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“Poetry is about manner as much as it is about matter.”
  From Armitage’s preface to Sir Gawain and the Green Knight
  

The poetic enterprise on 103rd Street imbues all of our work. Every day we ask our students 
to engage the world, words, and themselves with the hard gaze of disciplined inquiry – and 
we demand that hard gaze be softened by a love and awe for what they examine. This 
process occurs in the mathematics classroom, the science lab, and on the soccer pitch. 

With poetry specifically, our students closely observe their own interior and our shared 
exterior worlds – the matter.  Then students, while learning the templates and structures 
of great poetry, carefully craft language and develop dynamic oratory – the manner of 
expression. With matter and manner in balance, students seek to move themselves and 
others to active empathy, deep understanding, laughter, tears, and hope.  

Ivan M. Hageman
Head of School
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The East Harlem School at Exodus House
Small school. BIG impact.

Our mission: The East Harlem School challenges students to develop a balanced physical, 
moral, and intellectual strength that they will use to adapt to change - and for the final 
purpose of creating and sharing lives of deep meaning, dynamic actions, and transcendent 
joy. We are a middle school (grades 4-8) that recruits children from families with low income 
and the highest values, and we give preference to those who keep to the traditional belief 
that creative flight can only be sustained by grounded discipline.

Our history:  Exodus House has been an anchoring and iconic institution in Harlem since 
its founding in 1963 by Reverend Dr. Lynn and Mrs. Leola Hageman as a drug rehabilitation 
center. Due to a heightened concern for the welfare and well-being of the community’s 
many underserved, at-risk children, Exodus House was converted in 1984 to an after-
school and summer program facility.  Then, in the fall of 1993, inspired by the steadfast 
commitment of their parents to the East Harlem community, the couple’s sons, Hans and 
Ivan, opened a year-round independent middle school on the original Exodus House site 
to better address the critical needs of these children and their families.  Today, EHS is 
chartered by the New York State Department of Education and accredited by the Middle 
States Association of Colleges and Schools. The East Harlem School is a 501(c)(3) nonprofit 
organization.
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Student poets with Slam Judges Jane Foley Fried, Julio Peterson, Nefertari Adams, Jessica Smalls, Rives, 
and Amber Patton at the 2014 Spring Poetry Slam on May 8, 2014 at B.B. King Blues Club & Grill.

Photo Credit: Michael Priest Photography

“The Slam is what we do.”
-Head of School, Ivan Hageman
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Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadijev, Diana & Michael Brooks, Jeffrey Brown, 
Jessica Cassimatis, Eileen DeVito & Bill Glaser, Ashley Goodale, Anne Harrison, Anne L. Kaplan, 

Roger M. Low, Blair Mackenzie & Nicholas Latimer, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, 
Shalini Sharma, Julia & Russell Shepard, Sabina Santamaria, Ruth Shillingford & Iliana Smith, 

Carter Simonds, and Dan Singer & Catherine Havemeyer

By Asking
By Alexia, Grade 5 

For years I have wondered about my father, 
But I didn’t want to upset my mother by asking. 
Walking together this winter through a dark, icy night gave me the courage. 
Her eyes were not mad, 
They were sad like a new baby afraid of the world. 

At home, my mother was hunched like my question was heavy. 
We went to my room and on a white index card, 
The kind I use for my vocabulary words,
She wrote his name with a long yellow pencil, 
Her handwriting neat as a teacher’s. 
Letters combined to mean everything. 
Letters combined to mean nothing. 
I folded it up like a fortune cookie. 
I put it deep in my basket of belongings. 
I wanted to study it in private. 

For years, I have wondered about my father, 
But I didn’t want to upset my mother by asking. 
That night, my mother sat on the child-sized pink chair, 
Her head resting on her hands, sadness collecting in her elbows.
The index card stared at us, and we stared back at it. 

“Go brush your teeth,” she said. 
So I did. 
When I think back, I wish I had given her a hug on my way to the bathroom. 
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The Call From San Gregorio
By Armando, Grade 8

The call came from San Gregorio,
The sweet smell of crusty bread,
The burning touch of the sun on tan skin,
And the sound of “Tamales! Tamales!”
The happy exterior of desperate people. 

The call woke my sleeping mother,
Tearing her from her soft, white bed, 
Where she was resting from a hard day of work. 
Alone between the yellow walls of her room
She held the black phone, 
And listened to her mother’s devastation,
The loss of a man we call “Abuelito.”

Once glorious, brown eyes,
My mother wept 
On the black leather couch so cold to the touch.
That turn of my stomach. 
The tautness in her arms 
As she held her son. 

