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Words from the Woods 

 
The Lake Placid Institute has sponsored the Great Adirondack 
Young People’s Poetry Program since 1998.  We have been blessed 
with enthusiastic support from teachers, prominent poets who have 
served as judges, parents, and most of all, the freshness and  
enthusiasm of our young poets.  Over 300 poems were received 
from students living or attending schools in or around the  
Adirondack Park, grades K through 12, and this booklet is made up 
of poems chosen for their special merit. 
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The 2021 Judges 

 
 
 

These judges are local poets and lovers of poetry and members of The Poetry 
Group of Saranac Lake. The public is invited to their monthly Poetry Gathering at 
the Saranac Lake Free Library every 4th Monday. You may call (518) 891-4190 for 
further information (currently not meeting due to the Covid-19 pandemic             
restrictions). 
 
 
 
Judith Coopy retired to the North Country after returning from China where she 
taught English for twelve years and is a published poet and author! As a USN  
veteran she is an award winning poet in the VA Health Care System's Creative Arts 
Therapy program. She has participated in poetry readings and storytelling in the 
North Country. Coopy is looking forward to the publication of her soon to be c 
ompleted military themed poetry chapbook. In 2019, another of her poems became 
a song and was registered with the American Society of Composers, Authors & 
Publishers. 
 
Laura Hull is honored to review the poetry for this year's Great Adirondack Young 
People's Poetry Contest. She enjoys writing and sharing her words with like-minded 
and diverse poets. She is a current member of The Poetry Group at Saranac Lake 
Free Library, a former member of Pen and Parchment and has had a piece or two 
published in the Adirondack Daily Enterprise. She values the joy that comes from 
discovering that someone has captured a bit of human experience in eloquent and 
raw ways - keep writing! 
 
Stephanie Banks always enjoys reading another season of poetry for the Young 
Peoples Poetry Contest. Many submissions from the 5th and 6th graders were  
extraordinarily mature, thoughtful ... And competitive! Some told a personal story 
and other poems were composed for the sheer joy of playing with words, sounds, 
and style. My gratitude to the teachers who inspire and interest their students to go 
on writing poems so we can go on reading them. 
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1 
“New York City” 

 

When I go, I am 

Happy 

Every time I go to 

New York City 

I visit my 

Grandpa and we go 

Outside 

To the bubble place 

Or we stay at his apartment 

Now we eat cookies 

Yum 

Crumbs are everywhere 

 

Amelia Hyman   

Grade: 1 

Teacher: Mrs. Blacksmith 

Keene Central School  

Keene Valley, NY 

“Aiden” 
 

Aiden is my name 
I am in first grade 

Dinner is my favorite when I 
Eat 

Noodles 
 

Aiden Johnson 
Grade: 1 

Teacher: Mrs. Blacksmith 
  Keene Central School  

Keene Valley, NY 
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“Wyatt” 
 
W 

Wyatt 
Wonderful Wyatt 

Wonderful Wyatt walks 
Wonderful Wyatt walks willfully 

 
Shepherd Eaton  
Grade: 1 
Teacher: Mrs. Blacksmith 
Keene Central School  
Keene Valley, NY 

“Pink” 
 

Pink is my favorite color 
Pink tastes like raspberries 
Pink smells like ice cream 

Pink feels squishy 
Pink looks bright 
Pink sounds quiet 

Pink makes me happy 
Pink is my favorite color! 

 
 

Maple Jane Judd   
Grade: 1 

Teacher: Mrs. Blacksmith 
Keene Central School  

Keene Valley, NY 
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“My Dog” 
 
My dog is very fond of me.   
She pounces and runs around me. 
She rolls in the snow. 
She protects my yard. 
 

Her name is Greta. 
She is golden lab. 
Her ears are floppy. 
It looks like she smiles. 

 
Gabriel Ermold 

Grade 2 
Teacher: Mrs. Lewis 

St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   

 

2 

“The Snow Fort” 
 
The snow fort my friends and I 
made was cool 
We made a wall in our fort 
It is one yard and 22 inches tall 
There is a big tunnel. 
 

We talk in our fort 
A plow pushed a bunch of snow 
We push everyone off 
We love our cool big fort. 

