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High School Poems 
 
FIRST PLACE: 
This Paint Smells like Orange Peels 
 
This tempting fruit of vibrant red, 
Is filled down to the core with lead, 
The angel calling from the sky, 
She only wishes you to die. 
 
The flying, dying, dreadful bird, 
The vast and seething deathly sea, 
Our voices carry on unheard, 
Our paint is drying, leave it be. 
 
It dries in manufactured sunlight, 
Chips and curls within the blight, 
Of early morning mildew bends, 
I follow it into the night. 
 
It’s lying on that bench so still, 
This morning it was wet, I wonder, 
If by this crisp, this winter will, 
It dried, I cannot tell, I ponder. 
 
Bending down, my nose against, 
This oblong wooden shaft of pine, 
I smell its infectious scent, 
If other smells had variants then by god did this one shine! 
 
Like orange peels! Orange peels! 
I shrieked and screamed into the night, 
Without my consent I kneel. 
They found my body, dead from fright. 
 
—Jesse Olson, 11th grade, Osceola, WI 
 
SECOND PLACE: 
Death Poem 
 
I will die in Coleman, during a storm 
on a day after the end of all days 
on a day after a new airborne pathogen 
turns the living to a state of undeath 



I think it will be on a Wednesday 
although I may be wrong because keeping 
track of the date will be unnecessary at this time 
I will die on top of the Shell station 
 
I have a stockpile of arms and ammo 
from the sports shop under me to fend off 
the incoming zombie horde; they drop, 
one by one, splashing in the puddles below 
 
There are too many; they smash 
through the window and make their 
way up to the roof 
my devoured body lies in the rain. 
 
—Steven Bartel, 12th Grade, Coleman High School, Coleman, WI 
 
THIRD PLACE: 
The Reaping 
 
Would corn (1000 stalks like huddled Christians) wait  
for summer, (Christian’s rapture) cursing late  
fall’s flurries, (silt from the apocalypse) bands  
of light breaking downwards (or God’s bright hands)? 
 
—Greer DuBois, 11th grade, homeschooled, Madison, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Our Meek and Horrid Future 
 
Gradually 
Reaching out 
And 
Descending into 
Unknown worlds 
Alight with 
Tacit  
Impressions  
Of our 
Natural reality 
 
—Chelsea Lanphear, 12th grade, Lincoln High School, Wisconsin Rapids, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Paper Crane 
 
she writes to her mother in ink and tears 
 the paper holds more than her words 



  practiced fingers fold 
   with a blurry-eyed precision 
 
    she places the bird 
     on a bed of orange coals 
      watches it burn to black 
       then to ash 
 
        behind her closed eyes 
         a crane flies to heaven 
          on smoky wings 
 
—Laura Wetzel, 10th grade, Stevens Point Senior High School, Stevens Point, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Textbook Taps 
 
The battlefield lies before my eyes, 
a barren plane of varnished oak 
awaiting the ensuing mêlée. 
I’ve rallied my rations, my midnight snacks. 
The battle-horn sounds as the radio plays; 
I poise my pen and dive right in. 
The calculus problems fall into columns, 
a veritable matrix of mathematics. 
Supply curve sabers clash with daggers of demand 
as chemical formulas brawl for ions. 
The commas splice together wounded sentences, 
amputating run-ons and stitching fallen phrases. 
A quarter is sounded and the soldiers withdraw, 
dragging disfigured derivatives in their wake. 
The hours have passed and the predicates rest 
amid gory pencil shavings and graham cracker crumbs. 
The retreat is then sounded—the textbooks have won. 
 
—Braden Krien, 12th grade, Badger High School, Lake Geneva, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Spiderweb Symmetry 
 
The shocked crackle 
Of still-screen sorrow 
Cemented silver  
Entwined in frost 
The striped bitter pallet  
Of train tracks  
Trapped in seams 
The brittle falsity  



Of poisoned lines 
The sharpness d’hiver 
 
—Sarah Swanson, 12th grade, Baileys Harbor, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Clubbing 
 
