The Three R’s*

By: Katie Sabin

Our Earth is slowly dying,

Because we have cared for it like a toy.

We have handled it like children,

Like a two year old girl or boy.

We have to clean up our Earth.

It’s filled with trash and debris,

And there are many other problems,

Such as garbage in the seas.

Our air is polluted,

Animals are dying,

The landfills are full,

And we’re just sighing.

But that’s not enough,

We have to take a stand.

If we work as a team,

We can save our beloved land.

We are cutting down many trees,

Just for the money.

Everyone is to blame,

This problem isn’t funny.

Plants keep on dying.

They are calling out.

If we continue to ignore them,

They will be gone, no doubt.

It will be harder to breathe,

If we don’t start now.

The results of this problem,

Will leave you saying “Wow.”

Some people don’t care,

Some sit in sorrow,

Most have no clue,

That there may not be a tomorrow.

Saving the Earth is possible.

Success we can achieve.

I need your help to do this.

We all just have to believe.

Can you please help me?

We have to play our part.

Determination is the key,

If we don’t want to depart.

You can make a difference,

No matter who you are,

Even if you carpool,

Or walk if it isn’t far.

So you have to help,

Today is the date,

To clean up our Earth,

Before it’s too late.

Helping our Earth is simple,

Reduce, Recycle, Reuse,

But if people choose not to help,

They will be the ones who lose.

So let’s make a goal,

To clean up our Earth,

Before it’s all trash,

And babies die at birth.

Slowly but surely,

If we all work together,

Our Earth’s many problems,

Will certainly get better.

*EPA Award Winner

Buddy
By Samantha Coulombe 
 
His eyes shimmer with positivity and hope,

Almost like glowing, honey-colored flames,

You can tell from his eyes that he can be  as solemn as a pope.

But you also see that he can also be fun and active.

 

His coat is as black and mysterious as the midnight sky.

It shines and gleams with healthiness.

The color makes him look like a sneaky spy.

It smells of dirt and nature.

 

He's a klutz when he trips down the stairs,

But he's smart when he's hungry.

He chases the squirrels in pairs.

But understanding and relaxed when you talk with him.

 

His pitiful, nervous  whine,

And his loud bark,

You can tell when he is not fine.

His bark is strong and protective.

 

When we play he flies past me.

He speeds like a black cheetah.

You can see an expression of glee,

As he flies after the ball with determination.

 

My dog is like a friend,

He is an equal in my world.

He's my friend till the end.

He's my guardian angel.

 

Refusing to move or not giving you your shoe.

His stubbornness can get you mad.

And the other things he seems to chew.

Out to get the items on the floor.

 

As you now see,

My hilarious, loving dog, Buddy

Is very special to me,

And he can never be replaced.

Slower
By Luke Brissette
Everything was slower when this country started.

It took three months after the Pilgrims departed.

Americans made a living off of the land.

We cut down what we needed and let the rest stand.

Then came the Industrial Revolution.

That’s what really started the pollution.

They left the farms, and factories grew.

The water and air pollution we threw.

We built more and more what the world wanted.

The oceans and forests became quite haunted.

The animals and plants disappeared.

Even the rain forests started to be cleared.

Dirt and pollution filled the air.

People lived on and didn’t seem to care.

The earth has gotten hotter.

Animals die like the little sea otter.

The polar ice melts, and the oceans rise,

Soon the polar bear will say its good byes.

How does this end?  I do not know.

Maybe we should go back to taking it slow.

Texas
By: Josh Smith
The plains so vast

The weather so hot

The parks

The cities

All so busy with people buzzing like bees

So much land to roam around

In drought

Being dehydrated in the summer

Heat is abundant 

With no one being starved of it

The mosquitoes start their bloody feast

Inside is where you live

In winter

So cold

Rarely any ice or snow

Big Christmas parties happen

People enjoy their time

Spring is warm

Spring weather comes

Plants start growing

Allergy season starts

Barbecuing starts

Children are outside more

Sweaters are used more

The leaves make a mosaic of color

In the cool weather

Day time gets shorter

Children go back to school

Parents become less stressed

Many storms appear

Some are destructive

Some aren’t

The common tornado happens

A lot of people lose their families

And their shelter

The abundant heat

The bad storms

Still doesn’t stop me

From liking

And visiting

Texas

Basketball 
By Patrick Favre
Basketball is like a storm.

They go down the track like lightning.

The guy with the ball is who they swarm.

The sign of the game is frightening.

When they shoot it’s like thunder.

Then the crowd is silent like the sea.

Then the ball, in it plunders.

Then the crowd is as loud as a tsunami.

Then they get the ball and try to fake.

Up and down the court they go.

Their feet rumble like an earthquake.

They run as fast as if their feet were in snow.

Then the game is over, it’s as quiet as mud.

Everyone is gone, as if there was a flash flood.

GUM
By Erin Barattini
Gum is good and yummy.

It is sweet in my tummy.

