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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 34 years of spotlighting 
and sharing their talents and their unique perspectives on their worlds. 
We received over 450 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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CREATE

Chubby fingers dipped in paint
Smudged all over the paper
Thin crayons that blend
Into rainbows and tall skyscrapers
Smooth markers that dance
In patterns their master configures
Rough charcoal, so gloomy
Makes shades which seem to shimmer
Worn pencils that scurry
Racing to keep up with ideas
Wet clay, soft and expectant
Serves as a platform for freedom
Young or Old
Black or White
Shy or Bold
Everyone needs art
In this world full of hate
So pick up a pencil
Pick it up and create

MARTA MALISZEWSKA, GRADE 9 
WASHINGTON INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL
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LIFEGUARD

ode to rules
for their ability to be broken
without them what would we have
to shatter
to dodge
to skillfully circumnavigate
without them
no problems
no trouble?
with them . . .
chaos
anarchy
solace for those
who need to find a branch
to grab onto in this
waterfall of a world
but some of us
know
it is sometimes better
to battle
the raging, rushing, roiling current

NANCY DICKERSON, GRADE 6 
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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10.3
Jesse Owens, 100m in Berlin, 1936

A steadying breath
to prove their propaganda wrong.

Stretched fingers hold the body in place
like rope does back home.

A steady beat in his chest
like the rocks that peppered his window.

Knees locked in anticipation
for the handshake he won’t receive.

Adrenaline courses
through gold veins in the beautiful brown body.

Blocks shackle his feet.
They set him free.

VJ WHITEHURST, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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GET AWAY

As she walks down the long hallway
she looks down because she knows they are staring
She walks past everybody all around her laughing
She keeps walking, trying to get to class
as fast as she can
They kick their feet out to make her fall
Just for a second she lays there not moving
She leans across to grab her books and gets up
She looks up and faces the camera
Everybody laughs
She looks back down and walks to class slowly
She wishes to get away, but she can’t

MICHAE COPPER, GRADE 8 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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SCHOOL BATHROOM

Dull dark colors
dingy walls and slate tile floors

Tears, pain, gossip
where it remains

Nose will not be delighted by
the stingy stench

Emergency!
Make sure to bring 25 cents

Negativity isn’t all that is there

Seeing my reflection in the mirror
brightens my day

JANAE THOMAS, GRADE 9 
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL 
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GROWING UP

Shouting with laughter, I race down the hall. Saturday anew
No preschool today, but my learning still grew
Next year, with Mom, Kindergarten go I
Story time, Recess, I’m three feet, but can fly.
Lower school years come and go like a blur
So many friends, and how fun they were . . .
Four foot now, a height I would prefer.

Middle school at last . . . so excited for the new lunch style.
Little did we know, there was a line, no smile.
“No recess!” we said, “That’s insane!”
But more learning time meant more fun for the brain.
Bar mitzvah time, it’s about a guy on Sinai.
Fun, but I hope my mom doesn’t cry.

ZACHARY GAYER, GRADE 6 
MARET SCHOOL
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ALWAYS BE

There will always be darkness in the room
There will always be fog from tears you share
There will always be rhythm by the beat
There will always be dark clouds when it rains
There will always be sunset on time
There will always be pretty kids on the earth
There will always be forever when it lasts
Always look in your future
not your past

ISHAWNNA WHITE, GRADE 7 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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TIME

Life asked death
“Why do people love me
but hate you?”
Death responded
“Because

You’re the pain
everybody feels
but finds
a way to hide 
in
plain sight
You show people 
the way

You give them hope
when there’s nothing to 
hope for
you light their soul
until I unveil
what is behind the mirror

An anti-reality
A godly infection of sorts
I am the truth
everybody wants to ignore
but can’t

In the end
our life’s rationalities
burn away
in the bottomless pit of
your soul-crushing trench
you reach a point 
of no return
the absolute end
where time
and space meet

And then you
realize
time is the most valuable
quality
of life”

CHRIS CAMPBELL, GRADE 7 
PARKMONT SCHOOL
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ODE TO MUSIC

oh how you make me think.
another note,

another pause,
another idea.

from elaborate situations
and their meaningful purpose,

to unanswered questions
that spark familiarity.

you never once asked for permission.
you rest your head wherever you see fit.

where others are disgusted by your appearance,
many cling to your affection.

to your clean cut and gentleman like ways,
to your rowdy and unforgiving tendencies,

to your appreciative life loving lifestyle,
to your self-inflicted disappointment,

your outstretched hand does not waver
despite our judgmental eyes.

