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BFF 
 

Friendship is l ike the sky after rain ends like a rainbow 
It makes stormy and wet days bright again at the end 

Moments with your BFF are very fun 
 

BFF 
 

                  ~ Sienna Bodner 
 



Cloud 9 
 

A friend is always kind 
Having someone special is very fine 

Thank you for being with me all of the time 
 

Cloud 9 
                                                                                                             ~ Chelsea Donker 



Winter feels like cold snow falling from the sky. 
Winter sounds like happy Christmas music.  
Winter looks like snow covering all of the grass. 
Winter smells like warm chocolate chip cookies. 
Winter tastes like hot chocolate. 
 
In winter, I love to watch Christmas movies on my couch. 
I sometimes go sledding with friends when the weather gets cold. 
My favorite part of winter is opening presents on Christmas Day. 
But I don’t like how it is cold all day long. 
 
Winter whispers, “Stay inside.” 
Winter dances with the snowflakes. 
Winter hides the roof of our house under the snow. 
 
Winter makes me feel excited for Christmas. 
Winter is very fun. 
 
In the end, winter shows happiness everywhere. 
 
                                                   ~ Elena Forte 
 



Winter feels like cold wet snow on my cheeks. 
Winter sounds like jolly bells ring in the park. 

Winter looks like white snow falling down on my lawn. 
Winter smells like good sugar cookies that are baking in the kitchen. 

Winter tastes like hot cocoa in my throat. 
 

In winter, I love to go and have a snowball fight with my brothers. 
I sometimes see my breath when it gets cold. 

My favorite part of winter is baking cookies with my mom and grandma. 
But I don’t like how the sun goes down so early. 

 

Winter whispers, “Stay inside and bundle up.”  
Winter dances with snowflakes dancing in front for your house. 

Winter hides the roof of your house from the snow and the twinkling lights.   
 

Winter makes me feel joyful inside. 
Winter is beautiful when it snows because of the white perimeter of the yard.   

 

In the end, winter is so amazing. I love it so much. 

 

                                           ~ Dominic LoProto 



Winter feels like frosty air blowing in my face. 
Winter sounds like a crackling fireplace. 

Winter looks like bright holiday lights inside or outside of houses. 
Winter smells like pine needles from Christmas trees. 

Winter tastes like warm hot chocolate running down my throat. 
  

In winter, I love to bake warm chocolate chip cookies. 
I sometimes have snowball fights when the weather gets cold. 

My favorite part of winter is Christmas. 
But I don’t like getting cold and wearing heavy coats, scratchy scarves, 

and hats which makes my hair all fuzzy. 
Winter whispers, “Bundle up and let’s have fun together.” 

Winter dances through soft twinkling lights. 
Winter hides rooftops of houses. 

 

Winter makes me feel joyful inside.  
Winter is cozy like a warm fluffy blanket. 

 

In the end, winter shows its cozy appearance  
on every blade of grass. 

 

                   - Alex Martinez 



Alliteration Creature Poems are creative poems about imaginary animals made by 
combining two different animals. Students use many words that begin with the same letter to 

describe their creature's appearance, home, favorite foods, hobbies, and personality.  



 Sniknels 

 

This is a Sniknel. 

Sniknels live in Sandy Saddles. 

Sniknels eat Snickers, salami, salads, sardines, and squash. 

Sniknels like snowboarding, surfboarding, soccer, and singing. 

Sniknels sneer at Sally’s seashells since she steals them. 

Sniknels stole seven of my sculptures. 

 

    - Luca Gencarelli 



Snish 
 

This is a Snish. 
Snishes live in Switzerland while wearing shirts under swimming suits. 

Snishes eat shiny soup, sticky sushi, slimy salad, smelly salmon, 
 and stinky seafood. 

Snishes like stylish socks, satisfying shells, safe slides, sturdy spoons,   
       slippery soap, and strong swings. 

Snishes do not like sharp scissors, solid stones, scary stickers,  
short staplers, strict school, and selfishness. 

Snishes stole my stale soda and sold my soft scarf  
to a spooky spider. 

 

                                                                                 - Alexandra Yoon-Smith 



 

What is Pink? 

 

Pink is sweet cotton candy fresh from the carnival.  
Pink are the soft feathers of a  
beautiful flamingo in the zoo.  

Pink is the summer sky setting.  
Pink are the cherry blossoms in the spring. 

Pink is happy.  
Pink is my favorite song. 

It is the sharpest crayon in the box. 
Pink is the brightest sticky note in the class. 

Pink is the rare rose quartz  
that is deep underground. 

It is the chewy bubble gum that people love. 
Pink is the ribbon on your birthday gift. 

It is the skirt on a graceful ballerina.  
Pink is a cute axolotl.  

 It is the soft inside of a koala's ears. 
Pink is a rose bouquet.  

Pink is my favorite chair.  
It is the smart brain. 

It is the beginning of life.   
Pink is youthful. 
Pink is heaven.  

 

                                                  ~ Kasia Motta 



Yellow, Yellow, Yellow 

 

Yellow is what you see when you go to NYC and get a taxi  

to pick you up and take you to Rockefeller center.  

Yellow is that blinking star that you see in the sky at night time  

that can fill up the sky and make it so bright. 

Yellow is the well known color for highlighters when your in school 

highlighting your homework for ELA. 

I t is also the color of a vehicle that  transports  

many students to and from school each day. 

Yellow is known as the color of corn that you bite 

into for dinner that explodes with juice. 

Yellow is the iconic color of a rubber duck  

when you squeeze it and it quacks. 

I t’s that bad smell of rotting cheese  

that was left out and being decomposed. 

Yellow is the touch of a soggy yellow sponge when you wash dishes. 

I t is the sound of kids yelling for the team they want to win at pickleball  

that is played with a bright yellow ball. 

And yellow is also the salty taste of a yellow Goldfish crackers 

 that you are craving during math. 

Yellow is the freshly cut pineapple from Shoprite with ripe yellow color. 

Lastly  yellow is the juicy sound of the freshly cut corn bread at school . 
 

     ~ Sloane Delaney 



What Brown Can Be 

 

Brown is an old, dusty box waiting to get cleaned by 
someone, the noise of monkeys in the zoo, and a brown 

furry coconut with white fresh juice inside. 
 

The smell of fresh mushrooms, the soggy dirt outside,  
and a dog smiling after it got a treat. 

 

An owl hooting at night and warm milk in a glass  
with sweet chocolate chip cookies. 

 

Brown is the smell of warm coffee just made,  an egg 
with a round circular texture, and the taste of almonds. 

 

Brown is an old Marcescent tree with crumbled leaves,  
a cat meowing for food in the sunrise, and  

the sugary taste of a hazelnut chocolate bar. 
 

A bear growling to get out of the zoo, an old guitar 
playing softly, and a raccoon moving through the forest. 

 

It is otters swimming peacefully at a pond,  
a chipmunk cracking open an acorn, and the sound  

of crunching leaves of a Marcescent tree. 
 

Brown is a shade of orange and  
can also be made by red, yellow and blue. 

 

Most of all brown is nature. 
 