The call that tore my mother’s heart.
The call that taught me
About the love of a 
Daughter for her father.

Sponsored by Eileen & Bill DeVito, Charlie Kaplan, Roger M. Low, Mark Shafir & Hillary 
Schafer, Julia & Russell Shepard, and Eve Stuart
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Heroine, Invisible
By Brandon, Grade 8 

In the early morning sun,
She emerges from the train
On the brightest block of 68th Street.

She enters through the gilded doors
Of the hotel without being seen.

She quietly cleans the marble bathrooms,
Makes the bed with soft white sheets,
Wipes fingerprints from the desk to 
Clear any evidence of living things.

To these people, my mom is the 
Invisible Woman,
But I see her.

I see what she is doing for me.
I see what she is making of me. 

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadijev, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Lauren Frasco & 
Timothy Horsburgh, Eileen DeVito & Bill Glaser, Anne L. Kaplan, Charlie Kaplan, Roger M. Low, 
Hali McClelland, Mark Shafir & Hillary Schafer, The Seidel Family, Shalini Sharma, Dan Singer & 

Catherine Havemeyer,  Lena Sun, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat
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Nothing But A Poem
By Britney, Grade 7

I got it at Deals
20% off
The last
Of its kind
Sitting lonely in the sale bin,
Its silky smooth surface
Translucent and blizzard blue.
A vase just poised.

Oh how charming it was,
Carved carefully around the edges
Painted flowers of cotton candy,

But oh it had power
It shake the wrinkles off of anyone’s frown.
It made them laugh and shine,
But most of all, it
Made my mother’s eyes twinkle

How she loved it, picking it up
Admiring its beauty
Giving me kisses,
Saying “gracias hija.”

One day it shattered under my cousin’s carelessness.
And then, in pieces, fragments,
It became nothing, but a poem.

Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, The Seidel Family, 
Rishi Kothari, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat
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On Turning Nine
Second Place Winner
By Camille, Grade 5

The whole idea of my birthday makes    
   me feel like jumping on the bed,
Like I am listening to the cheerful chirp    
   of the mocking jay
A light in my spirit,
A candy of my mind, 
A mirth of my soul. 

But this year, this is the final year before   
   the dreadful double digits. 
Before ten.
Before more chores.
Before real responsibility. 
Before the fun gently begins to 
   deteriorate. 

So this year, I am going to live it up. 
I’m going to luxuriate in kiddie fun. 
I am going to hang upside down on my 
   bunk bed railing,
Dig in dirt, sing along to every song. 
I’m going to run barefoot in my 
   grandparents’ sprinklers all summer. 
I’m going to watch my baby sister sleep   
   while she’s still a baby and
While I still have some free time. 

Sponsored by John Bordash, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Jeffrey Brown, Jessica Cassimatis, 
Ghislain de Kertanguy, Rebecca de Kertanguy,  Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, Anne Einhorn, 

Donna & Yale Fergang, Liz Figel & Josh Treuhaft, Andrew Fry & Ben Schlatter, Ashley Goodale, 
Greta Gunnarsdottir, Catherine Havemeyer & Dan Singer, 

Emily Hellstrom & John Marino, Tonia Kaminsky, Anne L. Kaplan, Charlie Kaplan, Rishi Kothari, Roger M. 
Low, Laurie Gene Mygatt, Terry McKinney & Tom Padgett, Stephanie Palmer & Matthew Bowman, 

Jodi Patterson, The Seidel Family, Carter Simonds, Mark Shafir &
Hillary Schafer, Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat, and Ingrid Wong & Russell DeLa Cour
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But here is my secret. 
When I turn ten, 
When I turn twenty, 
When I turn sixty-five, 
I will still be playful. 
I will still be spirited. 
I will still be full of joy. 

Nine is a beginning, 
Nine is an ending. 
Nine is me in my black sparkly high-tops 
walking through New York City,
Looking back at the younger digits,
Looking ahead at all that is to come. 



Where I Like To Sit
By Christopher, Grade 5  

Outside my building there is a corner where I like to sit. 
Sometimes I bring my toys, 
Sometimes I sit alone. 
Look one way, a tiny garden
With flowers, fire-truck red,
That smell even better than the Christmas tree that hangs from my mom’s car mirror.
Look the other way, the Laundromat. 
Busy people carrying clothes.
Loading the machines, unloading, folding. 
All kinds of clothes, all kinds of people. 
Plain, fancy, sparkly. 
I go to the corner to be alone. 
Just me, the flowers, the laundry, 
Sometimes my toys. 

