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This collection of poetry was written
by students in eighth grade, House 2 at
Jamesville DeWitt Middle School during the
Spring semester of 1987. It has been
-gathered tdgether and published as a way
of sharing their significant thoughts and
powerful writing. It has been a great
pleasure to work with these students this

year!

Sincerely,

x .



Teenage Tango
Take three steps forward for an A in math,
Fall down on your knees for a messy room.

Lift yourself up with a fifteen foot basket,
Take a spill skiing in front of your friends.

Just when you're feeling like Baryshnikov,
Get caught sneaking out late Saturday night.

Balance three tests in a day like a pro,
Crash into a wall by losing your books.

Glide through the house with a vacuum cleaner,
Take three steps back because it wasn't plugged in.

Take six steps forward for an A+ science project,
Fall down on your back for an unfair detention.

Just when yoﬁ think you've got the rhythm,
Someone goes and changes the tempo.

Such are the joys of the teenage tango.

This poen won second prize in the Herald-Journal Poetry Contest, Spring 1987



IE I Were. o

If I were a silent breeze flowing through the air,
I1'd carry the graceful robins across the sky
And wake the restless rooster upon the fence

So that the dawn of a new day will soon arrive.

Melissa Shugerts

Music
Happy, sad
Composing and performing
Expressing a relaxing feeling

Melody

Peter Ehrich Sunset

The sun burns a fiery red,

Against the evening sky.

The light melts into é rainbow of color,
And directly above the moon I spy.

This sunset is tru ly magnificent,

I preceive it as time wisely spent.

I sit and absorb all there is to see.

But how many more sunsets will there be?

Donna Capshaw



Free Spirit

I lay upon the beach one night,
Looking up as the stars shine bright.
The waves washing up against my feet,
Sending slight cold shivers through my feet.
The grains of sand against my arm,
The feeling of love, no one can harm.
The gentle wind blows back my hair,
Letting me know others do care.

My problems are miles I left behind,
Only the good things are in my mind.
My eyes are slowly closing more,

With the wind, I begin to soar!

Jennifer Charney

Star Light

Star light

Star bright

I dream about the stars tonight.
I suffer not from the holy wrath,

But I'm daydreaming during math. Gt

Mischievous, kind
Peter Ehrich
Scratching and ''meowing"

Man's second best friend

Feline

Peter Ehrich



The Eating Machine

The Eating Machine, oh,the Eating machine,

most clever device that I've ever seen.

Just put in your vegetables and drop in a dime,
Turn up the knob and in 3 seconds time,

Your vegetables are gone, without a doubt.

But wait What's wrong, it's spitting it out.
Oh well!

Golly ves!

A guess it's not as wonderful

as I'd hoped it would be.

Seth Cohen

Memories
The majestic eagle spreads its wings,
As a little bluebird softly sings.
In the bright blue sky the clouds roll by.

You can hear the church bells faintly ring.

It is winter and the flowers die.
The cold winds tell the birds they must fly,
Away to the south where the warm winds blow.

The morning light from the sun casts its glow.

Geeta Davuluri



Bed

Hi, I'm farmer Ted,

And I just brought myself a brand new bed.
While bringing it home last May,

I noticed (to my great dismay),

My brand new bed was gomne!!

I must have dropped it on the road,
And I probably squashed a toad,
With it.

Without my bed I'm sad,

Because my back's going bad.

I really loved the price,

It was affordable and nice.

Where could I get another one?
Where should I go?

And how would I know?

Well my carriage had a busted door,
And you can see right to the floor,
It's so thin.

Well, I'11 go to another store,

And listen to the salesman, a bore.
The price was $895,

And I knew I could keep my mortgage alive.
For he quoted a price,

That sure wasn't nice,

To my bank balance.

But I have to have that bed,

For without it I'm dead,

I think.

For I don't want to die,

Without eating Bertha's (my wife) apple pie.
So I finally got it,

And for my back it don't do a bit.
For the moths have been eatin',

And I know that I've been beaten.

From the matress I got at the store.

Ariel Berger



Poems
While hiking the trail,
a spotted deer came to me.

Oh, how exciting!

Stephen Soong

As I looked up, I
saw a flock of geese flying

south for the winter.

Stephen Soong

Dreams
Money is no misery
There's no doubt of that to me
I wish it grew on a tree
What a harvest that would be

That's my favorite fantasy .

James Pulaski

1f I were a cloud,
1'd hover over this dirty world
Trying to wash away the dirt

So that there'd be clean atmosphere for all.

Scott Gingold



My Poems

There once was a youth from Troy,
Who was an inquisitive sort of boy.
He went to a lake,

To go scare a snake,

And found out a reptile wasn't a toy.

Ariel Berger

There once was a boy of Bagdad,
An inquisitive sort of lad.

He said, "I will see

If a sting has a bee."

And he very soon found that it had!

Colors Ariel Berger
White, grey, blue and green
Are the colors that I have seen.
Look all around
But you will not find
What I am talking about

For I am blind.

Peter Ehrich






