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ABOUT THEEAST 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 potentialThrough a rigorous and intensive curriculum empha-
sizing intellectual, moral, and kinesthetic development and through interdisciplin-
ary and cooperative learning, skill acquisition, and focused exploraliba East
Harlem Schooinstills conedence, skill, discipline, and moral accountability in its
students.

ABOUT THESLAM

Poetry is a central component dhe East Harlem School’s Humanities curricu-
lum. Students read works from poets such as William Blake, Alfoed 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 PoetrySam. Faculty and friends of the School critique the content of
students’ work as well as their performances, and choose winners to participate in
the Schools annual Poetnsam Benest, 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 performanc&he poems presented at our
Slam are annually published in the School’s literary arts magaie,

At the 2009 PoetrySbm, many attendees sugpted TheEast Harlem School’s
unique program and our students’ appreciation of literature and art by sponsor-
ing a poem performed that night. In this edition lolk, you can ¢nd those patrons’
names below the poem of their choicEhank you to all of our friends for mak-
ing a distinctive education possible for the children offhe East HarlemSchool.



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.

| am a foal with each pair of shoes | get.
First, Giselle, thenSwsu, a develope or two,
Next ArabesqueTendu, 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
Totake the stage.

Sponsored by:Sasha andChristopher 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 youw ip,«ip,*ip
Through my deepest thoughts.
How impolite you aré

| am an alligator
Snapping its mightyaws shut.
You carelessly toss me
And | crash onto the unforgiving tikeoor.
| bend, and fold, and tear.
| am abandoned and neglected.
| long to be read.
| long to be loved.

Sponsored by: M. 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 | couldn’t go anyplace without?

You are that blanket.

Dear Arelis,

You know how much | 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 toey.

Did you know | feel the same way when we are
apart?

Dear Arelis, .
Sponsored by: DanSnger

When you cry, Joy Snger

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

Dear Arelis,
You are my sister.

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




Worlds of Mine
By:Ayana, 6th Grade

A white wooden shé|
Holding wonders of worlds of
mine.

Two hard-bound dictionaries,
Daily doses of deenitions.

My purple earring case,
A qift 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 1 no longer kna.

My red plastic bin of hair
products,

Silicon conditioner and Bees’
Wax grease,

My post-shower companions.

A globe, blue and green and
brown,

| give it a spin,

Put my enger down,

Will | see London one day?

A framed photo of Anna, Maya, and
me,

Taken at the third grade talent siv,
Relived, revisited, remembered.

My pink ceramic piggy bank with
brown swirls,

Saving my opportunities,

The chance to succeed.

My teddy bear and my stuedgires e,
Conedants, keeping my secrets safe.

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

Sponsored by: Mr. & Mrs. Richaiid Colier
Sasha and Christopher Heinz
Mason Pettit




Giovanny’s Law
By:Giovanny, 8th Grade

A white on white quilt
Covers thegray  oor.

As | tke my *rg step
Outside | hear the cradding
Snow.

The law sgs,

That when you add
Force to an object,

The ohect will give bak
The same force tgou.

| wak at canstant speed.
The wnd slaps ny face.
Stinging,

Like my body hitting
Surface tasion of water.

Gravity and weight,
White against gray,
Force, mass, accelerain,
As | tke my o rd step.

Sponsored by: Mr. and Mrs. Michael Brooks




The Tree Line
By: Brieanna, 6th Grade

| want to explore thejungle.

My adventure gear—

Three hardcovered dctionaries

And the curosity of afour-yearold.

| cimb the sumnit of the mouwntain of
pages,

Searchng for the meaning beyond its
peak.

Peering through the mah@any forest,
Blindly groping for thejungle’s wntold
secrets

My tiny engers crawl throgh thomy
vines

Until they touch the coveted treasure-
A dusty, tattered bodk of memoies.

| dash throgh the wooden jungle

And leap @ the paper moutain.

| hop

Tothe soft,grass ground.

| open the wom volume.

Inside are braches of ny family’s
tree.

First | see rgseff,

When | was anew planet in the solar
system.

| tum the thick leaf over,
And ¢nd a vtal root.
Avyellowednote,
Fragile,

Yet timeless.

It reads,

“I loveyou.”

A messae from thegrandmother |
never met.

If only | could hear her sahose words.
| gently close the album

As today’s adventure comes to a end.

| retum the treasure tats home above
the tree Ine,

Knowing | will so;m embak upan this
journey again.

Sponsored by: Franny and David Eberhart




Bowl
By:Raquel, 5th Grade

Yellow lonely bowl

Outside oan that rusted old ve escape,
Studk on the face of the faohg, red
building.

| wish | wereyou.

| wish | could have somee take care
of me

Like that bulding takes care of/ou.
You méake the bulding sgnie cant.

| wish ny presence could mée
Something Sgnie cant, too.

