BURDEN

i am a Pariah
an anomaly
something not meant to be

they don’t want me
[ don’t want me
how am i supposed to be

| scream

i shout

| claw at them

but they don’t see me
do they want to?

| drop

a mound
expendable
detestable
residual

i a mere tool
for their end

i hate me for them

i kill me for them

[ take in poison
soon i am cancerous

did i ask for culture

did i need culture

leave me with my mud
at least it doesn’t poison

uprooted

yearning

tears for days gone by
bygone dreams?

will i ever rise?

this is my burden

hah

they believe they understand
but they never will

this is my burden

SAADIQ GARBA, GRADE 12
SAINT ALBANS SCHOOL
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MASTERPIECE

She paints in one shade of red,
a sumptuous bright red.

The paint drips from her brush,

and on to her canvas.

And once again,

Her brush slashes across the paper.

This was her masterpiece.
The brush slashes again, lines darker.

A masterpiece, numb and wan.
Again.

Nobody understands the beauty of it.
And another.

But it’s not like they ever did,
and it’s not like they ever will.

She paints in one shade of red,
a sumptuous bright red.

This was her masterpiece,

and nobody understands it.
She feigned happiness.

And do you see where it has brought her?

She paints in one shade of red,
a sumptuous bright red.

ZION KEEN, GRADE 8
CENTER CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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A CHILD ENCLOSED IN THE ARTIST’S
GARDEN

Camille’s shadow forever sits in careful imitation,
The baby shades of her dress soft against
The swirling skirts of her companion.

The headstrong bragging of the roses at her back
Faints into indigo-gray concrete,

And even those beloved valiant escapades

Of her toy horse have been folded away

In favor of staid ivory.

A proper task for this child.

She still doesn’t notice the careless
Slouch of her shoulders,

And her shoes lie untucked
Beneath her dress.

But a few years of brushstrokes
Will mend her like troublesome
Fabric into more refined lines
Of an ideal, realistic image on
Her clean, creamy canvas.

Look closer, though.

She is still a churning

Corpus of color

Beneath her uniform first impression.

JENNIFER OWENS, GRADE 11
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
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THE DREAM CHASER

[ look up into the violet skies

The jagged clouds whisper into my ear
| can hear the ocean talking to me

I love to hear the whispers of the shore

Oh, if only | were a magnet that could connect to my
dreams...

DAIZHA CHISM, GRADE 9
BALLOU SENIOR HIGH SCHOOL
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DARK SNOW

I slide the back door shut

and jump into fallen snow with glee
feeling white slush on my face

as white flurries fall

from a cloudy sky

Using my arms and legs as art instruments
| create an angel of sleet

but feel sad

for even though it looks similar to me

it can’t be the same

Looking around, | only see the white

but unlike thinking it represents light and goodness
it seems rather pallid to me

pale, and almost creepy

| don’t belong to it

I look at the trunk of a tree

It is pure black, but | don’t think of it as evil
more misunderstood

but still not really the best guy to be around.

Feeling no comfort in the colors and shivering
| head inside

and make a mug of hot chocolate

['sip it

and accidentally get a chocolate mustache
It's camouflaged on my skin.

PARKER ALEXANDER, GRADE 6
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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SUMMER

Green leaves. Heat waves. Open schedule.
Time to pick up a new hohby.
Something other than sports.

Living a good cast
from the Potomac River
splashed an idea.

How about fishing?
Searching for the right spot,
[ finally found the fish market.

| went every other day.
Calm. Silent. Stressless.
Even the animals could hear our breathing.

The view across the river,
as jaw-dropping as a
sky full of stars.

The weather. More
comfortable than a
heating blanket in January.

Reeling in the line,
resting on my shoulder,
while my fingers flick to cast.

Wait — hearing the explosion in the water,
Prowling over to the net,

Wondering if the pole will snap, like an angry bass.

Grabbing the line,
Knees in the water,
Ready to tackle the beast.

