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ABOUT THE EAST HARLEM SCHOOL

MISSION
The East Harlem School is an independent middle school (grades 5-8) that edu-
cates students from low-income families in Harlem who exhibit the desire to rise 
to their academic potential. Through a rigorous and intensive curriculum empha-
sizing intellectual, moral, and kinesthetic development and through interdisciplin-
ary and cooperative learning, skill acquisition, and focused exploration, The East 
Harlem School instills con• dence, skill, discipline, and moral accountability in its 
students. 

ABOUT THE SLAM
Poetry is a central component of The East Harlem School’s Humanities curricu-
lum.  Students read works from poets such as William Blake, Alfred Lord Tenny-
son, Shakespeare, and Walt Whitman.  Each student develops a portfolio of their 
original works of poetry, and chooses one composition to perform at our annual 
in-school Poetry Slam. Faculty and friends of the School critique the content of 
students’ work as well as their performances,  and choose winners to participate in 
the School’s annual Poetry Slam Bene• t, held this year at Carolines On Broadway.  
This fundraising event, hosted by the School’s Young Volunteers Committee, is a 
competition of intellect, creativity, and performance. The poems presented at our 
Slam are annually published in the School’s literary arts magazine, Ink.                        
                                                        

At the 2009 Poetry Slam, many attendees supported The East Harlem School’s 
unique program and our students’ appreciation of literature and art by sponsor-
ing a poem performed that night. In this edition of Ink, you can • nd those patrons’ 
names below the poem of their choice. Thank you to all of our friends for mak-
ing a distinctive education possible for the children of The East Harlem School.



My New Shoes
By: Akilah, 8th Grade

My pointe shoe
Rigid, unyielding, constricting.
The shank of my shoe, snug. 
The shock liner cuts my heel like a surgeon’s 
knife.
My toe pads, fresh, safe, sturdy. 

My feet encased in a wooden box
With all the pressure of my body 
Bearing down on my toes. 
My feet, claustrophobic, in the two crowded 
boxes. 

I am a foal with each pair of shoes I get. 
First, Giselle, then, Susu, a develope or two,
Next Arabesque, Tendu, and First.
Jumping and twirling in my new shoes. 

I am a long-legged potter at my wheel.
Molding and growing my shoes, 
Shaping them until they become too soft to 
Support me. 
My shoes supple but feet tender, aching
To take the stage.

Sponsored by: Sasha and Christopher Heinz



Longing
By: Leslie, 6th Grade

You yank me from my wooden dwelling,
And nearly choke me

With your cold, clenched hands.
You pry me open

And my spine begins to crack.
Then you • ip, • ip, • ip 

Through my deepest thoughts.
How impolite you are!

I am an alligator
Snapping its mighty jaws shut.

You carelessly toss me
And I crash onto the unforgiving tile • oor.

I bend, and fold, and tear.
I am abandoned and neglected.

I long to be read.
I long to be loved.

Sponsored by: Mr. and Mrs. Michael Brooks



Dear Arelis
By: Vilma, 6th Grade

Dear Arelis,

Remember my red and white security blanket?
The one with the fuzzy teddy bear in the middle?
The one I couldn’t go anyplace without?
You are that blanket.

Dear Arelis,

You know how much I miss our abuela in Puebla?
The distance between us is like an 
Ocean in my heart.
My desire to see her is as strong as a baby bird’s 
Will to • y.
Did you know I feel the same way when we are 
apart?

Dear Arelis,

When you cry,
Even my tears cry tears.
But when you smile,
Even my smile smiles.

Dear Arelis,

You are my sister.
You are my best friend.
I just wanted you to know that.

Sponsored by: Dan Singer  
   Joy Singer



Sponsored by: Mr. & Mrs. Richard T. Collier  
  Sasha and Christopher Heinz 
  Mason Pettit

Worlds of Mine
By: Ayana, 6th Grade

A white wooden shelf,
Holding wonders of worlds of 
mine.

Two hard-bound dictionaries,
Daily doses of de• nitions.

My purple earring case,
A gift from Mom’s friend 
Paula.

A caricature of yours truly,
A moment of a long-ago day 
at the Bronx Zoo,
A three-year-old me,
The little girl I no longer know.

