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High School Top Honors 
 

1st Place 
“Eternal Sleep” by Matthew Mahoney, Phillips Academy, Grade 12 

 

Eternal Sleep 
He looked so peaceful, 
Almost as if he were happy 
To be in that big wooden shoe box. 
Mum said we all are returned to the Lord 
At some point or another. 
I looked into his cold tranquil face and asked, 
What’s the rush? My basketball game is on Saturday. 
I look around, 
To the man at the front, who always wears ladies’ dresses to Mass, 
To the faces of people I have never met,  
Covered in salty drops of water.  
We stand on a grassy hill, where mud covers the tips of my new black shoes. 
Tiny droplets of water fall just like the people from Church, 
But these tears are not salty. 
The stone reads “Here lies…” 
Yet all it needs to say is the tickle monster. 
While snacking on crackers and cheese  
They tell me they are sorry for my loss. 
But I’m the one who will be sitting across from the empty seat 
At the big table every day before the bus comes, 
Playing with my cheerios instead of my breakfast buddy. 
They won’t be the ones 
Waking up in the middle of the night 
Without those strong loving arms to keep them safe.  
I don’t want sympathy or little sandwiches, 
I just want my daddy 
to come home. 
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3rd Place 
“Instructions” by Jean Kim, Grade 11, Phillips Academy 

 
Instructions 
 
Anaphora. 
Anaphora. 
Anaphora… 
 
(Diaspora.) 
 
 
Metaphor. Simile. Interchange 
cliché.  
 
If you do not understand, 
  fear. 
 
For example: 
The aeaeae of the aye-aye is the 
cry of “Aye,” the good-bye 
 
 
Obscure allusions, and words 
that no one even uses anymore; 
 
Like so: 
Imp my broken limbs of poetry—the 
words 
 are 
  leaking 
    out. 
 
(abrupt end.) 
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High School Honorable Mentions 
 

 

“Night Descends” by Rachel Aldrich, Grade 11, Andover High School 
 

Night Descends 
Night descends, 
fading blues and violent reds merging with black  
until the outlines of branches can’t be distinguished from sky.  
Warm, humid air, so heavy you can feel it in the pits of your lungs,  
lazes in open windows and floats past— 
in one door and out the other— 
carrying with it burning logs and growing leaves.  
Our hearts are pounding, 
beating and pushing and waiting  
with breathless thanks on the tips of our silver tongues.  
Anticipation hangs low in the room 
and this foreign purgatory 
occupies our restless, burdened minds: 
there’s still hours to go,  
but the lights are creeping, the stars are emerging,  
and while the sun retreats below the tree line, 
as does our hope behind common sense.  
But when her heart breaks,  
there will be four sets of hands,  
40 fingers in all to gather the pieces. 
 
 

 

“The Golden Archway” by Connor Batsimm, Grade 9, Andover High School 
 

The Golden Archway 
I dreamed that 
There was a golden archway 
Patiently waiting on my horizon, 
For the day 
That it would welcome me 
With open arms. 
 
I dreamed that  
There was a swiftly flowing, 
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Grand, turquoise river, 
That could 
Whisk me away there 
In a night and a day only. 
 
I dreamed that  
There was a train  
Moving through the night, 
Moving, 
To the river’s mouth and back 
Like a bird migrating. 
 
I dreamed that  
There stood a station, 
Made of  
Majestic marble, 
And the hopes of people. 
People like me. 
 