All of this leading
Up to the catch. The king of the market.
The 32-inch, 20-pound catfish!

MATTHEW DORRIS, GRADE 12
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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TIGER SHARK

The boat is running at fourteen knots

Run over a great big shark

Covered with darker stripes and spots

Clearly hit by motor prop, can see a big red mark
Grab a shark rig, made of heavy wire

Bait the hook, big circle hook, strong but fine
Reel starts screaming like it’s on fire

Wire leader too short, shark bites the line

Tiger shark came back for more

We rushed to make another rig

| crimped a leader, hoping to even the score

Use heavy ball bearing swivel, strong and big

Tie Bimini twist to create a double line

Tie tuna knot to attach the leader

If the leader holds, the shark will be mine

If the leader breaks, | will become the shark’s feeder.

Bait the hook and look for the fish

Shark was only several yards from the boat
The shark’s tail was as thick as a dish
Shark eats bait, hooked in the throat

Shark runs off with line, at least 300 yards
Put boat in gear and go try to chase it
Shark runs toward some birds

Looks and grabs a duck, eats it

Boat has to move fast if the shark is desired
My reel is starting to run out of line

Half an hour later the shark gets tired
Touch the leader, the shark is mine

Shark starts making splashing sounds
Measure the fish, it’s eight feet long

Weigh the shark it's 350 pounds

Cut the leader, swims off still strong

LUCAS RUDD, GRADE 10
PARKMONT SCHOOL
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THE BRILLIANCE OF BLUE

| hear it used to be blue,
clear blue,
a mirror.

One could swim with the fish
(I hear there used to be fish),
and be on the lookout for the dangerous kind.

[ hear it used to be silent,

the sounds of the geese in the winter,
and blue herons in the spring,

were amplified and glorious.

| hear there used to be stars,
a multitude dotted the sky.
The air crisp and clear at night.

| hear there used to be oysters,
that filtered the water
and cleaned the Bay.

| hear the people came next.
They inhabited the land,

and built massive houses,
with manicured gardens.

They came with cars,
and loud boats,
and guns.

There went the fish,
The geese and the herons.

2015 PARKMONT POETRY FESTIVAL



There went the silence,
the stars and the air.
There went the oysters that cleaned the Bay.

It used to be blue,
then it was green.

In came the cities,
the traffic,
the business.

In came the jellyfish,

the algae,

the muck.

And the green slowly turned to gray.

| hear it used to be blue,
then green,
and now gray.

Will the blue ever return?

Bring back our mirror,
our stars,
our sky.

Bring back the oysters,
the herons,
and geese.

Bring back our blue,
the brilliance of the blue.

Bring back our Bay.

COLBY BOSLEY-SMITH, GRADE 11
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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ETERNITY

Stop! Time! For Thou Art Beautiful!
Moon of Time, churn these seas of Infinity
Halt this tide, this sky, O Eternity!

What are these hands that craft themselves, yet are crafted
so beautifully

I, your infant, suckle your warm amber honeymilk, take
Prometheus’ flame,

eyes glittering sun showers from this soft gold, O Eternity!

Born in this haven of space, soils, and stars, | accept these
gifts

[ was, am, and will always be your king

Stop! Time! For Thou Art Beautiful!

Eternity. Infinity. Mother. Father. Sister. Brother.

Who are you to love me so?

You who asks no favor, yet with drunken foolish confidence
grants all

God? Yes.

Is that your gift | see in the sky?

A bush not enough, but a sea in flames

Say what you say, sunny, goldly,

and give me more to walk on this sea, Father! It is mine!

Halt this tide, this sky, O Eternity!

Embers flung, kill me with this blue day’s sun

Do you hear it crack? The ice of the devil’s tongue,

slipping virginity, sliding across its neck,

breathing through the tongue, frozen creepily exhaling this
cold air
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but, I am Infinity and Eternity,

coldblooded Snake!

In this cool vessel, an endless dreaming and boundlessly growing
heart remains, warmed and nurtured by Prometheus’ Flame,

the parenting steam expanding my heating body!