Outside my building there is a corner where I like to sit. 
Some nights, I go there to see the sun set 
Behind a big brick building. 
The blue and the yellow 
The red, like my mother’s dyed hair. 
On those nights, my happiness mixes with my sadness. 
I feel a bit lonely, but I feel a part of the world. 
A part of the busy Laundromat, 
A part of the flowers, 
A part of the corner outside my building, 
Where I like to sit. 

 

Sponsored by Roger M. Low
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Memory Lane
By Clyde, Grade 8

There is a gate in my room
An old, creaking gate.
Rusted with paint.
Dulled by time.
Worn by hands.         

There are flowers along the sides
Wilted and loved
Held in a vase of 
Peeling paint and chipped ceramic.

When I open the gate,
My hand returns with stardust from
The pungent ink and yellowed paper.
As I step inside, I see hallways,
Some are dull, some are bright. 
I run my hand across the walls
Tenderly, along rectangles and sharp right 
angles.

Sponsored by Anonymous, Emily Hellstrom & John Marino, Tonia Kaminsky, and Roger M. Low
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The silence satisfies.
Nothing to distract me,
Nothing to call my name.

Down one hallway,
A little girl beams,
The light of her smile
Frozen in time. 
Framed in nostalgia,
A longing and loss. 
Wistfulness curves my lips into a smile.

The gate in my room
An old, creaking gate.
Rusted with paint.
Dulled by time.
Worn down by one more visitor.       



Our Room
By Cynthia, Grade 8  

As I walk into our room,
I see the 5th grade:
The painting from the art elective,
The soft thin brush,
The thick green paint for the grass of the soccer field.

I see my brother’s sophomore year:
The outline of his metallic desk,
Hidden by heavy textbooks,
Geometry, Biology, Physics.
His black pants, baby blue collared shirt and black tie, 
Crumpled and thrown far from his white wardrobe.

I see my sister’s tiny black and pink Nikes
Hanging behind the door. 
The only evidence that she shares my bed.

And beneath,
A certificate for perfect attendance,
A picture of a kindergartener,
A collection of poetry portfolios.

Three pairs of black school shoes.

Sponsored by Charlie Kaplan and Roger M. Low
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Master Weaver
By Denise, Grade 6 

Her soft hands touch my head
And her fingers comb the strands.
The strands that she made.
That she has, too.
She gently rakes my locks 
And massages the roots before
She separates. 
She twists and twists again,
Bringing one group 
Meticulously over the other
As though she were a sculptor
Or a god creating ridges in the plains.

She is the master weaver,
Sitting at her loom which is my crown,
Sifting and folding,
Coiling and pulling,
Choosing fabrics that match and ribbons
That curl at the bottom.

When finished
She braids her own hair,
And I watch as her arms become heavy over her head.
She twists and twists and I just stare.
She makes the jeweled crown 
She works the loom
Creating ridges in the plains.
 

Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, 
Liz Figel & Josh Treuhaft, and Anne L. Kaplan
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Camp Is 
By Devin, Grade 5 

Camp is the birds and the bugles waking you up in the morning. 
Camp is not having to look over your shoulder when you walk. 
Camp is watching the trees sway like waves, 
Watching sunsets over the lake. 
I didn’t know what camp would be like, but I’m glad I learned. 

Camp is boys rushing to the dining hall like hungry wolves following their noses. 
Camp is walking slow as turtles back to clean our cabins. 
Camp is sitting on a boat for the first time, the wind pushing us with speed. 
I didn’t know what camp would be like, but I am glad I learned. 

Camp is knowing I am having fun while my mom is working and working. 
Camp is wishing my mom had someone to keep her company while I was away,
Someone who wouldn’t cheat, 
Someone who would stay around, 
Someone I trusted. 
Camp is wishing that one day my mom could feel as free as I do when I’m there. 
I didn’t know what camp would be like, but I’m glad I learned. 

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadijev, Diana & Michael Brooks, Jeffrey Brown, Eileen De Vito & 
Bill Glaser, Ghislain de Kertanguy, Anne Einhorn, Anne S. Harrison, Anne L. Kaplan, 

Charlie Kaplan, The Ketchum Family, Rishi Kothari, Oliver & Lisa Knowlton, Joan Levy, Roger M. Low,  Laurie 
Gene Mygat, Amber & Charles Patton, Xavier Paquet, Winnie & Bill Post, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, 

Lorre Snyder, Catherine Sierra, Carter Simonds, Eve Stuart, Bronson van Wyck, and 
Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat
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Origami Dreams
By Eram, Grade 4 

Dear Paper,

Your dream
To become
Anything
Will become 
True.