Sponsored by: Franny and David Eberhart




Laundromat
By:Warren, 6th Grade

An old ankle sok, oncewhite,

Now yellow and gray,

A ragged holewhere thepinky toe goes
Lonely, missngits mate,

Abandoned o the cold linoleume« oor.

A gold and blue Metro Card,
Hunched over on the steelbench,
Longing to slde through the door

Tothe MTA themepark once more

A pile o rustedpennies,
Huddled wp in the diyer,
Crashing against the metalwalls,
Clang, clang, clang.

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

Sponsored by: Bob Potter




Ode to a Warrior
By:Jennifer, 6th Grade

Heis apowerful chef,
Protecting his grateful tribe.

Heis a mghty tempest,
Blowing gusts d knowledge.

Heis abig brother,

Who listens and cansoles ad
advises

Heis a eerce tiger,

Who will defend his cubs to
the death.

Heis a sjritual guide,
Who shares Isinner light.

Heis our warior.

Sponsored by: Bn Sirger




That Dog
By: Maki, 6th Grade

Its wonky eye, The day’'s hetacomb left a splash abstalgia.
Left, ight, left, ight The day’s runation will not go un-mourned.
Like thegolden pendulum o a That dag—that dead, dead, dg.

Grandfather clo.
Badk, forth, badk, forth,

Th —th :
at dog—that odd, odd, dog Sponsored byCarl Brown-Hagenan

Its crodked shile Sasha and Christopher Heinz

Like it was agressvely stapled on by its
master.

Through the $asms it can still grin.
What hope that dog must have.

Like it keeps teling itself it’ll get better.
That dag—that hopeful, hopeful dog.

Its imping leg

Like it was apirate in apast Ife.

It strains to hdoble thefew feetit can.
Its heart lunbers—ba-bum, ba-bum.
Deathits coachyet plottingits *nal
day.

That day—that strong, strong, dog.

The barran, arrow-shot, skeld-like mat
it laid on

Has faded-the ¢nal arrow has bee
shot

And the sheld has falle.




Fun
By:Claudette, 5th Grade

| wrote your name, guesswhat,
as“Doofus’

Onyour homework sheet
When you begged menot to.

I'm sorry.

It wasjust

So syerbly tempting
and alsq

Hysterical.

Your face

Was as dmson

As the slirt you had .

| went on a

Wild, wild laughing binge.

But then,
You erasedt!

Now, thefunisgone.
Oh,
And, by theway,

Please
Don't tell mom.

Sponsored by: Franny and David Eberhart




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

Obama

Obama

Baradk Obama

Get your sowenirs heré

Hats, books, tees and bags
Two for ten, threefor sve,

| felt the energy— was so ae.

Obama

Obama

Baradk Obama

| marveled at how may were there.
Some s& one million,

Others sy two.

Either way, what a beauful view!

Sponsored byCarl Brown-Hagenan Obama
Sasha and Christopher Heinz Obama
Barad Obama

The chanting ¢ lled the ar.

From near and far came the crowd.
Bladk, White, Latino, and Asian,
All together as me nation.

Obama
Obama
Baradk Obama
How many layers | had to wear.
For hours eduring the kiting cold,
In order to be a part ofiktory
Now, my futureisno longer a nystery.




The Orchid
By:Mayra, 8th Grade

Black blood wends down the orchd’s
eyes

Asits radanceis erased

By the shadavy night,

Concealedin aprison

Madeby the jealousnight hersef.

When young Dawn gppearsfrom her
slumber

Sheglazes the &y with her roy *ngers.
The orchds sip out of thar prison.
Each petal carefufl places step

And beauty cuinningly emeigesinto a
sprint.

Young  owers blush as eachibsfulkiss
Is lad up o their pale petals #p the
Morning sun.

One bums a rch wine.

Another agentle scarlet.

A deep purple spreads across
Theyoung one’s face.

The orchd e llswith lust for summer
And beggins toyeam for May.

The orchds swell vith eagermess
Knowing that liberty will last
Longer than the short dgs of sping.

Sponsored by: DanSnger
Joy Snger




Fatherless
By:Rogers, 6th Grade

Livingfatherlessis Ionely.

I'm like a tortasewithout his shell
Birthdays aren't fun becauseyou aren’t there.
| wear ny party hat and open my colorfully
wrapped gifts,

But inside Im a huelessvoid.

In and out d my life you come ad go.

You think my heartis a revolving door.
You've been to jail for stupid mistakes.
You're a lttle kid who won'’t leam his lessa.
| don'’t recall ever caling you Dad.

You are dading cloud dove.

Mom has tobe a mother ad afather.

Her strength and love are ny universe

But my painis a deg well

Without youin my life.

Sponsored by:

Debra Brard

Mr. and Mrs. Richard. Colier
Camille Doudas

Canl T. Rudernan

Dan Sirger




My Grandfather
By:Ariana, 8th Grade

| had lost ny friend,
My companion, my grandpa.
Memories retuned.