Stop! Time! For Thou Art Beautiful!

The moon has gone around this earth times over

The sun has shined across this earth to find nothing new
Eternal, Infinite beings, you have seen the Alpha and Omega
AllKnowing, please teach me!

Just give me this one moment in this one space,

for however long you all shall last

Halt this sky, this tide, O Eternity!

Undo me if you will, unbirth me

But put me back in your womb, Alpha, before Infinity enfolds you

in the hottest warm embrace

Of Time | know that much, Mother,

There surely wasn’t NOTHING before my birth

There had to be something before the beginning

Yet, in all being, | just want this, O Lord:

One moment, that flaming image, to infinitely run for eternity,

to replace the ever-changing endless beings now.

That moment of Gold and Fire, less than a blink of Time, is all |
ask for, Mother

Stop! Time! For Thou Art Beautiful!

Halt this tide, this sky, O Eternity!

MICAH GUTHRIE, GRADE 11
WASHINGTON LATIN PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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A BLIND JAUNT THROUGH THE EVERGLADES

I'm sure that life comes easy around these parts
| see from my canoe a vessel brimmed with Black Mangroves

Their roots drink the earth’s maladies and coax me to drink with them.
The canoe wades for an apocalypse while |, so sure of my ability
to drink water from a lake, let

the command drip off their tongues like drool.

Mangroves speak snake tongue. Spoken to Kingsnakes
who hang like ornaments on their branches. Slithering, finding peace
in the moments between wind-rattled leaves.

A reflection in the slough told me that we are all sitting in our chairs,
a wall in front of us to stare at the paint, blank.

Blank enough to cease my attention, forcing my head at

a din, knee-high grumble having a fit, basking in the sun.

An alligator

shuffle-snaps my words in half,
deadly quiet
as i speak so sure of myself

Too much confidence smothers my speech

My words which once stood on my shoulders
were now neglected prattle beneath the whistle of the wind.

Shattered-glass vision,

eyes bent to the ground

sluggishly closing

to allow Spoonbills to nest in the pocket of my ear.

DANIEL KAWECKI, GRADE 12
PARKMONT SCHOOL
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WINTER MINUET
For William Carlos Williams

We danced through the winter months singing
Of harvests and horse heads and turnips,

Our footsteps dead-set on forgetting

The colorless fingers of autumn,

Invading the houses of mothers,
Followed by Krampus and Santa,
The sounds of our drums and our trumpets
Alighting, soft-footed in bunches,

On hills of a red Irish midnight,

Woven by mummers from Saturn’s

Red husks, accompanying courtship’s
Occasion, those fruits must be flush,
Spun ‘round by the season. Plucked clean
Off the boughs by desires unreasoned
And kept for their juice, as we wait for
The solstice, still dancing in rooms filled
With tables and chairs, the tobacco
Hanging in tassels above us.

Swinging and rolling in time with

The morning lark’s standard, loose in

The wind of a window left open,

The flames grind their legs into ashes,
And wash the dogs of May in

The spring of winter melted. Green!
The liquid scurrying, dirt driven,

Down mountains splitting the grasses
Ever so slightly, an understanding
Delivered in the form of fresh water!
And splashing, and sounds of things echoed.
Suddenly the world is full of rhythms,
Like that of the warm river bounding
Past surfaces, stripping them.

BORA UYUMAZTURK, GRADE 12
SAINT ALBANS SCHOOL
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OVERLAPPING EDGES

an intruder jostles their way in

to the world of the dreaming,

shrill voice screeching.

i am awake, but asleep, stuck

in an alternate world of overlapping edges, the moment

when the shadows have taken on different identities

of a man dressed in a trench coat, a woman sitting on the
foot of my bed

the words are there, but they have become something
more, something less.

a phantom slips into my room that is still clothed in the silks
of twilight,

she mutters a half-heard sentence.

i raise my sluggish hand, muttering an un-kept promise

an alluring goddess dressed in glinting robes of gold
pirouettes into the fortress

easily parting the last barrier of opaque mist

and tugging my arm into the world of the waking.