My red plastic bin of hair 
products,
Silicon conditioner and Bees’ 
Wax grease,
My post-shower companions.

A globe, blue and green and 
brown,
I give it a spin,
Put my • nger down,
Will I see London one day?

A framed photo of Anna, Maya, and 
me,
Taken at the third grade talent show,
Relived, revisited, remembered.

My pink ceramic piggy bank with 
brown swirls,
Saving my opportunities,
The chance to succeed.

My teddy bear and my stu• ed gira• e,
Con• dants, keeping my secrets safe.

A white, wooden shelf
Holding wonders of worlds of mine.



Giovanny’s Law
By: Giovanny, 8th Grade

A white on white quilt
Covers the gray • oor.
As I take my • rst step
Outside I hear the crackling 
snow.

The law says,
That when you add
Force to an object,
The object will give back
The same force to you.

I walk at constant speed.
The wind slaps my face.
Stinging, 
Like my body hitt ing 
Surface tension of water.

Gravity and weight, 
White against gray,
Force, mass, acceleration,
As I take my • rst step.

Sponsored by: Mr. and Mrs. Michael Brooks



The Tree Line
By: Brieanna, 6th Grade

I want to explore the jungle.
My adventure gear—
Three hard-covered dictionaries
And the curiosity of a four-year-old.
I climb the summit of the mountain of 
pages,
Searching for the meaning beyond its 
peak.

Peering through the mahogany forest,
Blindly groping for the jungle’s untold 
secrets,
My tiny • ngers crawl through thorny 
vines
Until they touch the coveted treasure—
A dusty, tattered book of memories.
I dash through the wooden jungle
And leap o•  the paper mountain.

I hop 
To the soft, grassy ground.
I open the worn volume.
Inside are branches of my family’s
 tree.
First I see myself,
When I was a new planet in the solar 
system.

I turn the thick leaf over,
And • nd a vital root.
A yellowed note,
Fragile, 
Yet timeless.
It reads,
“I love you.”

A message from the grandmother I 
never met.
If only I could hear her say those words.
I gently close the album
As today’s adventure comes to an end.
I return the treasure to its home above 
the tree line,
Knowing I will soon embark upon this 
journey again.

Sponsored by: Franny and David Eberhart



Bowl
By: Raquel, 5th Grade

Yellow lonely bowl
Outside on that rusted old • re escape,
Stuck on the face of the fading, red 
building.

I wish I were you.

I wish I could have someone take care 
of me
Like that building takes care of you.
You make the building signi• cant.

I wish my presence could make 
Something signi• cant, too.

Sponsored by: Franny and David Eberhart



Laundromat
By: Warren, 6th Grade

                      An old ankle sock, once white,  
Now yellow and gray,

A ragged hole where the pinky toe goes,
Lonely, missing its mate,

Abandoned on the cold, linoleum • oor.

A gold and blue Metro Card, 
Hunched over on the steel bench,
Longing to slide through the door

To the MTA theme park once more.

A pile of rusted pennies,
Huddled up in the dryer,

Crashing against the metal walls,
Clang, clang, clang.

A trip to the laundromat,
Land of the lost and forgotten.

Sponsored by: Bob Potter



Ode to a Warrior
By: Jennifer, 6th Grade

He is a powerful chief,
Protecting his grateful tribe.

He is a mighty tempest,
Blowing gusts of knowledge.

He is a big brother,
Who listens and consoles and 
advises.

He is a • erce tiger,
Who will defend his cubs to 
the death.

He is a spiritual guide,
Who shares his inner light.

He is our warrior.

Sponsored by: Dan Singer



That Dog
 By: Maki, 6th Grade

Its wonky eye,
Left, right, left, right
Like the golden pendulum of a  
Grandfather clock.
Back, forth, back, forth,
That dog— that odd, odd, dog.

Its crooked smile
Like it was aggressively stapled on by its 
master.
Through the spasms, it can still grin.
What hope that dog must have.
Like it keeps telling itself it’ll get better.
That dog— that hopeful, hopeful dog.

Its limping leg
Like it was a pirate in a past life.
It strains to hobble the few feet it can.
Its heart lumbers—ba-bum, ba-bum.
Death its coach, yet plott ing its • nal 
day.
That dog— that strong, strong, dog.

