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As we did the final judging of the entries in this year's middle school writing contest, we were struck by the
excellence of several poetry entries. Although none of them dealt sufficiently with the topic, "How Can the UN
Better Help Refugees?" to win a prize, they all strongly reflected the dilemma of refugees. So we wanted to share
some of these poems from students of Ms. Liz McGrew at Boltz Middle School, with you. As an added treat, some
of the winners of this year's elementary art contest are included. We regret that we do not have room for all. The

originals will be displayed at our chapter's annual luncheon meeting on 15 January.

My life
M3 world
Gone
My children
Husband
Familg
Fricnds
Hopc
Destrogcd
In an instant
]’m blind
Tothis Pcrilous world
And ]| run
]F onlg, if only
The hclP
Camc to me
And | knew

5011'16 one carccl

Tellme
[f] go,

Wiu thcg hclP?
Wl“ it be too late?
How long
Deoes it rca“g take?
There are
Restrictions
Am I allowed?
Am I too different?
What kccps me
From the women inside

Can 3oujustimcy that?

TellMe

Even there
Wlll | be safe?
Wi" my bocl3 be mine?
T he stories say
Littlc protection
A simplc chore
And I’m not me
I’m it
A Possession ina
Strangcr’s arms
No rights
No cares
No needs
Wull that be me?
But 5urc|3 PcoP|c care?
Sct up guarcls?

Kori Klingclsmith
Forbicl lcaving?

Eliminatc needs to leave?

Magbe?

Mg Jife My world
Dcstroged with
This unknown fear
T his unidentified threat
He Fights him
T11e3 Fight for this
And me?

l am caug]')t in the middle
No Place to run
No Placc to hide
]F only, if only
It wasn’t so far

This samcctg net

Coastal School in Haiti

Inessa Garrey

Ms. Steffens’ 2 Grade, Namaqua Elementary



TellMe
K ori Klingclsmith

Was here ]F] miss No fear
Not there Kegistration Of civil wars
lt is so far thrc is my Of bcing
So c]angerous Food? Thought a traitor
| am so alone So little Orarebel
Revealed Not Enough Both sentences of
5uc11 an easy Arent thcg Dcath
target Thcrc ] see
Peace
Tellme H ope
]5 there no guidc A{:rcsh start
To 116:|P the Why can’t
irjurcd everyone
Shocked Have this
Gricving Chancc
E_Hcrly Anc] Havc what
Sick | see
Disablcc] And what I I’)OPC?
And the list

Tcll me

Gocs on forever

| am among the Despair Turns to Hope What rcn:clrsl e
Lucky Peter Ritschard So helpless
] survived this Ms. Jones’ 4th Grade, Von Buren Elementary Thc P"Cy?
T error that took Was it somcthing
my Frcparcd for | did?
Family Anyonc at Aﬂg time? Somcthing | saw?
thsicauy, fm  (Unharmed This is not Heard?
Mentally? What | A family member did?
Wcu, that’s different Expcctccl Or heard?
But | reach 53{-}:1;5 ] saw Whatjustﬂ:ics this
Or so | thought Happincss HoPc AWFUI
| am warned Here | see T reatment?
| leave camp UP rooted Lives This tClj"ipying
J end up in the Partial Families E"PC”C“CC
Hancls of HZ my luck T]’:csc deaths
T hose who Holds out T hat have occurred
Harm il be T he ones that
Tellme Sent to the Will oceur
Js this trulg (nited These Pof’r
K nown as States Unsuspcctmg
SaFcty? Of America FCOPIC
Honestly? FFood Safety Tlme



Stranger in a Strange Land

Daniel Lipok
I walk, but everything is muted, I have waited for this moment,
the feeling gone from every pore of my being. for fear, hunger, and pain to disappear.
| stare at unfamiliar faces, I am brought to the tree stump
disgusted with my dirty self. smelling of bitter copper from the previous people.
I call out, but no one understands. I look at the Sun for the last time,
|1 go to the temple but everyone is bowing, ready to give it all up to Allah.
to an unfamiliar being. Yet, my time does not come, for a man
Dirty, and unkempt holds his face close to mine,
I snuggle in my excuse for clothing. well dressed and clean cut.
Rags, cardboard, and trash I hated this man with every fiber of my being.
surround where | sleep. He had never experienced the pain that I had,
I wake up to find that it is not a dream, He had never felt the pain that I had.
and that | am a stranger in a strange land. So why did he want me.

| stand up, and they un-gag me.
They push me toward the man,
so hard that I fall to his knees.
I look up at him and in those eyes,
I see kindness like no other.
He helps me up, and I follow
him, much to the jeering of the crowd.
He speaks to me in a lilting language
that | do not understand.
Pointing to a place far on the horizon,
| see an Iron monster,
It’s growling fierce and insistent.
He opens it up and climbs in
to the belly of the beast.
Hesitant to follow,
the man gestures for me to climb in.

