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My Pappy’s Hands 
By Xavier 
 
My grandfather’s hands always have grease under 
the fingernails. 
When he gets home from work, his hands are so 
black, 
Covered in grease and felt so hard, 
Glazed over with years of hard work. 
His hands are always occupied, 
Always working, 
Either with his tools, 
Or plumbing the pipeworks. 
When his hands are finally clean, 
You can see the wear and tear, 
The peeling of the skin, 
The cuts that finally cleared. 
Fresh cuts take the place of the old ones. 
Woodchips lay on the hair of his knuckles. 
Varnish stains his skin. 
His hands show you his rough childhood, 
Fighting for his family. 
These hands are the reason why I am always 
inspired to keep going. 
 
 
 
My Hands 
By Briana 
 
My hands, some fingers, tall and short, 
Have been through a lot. 
Sports, scars, and stories to be told. 
My hands love to hit others and play around. 
My hands used to be on the playground 
And buses, playing either slide or pattycake. 
My hands create words to express my feelings. 
My hands hold my young sister’s to show her 
The right path to follow. 
My hands let go of pain and bad memories. 
My hands reach for the sky. 
Last but not least, 
My hands reach for others so theirs can have a 
great time like mine. 
 
 
 

My Hands 
By Angelo 
 
1. 
My hands hold many things. 
They hold hand wraps. 
They hold my boxing gloves. 
They also hold weights. 
2. 
My hands also create many things. 
They create combos. 
They create blocks. 
They also create many ideas for blocks and 
combos. 
3. 
They let go of hurtful things. 
They let go of people. 
They let go of legs. 
They let go of things when I’m told. 
4. 
My hands reach for people. 
They also reach for grappling. 
My hands help me in Mixed Martial Arts. 
My hands help me defend myself. 
 
*** 
 
My hand holds the football on Friday nights, 
The basketball on Saturday, 
The baseball bat on Sunday, 
And the books on Monday. 
 
Reach for 
My greatness, 
The ability to make my dreams come true, 
And the ability to take the world by storm 
For the key to life. 
 
Let go of 
The ungrateful people 
And the bad comments 
And the past memories 
And the lost love ones. 
 
Create, 
Highlight plays both on the court and the field, 
Laughter in my friends, 



7 
 

Jokes in my head, 
And other world’s when I daydream. 
My Hands 
 
My hands hold the passion for drawing. 
My hands let go of all my feelings. 
It tells a story, and creates creativity. 
Sometimes I have to let go of the pain, 
Sadness, and loneliness. 
My hands have been with me throughout my life. 
It holds my tears whenever I cry. 
My hands are with me through day and night. 
My hands let go of bad memories, 
Happy to let go of the suffering. 
My hands reach for my goals, 
And those goals are ready to be held. 
 
 
 
My Hands 
By Anthony 
 
My hands hold pencils and paper. 
My hands hold game controllers, 
And game cases. 
My hands hold tools, 
Wood, and more. 
 
My hands create tiny houses, 
Many figures and crazy things. 
They create a plan for everything. 
My hands create 
A mess when furious. 
 
My hands let go of my grandma. 
My hands let go of my grandpa. 
My hands let go of the basketball. 
 
My hands reach for other hands. 
My hands reach for that food. 
My hands reach for the kindness of others. 
 
My hands. 
 
 
 
 

 
My Hands 
By Joseph 
 
My hands hold boxing gloves when I’m stressed 
out. 
My hands reach the glory of God. 
My hands create words and history. 
My hands push away bad things in life like drugs. 
My hands reach out to your heart. 
Sometimes my hand feels alone. 
 
 
My Hands 
By Korean 
 
My hands hold knowledge. 
The hold the knowledge of the people in need. 
My hands create a beautiful image, bright and 
large. 
My hands create the surprised faces of those 
watching nearby. 
My hands let go of the past and grab on to the 
future. 
My hands love all those who love me. 
My hands tell the emotion in my body. 
My hands reach for my goals, not too far ahead. 
My hands take the feelings of others and make 
them mine. 
My hands are my future. All in one. 
 
 
 
My Hands 
By Matthew 
 
My hands hold future goals. 
My hands hold my phone when I get messages. 
My hands create mixed emotion when I’m around. 
My hands let go of memories. 
My hands reach for a college and high school 
diploma. 
My hands reach for greatness. 
My hands make me for who I am. 
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My Hands 
By Alex 
 
These hands were from July 14, 2001. 
From that day I grew and grew till present day. 
 
Today my hands carry books, 
So I can reach my goals in life. 
 
My hands are trying to reach the future and not 
the past, 
And I am trying to get a college degree. 
 
 
My Hands 
By Rachel 
 
My hands hold memories from the past, 
The leash where I walk the dogs. 
They hold the key to my life, and my phone. 
 
My hands create art, 
Pictures in black and white. 
They help create new memories. 
 
My hands let go of all the pain and sorrow, 
The life I once had. 
 
My hand reaches for my phone, 
My game controller, 
My dream, 
The truth, and the life I want to live. 
 
 
My Hands 
By Scott 
 
My hands hold memories, 
Dreams, basketballs, footballs, and paper. 
My hands create memories, 
And dreams. 
My hands let go of dreams. 
My hands reach for games, sports equipment, 
Pop, candy, and food. 
My hands are unique. 
 
My hands are athletic. 

My hands are clever. 
My hands 
By Nadia C. 
 
My hands hold Daddy’s hand at Home Depot. 
My hands hold my puppy to pet him. 
My hands hold my pencil to make words. 
My hands hold memories to never forget. 
 
My hands create stories and poems. 
My hands create books from my dreams. 
My hands create family stitches. 
My hands create dreams. 
 
My hands let go of wandering around. 
My hands let go of people I love. 
My hands try to let go of the dreams I wish I never 
had. 
My hands try to let go of the things that make me 
cry. 
 
My hands reach for the sky. 
My hands reach for my hopes and dreams. 
My hands reach for the football for a game. 
My hands reach for Daddy when I fall down. 
 
 
 
My Hands 
By Rachel Q. 
 
My hands hold a pencil, 
Markers and pens. 
My hands hold anger when I’m mad. 
They also hold fear. 
 
My hands create art, 
They also make music for other people’s ears. 
 
My hands let go of a lot of things, 
Like the many bad memories, 
And things I used to dream. 
 
My hands reach for my future dreams, 
They reach for the new pair of shoes. 
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My Hands 
By Seth 
 
 
1. 
My Hands 
 
My hand holds the pencil the could draw my life 
And create new and creative things. 
 
2. 
My Hands 
 
My hands can hold the bricks 
That could build the new foundation of my future 
Ahead of myself. 
 
3. 
 
 
 
My Hands 
 
My hands will go and help me get to my highest 
potential 
And will help me reach my hardest goal. 
 
 
My Hands 
By Isaiah 
 
My hands hold myself up during my struggle. 
They hold tears, lies, and fear. 
They hold me at night. 
They hold my secrets. 
 
My hands create pain to myself. 
They create sadness, 
They create chaos, 
They create darkness when I walk. 
 
My hands let go of the closest people I have. 
My hands let go of pain and sorrow I have for all. 
 
My hands reach for my dreams, 
They reach for glory and peace in my own war. 
My hands reach for the everlasting shine of stars. 

 
Hands 
By Anthony S. 
 
Mom’s hands, 
Bake in the morning, 
Write in the evening. 
 
Mom’s hands, 
They signal me at 5 o’ clock, 
They feed me. 
 
Mom’s hands, 
Help me when I get hurt, 
Comfort me when sick. 
 
Mom’s hands, 
Do everything for me. 
 
Mom’s hands, 
Are smooth and protect me. 
 
Mom’s hands, 
Are like an open book. 
 
Mom’s hands, 
Show me her life story. 
 
 
 
My Grandfather’s Hands 
By Yiovanni 
 
My grandfather’s hands are big and rugged. 
They fix things that are broken. 
They cook dinner every night. 
They take care of the house. 
They like to have fun, 
But not too much because they’re kind of old. 
Yes, they’re old, but still strong. 
They were made durable 
And wearable. 
Wait, of course they’re wearable, 
They’re hands. 
His hands care for his family, 
Always, no matter what. 
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My Family’s Hands 
By Nadia C. 
 
Mom’s hands are soft. 
They used to brush and do my hair. 
I love Mom’s soothing hands. 
There is a wedding ring, 
And two engagement rings. 
I love Mom’s beautiful hands. 
 
Daddy’s hands are rough. 
They used to brush my hair, 
As if worried to hurt me. 
Daddy’s hands work with 
Tools on a roof. 
I love Daddy’s worried hands. 
 
Enrique’s hands are weird. 
Nails chewed to the tip. 
He uses his hands to hurt me, 
Though I still love his weird hands. 
 
Grandma’s hands are old and wrinkly. 
They hold the most precious of things, 
Like my sapphire earrings. 
I get mad at those hands sometimes, 
And begin to yell, 
But I need to stop, 
And remember what those hands do for me. 
 
I love my family’s beautiful hands. 
 
 
 
God’s Hands 
by Nadia C. 
 
God’s hands made the heavens and the Earth, 
The skies and the seas, 
The moon and the sun, 
The clouds and the stars. 
 
God’s hands are faithful, 
They made the birds and the fish, 
And the animals that eat meat, 
And the animals that eat plants. 
 

God’s hands made Adam, 
Then took a rib when he got lonely, 
And made a companion, 
Eve. 
 
God’s hands forgive. 
After Eve took the bite, 
She shared with Adam, 
And they spiritually died. 
 
God’s hands still forgive today, 
Even after we do not obey. 
He still forgives us, 
Only because he loves us today. 
 
God’s hands love everyone. 
Everyone from the youngest fetus, 
To the oldest hundred something year old person. 
They want the best for us. 
 
 
 
My Brother’s Hands 
By Brad 
 
My brother’s hands are super strong. 
They are fun in the sun. 
His hands are basketballs bouncing, 
Around the back, through the legs, 
Off my head, and in the hoop. 
 
My brother’s hands are fast, 
Pressing down on the D-pad, 
Releasing a strong robot Titan. 
They can make a mean snowball, 
But they can even throw it better. 
 
My brother’s hands pat me on my back 
When he knows I’ve been having a bad day. 
They are hands that hold the steering wheel, 
Taking me to the store. 
 
My brother’s hands are bolts of lightning, 
Striking my chest. 
They are very special hands… 
Just like mine. 
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My Best Friend’s Hands 
By Brian 
 
My best friend’s hands are always ready to work, 
Ready to write, 
And always ready to type. 
 
My best friend’s hands are ready for fun, 
Whether it’s basketball or video games, 
Running in the sun or flopping in the snow. 
They get up and go on. 
Still, good thing to know his hands will help me 
When I’m in need. 
He will help me when I need. 
You know who you are. 
 
 
 
My Granny’s Hands of Joy 
By Isaiah 
 
My granny’s hands, 
Praying for me and my family, 
Taking care of bills, 
Cooking to feed me. 
 
Mostly moisturized, 
Always at work and play, 
Driving most of the time to take me places, 
Meeting and greeting. 
 
Teaching the rascals at school, 
Teaching me the Bible. 
Hands sound like baking a cake, 
Eating sweets with the hands. 
 
I’m blessed with granny’s hands. 
Her hands are a bundle of joy. 
Hands sound like silence 
Because she’s praying for me and the world. 
My granny’s soft, kind, firm hands. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
My Uncle’s Hands 
By Erin 
 
His stern and disciplining hands, 
But yet subtle and gentle. 
Some of the biggest hands ever. 
Scars with stories to be told, 
And really funny hand signals waiting to be done. 
Hands that help me with basketball, 
Whenever he thinks I need it, 
Which is all the time. 
Hands that smell like motor oil from hours of car 
work. 
These hands wake me up super early just to work 
out, 
And play basketball because he’s bored. 
These hands are prankmasters at pranks. 
Most importantly, these hands will always be there 
for me. 
 
 
 
Hands of My Grandma 
By Olivia 
 
My grandma’s hands are always in motion. 
She’s been a hard worker since day one. 
My grandma’s hands smell like dish soap. 
She’s always cleaning and trying to help. 
 
My grandma’s hands are always in motion. 
She flips pages of books. 
My grandma’s hands are soft, 
Like the person she is. 
 
My grandma’s hands are always in motion. 
She folds freshly washed clothes. 
My grandma’s hands are tough. 
She gardens in the hot summers. 
 
My grandma’s hands are her, 
A woman I can only wish to be. 
My grandma’s hands are angels. 
They can do anything. 
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People’s Hands 
By Angele 
 
Hands were given to us to create, not destroy. 
They were used to help make a house. 
They are what fixes cars. 
They are used for blue prints. 
 
Hands were given to us by God. 
They help people with homework. 
They are not used to hurt people. 
Some people use them to talk. 
 
Hands give money and take money. 
They are used in business. 
Not used to take stuff, 
Used to make offers. 
 
Criminals use hands. 
They use them for weapons. 
They use them to hurt people. 
One thing is that they use them the wrong ways. 
 