The barren, arrow-shot, shield-like mat 
it laid on
Has faded—the • nal arrow has been 
shot
And the shield has fallen.

The dog’s hetacomb left a splash of nostalgia.
The dog’s ruination will not go un-mourned.
That dog—that dead, dead, dog.

Sponsored by: Carol Brown-Hageman  
  Sasha and Christopher Heinz



Fun
By: Claudette, 5th Grade

I wrote your name, guess what,
as “Doofus”
On your homework sheet
When you begged me not to.
     
I’m sorry.
     
It was just
So superbly tempting
and also,
Hysterical.
     
Your face
Was as crimson
As the shirt you had on.
I went on a
Wild, wild laughing binge.
     
But then,
You erased it!
     
Now, the fun is gone.
     
Oh,
And, by the way,
Please,
Don’t tell mom.

Sponsored by: Franny and David Eberhart



The Day I Made History
By: Gabrielle, 6th Grade 

Obama 
Obama

Barack Obama
Get your souvenirs here!

Hats, books, tees, and bags
Two for ten, three for • ve,

I felt the energy—I was so alive.

Obama
Obama

Barack Obama
I marveled at how many were there.

Some say one million,
Others say two.

Either way, what a beautiful view!

Obama
Obama

Barack Obama
The chanting • lled the air.

From near and far came the crowd.
Black, White, Latino, and Asian,

All together as one nation.

Obama
Obama

Barack Obama
How many layers I had to wear.

For hours enduring the biting cold,
In order to be a part of history

Now, my future is no longer a mystery.

Sponsored by: Carol Brown-Hageman  
  Sasha and Christopher Heinz



The Orchid
By: Mayra, 8th Grade

Black blood wends down the orchid’s 
eyes
As its radiance is erased
By the shadowy night,
Concealed in a prison
Made by the jealous night herself.

When young Dawn appears from her 
slumber
She glazes the sky with her rosy • ngers.
The orchids slip out of their prison. 
Each petal carefully places step
And beauty cunningly emerges into a 
sprint. 

Young • owers blush as each blissful kiss
Is laid up on their pale petals by the 
Morning sun.
One burns a rich wine.
Another a gentle scarlet.
A deep purple spreads across 
The young one’s face.

The orchid • lls with lust for summer
And begins to yearn for May.
The orchids swell with eagerness
Knowing that liberty will last 
Longer than the short days of spring.

Sponsored by: Dan Singer  
   Joy Singer



Fatherless
By: Rogers , 6th Grade

Living fatherless is lonely.
I’m like a tortoise without his shell.
Birthdays aren’t fun because you aren’t there.
I wear my party hat and open my colorfully 
wrapped gifts,
But inside I’m a hue-less void.
In and out of my life you come and go.
You think my heart is a revolving door.
You’ve been to jail for stupid mistakes.
You’re a little kid who won’t learn his lesson.
I don’t recall ever calling you Dad.
You are a fading cloud above.
Mom has to be a mother and a father.
Her strength and love are my universe.
But my pain is a deep well
Without you in my life.

Sponsored by: 
Debra Beard      
Mr. and Mrs. Richard T. Collier   
Camille Douglas     
Carol T. Ruderman     
Dan Singer    



My Grandfather
By: Ariana, 8th Grade

I had lost my friend, 
My companion, my grandpa. 
Memories returned.

What I missed the most was when 
He used to sing mariachi 
With a beer in his hand, 
Like a true Mexican,
Playing the guitar under the shade.

What I loved the most was his job.
With his rough hands,
He made tables, chairs, and most 
importantly, 
Caskets for others. 

Even now his work embraces him 
from below, 
Deep within earth’s belly, 
Smooth mahogany, rocking him to 
sleep.

Sponsored by: Mr. and Mrs. Michael Brooks



My Hopeful Guitar
By: Richard, 6th Grade

Sitt ing in the back of his bedroom closet
Like a Labrador waiting for its owner to 
come home.
Cramped in the dark,
Breathing stale, dusty air.
Stu• ed in,
Behind the clothes he never wears,
Next to a basketball that’s half-de• ated,
A matchbox truck with only two wheels,
A plastic pirate’s sword,
That was a Christmas present
When he was just six.

