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E MY POEM (TITLE)

) | /My name i< [name}.
| | .
Today T feel like a/an (adjective) (noun)
T
(verb)ing in the (noun).
Sometimee I am afan (noun).
¥ gomet/meg Iam a/an [noun}
But a/wayr Imn [aa{/ect/ve} -
I ack ﬂle wor/d [querﬁon Z )

| AM/ the ancwer ic
afan [repeafyour wordc from line Z)













POEM FOR PEACE (TITLE)

A They cay we chould be enemiec.
But your heart ic as [adject/‘ve} a¢ my heart.
Your hands are ac (adjective) ac my hande.

Your eyes are as (adjective) ac my eyes.

We are the ctar/ec we hear.

TAey 7‘/'9 7‘0 te// ve rz‘omer of Aatrea/
' But T know o befter one:

Once, Z'dreamedfcarmed [no(m) and (noan}

a/ane through the [houn] towm’c{yoar [noan}

[As’k a quection } 7




Poem for Peace

by Caleb D., 4th grade

They say we should be enemies.

But your heart is as funny fast as my heart.
Your hands are as sweaty as my hands.

Your CyE€s arc as crossed as my €yces. P aarE e

We are the stories we hear.

They try to tell us stories of hatred. -
But I know a better one:

Once, I dreamed I carried candy
alone through the trees toward you.

Want to share a drink?



(TLE)

— There are dayc when T o [my name)

ana’ days wAen I am not.

/My heart is a/m« [adject/ve} [veré)mg (noan) in t/ne ;nommg _

‘ am/ a/w« [ac{/ect/ve) [veré}mg [noun} at myAt

\ Ifon/y I could be (adjective).

If only I could let 9o of (noun),

e ——

I would be the _

\ (gomeonec name) thic poem ic for yoa

To love you 1 20 be cie RN




The Singing Bird

There are days when I am myself

and days when I am not.

My heart is a peaceful twittering song in the morning
and an unbearable living noise at night.

If only I could fly in the sky,

I would be reborn.

If only I could let go of pain,

I would be the singing bird.

My love, this poem is for you.

To love you is to be the singing bird.

— isabel lameirao

writing prompt by Joseph Fasano




GRIEF POEM

| I miss your smell of (noun).

I miss your voice like [m{jective) (noun).

I mics your hands like (adjective) (noun) (verb)ing in the (noun).

But Iknow that living means (veré]mg

] /]m:/[ wm«t 7‘0 o I want to [veré)

And you, [name} Iwm;z‘yau to ée L‘he [adject/ve} [noun}

Go be t/ne [repea.f noun am{ m://ectwe from the previous /me)




GRIEF POEM

i | miss your smell of pinecones.

=E | miss your voice like a simple lullaby.

— | miss your hands like little pearls dancing in the lamplight.
— | But | know that living means remembering.

ol And | want to live, | want to sweat.

el And you, Erin, | want you to be the biting wind.

ot Go, be the biting wind.

B . livia karlstrom



you come ta me (ike a (verb)ing noun.

FRIENDSHIP POEM

| Vou and I are (noun) and (noun).

Vou and T are (verb)ing and (verb)ing.
When I am deep in (noun),

WAen yau are /oct in [noan}
Igo to you /uée a [veré]mg noun.

(et the world x'ay everythmg s [adject/ve)
Iwoa/c/ érmg You [noun} /fyau were (Aa{/&&t/ve]




You and I are forest and sky.
You and I are breathing and wondering.

When I am deep in Ohio,

you come to me like a whispering ﬁreﬂy.

- When you are lost in Vermont,

I go to you like a tiptoeing child.

- Let the world say everything is hellbound.

I would bring you Aloe it you were burnt.
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N CHANGE POEM (TITLE)
O " I am done with being [Aa{/'ect/‘ve}.
| . _
I am done with (verb)ing the (noun).
Y e
I am done with not [veré)/hg [adveré )
Ut )
e AUA All T want to do i{-{veré) like a/an __ffi/ne é',o_“_",), R = .

the way Ia//d when I was not [&wgect/ve}

[Yoar rm.me) [adject/ve}_ cay :2‘

—— - A —— — R————— = S S P S P PSR i s S—— -

I am na?‘ (repeaf ye//aw a.d/ectwe)




4 POEM T0 MYSELF

3 | Mo one knows fAe- that (verbg) in me.
| -
No one knows my heart ic a/an [adjective] (noun)
T ey
I carry through the (noun) toward the (noun).
Mo one knows fAe (noun) I coftly (verb).
i But I do. I do. B
I will wake foa/ay a.m{ [veré] my [nocm) )
: Iw;// wa/é toa/ay and (verb) the [:«oun)

| L will [veré} w«t:/I[veré) the (no(m)

_ [repeaf blue verb fAree f/mes')







30 April 2023 at 21:11
POEM TO MYSELF

rel| | No one knows the tiger that stirs in me.

— No one knows my heart is a silent jungle

—= | carry through the night toward the drinking

B | pool.

T No one knows the times | softly roar. R
TR But | do. | do. T =B

| will wake today and taste my existence.
| will walk today and prowl the edges.

| will hunt until | sate the hunger. I ST———
L — Tiger, stir, stir, stir. S SET——




L e (U—— —_—

Poem to myself

No one knows the wolf that cries in me.

No one knows my heart is a bleeding
offering

| carry through the world toward the
stars.
No one knows the acceptance | softly
crave.
But | do. | do.
| will wake today and carry my heart.
| will walk today and honor the blood.
| will walk until | reach the stars.
Wolf, crying crying crying.

FMR
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SELF-ACCEPTANCE POEM (TITLE)

- The (animal) cannst help being [aaﬁect/‘ve].
The [p/aut] cannot help being [Acﬁect/‘ve}.
The (celestinl body) cannot help being [m{jective}.
And T cannot help being G/our name).
Even in my sleep, I dream of (comething you like).

_Even in my cadness, I love my lwoun).

L cwim in the rivere o/’ my (emaf/om}

I climb t/nroug/n the mountaing af' my (ematzou)

I travel for yearc and yéaﬂ’

And on the other cide
ie-(your-name); beavtiful (your name),

_his/her/their [acﬁzﬁ_cj&e),[_agn,)_&erblmg :n.the.(mun }



Myself

The seagull cannot help being hungry.

The grass cannot help being green.

The sun cannot help being round, like a ball.
And | cannot help being Jonathan.

Even in my sleep, | dream of garbage trucks.

Even in my sadness, | love my comfortable bed.

| swim in the river of my autism.

I climb through the mountains of my joy.
| travel for years and years.

And on the other side

is Jonathan, beautiful Jonathan,

his cheerful voice calling in the neighbourhood.




The cat cannot help being independent.

The sunflower cannot help being radiant.
The galaxies cannot help being immense.
And I cannot help being me.

Even in my sleep, I dream of wandering.
Even in my sadness, I love my resilience.

I swim in the rivers of my calmness.

I climb through the mountains of my passion.
I travel for years and years.

And on the other side

Is me, beautiful, wonderful me,

My resilient spirit wandering in the universe.

— isabel lameirao

writing prompt by Joseph Fasano
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