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7 In Grcler tc: appreclate chlldren s poetry, one must fILI‘St have the e
'desn‘e to appreclate 11: “ This ‘means that as adults we shfmlcl not '
*é:@ect toreati a ch;ld s paan written like an adult , thlld;-en s met‘
has 1ts own strengths whlc::h 1n ﬁ';‘a,\_.t are not far from 1deals whj,c'h '

nany pcjets Ain certa;n traci;tlons ha.ve sgent 11fet:|.mes pé’rfeetlng

‘were able tc:: wrlte 1cng pcmans but 1n the Drlent the stz‘z.Vlng has been:"
: ‘itcrwsrd short pc:ans and smplmlty In Ja,pan the earl;est classma.l |
' %xverse form was the tanka, or short scmg, which consisted of thlrty—cne
' ‘ffsyllables \ Instead Gf expandlng as the trad 71:1011 develcpéd the ferm

i ~mmc::t1¢:ed 4 There has hever bean a fﬂ::rm in the Engllsh 1anguage tc: e
date the wor dof brlef amtlcns Accardmg tc:) Bly ynlc:ﬁnger oo

- béccme cm‘pllcated w1t1:1 l‘hE‘tDI‘liZ and. ph1 1Dscphy, whlch are part Df;‘ he
1gmr1c1 of adults: =~ ¢ S B
C;‘hlldren* Who have not. 1earned abcsut rhetorlc and phllc...cphy,:f’,,‘;\'

]

;eqll pped very well b@th to: read and erte the. sl*lc* t Eggn. Bly S
cgllectmn 13 used ‘by several c::f the pDétS in the classr@cﬁ. to cpen
for 'the c;:hlldren the pc::ssﬂ:lllties of the shDrt pc::a‘n but ;Is'ually the |

:?best egmples cm" ._irém ‘the. students own WDI‘]:E% As am sure. many

; wards “t eéfpress thanselves they are c:apable of . E}ftra@rdmary pt::etry
i 'In TJm Ezrke *.; essay we 1earn ths.t chlldren s I:x::etry’* shc:uld be réad




‘;ﬁ';the 'w111 be helpful But the 1ntense én@tlanal 1Lfe Wil

: 11nkec1 to Spt::ntanezl.ty is what prc:duces t“’.lé really fine p@ans
» Dana Nat::ne meﬁtlcns in her essay‘ "lez.ng VQlCE " she wz..ll m@rc:v1$e on-
pﬂ%try 1deas She develcped befcre the c:lass She rep:)rts that this
results in'a’ h;ghly .charged, spcntanea"% atrmsphere Chlldren sre able )
to. sease ynnedlately whether teacher is genuine, and if the teacher As L“
fable‘té demmnstrate the 1deals cf spcntane;ty and s;mpllclty, the students
’r"w ;lly"plck up ‘on than mmedlately

'I‘he lmpc:rta.nce Df th.e mge a. plcz.ture frc:m the m@lnatlan Gften £

,Pfavar o:f mr:)re Gb,ja:tlve fcrmal aspects Such as syllablcs. Stmng

requlranenf of. seventéen syllables.i' Wayne Wéstlake 's ;araﬂiable :Ldea
fu51ng ancient ChlnEEE characters as a way @f teachlng Ehlldlén abaut

7: ,‘f”thls approach tc paetry is that 1t‘draws on the orlental
As Wayne palﬁts aut the results

'ﬁqvwrltlng Si{lll ‘src; mlnmal An@ther way I ve fmmd to encmu‘age axznta

ne:l.ty ancl better :‘::ii’ery as Well : 13 t@ dc :Ereegassoclatlon "\mn:l chalns'?

:'every day :f:::r a. few mlnuta% f start fo by tJIHng them for- th:u:‘ty e

,ﬁseconds Ft::r scme resscn thlS makeks than want tD ’w:r'ltévery fast lf they -




=] tt‘_x rearrange SG!TE mrds

I try to cx:j‘Vlnce tha'n that the S}x}rter thev
‘can nake the P:)an?. the better. S P
. We 11ve in a tec:lmc:loglcal sfrclety where the automatic 'trend is =

tcward clsss;;lcatlcm and standardlsatlan ‘ Tm thez; tea::‘hers re;y

GllLalVElY on gsmes and teac,hlng fﬂl"ﬂ’ﬂ.llas and see these as ends Mgst :
f;the pc:ets teachlng 111: ftE SEhGC)lS use games wrth ru;és tha:t are made M
c"’ be: brt:ken; fﬂje 1dea iz ‘that the gsmes w111 s;ark an mterest 1n wcxrds .
- and language so that students will' eventually find a Way tD write pr::ars o
on the;r DWIl‘. ~ PO o . “

Tr:.e poens 111 the secand sectlon are merely san@les r;:f the h@c]reds
: of gDQd thlng? wrltten Wh:Lle the PI'I‘S ngram was in. Gentral C)sh

the m:::st rules lgcludmg tncse Df spellmg and gramn

In the 1<:wer grad%s this Gaﬂ bec:cmé a prDblgn but :Ln most t;ases "vt

better to 1et 'thase klrrzls c:)f prcblats pass and th;nk Df the errors 35 h

Drlented towa.rcl poetry, by sfjmulat‘ng 1nteré"{ in usngmrds 1t no

dcmbt does much to help 1ncré e overal language 11s.. TEE.Ch?“S and

a@umstratcrs cnften react W:Lth amazanén ygywhen théy see COllE(:thﬂS Df
studerit'\”mrk after a poet's visit. The secret is that all of. the people
1nvc>lved in the pmgram love: pcsetxy and are peisanally in touch Wl'th -
fhe creatlve energlés they are helplng the chlldren cilsc:t:)ver for
thanselves ' o ‘

' _Editor
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EVALUATING STU DENT F’OEMS

| TiITl Burke

L If Z‘ZYDU. are‘ .Lj.ke m::sf tea.c:hers you pmbably f:Lnd the prospéct Qf

ry ngtc) gulde mulds,e p:::ets alt:mg the road to serlaus wr;tlng _
cllfflc;ult with Students at any level, anci part;x:ularly so when the wrlter

‘?;15 111112 y&a_rs ZL:I and nct Sure how tD spell "1\&3:1‘1:1311 "‘ Vﬂjat does Dne

*Pamela. Halstead "”ff,? o




Wallace Stevens, an insurance executive, can find thirteen ways of looking
at a blackbird, certainly you can find one or two interpretations of a
poem the kids haven't noticed. - (Nobody ever said teaching was easy!)
‘ Here's another:

Tomorrow will be a better world

with lots and lots of fun

and everybody will be happy.
If not then maybe next time.

--Yvette 4.

Notice the dc:\ublé mean;ng ih the mrd' "then'? The optimi=sm that poem

Reaching out in the night

over and under things seeking light
xylophones playing

animals howling

no one can hear

nothing is clear

everything is unknown.

--Roxarnne

Here § a variation on a long-stale quatrain, pralsamrthy for its
refusal to :Eollr:w the obvious:

The roses are drying

the violets are dead

My garden is wilting
and my flgwers are tlltlng.

('Ihese are trleky——ycm may be the
last one in the c¢lass to hear that
ditty.)

Kids can be profound, more often than seems possible sometimes:
Rooms of museumns
I'd like to see
other rooms beneath the miracle
that might be inside me.
--Robin Y.

A dark night.
Gray wolves upon me.