 
 
Henry Kraengel 
Grade 2 
Teacher: Mrs. Lewis 
St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   
 



8 

“Snow Castle” 

 

In our playground we have a big snow fort 

Our snow fort is about two yards tall 

We stand on the wall and run on the top 

We push people off the snow pile. 

 

We jump off the walls and laugh 

We land on our side 

We see the other snow fort across the driveway 

And the trees next to our fort. 

Damien Petersen 

Grade 2 

Teacher: Mrs. Lewis 

St. Therese Academy 

Nicholville,  NY   

“My Baby Brother” 

 

His name is Phillip; we call him PJ 

He doesn’t crawl but he can lay. 

When I smile he smiles. 

We love him all the while. 

 

He always yells 

He has brown hair and black eyes 

He looks at the loudest sound around him. 

He always lays upon his thighs. 

 

 

Ben Smith 

Grade 2 

Teacher: Mrs. Lewis 

St. Therese Academy 

Nicholville,  NY   
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3 

“The Zoo” 
 
The zoo is a very busy place, each a wonderful sight. 
The zebra is all black and white 
The crocodile has too many teeth 
The tortoise is so slow 
The peacock has such a beautiful tail 
The sloth is a slow animal too,  
But we must go on 
The zoo is a busy place. 

Jacob Burns 
Grade 2 
Teacher: Mrs. Lewis 
St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   
 

“Winter Fun” 

 

The snow is deep 

The fire glows 

The bear’s asleep 

With snow on his nose 

The winter owl 

Cocks his head 

And down we go  

In our fast sled. 

 

The ice is thick 

And very smooth 

But we don’t slip 

Until we move 

Our blades are fast 

And round we go 

Until we crash 

And land in the snow 

 
Francis Petersen 

Grade 3 

Teacher: Miss Shea 

St. Therese Academy 

Nicholville,  NY   
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“My Buddy” 
 

Many people have a buddy 
Mine is kind of nutty 

He is a chippy 
He is not at all nippy 

Nuts are his loot 
And he is just plain cute! 

 
Rhea Mackey 
Grade 3 
Teacher: Ms. Patricia McCormick 
Keene Central School 
Keene Valley, NY 

“Colors of All Seasons” 
 

Yellow, red, orange, brown, purple 
A rainbow of Fall 

 
White on green, white on blue 

A blanket of Winter 
 

Pink, yellow, white, red 
A lake of Spring 

 
Green, green, green 

An explosion of Summer 
 

Nova Dapo  
Grade 3 
Teacher: Mrs. Osborne & Mrs. LaBombard 
Peru Elementary 
Peru, NY 



11 

“Cat” 

 

Creep, clack, clunk. 

At night he scars my bunk. 

“That you say? It’s the cat? Oh Drat.” 

 

Mia Anderson 

Grade 3 

Teacher: Mrs. Geniti 

Ballard Elementary School 

South Glens Falls, NY 

“Blue” 

 
Beautiful as the sky. 
Wide as the water. 
Juicy as a berry. 

Shiny as a jewel in the sun. 
My favorite color. 

 
 

Aurora Davis  
Grade 3 

Teacher: Mrs. Osborne & Mrs. LaBombard 
Peru Elementary 

Peru, NY 
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Dinaea DeLuca 
Grade 3 
Teacher: Catherine Geniti 
Ballard Elementary School 
South Glens Falls, NY 
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4 
“Poems” 

 
A poem isn’t just words 
A poem isn’t just lines 

A poem is a chain of beads 
Strung together into a beautiful necklace 

A poem isn’t just sentences 
A poem isn’t just stanzas 

A poem is a song 
A memory 

A gorgeous thing 
A poem doesn’t 
Have to be long 

Short 
Just in between 

A poem is any length 
A book 

A sentence 
A paragraph 

A poem isn’t anyone’s 
But your own 

A poem is yours 
And nobody else's 

A poem doesn’t have 
To be about anything specific 

It can be about anything you want 
A poem is yours 

Yours and nobody else's 

 

 
Lucy M. Ayres 
Grade 4 
Teacher: Mr. Brad Clark 
Keene Central School 
Keene Valley, NY 
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“Freedom is the key” 
 

The ice is thick and cold 
Like just how I was told 

Let your spirits free 
Freedom is the key 

 
The rink is where I go when I’m feeling down 

But in my mind I say “I’ll never hit the ground” 
As the bad thoughts surround me 

 
I remind myself 

“Let your spirits free 
Freedom is the key” 

As I S 
            L 

                I 
                    D 

                        E 
Across the plains 

In order to keep myself tame 
 

I say 
“Let your spirits free 
Freedom is the key”. 