What | nmissed the mostvaswhen
He used to g mainach

With abeerin his hand,

Like a trueMexican,

Playing the guitar under the shade

What | loved the mostwas hsjob.
With his rowgh hands,

He made tdles, chars, and most
importantly,

Casetsfor others

Even now hiswork embraces hm
from below,

Deep within earthis belly,

Smooth mahaany, rodking him to

sleep.

Sponsored by: Mr. and Mrs. Michael Brooks




My Hopeful Guitar
By:Richard 6th Grade

Sitting in the badk of hisbedroom closet
Like aLabradorwaiting for its owner to
come home

Crampedin the dak,

Breathing stale dusty air.

Stue edin,

Behind the clothes haever wears
Next to abasketball that's haf-dee ated,
A matchbox trudk with only two wheels
A plastic pirate’s svord,

Thatwas aChristmaspresent

When hewasjust sx.

| came alog two years later

An eghth birthday gift from his parents.
At e r4 we played evey day.

He sang and | sang

And we made mug together.

But now hés eleva.

And 'm herein the land of the fogotten.
Yet whenever he opes the wood& door
And that narrow beam ofight

Disrupts the dakness of ny world

And a breee of fresh & rushedn,

My strings begin to shée,

My head &ad neck peek out,

And | am hopeful

That he wil remember

That he wil pick me up

That I wil clutch hs shoulder
And he will begin to strum
And we will Sng again.

Sponsored byCarol Brown-Hagenan

Sasha and Christopher Heinz




Soon
By:Che Maria, 6th Grade

110th, 109th, 108th.

| slavly shie edown Lexington Avenue,

The street ggns areboundaries,

Reminding me d my parentally-imposed obit.
Can’t go north of 110th or south & 96th!

The iveris my easten border

And the dran of my soul

Thegreen expanses ¢ Central Park

Beckon me tofrolic through their garden mazes,
But the stane wall forbids theway,

Like a drgon guarding my castle

In which Im shut avay,

Like a moden-day Rapunzel.

Sponsored by: Sasha and Christopher Heinz




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

Shivering in bed,

The sheets ®erno protection
Against what could exd it all.
Mom, how will | de?

What if my pillow sw ocates me?
Or if my walls caein and crush mé
What if the manster under nmy bed
devours me&?

Mom, when will | de?

| want to live forever,

| want to go to rok concerts,
| want to see acient lands.
Mom, | dan't want to die.

Thefear strangles me

My thoughts poison me,

My heart threatens to attad.
Mom, don’t let me de.

Dear s, shewhispers,

You've got nothing but time.
Don’t fret so much hout death
Thatyouforget you are alve!

Sponsored by: Emily Hellstrom and John Marino




Mi Puebla
By:Victoria, 6th Grade

Your addoe walls

Your hand-painted talabera,
Your pifatas d cafias ad
camotes

And thebell

Tooheavy for theworkers,
Was carred by the angel
Tothe top of your cathedral

You are ny roots,

Thepassaye ways to m Puebla.
My homeland,

The threadwoven through me
Thepleats and folds and sttches
Of Mexico.

Your matchbook workshops

En elBarrio delArtista.

Your gold-bathed caillas.

Your art-+lled museos de istoria
Que me r@resan

A los fempos de

PanchoVilla,

Frida Khaloy

Emiliano Zapata.

And my ancestors,
LosMayasy

LosAztecas,

The anes who stad with me.
Even now | feel thér strength,
Thdar massve arms,

The mes that bult the pyramids.

These are m memoites,
Los recuerdos de nPuebla.

Sponsored byCarol Brown-Hageman
Lisa Knowlton




A January Walk
By:Darius, 8th Grade

| strolled alag East Harlers streets
Among towers d snow
Massve, but delicate.

The exhaustrom aDurango’s engine
Darkened the crsp, white edges.
The smell 6beer and burnt toast
Sdazes me ike abird,

trapped.

Starving triangulare odks
Hew against theicy breeze.
Against thewhippingwind

My elephant-colored coat
stood strang.

Sponsored by: Mr. and Mrs. Michael Brooks




Ethiopia
By:Lilly, 8th Grade

Green are the moumtains
Farms and lowlands

The animalsfeed m its beauty.
Greenis the calmike the ran
Thatpours m the tin rodf,

A lullaby drifting me to sle@.

Yellow is the hga-hoye

And the sounds d children’svoices m
Thebusy streets

of Merkato.

Yellow iswhere the custonwomen’s
Clothingisbought and sold

Yellow is the Nle River

And thegolden dust

That svays across mfeet

And thewind whistles

In my ear

Redis thepeople’spride.

Kebero, the red drumsn the

Holy church

Of Lalibelawhere siritual musc
Resanatesfrom theground.

Red are thepeople’s heartsfull of hope
On a Sunday.

Ethiopia.

Sponsored by: Barbara J. Fields




Thankyou to all d our EHS
friendsfor your generous
support of our Schodl
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