-=Lee Ann 4.
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And ‘louk at these, all by a boy named Tony:

All of us Iet all that think
remember when of you live in
the art we took was fun. vain

even if they are my friends.
Language is
an awful thing.
No one likes it.
Go and see.
under water
and
go and .
end your life,
Did you notice that these are vertical name poems, in this case about
' art, love, and 151:15;uage'? If you didn't, maybe you are not reading as
carefully as you should.
Not all students write as well as Tony and Pamela. Many don't
cx:me close. H:w do you encourage the struggling masses?
Sometimes a poem will be 90% cliche, gibberish and inside jokes.
But it may alscs have qualities worth d;sc:ussz_ng Music, i@r example.
In this c:-.as;e music may mean two words, lines apart, having similar

SDUJ:'ldS or repetltlon of vowels (assonance) or consonants (consonance):

Singing chimes in the wind

wandering in the air

full of cool, icy dreams.

Sounds of Animals

Horses clop very loud
Cows' moos make a nice tune
Snakes slide slow
Seagulls glide over sea
Puppies bounce up and down
Kittens pounce around
Lions roar very noisy
But I walk nicely.

‘Admittedly, this second one is not an example of predictable language,
especially from a fifth grader. These lines, each a poem in itself,
hang togethér a5 one poem because of what the author does in the 1351:

~line, brlngmg herself (or her "persaga,”) to the edge of this 200 -

" collection of creatures. and wild beasts and declaring her humanity in no
meertaln tems ”Clap" and "moos" and "snakes slide slow' and "gllde"

followmg "sllde" as "'pounce' follows 'bounce' with ”rc::ar" br:.nglng up s

7




the rear—all these words that sound like what they describe (onomatopoeia)
bring enormous life to this writing. ‘
Here's one a little less dazzling:

as my mother ' s voice
yelling at me.

This one-dimensional image (or is it?) is the product of a literal
approach to the challenge of writing similes, or comparisons. Once
pra.lsed what to say? What about the musical quality that begins at
"thunder" and is picked up again by the word "mother's" in line three?
Say them to yourself. Thunder. Mother. Thundermother. Both words
come from the same resonance in the throat (and heart?) and give this
poem its essential bit of musical unity.
Try another:

The crackle of a fire——like a cat playing ball with foil.

~~-Michelle P.

Can you hear the connection among the "f'" sounds? 'of" "fire" "foil?"
And among "ball" and '"foil' and "crackle'?
Even an honest error can give rise to a lesson in possibilities:
“Ihga radio has been hear for years
I 1like to listen to it with my ears.
The Sec:and line is forced and fails, not only because it make= the poem
a singsong but because of the recluﬂcis_m:y af what is being said. How else
to listen but with one's ears? (This is nc:t to say that the line could
not succeed, as is, in another context). But the first line is a gem due
to the (inadvertent?) misspelling of the word "here." That writer mlght
be 1nterestec1 that some poets do that on mse—snusspellmg key vw;ards
to force mutiple interpretations on their work. That student has opened
an entire area of 1nqu11§r And if he/she swears on a stack of trading
cards that it was done 1ntent1ﬂnally, so much the better. Half the art
af ertll‘]g 15 believing yc:u can, anyhow.
" The baglnn:mg of this essay hinted that I'd tell you how to
tra.r.lslate your ,judgnents into easily understood language. I lied.
I don't ha.ve the formula for that, for it is a chemical function of the

8



rapport between teacher and student. What I will suggest, however, is
that you continue to do one thing you probably do already or you would
not have read this far: be honest in all conversations with your students
about poetry. If you don't know, say so. Poems are mysterious amalgams
of music and meaning that often go beyond literal interpretation. Don't
fight it. Your students will respect you for your candor and for allowing
them to be awed, excited, perplexed and ecstatic, often all at the same
time. And they m;ay learn to trust those feelings and rely on tham for
future poems, knowing they need not be locked within, but evaluated
honestly, with your sympathy, attention, encouragement and blessing.



GIVING VOICE

Dana Naone

"Every time I dream, I go through a doorway,'" the first line of a
poem by a sixth grade student, expresses better than I can the atmosphere
and feeling I hoped the three classes I visited at Wahiara Elementary
School would sense each time they sat down to write. On each visit I had
current I felt in the 111(;11‘1;1:;11131 classes and 1nd1v1dual s,tudents, I
improvised on the poetry idea that had been brought in for the day It
was a way of leaving the door open to the possibility of things happening
in the classroom as the moment dictated. The result was a spontaneous,
"and even combustible, time for myself as well as the students.

My owzi feelings about the idea of 'teaching'' poetry writing have
been evolving since I first started in the Poets-in-the-Schools Program
four years ago. At the mrkshﬂp held with the ‘teachers at Walllawa I

del;catej subtle, elusive and powerful art, 'I was more confortable
calling what I did with the students exercises in maglnatlve writing,
if one had to ecall it anything at all. The point was to make things
ess structured. What I aimed for lay in the
opposite direction from the kind of workbook assignments the students

t:cntlnually engaged in. As a consequence, any attempts at introducing
‘1little fanfare as pﬁSSlble. I relied, in great part, on their tunlng‘,
into the energy from which poems (here a prejudice in that I'm t;-a.lking
about the poems I pay attent;@n to) arise and which they generate.

Equaliy m’:p‘yrtant Wlth What I do say in class, is what I don't say.
Ch:l.ldren have faantastic radar and know mstlnctlvely WhEIE the real
energy lies once assured that they re free tcz dlp 1ntc; it ami are
encouraged to do so. With that basic trust one doesn't have to belabor
issues, ;31.151: get on with the task at hand, urging the kids to write what -



they feel, what they imagine. What comes is recognizably genuine:

I had a dream that someone
was talking to me. But
I didn't Eknow who;
that person touched me,
which gave me a chill. -
People were knocking on
my door so loud, that
I couldn't stand it; I
opened the door and no-
one was there.
I heard my mother calling
me, but I couldn't get
up to answer.
--Margaret
‘ With a poen like the one above, I find that I don't have to do much
talking about how one can write about a personal experience that every
child and adult who remembers being a child, reading the poem, can
feel touched by and share in; that the strength of poems lies, in part,
in the particular experience, or the particulars of experience. The
following example is more fantastical, but has the same authority of
experience:
I dreamed a pumkin headed
péfscun was chasing me, so I ran
in my neighbor's yard, somehow
I jumped in the car with them,
and the car wouldn't stop. We
rode for blocks and blocks, finally
the sun broke through the
- dreary clouds, then it seemed
as tho a lion headed person
had stopped the car.

--Dina

As one might expect, particularly in the elanentary grades, there
are some students who have a bare grasp of writing skills. I received ;
a poem from one fourth grade student written in a kind of shorthand. If
it were merely ungrammatical it wouldn't be interesting, but the piece is
infused with real energy and power: - - ‘
I was dreaming that I was
playing with my friend in
the straw and stabbed I pull it
out and the blood came down

my . friend to help but 1t was
~too late I died. ,

~-David ]
- LZI'LJ‘L‘,‘ 11




1 expanded one exercise by suggesting that students could write
about the opposite of the dictated assignments, which had to do with
memory. If they had trouble remembering anything that they felt like
writing about, I said that they could write about all the things they

had forgotten. We began the class by reading two poems by Jean Follain.
Rather than attempt to explain the feeling of time and memory in Follain's
work, I used the poems to create an atmosphere, asking the students to
pay attention to the sound of the words and to try to picture what
Follain was writing about. One student explored almost every combination
of what amounts to two words, 'remember" and "forgot," w1th astonishing
sophistication. The rhythm that builds and carries the poem is something
I could never have told that student how to achieve. He picked it up
himsel £,

I Remenbered

I remembered that I remenbered
something, but I forgot what I
remenbered, now I remerber what
I rananbered What I remembered
is that I forgot I remembered
and I said I remenmbered what
I forgot. Then I remearbered what
I forgot it was, I forgot what
I remenbered. Because I remembered
something else. The thing I remembered
was I forgot 1 remembered.
What did I forget? I forgot that
I remembered something I forgot.
I forgot that because I have too
much to remember. One of those
things is that I remembered that I
forgot what I remembered. Now I
remembered what I forgot what I remembered.
S0, I remembered what I forgot.
But I forgot that I remembered
that .I Was supposed to remember
what I forgot, so I forgot it.
Another of those things I remembered
is that I forgot what I remerbered.
- Today 1 remember what I forgot I
ra‘manbered What I forgot is that
I have to write about what I remembered.