 
Marie Bullock 
Grade 4 
Teacher: Mr. Brad Clark 
Keene Central School 
Keene Valley, NY 

“The Twenty-Seven” 
 

Twenty-seven 
Clad in blue 

Some are old, some are new 
They are very few. 

 

Twenty-seven 
Standing proud 

Sometimes even very loud 
But we are really good you see 

That’s the way we like to be 

Vincent Smith 
Grade 4 

Teacher: Miss Uribe 
St. Therese Academy 

Nicholville,  NY   
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“An Outdoor Prayer” 

 

Back home we used to go on hikes 
Down to the Adirondack lakes, 
Or up the mountains soaring high 
Reaching to touch the ethereal sky. 
Low in the valleys great and green, 
The gobbling turkeys their feathers preen.  
The great blue churning fountains sing 
Of mountains and of gurgling springs. 
We raced the rushing torrents down 
Through shades of forests deep and brown. 
To meadows full of sun and song 
Where birds were singing all day long, 
And homeward bound we think again, 
To thank God for this day. Amen. 

 
Quinn Murray 
Grade 5 
Teacher: Mrs. McCarty 
St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   

5 
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“Evergreen” 

 

                                 A                                 
 tree 

waits in  
 silence, 

 waiting for   
the roots to grow, 

the seeds to fly, and 

the leaves to fall down. 
 A tree listens for the wind,   

  listens for a foot step on the grassy 

  ground, and listens for the heartbeat 
 of an animal scavenging for nuts and berries. 

It becomes a home, 
a source, and a friend 

to everyone it meets. 
  

Autumn Whitney 
Grade 5 
Teacher: Ms. Jenn Jicha 
Keene Central School 

Keene Valley, NY  

“Moon” 

 
Hello, moon. 

The moon shines bright,  
 The water’s ripple shimmers with   

 white light. The man in the moon smiles  
down at me as I look to the sky, what beauty 

The moon is. It glows and lights up the night,  
As the sky gets darker, the moon gets higher. 
As morning light turns the sky a faint orange 

The moon moves towards the monstrous 
mountains. And the sun wakes up, 

it is a  New day, but the moon 
will be back soon. Good- 

 bye, moon. 
 
 

Lucas Brown 
Grade 5 
Teacher: Ms. Jenn Jicha 
Keene Central School 

Keene Valley, NY  
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“Skiing” 
 
Flying down the mountain 
The wind blowing in your face 
Dodging trees and people 
Doing tons of tricks 
Slipping, Sliding, Falling 
Having fun in the Adirondack Mountains 
 
Ellie Murphy 
Grade 5 
Teacher: Mrs. Jones 
J.M. McKenney Middle School 
Canton, NY   

“Nature” 

 

The tall green grass. 

The bright colorful flowers. 

The blowing breezy trees. 

The flowing blue waters. 

The animals walking around. 

The light falling snow. 

The Adirondacks 

 

Quinn Lewis 
Grade 5 
Teacher: Mrs. Jones 
J.M. McKenney Middle School 
Canton, NY   
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“Ocean Day” 
 
Of course it can be scary, but I assure you it is not.  
Continuous waves bouncing assure I couldn't love it more. 
Entering the wavy world, my heart beating fast, 
Actually, I changed my mind, yes it can be scary, of course it is true.  
Now I am all soaking wet, as well as a little cold. I guess it was a little bold.  
 
Natalie Wade 
Grade 5 
Teacher: Mrs. Gebo 
Tanglewood Elementary School 
South Glens Falls, NY  

“The Call of Nature” 
 

The woods are a calming place. 
A quiet place. 

A place where animals live. 
Like the beautiful blue birds, 

Who collect seeds and spread them across the world. 
And the crabapple trees that provide 
Their apples to the animals in need. 

As the wind and the rivers make a harmony, 
That almost sounds like they are calling my name. 

Have you ever stopped to think about the call of nature? 
 