BENJAMIN LANDS, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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REGGIE’S JAZZ

People talking to me
make me feel blue
My whole body aches
at the sounds of words
coming out of people’s mouths

It’s like tasting bitter lemons
All I want to hear is silence
Nobody listens to Reggie
I want change

REGINALD SHEPHERD, GRADE 7 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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WALKING ON A BRIDGE

I am walking on a wooden bridge
Sitting on the edge of a brook
Flowing with clear water from a grassy and lush hill.
The sound of the brook like a crackling
Fills my ears
Makes me oblivious to myself.
The breath of nature digs itself into my nostrils
	 with its blades of grass
And infuses my soul.
Its pellucid water is an undulating carpet of silver.
I cannot see anything else.

I am stable on the bridge, a solid feeling
	 that holds me up.
I study the bridge, kneeling down.
The planking is smooth, worn down by rain and snow.
The rusted nails still bite deep into the wood
And hold the bridge steady.
Its sides moist and cool
Dark-colored and fresh
From the brook that flows below.
I am safe.

I am gazing at the clouds
Staring at them.
My eyes rooted to the white wisps that move
	 slightly in the wind
But the wind is no more than a breeze,
	 the breath of a being divine.
The clouds are anchored by an unknown
	 fastening force in the sky.
I am dismayed
Because I cannot go up
With the clouds
To see the lands open up
Like a book
Before my eager eyes.
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I am gazing at the stalks
Witnessing the stalks embracing the clouds
Feeling the earthly and archaic energy of
	 the stalks creeping into the clouds.
The stalks move, carrying the clouds with them
Double-bent like old men
But as lively as naughty children.
I am mollified
My disappointments carried away
Forgotten forever.

The tall stalks of wheat sway again as a sudden
	 gust ripples over them.
Opening up and closing
On a path
Overgrown with weeds and little stalks.
I suddenly stop.
My shoes squeak and catch on a loose nail
	 that I had not seen.
The impediment to my progress
Is kicked away into the brook
Gone forever.
My feet walk on unconsciously
On and on
In my signature gait
On my own path.

My consciousness wakes up
And is alarmed
When I am stopped by a dead end.
My naive bliss ends quickly.
Have I wasted my life?

WILLIAM CHO, GRADE 8 
ST. ALBANS SCHOOL
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I AM THE STREETS

I am the streets . . .

I will kidnap your son
Raise him
Then return him to you and your family
So you can bury him

I am the streets . . .

I am from where if you aren’t packing
You get caught lackin, and you get hit
	 the backspace, then you life is deleted
I am from where omertà is the code
And if you fold, you get hit with bullets
	 and not stitches.

I am the streets . . .

I will make you skip school to make bread
But first you have to serve that butter
Nothing you could tell a young dude, coming
	 straight from out the gutter
Only thing he know is jugg & finesse so he
	 could eat good around supper
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I am the streets . . .

Don’t play, cause I keep 25 in the chrome, with 
	 one in the dome
They say I’m known to play for keeps, so you 
	 might not make it home
Fox 5 Reporting Live, they just witness 
	 a mass murder shootout
But you was on your way home, taking the school route

*Boom, Boom, Boom*

*Bang, Bang, Bang*

They said it was 2 shots in the face, and 3 bullets
	 grazed right across the victim’s face
Whole family watching the news
Until you unexpectedly hear somebody say . . .
	 “NOOOOOO”
Then you turn back toward the TV, then you see
	 your son’s face . . . Tragic

Sincerely, The Streets

RAFAEL BUSH, GRADE 10 
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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THE BEGINNING