 
 
My Baby Sister’s Hands 
By Thalia 
 
They’re small. 
They smell like baby powder. 
They feel soft, 
And they’re cute. 
The motion way, 
When my sister is happy, 
She claps. 
She sees a hand, 
She gives it a high-five. 
She sees things on the top of the table, 
She grabs it by her hands. 
She sees someone’s long hair, 
She pulls the hair with her hands. 
She yawns, 
She taps her hands on her mouth. 
She is so adorable, 
But her hands are made by God’s creation. 
 
 

The Hands I Missed 
 
I have hands like my dad. 
His hands were big, 
The hands that picked me up when I fell, 
Clapped at track meets to cheer me on. 
His hands fixed my bicycle when my chain popped. 
His hands held mine when we walked together. 
His hands held his coffee cup, 
Barely let it down. 
His hands were the hands that gave me high-fives 
when I did something good. 
He cut his hand real bad working, 
Right where his thumb was. 
He got stitches and it left a scar. 
I loved holding my dad’s hands because they were 
so big. 
I missed the days he high-fived me… 
Now those days are no longer here. 
He’s probably high-fiving other kids. 
 
 
 
Mom 
By Briana 
 
Her hands are great moms. 
Her hands held me at birth. 
Her hands are light-skinned, 
And beautiful like mine. 
Her hands held mine in public. 
Her hands comfort me when I’m down. 
Her hands can cook yummy foods. 
Her hands clap and make sounds, 
While dancing to our favorite songs. 
Her hands would brush, 
And do cute little hair-dos in my hair. 
Her hands mean a lot to me, 
As you see they have been here, 
Through everything. 
I hope my hands go through a lot of great things 
like hers. 
I love her hands. 
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My sister’s Hands 
By Elizabeth 
 
My sister’s hands are difficult to understand, 
But realizing, I take that back. 
My sister’s hands have been through war, 
Shooting and fighting for her country. 
 
She uses her hands to salute the flag. 
My sister’s hands are sometimes wet, 
Dirty, dry, or even bloody, 
But her hands are her hands. 
 
Sometimes her hands are tired, 
Knowing there is more to come. 
My sister’s hands have been through a lot, 
Helping those in need. 
 
But when she comes back, I hope she’s okay. 
My sister’s hands mean to me love, 
Bravery, and care. 
My sister’s hands have more story that soon would 
be shared. 
 
 
 
My Dad’s Hands 
By Ramal 
 
I have my dad’s hands. 
His hands are so big. 
His hands throw a football with me. 
His hands tell me stories about how 
He was hit by a car and how he broke his collar 
bone, 
And they ran over his hand. 
 
My dad’s hand has big knuckles. 
My dad’s hands make bets with me. 
My dad’s hands play basketball. 
My dad’s hands try to block me when I shoot over 
him. 
 
 
 
 
 

My Great-Grandmother’s Awesome Hands 
By Noah 
 
My great-grandmother’s hands are nurses, 
They help people that need it, 
And they help me when I need it. 
 
My grandmother’s hands hate Spongebob, 
And talk about how stupid she thinks he is. 
They also ask why I watch the show anyway. 
 
My grandmother’s hands tell her life’s story, 
And they also tell how awesome she is. 
They also survived breast cancer, they are also old. 
 
My grandmother’s hands carry a cane, 
And take me fishing, 
And buy me the stuff I want and need. 
 
My great-grandmother’s hands, 
I don’t know what I would do without. 
I hope they never leave me and that they stay here 
forever. 
 
 
Grandma’s Hands 
By Nadia C. 
 
Grandma’s hands, 
Loving, caring, generous. 
Her hands are used to explain a story. 
Her hands are used to pick up and comfort the 
babies. 
Her hands used to cook. 
Her hands give you money. 
Her hands are used to help clean her hands. 
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Her Hands 
 
Her hands are soft and gentle. 
Her hands always helped me. 
Her hands were there when I was depressed and 
broken, 
And when my mom left me. 
I would cry and scream, 
And her hands wiped the tears, 
And would fight my fears. 
I was hurt, angry, and tired, 
But her hands helped me. 
Then, when I hurt her hands, 
She forgave me. 
 
I was sad, hurt, dying, alone, 
Lonely, a mess, judged, ignored, 
Suicidal, stressed, confused, done, 
Misunderstood, tired, scared, 
Hopeless and broken, 
But her hands healed all the pain 
And emptiness I felt. 
 
I’ve always loved her hands because… 
They mean everything to me. 
Her hands saved me. 
 
 
 
Mom’s Hands 
By Cangela 
 
Mom’s hands hold me when I cry. 
Mom’s hands wipe away the tears. 
Mom’s hands held me when I was born. 
Mom’s hands wipe away the pain. 
Mom’s hands hole me when I’m sad or upset. 
Mom’s hands picked me up when I fell. 
Mom’s hands held me while I took my first steps. 
Mom’s hands tell me everything will be okay. 
Mom’s hands tell me no need to worry, you’ll be 
fine. 
Mom’s hands are gentle. 
Mom’s hands are rough from hard working. 
Mom’s hands are attached to her body. 
 
 

Her Hands 
By Rachel Q. 
 
Her hands were there when I needed them. 
They took care of me, fed me, 
And showed me right from wrong. 
Her hands gave me the strength, 
Her hands taught me to do good and not bad, 
They showed me that if I do something bad, 
It’ll come right back at me. 
Her hands are made of steel, 
They’re the strongest things I’ve seen. 
Just like her hands cared for me. 
I’m going to do the same thing. 
 
 
Mom’s Hands 
By Isaiah 
 
Her hands are great and kind, 
Loving and sweet, 
They’re small but not too small. 
Her hands cook dinner, 
Ring out customers, 
And clean the house. 
Her hands tell about how she struggled through 
life, 
How she would kill for her kids, 
How she would do anything for us. 
These hands are the ones who clothed me, fed me, 
Bathed me, and yes, even hit me, 
But overall, 
These are the hands I’ve grown to love. 
 
 
His Hands 
By Rachel 
 
His hands are large, 
His hands are soft, 
His hands hold me when I’m sad, 
They catch me when I fall. 
These hands love me, 
No matter what. 
They tell me I’m special, 
They were there when I was born. 
They care for me, 
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No matter what. 
These hands are a rock to keep me stable. 
These Hands 
By Korean 
 
These hands clean and do homework. 
These hands are strong and young. 
These hands remind me of my mother’s. 
These hands helped the kids in other grades. 
These hands are not gentle, not soft, and are 
aggressive. 
These hands are Korean Matthews. 
 
My Grandpa’s Hands 
By Alex 
 
His hands did not grow up rich, 
They grew up to be something great. 
His hands worked since he was 12, 
Just as a factory. 
His hands came with a teaching degree. 
 
Grandpa’s hands made my family whole. 
Grandpa’s life was a story told 
Through hardships and prayer. 
 
He took care of me, 
Now it is my turn to take care of his aging hands, 
As he took care of mine. 
 
Her Hands 
By Seth 
 
Her hands are clean and soft 
With a gentle touch. 
She is nice and oh so good to me 
Because of who I am. 
 
 
Hands 
By Joseph 
 
Her hands are soft, 
Cold, and long. 
These hands can be an ice pack. 
Her hands help me with my homework. 
Her hands have hope, 

Faith, and love. 
Her hands make dinner and they’re sweet. 
My Mom’s Hands 
By Matthew 
 
My mom’s hands are soft, gentle, and small. 
Her hands are tan. 
Her hands are always cold. 
My mom’s hands cook, clean, give me money, 
Give me hugs. 
Her hands used to hold me when I was little. 
The stories that my mom’s hands tell are the 
stories of my life. 
My mom’s hands are cold, 
Like the outside. 
 
My Hands 
By Noah 
 
My hands hold everything dear to me. 
They hold my family and friends. 
They hold my enemies. 
They also hold me together. 
They let go of my pain. 
They let go of my suffering. 
They let go of my bad childhood memories. 
My hands create everything awesome. 
My hands created the record for the most blocks in 
the NBA. 
My hands created the most awesome being in the 
universe to ever live. 
My hands created me. 
 
My Hands 
 
My hands hold tools, 
My hands hold tools to create wonderful things. 
My hands let go of a football. 
My hands reach for a remote. 
My hands hold food. 
My hands create an empty plate. 
My hands let go of empty feelings. 
My hands reach for lights (sometimes). 
My hands hold feelings I can’t explain. 
My hands create happiness. 
My hands let go of anger. 
My hands reach for goals almost impossible. 
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My Hands 
By Bradley 
 
My hands hold an Xbox One Controller. 
They craft masterpieces using only a pencil and a 
piece of paper. 
They hold the first world problems waiting to be 
solved. 
 
My hands create good memories with good people. 
They create new friends but still hold onto the old 
ones. 
They create new things to help others. 
 
My hands let go of bad people in my life, 
Giving them strength. 
They let go of the electrical wire shocking them 
over and over. 
 
My hands reach for the highest goal to set the bar 
high. 
They reach for whatever comes their way, 
Ready for anything. 
 
 
My Hands 
By Brian 
 
My hands hold on to my friends. 
They hold my dreams, 
Trying to throw them farther into the future. 
My hands hold on to darts. 
 
My hands create masterpieces in my eyes, 
But nightmares in others. 
My hands create a new invention to make my life 
easier, 
To get farther in life. 
 
My hands let go of the bad memories of my life. 
They let go of the bad people in my life. 
My hands let go of my opponent. 
My hands let go of hate. 
 
They reach for the dreams I have not yet 
completed in my life. 

My hands reach to finish this poem with a good 
ending. 
My hands reach to make my life the best it can be. 
My Hands 
 
I hold everything meaningful to me 
And my family 
In my hands, 
Hold my dog, 
And the Italian flag. 
 
I create routines, dance, 
And my hands cheer, 
Describe who I am and what I do. 
My hands are me. 
 
Let go of the past, 
Bad memories, 
Grudges, 
I reach for my goals, 
To make my family happy. 
I reach for the cheerleading world’s ring. 
 
 
My Hands 
By Yiovanni 
 
My hands are large. 
Very large, in fact. 
They are great for grabbing and throwing things. 
They are great for picking things up and carrying 
them. 
They are like vine that reach out and wrap around 
things. 
My hands are very strong. 
They are strong but also sensitive. 
My hands hold the paint brush and pencil when I 
am making art. 
They also brush away the pieces of eraser off the 
paper. 
My hands create beautiful works of art. 
My hands let go of all the bad things in life, 
All the hate and envy. 
And they reach for the better things in life, 
The things that will bring a great future, 
The things that will make me and others happy. 
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My Hands 
By Cangela 
 
My hands hold my iPhone. 
My hands hold my dog’s leash. 
My hands hold memories. 
My hands hold me through my struggles. 
 
My hands create pain. 
My hands create memories. 
 
My hands let go of the past. 
My hands let go of the pain. 
My hands let go of the hard times. 
 
My hands reach for the stars. 
My hands reach for my dreams. 
My hands reach for success. 
 
 
Peace 
by Jasmine R. 
 
Peace is a young girl she is 14 years old, 
Peace wears oreos and sometimes butters, 
Peace does move by your bones and your feet, 
Peace eats rice and porkchops and mac and cheese 
with salad, 
Peace loves to play around with others as well as 
play on the Xbox360 Kinect, Peace sounds very 
peaceful 
and never mean, Peace always tells me to stay with 
God and 
to pray everyday. Peace wants me to read the bible 
and 
try to do well and not to sin. 
Peace. 
 
Joy  
by Cangela  
 
Joy is a 13 year old girl 
She is young 
She moves by skipping 
She eats fear, darkness and meanness 
She has birthdays to have fun 
her voice sounds like happiness 

she tells you to be happy 
she wants to be happy 
Ambition 
by Chesny  
 
Ambition is a young girl. She wears 
sneakers, flats, neon colors, headbands, 
Burberry London Polos, a blazer, highlow 
dresses, earrings, sweaterdresses,  
cashmere sweaters, and Armani shirts.  
Ambition jogs ambled with swag.  
Ambition walks quickly but unchaotic.  
Ambition eats fruit, vegetables, low-carb 
desserts, and yogurt. For fun, Ambition 
shops, studies, develops a stronger work  
ethic, raps, writes, and sews clothes. 
Ambition’s voice sounds prepared 
and ready for the world. Ambition says 
you can achieve anything you set your mind  
to, you can do it, and don’t give up! 
She wants to achieve things fully 
and in a timely manner and be  
on top of her game. I am ambition. 
 
 
Loyalty  
by Matthew B. 
 
Loyalty is a young 
girl. Loyalty 
wears a purple 
dress with flowers. 
Loyalty moves slow.  
Loyalty eats 
unfaithfulness.  
Loyalty stalks unfaithful 
boyfriends or husbands 
who cheat and lie. 
Loyalty’s voice sounds  
sweet, but when  
she sees someone  
cheating, her voice 
becomes angry and serious. 
Loyalty says, Hi, 
don’t be a cheater. 
Loyalty wants trust 
and respect.  
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Shyness 
by Matthew B. 
 