 
Laura Heller 
Grade 5 
Teacher: Ms. O’Connor 
Edwards-Knox Central School 
Hermon, NY  
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“Where I’m From” 

 
I am from Math books, from Whole Foods, and fantasy.   
I am from the chicken coop; dirty, smelly, full of squawking. 
I am from the Cedars, dominating our yard,  
and the dogwoods shedding flowers to and fro every spring.  

I am from the Fire House that we always find a way to live next to,  
wailing by us with their sirens whenever they get the chance. 

I am from Summers in the mountains, 

From the eagerness to learn, from Cedar and Ember and the Larfmans.   
 
I am from research and running.   
 
From ‘do dots instead of Xs’, and ‘shuffling your feet uses more energy’.   
I am from love and Pride.   

I’m from apartments after apartments until finally settling down.  
From Lemon Bars and Christmas Popcorn,  

 
I am from Google Photos,  

pictures scrolling back years and years,  

bringing bittersweet memories and  

wishes to travel back into the past. 

 
I am from all of those moments and objects of significance,  

crafting me into who I am. 

 
 
Zephyr Larson 
Grade 6 
Teacher: Mrs. Megan Wellford 
Keene Central School 

Keene Valley, NY  

6 
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“Where I’m From” 
 

I am from stuffed pugs, 
from digital devices and infinite pages. 

I'm from rustling leaves and trees that conceal shadows. 
I am from the smell of animal fur and the sounds of paws which creep around. 

I’m from harsh cold and blazing heat paired with clouds or blue open skies. 
I am from long rides of endless land to arrive at a place I now call home. 

I’m from uncontrolled hours of gaming on different devices. 
I am from home cooked meals or eating out at the diner, 

from the soft crunch of nuggets and the salt of fries. 
I’m from Hope and Mike trying to manage me and my sisters. 

I am from chaos and silence, 
from “Quiet down” and “Speak up” 

Around me are constant reminders of the past, memories. 
Memories of which I could never relive. 

I am glad to have those memories even if it's like a taunting shadow making me 
wish for a chance to go back and enjoy them again. 

 
Jayden Vigo 
Grade 6 
Teacher: Mrs. Megan Wellford 
Keene Central School 

Keene Valley, NY  

“My Favorite Season” 
 
 
People ask me what is my favorite season 
     I like summer 
        I also like winter 
            Spring 
                And Fall 
I wish I could just choose them all ! 
 

Haven Haselton 
Grade 6 
Teacher: Mrs. Nichols 
Northern Adirondack Central School 
Ellenburg Depot, NY 
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“Staying Warm” 

 
Ski pants 
Toasty hats  
A nice fireplace 
Yummy soup 
Igloos 
Not going outside 
Getting hot chocolate 
 
Wood for a fireplace 
Agreeing to stay inside 
Rugs to keep feet warm  
Mittens 
 
 

Isabella Hayes 
Grade 6 
Teacher: Mrs. Nichols 
Northern Adirondack Central School 
Ellenburg Depot, NY 

“The Seasons” 
 
I like all four seasons 
I like them all for different reasons 
In the summer I like sitting in the sun 
But playing in the winter snow is always fun 
In the spring it’s not too hot or too cold 
But in the fall I like seeing the beautiful colored leaves unfold 
 

Ava Moore 
Grade 6 
Teacher: Mrs. Nichols 
Northern Adirondack Central School 
Ellenburg Depot, NY 
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7 

“Where I’m From” 
 

I am from a place where mountains sweep the skies  
like gentle giants  
I am from the trickling stream behind my house  
I am from the mighty maples whose branches stretch out  
like the grass beneath my feet  
I am from the ski jumps whose tips scratch the sky  
I am from the friends that I spent most of my time with  
I’m from snow swept streets, 
From roofs drenched in rain whose tiles dry their tears  
when the glistening light of morning shines upon them  
I am from the drawer of my bedside table,  
where my memories lay still...  
Forever.  

 
Sam Crowl 
Grade 6 
Teacher: Mrs. Megan Wellford 
Keene Central School 

Keene Valley, NY  

“Stars” 
 

Just when we all hit the hay 
The stars come out to dance and play, 
Their flickering, sparkling, twinkling light 
It seems to glow all through the night. 
The constellations wax and wane 
They fight for glory and for fame 
And when the sun comes up at dawn 
One would ask “Where have they gone?” 