The smell of fresh cut grass
sweat dripping down my face
pads reeking of a mixture of 
piss and shit
gasping for air
breathing out my mouth and nose
like a worn out dog
running into the warm showers
waiting to put on my fresh clothes
the phone rings
my mom is on the line
everybody staring and watching
all they could see 
was excitement on my face
Emma was born
the stars were shining bright 
but they were shining brighter 
that night

DANTE LOPRESTI, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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BE A CHARACTER

I’m made out of flesh and blood
I open my eyes to airplanes on my ceiling
When the shadows fall
that means war begins
You might find me stubborn
I dream in shades of gold
My heart jumps when the drums start

FRANCESCA THORNTON, GRADE 6 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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SUMMER RIDE

The rhythmic thud of the hooves echoes in my ears
Thud thud thud thud
I feel my heart synchronizing itself with the horse
Thud thump thud thump
I dig my heels into the horse’s side
He flicks his head in agreement and with a jolt of power, 
	 he surges forward
I see the colors and shapes around me once so vibrant
	 and prominent now blurred and meaningless
As the hooves leave the ground I feel a shiver 
	 go up my body
As we reach the jump’s climax, time stops 
	 for a split second
I look at the trees once swaying gently in the breeze
	 now frozen in place
I look at the birds once chattering to one another
	 now frozen in mid-song
Stormclouds of worry flood into my head
What if I fall?
What if I hurt myself?
Just as suddenly as it stopped, time resumes
	 its endless journey
I brace myself for the impact as we, as one,
	 go tumbling down
I breathe a sigh of relief as nature resumes
	 its jubilant song
I once again feel his hooves thundering against
	 the ground
Then it happens all over again . . .

MISHAL POWERS, GRADE 6 
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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GOD’S COUNTRY

Each leaf cracks 
beneath the thick rubber boot
as my mind wanders through 
the dim forest

searching for the spot
that I will claim this morning.
Waiting in that tree
scanning for all that lingers

in the still forest
hours upon hours have passed
waiting for that one moment
for a buck to emerge from the brush

and make the early wake ups
the frigid evenings
the countless hours
worth it.

I have sat there way too long
hoping for a chance
and realizing
it’s not the deer I’m after.

RYAN FINLAY, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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ONE LITTLE GIRL’S DREAM

Straw huts
Dirt floors
Wooden beds
Smoke
From the fire
Filling the room
A small village 
In Ethiopia.
Sunburnt children
Dust caking them
Like a second skin
Flies crawling
Nesting
Roosting
All over them.
Ruth
The name of a girl
Amongst these children
Me.

For all the twelve years 
Of my being
I have believed
That education
Is the key to life,
The separation,
The dividing line,
Between ones who wonder
What dinner will be
And ones who wonder
If there will be 
Any dinner.
Between ones who 

contemplate
On what they should wear
To go to the mall
And ones who wear

The same dusty
Fraying shirt
Each day.
Between ones
Who take education for 

granted
And ones who dream of it
Like a wonderful fantasy
Or fairy-tale
They may never experience.

Education.
Like a gemstone —
Finely faceted
Yet just
Out of my grasp
So close
Yet so far
As if — if I reached
I would barely touch it.
But I am reaching.
For I am caught
In an everlasting shackle
Of labor
To gather bare necessities
All day, every day
Going from tears, to sweat,
To a sense of routine
To help support
My family.

How I wish
I could break out of that 

shackle
Of endless labor
How I dream
I could be like
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The other kids
And go to school each day
How I long 
I had the time
That precious, fleeting time
To even try
To teach myself
The wonders
Others learn
At school.

But here I am.
Sweating hard to make money
Off the abundant flow 
Of tourists
Who travel from all over
To admire
Our famed rock-hewn churches,
The moment
The sound of cameras clicking
Reaches my ears
My heart starts thumping
My nerves start tingling
And my legs start churning
So fast
That the dust
Long engraved
Into my skin
Is whipped off them.
In a few moments
I find myself

Yelling through
The mob
Trinkets in hand
Swarming tourists
For a few extra coins.
Their laughter
Is my dream for a pencil.
Their awe 
Is my dream for paper.
Their photos of me
Is my dream for textbooks.
Their joy
Is my dream of a bright 
And literate future.

