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  Good Morning, George 

 By Elizabeth, Grade 5  

 
  Good Morning, George 

Crying 

In the distance, 
I open the door. 

Smiling 

In the darkness, 
We stare 

At each other 
With giggles. 

      Good morning, George. 

 
*Try reading this poem line-by-line starting at the bottom. It is still beautiful! It is called a  

Palindrome Poem. 
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Granted by Morgan, Grade 8  

 

The day,  
The hope,  
The tears, 
 

Holding on strongly as we say goodbye forever. 
All we have now is the memory of her as a mother, grandmother, great-grandmother, and friend. 
She was compassionate, caring, and looked out for others. 
 

We remember the good times 

Because that is all we have. 
 

Now that she is gone, 
There is a hole that used to be filled with friendship. 
 

Whooping Crane                         Photograph by Alex, Grade 8 



Bahbi by Josh, Grade 8  

 
You are  
The apple of my eye,  
The steady beat of my heart. 
The happiness in my soul,  
The air that I breathe, 
The goose bumps on my skin,  
The pavement with my shadow, 
The sparkle in my ring, 
The tears in my eyes. 
The birthmark on my hand,  
The blood flowing through my body, 
The brightness of my smile,  
The scream to my shout. 
 

I love you, and I always will. 
I am glad you are here. 
 

One, eleven, two-thousand and six, 
Lucky number nine was 

The night I held you in my arms. 
You were warm and shaking, 
Beautiful from out of the womb. 
 

B lessed like no other. 
A mazingly talented at everything you do. 
H elpful all the time, a rich heart that you have. 
B rilliant to the extent where you canôt be beaten. 

I am glad to have a wonderful sister like you. 

Drawing by Kyra, Grade 5 



Pen 
A Poem By Jenna, Grade 8 

 

Itôs hard to understand. 
Itôs hard to understand the reason why I am 

The way I am. 
Itôs hard to understand the struggles Iôve been through. 

You couldnôt fathom what lies beneath 
My dark brown eyes. 

Until the pen is in my hand, 
I am unknown. 

 
I am addicted. 

I am addicted to the overwhelming feeling; 
Feeling as if I could take on the world 

With that one pen. 
 

I suppress my emotions way down inside me 
Until they run free through the pen held by my hand. 

It flows down my fingers, 
Into the pen, 

Onto the paper, 
Into my words. 

With my pen in my hand 
I am invincible. 

 
 



Your Very First Day 
By Abbie, Grade 8  

 

You look blankly all around; 
thereôs no one here to greet. 

Walk forward, facing the ground, 
Your turn to be fresh meat. 

 

The teacher asks for the homework. 
Was that essay due today? 

The bell rings, saving you in time. 
You almost leave, but someone yells, ñHey!ò 

 

You know youôve seen her face before. 

Second grade maybe, you think. 
She hands you your book at the door, 
and sheôs down the hall in a blink. 

 

You run to catch up with her, 
and ask if you have ever met. 

Best friends in Kindergarten, you both concur, 
How could you ever forget? 

 

You tell each other how youôve been, 

sharing life stories without delay. 
Itôs like Kindergarten all over again 

Broken dreams  by Anonymous 

 

Shattered dreams line the sidewalk; 
The same dreams I've been dreaming for so 
long. 
I pray to God this ain't just another dead end 
road. 
I want so much for this work, 
For my voice to finally be heard. 
It is destiny for you to come along 

And hear my song. 
 

What they say is true, 
The chances of making it are one in a million. 
But maybe I could be that one, 
The girl who changed the world 



 One day in March 2009, I competed in an ice skating competition.  It was a cold, sunny 
day. I was ten years old, and I was so excited for my very first solo routine in a competition. I had 
already been in three before, but I had only competed in the basics round. I was determined to 
now get a gold medal since I owned two bronze medals and one silver medal. 
               I woke up at seven in the morning, and I was getting ready. When I got out of the 
shower, I blow-dried my hair until it was really poufy. I put on my sweats, and I picked out the two 
dresses I would wear for the show. For the basics, I picked out a black, velvet ice skating dress 
with partial see-through sleeves. I had worn that dress for my very first competition when I was 
seven or eight years old, and I still had it. It was one of my favorites. For my routine, I picked out a 
green, blue, and white dress. The top was a bluish- green velvet, and at the waist there were 
flowers. The bottom of the dress was lighter than the top, and it was poufy.  
 One of my favorite parts of the competition was my mom helping me get ready. She put 
my hair up in a bun, and it was really tight and pulled back. She also put blush, lipstick, and mas-
cara on me, and I loved it! 
               Finally, my mom and I went in the car to get there early, and my dad and brothers would 
get there later. After driving for about twenty minutes, we arrived at The Sports Center of Con-