I fold you
And fold you.
I will convert you into a wing.

I layer you
And layer you.
I will transform you into a bird.

It won’t hurt
I will push down gently
Delicately moving my finger across to form creases
And instead of being flat
You will be a bird
And 
 You 
  Will 
   Fly. 

 
 

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadjiev, Brigitte Bentele, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Jesssica 
Cassimatis, Laura de Boisblanc, Ghislain de Kertanguy, Eileen DeVito & Bill Glaser, Ashley Goodale, 

The Ketchum Family, Roger M. Low, Xavier Paquet, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, 
The Seidel Family, and Lena Sun

15



Pen and Desk and Wonder
By Eric, Grade 7 

I wonder
How the tree must feel
When its leaves change
From green to gold
And then fall from the tree
Blown from one place to another.
Does it feel sad that a piece of itself is missing?

When the trunk is used
And it becomes paper, tables, and chairs?
Is it sad then?
I wonder
If the pencil can recognize the desk it’s writing on
When they come from the same tree?

I wonder
Does the tree know
That some child grows enlightened
About his fate, then grateful
That he has paper
To put to pen this poem of wonder
About the tree.

 

Sponsored by Carol Brown, Eileen DeVito & Bill Glaser, Anne L. Kaplan, Roger M.  Low, 
Blair Mackenzie & Nicholas Latimer, Jillian Pagliocca, and Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir
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By Joseph, Grade 6

Line Contour of Plants
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By Miguel, Grade 7

Line Contour of Hand
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Hawks

By Camille, Grade 5
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By Manuela, Grade 7

Eiffel Tower



Tiny Black Circles, Perfectly Punched
By Erick, Grade 6 

I see a ladybug on a leaf,
Like a red and black button on a piece of   
   cloth. 
I kneel down on the new green grass. 
I stare at him. 
Tiny black circles, perfectly punched into 
   his back. 
He stands so still,
Like a brick in a building. 

I realize that if I wanted to kill him, I could. 
One step, and squash. 
I am a lion, he is a rabbit.
I have never felt so powerful.  

I look at the ladybug on the leaf, and 
   I think, 
What if I were the tiny one? 
I wonder if he is afraid of me. 
I would be. 
Don’t be afraid, I think. 
I won’t hurt you. 

Sponsored by Brigitte Bentele,  Carol Brown, Andrew Fry & Ben Schlatter,  Anne L. Kaplan, Roger M.  Low, 
and Annette Osterlund,  
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I sit on my knees in the new green grass,
And I watch him. 
I watch him live. 
I sit so still and I feel a little bit sad. 
For me so big, 
For him so small. 

Then the lady bug spreads his tiny wings
And flies,
Like a little star against the sky. 
Fly ladybug, I think. Fly. 



Gritty Song
By Fatima, Grade 8 

They mutter heavy snarls
That break our hearts.
A gritty song, those sorrowful screams.

Cries loft,
Rough and roaring,
Shaken with the rhythm of shame.
She whispers,
Rasps to the lonely father.
The one who visits,
The one who cries into the phone
Pouring his sadness
Frigid and failed.

A bottle of alcohol
A monotonous hum
I hear them both.
I hear them both.
A gritty song.
A rhythm of shame.

Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks,  Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, Anne S. Harrison, 
Roger M. Low, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, Carter Simonds, Ruth Shillingford & Iliana Smith, 

and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat  
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The Melting Tears of Mexico
By Geraldine, Grade 4 

As I leave
My beloved country
There’s only
One 
Tear.  
The special tear.
The melting tear of Mexico.

When the tear comes out,
It’s clear
Like thine eyes
Which are made of crystal gems.

That tear of my eyes
Is special indeed. 
It is the lava 
From the fire of my country,
From the fire of thine eyes. 

That tear, like thine eyes, 
Is born from the pain of the past.
It now grows and glows
Into a bright future. 

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadjiev, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Rebecca de Kertanguy, 
Lauren Frasco & Timothy Horsburgh, Anne L. Kaplan, Roger M.  Low, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, and 

Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat
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This powerful piece of water is curious.
It is a small river.
What gave it power is the heat of our     
  lives,
Lives that now diverge. 

This tear
Now rolling 
Down my cheek
Will bring the spirit of our yesterdays
Into
  My 
  Tomorrows.
 
 



Sweet Baby James 
Third Place Winner
Inspired by James Taylor
By James, Grade 6 

Here I am eleven years old, 
Waiting for winter to go away 
And the blazing sun to come out.
New school. New teachers.
And all the sudden, 
I got a new name.

My principal keeps callin’ me 
“Sweet Baby James.”