But then I see 
With my own eyes 
Those who love me. 
I look 
At their warm, glowing faces again, 
And I decide 
To let the golden archway 
Patiently wait a little longer. 
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“Last Summer” by Hannah Chiodo, Grade 12, Andover High School 
 

Last Summer 
A night that wraps itself around you 
Evergreens catch your shoulders 
Your soles hug cracked asphalt 
The air is thick as the earth’s core 
Sudden light grabs a hold of time 
Open armed, with purpose 
Bleach-soaked hair brushes your back 
Between the stones you are warm tan 
Among tendrils of black and green 
 

 

“Andover Sestina” by Katie Hess, Grade 12, Phillips Academy 
 

Andover Sestina 
One seven seven eight 
Two schools became rivals 
Three years later 
Four grades: 9-12, 
Five hundred fifty three boys, five hundred and fifty  
Six girls  
 
Six possible grades on  
One scale 
Five is the lowest honors grade 
Two still counts as passing, and receiving a  
Four is just defeating because it’s better than a  
Three, but it still doesn’t fully satisfy 
 
Three hundred and twenty three matriculated last year 
Six-ty four countries represented in the applicant pool 
Four hundred and five students admitted 
One hundred and sixty one financial aid scholarships given 
To the class of 2014, worth  
Five thousand two hundred and seventy dollars  
 
Five days a week 
Three terms 
Two great ones, where  
Six-string guitars strum on the lawn, 
One dismal one, when even 
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Four day weeks feel forever long 
 
Four other girls and I, make  
Five members of 
One dorm, Burtt House, 
Three houses to the right of Commons, and 
Six slabs of concrete to the front door, where you’ll find a brass 
Two, followed by a brass six, nailed into the paint-cracked wood, marking the address. 
 
Two terms later, after countless 
Four square games, 
Six days into June, the same 
Five girls realize that in  
Three short months, they’ll be beginning 
One new chapter of their life 
 
Three days later five girls reminisce on their four years at the academy,  
Six/ six/ two zero one one— they never thought the day would actually come. 
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“Your Hands” by Lauren Nastari, Grade 11, Andover High School 
 

Your Hands 
You dry your hands on the towel 

And I watch the water droplets cling to your wrinkles 
Like a spider and her web 

Those hands that have watched over me. 
 

Your eyes symbolize knowledge 
But your lips are silent 

And I wonder if they will 
Ever want to answer my questions 

 
You are so delicate, a dandelion 

One wisp of air will push you down 
And I so often want to yell at the children 

Who stare, to lead them away 
 

To tell them that those hands 
Once held onto the last dollars of the Depression 

And cooked dinner for the whole street 
And helped little kids learn to count 

 
They know the secret to chicken soup 

And can knit the warmest blankets and sweaters 
That those hands, through their wrinkles and scars 

Are the hands of patient teachers 
 

and those fingers have such a loud voice 
And a laugh that the winds carry through the house 

that fills the cracks of the windows 
And patches all my holes 

With a little needle and a thread 
 

but they never forget about all the beauty they used to hold 
in their palms 

 
Just like now, 

The beautiful strength of those 
wrinkly, worn fingers 

are so delicately holding me 
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Middle School Top Honors 
 

1st Place 
“An Ode to Snow” by Kayla Yee, Grade 8, West Middle 

 
An Ode to Snow 
Snow, you are as graceful as the white tailed hare 
that dances in your midst. 
With icy fingers, you touch us all 
with your crystalline jewels and 
freeze the world as you sing in your 
soothing, lulling voice. 
Oh, how your flawless perfection annoys me! 
Your skin, a cup of cream, 
facetted with diamonds 
and lacquered with an icy coat 
like that of a mahogany box. 
And you, Snow, 
are the frosted doves 
that flutter and twirl and sway in the wind 
like fallen angels, 
the very angels that bless our world 
with peace and joy. 
Many would die to possess your marble gift; 
to have their eyes blinded by your luminosity, 
to have all sense of sound be whisked away 
and blanketed by your soft heavenly bliss. 
Your free spirit is one to envy 
and your eyes, like stars, 
cast an aura of light aournd 
us, 
You look down at us without haughtiness, 
but love and gentleness. 
Snow, harbinger of winter, 
muter of perturbing footfalls on the ground, 
for nothing 
can take away the crown atop you head. 
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2nd Place 
“Pointe Shoes” by Amanda Hornick, Grade 8, Doherty Middle 

 
One cannot describe the feeling 
when you first put on 
a pair 
of Pointe shoes. 
You’re higher than you’ve ever been 
but unlike high heels 
it is because you are strong, 
your own ankles 
and the shank of the shoe 
support you. 
The ribbons and elastics, 
the box, the drawstrings, 
hold you in, safe, while letting you expand your talent. 
 