All the flavors are so good

You could sell it in the woods.

Although gum is sticky

People are not that picky.

They make bubbles pop

Right up to their tops.

Gum can come in red

But not for your head.

The colors you can wear

Or even dye your hair.

Gum you don’t just chew,
Play a trick, put it in a shoe.

The foot goes in; the person says”Ewww”,

Because the foot would be covered in goo!

You then laugh and pound,

And laugh right to the ground.

The next day you are not filled with joy, 

 Kissing goodbye to all your toys.

With a tear rolling down your cheek 

And you dare not to speak.

So now you know that gum is dangerous.
Any tricks you play will be anonymous.

My Bunny

Ava is my bunny.

As cute as a pup,

She’s as sweet as honey.

Like a buttercup.

She is as beautiful as a water lily,
As graceful as a swimming swan,
Always warm and never chilly,
And as loveable as a new born swan.

She is as honest as a toucan,
As wise as an owl,
As crazy as an orangutan,
At no one will she growl.
She’s as cute as a kitty,
And always very giddy.
-Sydney Downham

A Missed Friend
By: Katie Sabin
She had always been my friend,

Many memorable times.

It was hard to comprehend,

But she had to move sometime.

One day the moving truck came.

I said my final good-byes.

I had nobody to blame.

I just wanted to ask “Why?”

Walking to school without her,

It just didn’t seem quite right,

And the school day was a blur,

With her not being in sight.

I made it through the long day,

Wishing she could have been here.

I knew she had gone away.

I just wiped away my tears.

My friend can not be replaced,

No matter where she will go.

She can never be erased.

She’s my best friend and it shows.

We have since then kept in touch.

I hope that will never end.

I still miss her very much.

She is always a missed friend.

What It Takes

By

John Knapp

Wrestling takes much dedication.

It’s like a baby bird hatching.

Wrestling to me is sweet medication.

The feelings it brings are almost matching.

The baby bird has been born.

You’ve pushed till the end.

Every sound is dimmed by a great uproar.

You’ve reached the bend.

You gave one more career match.

The baby bird started to fly.

Onto your opponent you latch.

You both now may let out a sigh.

Now you have become a man.

Your dedication has taught you to say “I can”.

My Secret Love

By Kevin Icart 

She is tall and kind,

As trees blow in the wind.

When she talks it blows my mind,

I can’t stop thinking about her grin.

The feelings I have for her,

Are more than words can say,

I’d do anything for her,

Although I know I might pay.

Everyday I spend with her,

Is like leaves blowing in the wind,

It’s another perfect day to me.

Trust me; our love is not a sin.

When she talks it’s so sweet,

Like baby birds beginning to cheep.

TOYS’ TIME

By Patrick Favre




A small little boy was in his room.


Sweeping it up with a broom.

When he was done his dad called him down.

He went downstairs with a frown.

A few minutes there was a “Hey”.

And then the toys came out to play.

A teddy bear came down from the bed.

He tripped, fell, and landed on his head.

Then from out of the dark the army men came.

They marched towards the teddy bear and took good aim.

Then the teddy bear started to scratch.

Then the army men knew that they were no match.

Then out from the closet came a jack in the box.

He looked like he had the chicken pox.

Then suddenly someone opened the door.

This was not the vacation they were hoping for.

Then they stared to hide, the small little toys.

For something came in, the small little boy.

When the boy left there was a “Hey”.

Again the toys came out to play.

Water

By Josh Smith
Water was as blue as the sky,
But our water is getting dirty.

Without water we all might die.

This problem may go on till I am thirty.

Water is the thing that washes our skin.

Water rehydrates you and me.

Water is the thing that we jump in

When all the kids are school free.

We are all polluting our water.

It’s terrible, don’t you see?

Without it the summer will be hotter.

That will be dangerous for you and me.

Without water our life and fun will be gone

That we enjoy everyday.

         So don’t just throw all your trash on your lawn.

       I’m just here to say…

Recycle your cans, bottles, and glass.

Don’t just throw them in a stream.

If you do that, no one will last.

Without water no one can dream.

So it’s not much of a bother.

It can take just one day.

Don’t throw all your trash in our water

To save the U.S.A!!!
Hiding

By Samantha Coulombe

No one seems to see how strong, fragile, and majestic it is.

It doesn't come from appearance.

Headstrong and dignified.

Sweet and comforting.

Untouched by the outside world.

It stays inside like a shining star.

It is there in everyone but no one seems to see.

What is hiding under the skin, no matter.

It can be said at this age that it does not seem to matter

Free and mind blowing it is,

But the sad thing is, nobody seems to know what real beauty is these days,

Depressing, the fact that it is being hidden from view…

No matter what people think, I hope and pray that it will be seen someday, some where, some place.

But until then I'll keep wishing on a star and hoping for the best within to be shown and celebrated with joy and happiness.

True beauty never seen or revealed is a truly regretful waste.

Sad, depressing, a loss…

 

 