Turns out it’s a song—
My teacher told me so. 
She even played it for me
On the radio.

So this guy strums his guitar,
And sings a line I kind of like
About miles that he has traveled in his life. 
I guess I’ve gone ten miles, 
And I guess I’ve tried to be good.
But I got miles and miles to go
To be as good as Remy said I would. 

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadjiev, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Jeffrey Brown, 
Laura de Boisblanc, Ghislain de Kertanguy, Anne Einhorn, Donna & Yale Fergang, 

Liz Figel & Josh Treuhaft,  Andrew Fry & Ben Schlatter, Eileen DeVito & Bill Glaser, Karl Griffith, 
Greta Gunnarsdottir, Anne S. Harrison, Gina Reif Ilardi, Anne L. Kaplan, Bethia Liu, Roger M.  Low, 

Laurie Gene Mygatt, Brendan Nelson, Charles & Amber Patton, Tom Padgett &Terry McKinney, Julia & 
Rusty Shepard, Carter Simonds, Dan Singer & Catherine Havemeyer, Roger M. Low, Amy Raudenbush, 

Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, The Seidel Family, Barbara Solit, Bronson van Wyck, 
Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat, and Tim Wyant 
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So last night, I showed my mom
This goofy sort of song. 
And wouldn’t you know it?
She sang along.
She hugged me a little tighter last night,
And she whispered in my ear,
“Rockabye Sweet Baby James.”
And now that’s all I hear. 



Night Shift
By Johanny, Grade 8

In the night,
She changes into her midnight blue uniform,
Packs some coffee to help her fight
The sleep,
And steps from the comfort and quiet of 
   her home
Into the frigid world outside.

In the light, 
I change into my midnight blue shorts 
   and my
Elephant-gray t-shirt,
Pack my school essentials to help me 
   through 
An everlasting journey to learn,
And step into an old metal box that 
   descends
Down toward the frigid world outside. 

In the night,
She helps new mothers and their babies, 
and Feels satisfied by satisfying their every 
   need,
While fighting an endless battle against 
sleep.

Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown,  Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, 
Anne S. Harrison, Anne L. Kaplan, Roger M.  Low, Julia & Rusty Shepard, Carter Simonds, 

Lorre Snyder, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat
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In the light, 
I run miles on the river building strong 
lungs and legs. 
I sit in class and imagine my future as a 
hard-working woman 
Like my mom.

In the night,
I dress in my soft night shirt and wrap   
   myself in a blanket with a book,
And work to find a sweet dreamless  
   sleep.

In the light, 
She finds her way home
Passing the kids on the way to school
To sleep for a few quiet hours before the 
night shift.



Home
First Place Winner
By Kai, Grade 7 

Home is the sand
Sparkling,
Seeping through my toes.  
The trees hanging low,
Dropping fruit,
Giving shade.
The torches bright, 
The flames flickering, 
Dancing in the breeze.
At night, even though we sleep,
The island buzzes with life, 
A deep mediation, tranquility.
This is home. 

Home
The peppery incense of curry,
Blues, hip-hop, jazz.
Full families and single mothers,
Struggling with strollers,
Up and down subway stairs.
The fathers that take time to celebrate their 
children
And the fathers that ran away.
The dignity and loss of Harlem.
This is home.

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadjiev,  Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Jeffrey Brown, 
Jessica Cassimatis, Rebecca de Kertanguy, Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, 

Liz Figel & Josh Treuhaft, Karl Griffith, Greta Gunnarsdottir, Anne S. Harrison, 
Dan Singer & Catherine Havemeyer, Tonia Kaminsky, Anne L. Kaplan, Charlie Kaplan, 

The Ketchum Family, Georgia and Nat Keohane, Lisa Labracio, Roger M.  Low, 
Blair Mackenzie & Nicholas Latimer, Jillian Pagliocca, Amber & Charles Patton, David Satisky, 

Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, The Seidel Family, Julia & Rusty Shepard, Eve Stuart,
Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat, and Ingrid Wong & Russell Dela Cour
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Home
The sand deserts,
The muddy Nile,
A foundation.
The pyramids are skyscrapers.
The Nile flows into the Hudson.
A night breeze in Manhattan.
This is home.
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Borrowed Mother
By Keyani, Grade 6 

Oh, I miss the glare she gave me
When I broke the cup holder. 
I miss the way she faltered with fatigue
Coming home from work,
Where she juggled other people’s times.
I miss how her gait changed when she was excited 
Or not in the mood.
I miss our walks and our talks. 
I miss how she yelled at me to chew with my mouth closed. 
And, oh, I miss her oblivion in the kitchen—
“Have you eaten yet?” she’d say,
Relieved when my full belly would say I had.
Oh, I miss my belly full of red snapper, 
Reserved for only birthdays and company
Or when the Associated was having a sale. 
I miss her prominence,
Her providence,
The way she knew what to say
To everyone.
I miss laughing with her.
I miss her voice.
I miss her perfume.
But most of all I miss her love. 
 

Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, 
Anne L. Kaplan, Charlie Kaplan, Roger M.  Low, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, Ruth Shillingford & Iliana 

Smith, Eve Stuart, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat 



Wonderful Disasters 
By Laura, Grade 6 

Sundays are wonderful disasters.
Elbows knocking, drinks spilling,
Babies crying, music playing.
“Ma, me puedes dar tacos.”
That’s the family’s favorite.
“Recogen eso, mira el tiradero que hicieron.”
No one stays mad at the baby.
The TV grumbles in the background.
Univision cuarenta y uno. 
No one really watches.
“Ya paren de estar jugando,”
When my cousin throws a napkin.
Everyone’s yelling, screaming, shouting, jumping,
“Ya paren de brincar, se van enojar abajo.”
No one’s feet stay on the floor.
I can see my aunts’ and mother’s eyes
That fill with frustration as tiny cousins
Run beneath their knees.
“Ya paren de correr!”
But they keep moving. 
You’d have to be inside
To appreciate this madness. 
But we do it every Sunday.
And the food is filled with love.
 

 

Sponsored by Brigitte Bentele, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, 
Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, Anne L. Kaplan, Roger M.  Low, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat 
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Sponsored by Carol Brown, Roger M.  Low, The Seidel Family, and Ingrid Wong & Russell Dela Cour
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The River of Chocolate
By Lesli, Grade 5

My sister once told me, “Yo encontre el Rio 
de Chocolate.”
I found the River of Chocolate.
Hot cocoa flowing water,
Marshmallow leaves,
Straw sticks.

An hour from the River of Chocolate
Lies the house my grandpa built.
Brick,
Cement,
Brick,
Cement,
Wood.
A house for my grandma.
A house for my aunt.
A house for my uncle.

Inside the house 
The smell like sweet candy.
Everyone around the big table.
My grandma serving
Spicy tamales,
Steaming Posole,
Fresh bread shaped like horses,
For me and my sister to eat.

Six years later,
My sister told me,
It’s just a slow run of dirty water.
An hour from the house my grandpa   
   built
The River of Chocolate
Is chocolate no more.

I know when I return 
The river will again run to chocolate,
The sweetness will be back. 
Because that’s where my
Grandma lives.
Aunt lives.
And Uncle lives.
They are the sweetness of the river. 



Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Jeffrey Brown, Ghislain de Kertanguy, 
Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, Ashley Goodale, Anne S. Harrison, Charlie Kaplan, Georgia & Nat Keohane, The 

Ketchum Family, Roger M.  Low, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat
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Pink Sparkly Shoes
By Makayla, Grade 4

Shoes I’ve been lovin’ all my life
In the closet
Sitting alone
By themselves.

Pink sparkly shoes,
Left and right,
Sitting there for ten years
Since I was a baby.

When I was a baby
I wore those shoes every day.
My feet movin’ step by step,
Walkin’ with a wobble
Dancin’ with a smile.

I look at them 
And they say,
“Wear me,
Wear me,
Makayla, please!”

But it’s okay – 
Some day 
I’ll pass them on,
My little cousin will have them.
She will be movin’ step by step
Walkin’ with a wobble
Dancin’ with a smile
And my pink sparkly shoes
Will say, “Thank you, Makayla”. 

Shoes, you are welcome.
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And when he falls, uprooted
A lightning blasted trunk remains.
The end of this mighty oak,
The grain of untold stories broken.

The Story Teller
By Manuela, Grade 7

He tells of great stories
By decades of scars
That if not borne by him,
Would be otherwise unknown.

He shows a desperate beast
Revealing an ambition to live,
Looking for a soul to feast upon
So his own can survive.

He divulges an old battered nest
With three cracked eggs,
A family’s beginning and demise
Of a cycle that does not end.

He reveals a rust-colored blood stain
Of a warrior taking his last breath,
Struggling for life
Leaning into the trunk as his daylight fades.

He regales us with the romance of two lov-
ers
Their writing whittled on him
Where it will stay permanent 
As their love, carved in for posterity

Sponsored by Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser and Roger M.  Low 
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Central Park Snow Angel 
By Michell, Grade 5

I went to Central Park
On a dark, snowy night 
With my great-grandmother, Mama Eva. 