For days, food has eluded me,
scraps are stolen from me,
by the older street urchins.
Starvation has left me in the pouring rain,
all my money is spent, gone.
I walk the streets, like a ghost among the people.
Walking into a place shrouded with tents,
I notice back street deals,
exploitation for others entertainment.
A girl no older than me walks by,
heavy with a child,
while she is only fourteen.
People tear at my rags,
reducing me to show everything on my body.
Women call my name to
provide services that | would use
had | the money.
But in all the chaos and confusion,
I am still a stranger in a strange land.

At the market,
| steal bread and cheese,
so desparate am |.
Clinging the food to my chest,

I stumble through the crowd,
barely strong enough to keep myself upright.
Ducking into a side alley,
my heart beating,
waiting for the guards to pass.
No such luck.

I am brought to the market square
where the executioner
is sharpening his blade.

School in Haiti

Levi David Johnson
Mrs. McDonald’s 5™ Grade, Van Buren Elementary



Stranger in a Strange Land
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Horrid Destruction

Samira R. Abraham
Ms. Jones’ 5" Grade, Van Buren Elementary

Step by slow step | approach the thing,

not wanting to anger it.
As | step inside, the monster yells
something quite fierce.
| stumble backwards,
waiting for giant jaws to crush me.

I look up and see the man smiling,
and | see that he was playing a joke.
I decided to go along, hoping for the best.
We ride ever on,
the growling in my stomach
matching the beast’s continuous roar.

The man looks at me with something in his eyes,
something that | could not recognize until later.
It was concern.

I could tell that he was genuinely worried,
and that he was scared that
something would happen.

That is because | am a stranger in a strange land.

Arriving at our destination,
I jump out of the beast
as soon as we stop,
and fall down from deprivation.
Deprivation of sleep.
Deprivation of food.
Deprivation of water.

I was dying and this man knew it.
Picking me up, he carries me,
into a warm bed so soft, I collapse.
Kind faces crowd over me.

Daniel Lipok

More concern.
They stick their instruments in me,
taking their tests.
Food comes, hot in a steamaing bowl.
It is more food than | have seen in weeks.
And a glass of water so cold,
it burned my throat on the way down.
I am thankful for the people who help me,
for giving me a bed.
I thank them for the food that they give me.
but most of all,
I thank them for the love that they have shown me.
I am no longer a stranger in a strange land.

The next day, | wake up
wishing that yesterday was not a dream.
For the first time in a very long time,
my wish came true.
I stand up, but instantly fall down
as a wave of nausea spins my head round.
I aim for the trash but miss.
A kind face peeks around the corner.
More concern.
She walks in and cleans the mess up,
without complaint.
A man comes in, different than before,
but just as kind.
He beckons me over to him.
try to stand again,
fighting the pain and my stomach for control.
He asks me something in that lilting language.
Seeing my look of confusion,
he tries other dialects. He finally gets it right.
“What are you called?”
It had been so long since | heard my own tongue.
also could not speak
for fear of letting my insides out.
| keep silent,
wary of this man, just in case.
He brings me to the school,
telling me how I will have to learn
like everyone else.
He shows me friends and
family from my old home.
But the most important things that
they gave me,
was love and a home.



| walk alone

No path marked
Judging based on past knowledge
There is no one to help me

| guide my own lost tour
| flee from being forced to work
For my country
Suffering through
| know it is wrong

So | guide my own lost tour
These bitter hearts
Taking away what | knew
| think about the future
The paths I will be able to take

Child’s Vision of

Guideless Tour

Without thinking | rush over
Men wait with sabers in hand

They want my non-existent parents’
money

They take me to a dense forest and
bind me to a tree
| guide my own lost tour
No one can help me
No one knows | exist
They realize no one can owe them

They let me free
But | am not free,

| guide my own lost tour
They say the river makes the border
How unprotected it is

School in Haiti___

Before and After (the hurricane)
Abigail Piotraschke
Ms. Babcock’s 2™ Grade, Bennett Elementary

| guide my own lost tour
The heat steals my breath
My heart leaps at every little sound | hear
| see nothing but sand and dirt

But even that is misshapen by the
visible heat waves

| guide my own lost tour
| keep walking
Walking, walking
Going, going
Going along an unmarked path
Wishing | had a guide

But, | guide my own lost tour
Up ahead a river lies
Taunting me with its every streaming water

It is another obstacle in the long dark
tunnel

The tunnel with no light to guide the way
The darkness is no guide either,

So | guide my own lost tour
People say there are places of hope
Places that must be ventured to
If only someone could guide the way
Then we all would not have to

Guide our own lost tours
Where is this place of hope?
Who can answer my silent question
That still rings intensely
No one

So | guide my own lost tour

Sarah Bales

Where is my guide?

My answer to the still ringing
questions

The one to make sure no harm comes
my way
Where are the people who make sure
Make sure safety is everywhere
Is that possible
| simply must wait for the answers

While | guide my own lost tour
| keep searching
| find no light
No guide
No hope

Hope
One word can have a big impact

| guide my hopeful tour
Someone please hear my cries
My silent pleas

Escort me somewhere safe
Give me a chance
But no one hears
So no one comes

The one word is shattered

Hope is lost

| guide my own lost tour
A cliff peaks on the horizon
No not a cliff
A building
Another appears

They are starting to peek over the
horizon in bunches

Could this be the end of my lost tour
The next thing | know | am in the city
Hope floods through me
Taking control of my mind

| am no longer the guide of the tour
Hope is
It leads me to a building
Nestled in the center of the city
| walk in, finally someone else,
Another human being is there

To guide my tour
Where was this person all along?
Couldn’t they
with me?