People used to say that this feeling would fade, 
soon you’d wish you’d never started.  

Pain would outweigh the excitement, 
but I feel no pain,  

I feel only elated,  
to be dancing in them again.  

 
People said I would grow tired of these stressful shoes. 
Not me,  
I only wish I could put on my shoes more often. 
 
Out of the box, I place them gently on the floor.  

Gleaming,  
even in 

the dim 
light 

of the large dance studio. 
My carnation pink toe pads  

first are slipped onto my toes,  
and then, the shoes slipped over those,  
ribbons, wrapped around my ankles 
once, and tied on the inside,  

as neatly 
as possible.  

Made of satin,  
soft as silk,  

yet tough, and hard,  
like their owner. 

 
When I dance 

They dance 
With me on the waxed hardwood floors.  
Holding me up 
I dance on,  
no matter  

what. 
They support me.  
Twirling, whirling,  

stepping,  
on my toes,  

an ocean of music sweeps over me,  
and raises me up on it.  

I splash, onto the shore of inspiration,  
and go back out, on stage,  

to catch another wave,  
and let more creativity wash over me,  

to perform again.  
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3rd Place 
“Shock” by Hannah Muhlfelder, Grade 7, Wood Hill 

 
Shock 

I never quite woke up 
When it struck me 
Like a wooden club 

Without an age-worn hand to control it 
I never took a moment 
To think about my life 
And what that lump 

Could have been 
Like a dodgeball before it hits 

You don’t know it’s coming 
Until you’re out of the game 

I miss my purple bed at home 
I miss the teddy on the chair 

I miss not worrying abou 
If 
I’ll 

Stay 
Alive. 

I hate the doctor 
He can’t make me get better 

I hate the treatments 
That makes my hair go away 

Why aren’t I pretty anymore? 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



15 
 

 
Middle School Honorable Mentions 

 
 

“Forgotten in Darfur, Sudan” by Zainab Abbasi, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Forgotten in Darfur, Sudan 
He is sitting there, 
Crouched in a corner of the camp. 
The camp that he has lived in  
For seven painful years. 
 
People come and go, 
They get shot by the Janjaweed, 
The Janjaweed who held their guns and heads proud. 
Starving and thirsty, 
He was left there, 
All alone in a corner of the camp. 
 
Mother, father, sister, brother 
Fled from this camp, 
But he was forgotten. 
He saw the terrible things, 
Fires, Shots, Deaths 
But the littlest twinkle of hope 
Was still left in his forever 
 

 
 

“Dinners and Dinners Ago” by Molly Aumais, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Dinners and Dinners Ago 
(Style of Dylan Thomas) 

 
Dinners and dinners ago 

When we all had time to sit at the table 
When we were just little girls fussing over what we were eating 

When we were reminded that there were such things as manners 
Like no elbows on the table 
Or no singing at the table 

When all we did was laugh and tell stories about that day or many days before 
When we had to tell the dog to go away 

Before we had a sport every night 
Or before my sisters went to high school 

We would sit together and have our family time 
The most cherished moments you will ever have 

I would do years of dishes to have dinner with my family every night 
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“The Horrors of Math” by Ananya Bhattacharya, Grade 6, West Middle 
 

The Horrors of Math 
Fractions, decimals, numbers of all kinds, 

I think I’m going out of my mind! 
Finding square roots and areas are tough, 

Math is boring, I’ve had ENOUGH!! 
Middle school math is too difficult for me, 

I just don’t get it, it’s not easy. 
My fingers are sore from holding a pen, 

I’m too hungry and tired to listen! 
My head is swimming, I can’t concentrate, 

Please, have mercy, can I take a break? 
Exponents and formulas getting mixed up in my brain, 

If I’m not careful I’ll go completely insane! 
Is the formula for volume base times height? 
Somehow, that doesn’t sound quite right… 
Addition, subtraction, algebra, geometry, 

They’re all so hard, please SAVE ME! 
Let’s stop doing math, I’m begging you!!!!!! 