                               ~ Asya Derinsu 
 



All Things Red    
 

Red is a crimson ribbon dancing through the sky  
when a Scarlet Ibis begins to fly, 

A cardinal’s song bouncing through the morning sun  
or a juicy heart shaped strawberry filled with  

sweet summer sunshine.  
 

Scarlett shaded leaves crunching patchwork quilt covering the 
exhausted grass, or the sound of a bright red fire engine  

truck hurriedly wailing down the street.  
 

It’s the smell of a red onion that tingles the nose  
and it’s the taste of a mouthful of tiny sweet  

pomegranate rubies popping in the mouth.  
 

Red is angry, loud, hot and flashy.  
 

When it is summer, everything feels red.  
 

Red is an orb of fire setting in the sky, the flame of fire 
shining in the dark deep night sky, or the sight of a 

fuzzy red fox barreling through the snow.  
 

Red lobster being broken into sweet meaty clouds swimming 
in a pool of melted butter, and the waft of sugary scented 

rose syrup squeezed into a tiny bottle.  
 

The airy smell of poppy flowers that vanishes  
quickly beneath the nose or wet rusty red clay  

sliding smoothly across fingertips.    
 

It is the loud crunch of crimson colored Doritos hitting the 
mouth or the squishy blob of jelly inside a tomato.   

 

The weight of a red apple held in tiny hands and the sting of 
flushed angry sunburn after a day in the sun.  

 

Above everything, red is superior.  

 

          ~ Olivia Forte 



- Leah Lazzarin 

What is Brown? 
 

Brown is the warm tasty hot cocoa on cold winter nights,  
the wood used to make a heated cozy fire, and milk chocolate. 

It is the soil that keeps the plants living. 
It is the dirt beneath every coat of grass.  

Brown are the chocolate chips that you added to your 
muffins, the cinnamon with your crispy French toast, and the 

color of the prize you won at the boardwalk.  
Brown are the roots of plants picking up nutrients to live.  

It is the salty seaweed that washed up  
on the shore of a beach. 

It is the basket you use when you go picnicking.  
Brown are the bears you see at the zoo.  
It is the owl you hear in the wilderness.  

The earthy after rain smell in the early morning.  
It is the warm, toasty bread you buy on a Sunday morning.  
Brown is the coffee grounds you put in your coffee maker.  

It is the bark of the trees in the early fall.                            

Yellow 

 

Yellow is the first yawn of the morning sun,  
it is the cheerful tweet of a bird in a quiet neighborhood . 
Yellow is a glass of icy fresh lemonade on a porch swing , 

and the rich honey dripping off a silver spoon slowly . 
Yellow is joy , optimism, and energy . 

It is the sweet smell of daffodils blooming in the spring ,  
and the buttery scent of popcorn at the movie theater. 
Yellow is the warm sand squeezing between your toes,  
or a fuzzy knit sweater that keeps the breeze away . 

It’s the tang of a ripe banana in your mouth,  
and the crackle of a campfire burning bright . 

Yellow is a field of sunflowers below the starry night sky .  
Of everything  , yellow is pure light . 

 

                                            - Rosina Vaccaro 



What is Pink? 

   

Pink is springtime when the cherry blossoms grow,  
a pink flamingo at a zoo,  

or seashells laying on the beach. 
 

Pink is cotton candy ice cream on a hot day  
or a pool noodle at a pool party. 

It is an axolotl in the ocean  
and the sky of a sunset. 

 

Pink is beautiful, calm, and peaceful.  
When it is summer, everything feels pink. 

 

Pink is the sky when it sets on different animals’ fur  
and mother nature’s flowers. 

Icing on a cake when the cake is complete,  
and candy dropping into your mouth  

as you taste the delicious flavors. 
 

Pink is blooming flowers  
or fresh macarons in France. 

It is the taste of fresh cupcakes 
and the smell of new paint, painted on rocks. 

 

Pink is a soft comfy blanket on a cold winter night 
and new beach bags for your family vacation. 

Of any color, pink is the best.   
 

                                    - Liliana Pini 



                             Gymnastics 
 
Thud! Goes the landing of a powerful mighty gymnast. 
Swish! Goes the fabric of a blur in the light. 
Clap! Rings the signal that readiness is near. 
Grunt! is the effort banishing fear. 
Squeak! Echoes shoes on the polished wood floor. 
Swoosh!  The swinging then they asked for more. 
Whoosh!  Is  the tumble, a graceful display. 
Cheer! Fills the arena brightening the day.  

 

 

             ~ Alessandra Babilonia 



Track and Field 
 

Boom! The starter fires the gun into the air to start the race. 
Whoosh! The runners sprint out of the starting blocks. 
Click! Clack! Rattle! As the runner starts to run, their spikes hit the ground. 
Zoom! The runners go at their full speed. 
Slap! The baton makes a sound in the receiver's hand. 
Tweet! The starter blows the whistle as the runners finish the race.  
Cheer! Hooray! Woo! Everyone cheers as their town wins and places first.  
Clap! The runners all shake hands after the race. 
 

               - Alessandra Tobon-Cadillo 
 

                      Baseball 
 

Pop! The ball went into the glove. 

Thud! The player stepped on the base. 

Strike! The batter swung and missed the ball. 

Crack! The player hit a homerun. 

Crunch! He was eating sunflower seeds. 

Woosh! The pitcher threw a fastball. 

Pow! The player got hit by the pitch. 

Thwack! A hard hit ball was hit to right field. 

Sizzle! The scent of delicious hot dogs comes from the stands. 

Clap! The crowd cheers when they win the game. 
 

       - Dante Negra 
 



                                 Basketball Game  
 
Tweet! The referee blew the whistle.  
Swoosh! My feet slid across the floor. 
Swish! I had the ball and passed to my teammate. 
Boing! Boing! She dribbled it down the court.   
Clank! It hit the backboard.   
Click! Click! Time was almost out!  
Swish! I made the winning shot.  
Ahhh!  Clap! Clap! Everyone cheered for our team!  
The crowd went wild.  

 

                                                            ~ Sofia Auciello  





             When I Feel… 
 

When I feel happy, I am as sunny as a summer morning. 
When I feel sad, I am like a cold droplet. 
When I feel excited, I am as fast as a firework. 
When I feel nervous, I am like a mouse trapped with cats. 
When I feel angry, I am as furious as a bear. 
When I feel calm, I am like a peaceful wave of the ocean. 
My feelings change like the sky. 
But inside, I am always as strong as a planet. 
 

                    ~ Eli Boules 

                               Feelings 
 

When I feel happy, I am as bright as the morning sun. 
When I feel sad, I am like wilting flowers in the rain. 
When I feel excited, I am as bubbly as a fizzy soda. 
When I feel nervous, I am like a leaf shaking in the wind. 
When I feel angry, I am as hot as a bubbling volcano. 
When I feel calm, I am peaceful like a sunset. 
My feelings change like the colors of the autumn leaves. 
But inside, I am always as strong as a lion.  
   

                 ~ Rudra Patel 



               The Beach  
 

Eww! Eww! The seagulls tweet while flying.   
Swoosh! The waves crash onto the sand.  
Splat! The surfer falls into the water.  
Cling! The seashells fall onto the sand.  
Thud! Thud! The child runs to the water.  
Slam! The volleyball hits the girls’ arms.  
Tweet! Tweet! The lifeguard blows the whistle.  
Haha! The children laugh while playing in the sand.  
 