 
Joseph Ermold 
Grade 7 
Teacher: Mrs. McCarty 
St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   
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“The Flower” 
 

In the morning of the day 

In the joyous month of May 

There sprang a pink flower 

With a scent of power 

Noble and tall it stood 

Next to the colored wood 

The flower sought to be the best 

But it did not know of the test. 

 

When that lovely flower lay 

Not a price it had to pay 

A storm did devour 

All that did not cower 

Though the flower it could 

Through its great pride it would, 

Try to stand out like a small pest, 

But the storm did not resist. 

 

The flower a price did pay, 

A debt always needs its pray 

Or be turned in flower 

That will taste of sour 

Life will end as it should 

You can’t hide in your hood 

But in the end when comes the test 

You should be sure you are the best. 

Gregory Bradley 
Grade 7 
Teacher: Mrs. McCarty 
St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   

“Me in School” 
 

Every day in school 
We study language arts. 

I feel like a fool 
‘Cause I just don’t have the smarts. 

Never can I remember the rule 
My simple mind is all thwarts. 

I just sit on my stool 
And try to figure out the parts. 

Nicholas Alexander 
Grade 7 

Teacher: Mrs. McCarty 
St. Therese Academy 

Nicholville,  NY   
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8 
“The American Sacrifice” 
 

In June 1944 in all of France 
Nazi Germany had the country in a trance. 
The Luftwaffe had the air under control 
While the SS divisions were on patrol. 
 

The war was in a stalemate 
While the Germans ate delicious cake 
The Americans and British planned an invasion 
That would happen on a special occasion. 
 

The Germans watched for the storming 
Of the French beaches by morning 
The invasion was on its way 
Across the channel by night and soon by day. 
 

The Germans were in bed 
But the Americans were in boots instead 
On the beaches the fog rose 
And this is how the attack goes. 
 

Shells blew the beaches bunkers and all 
The Germans were beginning to fall 
Then the bombing stopped and all was silent 
To wait for the bombardment of troop which was violent. 
 

Many Americans fell to the ground that day 
And there for eternity they are bound to stay 
They gave their life for those in despair 
And that much of a loss we could not repair. 
 

It has been 77 years since the storming 
Of the French beaches by morning 
I praise all who liberated France 
To free the people of that Nazi trance. 

James Ermold 
Grade 8 
Teacher: Mrs. Lewis 
St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   
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“Modern Day Earth” 
 
When we talk about global warming 
We should take warning 
The ozone is disappearing 
We are nearing 
The time we all talk about 
But some still doubt 
That it will never come to that 
We need to chat 
And fix the bad 
Before we become mad 
That we didn't do anything 
To stop this abolishing 
Humans are to blame 
We cause so much pain 
We ruined a wonderful thing 
It's such a sting 
But there is a glimmer of hope 
If we all stop believing it's a joke 
And take action 
To stop this fashion 
Heal the Earth 
And give birth 
To a new time 
With no crime 
Where humans care 
And don't dare 
To repeat the past  
It will last 
But first we need to agree 
That the planet needs to be left be 
To let her heal 
So we can feel 
The Earth we used to know 
So we don't get again this low 

 

 

 

Megan Mast 
Grade 8 
Teacher: Sharon Bainbridge 
Seton Catholic 
Plattsburgh, NY 
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“The Battle of Normandy” 
 

France was taken by German blitz 
Where Hitler defended all of its cliffs 
And the beaches and shores of the sea 
Where he feared an attack there, would be. 
 

Hitler’s fears came to be true 
For in England the Allies drew 
A plan of the greatest trick of all 
Where Germany would be sure to fall. 
 

All the Germans rushed into Calais 
Where but only a decoy would lay 
So as they prepared for the attack 
They didn’t bother to look back 
 

Calais was not the target at all 
But Normandy, where lay Germany’s flaw 
And as the Germans waited in Calais 
From Normandy the Allies went far away. 
 
The greatest gathering of ships lay wait 
For the perfect weather not to be late, 
And as the weather they were hoping for 
Came, and shrouded with mist, the shore. 
 

D Day came, and the furious fleet 
Charged the shore, with few defenders to meet 
Thousands and thousands of ships were sent 
And thousands and thousands of men lay spent. 
 