WHAT?! I have to do science too?! 
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“Pioneer” by Justin Curtis, Grade 8, The Pike School 
 

Pioneer 
What is the ideal, 
desired, 
effect of life? 
The dressing of a bourgeois lifestyle 
coats the natural earth, 
suffocating the pioneer  
who strives to push the limits. 
The young child  
who longs for a complexity to his life, 
an affirmation of his views, 
is scorned and criticized 
by realists, 
the same people who are afraid 
to break through the materialism of life. 
But true beauty comes from someone willing to push the boundaries, 
the person who ignores the detailed life-plan set aside. 
It comes from the pioneer 
who knows that the fake ‘fundamentals’ of life 
 lead to a conventional path 
and are mere obstacles in the road. 

 
 
 

“Arahama” by Mark Gimbel, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Arahama 
The earth shatters 

Waves crash 
People scream 

But he stays there not wanting to leave 
His precious friend 

The one who barked with him 
And played with him 

And loved him 
 

He guards him through the light 
Making sure even the gods won’t hurt his companion 

Winds blow 
Fires start 

But he stays by his side 
 

Eventually help comes 
Hesitant at first he lets them take his friend 

Wondering 
Why Humans can’t be like this? 
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“Love was Lost” by Claire Glover, Grade 7, Doherty Middle 
 

What if all of the love was lost? 
The world covered in ice and frost 

A bleak horizon, skies of grey 
Hearts of stone, nothing to say 

 
You wander through the streets so bare 

Why does nobody even care? 
No love, no light 
No day, no night 

 
Deep shadows growing day by day 

No one to sing, no one to pray 
A candle snuffed at every hour 

We lose our hope, we lose our power 
 

Drifting slowly through time and space 
Sluggishly moving, no rush, no haste 

Sunken eyes avoid your stare 
Does anybody truly care? 

 
Cold hearts abound, the spark has died 

You don't remember if you tried 
A smoky haze surrounds your brain 

As the cool drizzle turns to rain 

 
 
 
 

“My Nonna Beep” by Brianna Goguen, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

My Nonna Beep 
My Great Grandmother sitting there 
Feeling lonely in the nursing home 

Praying her rosary every second 
Of every day 

She sits and waits 
Waiting for her day to come 

We go to visit her 
She smiles 

We smile back 
My mom opens the window 

She closes it because she’s chilly 
My great grandmother wishing 
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Wishing she could play outside 
Throw a tennis ball 

Play with me and my sister 
I will always love her  

Even when her day has come 
When we leave from our visit 

She cries her lonely tears 
Thinking her day is coming 

The next day we aren’t here 
 
 
 

“Calculator” by Arman Koul, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Calculator 
I punch in the digits 

Out comes the answer. 
Predetermined, 

Resolute, 
Yet still different, 

Every time, 
Each answer different from one another, 

Not in digit, but in story 
As I punch in the digits, 

I read the story, 
Like a book, 

Of factorials and cube roots 
I see a school, 

Sports, friend, family 
But I see one thing in particular, 

Math. 
I see the calculations, 

Whose convolution, way beyond my level 
An intellect, 

Distinguished to me as one person, 
I see a man, 
My father, 

And his love, 
Flaunted flawlessly in sequences 

Of numerals, 
All signifying something, 

A phase in his life, 
And as these phases add up, 

Thus form together, 
The endless book of life, 

Available to all, 
Yet perceptible, 
Only to some. 
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“Randomness” by Rebecca Lee, Grade 7, Wood Hill 