ELEANOR WALSH, GRADE 6
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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PEOPLE’S LIVES

What | think people’s lives are like,
scattered bones in a circle of love.
When | breathe, little crystals fly out
and are glittering in the air...

| dance around and climb up
horizontally

then | pause

flicking ash off my arm...

| know people’s lives.

IMANI FITZGERALD, GRADE 8
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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PRISON-ORANGE PAPER

Her voice, the consistency of silky sorrow it rings
Pressing its feeble frame past mustard teeth
Against icy concrete

Dissolving into caliginous sky

Gales whisk her words away as

Those sandpaper lungs shrink like lifeless insects
Expel foreign lining decorating

Fragile walls of tissue

Upon flooring marbled with ashes,

ashes,

She falls back down

Earth colliding with

Tired, cracked skin

Gripping bare bone

Hollow like a baby bird’s

They raise another cigarette to those dry corrupted
Lips,

Lips kissing the prison-orange paper

She,

A temple of smolder

Breathe in

Breathe out

Strike the edge of the match

Feel the friction hiss in your ears

Watch it tease the purple painted about your eyes
Eyes murky like spilt oil

Glance down at this mangled body

Yet

She does not show

As she tosses another burned bridge

About perfectly groomed snow

ARIANNA DIGREGORIO, GRADE 11
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
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CRUSHING

[ am the crushing emotion

I live in between happiness and nervous town

| drive a car made of valentine cards

| wake, hug and kiss everything in my house

and eat heart candies for breakfast

| work at E-Harmony and make people

feel what | am

| often wear rainbows

and when seeing the emotion, confident

[ glow pink on my cheeks

more than they already are

My pet is two unattachable worms that make a heart
| can’t be married because | make too much love
My only child is Cupid

and he does the same, spreads love

At nighttime I look around the world

like God

and make sure the love and hate are in balance

ASONTE WRIGHT, GRADE 9
COLUMBIA HEIGHTS EDUCATION CAMPUS
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I'M BACK

I’'m an unknown ancient sunset

who slowly observes my own shadow.
I'm a golden window

standing on the skyscrapers

of violet darkness, forgotten;

The full moon in the sky

as it looks at me

in smooth silence, knowing

that we are alone for a moment.

We both found the spiral mystery in us all
“Farewell” says the full moon

as he falls in the darkness. He tells me
“Fall into the mountain’s hands”

and then he disappears.

The dark becomes light

and the world orbits and tells me
Welcome back.

WILLIAM SANDERS, GRADE 10
BALLOU SENIOR HIGH SCHOOL
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MY MOTHER
(WHY | NEVER TALK ABOUT MYSELF)

My mother speaks in jilted tongues,

rolled R’s and Ls, articles misplaced.

| always wished to speak in her harsh grandeur,
muttering the poetic license of our ancestry,
trying chartreuse consonants on,

intricate as the stitches

of a church dress.

The language of pure syllables

was unknown to me. | did not know

how to speak from the middle of the mouth,
to end sentences with musty full stops.
When you are severed from

your mother’s dialect,

you carve,

you bleed out. You hack

at streams of verbs that

flow from yellow lineage

instead of white pages. You tug

the skin that cradles your eyes,

narrow lines on freckled canvas.

You crush the bones that build your
jawline like a box and never

a goos European V. You suck in

stale air and smile when people

say you speak good. You swallow

the verbals and article placement.

You do not call your mother

“Uhma” anymore. In the end,

there are no more rolled R’s,

only heavy pauses.

CARLA GRIFFITHS, GRADE 11
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
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THREADED MEMORIES

| find myself staring at old photographs.

It was a rainy day, the sky so gray it looked like a blanket

was laid over the sun.

| was tired, the gloom making me want to do nothing but sulk in silence.