Guiding my tour?

have

be



18 years
i have wasted away
i have survived this far
i was not murdered
and i did not starve
i was not ailing and bedridden, i did not draw my
last breath
i have survived
done more than many
sitting there, watching TV
and pitying me
as their feet  roast in a hot tub
they do not get up from their chairs
while i
i work hard everyday
no moments rest
in this shanty town
trying to escape
the mismatched maze of cloth camps
though i can read and write
it is not enough
despite all i have lived through
all I have tried
i cannot escape to a better life
to school that will help me
get a job
and a wife
| have my education,
but there are too many students and too few places
no means of getting by on my own
trapped here in this spiral,
people swimming by
my life a confusing maze, but it is clear through
and through
there is only one exit,
living out my life in a tattered, worn shack,
relying on those who provide me
with the meager morsels
fighting a losing battle with the rain
writing out the words i know ina b ook that |
could not buy myself
this life better than the one i left
shootings and murder and blood everyday
sparse, straggling, stingy
the chances are scarce that i get into school
but 1tds the
i have to evade
the path i am destined for
the pa th i am destined for

is this life better than the war i left?

only

Options

Kate Raynor Fried

t ool

A Green School Full of Love

Alani Dominguez
Mrs. Carlson’s 1°* Grade, Centennial Elementary

a battle of its own
more epic and astonishing
with every passing day
living on nothing.
yet i am alive
thanks to those who help sustain me with
necessities.
| need more
that i should notask fo r
they provide everything.
i need a way out
i can have a place to live out my pitiful life
even a low pay job
but the only place i do not want to be is here
i need help figuring it out
learning to live without help
how is this to be
if all i have is
me
no one, nothing, no options left in my life
i wait hopeless
if only we could unite,
and truly to one nation
just Earth people
and help those like me
as i bide my time
whittling my life away
trying not to die
| endure
but is this really living?



Roses are red, violets are
blue,

UN Poem

Little baby Magoogoo
Has no bandaid for his
boo-boo

He comes from the
country of the Congo
Where the best form of
entertainment is the
bongo

Where food is scarce so

hard to come by

Bruce Coburn

| f they do much as squeal
Many say they are a
victim of ou
brut a
For many of th em have

suffered from a fatality

But it was because of a
genocide

That many had died
Many bedside or a new
bride

Inside, outside,

And where many starving
children tend to die
Where, in 2009, took
place a genocide
Because some opinions
were denied

Therefore many died
Many at bedside and new brides
Inside, outside, country side

Taking thousands a month
The chance to survive as important as
a dunth

A war so cold

Many peopole did things we were not
told

The term for them is cannibal

Which certainly makes me tremble
For anyone that has a heart

Would not do something so dark

But it was a genocide

Where many died

Many bedside or a new brid e
Inside, outside, countryside

But you would think a pla ce so
beautiful

Would not be a place of a million
funeral

With its tropical climate

A steady rain where you can time it
With long curvy rivers

A happy place to
eating liver

A large green country

Which would make you stop and gawk
undeniably

But in the back of your head

You know many people here are dead

The Poor Land

Santiago Scalise
Ms. Ordonio’s 4" Grade, Van Buren Elementary

With many imbedded pieces of lead
A though't you surely dread

But it was a genocide
Where many died
Many bedside or new bride
Inside, outside, countryside

And now sits 2/3 of their popula tion

Suffering from a horrible deal of
malnutrition

Which came with the war

Also brought with it disease from
door to door

Which practically destroyed their

economy
Obliterating the thought of Congo
astronomy

A country with a once vast wealth

Now suffers f rom their concern of health

62.6 million people now suffer
And conditions are rougher
The will to live less tougher

But because of a genocide
Many had died
Many bedside or a new bride

t hi nk Insifle, owtside,rcountrysidéd r e

Now women donét
Where t hey are released of a sweater
For the men hurt and steal
The amount of violence seems unreal
And women are relieved of a meal
Where the violence is heightened

have

countryside

But then the UN steps in
Who takes the broken and
hurt as their kin
They protected them and
repaired them
From ANY form of
mayhem
They prov ided them with food
And prevented any kind of feud
Made them less rude
Made them shampooed
And had no one to exclude
The UN gave every source of peace
and security
With a large form of intensity

But they stepped in when there was a
genocide
Where many had died
Many at bedside or a new bride
Inside, outside, countryside

Now comes Magoogoo all grown and
healthy
Who, thanks to the UN, is very food
wealthy
He eats and lives And easily forgives
And who is now warm

Wearing a new coat, thr ough any sort
of storm

Who now lives to see the day
That he can make money on a new bay
In a new way

bt MU Gpher®HR hobes fo stay

Roses are red, violets are blue
Little Baby Magoogoo
Now has a bandaid for his booboo