—=Thomas

© I further suggested that ranazberlng could also take the form of the =
memory of having been something else before being born in 'thi_s life:

12 -



As 1 opened my eyes the

clearness of life opened its door.
The greeness of plant-life scattered
about me; the scent of flowers
filled the air. As a flying object
neared me it spoke as if it

was talking to me. I had soon
found out that it was a blue jay.

—=Janet
Or the memory of something that one imagines having happened:

I remember I cut the grass

but when I looked behind I

saw the grass was taller than

it was before. I went back and
cut it again, but it was even taller.
S0 I got some gasoline and poured
it all over the grass and threw
a match on it.

When the fire was over I

saw that my house was burned
down, but the grass was taller.

—-Marvin
That same day I asked some of the students who had finished earlier than
others to make up a definition for their names. One girl wrote about
her name, Shelley: "I would like my name to mean rain drops falling
very heavy by the sidewalk."

Another day, I brought in mimeographed copies of Frederico Garcia
Lorca's "Guitar" and 'Dawn" to introduce the idea of images, which I
called "a new way of seeing." -The students were free to imagine that
they possessed any kind of extraordinary powers of vision to help them
see their world, or the next world, in a new way. My only request was
that they describe what they saw: '

- | | I saw a tree dancing with the wind,

it was also singing. When the
leaves fell they were dancing also.

I saw a school of fish go 'walking by.
- The fish wore diamond necklaces and crowns.

I saw angels in heaven eating steak.
God was making another body.
The angels wore furs. So beautiful!

~-Naomi

13



I watched my mother

in her pink bikini
bathing in the sun,

soon it star’ed raining
and I saw her no longer.

When the sun came up later
my mother appeared again,
she was more beautiful
than she ever was.

She had roses and tulips
in her hair and a fancy
hair do,

it soon began to rain and
all of a sudden flowers
of every kind bloomed

all over the world.

—Merry

I saw the sun

rise at dawn. Its

rays made of burning
light. The fire which
roared within the sun
heated the cold morning.
My third eye then saw
rain coming from the
sun's eyes, But as the
drops fell it turned to
ice. As I touched the
burning ice. . .

my sky-blue hands
turned to rings of fire.

—-=Janet

I had a ball

Not the one that you throw.

A rainbow is coming out of it.

It is on a cloudy day ‘

The trees began swaying

The wind blew my ball away

Far up into a cloud

And it busted -

I could see nothing but black

Until ribbons, balloons, bubbles and str:mgs
Came down frcm the cloud.

Stars came down upon me

Then glittering pe:::ple began sun‘mmdlng ma
It was only for a minute

-And they soon disappeared.

7 !!J&‘?E{L‘?é
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I saw a 100 foot flower.

With green fingers grabbing purple
apples. On a 1 inch tree with pink
leaves falling on the blue grass,
With silver brains in their orange
heads. Next to the round blocks
with transparent legs.

~--Thomas

During my last visit I asked the students to write about t’hémselves
saying both real and fanciful things about who they thought and felt they
were, or turning that around and writing about who they were not. On an
impulse, I also suggested that they include a country or place name in
what they wrote, if possible. - We made a random list on the board, and
then the kids turned loose:

I am not,
California where it snows
évewday, I ‘am not Téxss

n:::t 'Vletnam Where I:tx:r péﬂple stay,
I am not me, I am you.

==H10 name

- I am not
a flower
which =its there
with morning dew
like a million
little jewels
falling off
each time a wind
comes in the dense
woods of Canada.

-~Fern

am an orange
am grown in Callfornla

at first I was a seed

Then a fruit, now I ripe

but ncbc:dy 1;_I§es sSour oranges

= -

I am nc:t a vegetable
I am a fruit

‘Then- suclclenly DI‘DP' ,
I fall, and then start to rot
on Narth American grmmd

, —!ﬁféﬁdy
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One student wrote a poem that is so remarkably Buddhist in feeling and

I never wvas I

and I always was I. 8Since I was

born I was I. After I was born I never
came I. I was I when I never was I. I
have I and I don't have I. I am just
I. When I amnot I, I am I. Forever

I will be I but not I. I will continue
tobe I until I amnot I. I am not

I now. I am also I now.

What characterized the work of these children is boundless energy, life
‘and vitality. As one student put it, "I am just me/alive and free."

Or the wonderful upsurge at the end of the poem written by a fourth
grader:

I am not the mosquito
on his arm.

I am not the lion

in the zoo.

I am not the fish

in the water,

I am the human in
the boat.

==Mark

16
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CHINESE IMAGERY
Wayne Westlake

"A man's character is revealed in every brush-stroke.'

—— Confucius

English is a language of words, Chinese a language of pictures. English
strings letters arbitrarily together to produce "words,'" that th:rt:ugh
learnlng, we associate mentally with the proper meaning or image. The
Chinese simply draw the pictures. In Chinese all characters are images.
In English, the words themselves are never images. The Chinese have a
saying: ''One picture is worth 10,000 words."

I begin by asking the children if rain looks like RAIN or like "1,':";

if the moon looks 111«:5 MOON or 11}:2 .b ; 'if “the sun looks like SUN or.
1ike$? ; if mountains look like MOUNTAINS or 111&3‘1& ; ete. It's
simple enough and obvious to ever?c:sne. The kids catch on fast and start
shr;:utlng out "NO!" before I even begln to write the word. I tell them
that not all 1aﬁguages use words—some, particularly Chinese, use

plt:;tures .

Priming the children to think in pictures rather than words, I draw a
number of primitive Chinese pictographs on the board. I ask them to =
‘draw the pictures and make up a meaning for each one. I sometimes call
these pictcgi'aphs "ecave drawings' or hiéiﬁglﬂ:hit:s ‘ 'but actually they
are 1nscr1pt1c:ns fcnmci on E.nt:lént fDrtune—telllng tm‘tle b@nesaathe
Vearllest known use Df Chlnese written language. a

on ok
R LIS W



0

= Moon

= Sun and Moon together = brightness

il

Heart

Stream

Evil eyes

Mountain

]

I B { # & ¥

= Fish

318 = Rain

% = Horse
£ = den
%; = Worm

The images look s:mple but you'd be surprised at what the children come
up Wlth Ancient Chinese wrltlng is incredibly simple and t:hlldlﬂie
making it ideally suited far sparking a child's simple imagination.

I don't tell the children the real meaning of course, only give them
the anciént‘ pictograph. By making up their own meanings the s:hlldren

‘ressentlally create their own language. And now to use it. I ask the
‘Ghlldl‘%‘ll to write "picture poams" using no mrds, only the pictures
I've given them. After drawing the picﬁn-é poems ‘I ask them to trans-
‘late lt into Engllsh so that I mlght be able to understand their

- seribbled draw1ngs . : '

18
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The river sparkled by the light of the full moon.
The fish in the river had cold eyes.