The frame of the picture was like a loom; straight and square

without a hint of flaw.

The picture contained minuscule threads, each one different, like

an abstract snowflake, not

visible to the eye until put together into a memory.

The photo was that memory; the threads

Struggled to weave themselves into a précis of my childhood, the colors

vibrant with the feelings that

were swelling within me at that time.

There is a smile on my face, but the picture seemed rushed, as if

there was something else my restless brothers and | desired to do.

It is intriguing how you can only remember certain things, but the
feelings

that are stitched into the frame, the feelings that | felt, are no longer

accessible, almost as if they never

actually belonged to me.

EMILY FAGELL, GRADE 6
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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SADLY SAD

Sadness would be Mr. Damon
Sadness lives with Mr. D
Sadness drives a blue Cadillac
He cries himself to sleep

First thing in the morning
Sadness eats crying cornflakes
with Ms. Piggie for breakfast
Sadness is unemployed
Sadness wears nothing

to the Nationals game
Sadness stares into the
darkness at night

It's sad

CAMERON GASQUE, GRADE 7
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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POWER*

Her wounds came from the same source of her power,
‘Cause Kryptonite was her brother’s sad smile

sliding off his face in the night’s silence

as the IV dripped liquid.

She wished

the heavy scent of a sterile room

could be forgotten

like her brother had forgotten

the cheap, vanilla perfume of his third-grade teacher.

Till she could no longer hold a test-tube or a pencil

from the memories, she inserted the thin needle into his
arm

hoping the unknown would halt the chemistry

between him and disease,

like Spider Man grounding a train before it’s lost,

blind faith in a deflated IV bag.

Now, she visits him on untitled days.
Now, his sister walks around a garden of tall stones
to watch him living in the earth-deposits of her history.

* “Power” by Adrienne Rich

MARYLOU COX, GRADE 12
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
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DUH, WINNING

Winning looks like LeBron James.
He has a headband with

no hairline, and a sleeve.

Winning lives in a gold penthouse
with his family.

He drives a yellow and brown Ferrari.
The first thing winning does

in the morning

is score 35 points.

Winning dines on eggs

with goat cheese and turkey bacon
with strawberry oatmeal.

Practice is his job.

Winning is what he does.

He wears a suit with no tie.

Sharp.

He’s married with three kids.

He goes to a basketball game
before winning again in his sleep.

MAURICE COLEMAN, GRADE 7
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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4TH

The stars and
the bars,
flowing freely
in July sun.

We the People,
kicking back
under

the flag.

We the Gluttons
hold these truths
to be

self-evident:

All men

are created

to eat crabs,

ribs,

steak

with those

we depend on most.
All men

are created

to celebrate

our independence
the way the South
once did —
drinkin’

hollerin’

too damn much.

RYAN SAWCZUK, GRADE 12
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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JUMPED OUT OF MEMORY
Watching,

Intensely
like a Hawk,

as | distinguish a Glimpse

of the memory

a tiny crumb of what it used to be
yet all that’s remaining

Hanging on by a thread

waiting cautiously

for the tragic moment,

the split half second filled entirely with disaster
when it,

Expires

And it’s happening

i spot the memory jumping off the edge of my mind.
Soaring through the air

Far away it goes as if it was

an airplane

it crashes

the memory drops out

Plunges down the depths of my mind
Tumbling down the everlasting road
away from existence

the last minuscule hope of saving him
has been tossed away

Just like that

and | stand there

Eyes open,

Heart beating.

Mind racing,

Pulse rising

wondering where it took off

Trying to grab the unreachable star that |
Used to clutch

in my hand.