When the sightseers
Are long gone
The sun
Long since sunk below the 

horizon
I stop and ponder
For a minute.
If I were
One of the tourists
Passing by
With my camera,
Would I notice the little girl
With her dream?
What would I think?
What would I say?
What would I do?

LAYLA DAWIT, GRADE 6 
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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KALEIDOSCOPE

Frogs jumping into a lily pond
turning into giraffes eating palm trees.
Monkeys dancing for bananas;
Elephants running from mice that
turn into bright stars shining on me.
Christmas covered in snow
turns into trick-or-treat candy
inside a carved pumpkin,
which turns into falling autumn leaves.

JOESEPH SMITH, GRADE 7 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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SUNBEAM

sunbeam
shining on your face
heavenly spotlight on your book
which is old and smells like a library closet
but you wanted it anyway
and now you read it
in the shade
of that tree in the backyard
they say they didn’t plant
but it’s here now
so you sit
with the cookies
your mother made not an hour ago
and filled the tiny tiled kitchen
with desert heat
which made you thirsty
and you got a glass
of lemonade
your father made
lemon candy sweet for ten seconds
then
sour hits your mouth like a golden gloves boxer
and mama can’t stand that
but dad likes it
and so do you
so you drink the golden gloves lemonade
and eat those cookies your mother made
under the mysterious tree
with the book
which smells old
like the library
and it’s all so much
that
you fall asleep

DONA ANDERSON, GRADE 11 
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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MY DREAM

In my dream I was playing football up in the sky
And I threw the football all the way to Jupiter
And when it came back down — I caught it
For a touchdown — and I saw diamonds
Sparkle under my shoes and I saw rainbows
In the sky when we won the game

SHANICE PLIGHT, GRADE 7 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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THE FIRST SUNRISE

Over millions of years, the rock has diverged and converged
	 stretched and shrank.
First came the young unfinished planet, its seams
	 spewing out its core.
Battered by millions of small assailants, it hurtled through
	 the boundless expanse that is the astral plane.
But over the astral plane’s horizon, the young planet could see 
	 the divine light.
It was a strange light; it meant good times and sunny days
	 zipping around and around again.
The young planet then realized that it was going to miss 
	 the light.
It had to do something. It reached out with its magnetic field.
It beckoned a big piece of rock closer, closer, closer . . .
WHAM!
The young planet was hit with the force of ten thousand 
	 atom bombs
To change its chaotic and hopeless course to one 
	 with purpose.
The young planet could feel the warmth hitting its 
	 mangled and raw skin
The ice it held just above its dead cold core for so long
	 had begun to melt.
The strange new liquid rushed up through the slowly 
	 heating ground,
Welling craters and cracks on its skin.
The water felt good on the young planet’s marred 
	 and wounded skin.
Light shined down on the planet’s surface.
The first sunrise.

ANTONIO SMITH PINELO, GRADE 7 

PARKMONT SCHOOL
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COLORS

Brown on my skin
Brown on my first love
I bleed Burgundy and Gold.

my soul is filled with Purple
yet I mostly wear Blue
accompanied by a touch of luminous Ice.

my family lives a Green lifestyle
but my father embraces a sorry new york Blue
and my siblings decided to follow his Dark path.

my sister loves Rubies and Pearls
but was born in the month of Sapphire
into a world that was once separated by Black and White
blinded by fallacious assumptions.

I strive for a tint of happiness 
in this world of changing Colors.

SHAREEK BRANCH, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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SHY

Shyness wakes up in the morning
but doesn’t look in the mirror
He wears a gray hoodie 
so he won’t be seen
Shyness walks with his head down
doesn’t make eye contact with anyone
Shyness smiles but no one ever notices

SAMUEL HOUSER, GRADE 8 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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POTHOLE

We lost you
No you’re not dead
We lost you, long ago
Bit by bit, a pothole

My mother is scarred
The yelling, the anger
the crying
Where did it all come from?