Big, bulky boots, 
Both of us, shuffling in the deep snow. 
Wind on our faces. 
She said, “Let’s go see the view.” 
We climbed a mountain,
A Central Park city mountain. 
We saw tall twinkling buildings. 
Small people with umbrellas and dogs. 
Snow like stars against the sky. 
I held my great grandmother’s hand.
Her glove in my glove.
I didn’t want her to fall. 
She didn’t want me to fall. 

When we were leaving, 
She threw herself into the snow, 
Flapping her arms and legs like a playful 
   penguin. 
My great grandmother,
My mother’s grandmother, 
My Mama Eva, 
Made a snow angel 
In Central Park. 

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadjiev, Shannon Bambanek, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Anne 
L. Kaplan, Ghislain de Kertanguy, Anne S. Harrison, The Ketchum Family, Roger M.  Low, Winnie & Bill Post, 
Sandra Roche, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, The Seidel Family, Julia & Rusty Shepard, Eve Stuart, Sandra & 

Felipe Ventegeat, and Ingrid Wong & Russell Dela Cour

I watched her and I thought, 
One day, she will be an angel in the sky. 
And when she is, 
I will have this night, always in my heart. 



33

Going Somewhere
By Niadjah, Grade 5

Walking on 175th Street
I look up and watch the airplanes. 
At night in the dark, they are blinking 
fireflies. 
In the day, they are gray birds. 
I know they are full of people. 
People going places. 
To Hawaii for sun in this cold winter. 
To East Africa for a wild safari. 
To Canada to visit their families. 
To China for a business meeting. 
I look up and wish I was one of them. 
No traffic up there 
above the clouds, above the chaos. 
No noise up there
above the houses, above the honking. 

I have never been on an airplane. 
I have never been on a vacation. 
But every day I take two trains and one bus,
And I come to school, 
Watching airplanes as I walk my final blocks. 
Right now I’m stuck here on the ground, 
But I’m still going somewhere. 

 

Sponsored by Kristen & Boris Arabadjiev, Shannon Bambanek, Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, 
Jeffrey Brown, Rachel Conybeare, Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, Andrew Fry & Ben Schlatter, 

Anne S. Harrison, Roger M.  Low, Hali McClelland, Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, David Satisky, The Seidel 
Family, Julia & Rusty Shepard, Barbara Solit, Lena Sun, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat  

 



Sponsored by Roger M. Low
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Se Fue La Luz
By Samantha, Grade 8 

I smile as I watch
Her velvet red lips
Curl into a contented
Smile.
Her light brown eyes
Smile
Against her paper pale face. 
With her soft, wrinkled hand
She gently hides her metallic 
Hair behind 
Her small elf-like ears
And begins reciting the story
I have grown to memorize.

“It was a dark and hot day in 
La Republica Dominicana.
The lights had gone out
“Como siempre hicieron!”
-As they always did-
When kids threw their shoes at the poles
To keep the ghosts away.
When the town ran out of electricity
All the little cottages were evacuated
Like an escuela during a fire drill.

 

Dwellers in the streets escaping 
Their cave-like homes which became rooms 
of menace.
In the streets, they were rich with life.

Even in the dark, you could 
See the contagious smiles that grew with 
Each passing second of darkness. 
You could feel the laughter.
On everyone’s faces.” 

My Mama talks about those memories 
Of the lightless, waterless homes of her 
   childhood
With not one word about misfortune, or 
   sadness.
With a smile, she tells me

“We were the light.”
“Nosotros eramos la Luz.”

 



Sponsored by Carol Brown, Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, Emily Hellstrom & John Marino, Roger M.  Low, 
Charles Patton, Sarah Rebal, and The Seidel Family
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Paz’s Road
By Saraly, Grade 8 

Sara’s dirt road was rock full 
Gray and white, stained brown.
The larger rocks caused her to stumble
She got up every time
Being more careful.
Her shoes were dirt full,
Carrying memories of each step.

Sara, strong and calm, 
Took her time
To prevent the stumble. 
She picked plants from her garden 
To sell on the streets of Puebla. 
At the end of a long day,
Even a dime was enough to make her smile.
The coin jingled as she skipped home 
On the dirt road with little rocks
While humming a quiet tune. 

 
Paz’s road had fewer stones
To clear, mostly small.
But once in a while a rock 
Blocked her light step. 

Paz listened to her mother’s tune
As she shuffled on the dirt road, 
Tired from stooping in the garden. 
Cutting plants for sale, yet
Still happy for the coins
Jingling in her pocket. 