Rain fell on my nose.

The snake was in the grass.

The dogs paw got wet in the river,.

-=Sharlene Lum, -+. 5
Kaala

ot RN O

The birds flew

over the mountains,

dinto the white clouds

like a fish swimming in a river,

past the moon.

—-Maria Baligad, gr. 6
Kaala

o
N £ D ¢
‘The lizard on the branch
was trying to peel a banana

- ——Kenny Kawamoto, gr. 6
 Kaala

s
0
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One fffish was captured

in a2 boat, his eyes

were furious and he b
said I'm the King of
fishe==s they. should
.know that, can't they &
see =y crown?

~-C"athy Capellman, gr. 6
B ickan

Doesn 'ttt tEemon g
look lit-dike D
ahnana?
~-KgIXZ 1y MWhehon, gr. &
AlixZaman

. The
stick=man
ha=d no
face

~~Dqun Jaeger, gr. 5
A & Liamanu

the nos==e wWinear
the eye==s @ilthe eyes O
loocked - up the moon. '

~-Jace=zquely, gr. §
ALl = cunean

« .. The w==aterfall is
‘\ might——y, powerful,
2 ag it = rushes and gushes
Cinto - the lake.

~~le—cqurie Smith, gr. 6
A" Liamanu

2 gnry




Cr=sashing through the forest
Cr==awling down the mountains
Shi¥ ning for the sun
Glc—owing for the moon

My heart ’beaj:s rapidly for

As ev1l e,yes watch me, run!

—-=Lani Mayfield, gr. 6
Hickam

Poemmn

The = moon gave way to the shining sun

as - I followed the tracks

a fm'eather in my head and a hammer in my sack
I f-ell asleep

but . when I opened my eyes

I c::::)qld see nothing but clouds in the sky.

~——Tuan Vu (Vietnamese refugee), gr. 6
Aliamanu




Ne=xt I offer to show the children some '"Chinese tricks." Using more
meedern stylized Chinese characters I show them how the Chinese magically
cr«==ate whole new images simply by adding other images together. Chinese
ch=aracters are either siﬁglé sinple i’mages or more c.an@iex images

cr==ate other alfferent images is one of the most fasclna.tlng aspects of

the= Chinese written language.

E = Sun H = Moon i = Sun and Moon t\:tgether = Brightness
I =sk the class what Sun and Moon both are. The children grow lively,
fizmally hlttmg on the fact that both are very bright.
5 = Sun * = Tree Sun through Tree = East
"fEaere does the Sun rise?" I ask. "East!'" the children shout back.
ﬁ_ WC!‘IEII »*? = Roof ? Woman under Roof = Peace and

Contentment
“HCTTJW does a woman feel inside a house?" The ladies in the class all

agtee that a woman in her house feels peaceful and content.

&K =Voman F~ =child ZF = Woman and Child = Goodness
"A . woman with her child is a picture of what?" 'Goodness!"

ﬁi Two women tc:gether = Arguments ;
I=ask vmat two women do together? 'Talk." "(}Q shopping.'" '"Argue.'
Tw mnen ‘together in Clh:l.nese means to argue. ;

ﬁ = Three woinen tcgether = Aclultery and Wickedness
"A mnan has three women--what kind of man is that?" I ask. 'Bad!"

"RE_ch!' "Tired!" the children shout, flnally caming around to
‘ch::keﬂ:less and adulgg;'y
A= Ma.n by = Mcuntaln A 4 = Man Mountain = Immortal

"“Hm lc:ng does a mountain live?" "F¢ - ever!" the children scream!
’ Ver—y good! By now they are filled with images and fired-up encugh
*ﬁé a!::Eg;;n wrlt:mg pc:séns

C}’Eliser images:

E ‘Moon ﬁﬁ = Two moons = "buddies" = friends
; a:” Sun * Tree Sun under Tree = Darkness, Mystery
B = sun over Tree Erlght sunlight, daytime

E = Sun . === = Horizon - HE_ Sun on Horl.'?:c:n = Sunrlse



Man AA. = Two men following each other

= Man * Tree ﬁiéMsns;id'Ii‘ee=Tafest
=Man B = Field gy
= Tree 5&* Two trees

M
1]

= Man and Field = Farmers

%>>>

Grove o= = Three trees = Forest

Peaceful Woman guarreled with Wicked Man.
Wicked Man took a grove.

The grove was Peaceful Woman's.

Wicked Man was from East, did not

know how to work a grove.

Man and Woman following Peace
into the forest to the East.
Sun was rising,

eye was seeing,

as Man and Woman followed Peace.

~=Kathleen Moorehead, gr. 5
Hickam

ﬁ ~ In the village two women were in a fight,
T The strong men were following each other. M

--Steve Kehoe, gr. 5
Hickam

A lady ﬁm 1Sdies ‘f‘hree 13dies

a tree sun belc:w a tree
sun between tree man on
a mountain two moons.

y') szcznu

The sun shines brightly.
The stream is peaceful.
The moon rolls in with wickedness in his heart.
The immortal giant argues within his thoughts.

--Diagna Reyes, g‘f. 6.
Hickam ;
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Very often childm choose to write short, s==imple poems based on a single

Chinese image. Tekids seem fond of the jireage of Sun and Moon together:
QD % :fing = Brightness. I've come to call these the

"Ming Poems." Sgmral are exceptional--a co—ouple in particular are

near masterplecesin simplicity.

kople in love
like the sun and moon
wning together
wer the hills.

--Cheryl McDougall, gr. &
Hickam

=

0 Am I

Who am 17?7 -
Am T g moe=on and sun,
raﬂéal‘“thsndm@n

banana. WWho do you
think I ar=n?7?77?

--Donmna  Rice, gr. §
Aliame=—mu

llen 'you look at the moon,
it looks like an orange.
fiter awhile it looks

lke & banana.

~Christine Benites, gr. =5
Aliamanu

There was a Moon who had a Sun. E})

-=David Cannon, gr. &
Hickam




By far the most diff=S cult exercise I attempt in teaching Chinese imagery
is one of translatior—a. I use short Chinese poems by Li chr,f E (699-762),
China's greatest poe@:=. Among other things he is famous for his expert
use of Nature imagerser and for his simplicity —— simplicity being something
strived for in Chinesse poetry (quite unlike English poetry today! ). The
poemns I use, '""In the Mountains—You Ask, I Answer' and "SmmerDay in
the Moi,mtaiﬂsg" are ssinple four-line (chiieh-chii) "short poems''--one with
seven charaéters per line the other with five characters, both with four
character titles. S the children are given between 24 and 32 Chinese
images to work with. |

I give the children t—he poem in Chinese, the sounds of the characters,
‘and a vafied assortme=nt of possible literal meanings for each individual
character. I read thme poem in the best Mandarin I can muster and urge
the kids to begin pic=Xking, piecing, puzgiing together some sort of
meaning for each line=, aiming ultimately at coming up with a poem -

(a translation?).

I encourage them to f—eel absolutely free to do anything they please with . -
the images they have Ebefore them. My favorite quote on translation:

- "In_ the end ybu put deyem anything you lil{e;" I also try to convince

* them that it is not nee=cessary to wie the exact words that I 'vesupplied;
but to try to find otEher, more poetic words to express their thoughts!

- This is exactly what =the poet must do once he or she has worked up a

- literal tr,énslati@n_ As expected, most children choose to write

literally, yet enough are free and literary.