I came along two years later,
An eighth birthday gift from his parents.
At • rst we played every day.
He sang and I sang
And we made music together.

But now he’s eleven.
And I’m here in the land of the forgotten.
Yet whenever he opens the wooden door
And that narrow beam of light
Disrupts the darkness of my world
And a breeze of fresh air rushes in,
My strings begin to shake,
My head and neck peek out,
And I am hopeful

That he will remember
That he will pick me up
That I will clutch his shoulder
And he will begin to strum
And we will sing again.

Sponsored by: Carol Brown-Hageman  
  Sasha and Christopher Heinz



Soon
By: Che Maria, 6th Grade

110th, 109th, 108th.
I slowly shu•  e down Lexington Avenue,
The street signs are boundaries,
Reminding me of my parentally-imposed orbit.
Can’t go north of 110th or south of 96th!
The river is my eastern border 
And the drain of my soul.
The green expanses of Central Park
Beckon me to frolic through their garden mazes,
But the stone wall forbids the way,
Like a dragon guarding my castle
In which I’m shut away,
Like a modern-day Rapunzel.

Sponsored by: Sasha and Christopher Heinz



How Will I Die?
By: Bryan, 6th Grade

Shivering in bed,
The sheets o• er no protection

Against what could end it all.
Mom, how will I die?

What if my pillow su• ocates me?
Or if my walls cave in and crush me?

What if the monster under my bed 
devours me?

Mom, when will I die?

I want to live forever,
I want to go to rock concerts,

I want to see ancient lands.
Mom, I don’t want to die.

The fear strangles me,
My thoughts poison me,

My heart threatens to attack.
Mom, don’t let me die.

Dear son, she whispers,
You’ve got nothing but time.

Don’t fret so much about death,
That you forget you are alive!

Sponsored by: Emily Hellstrom and John Marino



Mi Puebla
By: Victoria, 6th Grade

Your adobe walls
Your hand-painted talabera,
Your piñatas of cañas and 
camotes,
And the bell
Too heavy for the workers,
Was carried by the angel
To the top of your cathedral.

You are my roots,
The passage ways to mi Puebla.
My homeland,
The thread woven through me.
The pleats and folds and stitches
Of Mexico.

Your matchbook workshops
En el Barrio del Artista.
Your gold-bathed capillas.
Your art-• lled museos de historia
Que me regresan
A los tiempos de
Pancho Villa,
Frida Khalo y 
Emiliano Zapata.

And my ancestors,
Los Mayas y

Los Aztecas,
The ones who stand with me.
Even now I feel their strength,
Their massive arms,
The ones that built the pyramids.

These are my memories,
Los recuerdos de mi Puebla.

Sponsored by: Carol Brown-Hageman 
  Lisa Knowlton



A January Walk
By: Darius, 8th Grade

I strolled along East Harlem’s streets
Among towers of snow
Massive, but delicate. 
The exhaust from a Durango’s engine
Darkened the crisp, white edges. 
The smell of beer and burnt toast
Seizes me like a bird, 
trapped. 

Starving triangular • ocks
Flew against the icy breeze. 
Against the whipping wind 
My elephant-colored coat
stood strong.

Sponsored by: Mr. and Mrs. Michael Brooks



Ethiopia
By: Lilly, 8th Grade

Green are the mountains
Farms and lowlands
The animals feed on its beauty. 
Green is the calm like the rain
That pours on the tin roof, 
A lullaby drifting me to sleep.

Yellow is the hoya-hoye
And the sounds of children’s voices on 
The busy streets  
of Merkato.
Yellow is where the custom women’s 
Clothing is bought and sold.
Yellow is the Nile River
And the golden dust 
That sways across my feet
And the wind whistles 
In my ear.

Red is the people’s pride. 
 Kebero, the red drums in the 
Holy church
Of Lalibela where spiritual music
Resonates from the ground.
Red are the people’s hearts full of hope
On a Sunday.

Ethiopia.

Sponsored by: Barbara J. Fields



Thank you to all of our EHS 
friends for your generous 

support of our School!
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