Plans for a proposed strip club in the South Side’s Walker’s area. 
On Saturday 
this will be discussed at a neighborhood meeting. 
Jon Ferraro 
of Menomonee Falls and his partners 
run other entertainment clubs; 
Silk Exotic Gentlemen’s club and one in Juneau. 
Katy Venskus, 
a consultant and spokesperson for the project, 
calls it a Strip Club, 
while others call it Gentlemen’s Clubs. 
The meeting is at 1 p.m. 
The Pittsburgh Ave. location 
was chosen because the property is a “big empty building right now.” 
Owners plan to turn it into a pleasing property 
and close to the Third Ward, Fifth Ward, and downtown. 
Music would be played by a disc jockey, 
valet parking and remote lots. 
On Sunday from 3 to 5 
owners will hold a smaller reception. 
They 
will discuss opportunities to partner on possible projects 
and joint promotions. 
Michael McGuire,  
and aide to area Ald. Jim Witkowiak, 
said the office has received about 40 emails. 
They were about opposition to the club, 
three in support. 
No hearing date before the cities licensing committee 
has been set. 
Witkowiak does not plan to attend Saturday’s meeting 
but may hold a meeting of his own. 
 
—Brittany Melsheimer, 12th grade, Port Washington High School, Port Washington, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Beneath hurricane eyes sit some energetic crabs. 
Squid destroy yachts, submarines sink close by. 
Yellow whales see everything good down near Russia.  
All leeches swim many yards; some migrate. 



Echoes search harbor reefs; something goes south. 
 
—Brandon Isaacsen, 12th grade, Southern Door High School, Sturgeon Bay, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
High School 
 
Another early morning without breakfast. 
You didn’t get any sleep. 
You were up doing the homework that piled up due to your procrastination. 
Twenty-four hours wasn’t quite enough time. 
Your teachers call you lazy—if only they knew. 
Your “real” friends become real enemies. 
You face the inner dilemma of where to sit at lunch. 
Where are you accepted? Where would you look cool?  
It’s all about looking cool, you know. 
You change your clothes and your hair, but all they do is laugh. 
They laugh at your attempt to blend in 
Because you stick out like a sore thumb anyways. 
And then there’s the dances. 
You dress up and go out, but for what? 
You gyrate and bounce to a thumping beat with cleaned-up lyrics, but for what? 
You won’t end up in the yearbook no matter how good you look. 
You go to all the sports games, but your team never wins.  
You sing in all the choirs, but you’re always off key. 
You act in the plays, but you always get stage fright.  
Say something stupid to get attention, 
Rebel out of spite. 
Skip class just for the thrill and then you complain when you’re caught. 
You get detention; don't expect it to be like the Breakfast Club.  
You loathe everyone and you can’t wait for the weekend, 
So you can spend it at the Rave, getting crushed by a crowd at a concert, 
Instead of doing your Algebra. 
You just want four years to end. 
It does and you graduate. 
And as you walk out the doors never to return, you look back and wonder 
Where the time went. 
You’re going on with your life . . . 
But you’d give anything to be back in high school again. 
 
—Tina Binns, 10th grade, Port Washington High School, Port Washington, WI 

 
Middle School Poems 
FIRST PLACE: 
Feast of the Eternal Wolves 
 
Children of the moon stalk ebony nights, 



Consumers of flesh, as Fenris’s kin. 
Hunters shown by amber pinpoints of light, 
Their scythe-like fangs long for warm bones and skin. 
 
Shallow waves of white shine from bad moon glow. 
As dark shadows, they race through the pine trees. 
Hot breath billows and lowing fur’s aglow, 
When they seek meat and a stomach at ease. 
 
Brittle freedom howls echo to their prey, 
Destined for hunters to snuff out its life. 
The deer runs swift, but they would run ‘til day. 
A single mistake and the hart takes strife. 
 
Closing in, their minds meld smoothly to one, 
A trip and a fall, the life flame burns out. 
Guts stream in the snow, russet blood’s been won. 
As loup-garous feed, there’s no room for doubt. 
 
Blood, rich and wafting, streams through the cold drift. 
Life’s taken for life, their eternal way. 
Bones crunch and muscles tear, food to the swift; 
Their victory rises with a new day. 
 
As the sun comes up, the werewolves sing proud, 
Before muzzles shorten and pelt turns bare. 
The alpha howls lupine spirit loud, 
And humans now crouch in the gold eye’s glare. 
 