Shyness is a boy 
Shyness wears 
plain clothes. Shyness 
moves like a shadow. 
Shyness eats the 
souls of outgoing  
people. Shyness sits 
there for fun. 
Shyness’s voice 
is a stutter. Shyness 
says, Leave me alone, 
Shyness wants the  
whole world to be 
shy. 
 
My Mom 
My mom is a young girl 
that wears red and purple outfits 
She moves with pride with her 
head held high. She eats healthy 
like carrots and celery too. She  
plays ball, rides bikes, and walks too.  
She sounds soft, but loud. She said, 
I love you. I say, I love you too. 
All she wants is happiness and peace.   
 
Anger 
by Mikayla 
 
Anger is a young girl 
who wears black dresses and black 
make-up. Anger crawls in the  
night when you’re alone and sad. 
Anger eats all the happiness and  
sadness, anger yells and screams at 
everyone trying to help, for fun 
anger sounds dark and alone when 
she speaks to me, anger says 
sorry and remember what they did to 
you, anger wants me to stay mad 
and to remember all the pain and 
sadness and everything they did.  
 
 

Death 
by Rachel B 
 
Death is a 14 year old boy 
Death wears a black hoodie and ripped black skinny 
jeans 
Death crawls through your depression 
Death eats happiness to make you sad 
Death has fun by hurting life and scaring people 
Death sounds like a heavy metal 
Death says I’m on my own clock and I’ll take you 
when 
I want you 
Death wants life to disappear 
 
 
Darkness 
by Isaiah 
 
Darkness is a 13 year old boy 
He wears a dark hooie and black jeans 
He moves from side to side 
Darkness eats everything 
He does nothing for fun 
His voice sounds dark nd scary like stealing your 
soul 
He says nothing to you 
Darkness wants death and nothing else 
 
 
 
Heart Broken  
by Isaiah 
 
Heart broken is a 14 year old girl 
Heart broken only wears pajamas  
She barely moves from her bed. 
She eats nothing but the air 
Heart broken has no fun. 
She lays in her room with her head phones 
in ignoring the world. 
Her voice sounds like cries 
She tells you to go away and ask why? 
All she wants is her heart back. 
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Shallow 
by Chesny 
 
Shallow is a young girl who just doesn’t care 
Shallow is undiplomatic and hurt 
Shallow thinks she’s better than others, but she 
ain’t 
She wears Louboutin heels, a weave, untied 
sneakers 
a blazer, scarf, long hoop earrings, long strapped 
purses. 
She walks and runs. She bumps into you as she 
walks. 
She eats pizza, fruit, bananas, cookies, cake, and 
chicken.  
For fun she throws the end of her scarf in your face 
as she walks 
she bullies kids, she glares at you, and she takes 
your things. 
Shallow is loud to let you know she could care less.  
Shallow is a word I can’t use. Shallow says I don’t 
care, 
It doesn’t matter, you’re over exaggerating, and 
you’re sensitive 
She wants you to be upset, think your problems 
aren’t important 
and you to think she’s better than you. There 
would be complete 
justice if shallow would disappear. Shallow is 
deteration to your soul 
Shallow is annoying and ignorant.  
 
 
Courage 
by Scott J. 
 
Courage is a boy. Courage is young 
Courage wears shorts, shirts, and shoes 
Courage walks slow. Courage eats pizza, 
chicken, fries, candy, and etc. 
Courage plays sports, video games for fun.  
Courage’s voice sounds like an angel. 
Courage says hi. Courage wants friends, candy,  
video games, and to play sports 
 
 
 

Joy 
by Scott J. 
Joy is a boy. Joy wears pants, shirts 
and shoes of any color. Joy walks with happiness.  
Joy eats fruits and veggies.  
Joy plays with friends for fun.  
Joy’s voice sounds link angel 
Joy says how is your day today. 
Joy wants peace, friends, and happiness. 
 
Fun 
by Scott 
 
Fun is as bright as the sun.  
Fun likes eating honeybuns 
Fun likes to run 
Fun is like playing the drums.  
 
Fear  
by Joseph H. 
 
Fear has many ways to get to you. 
Fear has a very deep voice.  
He is a lonely man who never had love 
People see him like a lion on the loose 
trying to kill everyone  
But deep, deep down he has love 
but each time he sees someone scared of him  
HE just wants to eat them. When he goes  
in the sunlight, he burns.  
He wants to go back, but can’t 
When he dreams, he goes to people’s dreams 
and tries to eat them. Fear walks 
alone in the dark. He doesn’t know why 
but he was just born like that.  
 
 
Fear 
by Alex G. 
 
Fear is a man who wears a black suit 
a black hat, and a black pair of shades 
H walks very slowly. He only feeds onegative 
emotion . His only fun 
is balancing hate. His voice is 
like 5 in one dwelling body. 
All he wants is a friend. 
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Fear 
by Nadia  
 
Fear is a young girl  
fear wears black and dark blue clothes 
like black jeans and beanies 
with blue shoes 
fear moves slowly waiting to  
find innocent people 
fear eats the sweet dreams 
of children for fun 
fear likes to haunt the dreams  
of innocent people  
Fear’s voice sounds mysterious and dark 
she says nothing 
fear wants everyone miserable 
and nothing but death.  
 
Trapped 
by Korean M. 
 
Trapped is a boy  
he is only 9 years old 
he wears red and black from head to toe 
he moves very sneaky, you won’t see him 
he eats hatred and drinks blood.  
He keeps people in dark holes 
his voice is scratched and soft 
he says, “You won’t be able to  
leave me for a while.” 
Trapped wants you to feel  
alone, useless and unpredictable. 
 
 
Conscience  
by Korean M. 
 
Conscience is a boy  
he is 3 years old 
he wears black and white daily 
he moves fast and sneakily 
he eats guilt, excitement 
he rests and listens to calm music  
his voice sounds like nails being 
scratched across a chalkboard 
he says, “I’ll come around soon” 
Conscience wants you to think. 

 
Confusion 
Anthony S. 
 
Confusion is a young boy 
he is only 5  
He wears a white shirt and black pants 
He moves with his hand on his head 
He eats alphabet soup but doesn’t understand the 
letters 
He plays scramble with his parents 
but can’t make words 
Confusion sounds like a ghost 
afraid to mess up on a word 
Confusion says, “How?” 
Confusion wants to spell 
 
 
Fear 
Anthony S. 
 
Fear is a little girl 
She’s 10 years old 
She wears a white shirt and purple shirt but 
doesn’t feel alone 
she moves slowly watching her surroundings 
She eats cheese 
She does nothing for fun 
She talks quietly so she can’t be heard 
She wants to be left alone 
and to have no fun 
 
 
Michigan 
 
Michigan reminds me of loud people 
Michigan reminds me of barking dogs 
Michigan reminds me of kids playing outside 
Michigan reminds me of loud music 
Michigan reminds me of my godmother 
I remember when me and my godmother would go 
places 
Michigan reminds me of my family 
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Creativity  
by Nadia C. 
 
Creativity is a 14 year old girl, she wants 
to make you smile so you can create 
something. She is like a refrigerator, she 
wears your art: your paintings, drawings,  
and even your poems that you’ve ever 
made. She proudly wears them, permanently  
fused to her body to keep the memories. 
Creativity is only seen in your dreams 
she puts creative ideas in your dreams 
to add to her collection. Creativity is 
like a horder, she wants any and all of your  
creations. Creativity makes photo copies 
of your food drawings or paintings and 
makes the photocopied ones real. She does 
this so that she keeps only the  
originals. Creativity loves 
to give people ideas, make and get 
creations, and gives people her 
creations. Her foice sounds like 
a beautiful calm waterfall. She gives 
me beautiful ideas and whispers them 
in my ear at night. Creativity wants 
none other than your creations.  
 
 
I Remember 
By Korean 
 
I remember the smell of a big breakfast, 
Being cooked as I woke up. 
 
I remember the peach trees and the peach factory. 
 
I remember the view of the surfeit out the window. 
 
I remember the sound of the birds chirping, 
And the large group of people laughing. 
 
I remember touching the round, large, juicy 
peaches. 
 
I remember Georgia. 
 
 

I Remember My Street 
By Anthony 
 
I remember my street. 
I see old buildings, stray dogs, and brick roads. 
I see guys and girls riding bikes, 
Playing basketball, and walking around. 
I see broken houses, guys hanging out, 
And mostly fools all around. 
I hear my dog at night, 
Barking at the deer in the backyard. 
I hear lights and sirens every night. 
I hear people screaming, laughing, 
And playing all around. 
I taste smoke after 4th of July. 
I taste nothing since it’s my street. 
I feel the trees, giant oaks, 
I feel most of the houses when I walk around. 
I smell burning wood, barbeques, 
Cigarettes, and more. 
This is my street. 
I live on the west and I don’t care. 
I always remember the street. 
 
 
My Life at School 
By Scott 
 
I remember my life at school. 
I hear backtalk, mouths talking. 
I smell burnt food, bad meat. 
I taste chicken teriyaki, strawberries, milk. 
I see people, chairs, desks, tables, lights, walls, 
Shelves and paper. 
I feel good, surfaces, 
And don’t want homework. 
This is my life at school. 
 
 
Air 
By Johanna 
 
I know when I would step outside and feel the air 
going through my body, it’s like I could touch the 
air, and smell the air. The sound that I hear when 
the air blows through my ear. And I could taste the 
air. 
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I Remember 
By Nadia C. 
 
I remember walking to the store in the summer, 
Walking to my aunt’s house. 
I remember the first time I saw my little cousin in 
my house, 
Getting my nickname from my cousins 
When they could not pronounce my name. 
I remember being shy, 
Riding a bike down my street. 
I remember spending every summer with my 
cousins, 
Playing in the pool and on the trampoline. 
I remember hurting Nikko, 
I remember keeping to myself. 
 
** 
 
I remember, I remember 
New York, the freedom I felt, 
All the pain and hurt, 
Was like it never happened. 
All the light at night, 
It never felt dark. 
The smell of Niagra Falls, 
Salty water. 
All the people and cars, 
 I never could feel alone. 
The taste of all different foods, 
I wasn’t hungry anymore, 
For once I was full, 
And touching the car door, 
On my way home, 
I cried because New York wasn’t my home. 
 
 
I remember, I remember, 
The hospital. 
I had to go in, 
All the crying I was hearing, 
And the smell of bleach, 
The taste of the ice that made me cold, 
And as the doctor and nurse came and gone, 
All I can remember was the pain and darkness, 
Especially when my eyes were closed. 
 

I Remember 
By Joseph 
 
 
I remember when I went to Texas. 
Roadhouse, when I went there with my mom, 
Brother, brother’s girlfriend. I saw people talking to 
Other people. I also saw this girl eating nuts 
And she was throwing the shells on the floor. 
I was like what the…Then my mom said to 
Me you can do that. I was like, wow, that’s cool. 
 
 
 
I Remember the Willoughby Arts Center 
By Chesny 
 
I remember standing on the stage, 
Performing in plays. 
I watched my grandpa and uncle perform. 
We also saw others perform. 
We saw singers, dancers, 
Writers, poets, 
Rappers, and plays with extraordinary actors. 
After each show I always would venture off to the 
vending machine, 
Even though I knew there was food being served. 
I had a lot of what was served. 
The delectable taste of red velvet cake, 
Chocolate, sugar, cinnamon streusel, 
Macadamia cookies, sandwiches, spaghetti, chips, 
And other food being tasted. 
I also loved the juice and coffee running through 
my veins. 
My favorite part of the center was watching the girl 
play piano with her boyfriend. 
They always played the same songs: 
“No One” by Alicia Keys, 
And “All of the Lights” by Rihanna. 
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At the Movies 
By Mariah 
 

I remember, I remember, 
My dad at the movies. 
As soon as he walks in he can smell the popcorn, 
The buttery popcorn on his hands, 
The salty taste in his mouth. 
He can hear a lot of laughing. 
He can see the images on the screen. 
He laughs so loud, he spits his popcorn out of his 
mouth. 
When he leaves, he falls on the concrete, 
Then gets up and goes to his car, 
And then he starts to laugh again. 
Then when he goes home he tells us all about what 
happened at the movies, 
Then we all sit at the table and laugh together. 
 
 
Kalahari 
By James 
 

I remember going on the long car ride, 
Meeting my cousin there. 
 

Being able to swim all day and watch TV all night. 
Eating breakfast, 
And the taste of hot dogs and pizza. 
Mmm good! 
 

The power of getting hit by a wave, 
And the relaxing hot water in the hot tub. 
I remember, I remember, 
Being real high and sometimes real low. 
It was so loud when I walked in and I wanted to 
leave, 
And then being so much fun I wanted to stay 
forever. 
 
 
I remember  
By Luis B. 
 
I remember. I remember when I went camping, the 
place is a little old, one day I went camping, I saw 
an old, beat up dude. He looked homeless. My 
mom told me to play with him, but I didn’t want to. 

She told me again, and then I played with him. I 
had a Frisbee and tossed it to him, he tossed it 
back to me. We played a couple seconds and he 
stranger left. Then I went fishing with my dad, but I 
only caught one fish. It looked old because there 
was an old van and a school bus. Then we needed a 
name for the campsite. We called it “Gary’s Land” 
It looked abonded. but it’s okay. We had to drink 
milk and eat s’mores because there’s a store near 
it. One day my dad went in te woods with my 
brother. He brought his pistol with him. I was 
minding m own business, but I heard a gunshot 
from my dad. I thought he found a bear, but he 
was going crazy. Evryone got shocked(surprised).   
 