                          -Danica DeGannaro   

Love 
 

Love is like a plant. 
A plant grows.  

A plant can also die. 
Love is like a plant because you know it won’t last 

forever unless you care for it. 
 

Love is like a dumbbell. 
A dumbbell is hard to lift. 

But a dumbbell strengthens you.  
Love is like a dumbbell because it can be hard at first 

and then it gets stronger. 
 

Love is like the ocean. 
The ocean is calm and deep. 

The ocean can be rough. 
Love is like the ocean because it comes in waves. 

 
Love is like the stars. 
The stars provide light 

The stars guide. 
Love is like the stars because in the darkest nights,     

it will guide you. 
 

                                                -Chloe Aldunate 



                               Monkey 
 

This is a Monkey. 
Monkeys moved to Madagascar on Monday morning. 
Monkeys love to munch on melty macaroni and cheese,  
macaroons, and mushrooms. 
Monkeys like motorcycles, Matilda the musical,  
Milky Way chocolate, Mario Cart ,and mint ice cream. 
Monkeys hate magic erase markers, mail, mushy bananas,  
mustaches, and middle school marching bands. 
Monkeys manipulated me into marching up a mountain 
with many mint green monsters named Mark drinking matcha.  
 

                 - Madilynn Roussel  



 
                             Love Is L ike a…  
 
Love is l ike a l i ly pad.   
A li ly pad is beautiful and amazing. 
A li ly pad is dainty and fragile. 
Love is l ike a l i ly pad because it ’s beautiful ,  
but some people take advantage of it. 
   
Love is l ike an ocean. 
An ocean can be calm and peaceful. 
An ocean can be chaotic and dangerous. 
Love is l ike an ocean because it can be calm, 
but at times it can be dangerous and devastating. 
 
Love is l ike a cherry blossom tree. 
A cherry blossom tree creates many  
beautiful things.   
A cherry blossom tree can die if you  
don ’t have the r ight c ircumstances.  
Love is l ike a cherry blossom tree because love  
can wither away if it doesn't have the things  
it needs.  
 
Love is l ike a trail. 
A trail doesn't have a map. 
A trail is full of hil ls and valleys. 
Love is l ike a trail because it has ups and downs  
and is a winding journey.  
 
       -Cece Howe 



Love 

 

Love is like a flower. 
A flower is sometimes in full bloom. 

A flower can be many different colors.  
Love is like a flower because it  

fills spaces with joy. 
 

Love is like a blanket. 
A blanket can give you warmth. 

A blanket can provide you safety. 
Love is like a blanket because it  

gives comfort at your best and worst times.  
 

Love is like a bridge. 
Bridges hold a lot of weight. 
A bridge connects two worlds. 

Love is like a bridge because it can  
bring people together. 

 
Love is like a journey. 

Journeys can be long term. 
A journey can last a lifetime. 

Love is like a journey because it  
can have an unpredictable outcome.  

 

      - Gabriel Lamptey  



                                    Love 
 
Love is like a journey 
A journey takes you on adventures 
A journey sometimes has difficult moments 
Love is like a journey because there are some  
great and some difficult moments  
 
Love is like a puzzle 
A puzzle takes time to put together 
A puzzle is a reward once finished 
Love is like a puzzle because it can be hard to find  
the right person but once you do, you become happy  
 
Love is like fire 
Fire can be warm and cozy sometimes 
Fire has the power to burn, too 
Love is like fire because it can be relaxing and nice,  
but sometimes it is not safe  
 
Love is like a flower 
A flower takes time to grow 
A flower needs care and attention to bloom 
Love is like a flower because in a relationship,  
it takes time and care to get to know each other 
 
     - Greyson Chapman 



 
 
 
 

Hope is like a tree.  
A tree can prosper for many years.  

A tree can be the foundation of a community.  
Hope is like a tree because when hope blooms,  

many people rejoice.  
 

Hope is like a river.  
A river gives life to the area that it’s in. 

A river can be a good thing for some,  
but a bad thing for others.   

Hope is like a river because hope moves  
forward and helps people move forward, too.  

 
Hope is like a bridge.  

A bridge is very sturdy.  
A bridge can take a long time to build.  

Hope is like a bridge because hope connects  
our present to our future dreams.  

 
Hope is like a party.  

A party can make people happy.  
A party is something that gives people something  

to look forward to.  
Hope is like a party because hope bring  

joy and is something to celebrate.  
 

       - Izabella Kencheshaova  



Sparkly Spaghetti and Slumbering Sloths 
 

I would never eat sparkly spaghetti 
I would never wear shimmering skirts and spotted shirts  

with squiggly- line socks and small shoes 
I would never buy slimy slumber sheets from small snails 
I would never sing songs while shrieking in South Africa 
I would never go to Singapore shacks for snooty sisters 

I would always like to think about sleeping squirrels  
and singing swans 

And I promise I would never let my sister sleep with 
 slumbering sloths in Singapore’s shacks for snooty sisters  

with slimy sheets wearing shimmering skirts and spotted shirts 
with squiggly- line socks and small shoes on a trip to South Africa 

to sing songs while shrieking after eating sparkly spaghetti 
 

        -  Jiya Mehta 



                Ode to a Meatball Sandwich 
 

Oh, sauce dipped meat! 
Your sauce shines like a light. 
Oh glorious bun, you lightly floured roll. 
I love your taste. That’s how I roll. 
The meat is so soft, but crispy too. 
You need nothing else to make you better. 
You all mixed together is like a warm, beautiful disaster. 
Oh how I like you is like love ever after. 
 

                         - JP Feeley 

                   Ode to Ramen 

 

Oh, Ramen! Oh, Ramen! 
Your flavor makes me full of glee! 
The broth, pork, chicken, or soy 
Your spices make me free 
Chives, egg, meat or nothing at all! 
Your taste is fine with me! 
Time for lunch! 
What's for today? 
Get your chopsticks! 
Oh Ramen! Oh Ramen! 
 