Literal: : ' :
' ==lowly shake white feathered fan.

r—aked body color of nature forest within.
= _-ake off cap, think of stone wall.

I>are head shiver fir tree wind.

E-BiZZy ‘Mason, gr. 6
Hickam
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SJ. ::xwly the wave cleared the fl;l.ght Df w;ndi
A bla.ck fc;\rest within a solid strip

--Diana Reyes, gr. 6

Unc::::ver pme trees s0 that w;nd can bres.the msane ciew
Think of a stonewall as a hat. ;
Sluggish waves clear their white feathers slowly with a fan.

stk&m

Summer Day

the body i= solid as a mountain
you need a fan a cap of hat

and you sit on a rock

the mornings soft as dew.

--Dean Wilson, gr. 6
Hickam

Bec:ause I encourage the kids to do anything they like with their trans-
l,atiéns, they often use more than one meaning for éac:h character. This
image EREEILSiGn sometimes causes the youngsters' minds to cverficjw with
tlicaughts. flnd there is enough :Lmagery‘ suggested ina snzgle line of
Clhlnese fdr the children to write four or five lines :in English. More
than once kids have had so much bouncing around in the;r bralns to write
a whc:xle pcan based on the four character tltle'
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To take advantage of this creative overflow I recommend three or four
line stang'as in English for each line of C‘h:,nese It is hard for the
children to sustain poetic intensity throughout their entire poem,

=3 stand out spectacularly.

but occasionally individual stan:
The foilaiving poems derived fram one line or less of Chinese:

I investigated
An island of jade
And stayed
Wondering why.

~-Julie Hadley, gr 5
Aliamarnu

I will have

a long life near

the river with

mysterious blooming plants
- flowing

a large circle

around me.

~-Angelina Cruz, gr. 5
Aliamanu

I reply nothing.
Ask me how all 1'1l say is
= I wish T lived o
- In the green hill.

==Fllen, gr. 5

Aliamanu

lLazy bird shake your white feathers
Lift your naked body out of your nest
‘Become the color of Nature, fly!

==Russ, gr. 5
Hickam
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I sometimes ask
myself when will

my wish come true

for I want

to stay in that green
and blue Island

that ,

keeps interrupting
my dreams.

=-Vicki Vetter, gr. §
Aliamanu

I 1iugh and laugh.
1 don't mind having whiskers.
Echos still answer me!

==Kathleen Regan, gr. 4
Aliamanu

Don't cry

Lauzh and smile
Make fun of life.
Beautiful flowers
decorate dark days.

--Kelli Moros, gr. 6

Alicmaru

. (Following are several interesting successes at sustaining intensity

thr@ughaut a longer poam).

L@@k iﬁtﬂ'thé Graﬁé and Fall into the Echo

Ask me why I wish to stay on a green island.
‘Make fun of my whiskers and you won't return to Nature's mind itself.

Beautiful peach flowers spreading through the dark night corners wash away
Is there another NatureEgraund w1th@ut people inside?

—-=John P.; gr. 4
Aliamaru :

(A remarkable piece of translatlon staylng very glase
to the Drlglnal)

2R




In the mountain

The center has strange
Questions.

People investigate
And return without

the answer.

Iong life flowers keep
Flowing like water.
But know one knows it.
Always leave water.

--Jerry Chang, gr. 4
Aliamanu

And all of
of sudden flowers
started to bloom
while my heart
started to relive
And every night the secret why
by the hill I should go
I pray! Thy away .
God don't separate
Heaven- from me
Amen.

==Famona Villa, gr. &
Aliamanu

I return to my father's grave

On a hill red green and blue stands
His only wish I never knew it
There were no smiles on our whiskers
Over the river over the dim blurry
Stands our home

My father is in Heaven

He is in the sky

That's the way pature and god planned it
Without people knowing. .

mountain

-=David Bruce, gr. 6
Aliamanu



I stand near the center
of the mountain

and ask it a question
nmy answer comes back
in an echo

I love to sit and rest

as I gaze at the blue sky
on the hill near

‘the mountain

-1 smile

and yet

‘don't really understand

this imaginary person

that I have locked in my mind
to think

and dream about

.long life can be beautiful
flowing like a stream

but it c#n be mysterious
and dark

in the distance

Nature rests
here on earth
and yet

it's beauty
stretches across
‘the universe

—-Laurie Smith, gr. 6
Aliamanu v

The mountains
center questioned
~when the echo returned.
I questioned myself '
when the Idea
rested in my mind.

-

amiled
but
yet
I don't know
nature naturally.
Peaches
flowers
moving
spreading
; mysteriously.
Separate the skies
"of heaven
drifting
without
the wind.

--Wayne Leigh, gr. 6
Aliamanu



One of the more unusual and original poamns to come out of this transla-
tion exercise is one using Chinese sounds. Chinese poetry is e;s:tranéiy
‘musical and one boy decided to include Chinese sounds in his poem. Due
- to misspellings and writing errors the original version is virtually

By its marvelous use of sound it hits straight to the heart of poetry.
It rings like Chinese music in my ears!

The Hsia Jih in the Shan Grove

Chung the two towns

The Lan Yao with the Po Yu gave a
Shan to the Lo Ti in the

Ching Lin that Chung and Tuo
your Chin and Qua it on the

toe and Shai with the Sung

in the Feng!

—Jim, gr. &
Hickan



At first I thought tﬁe'translaticn exercise might be a bit too complicated
for the children, but once they understand exactly what to do, once they
gét the hang of it, they immerse themselves in it and enjoy. Judging
from the results, and the number of leis I get, I find that translation
exercises can be a very useful technique for getting kids to write.
Giving them the "bones" of a poem and letting them "flesh' it out,
provides a special stimulus for the creation of p@étfyg It gives them
interesting ideas to play with, to juggle around in their minds. More-
over, it exposes them to something poetic that iz so foreign, so new,
mysterious and even bizarre, that they plunge right in with character-
istic childhood curiosity. The role of the teacher is not so much to

" teach any particular subject, but to teach learning itself. By exciting
the children's natural curiosity they will learn just about anything by
themselves. It is only natural. Chinese poetry has lots to offer every-

one, expecially children.

4R
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SECTION 11

STUDENT POEMS
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Harvest the kite by
glass. Unorganized
but still seen through
side interior with
called a pane. Who
am I? fram the

air?

--Lawrence Pascua, gr. 6
Webling

Even when I come home
Voices come in my body
And nobody knows if I am home

--Bvalyn Ventura, gr. 4
Waialua

Heart mountain. Fish in the running water.
Two friends fish in the forest.

ﬁ;EﬁaZyﬂ Ventura, gr. 4
Watalua '
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Mystery to China?

The closer you look,
underground
moon beams
all ways
help
Black Sand
Beach and white
tip rocks.

==Seott Antonio, gr. 4
Kaala

In the fall rain, haze, air
Slide over the fur road.

--Cimone, gr. 6
Aiea

A Shark

Sharpteeth whiteteeth

Danger in water RBite not a
pain killer

--Jonathan Burge
Webling

35
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Harvest the teeth

As sharp as a thorn

As gray as clay mud
Connected to jaws with teeth
Teeth grew as wild,

as wild grass.

--Lance Matsuoka, gr. 6
Webling

Phantom Dream

One night on the
Island of Guam,

I had a dream

of the strangest
little old thing.

phantan was watching

me with a camera

inside my dream.
Meanwhile, in my -

I was climbing a

cliff and all of a
sudden I lost my

footing and fell two
miles down, down, down,
then a cloud had gotten
in view of the phantom's
camera and me out of view.
And, suddenly I heard a
THUMP. and got a great
big bump but when I woke
up I realized that I had
fallen out of bed.