My House 
By Takai 
 

The first thing I see when I walk into my house is 
my hallway and living room. 
When I sit on my couch, 
I smell the static electricity, 
And when I rub against it. 
The couch is a chocolate color with cotton inside. 
I hear the sound of the TV and of my brother 
playing video games. 
My brother cooks food like chicken, seafood, 
And sometimes hamburgers. 
I have a flatscreen TV and a PS3. 
The games I play are Batman Arkam Origins 
And Lego Marvel Superheroes. 
My house is the color yellow. 
 
 
 
By the Sunset 
By Destiny T. 
 
When I first went I was a little scared, 
But I got used to it! 
And then it became one of the best places in the 
world! 
It sounded like nature was calling me! 
And it smelled so good! 
It tasted like hot dogs and marshmallows! 
And also it has a lake and you can see lots. 
This place is camp! 
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The Sight 
by Isaiah P. 
 
I remember the sight 
the darkened sky and the bright moon  
peering through the clouds. 
The sight reminds me of fear.  
It reminds me of how scared I was 
It reminds me of how I was afraid  
to speak to people.  
It reminds me of all those emotions I had. 
It reminds me of this poem  
as my friends call my name and I try not to cry 
it reminds me of everything I did up to that day.  
It reminds me of how the pillow  
and blankets felt the next morning.  
 
 
My Friend’s House 
by Matthew B. 
I remember when I went 
to my friend’s. I smell 
Spanish food like 
yellow rice and 
empanadas. I hear 
their two dogs barking. 
I hear her say  
hey matthew when I  
come in the house. 
I feel my phone 
when it rings.  
I feel their two dogs fun.  
I taste his mom’s amazing food.  
I taste the sweet candy 
when we buy it at the store.  
I taste the water when I get 
something to drink. I see 
their furniture, technology.  
I see the food cooking.  
The people in this place 
is my friends, their mom,  
and all the people  who come over. 
The image that is strong for me 
is when I reach the house 
to see my friends. 
I feel like I’m family in this place.  

 
I remember 
By Noah 
 
I remember my trip to Disney 
I remember my trip to Disney World 
the tv I watched 
the performance during 
the attractions I saw. 
 
I remember the restaurants there 
the pizza I ate from Italy in Epcot Park 
The great tasting ice cream from the movie 
kingdom 
the great smelling food.  
 
I remember the lecture my uncle and grandmother 
gave us after me, my aunt, and sister got in trouble 
I remember hearing the exotic music 
the rush of air and water on the rides 
we got on each day.  
I remember the best place 
I have ever been.  
 
 
I remember 
by Alex G. 
 
I remember Puerto Rico as crystal 
clear water and brown sands.  
Puerto Rico is where my family lives. 
Puerto Rico reminds me of the 
loud barks of seagulls. 
Puerto Rico smells like 
food around every corner.  
Puerto Rico reminds me 
of a homemade mofongo. Puerto Rico 
is the place for a natural tan. 
Puerto Rico is the place of people 
who want to play dominos – young or old.  
Puerto Rico is a beauty for retirement 
Puerto Rico is the red, white, and blue place 
I feel at home.  
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The Best Memories 
by Jasmine R. 
 
The best memories are of my uncle’s house. 
I smell his roosters and his dogs.  
My uncle cooks porkchops and pigs. I could  
hear dogs barking, roosters chirping, and my  
uncle talking. While I am there I feel happy, 
glad, and I feel warm. When I’m there 
I see dogs, rooster, animals, and my uncle’s 
blue and white house. It is small.  
My uncle is the best person you could be around 
and you could talk to. When I go over there 
he is always smiling or laughing at someone 
or something. My uncle also did something funny. 
He told my mom to do something,  
and she didn’t, so my uncle put some  
rooster food on her feet while she wasn’t looking. 
The rooster came and started to pick a her feet,  
and when she felt it she screamed and ran to the 
car.  
I remember this because  
it was my best moment of my life.  
 
 
I’m From 
By Aaron 
 
I’m from going to my grandparents’ house with my 
dad, 
Helping my mom with the dishes. 
 
I’m from going outside 
And playing football with my friend. 
 
I’m from playing Call of Duty 
On my Xbox 360 with my little brother. 
 
I’m from my dad zooming down the street 
In his Toyota Camry. 
 
I’m from hunting when I go to the country 
With my uncle and dad. 
 
I’m from taking a shower 
To going to bed. 
 

I’m From  
By: Michelle P. 
 
I’m from…. 
Speaking Spanish to my family. Playing Basketball.  
Doing the shake and bake, making my shots.  
I’m from doing a moonwalk with my Jordan colored 
red, black and ble. I’m from hugging my parents.  
I’m from walking towards the moon light in the 
night.  
I’m from getting kisses and squeezes on my cheeks.  
I’m from going to my room playing my xbox 360  
 I’m from jumping on my trampoline.  
I’m from helping my mom clean my home.   
 
 
“I’m From”  
By James C. 
 
I’m  from going to Grandma and playing play 
station 2.  
I’m from eating my mom’s awesome cabbage and 
noodles.  
I’m from singing “Tom Ford” and “Moment of 
Clarity” with my brother while he is picking me up 
from school.  
I’m from playing War with my friends Allen, GE and 
Kanasha.  
I’m from wearing my baseball jersey and going to 
bed at night  
 
 
 
Where I’m From 
By Christian 
 
I’m from going to the Knicks games,  
To eat some super spicy hot dogs, 
From playing manhunt with Esteban and Elanea. 
I’m from doing the worm down to Mars, 
Everywhere I go I’m super shining. 
I’m from every time I get a kiss from my mom 
To telling jokes to my brother. 
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I Remember  
By Errin B. 
 
I remember the North Olmstead football field  
I remember the sound of the roaring crowd 
I remember the smell of the fresh cut grass or 
when it rains, the smell of mud  
I remember seeing my team cheer for each other 
and the bench bursting with energy at the sight of 
a great play  
I remember the taste of an ice cold Gatorade  
But the thing that I remember most was seeing the 
fear I put in my opponent’s eyes  
 
Now for me the feeling’s natural 
But can you handle it?  
 
Sometimes my heart 
By Michelle P. 
 
Sometimes my heart feels like… a bank that ran out 
of money for my bills, like my heart feels that it is 
scribbled with bad coloring.  My heart feels that I 
have good grades.  My heart feels that it is going to 
explode garbage.  My heart feels that a tiger 
screech in my heart.  My heart feels like lots and 
lots of hugs. 
 
 
Friends 
By Damon M. 
 
Friends friends what are friends.   
Friends are nice to their friends. 
Friends do things that you like to do. 
Friends are people who help others. 
Friends give you advice when you need it. 
I would do the same for my friends as they would 
do for me. 
It doesn’t matter how far away they live we still are 
friends. 
Friends would walk in pouring rain, hail or snow for 
friends.  It doesn’t matter how old they are, I could 
be ten, they could be twenty. 
Friends would stand up for you if you’re getting 
bullied  
Because we are friends! 

The Flower Garden 
By Kayla R. 
 
My best friend and I go to the garden.  We look at 
the flowers.  We watch them bloom.  We feed the 
garter snakes around about noon.  We could also 
smell my neighbor’s Spanish food.  We hear lots of 
birds.  The pretty butterflies sparkling above.  You’ll 
never forget the shiny bright sun.  Red, blue, pink, 
and green all of these colors are wonderful things.  
I love the garden sometimes more than home. 
 
 
My name is Marco my name is not Marcos.  
People call me Marco Polo and MCR.  
My name sounds like a wind, a run sow and sleep.  
My name remembers my uncle and my father.  
My name is heard at my house, at my school and at 
my uncle’s house.  
My name brings joy.  
My name means laughter  
 
 
My name is Ramal Keeler Jr.  
I am a world-class athlete 
I get Buckets call me Drew 
I’m funny, call me Dave Chappell 
I’m short, call me Kevin Hart  
I can ball, call me A.I.  
I got handles call me Kyrie  
 
 
My name is Nadia Cruz, Grade 8.  
My name is not Natily, Natasha or Nautica. 
People call me Na-Na 
My name sounds like a football being thrown 
playing video games, and keeping  
my titi crystal in my mind every day.  
My name remembers 
my brother Enrique and my sister Brittany. 
My name is heard at church 
at the football field, and at home.  
My name brings love, games, and music 
My name means Esparansa in Spanishwhich means 
hope in English 
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My name is Cali,  
my name is not Ally 
People call me Cali.  
My name sounds like 
a basketball bouncing. 
It sounds like a bouncing sound.  
It sounds like Ray Mysterio’s theme song. 
My name remembers  
my dad and my grandma. 
My name is heard 
at the beach, at basketball,  
at home, at red lobster. 
My name brings happiness, 
joy, hope, and love. 
My name means love. 
 
 
My name is Yosenia  
My name is not Yesenia 
People call me Jo-jo.  
My name sounds like  
the ocean swaying,  
and the sand getting wet 
from the waves of the sea.  
My name remembers  
my mom and Johanna. 
My name is heard in school 
at home, and at my dad’s house. 
My name brings 
Joy, hope, and love. 
My name means Roses.  
 
My name is Johanna,  
my name is not Jobond. 
People call me Anna. 
My name sounds like eyes, 
bo-bo, plock.  
My name remembers 
Mom and Yosenia 
My name is heard 
at Red Lobster,  
my friend’s, and in school. 
My name brings 
Joy and laughter.  
My name means b-ball.  
 
 

My name is Aaron, 
My name is not Elmo. 
People call me Spike.  
My name sounds like 
the basketball dribbling to the hoop,  
like the wind blowing  
in my ears riding my bike.  
My name remembers 
Mom and dad.  
My name is heard at 
the rec. center, my house 
and in school.  
My name brings  
happiness, funniness. 
My name means Fun.  
 
 
My name is Michelle 
My name is not Mich. 
People call me Mouse. 
My name sounds like 
the squeak of my shoes  
on the basketball court. 
My name remembers 
my mom and dad.  
My name is heard 
at the camp, at the store 
and at my house. 
My name brings joy, 
happiness, and fun.  
My name means Fun. 
 
 
My name is Kayla.  
My name is not Kaylie. 
People call me Kay.  
My name sounds like 
the ocean waves,  
the sound of splashing in a pool, 
like dogs barking.  
my name remembers  
Melissa, Tiffany, and Joe.  
My name is heard at the mall, 
outside in my yard, and my home.  
My name brings  
happiness, joy, faith and love.  
My name means fun to be with.  
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My name is Lizbeth. 
My name is not Lili. 
People call me Liz. 
My name sounds like 
a ball playing with air 
and dribbling.  
My name remembers  
my brothers. 
My name is heard 
in my house, at the store, 
and in the car.  
My name brings  
love, joy, and faith. 
My name means hope. 
 
 
My name is Jordon. 
My name is not Jordan. 
People call me Jay-jay.  
My name sounds like  
people laughing and talking,  
listening to music when I sleep. 
My name remembers 
Mom and brother.  
My name Is heard 
at home, my camp, and school. 
My name brings happiness – 
I make people feel happy. 
My name means  
strong like a bull.  
 
My name is Takai Meeks. 
My name is not Jack. 
People call me Takai.  
My name sounds like take, 
it sounds like make,  
it sounds like cake.  
My name remembers  
my relatives or my uncle. 
It remembers me as  
something special.  
My name is heard 
at my home, school, and the store. 
My name brings happiness. 
My name means worship.  
 
 

My name is Chesny 
My name is not Chelsea (my sister) 
People call me Chez. 
My name sounds like  
Confidence, creativity, skill, 
Beat sequence of optimism, 
A notebook,  something 
You hear on the radio. 
My name remembers me, 
Myself and I, and my sister 
And my family. 
My name is heard on youtube 
John Carroll University, 
At my cousin’s studio, 
Willoughby Arts Center,  
Michael J Zone Rec Center (but seldomly) 
School, On the west side, 
On the east side, Church. 
My name brings Optimism 
education, talent, an inspiration, 
sophistication, uniqueness,  
levitation, independence. 
My name means creative, 
musically inclined, intelligence quotient, 
Christian, philosopher.  
 
My name is Rachel 
My name is not Krista or Lynne 
People call me Ray-Ray and Sunshine 
My name sounds like dogs barking, 
birds chirping, and wind howling.  
My name remembers my dad 
and Krista, my sister. 
My name is heard at school,  
at home, and at Wal Mart. 
My name brings happiness, 
Adventure, and mystery. 
My name means hope 
(which bleeds eternal misery). 
 