                          - Natalie Baskin 





 

Elliot 
 

My glimmering brown eyes 

Are like the beautiful brown logs in a rainforest 

With green leaves dancing in the wind 

 

My beautiful brown hair 

Is like a calming fireplace in a snowy cabin 
 

My big heartful soul 

Is as clean as the snow that falls in the North Pole 

 

My big light inside of me 

Is like the bright sun while it is rising 
 

My fast gifted legs 

Are as fast as the speed of light 

     

I am a delightful star  

Shining bright in the night sky 

Keeping the planets together 

While drifting through the galaxy 

 

                         -  Elliot Ballaj  



Victoria  
 

My golden blonde hair  
Is l ike the crisp leaves on a fall morning  

Shimmering in the sunlight as they  
fall down to the ground  

 

My shining blue eyes  
are like the sea on a beautiful summer day  

 

My bubbly personality  
Is l ike a waterfall  

It is cheerful and calming at the same time  
 

My rosy red cheeks 
are like roses blooming on a  

Warm spring day   
 

My heart is warm and big 
L ike a campfire   

 i I  keeps on building up l ittle by l ittle  
 and helps you stay warm in the winter  

 

I  am the Sun  
Bright and fiery  

Bringing warmth and daylight  
To the world  

 

                                             -Victoria Bania 



 

Alexis  
 

My beautiful brown hair 
Is like leaves in the fall 

Falling and blending into the trees  
 

My light blue eyes  
Are like the ocean 

Glistening in the sun 
 

 My mind 
Is like a forest 

Never ending and with lots of things  
roaming through it 

 

My mouth 
Is like the weather unexpected every day 

I never know what it will say  
 

My bones  
Are like roots holding a tree up 

Making sure it doesn ’t fall  
 

I am a tree 
Standing high in the sky 

My branches swaying in the wind 
With leaves green as the grass  

 

                            -Alexis Bell 
 



                                      Madison  
 
My beautiful dirty blonde hair 
Is like the honey-colored sand 
On the beach  
 
My shiny hazel eyes 
Like the sunny forest floor  
Beautiful and clear  
 
My big soul 
Is as vast as the ocean  
 
My big heart 
Like the ocean waves  
crashing into the shore  
 
My smart brain 
Answering questions like a garden of thoughts 
When a thought comes in my mind, it’s like a 
firework on the Fourth Of July  
 
I am the spark that sets my own pace 
Like a sparkler sparkling 
I am enough in thousands of different ways  
 
                                                          -Madison Dugan 
 



Earth Day Superheroes 





              Frosty Winter 
 

Above soldiers, the sky held no comfort. 
It offered neither stars nor clouds,  
Only snow as cold as ice, that settled on muskets, 
And on the backs of soldiers, 
Snowy shoulders slouched from weakness. 
 

Dawn did not arrive gently.  
It came with the fire of cannons, 
With smoke that traveled in narrow streets, 
And the sounds of screams of fear. 
 

Men stumbled from sleep into gunfire. 
Snow recorded every footprint, every struggle  
Commands rang out in different languages.  
Chaos around the town spread. 
 

When quiet returned, 
The town seemed to pause in silence, 
As if amazed to understand what has happened. 
 

                  ~ Ella Orsini 



A Haiku is a short Japanese poem with 3 lines. It usually follows a 5-7-5 syllable pattern and often describes 
nature or a moment in time. 

Water 
 

The pond is bright  
The fishes ’ scales shine at night  

The pond sways at height  
 

                            -  Chris Parisi  

Fruits are the sweetest  

They bring many people joy  

Have the taste of happiness.   

 

                        ~ Vanessa Grande  

 

Glowing silently  

As they try to find their mate     

Fireflies will shine 

 

                     ~ Dil Korkmaz 

Winter  

 

Snow glistens and glows   

It ’s cold outside as it snows   

Shines so white and bright  

 

                  -  Sophia Bruzzio  



Autumn 
 

Colors  of  orange 
Pumpkins  all  over  the  ground 

Leaves  are  everywhere 

 

                     ~ Connor Marino 

Mars in its orbit 
With the dust and its redness 

This planet is too cold  
 

        - Genesis Adiepena 

Nebulae 
 

Nebulae are bright 
They light up the sky at night 

Hues join regally 
 

                                       - Connor Insolera 
 

Spring  

 

Bees buzzing around 
Flowers blooming on the ground 

Spring time is here now  

 

            ~ Sophia Cadillo 



The deep blue soothes me 

Subtle ripples across it 

A calming mirror 
 

             ~ Catalina Nunez 

The Sneaky Fox 

 

Shining in moonlight, 
The fox sneaks into the night. 

Sneaking out of sight. 

 

                        ~ Helena Czech 

Waves crash on shore 
Seashells crunch under my feet  
Fish dance around me 
 

                 ~ Daniella Kyritz 

      Fire 

 

it is dangerous 

red orange yellow and blue 

Fire in the air 

 

              -  logan noordyk 



  Summer  

 

Sun begins to shine  
The flowers are now blooming  

Summer is in sight  
 

                   - Sofia Sprague 

Winter 
 

Winter is chilly 
The time where you get presents  

There is so much snow 
 

                                ~ Joey Mueller 

Water is limited so do not waste it  
Otherwise your family won’t have water to drink 
So you need to think 
How to save your sink 
By turning it off when you don’t need to use it. 
 

                                ~ Peter Liang 

Penguins are the best 
They slide on their big bellies 

Living on the snow 

 

                                  - Nick Petruzziello 



Giuliana  
 

My mom thinks my name means  
“The little cute baby with a squishy face that  

dances just like her” 
My dad thinks my name means  

“The most dramatic person ever even though he gets  
mad when his shorts are above his knees”  

My friends think my name means  
“The therapist that they can come to whenever they want 

and think that I am the best rant person  
also the cool aunt of the group"  

My uncle thinks my name means  
“The practice baby before his biological child was born”  

My dog thinks my name means  
“The comfort person that does not need personal space 
but needs to give her personal space when she wants it”  

I think 
There is some stuff that they left out, like “will 

accidentally hurt myself the week before my recital while 
dancing in my parents bedroom” and “a strong 

independent person” 
 

                 ~ Giuliana Grieco 



An ABC poem is a poem where each line or word starts with the next letter of the 
alphabet. It can describe a topic, person, or idea using A to Z in order. 







Coding can be someone’s way to learn 
D+ or Python, will make your mind churn 
Even though it is to crash and burn 
For it will help you earn, and be with 
Great coders who are discerned and yearned to be with 

 

             ~ J.P. Pineda Trejo 
</> </> </> </> </> </> </> </> </></> </> </> </> </> </> </> </> </> 



Kites swaying among the sky, 
Long summer walks, trotting with joy, 
Magical boardwalk days, enjoy the suns’ glaze, 
Nautilus swimming across the bay, 
Ocean breeze drifting away, 
People burning to a crisp, 
Quacking ducks looking for seashells, 
Rainbows over the horizon, 
Sunny island days, you will be missed… 
 

                                       ~ Madison Massa 

World Cup 
 

Are you ready for the World Cup? 
Brazil, England, Germany some of the previous winners. 
Countries from all over the world come to see who's the best. 
Do you think your country will win? 
Everyone will see who shines when the final comes on July 19. 
 

                                  ~ Ali Haghighi 

Apples hang like a lantern from tree branch 
Blooming from their timber in a ranch 
Crunchy bites, juice flowing as we chew 
Delicious snacks for me and you 
Every bite is a deserved sweet treat 
 

                     ~ Meline Mirakian 



Blue waters stretch so far more than you can explore 
Crash! The sound the water makes when it hits the sandy shore 
Dreamy sunsets fill the summer skies  
Enjoy building sand castles while watching the waves rise  
Fish in many colors fill the water 
Golden sun shines on the sand as the air gets hotter  

                             ~ Olivia Cholewa 

                         Memories 

 

Pictures in the mind 
Quickly passing by  
Right there forever 
Still there with your darkest fears forever  
To the day you die these memories are in your mind 

 

                               ~ Lucia Elio 



                        Happiness 

 

Happiness is pink like the cherry blossom’s leaves falling off. 
It tastes like the cherry staining my lip pink. 
It smells like the cookies getting baked in the oven. 
It looks like a cat after finding food. 
It sounds like a circus after a performance. 
It feels like the softness of a carpet.  

