Naoki T

Title: The Fruit Basket
Blood-red, juicy apple

Shiny, lumpy orange

Sky-blue, blueberries

They shout in front of me

They want me to put them in
They want me to add more detail
They pressure me

And say

One stroke at a time,

One color at a time,

That is one step closer

But in the end, people may judge
The sweat that walks down your face
The time is running down the clock
But in the end at that moment
The only thing that matters

Is the finished product

You are as tired as a sloth

And your effort paid off

But in the end, your product

is a masterpiece, the fruit basket
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1940's

Beautiful trees
Swaying in the breeze
| love my home
But now | am here
No smiles
No fun
Little food
We can't run
| don't have my family
They are gone
What these Nazis are doing
s so wrong



King Elementary: Mrs. Bower's 5th grade Class Poetry Contest Entries

Josiah G
Title: Mind Switch

Sitting in class

tapping of pencils all around
your teacher

shapping her jaws up and down
like a snapping turtle

awaiting something

What is that something?

How are you going to unlock the next level?
in the big corn maze of life

You wait second by second

tik tok tik tok

the clock taunts you

Doing the same movements
with your bright yellow pencil

in those moments boredom strikes,
strikes like an anaconda

dodge those strikes

take those moments

Turn the blank paper into a viper
get out of your comfort zone
nothing changes on its own

unlock your brain



flip your thoughts

flip them from gray

to a bright meteor in the night sky

soon you will feel the sensation of

| changed something big

that is the sweet feeling of success
soon the anacondas of boredom will flee
in one step

jump into the new realm

where no one can touch your dreams
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Moving

The worst news of my life

Honey honey come here
Coming coming

Honey we're moving

Whaa whaa we are MOVING
N00000000000000000

No please mom please

Moving

Oh my oh my

Oh my oh my

Will i ever be here again

Will i ever be here again

will i ever see this house again

the green grass, the white picket fence, the white garage
will i ever see the bright as blue sky every again
will i ever see the school again

where i spend all my time

my friend, my teachers?

My home is gone.

I will never find anything like it.

Driving
My thoughts running through my head like a train

Running,running through my head like train like train



i feel like 'm empty inside all my memories coursing through my head

I feel sad and mad inside flames inside my body

My new home the home

The house does not have nice grass there a brown fences the garage is black everything's
different

i miss my friends already i wish i took one final look back

I regret moving i miss the nice sunny days here it is frozen and cold where is the community

park and pool where is the fun

One week in

I don't want to learn this new culture

The culture the culture

i don't know my way around this city

The schools and restaurants suck i'm never

going to have fun ever again i must be happy im going to be happy
Im going im going im going to be HAPPY

I must i must

Two weeks in

[ like it here sometimes it got warm The leaves turned
red,green,yellow,orange and crunchy

the leaves sound like chips being crushed

The air smells like pumpkin spice

Kids running around in there costumes like a stampede of bulls

The class



The teachers are mean

The teachers are mean

My hair,my clothes,my personality
idon't fitin here

I don't fit in here

I miss the car rides with mom

The car rides with mom

Mom mom

Now i ride the big neon yellow bus
The class is do different

I miss my friends

This sucks

This is home now

Oh my oh my this is home now!!!
No picket white fences

No green as green can be grass

But this is my home now i fit in here
I will never forget my old home

I feel loved loved

safe safe here

This is what home is to me

This is a chance to make new friends

And new memories This is MY home now
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Poetry Contest Entry

1 message

To: "Library, Security Public” <spl@wsd3.org>

Legion M
4th-5th

"Come In, Come In"

Come for food,

Come for drinks,

Come for sauce that really stinks.
Come for steak,

Come for meat,

Come for something good to eat.
Come for something nice to bake,
Come for tons of yummy cake.
Come for food!

Its made for you!

There's even bits of honeydew!
Come for ribs that are quite boney,
Come for tons of macaroni.

Come for shrimp,

Come for tea,

Come for something good from me!
You won't regret it,

| can bet it,

Its the best you've ever seen.

Its better than the world's best greens!
So come for food,

lts made for you!

