
VIEWS ON POETRY 
 

Maya Cooleybeck: 
 

Poetry is the one thing most people can’t master. In poetry, you have to get way 
beyond that lesson about rhyming in first grade and start really thinking. First 
thing, put down how you feel. And that’s way harder than it sounds. You have to 
think down inside about how your heart beats and your mind runs. Then, after 
you have composed a single line, you go on the journey to the dictionary and find 
the word that rhymes with ‘document.’ And that isn’t that easy, either.  A poet’s 
job is to find beautiful words fit for life and have them rhyme. And you can’t 
make your own words unless you’re Dr. Seuss, so good luck!  
          You know when you’re a poet. You can create lines of beautiful rhythm and 
beat without hesitation and you feel perfect when writing. So you’re a poet. So 
you’re a poet when you can write long stanzas about simple things. They rhyme so 
beautifully, or not, and make even kindergarteners flabbergasted of your rhymes. 
So you’re a poet, and you can write. Well, good for you, because you know how it 
feels.  

 
You feel amazed, perfect, simple, complicated  

All in the mind of a poet.  
All of us can do it.  

We just don’t  
Know.  

All in the mind of a poet.  
A single poet  

In us all.  
 

Hailey Willard: 
 
The first thing we did to start writing poetry is that we thought of something that 
was in and poetized it. After we had a few poems written we put it in a magazine. 
When they were in a magazine we started all over again and then that’s how the 
process keeps on going and will never ever ever stop.  

 
The end or maybe it’s not. 
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Stanza 

Maya Cooleybeck 
 
Unless it’s just me,  
This is a poem.  
Who said poems 
Had to rhyme?  
If you write it  
In a stanza  
Like so,  
It’s considered  
A poem. 
   
I can write  
Whatever I want. 
I can write  
I love rainbow ponies,  
But I don’t.  
That doesn’t matter,  
But I can write it.  
   
I can write  
All I want.  
No one  
Can stop me. 
I will  
-Keep writing  
Forever. 
Just keep writing  
Forever. 
 

 

  

(untitled) 
Emmanuel Mukadi 
 
Air 
Is 
Our 
Water 
We 
Are 
Wet 
But 
We 
Don’t 
Know 
It 

Poetry  
Leo Perez-Loynd 

 

A poet does not copy  

He writes his mind 

He lets thoughts go one by one 

The energy flows 

For poetry is a cycle:  

First, comes the inspiration  

Then the changes 

Then the prerelease 

Allowing the ideas to grow 

Then the editing 

Then the release 

For now the first poem  

Is new inspiration 

And it goes on again  
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Books 
Ethan Cole 
 

A simple piece of paper,  
Could pack a punch.  
A synonym for magic, 
Books are the answer 
Long or short 
Vary between 
And sometimes the characters 
Can be MEAN! 
 

Lola 
Ethan Cole 
 

Lola 
Zebra coated 
Writing lots of poems 
She extremely likes poetry 
Writer 

The Circle 
by Brage R. Golding 
 

There was once a circle who was in a bubble but he wanted to be in a painting. He popped his 
bubble and went to seek his painting. He found lots of paintings but he needed to find the 
right one. 
     Finally, in Paris, he found the painting. He jumped into it. All the people loved the 
painting. He felt happy because he was in a painting that was his dream. 
 

I had a dream at night 
by Alena Thalput 
 

One night I had a dream. First I was on this big sandbank. We were trying to stop a guy 
because he was trying to make a dam. My friends helped me down. We tried like crazy to 
stop him. My friends were from preschool. Then we saw this big group of flying zebras. They 
made the bad guy leave and took us on their backs. We were flying, really flying. We went to 
Africa. Wee-hoo we shouted. The end.  
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What is black 
Henry Shugrue 
 

Black is a pit that never ends 
Black is the color of an alley at night 
Black is the shadow of death 
Black is a crow flying over a grave 
Black is something missing inside 
Black smells like smoke invading my lungs 
Black tastes like wormwood 
Black sounds like a thunderstorm rolling by 
Black looks like the grim reaper at your door 
Black feels deep, empty and dark 
Black makes me want to hide and cry 
Black is depression and despair 
 

WHITE 
Remy Minkoff 
      
White is a crushed dream 
White is a collage of sadness 
White is a long forgotten memory 
 

     White is a lonely being, no longer sane 
 

White is an inhuman being 
 

White smells like a dead rose 
White tastes like a peppermint candy 
White sounds like the mourning of a broken person 
White looks like a dead forest 
 
                          White feels like a crisp, fresh blanket of snow 
White makes me feel new emotions 
White is malice, a distorted being 
                        WHITE  

                                         Also 
                                                    A  

                                                           BEAUTIFUL 
                                   SNOWY     
             DAY 
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