 

                          - Alaleh Athar 



Sadness 

 

Sadness is blue like a dark raining storm. 

It tastes like salty tears. 

It smells like cold air blowing in the wind. 

It looks like a child scraping their knee. 

It sounds like a child crying. 

It feels like a soggy, wet drawing 

that got soaked in water.  

 

                 ~ Lila Spear 

                              

                                                         Anger 
 
   Anger is red like fire. 
  It tastes like pepper. 
  It smells like burning wood. 
  It looks like someone clenching their fists. 
  It sounds like rattling engine waiting to explode. 
  It feels like your face is getting hot.  
 
                                  - Daniel DiBona   





How Frigid? 
 

It was so frigid that my breath freezes into 
solid blocks of crystal ice. 

So frigid, that the words shatter loudly on 
the frozen hardwood floor. 

So frigid, That the thermometer drops 
straight down to Earth’s core. 

And so frigid, the entire living room 
becomes an arctic glacier. 

That’s frigid! 
 

                  ~ Lili Ferrante 



 Samantha 
 

My mom thinks my name means  
 “Brave” 

My best friend thinks my name means  
“Annoying brat” 

My cousin thinks my name means 
“Best friend forever” 

My friend thinks my name means   
“Nice and caring” 

My dad thinks my name means  
“Spoiled” 
I think  

They left out some stuff like  
“Will always care” and  

 “Will always help when you ask” 
 

                      ~ Sam Haine 



Chase  

 

My mom thinks my name means 

“The cutest little thing”  

My dad thinks my name means 

“Kid with a good taste of sports”  

My sister thinks my name means 

“Kid who thinks he knows everything”  

My best friend thinks my name means 

“A sweat at biking”  

My cousin thinks my name means 

“Good at video games”  

I think 

There’s some stuff that they left out like 

“Likes baking cookies”  

and  

“Glazes the New York Rangers”   

 

               - Chase Cubeta 



Preston 

 

My mom thinks my name means 

“My little baby” 

My dad thinks my name means 

“Buddy” 

My friends think my name means 

“Funny” 

My cousin thinks my name means 

“Corny” 

My siblings think my name means 

“Annoying” 

Some things that I left out is  

“Couldn’t last a day without the outdoors” 

and  

"Eats way to much junk food” 

 

                     ~ Preston Vargo 



Alyssa 
 

My mom thinks my name means 
“Her little girl” 

My dad thinks my name means 
“little dancer” 

My sister thinks my name means 
“Annoying or mean” 

My grandma thinks my name means 
“Pretty girl” 

My friends thinks my name means 
“Browne or swan” 

I think  
There is some things that were left out like 

“Hungry duckling”  
and  

“Ant lover” 
 

                  - Alyssa Dial 



 

Dante  

 

My mom thinks my name means 

“The favorite child” 

My dad thinks my name means 

“The definition of complaining ” 

My sister thinks my name means 

“Spoiled rude, mean brat”  

My friends think my name means 

“Insane at biking” 

My cousins think my name means 

“Knows everything in the world ” 

I think 

There ’s some stuff they left out, like 

“Future NCAA wrestling champion ”  

and  

“5 star chef”  

 

                ~ Dante Magliacano 





How Easy? 
 

It was so easy I can do it with my eyes closed. 
So easy, I could do it with my hands tied  

behind my back. 
So easy, I can do it upside down. 

And so easy, I can do it balancing on one foot. 
That’s easy! 

 

           ~ Ryan Bukowski 



                      How Busy? 
 

It was so busy the road was shaking. 
So busy, if you tried to walk,  
you would get squished in between cars. 
So busy, nobody could move a centimeter forward or backward. 
And so busy, the police cars and ambulances  
can’t get through. 
That’s Busy! 
 

     ~ Anjani Patel 

                                     How Breezy? 

 

It was so breezy it could blow your socks right of f your feet. 
So breezy, that it could blow the clouds out of the sky. 
So breezy, it could blow away the dog next door. 
And so breezy, the birds can’t even sit on the tall trees. 
That’s breezy! 

                                     ~ Gabby Testa 



There was a little boy 
With hair as red as a fire truck toy 
He likes to cause mischief 
So, he stared down a cliff 
And down the cliff he sent a decoy 

 

              - Charlotte McHugh 







Spooky season is back, 
Ready to see a Skellington named Jack 
Collecting millions of candy in one night 
Until there is no more light  
While the ghosts and goblins scream “attack!” 
 

                - Lily Lembo 





I Am 
 

I am athletic and funny 
I wonder if aliens have roamed the Earth 
I hear the waves crashing on the shoreline 

I see planes soaring on a starry night 
I want to travel the world and make my family proud 

I am athletic and funny 
 

I pretend I’m the star player in a championship game 
I feel excited imagining life in the future 

I touch the clouds in my dreams 
I worry about failing the people I care about 
I cry when I lose someone important to me 

I am athletic and funny 
 

I understand that hard work leads to success 
I say everyone deserves kindness and respect 

I dream about achieving my goals and living happily 
I try to become better every single day 

I hope my future is filled with happiness and success 
I am athletic and funny   

 
      - Rocco Luppino 

 
 



                                
                                   I Am  
 

I am simplistic and kind  
I wonder if I will be a doctor when I am older 
I hear waves crashing on the beach 
I see flowers growing in the distance 
I want to be a surgeon 
I am simplistic and kind 

 

I pretend I am an astronaut exploring a distant planet 
I feel excited about discovering a new galaxy 
I touch the cold, bumpy surface of an alien spaceship 
I worry that I will fail my upcoming math test 
I cry when I think about losing my favorite pet 
I am simplistic and kind 

 

I understand that practice helps me get better at tennis 
I say that everyone deserves to have a good friend 
I dream about flying high above the clouds like a bird 
I try my best to be nice to my little sister 
I hope that the world will become a cleaner place. 
I am simplistic and kind 

 

                            - Kaavya Patel 



I Am  
 

I am as sweet as sugar, bubbly too  
I wonder what lives on other planets  

I hear the birds chirping on a sunny day  
I see a bright future of mine  
I want to improve in everyway  

I am as sweet as sugar, bubbly too.  
 

I pretend to like math 
I feel great about unicorns 
I touch sand on the beach 

I worry that I won't do good in school  
I cry when I see a dog die in a movie  

I am sweet as sugar, bubbly too  
 

I understand friendships 
I say we should have peace on Earth  

I dream about having superpowers  
I try to not be rude to people  
I hope I get one million dollars  
I am sweet as sugar, bubbly too  

 
                  - Chiara Pichardo 



                                     I Am 

 

  I am funny and stylish  
  I wonder what my job will be when I am older 
  I hear waves crashing on the beach 
  I see the sun shining on the water 
  I want to go the beach for the whole summer 
  I am funny and stylish 
 

  I pretend I can dance 
  I feel the sand in between my toes  
  I touch water 
  I worry that I will fail a lot of my tests 
  I cry when I hurt myself 
  I am funny and stylish 
 

  I understand that I am not good at science  
  I say it is important to know that failure is okay  
    and you can learn from your mistakes 
  I dream that I will win first place in a gymnastics meet  
  I try to get good grades in school 
  I hope I get new skills in my sport 
  I am funny and stylish  
 

       -Violet Cubeta  



Cold air fills the sky 
Snowflakes cover the dark roads. 
Footsteps in the snow. 