JACOB ALBERT, GRADE 6
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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THE SECOND DAY OF SCHOOL

| wake up
the sun barely peeking
into the dark sky

my mind won’t stop worrying
is today going to be like yesterday
am | going to dread school always

Pink boy pulls eyes into thin slits
laughs

laughs

a stone in my stomach

sinks

| realize the truth

I'm a fish out of water

each short breath a struggle
I'm peeking over the pond
watching the other fish
swim comfortably

breathe deeply

all similar

mother tells me to
jump into the pond

but how can |

when half of me is still
in Saigon

and will

always

remain

unchanged

mother tells me
to be grateful for what we have in America

And every time | forget to

| remember father

watching us

flying towards us

waiting for the right moment
to come

and surprise us
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| tell mother
that I will be grateful
once father returns

her face falls

she becomes quiet
looks down at the ring
twirls

twirls

around her finger

You just have to focus on
making the best of what you have
right now

but | saw her glance at the ring
| know the truth

what light is hiding
behind those dark
dull

once beautiful eyes

| know that one day
the best day of my life
the day father returns

that light

will shine through
dance in the
twinkling starlight
and they will be
beautiful

again

the eyes | have never known

LUNA STROTHER, GRADE 6
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
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HOW LOVE HURTS

When a person’s heart is broken
You hear the crushing sound.
It’s like a cookie

becoming crumbs.

They feel like a blizzard hit them,
full of ice.

They feel the whole world stop,
like it stays in time.

Countless hours of

showing your love,

just to have it destroyed.

And the world is full,

the world is full,

With no love.

JAMIL PICKETT, GRADE 8
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL

2015 PARKMONT POETRY FESTIVAL



CHE

A boy,

5o0r6,

skips along the rugged streets
of San Mateo, Guatemala,

a poor town

with a rich spirit.

His name, Edison.

His black hair bobs as he

runs playfully through

the streets he calls home,

and then he sees me.
“Guillermo!” he shouts.

He dashes to my side

and speaks to me in his tongue.
| do not understand his words,
but his body language

can be read like a story.

This boy adores me

I think to myself.

Then, | notice something

on his backpack, a face.

No ordinary face, however —
Che.

| point to the man,

another one of his heroes,
and he asks me:

“Te amas Che?”

Before | answer,

I realize the disparity

between us.

His heroes are men like

Che, Marx, and Castro.

As a boy, mine were men like
Jordan, Spiderman, and my dad.
This boy’s dad is dead.

WILLIAM SCHULZ, GRADE 12
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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THE WINDOW IN THE ATTIC

The window in the attic
looks up at the night skies.
The streetlight shines.
When the men walk by
they see their childhoods.

SAVION TATE, GRADE 8
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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UNDER THE BRIDGE

A thousand lines of bright paint
Twist together, forming meaning.

A cry, a scream, a prayer in each.
With different words the same hope:
[ will last.

Two green and white eyes,

Simple paintings, no more than ovals with circles within,

Watch from where they were sprayed.

Watch women, men, children try to make marks that never fade.
Watch as each new name, painting, person

covers up the remains of the last.

Concrete, the canvas for the souls of the painters,

Cracks and sags till no more cars cross this bridge.

A pair of eyes watches vines ensconce the ruin,

And as paint chips and wears, soon nothing will be left.

As weather washes away green and white paint, the eyes still see,
Knowing they are last,

But nothing will last.

EMMA KAY, GRADE 8
SHERIDAN SCHOOL
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Many thanks to the Friends of the Parkmont Poetry Festival and to those
of you who contribute today!

Poetry Festival Donors to Date 2014-15:

Merribel Ayres Jackie Quillen
Jean and Paul Gurman Jacqui Michel and David Weisman
Faye and Jack Moskowitz

In-Kind Donations to the Poetry Festival:

Jacqui Michel and David Weisman
Judy Lentz

Anne Woodworth

Rose Jaffe for Tee-shirt Design

Emily Rampone and Mattie Wong
for Cupcakes by Curly & Co.
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JUDGES

The Parkmont Poetry Festival extends sincere thanks to our 2015 judges.