We’re older now
You’re gone
No sweet memories
just nightmares, a pothole

We understand now
You’re an alcoholic
Sad somber sullen
A pothole

Sometimes we see you in public
Do I know you? Not anymore
We avoid you always
A pothole

DEBORAH GONZALEZ, GRADE 10 
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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AN ELEGY FOR TWO MEN

He thought with all his millions
He thought with the millions of stares he received

and photos on magazine covers
and magazines he used as blankets

elevated him to a kingly status.
demoted him to subhuman levels.

But one day he turned to see a beggar
One day he gazed at another suit

and recognized his worst fear
and realized his greatest hope

the man on his left was homeless, scum.
the man on his right was touted, loved.

Even worse, they would spend eternity together
Even better, they would always be equals

Six feet under the world.
Six feet under the world.

MIKE SHINCOVICH, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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TWO ME’S

Trapped in my bubble of confusion,
the magnetic pull of tension on a full moon
when my wolverine comes out.
My mind is a room filled with all the dreams
and nightmares that are constantly exploding.
Floating atonement above my head,
pleading to you for forgiveness,
cursed by the luggage I’m carrying on
my back, so heavy poisonous and tragic.

CHRISTINA TAYLOR, GRADE 10 
THURGOOD MARSHALL HIGH SCHOOL
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KANDY

I’m made out of love and hate
I open my eyes to the future
Seeing myself doing well in life
But today I feel like I’m going nowhere
I feel forgotten
When the shadows fall, I feel lonely
Like burning metal that never goes out
But it’s hurtful
You might find me cheerful and loving
But on the inside I feel like my heartbeat
Is the only thing keeping me from freedom
My dream is to become a successful business woman
My biggest fear is to not succeed in life
My very best friends make me feel safe inside
They like me for me and I love them for that
The sound of my laughter is unknown
Because I am very serious
I feel like I can do anything when I am sleeping
In my dreams I am dancing, singing and being me
And nothing negative gets in the way of that

CIERRA THORNTON, GRADE 8 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL



3 4        2 0 1 6  PA R K M O N T  P O E T R Y  F E S T I V A L

AUGUST 6, 1945

The homicide of a generation 
and the birth of a new one.
The plane slowly sways
about the peaceful clouds,
so innocent through a murderous day.
Two faces:
one side burned,
the other gone,
while air slowly slips
out of lungs, 
breath by breath.

An implosion of the tranquility
within a family torn
from each other limb by limb.
The remains of the flesh
red church float atop
the still stream,
The street lights quiver above nothing,
nothing is left.
Fall back, groups with gas masks
full of gas.

Life worth nothing 
as more and more
cooperate with death.
A bent front tire
jointed with the remains
of a red, white, and blue
bicycle lying amid the
rubble.

MADDOX BOSHART, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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I’M SORRY

I left everything a mess
The dishes are still
in the sink. Dirty.
The rug still has dirt
beneath it.
The glass doesn’t shine
as bright as you want it to
and the air still smells
like freshly cooked food.
My bed is unmade
and I left the lamp on
I think the faucet is dripping
or maybe it’s the ceiling.
Sorry I left the place a wreck
and sorry I forgot to clean it up
But you should be sorry
you left me alone.

JESAMIL DIAZ, GRADE 11 
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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CLEAVING

I speak my brand of broken Russian,
practiced in weekly, hundred-dollar lessons,
she her broken English.

She wants to know
about books I’m reading,
my best subjects in school.

We’re drinking
black tea out of brown mugs,
and I can almost hear the hollers
from the TV set in the bedroom,
its volume turned up to fifty.

Our words lull,
and I break away,
to the bathroom;

I look in the mirror,
above the yellowing
sink basin and translucent, orange
pill containers,
and examine the face before me.

A pointed nose,
a hand-me-down from her,
the only Jewish girl in her class — 
the highest marks in her class.