 

             - Beyza Bayraktar 

 

Sun in the blue sky 
Flies buzz around your two ears 
Cicadas chirp loud 
 

       - Jean Luc Bethencourt 

 

Leaves fall from the trees  
The air starts getting colder  

Pumpkins line the porch  
 

    - Leonardo Burrelo  

Haiku: A haiku is a short poem written in three lines with a 5-7-5 syllable pattern.  
It uses carefully chosen words to create a vivid image or express a feeling.  



Snow  coats  pine  branches  

Frozen  creek  sleeps  under  ice  

Gray  wolves  track  the   moon  

 

               -  Demiana  Shehata  

WHA T  ARE WA TER FALLS?  
 

WATER FALLS ARE N I CE  
YOU CAN PU T  YOUR HAND THROUGH THEM 
T HE  WA TER FEELS C O OL  

 

           - ARCH I BALD BA I RD  



 
Persephone walked through the soft field,  
Her gentle smile made all the dark things yield.  
She ruled below beside the shadowed king,  
Then brought the earth new life and great songs of spring.  

 

                                     - Mia Ferraro 





A Pleiades poem is a seven-line poem in which each line begins with the same letter. The poem 
often focuses on one topic and challenges writers to be creative with their word choices. 









The Sky 
 

The sky that looks like a big puff of cotton  
The sky that resembles a cool, crisp lake 

The sky was white like marshmallows 
The sky like fields of lavender 

 

The sky that resembles the ocean 
The sky that was as red as flames 
The sky that was as clear as glass 
The sky as yellow as sunflowers 

 

          - Matteo Monaco 
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                                                     The Sky 
 

The afternoon sky is a bright neon blue, 
With clouds like ripped cotton just floating on through. 
The sun is a gold coin that lights up the day, 
Before it burns out and just fades right away. 
 
At night the whole world turns completely pitch black, 
A dark beautiful blanket with stars in a stack. 
They blink in the distance like screens in the dark, 
While lighting up trails over the city and park. 
 

                                     - Annabel Hernandez 

Best T ime of the Year  

 

     Sunny  

     Unbeatable  

     Meaningful  

        Magical  

               Enjoyable                          

          Radiant   

 

                                -  Nicholas Palma  



                                  Ode to Great Eggs 
 

What is that delectable scent? It could only be an egg. 
The golden yolks, so creamy in its texture. 
 

So tasty, I look forward to breakfast just to eat it! 
Yummy, yummy yummy—scrambled, sunny side up, boiled. 
Any way it's cooked, it’s delicious! 
Out of hens it goes, onto the ground 
Its oblong shape notorious around the world 
F lexible in its nature, it goes good with everything 
Ketchup, tomatoes, salt, pepper, and chives 
Tomorrow, today, and yesterday 
I eat great eggs, custardy and amazing! 
 

                     - Annika Ngotianco 



                             SUMMER 

 

Sunshine lights the sky. 

Under the blue sky everything feels bright. 

Moments we will never forget when winter comes.  

Memories made with friends fill my mind. 

Evenings are filled with lights from fireflies. 

Relaxing on beach chairs, hoping this summer never ends.  
 

                          - Miles Andriola 

                                   The Perfect Summer 
 

Sunsets pain the sky with shades of pink and orange.  

Upbeat music plays as you walk through the boardwalk and streets.  

Many hours spent outside in the blazing sun and in the refreshing water.  

Melons and mangoes are being past around and a treat.  

Exotic trips filled with memories and excitement.  

Rafts fill the water with people floating on them getting a tan.  
 

                   - Samantha Sandomenico 







Seasons of Nature  
 

Nature comes four times a year in different ways  
Some are cold and some are hot  

Here is a poem to explain the days  
Let's start so you can be taught  

 
Winter is cold brutal and frigid  

But it is fun if you look at it on one side  
Snow is falling through that sky which is wicked  
So if you take a glance there is much to provide  

 
Spring is cold wet and rainy 

Boots are covered in mud  
But you can have fun and be brainy  

You can find ways to hang out with your best buds  
 

Summer leaves you in a sweat  
Because it is so hot  

But no school means no threat  
So you can stay up and have fun while  

on school days you would not  
 

Fall is the start of school  
Trees are losing their leaves  

But the weather is nice and cool  
So enjoy that fall breeze  

 
                 - Ryan Plaveczky 



                 Backwards 
 
Sun sets where it should rise 
Night sings lullabies in skies 
Words unspoken loudly shout 
Paths retraced no doubt about  
 
Clocks tick counter times flow 
Rivers climb where mountains go 
Leaves fall to greet the tree  
Fish swim backwards in the sea 
 
Smiles turn upside down 
Frowns become the joys crown  
Dreams awake before they sleep 
Secrets loud that shadows keep 
 
Things reversed a curious sight  
World flipped over wrong feels right 
In the mirror future past 
Backwards moments made to last 
 
Stars descend to greet the ground  
Silence wears a roaring sound 
Time rewinds to start again  
Backwards roads lead forward then 
 
           - Matthew Loftus 
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Ode To Music 
 

Music speaks every language  
It dances with deeper meaning and deeper passion 

Music is the sound of the trumpets playing 
by the beautiful gates of heaven 

While your heart races as the music intensifies  
it floods your eye with a tear 

The chords of a song remind you  
of a time where nothing was right 

Music always heals  
the heart that's filled with pain 

It's a blessing that pulls you to the right path 
A way of praise and worship and celebration 

This is music, a way to feel alright. 
 

               - Sofia Maffettone  



Nostalgia 
 

Nostalgia is sour around my brain once I think of those memories of MMS 
Nostalgia is bittersweet to those who mean stuff to me 

Nostalgia show me precious memories that helps me get through tough times 
Nostalgia is revisiting my old classrooms 

Nostalgia is shivering before presentations worth half our grade 
Nostalgia keeps me awake and gives me bliss 

Nostalgia dismisses my stress 
Nostalgia makes me forget my homework due 

Nostalgia is packing up my locker for the very last time 
 

                                                   - Vivien Rasmussen 



Orange sounds like a nice sunny day  
that isn't everlasting. 

Orange looks like sunset slowly going away. 
Orange reminds me of warmth,  

a calming summer breeze,   
a nice cold citrus drink to have a warm day. 

Orange reminds me of bittersweet moments  
slowly disappearing into the night. 

 

                                                       - Samaria Blanco Gordon 



 

Ode To a Lost Spark  

 

You used to burn so brightly that even 
exhaustion looked beautiful on you. 

There was a time when  
passion came naturally.  

When your heart reached toward  
the thing you loved without needing to 

convince itself to keep going. 
Now everything feels heavier. 