necticut and parked the car. 
               As I walked to The Rinks, which was the name of the place where I 
skated, I was jumping with excitement! I had a few butterflies in my stomach, but I 
was anxious! When I got inside, it was crowded; there were about five different ta-
bles set out. One was for registration; they had to make sure your name was on the 
list so you were able to compete. The second table had little things like pencils, 
pins, gloves, and booklets. The rest of the table had ice skating dresses. There 
were three tables and four racks full of them. 
               After looking around for a while, I went to the changing rooms to put on 
the dress.  When I was done, I put on my skates and the blade covers. Afterwards, 
I walked around and talked to my friends, Tori, Delaney, and Maggie. We were all 
ready to get out there and try our best.  
    I sat with my mom outside of the rink so we would not be frozen. I was 
patiently waiting for my grandma to come, and when I saw her, I ran up to her, and 
she gave me a big hug. 
               I was so worked up that I could not sit still; I was running and jumping all 
over, and I wasnôt the only one! When a voice over the loudspeaker said, ñWould all 
skaters and their families please come to the rink and take their seats?ò we did just 
that. 
               At the last minute, my father came in with my brothers and took their 
seats. 
                I had some time to watch the younger kids in the basics portion because I 
was competing in the level seven groups. In the ice skating competition, you have 
to compete in the level below the one you are currently in. I was in level eight, but 
because of the rules, I had to compete in the level seven. 
               I watched the younger children skate and then an announcement said, 
ñWould all figure skaters competing in levels five to eight please report to the far 
side of the rink.ò That was me! I walked down the bleachers and hurried over.  

They finally let the first group of the level five out. When they were 
finished, there was one more group that had to go before me. 
About ten minutes later when they were done, it was my turn. 
Well, my turn and the one other girl I was competing against, 
Brandi. Unfortunately, when I remembered to take off the plastic 
guards protect- 

    Go for the Gold by Rebecca, Grade 6  



ing the blades, she didnôt. She went on the ice and wiped out! She burst into tears. After two 
minutes, she came back, and we were finally able to begin. First, the judges told us to do a 
spiral up and down the rink. Next we were to do lunges, followed by Mohawks and step-jumps, 
spins, back crossovers, and waltz jumps. They were done with us, and we were brought off 
the ice. 
               I went back to my seat. ñGood job! You did so well! You were amazing!ò my mom, 
dad, and grandmother said. After a few more groups competed, it was finally time for the med-
als to be given out. 
               I was still hoping for that gold medal. They let level one, than two, three, four, five 
and six out. We were all lined up in a long single file line. Then, the time came. My heart was 
pounding, and I could not help but smile; I became shaky. 
 ñIn second place with the silver medal is Rebecca Ryan. In first is Brandi West with a 
gold medal!ò Of course I was disappointed; I still think she got the gold medal because she 
fell. I have watched the tape over and over, and Brandi did not do better than me. I did not let 
it ruin me though. I was happy to have a silver medal, and there was still the solo part.  
   There was a small break between the two activities. I spent the time talking to my 
grandma, playing a few games in the arcade, and I hung around with my friends again. 
               This time I was the third skater in the competition, so I did not have a very long wait 
before it was my turn. The first skater finished, the next went, and then it was my turn! It came 
so fast and so soon, but I was ready!  
     I got out onto the ice in my starting position, and my song started. I skated to the 
           song ñFully Dressedò from the movie, Annie. I started with back crossovers into a            
  waltz jump. I did two Mohawks and then a spiral along the ice. The spiral went  

into a lunge, and then a one-footed, three spin. To end the routine, I did a one- 
foot spin, and I held it for three rotations at least. I was done! It was over! I did it! I 
ended in a position and then the music stopped. People were cheering, and I 
curtsied and strode neatly off. 
               When I went back to my seat, my mom and grandmother were crying. I 
thought it was so funny that they were crying just because I had just skated in my 
first solo performance, but I understood. My dad was videotaping the whole per-
formance, so he told me he didnôt have time to cry! I watched my friends and a 
bunch of other people do their routines, and then the time came about an hour 
and a half later for the medals to be awarded. 
               Again, I lined up on the ice, and this time I was competing against two 
other people; one of them was Brandi. ñIn third place we have Brianna.ò 

               Okay, here we go. Now I can either get another silver or I can be lucky 
and get the gold. My heart pounded, my eyes watered, and I was scared. ñIn first 
place with the gold medal iséò I closed my eyes. ñRebecca Ryan!ò The crowd 
broke out in applause. 
 I did it! I got the gold medal! It was a dream come true and the best feeling 
in the world. One of the best days I have ever had was the day I got the gold. 

 

                     Follow your dreams and go for gold.  



Drawing by Gracie, Grade 6 