I used to like to look at photos
of her when she was young,
her eyes dark,
light cast high on her cheeks,
her Mona Lisa lips just about to break
into a smile,
and thick eyebrows
like the ones I wax every four weeks.

As a kid, I never knew
her real name — 
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To me, Baba, always.
To others,
Natalie or Natasha, 
depending on her distance from home.

But that nose before me has been rounded
a bit, softened
by my mother’s father,
as American as they come.

I see golden-brown freckles
breaking through a fair complexion,
borrowed from my mother — 
she’s speckled with some of her own.

Maybe one day kids will borrow parts
of this fragmented face
and sit with me,
speaking a broken language
I haven’t yet mastered.

ANNA RUMER, GRADE 12 
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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THE CHIDINMA PLAY

It’s a saturday afternoon and my mother and I just finished our 
monthly grocery shopping. We filled our cart to the brim with 
fruit snacks and popsicles. The cashier came by and asks for 
our membership card. Not two seconds goes by before he 
asks:

Cashier: Where are you from?

Me: DC

Cashier: No, like where does your name come from?

Me: My name comes from a language I do not understand 
nor speak. It comes from a culture I am associated with but 
not a part of. A name so common in Nigeria where my mother 
is from but so different here in the United States. Chidinma, 
what does it mean? It can mean the day is bright or God is 
beautiful, different meanings depending on which part of Africa 
you are from. In America my name is seen as ghetto. It’s too 
complicated with too many vowels or silent letters. Some even 
try to argue and say why is there a c when it sounds like an 
s. People look at my name and automatically think of a black 
girl from the south side of DC. A white woman in charge of 
my youth group was so surprised that I didn’t act how she 
expected. Which leads me to think what exactly was that. Loud, 
ignorant, and flamboyant. But the funny thing is my name 
doesn’t have any silent letters people just choose to ignore the 
part they don’t understand and my name doesn’t sound like 
an s but that is just how they pronounce it. I represent none of 
those characteristics which you would know if you spoke to me 
for five minutes. Ignoring the letter like it doesn’t exist because 
it is too hard for people who only speak english to say it. Like 
ignoring me because sometimes my nigerian accent comes out 
when I talk fast so my friends just laugh like they understood 
what I said or calling the food of my people like fufu or okra 
soup nasty because they’ve never heard of it. But it is also like 
me dismissing my last name, Lantion, which does not have a 
meaning but if you ask my brother and sister’s father Wayne, it 
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means to spin wills which our ancestors did when brought to 
america but who knows. You may ask why I do not claim the 
only last name I’ve ever known because it is not truly a part of 
me. It’s not my last name it will never be my last name because 
he is not my father. To my understanding my father’s last name 
is Hunter which was supposed to be my last name. In middle 
school I used to imagine how my life would be different if 
my name was Hope Hailey Hunter because it connects me 
to my biological father more than to a man that is connected 
to my siblings but not me. The name Latino connects me to 
something that was never mine and that shouldn’t be mine, 
to a group of people that are not related to me but share the 
same identity.

Cashier: I just wanted to know where you’re from.

Me: Well so do I.

Mom: You come from me li’l mama what you think? Stop 
making things complicated your name is just something for 
people to call you by but it’s not who you are. Got it slim.

Me: You’re right I would never change my name anyway 
because it’s now a part of me there is so much behind it now 
that to get rid of it would be like erasing a part of my personal 
history.

CHIDINMA LANTION, GRADE 11 
CAPITAL CITY PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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VIRGINIA

My place is in Virginia — a back forest area
where there is a waterfall and
my heart and mind flow with the water
together to make a nice quiet song.
Every day I take a rock and skip it
across the water, but you never seem to care.
When it’s time to say I’m sorry and
ask you to forgive me, you won’t, 
so I come back
for one last look and I say goodbye.

JAYMIR WISE, GRADE 8 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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HOME

your hoodlums hooting
at the night under
the cozy bath of
the street lamps call me son.

your vagrants thundering
unto alley claim me, 
clap my back
and call me brother
to their jerry-rigged family.

your goons howling
down the street that owns my name,
tearing out of the dawn perched
on the hood of their car
love me, and i call them home.