The same rooms feel unfamiliar. 
The same dreams sit untouched 

like dust collecting on forgotten shelves.  
Like someone mourning a version of 

themselves they can never become again. 
You would do anything for one more night 

where it all felt easy. 
One more moment where your chest filled 

with purpose instead of pressure 
There was a slight hope  

that maybe this love would last forever. 
The worst part is not losing the dream, 

It is losing the version of yourself  
that existed inside it.  

 

                        ~ Chloe Jacob  



  
 Backward Ben, Backward Ben, 
 His plane crashed where the air was chilly. 
 The other survivors searched for wood, 
 But Ben ignored what might do good. 
 
 Backward Ben burned all their delicious food, 
 Then poked holes in the water jugs — so rude! 
 He tore their shelter piece by piece, 
 Then searched for somewhere dirty to sleep. 
 
 Backward Ben swam out deep, 
 Swimming to where the hungry sharks creep. 
 He climbed the mountains with slippery shoes,  
 And laughed every time he got a bruise. 
 
             -  Mia Grande 
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                       Summer  

 

 During the school year 
 The children stay in their seats. 
 Days go by with absolutely no fun. 
 Then something happens, 
 Summer has begun! 

 

                        - Ethan Semidey 

                 

                  Dogs  
 

The dog runs to me  
on its little hind legs.  
It sits, wanting to play fetch.  
I throw it the ball  
And it glides and dances in the grass.  
It returns the ball to me with a happy smile,  
showing that it wants to keep playing.  
As time passes, it starts laying on the grass,  
almost like it is taking a nap.  
I bring the little dog inside,  
and it snores like my great grandpa  
until the next morning.  
 
            -  Aiden Zakrzewski  



                             Times Flies 
 
First day of fifth grade and a whole new school  
Back to work and out of the pool 
Unfamiliar faces fill the halls 
Barely any room to walk, hugging the walls 
The youngest in the school with four years to go 
A lot of time to figure out what I need to know  
 
Now time for sixth grade, wow that went fast 
No need to worry, lots of time to still pass 
Changes are everywhere and pressure grew 
Balancing things I didn’t always do 
Second year of middle school almost done 
Counting down the days until I see the sun  
 
The day I stepped into seventh grade it moved quick like a breeze  
It started off with many moments of joy and ease 
Although there was drama that filled the air 
I made so many memories worthy to share 
The days seemed to pass and the time slipped right by 
And in one more year I’d be leaving this place behind  
 
And then I entered the final door 
The last year of middle school, I can't ignore 
The days felt shorter and were going too quick 
The thought of people going different ways made me sick 
Eighth grade has been great and I wish I could relive it  
I’ll enjoy every moment down to the last assignment to submit  
The end is closer than ever before 
I hope high school is filled with memories and more  
 
                 - Deanna Ballinger 
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Getting Older  
 

Elementary to middle school  
Middle school to high school  

You ask yourself  
Where did all the time go 

You swore you were in 8th grade a couple days ago  
9th grade is coming, elementary is a memory  

You're getting bolder once you start growing older.  
You look back once last time and everything starts to flow  

You cry, you laugh, and wish for just some more time  
With your teachers and friends  

you hope to make the moment last  
But, it's the last day of school 

 you have to leave it all in the past.  
 

                         - Arika Rizwan 



Triumphant, great ocean liner 
Elegant and yet graceful 
You provide a calming sensation to many 
Your large size makes buildings look small 
Your mighty engine never stalls 
As you cut your way through the Atlantic swells 
Many people adore your luxuries  
You have many hard working men, keeping your mighty heart alive 
Your legacy lives on in the people who sail on you 
Even with today’s modern ships,  
you truly stick out as being the best 
Even through the rougher days, you still prevail  
Mighty great ocean liner, you do have a place in history. 

 

                  -  Liam ODonoghue 



Beach  
 

I love going to the beach to swim  
with my friends and get tan 

The best part of going to the beach  
is playing volleyball with my friends 

And drinking lemonade and ice cream with caramel  
And then go for a walk on the beach side with my sister 

to take picture for me  
And I love to play with my friends and hang out together  

And going to fun places together   
And I love to go with my cousins to the beach  

But I love to go with my friends.  
It 's so much fun! 

 

                                    ~ Sara Belal 

            Burning Bright Agony 

 

 Do candles long to light? 
 Betting, betting on which used, 
 Burning, burning in such joyful agony, 
 Crying, crying out in joyous anguish, 
 Longing, longing for work of use, 
 I wonder this while nodding off, 
 Do candles long to light? 

 

               - Ben Palamara 



 

Locker 384  
 

I am a locker in a crowded hallway. 
Many people get in my way.  

My new owner sometimes gets mad and slams me. 
Inside I have many papers it feels like a sea.  
As a locker I help hold my new owner's bag. 

Seeing her pack home an A makes me glad.  
I am a locker that is proud to have helped another 

8th grader this year.  
I hope she graduates with no fear. 

 
                      - Ivana Chamba Valdiviezo 



I would rather be a dirty, used baseball  
 than a clean signed baseball. 

I want to experience flying high  
and see the skies true blue. 

I don't want to sit in a clear case  
and be no more than a value. 
I want to be dirty and serve  
the true purpose of baseball.  

 
                                     - Zachary Ruiz  

Ode To Graduation  
 

Oh, graduation day!  
A sign that this four year chapter of my life is ending 

Unforgettable, joyful, nostalgic, graduation day.  
Days of laughter come to a closing,  

And loud, bustling hallways are fading away.  
How I mourn the simplicity of middle school,  
Doodling in notebooks and a sense of Deja vu.  

Looking up to the 8th graders who were so cool,  
But suddenly we ’re the ones being looked up to. 
Oh, graduation day, how did time move so fast?  

We’re still so uncertain of the future,  
Yet so eager to move on from the past. 

So sudden, these four years came and went  
like a blur,  

 

Congrats to the class of 2030! See you next year!  
 

           - Maya D’Amato  
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                      I Am  
 
I am courageous and helpful 
I wonder what my future will be like 
I hear ocean waves crashing 
I see relaxing at the beach 
I want a sports career 
I am courageous and helpful 
 
I pretend the weather is always perfect 
I feel I could go far in sports  
I touch the clouds 
I worry I will not succeed in the future 
I cry when I'm hurt 
I am courageous and helpful 
 
I understand not everything goes your way 
I say hi to my friends 
I dream to have a good career in sports     
I try to be the best version of myself 
I hope summer goes well 
I am courageous and helpful  
 
                            ~ Emma Roche 
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                         Beach 
 

The golden sun shine on the shore 
Hearing the crisp waves follow there 
Finding shells and collecting more 
The water is clear and blue 
A breeze cools the summer air 
Each wave feels calm and new 
 

                  - Pushti Chokshi 



A haiku is a short poem with three lines that follows a 5-7-5 syllable pattern. It uses 
carefully chosen words to create a picture, describe a moment, or express a feeling.  