In Nueva York, Paz found a concrete road
Which she walked with care, 
To avoid the cracks.
She fell at times,
But quickly rose,
Her new shoes collecting
Scuff marks.

My road is paved.
Smoothed by my mother’s walk.
Graded by my grandmother’s stoop. 
The dirt road lays empty.
The hum and jingle linger 
In the memory and my moments. 
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Expectations
By Sasha, Grade 8 

Welcome to my generation: 
Where young men
Wear pants around their ankles like shackles,
Forgetting their ancestors who were chained.

Welcome to my generation:
Where girls have midnight rings around their eyes
From boyfriends who didn’t get what they wanted. 
Faces concealed with powder and eyes lined with kohl
To feel beautiful because no boy told them so. 

Welcome to my reality:
The boys I know, in crisp white shirts and belts, are
Shackled to backpacks of books, and rulers, and pencils. 
And my eyes, sometime dark from late hours spent studying Shakespeare,
See my beauty because I am serenaded by the praise of loving parents. 
 

Sponsored by Carol Brown, Ghislain de Kertanguy, Rebecca de Kertanguy,  Eileen De Vito & Bill Glaser, 
 Dan Singer & Catherine Havemeyer, The Ketchum Family, Bethia Liu, Roger M.  Low, 

Hillary Schafer & Mark Shafir, The Seidel Family, and Carter Simonds 
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And So I Throw Myself Into The Sea
By Sebastian, Grade 8  

The coach throws his black hat to the
Ground and yells 
“Vamos! Vamos!”
“Let’s go! Let’s go!” 

He jumps and stomps and walks 
Up and down the white line.
He sweats.
Sweats more than us on the field.

He draws everyone’s eyes.
His wild yells.
The fall of perspiration.
He gathers us in a circle and says
“Yo creo en ustedes!”
“I believe in you guys!”

Every day 
He tells us, 
“Tirate al mar!” 
“Throw yourself into the sea!”

My dad, the hardworking one,
Stands silently on the sidelines.
He has coached me long before the game.
He tells me: “Juega con todo lo que tengas.”

With my dad’s words ringing in my ears
I play with all I have,
And so I throw myself into the sea .

Sponsored by Roger M. Low



Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks, Eileen DeVito & Bill Glaser, Liz Figel & Josh Treuhaft, Andrew Fry & 
Ben Schlatter, Tonia Kaminsky, Anne L. Kaplan, Charlie Kaplan, Roger M.  Low, 
Ruth Shillingford & liana Smith, Lorre Snyder, and Sandra & Felipe Ventegeat 
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Below the Breach
By Tolulola, Grade 8 

They say you start falling in 
On 96th Street,
Into a chasm large and deep that separates
The family of uptown from 
The business of downtown. 

North of the breach, 
Smoke slowly wanes in the sky
From block parties and barbecues.
Music blares from cars and radios.
The hazy, leaden sidewalks
Intermittently stamped with foot prints
In the firm concrete.

A number of people 
Concealed, camouflaged,
Coated in their tired blankets
Carrying coffee cups from McDonalds 
Clattering with change.

Below the breach, 
There lies a civilized green 
a Great Lawn 
At the center of a metropolis. 
You can taste the happiness here 
And further on down,
Light and vibrant stores.
The smooth and elegant,  
The crisply suited,
Are hailing taxis that slow for them,
Carrying shopping bags on each arm as they
Roam the city they own. 

And I own.
Both block parties and lawn picnics.
I walk on sidewalks,
Those broken and those smooth. 
That chasm no broader than a wall that
Makes good neighbors.



Sponsored by Diana & Michael Brooks, Carol Brown, Eileen DeVito & Bill Glaser, 
Lauren Frasco & Timothy Horsburgh, Anne L. Kaplan, Lisa & Oliver Knowlton, Roger M.  Low, 

Annette Osterlund, Julia & Rusty Shepard, and The Seidel Family 

When He Comes Home
By Viviana, Grade 6 

The floor supports me.
Without it, I would fall.
No one thinks about it, really.
But it supports us all. 
Without it,
I wouldn’t be able to go to school,
And my sister wouldn’t be able to play.
There wouldn’t be space for anything.
Nowhere for us to lay. 

My dad is on his knees. 
Hammering, cutting, and gluing the floor.
His sticky hands gain a smoky film, 
That we peel off like second skin 
When he comes home. 

My dad is like the floor, 
The floors he builds each day.
Supporting me, carrying me, 
Guiding my way.
He tells me that I can go higher, 
Up to a taller floor.
I can be like he is, 
But I can do even more.
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Framed hand printed poetry is available for purchase. 
Please contact the EHS Development 

Office. 
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