Upon the bloody cliff tops up ahead 
Now for ever stained with the red 
Of heroes lives whose sacrifice 
Saved the world from Hitler’s vice. 

Jose Marcelino Alexander 
Grade 8 
Teacher: Mrs. Lewis 
St. Therese Academy 
Nicholville,  NY   
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9 “Hunger” 
 
At 14, a young girl in this day 
and age is nothing less than stress-full.  
The way society makes us feel we have to look to be beautiful is 
sad, and degrading. So even now when I go to parties,  
because of that one boy’s rude and stupid comment I say, 
“Oh no I’m not hungry, thank you though,” with a smile. 
Yet I sit there feeling my stomach rumble and ache because  
I haven’t eaten anything all day. 
 
I see all these beautiful girls wearing tiny tube tops 
and tight jeans, looking so flawless and elegant,  
but I also see all of the boys walking past me only to watch them  
stare at the skinny girls with long hair. 
I suck in my stomach as my friends puff out theirs making jokes about it like saying 
“UGH, I’m so fat!” 
I just sit and smile because we all know they know it’s not true. 
 
But I feel uncomfortable complaining about it to them 
because you know what they’re going to say:  
“Stop, you’re skinny, and you are perfect the way you are!” 
As I text “thanks” with tears in my eyes, standing in front of the mirror, 
squeezing the fat on my legs, stomach, and arms, 
I just don’t feel the same. 
 
When I go to someone’s house I make sure 
to bring plenty of outfits because you never know what you’re going to be doing; 
because unlike the other girls that don’t bother to bring their own clothes and 
can slip on anything of other people’s and actually have it fit, 
I cannot do that because one of my legs weighs 
the same amount as their entire body. 
But, that still doesn’t bother me as much as that one boy’s 
rude and stupid comment. 
 
 
 

 

Olivia Lebrun 
Grade 9 
Teacher: Brigit Culligan 
Hudson Falls High School 
Hudson Falls, NY 
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10 

 
 

 
 
 
 

“Drowning” 
 
The weight on the scale burdens my shoulders 
Every time a shirt is too tight 
Every time a hoodie is too baggy 
Every time I see someone with the idealized body type 
Somebody who can walk around confidently in their body 
 
34-inch bust 
24-inch waist 
34-inch hips 
Runway model standards that do not define me, 
But ones that I wish so desperately did 
 
The overwhelming feeling that I have to be perfect 
Suck it in when you walk by a group of people.  
You aren’t skinny enough to wear that. 
These thoughts race through my mind when I see my own reflection  
Disgust constantly coming instead of admiration 
 
The nonstop need for approval  
Drowning in a sea of opinions 
Dragging me down deeper 
Until I no longer try to reach for acceptance at the surface 
The weight on the scale drowns me 
 

Jazlyn Lluberes 
Grade 10 
Teacher: Noel Carmichael 
Northwood School 
Lake Placid, NY 
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“Proceed” 

 
A walk down my empty road 

I was trying to keep a steady pace 

I looked up to the loud blue sky 

It grabbed me by the waist 

Why are you in such a hurry? 

I said I need to push ahead 

All I have left is walking straight 

And rolling with the bends 

I admired the trees not yet blooming 

Tall with pride and poise 

Their branches bowed down and trapped me 

Without so much as a noise 

Where are you going, is it far? 

I said I have no clear destination 

I’m walking this road because 

All I know is this path prevents dissipation 

The road speaks to me sometimes 

It says spend a bit more time here 

Or it warns me of a turn ahead 

Or says accelerate past this fear 

I listen to the road most times 

It tends to keep me safe 

Even when the sky and trees try to halt me 

The road forces my pace. 
 

 

Anna Dabrowski 
Grade 11 
Teacher: Kristin Ostrander 
Galway High School 
Galway, NY  

11 
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                                “Vacate” 
 

The bumpy hills on the Connecticut backroads, 

climb the slope to the brick house with the candle-lit windows. 
 

Run up the stairs,  
past the grandfather clock, 
to the bay window over the ivy-covered garage. 
 

Wander down the stairs,  

under the crystal chandelier, 
to be chastised about dinner manners. 
Descend to the frigid basement,  
filled with forgotten games and a cat named Mephistopheles. 
 