Haikus are often inspired by nature or everyday experiences.  

mailto:oconnor30.emily@cgschools.org
mailto:costantini30.joseph@cgschools.org
mailto:campbell30.isaac@cgschools.org


The last day of school 
The best day of the whole year 
But high school starts soon 

 

          - Michael Ambrosio 

Melancholy lake  
Fil led with blue f ish and green plants  
Sound of pouring rain  

 

                    - Emre Kocanli  
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  -  Mia Trumble 

Whisper in the   Dark  
 

The cold hallway was dark and eerie  
It felt like the house had lungs  

And I had just wandered into its chest  
The lights hadn ’t flickered   

They waited 
There were shadows where nothing stood  

Long fingers stretched across the floor boards   
Behind me there was a step that wasn ’t mine  

Ahead there was a door that had not been there before   
The knob turned once   

Although no hand reach for it  
The wood had sounded like it remembered me   

I tried to speak  
But the air had tasted like dust and old rain  

My voice had come back wrong  
Like an echo that somehow known my name, and had kept it  

There was whisper that brushed past my ear  
And had nested underneath my skin  

It had known the creak of every stair  
It knew the rhythm of my breath  
“Don ’t turn around” it almost said 

Or maybe it did  
The walls felt closer  

The ceiling had lowered an inch   
Even my shadow had grown farther from me  

Somewhere the clock would tick backward  
Somewhere a window would lock itself  

Somewhere in the dark behind my shoulder   
There was something that smiled with no mouth   

And would wait for me to notice  
But yet I stood still   

Afraid that if I moved  
The whisper would move with me   

And if I didn' t move   
It just might decide   
I was already gone  



Doing it even at its hardest   
Every day  
Time and time again you fail but try again  
Even at your lowest  
Retrying even when you fail  
Making an effort to try  
 In your darkest times still trying  
Not making excuses to not try more  
After failure trying again  
Trying to improve 
 It’s hard but you still keep going  
Over and over you try again and again and don’t stop  
Never giving up   
 

      - Cayden LeMasson 
 

Swing hard 
On every play 
Fast and focused 
Teamwork matters 
Believe in yourself 
Always try your best 
Learn and improve 
Love the game 
 

            - Sophia Mejia 

An acrostic poem is a type of poetry in which the first letter of each line spells out a word or message 
vertically. The chosen word is usually the main topic of the poem, and each line describes or relates to that 

word. Acrostic poems encourage creativity and help students express ideas in a fun and organized way. 
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Singing and performing 

Anytime and anywhere but 

Ready to rest 

And sit on a warm beach 
 

Feeling free 

Over the wonderful waves 

Racing back to the remarkable sand 

To get back to performing in the 

Endless cycle that never ends 
 
                         ~ Sara Forte 



                       KINDNESS  
 

Keeping empathy in your heart  

Inspiring others with a smile  

Never missing a chance to help  

Doing good without expecting praise  

Nurturing a warm, welcoming spirit  

Embracing everyone with open arms  

Spreading joy wherever you go  

Showing grace in all you do  

 

            -  Ayden O'Connor  
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Meeting new people that became some of my closest friends  

Echoes of fun and laughter in the crowded halls  

Many teachers will be missed  

Our favorite moments, forever cherished 

Remembering the good times we shared 

Inside jokes and inseparable bonds that never got old 

Every day bringing something new and exciting  

Someday we will look back and remember these years  
 

                         - Ellie Fairclough 
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Powerful 
Intimidating 
Touchdowns 
Tackles 
Sacks 
Brave 
Ultimate 
Ruthless 
Greatness 
Historic 
 
Steeler nation 
Tough 
Elite defense 
Exciting 
Loyal fans 
Endless wins 
Revengeful 
Super bowls 
 
      - Ryan McGuire 

Army 
Memorial day 
Eagle 
Respect 
  Independence 
Country 
Air force 
 
  - Annabel Gasior 
 



Ray Lewis 

Amazing defense 

Very good quarterback 

Even better than last year 

No team can stop them 

Super bowl bound 

 

   - Ben Gollin  
 

  
Fast players sprinting down the field, 
Opponents try to make them yield. 
Over the line a perfect pass 
 Touchdown scored on the green grass. 
Big cheers echo from the crowd 
All the fans are singing loud. 
Leaping high to block the play, 
Let's go as a team, we will win today! 
 
  - Logan Jordan 
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I am a freshman trying to beat out seniors. 

I wonder if the coaches actually notice my routes. 

I hear the loud crack of the shoulder pads.  

I see the cornerbacks playing five yards off me.  

I want the varsity jersey on Friday night.  

I am a freshman trying to beat out seniors. 

 

I pretend the varsity speed is not a massive jump. 

I feel my lungs burning during the conditioning tests. 

I wear the black and gold stripe on my helmet.  

I worry about dropping a pass over the middle. 

I cry inside when I mess up an assignment. 

I am a freshman trying to beat out seniors. 

 

I understand that talent means nothing without film. 

I say that nobody outworks me in the summer heat. 

I dream of catching a deep post for a touchdown. 

I try to high-point every single ball thrown my way.  

I hope I see my name on the varsity roster. 

I am a freshman trying to beat out seniors. 
 

     -  Pedro Malak 



Dear Baseball, 
 
From the moment I first swung off a tee, 
Hitting imaginary home runs 
Deep into a backyard of Yankee Stadium, 
I knew you were the game for me. 
 
I fell in love with you 
A love so fierce and absolute 
That I gave you everything I had.  
From the thoughts in my head 
To the rhythm of my heart, 
I poured out all my passion and energy. 
 
As a child, my world was small, 
But my dreams were vast. 
I only ever pictured one thing 
Hitting the walk-off home runs in Game 7 of the World Series. 
So, I will keep playing. 
I will practice, endure, and fight, 
Working tirelessly to perfect my swing.  
You demand my time, 
But I gladly give you my heart, 
Because to me, you are everything.  
 
I’ve played through the pain and the injuries, 
Refusing to ever let you go, 
Because I heard your call. 
I do it all for you, because that is what love demands.  
 
You gave a two-year-old boy a dream, 
And I have no intention of stopping now. 
Thank you for so many memories.  
 
                   - Christopher Ricca 



De ar  B ask etball ,  
 

F rom  the  moment  I  p ick e d  up  a  bask etball ,  
To  p l aying  on  a  te am ,  
I  h ave  fac e d  mu ltip le  ch alleng es ,  
B ut  I  alway s  p ush  through .  
 

F rom  when  I  was  very  y oung ,  to  
Making  shots  from  all  around ,  
I  p l ay  for  thre e  hours  a  d ay .  
O nc e  I  start  y oung ,  
I  c an  not  stop.  
 

I  was  inspire d  by  all  the  pro s ,  
I  alway s  trie d  my  h ardest  to  be  the  best.  
I  never  stoppe d  believing  in  my s elf,  
And  I  p l ay e d  all  day .  
 

I  fe el  lik e  if  I  stop,  I  give  up,  
S o  I  alway s  try  my  h ardest  never  to  q uit.  
O nc e  I  start,  I  c an  never  stop.  
 

B ask etball  h as  a  spot  in  my  he art  
And  so  does  the  number  24.  
I  will  alway s  try  to  m ak e  every  shot,  
And  never  miss .  

 

If  I  fail ,  it ' s  lik e  a  win ,  
And  if  I  do  ba d ,   
I  never  g et  m ad .  
I  will  alway s  try  and  never  stop.  
 

  Yours  tru ly ,  
  Fa dy  Zikry  
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