KWAME ALEXANDER is a poet and author of eighteen books,
most recently THE CROSSOVER, which received the 2015 John Newbery
Medal for the Most Distinguished Contribution to American Literature

for Children. His other works include Acoustic Rooster and His Barnyard
Band (The 2014 Michigan Reads One Book Selection), and the YA novel
He Said, She Said (a Junior Library Guild Selection). He is the founder

of Book-in-a-Day, a student-run publishing program that has created
more than 3000 student authors in 72 schools; and LEAP for Ghana,

an international literacy project that builds libraries, trains teachers, and
empowers children through literature. He visits schools and libraries, has
owned several publishing companies, written for stage and television
(TLC’s “Hip Hop Harry”), produced jazz and book festivals, and taught

in a high school. In 2015, Kwame will serve as Bank Street College of
Education’s first writer-in-residence.

MARY ANN LARKIN is a poet, writer, and teacher. The Coil

of the Skin, a first chapbook of poems, was published by Washington
Writers Publishing House in 1982. She is the author of four other
chapbooks: White Clapboard, The DNA of the Heart with poet Patric
Pepper, A Shimmering That Goes With Us, and gods & flesh. Her book
That Deep and Steady Hum was published by Broadkill River Press in
2010. Her poems have appeared in Poetry Ireland Review, New Letters,
Poetry Greece, Garrison Keillor’s Writer’s Aimanac and numerous other
magazines. She has taught writing and literature at Howard University,
Montgomery College, George Washington University and the University
of the District of Columbia, among others. She has been a member of
the Capitol Hill Poetry Group since 1977.

PATRIC PEPPER has published two collections of poetry, a
chapbook, Zoned Industrial (Poet to Poet, 2000; 2nd edition, Banty,
2010), and a full length collection, Temporary Apprehensions, which was
a 2004 winner of the Washington Writers’ Publishing House Poetry Prize
(WWPH). From 2008 through 2013, Pepper was President of Washington
Writers’ Publishing House. He continues to serve WWPH as Production
Manager. He is founder and editor with his wife, Mary Ann Larkin, of
Pond Road Press, which published Tough Heaven: Poems of Pittsburgh,
by Jack Gilbert in 2006. His work has appeared in numerous journals
and anthologies including Cape Cod Poetry Review, Confrontation,
District Lines, Gargoyle, and The Innisfree Poetry Journal.
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An additional debt of thanks to Ron McClain, Head of Parkmont School
and Founder of the Parkmont Poetry Festival; Judy Lentz, Coordinator
of the Festival for 25 years and tireless supporter, the Parkmont staff,
student and parent volunteers; and Sharan Strange, Festival Master
of Ceremonies. Sharan is the author of Ash, a collection of poems.

We are grateful to our 2015 design team: Booklet layout and printing
by Auras Design; poster design by Alice Lewis; poster printing by
Minuteman Press Bethesda

Finally, we wish to thank our 2015
Parkmont School Board of Trustees:

Debbie DuSault, President
Walter Ailes, Treasurer
Cille Kennedy, Secretary
Judy Lentz

Ron McClain

Shannon Morris

Christy Halvorson Ross
Dick Roth

David Weisman

Eliza Yoder
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PARKMONT SCHOOL

PARKMONT is a small private school serving middle school students
in grades 6-8 and upper school students in grades 9-12. An educational
community that fosters individual growth and enthusiasm for learning,
Parkmont believes that there is nothing more basic to the development
of a person than a positive sense of self-esteem. This respect for the
creative energies and contributions of young people is the driving force
behind the Poetry Festival and many other school activities. Parkmont’s
Internship program puts students in offices, shops and organizations
around the city to learn practical work skills. At school, students
participate in all-school meetings that focus on ethical and practical
problems confronting their community and engage in a vibrant, hands-on
curriculum. Parkmont helps students to discover their talents and values.
The Poetry Festival encourages students to give voice to their dreams
and concerns.

If you would like to show your support for the Parkmont Poetry Festival
by making a tax-deductible contribution in any amount, please send a
check payable to Parkmont School to this address:

PARKMONT SCHOOL
4842 16th Street, NW
Washington, DC 20011

202.726.0740
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