The Shot Heard Around the World  
By Stefan  
Bottom of the ninth Sponge Bob at the base Gods 
vs. Devils. Gods’ bases full--they need this home 
run to win. Gods have 20, Devils have 21. Sponge 
Bob swings it up, the crowd goes crazy. They’re 
jumping. It’s a home run! God’s win!  
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My name is Enrique Cruz 
My name is not Enrigay Kruz 
People call me Slick Rick or Ricky 
My name sounds like good times 
or seriousness or kindness 
My name remembers Alex or  
Brenden, Chesny, Shaniya. 
My name is heard at home,  
North Royalton, and school. 
My name brings happiness, 
cheer or faithfulness. 
My name means Henry and Eric. 
 
 
My name is Isaiah. 
My name is not Drake.  
People call me Zay and Saiah. 
My name sounds like  
a song on repeat,  
like relaxing on Sunday, 
and like anger. 
My name remembers  
my cousin Shanelly and my mom. 
My name is heard 
at home, at school, 
and on the street.  
My name brings anger 
and happiness.  
My name means 
two sides to a personality.  
 
 
My name is Elizabeth 
My name is not Schwab 
People call me Lizzy-boo. 
My name sounds like  
flipping hair in the dark,  
moonlight, like wonder and laughs.   
My name remembers  
my sister and my mom. 
My name is heard 
in school, home,  
and at my friend’s house. 
My name brings happiness, 
evilness, and laughter. 
My name means 
roses in a dark forest.  

My name is Brandon 
My name is not Bob 
People call me Wayne 
(It stands for middle) 
My name sounds like  
Rain in the Rain Forest 
falling off the leaves,  
the wind through my hair 
which brings a soft breeze.  
My name remembers 
my mom and dad. 
My name is heard 
at the park, at the rec, and at school. 
My name brings happiness, 
Thoughtfulness, and joy. 
My name means 
fiery dragon in its cage.  
 
My name is Isaiah Lucky 
My name is not Jesse or Noah 
People call me Zeek  
because that’s my nickname.  
My name sounds like 
a rap beat, piano music, and a car roaring. 
My name remembers 
My mom and my grandmother.  
My name is heard at the library 
at the recreation center, and church. 
My name brings happiness,  
excitement, and love.  
My name means good luck.  
 
My name is Briana 
My name is not Brianna 
People call me Bri for short 
so get it straight. 
My name sounds like  
the beautiful voice of a singer, 
beat rocking steps of a dancer, 
and the swish in a basketball net.  
My name remembers 
my sister and best friend. 
My name is heard skating,  
at the basketball court,  
and everywhere.  
My name brings happiness, 
humor, and sadness. 
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My name means 
I am the best.  
My name is La’Bria 
My name is not La’Brea 
People call me Bria for short 
My name sounds like 
a famous singer, 
the sound that flows  
past a track runner’s ear while running. 
My name remembers 
my best friend, mom. 
My name is heard 
at my house, school, on the phone. 
My name brings happiness  
and emotions (anger when I’m in trouble), Joy. 
My name means I’m one of a kind.  
 
 
 
My name is Thalia.  
My name is not Talyah. 
People call me T or Leah. 
My name sounds like  
the place of the basketball court. 
My name remembers 
my cuz Allea and my sister  Angelina. 
My name is heard 
California, Nevada, and Cleveland. 
My name brings laugh,  
have fun, and get turnt up.  
My name means Hispanic and Asian. 
 
 
My name is Ramal D. Keeler Jr.  
My name is not Ramal.  
People call me The Problem. 
My name sounds like touchdown, 
Pick 6, Champion. 
My name remembers Uncle and Dad. 
My name is heard at 
Westpark Catholic Academy,  
St. Michael of Independence football field, 
Holy Name Benedictine, St. Ignatius. 
My name brings happiness, joy, anticipation. 
My name means stardom, TBE, the chosen one. 
 
 

My name is Errin. 
My name is not hoime. 
People call me hoops, stercht, daddy long legs. 
My name sounds like the noise after  
a made basketball shot.  
My name remembers my older brother 
and my little sister, Angelo.  
My name is heard on the court 
and on the field.  
My name brings fun, energy, enthusiasm.  
My name means tall, smart, starter, friend.  
 
 
My name is Angelo. 
My name is not Jello. 
People call me shorty. 
My name sounds like 
muscle car engines, music. 
My name remembers  
Olivia, Errin, my brother, Yio. 
My name is heard at 
Mixed Martial Arts Strongstyle,  
Basketball Court, Baseball Field. 
My name brings smiles, joy, happiness. 
My name means brave, leader, friend. 
 
 
My name is Xavier, 
My name is not Javier or Jose, 
People call me Xav. 
My name sounds like the rhythm  
of the song being played, 
the perfect melody floating through the room, 
all of the beats in perfect unison  
creating the perfect song. 
My name remembers my grandmother and 
brothers. 
My name is heard down the hall, 
in the restaurant, in my house. 
My name brings trust, respect,  
courage to those who need it.  
My name means I am my own person 
and no one can change who I really am.  
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My name is Nadia. 
My name is not Corprin or Cruz. 
People call me Nadie, Yiya, Jalin. 
My name sounds like Reggaeton music, 
yelling at little cousins. 
My name remembers  
Grandma Aida and Grandma Nora. 
My name is heard at Sonia’s house, 
the store, the Borincana. 
My name brings craziness, laughter,  
being weird, meanness. 
My name means both my grandmothers’ names. 
 
My name is Cangea, 
My name is not Angea, 
People call me Angie. 
My name sounds like 
cheerleading, dancing, and music 
My name remembers my sisters and my mom, 
My name is heard at school, 
my house, and my grandma’s. 
My name brings joy, laughter, funniness. 
My name means honesty, truthfulness and love. 
 
My name is Matthew,  
My name is not Bayler. 
People call me Matt, Mattchu. 
My name sounds like 
when I put gel in my hair,  
doing flips, and skate boarding. 
My name remembers my friends and family. 
My name is heard at school,  
outside, and everywhere I go.  
My name brings joy, smiles, energy. 
My name means Mateo in Spanish.  
 
My name is Mikayla Williams.  
My name is not Kayla Boo. 
People call me Kayla and Bae. 
My name sounds like phone, 
and new stuff, and music. 
My name remembers 
my aunt Beth and my best friend, Nina. 
My name is heard at Nina’s house,  
school, and everywhere except my house. 
My name brings fun, crazy, honesty. 
My name means love, popular, and honest. 

My name is Joseph.  
My name is not clown. 
People call me Joey. 
My name sounds like a bat hitting a baseball, 
people clapping around, 
My name remembers my mom from Ohio. 
My name is heard at school, my house, and 
around. 
My name brings funniness, joy, and laughter. 
My name means Marine Strong. 
 
 
My name is Jasmine Ramos 
My name is not What Stupid. 
People call me Jazzyboo. 
My name sounds like beautiful, cute, pretty. 
My name remembers my uncle, Louis Cruz, 
and my mom.  
My name is heard everwyere, home, outside. 
My name brings joy, kindness. 
My name means love, cool, popular, 
honesty, not a thief. 
 
 
My name is Seth. 
My name is not Htes. 
People call me Seth, Zeth.  
My name sounds like Zeth, Sef, Sets 
My name remembers Mom and Dad 
My name is heard home, school, detention. 
My name brings annoyingness, 
stressingness, aggravation.  
My name means artist, builder. 
 
 
My name is Scott. 
My name is not clown. 
People call me Scotty Pimping. 
My name sounds like cott, fott, not 
My name remembers my grandpa  
and my dad. 
My name is heard at school, at home, 
and at basketball. 
My name brings happiness, joy, laughter. 
My name means I am cool, funny, smart.  
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My name is Damon.  
My name is not Jack.  
People call me D.A.M. 
My name sounds like  
Bamon, Kamon. 
My name remembers  
mom and dad. 
My name is heard 
everywhere I go, 
(school and home) 
My name brings … (not finished) 
 
 
My name is Luis.  My name is not Luke. 
People call me Lui. 
My name sounds like a whisper, strong and fast. 
My name remembers my friend and my relatives. 
My name is heard at home, at school and my 
aunt’s house. 
My name brings joy and happiness. 
My name means famous warrior. 
 
 
My name is Julian.  My name is not Juliet. 
People call me Juju. 
My name sounds like candy, goo goo, and bamboo. 
My name remembers my friend and my brother. 
My name is heard in my house, my school, and 
Game Stop. 
My name brings happiness to people I know. 
My name means Mexican Wrestler. 
 
 
My name is Destiny.  My name is not Sam. 
People call me Dez. 
My name sounds like the beach, the seagulls, and 
the wind blowing. 
My name remembers my mom and my dad. 
My name is heard everywhere. 
My name brings happiness. 
My name means fate and faith. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My name is Christian.  My name is not Mariah. 
People call me Crazy Flip. 
My name sounds like a train, wing of an eagle, and 
a blue jean tweeting. 
My name brings joy in the world. 
My name is Stefan.  My name is not Kevin. 
People call me Stef. 
My name sounds like the gas pedal, back flipping, 
or solid. 
My name remembers people. 
My name is heard at the rec, parties or home. 
My name brings love and heartbreak. 
My name means, “Turn up!” 
 
My name is Mariah.  My name is not Jasmine. 
People call me crazy, lazy, Jasmine. 
My name sounds like the wind through the trees 
(or grass), music, and teeth grinding. 
My name remembers my great grandmother and 
my uncle. 
My name is heard at school, at home, and at my 
sister’s house. 
My name brings sadness, happiness, and madness, 
sometimes joy. 
My name means wind. 
 
 
My name is Esteban.   My name is not Barney. 
People call me Esteban. 
My name sounds like the wind, ocean, birds 
humming. 
My name remembers my grandfather and my 
father. 
My name is heard at CVS, my crib, and my friend’s 
house. 
My name brings a rainbow. 
My name means tapping of pens, pencils, beats. 
 
My name is Elanea.  My name is not Elania. 
People call me Lani and Nana. 
My name sounds like the purring of a kitten, 
laughter, and the swish of a basketball hoop. 
My name remembers my best friends Johanna, 
Michelle, Kayla, and CaliMy name is heard at 
basketball practice, on the phone, and in Florida. 
My name brings love and anger. 
My name means happiness and love. 
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My name is Korean.  My name is not China. 
People call me Mulan. 
My name sounds like basketball, cheering, and 
laughing. 
My name remembers my friends, family and 
getting a massage. 
My name is heard on the basketball court, in China 
and in school. 
My name brings laughter, joy and smiles. 
My name means the one who laughs. 
 
 
My name is Olivia.  My name is not Chelsea. 
People call me Impala. 
My name sounds like cheerleaders screaming 
counts, a puppy’s wagging, music blasting. 
My name remembers Shelby and Maggie. 
My name is heard at my house, North Coast 
cheerleading gym, and school. 
My name brings happiness.   
My name means olive tree. 
 
 
 
My name is Brian.  My name is not Brad. 
People call me Brian. 
My name sounds like Narwhals, and laughter. 
My name remembers my Uncle Brian and my 
friend Brad. 
My name is heard at school, at home, when my 
teachers are talking to Brad. 
My name brings joy and laughter. 
My name means happiness. 
 
 
My name is Bradley Martin.  My name is not 
Biscuit. 
People call me Bri, Bran, Brad. 
My name sounds like mad, sad, and bad 
and the ppew ppew coming from the TV screen as 
aliens invade space. 
My name remembers my friend Brian and my 
brother Brandon. 
My name is heard a lot of times when it’s not 
supposed to, at my house.   
My name brings fun times, danger and action. 
My name means gaming. 

My name is Noah.  My name is not Isaiah. 
People call me King Awesome 31. 
My name sounds like an awesome explosion, the 
millions and millions chanting my  name, and the 
word AWESOME! 
My name remembers my brother Tyvon, my cousin 
Te’Shara, and my great grandmother. 
My name is heard when my teachers are talking to 
Isaiah, at home and at school. 
My name brings awesomeness, greatness, and 
laughter. 
My name means AWESOME! 
 
 
 
My name is James.  My name is not Jacob or 
Jamie. 
My name sounds like the crack of a bat and running 
water and a knock at the door. 
My name remembers my mom and dad. 
My name is heard at the baseball park, my cousin’s 
house and the store. 
My name brings happy and sometimes sad. 
My name means video games or apostle of Jesus.   
 
 
 
My name is Stefan.  My name is not Stephen. 
People call me tater or Amsterdam. 
My name sounds like my dad snoring and it sounds 
like the Polar Express. 
My name remembers my Grandpa who passed and 
some friends. 
My name is heard at school and at home or at my 
friend’s home. 
My name makes people happy. 
My name means nice or happiness. 
 
 
My name is Alex G. My name is not anything else. 
People call me Alex, Al, or whatever. 
My name sounds like loud, laughter, and silence. 
My name remembers my brother and my grandpa. 
My name is heard going to the movies, mall, or to 
sleep. 
My name brings laughs, smiles, and music. 
My name means God in other languages. 
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I Am 
by Alex 
 
I am a book without a cover. 
I am titled as the creator, the author. 
I am one, I am who brings the words. 
 
I am the very light that goes on through each page 
until I fade. 
My words cannot. 
 
 
I Am 
by Anthony 
 
I am as bright as the sun. 
I lead you through the dark. 
I’m the sun that gets you through 
 
 
 
As Can Be 
by Bradley 
 
I am a brain, smart as can be. 
I am a man, strong as can be. 
I am the weather, cool as can be. 
I am the sun, bright as can be. 
 