 
Randomness 

Today I’ve realized  
That photosynthesis 

Can be found in a gerund 
Only when you’re wearing a musical lab coat 

Which is when the Battle of Thermopylae 
Will cease its fighting 

For the abnormal cake  
Made in the light of the Permian Period 

Where dinosaurs conjugated  
Algebraic sentences 

Then Einstein will despise gerunds 
As he trains for the Olympics 

Being hosted by Australopithecus’ 
Who demand that monkeys  

Should find the circumference  
Of the word ‘help’ 

Which we  
The pressured students 

Soon to be crushed by Hitler 
With his meteor  

Are learning all this in five millenniums on Mars 
With gymnosperms hugging us 

So trust us 
We won’t intentionally bite 

 
 

“Ballet” by Hannah Lenes, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Ballet 
I’ve been practicing my whole life, 

And still being tortured, 
I want to quit, 

But she’s not letting me, 
I have to be perfect,  

I miss one class, and I’m out 
I just want to have fun, 

Not be pressured. 
She yells at me all the time  

Like I have no heart. 
My feet are tired, 

My body’s half asleep, 
And my feet are bleeding  

 
She never ever gives me a break…  
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“Pooh Bear” by Hannah Muhlfelder, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Pooh Bear 
He’s yours 
He was always yours 
The companion that never left your side 
 
Scratches have happily called Pooh’s eyes home 
Those black shiny buttons 
That saw it all 
To Germany, To Belgium, To France 
And home again 
Home again 
 
He’s yours 
He was always yours 
That little consolation prize 
 
Sister gave away Pooh’s massive twin 
With the big red bow around its neck 
Your consolation prize 
Had so much more value 
Than the towering twin 
That barely squeezed through the door 
 
He’s yours 
He was always yours 
In those times where you felt alone 
The times when everyone feels alone 
 
Pulling him out of the old cedar chest 
On top of your fragile wedding gown 
We hugged Pooh in turn 
And shed a small tear 
For the days you felt alone 
The days I feel alone 
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“Salt” by Tracy O’Donnell, Grade 8, The Pike School 

 
Salt 
Sea spray stings my eyes. 
The waves clap against the wood. 
Constant applause 
Although I don’t know for whom 
Not for me 
I am running away 
From the void that I once called home. 
I am fleeing 
That acrid scent of burnt, curled parchment  
Charred by stories 
Better left untold. 
  
Somewhere, across the azure 
There is a place where I can start again. 
In this boatload of vagabonds, felons, and dream-chasers 
And isolated, forlorn children 
Like me 
I am waiting. 
Where I come from, 
This place to which we sail is called ‘The Colonies.’ 
The people there, 
They refer to it as America. 
But we drifters, 
With nothing behind us, 
And nothing before us, 
We call it a chance, 
A dream. 
  
The people standing near me 
They are talking about the place. 
They say there is no hope. 
The peace there 
Is shattered by the sound of gunfire. 
The sky is split with screams, 
And the ground is stained crimson. 
Where can lost ones like us find a life, 
On a battlefield 
Or in the debris that follows? 
They are right. 
The people in this America are dying for freedom. 
How can we expect to have it given to us? 
Their desperate dream of liberty 
Is being torn away from them. 
How can we find our own dream here? 
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Why are we looking for a new life, 
Where lives are only lost? 
But still, 
There is nothing in my past anymore. 
Too many fights, 
Bar my way back, 
Like fallen trees. 
No past where we can return 
No future where we can flee 
So maybe there is nothing left at all, 
But the waves , 
And the sea spray. 
Salt, 
Dripping down my face, 
From the ocean, 
Or maybe from my tears. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

“School” by Nicole Rogalski, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

School 
Hands aching, eyes wondering, 
Words spilling out of my pencil getting caught on a web of blue lines, 
The hands on the clock slowly inch towards the 2:05 mark, 
My eyelids begin to droop over my pupils, 
No more words, no more words, 
My mind searching through every crease and crevice to find the right word, 
Then I find it! 
My eyes spring open, 
My pencil flies down to the paper. 
DING! 
I hear the bell, 
Hurrying to finish, 
I scratch in the word congenial. 
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“Basketball” by Jack Schleifer, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Basketball 
Yesterday 

I didn’t get a call, 
Waiting, waiting 

For a sign of hope, 
A calling that my best, 

Was good enough 
To succeed. 