Library, Security Public <spl@wsd3.org>

Sat, Apr 30, 2022 at 2:41 PM




Sofia G

Title: The Rainbow

My new classmates and future friends will include me in everything!
They’'ll be so impressed by me!

All of our smiles will be as large as an elephant herd!
But, | don’t feel right being perfect like them...

The sailor dress maybe | don’t have to wear i,

I mean everybody wears it.

Maybe, shorts will do the work?

Oh! And this T-shirt says “yes” to those sneakers!

| don’t have to look like my friends, I’'m my own style!
My hair though, braids do fade after a bit.

Having my hair down is just the same.

How about...Snip, Cut, Dye!

Great! Bangs and lavender blue hair,

WILL. BLOW. THEM. AWAY!

But what about myself?

What if they don’t like soccer and | do?

What if | won’t talk like them?

What if they're popular and I’'m not?

Or...I don’t need to be like my friends!

Sure | won't look like them, or talk like them, or act like them.
But I'm perfectly me, | know who | am!

Because I'm me, | can be a rainbow,



A rainbow in a black and white painting.
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Title: That One Voice

One day you fail,

You try again,

And again,

And again,

Then you just give up,

There is a voice in your brain,

That starts as a whisper.

But over time,

It gets louder

That voice is what leads you to fail in the first place.
It told you couldn’t do it,

It told you you would always fail,

But that’s not true,

Think of that voice like one red dot in an ocean of blue dots,
Or one diamond in a field of emeralds.

That one voice is just one little piece of doubt.

And that doubt is coming from you,

You may not believe me but trust me it’s true.



But the other voices, the good voices are like a mountain of success.
But those voices, the voices that know you can do it,
Are just hiding too well in the shadows.

But they are there,

Cheering you on,

Like the audience at a competition.

The bad voices are a waterfall of doubt,

Yelling at you, as loud as they can.

They don’t let you focus,

On what you have to hear.

But after you try again,

Just remember,

as long as you believe,

You will succeed.

You have the power to quiet that voice,

So do it.



Abigail Fr~" " -~
Title: PAINTBRUSH
Fuming, Nobody Knew

Paint Brush stroked across the canvas leaving a trail of scarlet
Shades of Crimson, Ruby, and Cherry exploded all over the canvas
The paintbrush jabbed the canvas with fiery red
A raging tornado of fury quickly emerged from the canvas
Paintbrush Relaxed
Cheery, Nobody in Sight
Paint Brush lightly tickled the canvas leaving speckles of soft yellow
Shades of Blond, Lemon, and Amber sparkled and splattered all over the canvas
The paintbrush happily danced
pastel yellow lightly misted onto the canvas, covering it with joy
Paintbrush Relaxed
Lonely, Nobody There
Paintbrush crawled around the canvas leaving thin streaks of blue
Sapphire, azul, and aqua dripped down the canvas
The paintbrush sorrowfully shifted around
random spots of blue appeared on the canvas
Paintbrush Relaxed
Scared, Nobody Around
Paintbrush created shaky lines of green all over the canvas
Shades of Forest, Olive, and Emerald shook
The paintbrush trembled
Green shivered all over the canvas

Paintbrush relaxed



Sophea Be .
Fifth Grade
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Seastns changing thvough and through,
Some cldes grey and some skies blue,
Mappy days and sad days foo
Seasns thanging through and tarugh

Sumimer's ckies ave vavely grey,
Longer and lnger days 1o play

Fun in the sun for exeryne,
Skipping and playing n the ot suin,

Fall is filed with orange and ved,

Whispers of the wind-can ou hear what theyve sad?
Seary Costumes and pumpking aglw,

Winter is coming, and exeryime Kinows.

Winter calls for falling snow,

ley voads and cold winds blow,

aoofy snowmen and snowball figte,

s easy to shiver on cold winfer wigits,

Spring s sprung with fowers and leaves,
Winter is done and we all are relieved,
Wedther is warmer and the sunshine is true,
Wait for summer to veturn again, to.

Seacons thanging tiarugh and through,
Some. ckies grey and some skies blue,
Wappy days and sad days too,

The seasins are Uhanging and so are you.