 
I Am 
by Brian 
 
I am a Redwood tree. 
I am strong but I can be cut down. 
 
I am a snake , 
Twisted with lies. 
 
I am a light, 
Dwindled away by darkness. 
 
I am good, 
Fighting all the evil. 
 
I am human, 
I can be harmed by you. 

 
Who I Am 
by Briana 
 
I am a beautiful young teen, 
Who looks up and has big dreams. 
I am a girl who sings, 
Who loves to dance and swing. 
I am a basketball player, 
Left hand to right, 
Who passes and scores, and shoots up with the 
right. 
I am a bright, young student at St. Rocco’s School, 
Who focuses on education and knows all the rules. 
I am a beautiful young teen, 
Who looks up and has big dreams, 
And I am Briana. 
 
 
 
I Am 
by Chesny 
 
I am a melody ready to be heard 
I am an IQ with extreme intelligence 
I am a dictionary with words you’ve never heard. 
I am an authentic brand 
I am a rainbow full of diversity 
I am a notebook full of unread words 
I am sunshine full of optimistic happiness 
I am sometimes the shadows of the night because I 
am not perfect.  
I am perfectly imperfect because perfection is fake 
I am sophisticated, etiquette rose 
I am elegant silk on a designer’s back 
I am a young teen with self respect who  
doesn’t have to start confusion with others to gain 
attention 
I am a young teen who knows her worth where she 
doesn’t have to place herself in comparison 
I don’t care about others opinions about me 
because I truly love 
myself. I fit in with myself. I am a visionary striking 
with confidence.  
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I Am 
by Cangela 
 
I am a flower 
I am blue and purple 
I am tall 
I am beautiful 
I am grown in the spring 
I am gone in the winter 
I am back in the spring 
 
 
I Am 
by Elizabeth 
 
I am just a piece of paper. 
I am floating on the breeze. 
For now it’s just the wind and me. 
I am now falling down, touching the freezing water. 
For me it ain’t no bother. 
I am once again pulled away from the water from 
the wind, 
But my journey isn’t done until I win. 
I am across the ocean, sky, and mountains. 
I am just a piece of paper being invented, 
But I’m always going to be here. 
I am just a paper that can disappear. 
I can be whatever you want, it’s in my nature. 
I am just a piece of paper. 
 
 
I Am 
by Enrique 
 
I am a baseball, 
Ready to be a homerun. 
I am a sign, 
Waiting to find the lost dog that is on me. 
I am bacon. 
I am happy to be eaten. 
I am happiness. 
I am what you feel around friends. 
I am music, 
Waiting to go out into the world. 
I am a friend, 
Looking to find more friends. 
 

I Am 
by Isaiah L. 
 
I am a kid deep in thought 
I am a hunter trying not to be hunted 
I am a person trying to do good.  
I am a poet trying to be a rapper. 
 
I am a nerd keeping my grades up 
I am a child trying to make it in life 
I am another person trying to see 
what I wanna be when I get older.  
I am a Christian trying to be a better Christian.  
 
I am quick-tempered trying to cool it. 
I am a somebody instead of a nobody. 
 
I am a miracle. 
I am one of God’s children. 
 
I am energetic always ready for anything. 
I am me.  
 
I Am 
by Isaiah 
 
I am a dark passageway. 
I lead you to my forest of fear. 
 
I am the dead tree full of eyes who stares right into 
your soul. 
 
I am the red rose in the forest, 
As the moonlight shines on my petals, 
Making them white and making my soul pure. 
 
I am the shadows on the ground, 
Creeping up on you, 
Casting shapes all around. 
 
I am the silence as the day goes on 
While the sun shines. 
 
I am the clouds who cover the sun, 
Turning the world to darkness, 
As I do my willing again. 
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I Am 
by Jasmine R. 
 
I am an amazing person 
I am a smart person 
I am funny 
I am Jasmine 
 
 
I am Poem 
by Matthew 
 
I am smart like an open book, 
I tell no lies. 
I show you the way to an A. 
 
I am tough like a rock. 
I’m hard to break. 
 
I am kind as can be. 
I am me. 
 
 
I Am 
by McKayla 
 
I am trying. 
I am the tears that fall from an Ohioan’s eyes. 
I am alone. 
I am the girl who is angry, and dark. 
 
 
 
I Am 
by Nadia  
 
I am the dark when the lights go out. 
I am the fear when things to bump in the night. 
I am the one who causes the laughter until you cry. 
I am the one to dance in the middle of a store. 
 
I am your friend, 
I won’t hurt you. 
I will always be there. 
To comfort and love you. 
I am not a mean person, 
I will be there every step of the way. 

I am the light that shows your path. 
I am your friend. 
 
I am your sister. 
You are my brother. 
I love you, 
But do you love me? 
I can’t tell because you hurt me. 
I want to be close but you don’t compromise. 
I am your sister, Enrique, and I love you. 
 
 
 
I Am 
by Noah 
 
I am awesome at being me. 
I am awesomeness that makes people awesome. 
I am the most awesome person alive. 
I am greatness shining over you. 
I am the greatest at being myself. 
I am awesome. 
I am me. 
 
 
I Am 
by Rachel 
 
I am a dog barking. 
I am a dolphin. 
I am a new skateboard. 
I am a new pair of high tops. 
 
 
I Am Poem 
by Ramal 
 
I am Ramal D. Keeler, Jr. 
I am the future. 
I am not stupid. 
I am the sound of getting buckets. 
I am the sound of I got you lights. 
I am TBE. 
I am a world-class athlete. 
I am the sight of slam dunks. 
I am the best at what I do. 
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I Am 
by Scott 
 
I am smarter than a laptop. 
I am bigger than a bug. 
I am athletic. 
I am nice. 
I am fun to be with. 
I am fast. 
I am cool. 
I am a brother. 
I am someone’s friend. 
 
I Am 
by Xavier 
 
I am a Mexican, that’s not the only thing. 
I am also Puerto Rican. 
I am my own person. 
I am me. 
I am the only thing between you and safety on the 
other side. 
 
Twinkle 
by Isaiah 
 
Oh, the twinkle in the night 
I feel so tall tonight, oh my height 
 
Oh the twinkle as I trip over myself 
How did I get here tonight 
 
Oh the twinkle as I bought them 
At the mall for tonight 
 
Oh the twinkle as I dance away wondering 
Why I should stay 
 
Oh the twinkle, I’m done 
Hop in my ride and hide 
 
Oh the twinkle into my apartment 
Your peach pink color for days 
 
Oh the twinkle as I take you off while my feet are 
sore 
Oh the twinkle as I throw you away 

These Old Shoes 
by Enrique 
 
I got them at a store. 
Then they tore. 
I cried for ever more. 
Then I got new shoes. 
Then I cried no more. 
I was happy. 
I felt like I can soar. 
 
I got some boots. 
They’re purple boots. 
They’re purple snakeskin boots. 
 
I wear them in the rain, 
In the sun, 
All day for fun. 
 
It has a pocket, 
Not an ordinary pocket. 
It is a million dollar pocket. 
 
It is not that fun. 
I played in the sun. 
I stepped in gum. 
Now I am done 
 
Sneakers 
by Melissa 
 
 A little boy, 
Running through the woods. 
His dog on a leash. 
 
Muddy shoes, 
Given as a birthday gift 
And well-worn. 
 
Shoes that have been to the amusement park, 
The fair, 
And to the lake on a fishing trip. 
 
A brand-new pair in a box, 
Waiting in Mom’s closet, 
To be opened on Christmas Day. 
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True Colors: We both Are Human 
by Errin and Briana 
 
Girl     Boy 
I have long hair    I have short 
I like basketball    and I like football 
I love jordans    but Nike is me 
I also like adidas   but Reeboks are sweet! 
I love to spell    and I love females 
boys are nasty    that’s what they all say 
oh yeah, he claims he’s a rapper  but I really am 
right and I’m slim   haha that’s not what she was saying at lunch 
he thinks he’s funny   no I’m hilarious 
 
 but although we are both weirdos 

we show our true colors 
because it’s a good thing to do 

 
 
I am a Superhero 
by Bradley and Brian 
 
I am a superhero   I am a superhero 
I have powers 
     I have weapons 
 
I have a secret identity   I have a secret identity 
     I drive a car 
I can fly 
 
I have a weakness   I have a weakness 
     Earth is my home 
krypton is my home 
 
I have many enemies   I have many enemies 
My name is superman 
     My name is batman 
I am a superhero   I am a superhero 
 
 
Fear and Courage 
No Names 
 
Fear creeps around   courage stands and fights 
  Fear is dark and courage is light 
Fear has its way    courage has one right way 
  fear is disappointment 
  courage is determination 
  



 

 

War and Peace 
by Giovanni Sabillon and Isaiah Lucky 
 
War and peace, worry and relief. 
I’m tryna make peace chief so drop the beef. 
Drop the hate cause war and peace can’t relate. 
Make love and fly like a dove. 
So we can go to heaven which is above 
don’t blow your temper and crack your shell 
because then your life won’t end well.  
Don’t inhale the troubles of this world  
and don’t care about them pretty white diamonds and pearls.  
Don’t have the rage and anger of a thousand men, 
instead spread love and peace to a thousand men, 
like Jesus would do now and then.  
Peace we should be tryin, because many people 
in this world are dyin and cryin.  
Don’t make war cause it will break you down to the core 
and there’ll be bodies galore.  
War is intense, it makes people jump  the fence. 
They’re looking for freedom, but now we can’t see ‘em.  
If there was no war, that would be a relief,  
they should use the money to give the homeless something to eat.  
If there was no war, we would have more money to feed the poor.  
And if they had money to provide ‘em, 
they should do something about the people robbing them.  
Robbing them of their lives, controlling ‘em, 
Keeping them together like bees in a bee hive 
Instead of being peace killers, 
you should be peace healers.  
War and peace.  
 
 
Nadia and Cangela 
Music and Dance 
 
 Classical   Ballet 
upbeat    hip hop 
Aventura   Bachata 
Don Omar   reggaeton 
Usher    R&B 
August & Tyga 
Trey & Drake   Rap 
Romeo Santos   Bachata 
Frank Sinatra   Blues 
  Music is Life 
Samantha J   Jamaican 
Michael Jackson  Pop 
Celine Dion   R&B 
  Dance is Life 
 



 

 

Rap and Heavy Metal 
by Chesny Shannon and Rachel Bird 
 
   We are both genres 
   We’re both heard. 
I have chanted words    I have loud instruments 
 
I am common     I am different 
   We’re both unique. 
I mainly have     You can barely hear  
profanity.     this profanity. 
 
Some are clones and posers   We follow our own path 
 
I talk my beat     I play my beat 
   We’re both beats. 
  
           We are a part of music.  
 
 
 
We are Light and Dark 
by Anthony and Matthew 
 
I’m light  
   I’m dark 
I show the way   
   I take it away 
 
We are   We are 
the opposite  the opposite  
at the end  at the end. 
 
We share the  We share the 
night and day  night and day 
 
We are    We are 
here everyday  here everyday 
 
In the light 
the sun 
shows  
   In the dark 
   the moon 
   glows. 
 
We are the  We are the 
same in   same in 
different  different 
ways   ways 
 



 

 

 
 
Math and Reading 
Scott and Isaiah 
 
Math is fun   reading is fun 
 
  taught in  
  school 
rules, laws,   excitement,  
theorems   adventure, 
    feelings 
 
  favorite 
  subject 
Logic    fantasy 
  non-fiction 
  real 
decimals, 
fractions, 
integers 
    Poetry, mystery 
  Homework 
 
  My life at  
  school.  
 
 

 

  



 

 

Swamp Tree 

 

Characters:   

Paint: outgoing 

Sharp:  brave 

Tinytot:  hyper 

Narrator 

 

Setting:  Swamp Tree 

 

Narrator:  Once there lived three friends who lived in a swamp and they always go up in their swamp tree. 

Sharp:  Hey Tinytot, why are you up so early? 

Tinytot:  I am getting ready to go up in the swamp tree. 

Sharp:  You been going up there a lot. 

Tinytot:  (Sigh) It’s Paint’s birthday today. 

Sharp:  Oh yeah, oh he’s coming. 

Paint:  (Yawning) Good morning guys what’s going on? 

Sharp:  Nothing.  How you sleep? 

Paint:  Really good.  (cereal pouring in to bowl.) 

Tinytot:  So happy birthday. 

Paint:  Thank you. 

Tinytot:  Yeah, I got to go, bye. 

(water splashing footsteps on grass) 

Tinytot:  Okay, where did I leave off with the party stuff.  Oh yeah, the cake. 

(Oven timer ticking.) 

Tinytot:  There.  Fly Cake.  Paint’s Favorite. 

(In the swamp) 

Sharp:  So how is your birthday going so far? 

Paint:  so far, good. 

Sharp.  Well that’s good so 

Paint:  so what did ya get me for my birthday? 

Sharp:  (Laughing)  I can’t tell you.  I’ll be right back. 

(water splashing) 

Sharp:  Hey Tinytot. 

