
First Place
Gabriella Ramsingh, age 13

Haiku

Wataame to eat
Kimonos worn in the dark

The fireworks ignite

_______________

From the judge:
 This haiku is filled with the tactile and sensory; "dark" juxtaposes "ignite" "kimonos" juxtapose 
"fireworks" there is a whole celebration happening in 17 syllables!! 



Second place
Madeline Lupi, age 15

Whoever said feline’s can’t fly? 

Like a castle of our own creation, 
my house stands proud on a hill 
with a steep driveway snaking toward it.
The summers are my backyard, 
as unkempt and full of foliage and dandelions
as my lemon locks and my sister’s tawny tresses 
when we were children. 
The periphery is a changing painting; 
sometimes it’s a gloomy, eerie scene
of a road with no end,
naked trees, 
and mist gently kissing the dewy grass 
and cracked asphalt. 
Other times, 
my painting is of the apricot sun 
napping on distant mountains 
and defining angular cell towers. 
Behind my front door 
is the muffled murmur of a television 
and the revolving, rhythmic sound 
of clothes dancing in pirouettes 
in the laundry. 
Fruits catch the sunbeams 
through the window near the kitchen, and smile. 
The vivacious eyes of a Russian doll family 
look fondly upon our olive green loveseat, 
with warm expressions and intricate floral patterns, 
waiting for the appropriate time 
to sing folk songs of their history. 
A fluffy, gray cat plumps on the pillow, 
responding to the dolls’ gaze with her thundering purr. 
She then pounces on the wood floor, 
chasing her imaginary prey, 
flying through rooms 
and down hallways 
with cabinets full of idiosyncratic figurines 
from Hong Kong, Venice, and Tahiti, 
each patiently waiting, 
eager to tell it’s story. 
Whoever said felines can’t fly? 



I liked things this way. 
I liked setting the table for four people: 
two serving utensils, 
four plates, 
eight pieces of silverware… 
I liked my laughter 
and my hair full of dandelions 
and cabinets of nick knacks and trinkets. 
But as birthdays came and went, 
so did the dandelions in the breeze. 
I used to think my house was made of diamonds. 
But my house is now underwater, 
blurred, 
disrupted, 
and heavy. 
I’m used to it that way now. 
The water is usually cold 
and uninviting. 
I’m holding my breath 
for as long as I can. 
Occasionally, 
I’ll be able to grasp 
onto a bubble of air 
and for that minute I am free, 
I am present, 
I am here! 
But the bubble doesn’t last 
and the air runs out. 
However, the water never does. 

I’ve learned to swim.

But the scenes still talk on the television 
and the clothes still dance. 
The mist still romances the pavement 
and the sluggish sun 
still rests his head on the trusted mountain, 
the Russian doll family still sits together as one 
and eats dinner, 
and my cat still confuses the heavens 
with her thunderous roar. 
Though the dandelions will wilt away 
and reside to eternal slumber, 
I will awake to my alarm, 
brush my teeth, 
and be ready for school 
in the morning.



_______________

From the judge:
Madeline's imagery, juxtapositions, and turns are alive on the page; there's an interesting 
balance between what  information the poet reveals and withholds. 



Third place
Amalia Strunk, age 14

War

Fire surrounds the soldiers as they fight.
Blood surrounds all the whole army.
Sounds of gunshots echo about the night.
Fire is playing with everyone’s breath.
There is fear in everyone’s frightened eyes.

Because they have just stumbled upon death.
They know that everyone dies, But didn’t expect
their time to come this soon.
They didn’t want to leave the Earth this soon.
They hadn’t even lived life yet. But there’s no way
to stall, What is bound to come.

There is only one human left now,
And in the last human’s eyes, there is fear.
He is mourning his lost siblings.
He is thinking about what happened here.

He sees the world for the last time.
Breathes his last breath.
Sees the last light from the sunshine.
The he’s gone from this world forever.

_______________

From the judge:

Amalia doesn't shy away from tackling the big subjects, and does so with formal concerns in 
play. Amalia's poem establishes and breaks rhymes and rhythms, and uses repetition and end-
stop/enjambment for effect; the poem moves from a general "they" to a specific individual, in 
effect grounding the abstract (war). The movement from last sight to last breath to last sight in 
the final stanza is haunting.  



Honorable mention
Lily Kaufman, age 13

Waves & More

Waves glide and slide
Carrying saline to shore
Jellyfish and more

Hope

I sit next to my dad
listening to the old men talk about the world through my TV screen
They talk about nonsense
nothing that really matters.
They say they are going to change the world for the better.
The only change I see is for the worse.
There are people in the world actually trying to fix it.
Why don’t we listen to those people mending the broken world?
Why do we still sit in front of our TV or radio station, listening to those who have 
great power but don’t know how to use it.
Why don’t we pay more attention to those who help?
Those who go to Africa and help the children.
Those who provide food and shelter for the homeless.
Those who try to spread kindness.
These men on TV that I see are
Making false promises and giving us false hope.
But there are people in our world giving us real hope.
They are promising us a better future.
Why don’t we appreciate them more?



Honorable mention
Sia Singh, age 13

The salt in the air, my
feet are bare,
And without a care,
Striding on the edge of the shore

Sand in my toes,
Scorched burning feet,
I ran in the water,
To get out of the heat

Beneath the dark blue waves,
Stood many creatures,
Relaxing in all of the crevices and caves,
With many vivid physical features

The sun is hot,
Comforting and warming,
Inside and out,
No better place to be.



Honorable mention
Kai Guth, age 13