Finally return to the second floor, 
the sun shaped bathroom mirror speckled with dust reveals 

you're no longer welcome.  
 

 

Jordan Cook 
Grade 11 
Teacher: Mrs. Kerry Burdo 
Beekmantown High School 

West Chazy, NY 
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                                 “Warmth”  
 
As the crowd trampled the concrete rushing to get  
somewhere and everywhere first, 
A boy took a slow small step and felt the earth radiating 
warmth under rain boots 
His mother tugged on his hand 
When he looked across the city or out of the car window or 
through the reflection of the television  
Life sprouted up everywhere he looked 
He saw green pouring out of every open space or crack it 
could seep into or out of 
And in the splits of the sidewalk the boy saw tiny green life 
fighting its way through 
And he saw it reaching up to be loved by the warm light 
overhead 
The boy watched as men with suits and women with fast 
clicking shoes buzzed by him  
His mother tugged again 
She brought him to a market in the street with fruit and 
flowers and lots of sniffing dogs 
The boy saw a small yellow flower and reached for it 
And the man behind his cart passed it to him with a smile 
and dirty fingers 
He felt the warmth from underneath too 
And all day the boy carried his flower around tightly with 
and showed walkers as they passed 
And they smiled 

 
 

Amelia Ellis 
Grade 11 
Teacher: Mr. Ellis 
Keene Central School 
Keene Valley, NY 
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               “Black Butterfly” 
 
The sun droops down and rests upon the flat horizon. 
Darkness starts to unveil, an attempt to chase the sun. 
May she be spared from her curse of isolation. 
You emerge from the shadows-- 
A black butterfly. 
Fluttering those unfamiliar wings. 
The eyes from your onyx cloak peer upon my being, 
Rescuing me from the curse of darkness. 
The light I once found has been smothered; 
Yet the sparkle of your scales illuminate me. 
May you receive my genuine gratitude, 
Sincerely...from the pits of hell. 
 
Eclipse Conroy 
Grade 11 
Teacher: Mrs. Kerry Burdo 
Beekmantown High School 
West Chazy, NY  
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12 

Ring of Light” 

 

 

The bright sparkle of the baby's innocent gaze 

 

Led to the growth of a child wondering through the illuminated rays 

 

Which developed the teens gleam of their youthful days 

 

That eventually led to devotion between two radiant halos, who's 

relationship was em-blazed. 

 

And just like that 

 

Their eyes were glazed 

 

They looked amazed 

 

At the bright sparkle of their baby's innocent gaze. 
  

  

Sierra Wood 

Grade 12 

Teacher: Mrs. Kerry Burdo 

Beekmantown High School 

West Chazy, NY 
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An odd trio before the guillotine.  
Between the three more  
sins than Satan,  
A trail of corpses,  
Hundreds dead, defiled.  
 
They had an audience.  
A stadium full of the offended.  
Shouts and rage.  
Their hate a blanket,  
smothering the monsters.  
 
The executioner was grim,  
Dead eyes, endless  
wells of sadness.  
He dreaded each drop  
of the guillotine.  
The only source of pity the  
men may ever see.  
 
The first man walked  
to the guillotine.  
His eyes lined with tears.  
Pleading for forgiveness.  
He had forgotten no gods.  
 
The executioner dropped the blade.  
He didn’t flinch anymore.  
He hoped the man found forgiveness, 
He knew the victim’s kin  
prayed for something else.  
 
The next man approached  
with a wild grin.  
He addressed the crowd like a hero.  
“Have you any messages for Hell?”  
The crowd had to hate him the most.  
 
The executioner dropped the blade.  
He didn’t flinch anymore.  
He hoped that this man  
delivered any messages he heard.  
Though a soul as dark as  
his may be more  
deserving of oblivion.  

 
The final man approached  

the guillotine.  
His eyes lined with tears,  
Though they were joyful.  

“How lucky I am to be  
remembered by so many.”  

 
The executioner hesitated  

as he put the man to death.  
They’d both terminated  

countless lives.  
Never had someone  

understood him so well.  
Their lives equally absurd.  

 
The executioner dropped the blade.  

He flinched.  
In the final moment they said together, 

“Thank you, dear friend.” 
 