—-Steve M., gv. 6
' Wheeler

36
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I sat by the river

Under a willow

Nobodys there

Quiet as can be

The clouds moving in the sky.

~=Tammy, gr- &
Haleiwag

I stuck my sticky tongue in the blue milk
and thenmy face turned blue and my hair
got noodely and my ears got hairy.

But I did not panic because everything
turned normal. But I had spilled some
of the tlue milk on the sink. I went to
see if anything happened, and saomething
bad happened the pipes had hair coming
~out. I did not panic I brought the
barber over to trim the pipes.

~~Sandra
Pearl Harbor

I expected my mind to be silver
and clean but it wasn't. It
was dark and dusty and it
-looked dark like a cave. My mind
hurt while I was looking for
-moonlight to get out. I was
- singing to my self while it was
~raining and finally I got out.

~~Glenn 0.
MLlLlant - waena



Center circle is always
Easy to

Color

Ever green

==Cece Dew, gr. 6
Pearl Harbor Kai

I carried my silver present
Down the soft road
In the beautiful ice wind...

--Lawrence, gr. 4
Salt Lake

I disappeared into a dark cave.
I cried for my mother.

An eel held a grey spear.

I crawled to my mother.

The eel pointed his hand at me.
I stepped in some mud.

The hand grabbed my hibiscus.

I grinned. I crawled to the eel.

HE hit me with a cance.

. ==Tom C.
. Mililani - waena
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Moonlight disappears
over rocky fire.

Father attacked
a soft hollow body.

--Andy Andrews
Nimitz

Yarborough is a sly one yes
A sly one when she goes babysitting she

chaRges 75 cents yes 75 cents she is a
Barbarian yes she is she

shOuld go to the funny

faBm yes indeed she '

shOuld why I bet she pulls peoples hair she's
Ugly too she loocks like a
Gorilla yes she does

yarborougH is a sly one yes she is

-~Cathy
Mililani - uka

Young
"Octopuses
1liNger
And
Meditate
In the
Nile

-=D§e;:m, gr. &
Salt Lake
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Glue
melts
when
the
ocean
turns
into

o
=

gerson
smells
a
little
bit
of
the
metal
that
grows
an

inch

every
year.

~=Anonymous
Saott

A tree in front of the mountain.
A voleano erupting?

let me fell the cross

Let me have the hook.

Is it a side V?

It's an end of a house.

I zee a music symbol.

A lantern that I have,
Iet's go to the mountains.
I see a rock by grass.

I see a music symbol.

A house?

--Nathan -
Pearl Ridge
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In the purple sunset
there's an old ghost town.

An old yellowing picture

has evil black-eyes

that move the misty-hammner.

--Kelly A., gr. 6
Hale Kula

One day a mynah bird was over

a silver sunset. And the wind
blew hard and the kukui nut tree
danced and the branches made music.
And the fire pointed at the
branches and the mynah bird cried
father!

and the problem was solved.

--Wendy
Mililani ~ waena

I am a firely ball overlooking the streets of violence
“that swiftly turned to the city but has yet to find
~ a place where no one has gone before. The ghost
that haunts my house is a mere old man rattling
chains and every night he goes to lie in a

raggedy old lamp shade which is a dull thing

I am yet to find my destiny as the future

glows before me but yet if I were to live I would
be in endless space reaching toward an unknown
‘planet yet to be reached by an unordinary

person but a space creature as though he

was at the ennnnnnnd.

==Greg Stone, gr. 5
Pearl Harbor Kai

41



We PUNISH the BALD LITTLE BUSHES that are
CLIMBING the great FOUNTAINS of INDIAN TIME.
TODAY, CARDINALS eat ABCUIT two ELEPHANT VALLEYS

in two DAYS.
In five days, PIRATES eat FAMOUS DESERT CEMENT.
I have a WITNESS that said he saw TICKS flying
to JUPITER.

~=Anonymous
Wheeler

I dreamed me and family and some of my relatives
went in the coffin until two dead men came because
they had to go in the coffin. After that we

went some place. Then we came back and two

lady have to wear something on their head then they
have to go in the coffin then close the light

and a ghost going to make sound and the ghost

can see true the coffin.

--Caroline, gr. 4
Kunia

PEOPLE IMAGINE

DEEP IN THE WINDY FIELDS.
THEY PICK THE ROOT BY THE SKIN.
ONE TIME, THEY BOUGHT A RADIO
AND LISI‘EDED TO THE SIENT '
WH?EATHDNEWITHALACH)BALL
. WRITING A MYTH.

==Anonymous
Mililani - uka
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The doll who is walking.
Lion is erying.
Who is a song?
Who is playing piano?
Who is crashing?
Girl screaming in the window.
Who is playing trumpet?
Who is playing harmonica?
Gorilla is crying and walking.

Man and woman are singing.

=-Sun Min, gr. 4
Pearl Ridge

The moon and the sun play in the running water
The heart joins the moon and the sun.

The moon says good by. and goes away. and now
the sun and the heart meet a man talking

to the moon.

-~Lorrie Antonelli, gr. 4
Waialua

As I was chopping the wood under the park
tree I saw the twilight shine over the
waterfall.

-=Karen, gr. 6
Kipapa



THAT HAD PROBLEMS FALLING ASLEEP

--Tricia
Mililani - uka

Sun setting C

lamp goes on J:[ - ) 7
cloud spreading mountains ' ;’ NN A/\\
hard to see. : - : , —

==Tracy, gr. &
Kipapa

thread a needle pick a vine and watch the rain fall on the edge
of the valley the surface of the water is asleep now but tomorrow
we will pick a vine and smoke behind the wall our toe is slick
because we wash it and next time ride a root in the evening

~-Joey, gr. 6
Salt Lake

The face of the moon! . ]
It has come to take one of us away.
" Everyone run into their house.

--Kristy Y., gr. 6
Mokulele

o
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In the city garden a man said I will plant a seed
and make a gate.

A boy came and said can I help you? And then I'll make

a key to the city gate. You have to wear boots. O.K. Now

go home and sleep and cover yourself good because it will be cold.
Wake up 7:00 ............ The sun was high. It was windy...

. my head was a vine
I holded my heart
I felt the island swallowed by
a vanilla crab
Venus Earth was everywhere. !!!

;,—_,ngng gr. 4
Aiea

The shining pond
shines so bright-
that the
stars are

--Stephen C., gr. 6
Bale Kula

All about chalkboards
Chalkboards in the trash.
I sit on a stool. o
-ard then outside my window I hear
crash boom pow zap ah.
andout came a man and he was embarrased
-he was embarrased becaﬂse his invention didn't work.
-=Aaron, gr. 4
Pearl Harbor Kai
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This LEMON is as DRY as STONE POPCORN.
Watch out, that OCTOPUS ‘and OITER are
,CREEPING=up like a BULLL
PEQOPLE sure can be crafty when there's

a 10T of FREE coke's.

HELIO, do you like the WORLDWIDE EMERAID
TRUCK service? WHY do you ask?

I just saw a SILKY POLAR BEAR and an
APPIE-looking BELL and OLD-looking
TEACHERS in their under SHORTS.