LIAM WHOLIHAN, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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THE FALLEN MAN

‘Gronze’ rhymes with ‘bronze’

Sir Edgar Gronze, of Meager Moor, 
A brave and noble knight
Had iron nerves and steely eyes,
And muscles made of might.
His horse was white as fallen snow,
His armor gleamed and shone; 
His sharpened sword was quick and fast,
It sliced through flesh and bone.
He fought in battles far and wide
And so, in every town,
They sang his praises to the skies.
He tore opponents down.
He fought an army quick and fierce,
And conquered them with ease.
He grappled with the last of them
As sunset touched the trees.
They shouted insults, flashed their swords,
They bragged of battles past.
Sir Edgar Gronze was merciless,
His enemy was fast.
Eventually the man collapsed,
And cried, “Your battle’s won!”
“Have mercy!” wept the Fallen Man,
Sir Edgar showed him none.
He simply raised his massive sword,
And swung with all his might . . .
The Fallen Man lay motionless,
His eyes devoid of light.

Sir Edgar Gronze was welcomed back,
A hero of the war — 
But though he waved at friend and foe,
Inside, his soul was sore.
His mind was filled with thoughts of how
The Fallen Man had died.
Alone, he walked the Meager Moor,
His sword hung at his side.
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And as he walked, the stars came out,
The shadows filled the ground;
But even through his reverie,
Sir Edgar heard a sound.
As if the wind had gained a voice — 
A slow and ragged groan — 
As if the breeze had whispered ‘Gronze!’
It chilled him to the bone.
Though solitary in the dark,
He ventured a “Hello?”
And drew his sword, prepared to face
Some silent, unseen foe.
Again, a tattered voice was heard,
A sleepy, yawning moan,
It whispered ‘Gronze!’ into his ear,
But still he was alone.

Then, from the shadows of the moor,
Appeared a darker shade,
And from the fog before the knight
Emerged the man he slayed.
His sockets, sunken in his head,
His eyes, both gaunt and wide,
His hair hung limp about his face,
And  ‘Gronze!’ was what he cried.
He walked, a slow and dragging walk,
Sir Edgar turned and ran,
He fled the ghost inside his head,
The phantom Fallen Man.

Sir Edgar Gronze, of Meager Moor,
Was never seen again
And battles far and wide were fought
By weaker, lesser men.
And now, a spirit rides the land,
Opaque, and ghostly white,
He howls his dark revenge to those
Who walk the moor at night.

JACKIE WEYMOUTH, GRADE 9 
NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
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MESSED UP

I am a person
the one you look at every day
I have feelings
the kind that make some people stay away
I ask myself Who am I? Only
because I’m afraid, I get up every morning
brush my teeth with Crest White toothpaste
the kind that makes your teeth want to 
scream and say YAY! I’m clean!
Who are you?

the nomadic child
never cares about their who’s and whereabouts
the one that gets notorious off of lame Instagram
pictures the ones where your lips are
puckered and your body curved like a horseshoe 
	 and halfway exposed with
your butt all out and you’re barely dressed in clothes
Who is she?

The man that lives lavish
whose younger daughter is a savage
whose son is locked up and got famous for selling drugs
The man who cares about nobody but himself
The one who has bottles of Ciroc on his shelf
Who is he?

The one who thinks she’s Beyoncé but deep down
inside she’s afraid of herself she thinks she is meager
but when men come around she gets eager 
just to know she’ll have money in her hands 
because cash does
nothing but make her dance . . . in those shoes she doesn’t have
a clue that what she does can affect her so much
	 but those silver poles
put food on the table for her because deep down
	 inside she knows her life
isn’t stable
Then I think again and ask
Who are we?
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We are the people of our nation we sabotage 
	 things and destroy others feelings 
I wish I could say that I love the universe I live
in but everything we do is always
considered a sin.