Tinytot:  What I’m working on something. 

Sharp:  Yeah.  I know, but Paint is asking for his birthday. 

Tinytot:  Um.  I forgot the gift.  I’ll get it. 

Sharp:  Okay, but you better hurry up. 

Tinytot:  Okay.  I know what he wants. 



 

 

Paint:  So what’s my gift? 

Sharp:  Well um….. I can’t tell you yet. 

Paint:  Okay.  (sigh) 

Sharp:  Sorry buddy. 

(Door shuts) 

(TV playing) 

Tinytot:  Okay, done with the cake, music, party hats and balloons. 

Tinytot:  What am I missing.  Oy, the gift. 

Sharp:  Hey Tiny, what you doing with that money. 

Tinytot:  The gift. 

Sharp:  Okay, ay, I’ll keep an eye on Paint. 

Tinytot:  Yeah, I’ll be right back, okay? 

Sharp:  Okay, hurry. 

Tinytot:  Yeah, I’ll try. 

 

(Swamp store) 

 

Tinytot:  Now what should I get him.  I am going to call them. 

(phone ringing) 

Sharp:  Hello. 

Tinytot:  Sharp, I don’t know what Paint wants for his birthday. 

Sharp:  Okay, well, didn’t he want that swamp boat he saw? 

 Tinytot: Oh, yeah, thanks. 

 

(Swamp) 

Tinytot:  I’m back. 

Sharp:  Good, he’s in his room. 

Tinytot:  Okay, I’ll go put this in the swamp tree.  Send him up in five hours. 

Sharp:  Yeah, okay. 

 

(5 hours later) 

Sharp: Paint. 

Paint:  What? 

Sharp:  Tinytot wants you. 

Paint:  Okay, is he in the swamp tree? 

Sharp:  yeah. 

 



 

 

(Swamp tree) 

Tinytot:  Happy birthday. 

(sight of cake, gifts, music, balloons and party hats) 

 

Paint:  Thank you so much, Tinytot.  And you got me a boat. 

Tinytot:  Yeah, do you like it? 

Paint:  Yes I do.  Now I am going to give you a ride on my boat you got me. 

Tinytot:  Okay, sure. 

Narrator:  Well they went on a boat trip on the lake and had a good day.  The end) 

 

 

Egg and Chair 
By Robert 

 

(Egg gets up and sits on a chair.) 

 

Chair:  Get up off of me. 

Egg:  No, it’s comfortable. 

Chair:  Now! 

Egg:  I can’t move! 

Chair:  Why? 

Egg:  I’m stuck in the cushion! 

Chair:  Why? 

Egg:  I’m leaking. 

Chair:  Why? 

Egg:  I’m jumping (jumps) 

Chair:  Finally. 

Egg:  Crack. 

Egg and Chair:  The End. 



 

 

Friends 

By Destiny 

Characters:   

Boltina—Bad Guy, No Friend 

Bowe—Rainbow 

George—Monkey 

Aaron—Unicorn 

Bubble—Bubblegum 

 

Narrator:  One bright sunny day turned into the most horrifyingly horrible thing you have ever seen.  All 
because of a little thunderstorm named Boltina. 

Bowe:  I gotta get to the thunder shelter. (to himself) 

Bubble:  We gotta get to safety.  (talking to Aaron) 

Aaron:  Let’s go Bubble. 

George:  This is a BAD storm.  I gotta get to the thunder shelter (say this to himself) 

(Thundersound) 

Narrator:  On the way there, Bubble and Aaron got into some trouble… but Bowe and George were safe. 

Aaron:  Almost there Bubble. 

Bubble:  WATCH OUT!!! AARON! 

Aaron:  Ahhhh.   

(Lightning sounds) 

Narrator:  Aaron falls on a cloud.  Bubble goes after Aaron.  Bubble gets him and takes him to the thunder 
shelter.  Aaron was passed out. Bubble started to talk to George and Bowe.  He thought it was really nice 
talking to someone who he had never met. 

George:  I think your friend is waking up, Bubble. 

(points to Aaron) 

Bubble:  U okay Aaron??? 

(starts walking towards Aaron) 

Aaron:  I’m okay. 

Bubble: I think you should stay off your legs for now. 

Aaron:  Okay. 

Narrator:  Aaron started to get to know George and Bowe!  And he also enjoys getting to know them.   

George:  I don’t hear anything.  I’ll go see if it’s gone. 

Bowe:  Welp!  You guys wanna hang out at my house tomorrow? 

Aaron and Bubble:  Sure!! 

(George comes back in with Boltina) 

(Everyone gets scared) 

George:  It’s okay, she didn’t mean to hurt you Aaron.  She was trying to get your attention. 

Boltina:  So will you guys be my friends? 



 

 

George:  Sure!   

Bowe: Okay! 

Aaron: Okay! 

Bubble:  Okay! 

Narrator: They all become good friends. 

AND THEY ALL LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER. 

 

 

Three Boys and a Smart Dog 

by Julian 

 

(Outside of the house, we hear birds and dogs and cats. It’s spring.) 

 

Justin: Get away from me, you freak. 

David: Fine, I don’t want to be by you. (Stand, then when done reading, walk away.) 

Jack: Why are you yelling? (Act mad.) 

Justin/David: Because we can! 

Justin: Jinx. 

David: Double Jinx. 

Justin: Triple Jinx, Rainbow Jinx. 

Jack: What is that? 

Justin/David: Nothing! 

Jack: Don’t yell at me, man. 

Justin: Where is my dog? Hello? 

David: In the stupid house. 

Jack: That dog is so stupid. 

Justin: No, he’s not. (Justin tries to walk towards Jack.) 

David: (Holds back Justin.) 

Justin: Let me at that thing. 

Jack: (Runs away and looks like he’s going to cry.) 

Justin: Hey Jack, my dog can spell. Watch. O-U-T-S-I-D-E. (The dog goes to the door and waits for Justin.) 

Dog: Woof, woof. 

Justin: Coming. (Justin walks to dog, lets him outside.) 

Jack: Hi. 

David: You’re not my brother anymore, Jack. 

Jack: Why not? 



 

 

David: JK. 

Justin: Let’s go to Walmart. 

David/Jack: K, when can we leave? 

 

Scene 2 (At Walmart now.) 

Justin: Let’s get a game for the Xbox! 

David/Jack: Ok 

David/Jack/Justin: (Say at the same time.) The end. 

 

Angry Wolves 

By Aaron and Jordan 

 

Characters:  Jake and Spike, Two Wolves 

 

Jake: I want to go to Red Robin. 

Spike: I want to go play B-ball. (Throws B-ball on the floor.) 

Jake: No, I want to go to Red Robin. (Pops ball with his claws.) 

Spike: No! I’m full. 

Jake: How about we go to Red Robin first then go to B-ball. (Yelling.) 

Spike: No! Why do you want to eat again? We already ate McDonald’s. 

Jake: No We didn’t! What are you talking about? 

Spike: Oh, I had McDonald’s without you. 

Jake: Oh, really, dude? (Stomps his paw.) 

Spike: Sorry! 

Jake: I still want to go to Red Robin. 

Spike: We’re still talking about that? 

Jake: Ok, we can go to play basketball. (We go play B-ball.) 

Spike: Finally. (Walks out door.) 

The End 

 

 

Taco Cops 

By Cali and Johanna 

 

CC: Let’s go to Taco Bell and eat.  

Lulu: But I don’t feel taco today. 

CC: But I am really hungry.  



 

 

Lulu: I just don’t feel it. 

CC: Fine, let’s stay home and watch the basketball game. 

Lulu: Ok! 

CC: Let’s make popcorn and have some team mates come over. 

Lulu: Let’s make popcorn but I don’t think we should let people come over. 

CC: Why do you not want people to come over? 

Lulu: Fine! But they better not make a mess. 

CC: Ok, let’s call them and watch the game. 

Lulu: Let’s go! Yeah! 

CC: Ok, we’ll leave now. 

Lulu: You could go. I’ll stay here. 

CC: I’ll stay here with you. (He scored.) 

Lulu: Then who’s going to get them? (The phone rings.) 

CC: Hello, who is it, Lulu? 

Lulu: It’s the police. They want to tell you something. 

CC: What do you want, cops? (On the phone with cops.) 

Lulu: What do they want, CC? 

CC: They want us to come down to the police station. 

Lulu: Why? 

CC: They did not tell me. 

Lulu: Let’s just go and see. 

CC: Ok. 

Lulu: What do you want, cops? 

CC: They want to talk to me! But he wants to later. 

Lulu: Let’s just go. See you later. 

CC:  Bye. 

Cops:  Can you get us tacos? 

CC:  Okay. 

Lulu:  We will be back. 

( CC and Lulu get the tacos.) 

CC:  Here.  Take the tacos. 

CC and Lulu: The end. 

 

  



 

 

The Life of Jamarian 

By James, 5th Grade 

 

Characters:  Jamarian, Dr. Kanashaya  Setting:  An unknown island in the Bermuda Triangle. 

 

Narrator:  Jamarian is a normal person who went on vacation and crash landed on an island.  When he got 
off of the plane his family was dead.  He was scared, but one day, that all changed when he met 
someone… 

Jamarian:  Hey! 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Yo!  (walking toward Jamarian) 

Jamarian:  I need you to go and investigate over by the volcano. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Okay, but I need some climbing tools.  Wait!  Why can’t you do it? 

Jamarian:  Cause.  (Sigh) 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Cause what? 

Jamarian:  You already know.  What if I see someone?  And the airplane where my family died is up there. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  (Mumbling to herself when Jamarian is done talking)  Baby. 

Jamarian:  So will you go? 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Why do  we need to go over there, anyway. 

Jamarian:  We don’t.  On the bright side, I got this t.v. to work. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Oh, can we watch “The Big Bang Theory? 

Jamarian:  I don’t know what that is. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  IT is a show with a couple different kinds of scientists. 

Jamarian:  I see why it’s called “The Big Bang Theory” and I’m sorry I don’t think they have it. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  I bet they don’t have Elmo either. 

Jamarian:  You said it first, not me. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Well, what do they have? 

Jamarian:  Nick, Disney, XD and Regular, TLC, and Fox. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Big Bang is on Fox. 

Jamarian: We should not be arguing about TV.  We should be trying to find a way to contact someone 
because it’s getting boring out here. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Well, you try to contact someone.  I will be watching Big Bang Theory. 

Jamarian:  Whatever. 

 

Scene Two 

Narrator:  Jamarian and Dr. Kanashaya move their camp sight to the other side of the island for the night. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  I think we should cut down a tree for the fire and the TV. 

Jamarian:  Okay, but I need either an axe or a chainsaw.  Do you know where one is? 

Dr. Kanashaya:  No.  Do you know how to make one? 



 

 

Jamarian:  Now how would I know how to make one?! 

Dr. Kanashaya:  How was I supposed to know! 

Jamarian:  I don’t know.  So how are we going to get the tree cut down. 

Dr. Kanashaya:  I think we could make an axe by getting a nail, hammer, and stone.  Keep hitting the nail 
with a hammer against the stone until it is shaped like an axe and then wrap a rope to connect a stick to 
make an axe.   

Jamarian:  Okay, that’s a lot of words.  Can you do it?  (Surprised) 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Yes, I would love to. 

Jamarian:  Thank you! 

Dr. Kanashaya:  Get off your lazy butt and go make it. 

Jamarian:  I’m not lazy.  Stop telling me what to do. 

 

 

The Best Day Ever! 

By Kayla 

Characters: Michelle, Cali, Alena, Ha’mya, Johanna, Me aka Kayla 

Scene One:  Kayla’s House 

Kayla:  Hey girls! 

Elanea: Hey. 

Michelle:  So… 

Cali:  So what? 

Johanna:  Guys, I’m so bored.  What should we do today? 

Ha’mya:  How about we watch Despicable Me 2 again? 

All but Ha’mya (shouting loudly):  No!!! 

Kayla:  Girls. 

All: Yes! 

Kayla:  Let’s go to Sky Zone! 

All:  Awesome. 

Michelle:  What’s Sky Zone? 

Cali:  What! 

Elanea:  Who doesn’t know what Sky Zone is?!? 

Michelle:  Me!!! 

Ha’mya:  Um.  How should I explain this.  Ahha!  I got it.  And I lost it again. 

Johanna:  Everything’s a trampoline! 

Michelle:  Even the bathroom? 

All:  No!!! 



 

 

 

Scene Two:  Sky Zone 

Johanna:  What should we do now? 

Narrator:  (Elanea and Kayla are planning on throwing Johanna in the ball pit.) (Thinking) 

Kayla:  Shall we?  (being silly) 

Elanea:  We shall.  (giggles) 

Narrator:  (They push Johanna in the ball pit) 

Cali:  Guys, why did you do it? 

Ha’Mya:  Yeah! 

Michelle:  Yeah? 

Kayla:  It’s called having… 

Elanea:  Fun!! 

Kayla:  And she took the words out of my mouth. 

All:  (Laughs)         The End 

 

 

 

Bait! 

By Taylor 

 

Ariana:  I’m home from work (door slams) 

Mom:  Sweetie, I need you to go to the store for me. 