That my pain and determination, 
Was enough to be called good 

Waiting, 
For a little jingle 

That would make my day, 
My week, 

That would possibly shape my life. 
I know not to let others shape who I am 

But it’s hard 
When they shape what I do 

My friends all have gotten calls, 
But the night has ended 
And my light is put out 

I hope a new one will ignite. 
 
 
 
 

“Ode to Books” by Sasha Schwartz, Grade 8, Doherty Middle 
 

Ode to Books 
Your black and white print 

Shimmers and shakes and smudges out, 
As my eyes glaze over, 

And I leave my atmosphere 
 

I inhale your fresh starts, 
Unsolved mysteries,  

Hidden secrets, 
Unfinished endings, 

Risky wishes, 
And sparkling moments 

 
Forever always lies on the next page, 

Along with the glittering destiny, 
Of a thousand heroes 

 
I’m addicted  
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To your words of power, 
And your concepts of imagination, 

That twist around my wrists, 
Binding me into a different sky, 

And whisper into my ear, 
The true inventions of our harsh reality 

 
My head pounds harder 

Than a tree branch caught 
In a fierce winter wind 

Smashing through the window pane, 
Of a faraway place 

 
But I don’t notice, 

Because I am filled with a desperate desire 
To beat you to your unknown ending 

 
 
 

 
 
 

“My Life is Pretty Average” by Tarushi Sharma, Grade 8, Wood Hill 
 

My Life is Pretty Average 
When I’m not tearing out my hair 

Or shouting, screaming, crying 
Or complaining about how the world’s not fair 

My life is pretty average 
 

When I’m not counting down the days, 
Till I get out of this school system, 

When I’m not fighting to get my way 
My life is pretty average 

 
When I’m not confined, trapped in my room 

For a careless slip of tongue 
When I’m not drowning in my well-earned doom 

My life is pretty average 
 

When the devils themselves come out to play 
And pick me as their victim 

When I feel like I can’t go through another day 
My life is pretty average 

 
I’ve got a shingled roof above my head 

A family of four including me 
I’ve got a desk, a room, and a decent-sized bed 
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My life is pretty average 
 

I wish, sometimes, that my life were different 
A bit more like those in fairy tales 

I wish I could get rid of all the bumps and scars in an instant 
But, I suppose, 

It’s those bumps and scars that make my life, 
Pretty average 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

“Bri’s Poem” by Kaitlin Surette, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Bri’s Poem 
Those trophies still sit above your bed 
Little league champs to freshman MVP 
You never got the chance to win the senior MVP 
Or even go to college 
You put them up there yourself 
To you they were achievements 
They showed how far you had come 
But to me 
They are signs that you were really here 
That you’re more than just a memory 
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“Thirteen” by Kaitlin Surette, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Thirteen 
Sitting on the docks 
Wondering when he’ll come 
My heart races when I hear footsteps 
My toes skimming the cold water 
The wood boards start to shake 
Footsteps get louder 
Then right past me he jumps 
I can’t help but smile 
The water splashes 
His head pops up 
And a hand reaches up 
He pulls me in 
The water is cold 
But it doesn’t matter 
We’re together 
And that’s all I need 
 

 
“BCP” by Mike Trainor, Grade 8, Doherty Middle 

 
BCP 

Oh b c p, 
You are the one 

That I love, 
I constantly wish 

You were here with me. 
 