—Sophie Hornung, 8th Grade, Classical School, Appleton, WI 
 
SECOND PLACE: 
You, My Max 
 
I miss you 
I miss how  
You would wait  
At the door like the door mat 
Not moving 
Just staying or 
On the floor waiting as slow as a turtle walks 
Waiting for me  
To get home to you 
Then we were  
Happy as the sun with you  
But something  
Just one thing 
This summer 



Stopped me and my family in our tracks 
You, my Max  
Had gotten a sudden illness 
You, my Max was dying 
You had scabs all over your body 
Losing you and we can all see that  
I miss you Max 
Dad needs you, Eme needs you, Mom needs you, I need you 
We all need you home 
Halloween was the worst ever because everyone knew you 
And even though we had gotten a new puppy 
Maggie  
She’s not the same 
The person who needs you the most, Max, is Darby 
She’s lost 15 pounds and runs to the side of dad’s car you left us in 
And I wish this  
All was a dream 
 
—Kate Ritchie, 7th grade, South Middle School, Eau Claire, WI 
 
THIRD PLACE: 
I Wish 
 
I wish I could skydive, 
In a car. 
It sounds really fun, 
But quite bizarre. 
I wish I could make a giant pizza, 
In my downhill skiis. 
But I know what would happen, 
I’d just fall on my knees. 
I wish I could make the Statue of Liberty, 
From my cousin’s Legos. 
It seems like a tough, tiring, job, 
But I’ll work till my hands start to throb. 
I wish I could do a handstand, 
On top of a camel from the circus. 
I hope he doesn’t make me fall, 
Because that would be quite jerkish. 
I wish I could make a huge rubber band ball, 
And roll it down the streets of New York City. 
But that would be quite pity, 
Since I love that city! 
As you can see I wish I could do many things. 
But the opportunity to do them, 
Is like an elephant tying to balance on a strip of string. 
 
—Jordyn Weum, 7th grade, River Bluff Middle School, Stoughton, WI 



HONORABLE MENTION: 
Monster 
 
Have you seen the monster under my bed? 
He’s big, mean, and his eyes are red 
He waits for me to go to sleep 
And when I do he tries to eat my feet 
My mom says it’s probably just the placement 
That might be true since I’m thirty-two 
And still live in my mom’s basement 
 
—Zac Chart, 7th grade, River Bluff Middle School, Stoughton, WI 
 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Country Sunset 
 
Long shadows prance across the soil, 
like panthers stalking helpless prey. 
A gleaming sphere of fire 
faintly illuminates the sky. 
Waves of heat slither through the dimming light 
as if snakes across fine-grained sand. 
In the house, a light goes off, 
like an idea, suddenly forgotten. 
Clouds roll across the stars, 
engulfing their shimmering light. 
The darkening figures of trees loom in the distance, 
dancing like ballerinas across the ground. 
As the horizon gulps down the last breath of light, 
Dreary creatures are swept into the land of good night. 
 
—Aidan McCarty, 7th grade, Brookfield Academy, Elm Grove, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Hide and Seek 
 
you are in iraq 
 
fighting for your country 
 
but you are really just hiding 
 
hiding from your seeker 
 
the seeker is thinking the exact opposite of you 
 
he thinks he is the hider and you are the seeker 



 
the truth is we all hide from death 
       but death will always  
               find us  
                       like a high speed chase 
 
after a criminal stole millions of dollars 
 
the police always win 
 
we are all playing hide-and-seek with death 
 
death is the seeker and we the people hiders 
               no matter what death will always find us 
 
—Connor Severson, 7th grade, South Middle School, Eau Claire, WI 
 
HONORABLE MENTION: 
Castle Room 
 
Straight back in Avol’s Books,  
To the arch rimmed by stone,  
Flowering ivy climbing on the left,  
Past curtained door and window, 
Up three stairs,  
Sit three thrones, one big, one small, 
Surrounded by monarchs of old: 
Queen Elizabeth, King Bird Jaguar, 
King Íle Ife, Princess Badoura,  
Crazy Bull. 
 
They whisper secrets to me, 
And tell their stories as I run my hand 
Along the walls. 
“Tell me,” I whisper,  
“Tell me of your lives.” 
And they answer,  
Their soft, spoken words  
Guiding me to their stories, 
Directing me where to look. 
They show me,  
The paintings show me, 
That words in books  
Are the most 
Magical of all. 
 
—Mathilda Harris, 6th grade, Hamilton Middle School, Madison, WI 
 