-=Richard Cragg
Wheeler

Blue hydrants by celophane flowers

at the yacht in the harbor

with a dog biting a man by a bike with a 8 trac
Rightover the hill is the door of fantasy

with newspaper taxis and shark teeth of silver
On the other side lies a diamond hotel with
crystal like fish

a rumner from nowhere comes with a gun that
can't shoot, but has a bullet of satin

--Derrick Kida, gr. 6
Moanalua

If you take your eyekall and look

through someones brown teeth

you will see a rock inside a shoe

and on the rock will be

an ice cream castle with a yellow hippo
guarding it and a river around the castle.
In the river would be a sailboat:

Under the sailboat will be a hairy fish
with'a black nectarine in his mouth.

=-Blair
Makalapa
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YOU'D PINCH DRACULA if you want A NIGHTMARE but I wouldn't even dare.
‘The TEN MYSTERY WAVES I went to look at the SEA looking for an IDEA
for me When I went to look to see I saw ten waves looking at me I .
looked back only to see the ten waves were running away from me.

==Anonymous
Helemano

Crazy Wishes

I wish I were a refrigerator
but I'm only a piggy bank
filled with shells and fish
I'm so lonely it's like being in a bottomless pit
with a waterfall. ‘ ,

I'm so sad I feel like being kidnapped

then somebody would pay attention to me.

I cried myself to sleep that night

and had a bad dream. I dreamed

that I was being mugged by Godzilla

after that I woke up.

--Karen
Shafter

Wind the point = then lean on the problem.

--Michael (a girl)
Makalapa

A boy grown to work hard

for gold in the war when

the devil dies and trouble
comes--we won with bloody arrows
down some lie :

‘and some were loony and jump
~and shout.  Wee, then,

‘we visit the ghost

and celebrate.

: ;;Anﬁaﬂyﬁéﬁs
Iliahi =
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I am unspoken of

I am unspoken of

I can walk through
my house but no
one can see me
nobody speaks

of me for I am
unspoken of——-

through a meadow
but no one will
know for I am
unspoken of

A horse can

run wild and

I will be upon
him but he

will not know
for I am unspoken
of——

—I can walk
~up a flight of
stairs and my
mother will
lock out but
she will not

see for I am unspoken of.

--Dednna Gaines
Solomon

“a crying dc:g
a dead cat ,
a . broken blue glass

-=Sally G.
Nimita
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Diamonds

Asparagus grows beside the lane

and every morning after rain

The leaves hold drops of water high
The rising sun with generous light
will make each drop a diamond bright
To shine against the velvet sky.

==-Anonymous
Wheeler

We go hunting when it is red.

We don't have meat because we scared them.
When flowers appear people goes away.

I hate beautiful human beings.

When I see a shark I cry. .

I bite my self when I am in the graveyard,
Beware of ants.

Porcupine is my favorite food.

--Cesar Pudiquet, gr. 6
Waialua

kmrdé never enter the air
they only float
until they reach someone's ear

==Patriék; gr. 6
Mokulele
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The magic rock is oval and sharp

and it glows in the moonlight.

when the wind blows

-=Tina Coffelt
Hickam

The birds feet are on fire
next to a flower

with a nice stem

and he is in the middle
surrounded by fire.

--Cecilia, gr. &
Kipapa

- this old street I
saw this old house
" I went inside and
I saw this map
I took it and locked
at it as I loocked
at it, it lead me
to this hot and sunny
Island.
- When I reach there
I saw my family
looking for water.
They didn't want me
.to help them
back and went hame.
As 1 reach home
"I saw them laying
" on their beds!
- —-Sonia, gr. 5
Kunia =
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I harvest Lines

and I turn blue to my heart
and pencils kiss pens
erasers turn to stone

and my pants are of paper
my shirt turns to paint

==Patti Day, gr. 5
Webling ,

the electric piano
plays long songs

that sound like quiet valleys
with broad trees

with leaves falling
into the ashes
and threads flying

-=Jinny, gr. 6
Salt Lake

The rose patch was harvest in the
Sprlng when the color was green
~The roses were rolled in a roll of carpet
The window was open so that rain could fall on the carpet
The new record played a song so the roses could grow

The snake slid into the window to eat the picture of the donut
The donut sang a song of a rose

The color of the donut changed from

rose pink to brown

f—*C'iIPIV""Zié V., gr. 4
Webling

got sane money from my house.
found a crab in the river.
.found a pretty stone.

got a doll from the planet.
will buy some food.

will take my friend with me.
found some dirt in the hole.
Wlll show my mother my things.

‘HHHHHHHH

a—Kgffy
Shaf tgr i . .51
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The sun has risen beyond the hills,
and spreads its gleaming rays
upon all window sills. But
far off in another place it is
still night; for when we are
night they are light.

'S0 we will never hear the Wind's
Song together"

Unless of a miracle (the sun stays
in one place) we will wait
(not very long) for the others
from the other place:

"To hear the Wind's Song!"

--Tracy Loeffelholz, gr. 6
Kaala

Last night I dreamed that I went for
~-a walk-under a rainbow, I followed the
rainbow until I came to the end. At
the end there was a prism. The prism
was in charge of all the rainbows. I
asked him how to wake up fram this
dream. He said to pinch myself. So

I did and I woke up. -

—-Alan A., gr. 8
- Haleiwa

Ele-ake is the kind that would
eat the world. He has his
-father's swamp L

‘and his mother's eyes of
Mongolian ear. Watch out!

If he touches you, ICK!

7 “'%;Aﬁ;;ﬁymﬂysi '
Iliahi -




sleep
in the rain
inherit

- spoiled illusions

==Byron
Seott

One crazy night
the moon shone white
- my eyes felt like
it was to bleed
in a sharp twinkle
it was gone
"and I went home crying

~-Cindy, gr. 6
Alea

I was walking in a dark forest
and a light kept flashlng
When I was close the light was
- far but I kept chasing the light.

—ngaiﬂ, gr. 6
Haleiwa

I Liké tﬂ‘Hﬁﬁé Fuﬁ

I like to run -in the grasg

It feels like bugs are crawling under

- my feet, -

- Sometimes'I go wzth my friends and N
we ‘roll dawn thé hill where the '
grass graws tall : ‘

Daﬁgzz EZu$n1a§ gpiﬁs.,.um,_f
HﬁZgiwa v




I spend hours in the garden
Teaching my flower stems
to dance.

~-Linda, gr. §
Salt Lake

HOW
can a
ROYATL,
MIND
WIN
a race
with
CARS?

~~Freda Faletoi
Helemano

Many yvears
And many days
Alligator's face

-=Pamela Rosales
Helemano

Irene has brown eyes,
_Eneri sah nworb seye.

Eneri saw a worm sigh!

--Irene, gr. 5
Salt Lake




I see the cat

even God sees him

some poets see him
There on the road,

now he's by
the young bear,
Your eyes made me laugh
tonight.

Life makes hearts whiz around.

--Ruby, gr. 4

Mokulele
weave
slender clouds ,
slide white Venus
down ] : to
to up

Earth and jump

==Tammy Choy, gr. 6
Kaala

Women down the stream
are mean and lazy.
Asleep in chains,
their minds thlnk of another world
“" They're like fire Burning off
your head.. Their skin is like sand.
- People try to touch them,
~ but they throw paint. :
They - 1maglne they're JEWElS.
Their home is in the mDuntaln
Ihey re a myth

: ":?ir-;xgzth
Mililani - uka




A man was looking out the window zkg S 7
crying for his star that was lost . — :j;ﬁ? 4
in a box.