There were 4 on death row today.  
The executioner had said  

his final goodbye.  
His head joined his final victim’s.  

He didn’t flinch. 
 

The punisher and the punished.  
They were not so different. 

Punishers enact vengeance  
on the vengeful. 

No justice could be found.  
 

 
 

Christopher Johnson 
Grade 12 

Teacher: Mrs. Rachael Leclaire-
Charron 

Crown Point Central School 
Crown Point, NY  

“Death Row” 
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“Can I See You” 

 
Can I see you? 
 
Can it be your face that looks back when I look in the mirror? 
Can I see blond hair and brown eyes so different from mine? 
Can I see the face painted to blend with the others of the world? 
Can I see the fabric stitched into the patchwork of the crowd? 
 
Can I see you? 
 
Can it be your heart that looks back when I look in the mirror? 
Can I see the bruises beyond the facade? 
Can I hear each voice that plastered on the made-up smile? 
Can I taste each word so carefully planned to keep them from judging? 
Can I feel the chill that creeps through the miniature wardrobe? 
Can I know the hurt when they say you’re not enough? 
 
Can I see you? 
 
Can it be your soul that looks back when I look in the mirror? 
Can I see the cuts made by shattered dreams? 
 
Can I hear the flustered breathing when you find your passion shunned? 
Can I taste the raw desire to roll down that grassy hill that they  
think is childish? 
Can I feel the terror of being a slave to society when it taunts freedom? 
 
Can I see you? 
 
Can I be there when the mirror shatters? 
When all you’ve tried to build crumbles 
When the traveled path is not the path to take 
Can I be there to pick up the pieces? 
Before they pierce the face 
Before they twist the heart, 
Before they slaughter the soul 
Can I see you? 
  

  

 

  

  

Qwin & Elonne Pisacane 

Grade 12 

Teacher: Mrs. Smith 

South Glens Falls High School 

South Glens Falls, NY 



36 

“A Father’s Love/A Daughter’s Hate” 
 

 
Let me tell you a story.  
                    Let me tell you a story. 
It’s a story about someone dear to me.  
                    It’s a story about someone I could never forgive. 
I used to carry her on my shoulders.  
                    He always told me to keep walking after I whined about how my 
        feet hurt. 
I would bandage her up when she fell.  
                    He would tell me to “tough it out” even as I cried. 
I gave her many presents from my work days.  
                    He was never home for me. 
There was that one time at Christmas… 
                    That one Christmas day… 
I made her hot chocolate after she had scraped her knee on the ice.  
                     It was hilarious watching him make hot chocolate for the first 
         time. 
After that, she said she wanted to go sledding again.  
                     I was quick to jump on my feet right after. 
It was the best day we ever had. 
                     It was the best day we ever had. 
The best memory I have of her.  
                    Why did I have to go and remember that memory? 
Then, like all children, she grew up. I 
                     learned to grow up fast. 
And unfortunately… 
                     Then... 
Oh, you’re still here?  
                     Oh, you’re still listening? Sorry...I dozed off. 
Anyway, she ran away a while ago.  
                     I’m glad I got out of there.  
I will never forget her face or stop looking for her.  
                     He’ll probably forget me in a week. 
No matter what she thinks, I will never stop missing her.  
                     He will never miss me. No one will. 
Sorry I trailed off. What was I going to say? Oh, right…. 
                    What was I going to say? Oh, right... 
I love her and I always will.  
                    I hate...I hate him. And I always will…  
  

Victoria Cole 
Grade 12 
Teacher: Mrs. Rachael Leclaire-Charron 
Crown Point Central School 
Crown Point, NY  
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Many thanks to the educators, librarians,  
parents, and friends who inspire our youth to  

express their thoughts, feeling and  
observations and make their voices heard!  

Thank you to the Bookstore Plus for supporting the poetry program by 
covering the cost for printing this book. 

You are now a  
published poet! 

We are always looking for ways to expand our Poetry  
Program. If you know of any schools, teachers or programs 
that would be interested in participating in the future, please  
forward their information to us or have them contact us at  

518-523-1312 
or 

Lakeplacidinstitute@gmail.com 
 

Thank you for your participation! 
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Additional programs by the Lake Placid Institute: 

For More information visit: 

Www.lakeplacidinstitute.org 
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