Your stylish outer garments 
Always sweet, always brown, 

Always flavored with the purest 
Of milks available, 

Oh b c p, 
 

Your spongy composition is amazing, 
So tall, so light, so fragrant, 

Oh b c p, 
I split you in two. 

 
You have custard-like silky smooth innards, 

Rich, yellow, dense, delightful 
Inner workings, 

Oh b c p, 
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My esteem for you 

Knows no limits, 
I place you carefully, 
High upon the most  

Prestigious of platters 
Oh b c p, 

You are my very own 
Boston Cream Pie.  

 
 
 
 

“Darfur” by Prashasti Upadhyay, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Darfur 
Decisions, 

Should I stay or should I go? 
I need to 

For the children 
But I know that “they’ are out there 

Lurking in the shadows 
Stalking in the darkness 
Waiting to engulf me, 

To swallow me, 
Waiting for me to be no more 

They act without thinking 
They kill without caring 

All the crimes 
All the murders 

All the innocent lives they’ve taken 
Leave no mark on them 

They are whole 
Undamaged 
Perfectly fine 

No scars 
Nothing on their conscience 

They go home and their wife ask, “How was today?” 
They reply, “Great, five more gone” 

Genocide is nothing 
Killing is just casual conversation 

Good news 
The murdered are just merely faces to them 

Floating amongst the hundreds 
The faces had had a family 

A future 
But now they are left with nothing 

The faces only remembered by those who will have the same done to them 
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And no one cares 
No one stops it 

It goes on 
And we all watch our short lives flash before our eyes 

We waste away 
Striving to be something more 
But this is a never ending cycle 

And one by one we one our time comes to a close 
And our lives are thrown away  
Because all we are is nothing 

 
 

“Lucky” by Prashasti Upadhyay, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

Lucky 
Our car pulls up on an unpaved, dirt road, 
a small village in the poorest part of India 

The unforgiving sun beating down without pity 
Dust swirling everywhere 

Looking through the car’s window I see a one story house, 
Made from dirt and stones 

Held up with mud 
The floor leading inside is filthy with the grime that always lies there 

Children with barely any clothing on come and crowd around us 
We are celebrities to them 
Me with my hot pink jacket 

Boots on my feet 
 Purse held high in my hand 

Sunglasses on my face 
This is where my father grew up 

He used to be one of those children 
Here with barely anything 

But after years of hard work he made it to the land of opportunities 
With electricity every day, every minute, 

 While here they have candlelight 
With two big cars,  

While here they travel everywhere on a bike 
With iPods and laptops and cell phones  

While here they have no way to entertain themselves 
All they can do is pray and wish to get away 

 To leave this place like my father 
Suddenly I see a girl my age 
She wears a tattered dress  

Sweat and dirt smudge her face 
Cheeks bones prominent on her skin that is stretched tightly 

We talk and she gives me a tour of the small village  
The village she has grown up in and has known all her life 

This is all she has seen of the world 
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While looking at her, 
I see how narrowly I escaped the same fate as her 
I see how it could have just as easily of been me 

I see how lucky I really am 
 

 
 
 

“New Kid” by Arthur Yee, Grade 7, Wood Hill 
 

New Kid 
Look around, try to talk 

But no one seems right to talk to. 
Swept into a sea of T-shirts, sweaters 

Swarming around you, 
You are still somehow a repelling magnet 

Or nothing at all. 
The one who no one wants to be with  

Much less work with  
Because you don’t matter. 

You start thinking, if you were murdered right then, right there 
And when people look down at your lifeless body, 

They would see the floor. 
 

At lunch, when everyone is talking about 
…Everyone else, 

You're either the huge topic of discussion 
Of how creepy you look 

Or how your voice cracks too much. 
Or you're a nothing, 

Where you can sit at any table, with any group 
And someone sits right on top of you. 

 
So there you are, 

Between a seat and someone’s butt 
Wondering how you will survive 

In this asylum that they call, “school”  
For the next 179 days. 
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