--Lisa, gr. 6
Kipapa

Spirit

The spirit of steel was scraping for the coloring

af baked gardenias-s Oh how greatly thin and whlte

doctor that tauches the winner with the Raal Thlng.; The marnlng is
getting near for the enemy of hundreds of jars. '

John is pinching the frosting on the chocolately lawless perfume.
Enjoy the cheaper price of peaceful snippers with a secret

wrap see more games cause the cost is despairing

From dollars to change.

—--Lani Mayfield
Hickan

Harvest the Gresn

‘When you harvest the green
- What do you harvest?
Trees are green so are 1eaves
But-did you ever see a greenbean?
seaweed under the water is green
. weeds are green
"~ windows in the jungle are green
the bars are covered with green leaves
- But which is green the rlver or the
‘ w1nd? ; :

--Kerry Kurgh, gf.'E
Webling




A firefly humming in the cracking sun near ~
crystal waters of a pond. Snack on green nuts and carrots. It was
spying on fishes with big eyeballs and gold teeth in

the water where toads and snakes lurks. Some kids slide along

the bank of mud in the afternoons. Ducks quack at

their children. Trucks pass over on a bridge.

~-Clement Chang, gr. 6
Moanalua

NINETY-NINE PERCENT INDEPENDENCE GIRL.

NATURAL, SUN ECLIPSE

OCTCOPUS in the SAND

Do the twist in WAIKIKI

CRUISE around in the beach

Don't get 1LOST in ILOVE.
 RATS and BEES with the TRUCK, NATURALLY
SPIDER DUSTY.

‘ séfﬁtrigk Coon
Wheeler

CENTURY INSURANCE, A SHORT COOL MURDER,
AILMOST' SHARP, DRY BUSINESS, SOFT, COOLER,
- MUCH LIEE

FALOON eats SNAKE and all is GEMINI.

s—Trgéy éféwés
Wheeler

. We harvest hungry.

The - Strawberry talk is all gone.

~Every plate is very hungry. ,

,When you eat you: feel like

7 your flying.

Even the fruits shrinks to hearts

Sometimes .you feel like eating candy vegetable
‘Also’ when you sing you have a -

‘sour taste like your 1n ‘heaven .

——Eﬁthzgén EEPQZZQ fo‘f
’ MQzaZu& e




PASS OUT
REALLY WILD
BILUE PRINCE

--Jeff, gr. 5
Pearl Ridge

I am going to harvest a scribble
the paper might even change.
It might even tear
also it could even leave a long strip.
I might even turn it into soap lather
and climb up and down it.

 --Eric Correa, gr. 6
Webling

grandpa's wife always shines his boots
and waits on the earth

While grandpa is on his island
fishing in a teacup pond.

‘but he never catches any fish

“ hecause the spinich in the pond is
s0 slimy so the net always brakes
and the bees always nip you...

—sZynrz‘, gr. §
Salt Lake . -




I have a big tree

it has soft leaves

and long branches too

Most of all I like the trunk

~=Shaim
Pearl Harbor

my mother's voice sounds like
a child
sliding down
a. window pane
and her mother's voice )
sounds like
a bear
swallowing a seed.

One day I went to the beach.
I saw a jelly fish—

a lonesome fish. :
I put him in a saimin bowl.
I turned on the radio, '
and he heard the Hustle

and started to rockout.

-=Reaq
Seott




Once upon a time a fat woman riding a surfboard
fell and her head was washed in a deep sand hole,
Along came a simpleton riding a skateboard
came up and fingered her pockets

and found a precious jewel
And the lady said, ''What are you doing?"
And the simpleton said, ''Taking this jewel for tax.'
..."and for renting my beach." The lady said it
was worthless and she started erying. The simpleton
said "HAHA!" '"YOU CRY BABY, I GOT YOUR JEWEL."
Now he screwed it into a tree, and poisoned the sap
50 it would be safe from the wind.

--Robbie
Mililani - uka

In a river
down in the forest

play little pebbles underwater.

The river is smooth like glass.

The water is sweet like candy.

'ﬁle rocks are hot from the sun.

A horse passes by in a confused way.
I know some children w;Lll find this river...

==Lenore, gr. 6
Salt Lake

I am the wrath of msnkind ;
the hunger to kill and cease all life.
I amthe gullet that hangs over

’I‘he pe::ple of the place we r;-all hell.
- I am the memorial of the past.
The memorial of what became a slaughter
house covered with blood.

I am the salvoes of death. -
The salvoes of anger whlch c:::vered

: snEdgtzr Chsshtrg
= S.::Zamcm




I iﬁém«gd

While walking to Japanese School

It rained

I ran ,

Then I heard loud voices calling my name

I locked, the town was flooded

The school was floating away

saw my parents crying

swam to the school

Cold & shivering I caught hold of my
father's hand , ,

Then I was safe with my parents
floating away with the school.

= 1Hw

-~Lynn, gr. 6
Halelwa

Once upon a time there was a HIPPOPOTAMUS and a- BIRD and G’Q’IRAFTE
that saw a jewel thief. So they called theEIECTIVE and E'?Lach ‘
""Can you keep a SECRET?" 'Yes," said the Detective. 'Well, _ there's -
a CRIMINAL in the jewel stare;" -"A what!!!!" VA jewel thit:ef. " I
better get me some RLM EVERYONE is in DANGR. You're righ- at, 'so
we've got to FIGHT." 'You're right." The mimals SNATCHING-Z the

, drmk away from him. 'We won't let that crinminal take ADVANSITAGE of.
us.'"  Mrs. BEE said, '"Hurry, for OLD-TIMEsskes. I've got = to go
before baby BEE gets hungry and starts eatingmy wife's MINI-"—ckirt :
‘and starts drinking GAS! Good-bye." The animls and the de-etective
ran off and caught the criminal, They sat there and POURED = some rmn
The chief came in there and Sald "That was 1 BEAUTY." I hOgepe you . .
_know what he meant. He said, "Just for that, you can be hélg pers. "
Then an EAC-ELE came in with a WIGGLE "C‘an Ibe Gﬁe tDc;'?"

--Rene M.,gr.5 ‘ G e
Wheeler S SR

Pyrple People

poiple persons, poiter pot and -
- propula:drink I:lescn fram the

plcjlnet plnk' R

--Steve. M': gr. B T B i ity s T
Whgglgr ‘ » 8 N




I SLEEP IN THE CAT'S TRACK
WHICH WAS IN THE SOFT GRASS.,.

==Kenwyn, gr. 4
Salt Lake

Entér the wife with glasses
carrying a hog with a bread that
looks like soft leaves

She calls over to the egg
thats a hatching eye

and she. faints !1!!

~-Della, gr. 6
Alea

‘E&iﬂbﬂw
:"egg Yoik
) o is ma
E@Eéﬂt@p :
brothen -

”aaﬁilfréd f&@n, gr; g
Kaala °
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eggs are painted like a dolphin
it has problems
people stretch it like a bus
1t grnws watery wine
it smells like odory rice
1t went deep in the valley
a long time there was silence.
the land got poisoned by fire
the eggs were in pain
now they use it like fertilizer.

§=$u$§tt§7
Mililani = uka

Hard pillow in a wet oven.
A boy used a rotten toothbrush accidently

twisted his tongue

-~Reynald
Pearl Harbor

I tauched dust one day by the W1ndaw
aﬂd fﬁund the secrets af ISIS

?—=Gﬁ12 gr. §1 e e
: ,SQZt Lake . -




If you yell, silver flowers '
will arise and the sun will shine bI‘l‘tElY
and the Birds will start singing

and the Trees will start swaying

. grass will start moving in the wind

and you will fall in the silver flcxwers
and dream of wha.t I wrote.

--Richard, gr. 4
Mokulele
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