We are dexterous deep down inside our hearts
which we think is enormous but what we fail 
to realize is that the size . . . the size is very small
because we don’t stand up
for each other and we don’t stand tall! 
For what we believe don’t be afraid . . .
don’t be afraid to cry, it’s okay. We are docile and
if we cry it’s a sign of weakness but if we hold it
inside there would be nothing but darkness
cold like the North Pole while this hatred is
stopping some from reaching their goals.
Yet I wish . . . I wish that I was audible . . . I wish
that he felt solace with all his children
the one in jail, the savage, and the one he doesn’t speak to
I wish that she could just be culpable and take
	 the blame for what she has done
and try to be someone new

most of all I wish that we as a family could just
come together as one and this is coming from I
as “I” write this poem
I hope that you can see being I isn’t as hard
as being He, She, You or We
I just love being I because 
You is nomadic,
He is living lavish,
She is meager,
and I . . . 
I brush my teeth with Crest White toothpaste
while I go into the world a bit afraid
but I guess that is what family is for
I am just unknown and my family doesn’t care anymore
So I wish I could stay I forever and pray for
my family so everything would get better

ELISSA KHOURY, GRADE 8 
PARKMONT SCHOOL
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THE REFUGE OF SUBURBIA

Outside the bustling city with tall, transparent
	 glass buildings
that show a reflection to those who look on
where many ride to work on a transport underground
a passageway from the home to employ
where so many are drawn
to grasp at a chance of success unfathomed.
I come from a place beyond the city
a place of suburbia
an area that exists only to give refuge
to those who work tirelessly
where adolescence and youth are preserved
until one is ready to enter
the city with bustling, tall, reflective buildings
which dare you to glance at your own
	 transformation
from the onlooker to the observed

JIM HOWARD, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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HOW I FEEL

Tell the world how you feel

Anger is a lion,
trying to kill its prey.

happiness is a kitten,
curled up in a ball purring contentedly

joy is a dog jumping in the air
catching a ball.

embarrassment is a rabbit,
hiding its head in a hole

fear is a bird,
trying to escape the hunters with guns

my personality is like a zoo,
always having a good time.

HAROLD FUSON, GRADE 6 
SIDWELL FRIENDS SCHOOL
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PRISONER OF LOVE

Silent prisoner
Realizes her lover is no longer into her
Her pride hides her fear
She goes breathless when he’s near

She claims her heart is covered in armor and gear
but I know that it has been destroyed
within the past three years
She’s now a prisoner of love
scared to find it again
She doesn’t want her heart abused and caved in

Darkness is all she sees in that jail cell
I’m hoping this isn’t a walkway to saying farewell
I wish she gets better soon
(drops coin down wishing well)
Prisoner of love is innocent
That second date?
She should not have gone

SARALÉ HARDY, GRADE 8,  
SOMERSET PUBLIC CHARTER SCHOOL
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THE DEVIL PLAYS THE GUITAR

Woken in Eden by a steel-string guitar
Eve taught me the chords,
and I learned the ballad of the sinners.

Running from the dictatorship of the cross
I tripped down the stairs.
Limping across a highway
the devil pulled up to me on a rusty motorbike.
He offered me a ticket to the concert 
	 of the damned.
And off we rode.

So with a fist strapped to my heart
I danced in the pit of punks and demons
Singing with the choirs 
of Hell’s saints.

My fist pounding the air
to the beat of overdriven guitars and blown
	 out amps,
surfing on an ocean of tattooed hands.

NICO PENARANDA, GRADE 12 
GONZAGA COLLEGE HIGH SCHOOL
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NEW YEAR

I’m skating into the new year.
I drove out of the last year.
I am leaving behind fights, arguments
and all negative stuff on the side of the road,
right before I cross over to the new year.

I had a 365-day-long war with the old year
and now I will have a 365-day-long friendship 
with the new year.
I fought hard; 
I fell and got back up;
I burned, crashed, stomped, punched 
	 the old year
to get here.
Now this year will be a cloud.
This year is a game called I Win, I Won’t Lose.
I peeked into the old year for a quick second
and saw history
then I looked at the new year and saw 
	 a great future.

ALBERT GORDON, GRADE 6 
CHARLES HART MIDDLE SCHOOL
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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 
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