Ariana:  Mom I can’t.  It’s too dark. (turns news on) 

Meteorologist:  Tomorrow there will be a tsunami so get to higher ground! 

All the kids:  Mom.  Dad!!! Come now!!! 

Sister: (crying) Mommy.  I’m scared.  What are we going to do? 

Brother 1:  Dad, go get your spear for the sharks. 

Dad:  Son, I don’t think so. 

Mom:  Kids, go to bed but pack some clothes in a bag.   

(All kids doors slam) 

Scene Two:  Next Day 

Dad:  Kids, get dressed and come eat.  (Everyone gets in car.) 

Ariana:  Move!! You’re in my space!!! 

Sister:  (yelling)  I’m trying! 

Mom:  Stop!  (Everyone gets quiet) 

Brother 2:  (whispering)stop pushing me. 

Ariana:  Wait!  Did you hear that?  (Boom) 



 

 

Sister:  Is it the tsunami? 

(A whole bunch of water starts coming) 

Mom:  Bob, Drive faster now!!! 

All kids:  We want to live!!! 

Dad:  We are here now.  Everyone go in the building and I will meet you there. 

(They get there and their dad was too late) 

Ariana:  Where’s Dad. 

Mom:  (crying)  No! No! No! No! 

Sister:  He can’t be dead! 

Brother 1:  What are we gonna do? 

(three years later) 

Sister:  Morning.  Where’s mom? 

(Their mom died from a broken heart) 

All kids:  (soft voices) mom? 

 

The End 

 

What’s Mia Doing? 

By Victoria 

 

Characters:  

Lee 

Mia 

Jackie 

 

Narrator:  There was a day where Mia went missing and no one knew where she went. 

Lee:  Hey, where’s Mia? 

Jackie: I think she’s at her house.  I don’t know.  Why don’t you go look? 

Lee:  Okay 

(walking to Mia’s house) 

Lee:  Mia!! (yelling) 

Mia:  Um, yeah?  Who’s there? 

Lee:  Lee (yelling) 

Mia:  Oh, do you have Jackie with you? 

Lee:  No. 

Mia:  Then come on in. 

(In Mia’s house) 



 

 

Lee:  Wow.  What’s all this stuff you got up here? 

Mia:  Don’t you remember?  It’s Jackie’s Sweet Sixteen party. 

Lee:  You’re right.  I always forget. 

(four hours later) 

Jackie:  Time for dinner! 

Mia:  Coming. 

Lee:  Coming. 

Mia:  Hey Jackie, can you come over after dinner to my house? 

Jackie:  Yeah. 

(Jackie goes to Mia’s house) 

(Jackie opens door.) 

Mie and Lee:  Happy Sweet Sixteen!!! Jackie!! 

Jackie:  Wow.  Thank you guys. 

Narrator:  So while they have their party, the three best friends spend Jackie’s part at Mia’s house and 
they all have a great day after that. 

 

 

 

 

Bella the Bunny Makes a New Friend 

By Emily 

 

Characters: 

Bella: Brave Bunny 

Khole: Rhyming Dog 

Spike: Obnoxious Snake 

 

Setting: In the forest 

 

Bella: So I was walking in the forest with my pal Khole who likes rhyming about everything. 

Khole: Why hello tella, do you want to explore, Bella? 

Bella: Sure, but before we do, can you do a rhyme for me? 

 

Khole: No. 

Bella: Please? 

Khole: Fine, here I go, but what should I rhyme about? 

Bella: I don’t know, how about the snake right there? 



 

 

Khole: Ok, so the snake kinda looks like a rake, should we bake or eat a cake? 

Bella: That sucked. 

Khole: Hey, I tried hard on that. 

Bella: Tried hard at what? It was lame. 

Khole: Whatever. Hey, that snake hasn’t moved at all. 

Bella: Then go poke it. 

Khole: No, you. 

Bella: You big baby, I’ll go poke it. 

Khole: No, I want to do it. 

Bella: You just said you didn’t want to. 

Khole: I know, I’m kidding. 

Bella: Whatever. 

(Bella hopping.) 

(Bella poking the snake.) 

Bella: Are you alive? 

Spike: Yes, I’m alive. Duh. What do you want? 

(Khole walking to Bella and Spike.) 

Khole: What’s wrong? 

Bella: Nothing’s wrong. He’s being obnoxious. 

Spike: Hey, I’m right here. 

Bella: Whatever. 

Khole: Whatever. Let’s go. 

Bella: Ok. 

Spike: Hey, you’re just going to leave me here? 

Bella: Pretty much. 

Spike: Can I start over? 

Bella: Start over what? 

Spike: Start over, so we can be friends. 

Bella: Sure. 

Khole: Really? 

Bella: Yeah, really. 

Khole: Whatever. 

(So they all became friends.) 

The end. 

 

 

 



 

 

Sliding Down the Stairs 

By Lizbeth and Takai 

 

Max: Can I slide down the stairs? 

Anna: No! You are going to get hurt! 

Max: How? The stairs are carpet, there is nothing for me to hit, and I only slide down when someone is off 
them. 

Anna: Well you are going to break something! 

Max: I use soft pillows and I put them on the bottom of the stairs. 

Anna: No, you will break my only plant that my mother gave me. 

Max: But we have two cases of stairs. I go down the case where your mom’s plant isn’t. 

Anna: Ok, but do not get hurt, ok? 

Max: I won’t. 

Anna: Ok, I am going upstairs to clean your bedroom. 

Max: Ok, Mom. 

The End 

 

 

Laser Tag 

By Luis and James 

 

Jeb: Hey James, wanna go play laser tag? 

James: You can’t. 

Jeb: Why not? 

James: Don’t ask. 

Jeb: Ok. Do you wanna do something else? 

James: I want to sleep. 

Jeb: Ok. 

James: A good thing. Get a life! 

Lucy: Hey Jeb! I’ll go with you. I’ve never played laser tag! 

Jeb: Ok. 

Lucy: When do we leave? Who’s gonna pay? 

Jeb: I’ll pay. 

Lucy: Great! Let’s go now! 

Jeb: Ok! 

At laser tag 

Lucy: Oh no! It’s dark in here. 



 

 

Jeb: That’s ok, we have lasers (not real ones). Besides, the lasers are the lights. 

Lucy: Who do we get to shoot? (Turning around in circles.) 

Jeb: Everyone! (Then James shows up out of nowhere.) 

James: Who’s winning? 

Jeb: Well…It’s mostly a tie between me and Lucy…Hey James, wanna join me? (Jeb walks up to James.) 

James: NNEEVVEERR! 

Jeb: LOL 

James: Really, no need for that. (LOL.) 

Jeb: Ok, let’s go back to my house now. 

 

 

 

Astronaut Discovers the Moon 

By Marco 

 

Characters: 

Cole: A good astronaut 

Bryan: A nervous astronaut 

Christian: A bad astronaut 

Super Dog 

 

Setting: Discovering the moon 

 

Narrator: One day, three astronauts wanted to discover the moon. 

Cole: Guys, we have to discover the moon. 

Christian: But I am scared. 

Bryan: Can we go to the moon next year? 

Cole: Why? 

Bryan: Because we need to pass the big asteroids. 

Cole: And what is the problem? 

Christian: The problem is we don’t like to die. 

Bryan: And why don’t you go with your other friends? 

Cole: Because you are my best friend. 

Bryan: Ok, I’m going. 

Christian: Me too. 

Narrator: Christian was flying in space with his friends when one part of the plane was broken. 

Cole: What happened? 



 

 

Bryan: One part is broke. 

Christian: We are going to die here. 

Bryan: We need help. 

Narrator: When 

Super Dog: Ta-ta-ta 

Cole: Who is he? 

Bryan: I don’t know. 

Christian: He has to help us! 

Super Dog: Who needs help? 

All: We need help! 

Narrator: Next, Super Dog saved Cole and his friends. 

Bryan: Thank you for helping us. 

Super Dog: You’re welcome. 

Narrator: Then, the three people discovered the moon and they are the first who discover the moon. 

 

 

 

New Shoes 

By Michelle 

Characters: 

Finn 

Mom (Finn’s Mom) 

 

Setting: Mall, Footlocker 

Finn: Mom, I want those Jordans! (Foot stomping.) 

Mom: No! 

Finn: Why not? 

Mom: Because you have 10 pairs of them. 

Finn: Ok, so? 

Mom: Well? 

Finn: Pleaseeeeeeee, but they’re nice. 

Mom: Ok, but no. 

Finn: Come on, please. 

Mom: I said NOOO! 

Finn: I’m still going to beg you for them. 

Mom: Ok, you know what? 

Finn: What? 



 

 

Mom: Where is the store? 

Finn: Over there. 

Mom: Where? 

Finn: Right there. 

Mom: Oh, there. 

Finn: Yes! (In a happy mood.) 

Mom: I didn’t say yes. 

Finn: Mom. 

Mom: You know what? No! 

Finn: Then why did you say where is the store? 

Mom: Because I wanted to see it. 

Finn: But still. 

Mom: But what? 

Finn: I’m really mad at you. 

Mom: Ok. 

Finn: Ok what? 

Mom: How much is it? 

Finn: 150 dollars. 

Mom: WHAT? (In a loud voice.) 

Finn: Um what happened? 

Mom: Do you think I have that money? (Staring at him in the eye.) 

Finn: Yes. 

Mom: Well, you’re right. 

Finn: So you could buy it for me. 

Mom: Ok, but what could you do for those shoes? 

Finn: Well, I will do chores, be nice, listen to you, help, and that kind of stuff. 

Mom: Ok. 

Finn: Good! (In a happy voice.) 

 

Scene 2 

 

Mom: How much will it be? 

Lady: That will be $170 plus tax. 

Mom: What? Whatever. (Gets a mad mood on her face.) 

Lady: Have a nice day. 

Finn: The shoes smell good. 

Mom: Let’s go home. 



 

 

Three Boys and a Smart Dog 

by Julian 

 

(Outside of the house, we hear birds and dogs and cats. It’s spring.) 

 

Justin: Get away from me, you freak. 

David: Fine, I don’t want to be by you. (Stand, then when done reading, walk away.) 

Jack: Why are you yelling? (Act mad.) 

Justin/David: Because we can! 

Justin: Jinx. 

David: Double Jinx. 

Justin: Triple Jinx, Rainbow Jinx. 

Jack: What is that? 

Justin/David: Nothing! 

Jack: Don’t yell at me, man. 

Justin: Where is my dog? Hello? 

David: In the stupid house. 

Jack: That dog is so stupid. 

Justin: No, he’s not. (Justin tries to walk towards Jack.) 

David: (Holds back Justin.) 

Justin: Let me at that thing. 

Jack: (Runs away and looks like he’s going to cry.) 

Justin: Hey Jack, my dog can spell. Watch. O-U-T-S-I-D-E. (The dog goes to the door and waits for Justin.) 

Dog: Woof, woof. 

Justin: Coming. (Justin walks to dog, lets him outside.) 

Jack: Hi. 

David: You’re not my brother anymore, Jack. 

Jack: Why not? 

David: JK. 

Justin: Let’s go to Walmart. 

David/Jack: K, when can we leave? 

 

Scene 2 (At Walmart now.) 

Justin: Let’s get a game for the Xbox! 

David/Jack: Ok 

David/Jack/Justin: (Say at the same time.) The end. 

 



 

 

Elites 

By Robert 

 

Characters: 

Mark II -- hates humans because they destroyed his family and he wants revenge. 

Human 

 

(Facing each other.) 

 

Mark II Elite: Get out of here human! 

Human: No! 

Mark II Elite: Now. 

Human: No. 

Mark II Elite: Fine. 

Human: Fine what? 

Mark II Elite: You forced me. 

Human: Forget you. 

Mark II Elite: Urrr! 

Human: Ahhhh! 

Mark II Elite: Beautiful. 

Human: Don’t put me in the ocean! (Yelling.) 

Mark II Elite: (Throwing him.) 

 

Nick and Nicole are Brother and Sister 
by Elanea C. and Kayla R. 
 
Nick: Nicole, let’s go to applebee’s for dinner! 
 
Nicole: No, Nick! Let’s go shopping with mom and dad again. 
 
Nick: No! Why do you want to go with your parents again? 
 
Nicole: Nick, because we’re growing up we won’t see them often! Duh! 
 
Nick: I know, but I just want it to be just us. 
 
Nicole: (Slaps Nick in the face) I think we should go somewhere you want by yourself.  
 
Nick: No! and Oww! That hurt. Anyway, I want to do something with my twin sister. 
 
Nicole: (Puts on her makeup and heels) I’m going somewhere with my friends (stomps away).  
 



 

 

Nick: Wait! (Nick grabs nicole’s arm) If you don’t want to go to Applebees then we can go to the movies and see the new 
movie vampire academy.  
 
Nicole: Fine, one more thing (slaps him being very friendly on the shoulder). 
 
Nick: Hey!!! Free slap to the face! (Nick slaps Nicole in the face.) 
 
Nicole: Owww! 
 
Nick: Paybacks! (Nick and Nicole start to laugh. ) 
 
The End.  

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 


