Yo Soy De

        I am from by Ronald Marrero
I am from chicken, rice, and beans, 

eating with my grandmother
whether she was nice or mean.

I am from a clean private room
where no one can use it, with a loud radio
bumping to Tupac music.

I am from championship games for Kelvyn Park, 

instead of walking the streets
looking for trouble all in the dark.

I am from, “Do what’s right” and
“Show your little brother”,

all said to me by my brave ol’ mother.

I am from visiting Mozart Park when
I had no support, and encouraging myself
to play and learn all the sport.

I am from the island of Puerto Rico with sunshine and rain,
and all my family and people there
only know happiness, not pain.

*****           *****                          *****      *****

        Me by Jason Hadley

I am from hot and spicy chicken,

Sweet homemade cornbread and macaroni.

I am from a close family 

Where we share our thoughts each other.

I am from going to school 5 days a week

And on weekends on my way to the mall.

I am from, “ah yo stop making that noise”,

“You go boy”, and “that’s my dogg”.

I am from a neighborhood where kids jump on a mattress,

Playing video games, and rapping with my brother.

I am from Chicago, the Windy City.

A proud African American.

****             ****                 **** 
I am from by Julissa Quinones

Where I am from we eat

 Delicious rice, meat and beans.

Where I am from the children

Play outside while older people 

Discuss their lives.

Where I am from we work Saturdays

And go to church on Sundays.

Where I am from it’s “You’re so beautiful”

And “I am proud of you”.

Where I am from the whole neighborhood 

Goes to the beach on hot summer days,

Playing with Barbies, and shopping with mom.

I am from the Dominican Republic.

Always warm, with sandy beaches.

A proud Dominican.

****        ******           ****

100 % Latin by Jose Santiago

Where I am from we eat Bistec, tostones, and rice.

I share it with my little brother.

Where I am from little kids play till dawn

And parents prepare their bedding.

Where I am from Friday we go to the movies

And Saturdays we stay home and clean.

Where I am from my mom curses at me in Spanish

And my dad defends me.

Where I am from we love to talk about our ancestors

And eat at different restaurants.

Where I am from the sun is always hot, and at night

We hear the lovely singing of the coqui.

I am 100% Puerto Rican.

Candy Poems
Sweet Thing by Jose Santiago

It tastes like a sweet candy.

But soft as the snow, 

It’s rough on your hand.

And it’s glittery as the light bulb.

The sour taste won’t last long.

As soon as it’s over

You will ask for more.

It smells like the air.

It’s fresh and clean.

Once it’s on your hand 

And into your mouth

I will suggest you that it will

Taste like sweet tea.

Rock Pops by Elizabeth Cano

Popping like rocks 

falling down from a mountain,

they bring the fresh smell of strawberries.

Tiny as crystal cubes

and sticky as gum

they do jump.

Sweet as sugar,

they are hard to munch;

but are good to crunch.

It’s sticky like honey

But is so good like money.

It jumps all over my mouth

as on the fourth of July.

It’s pink as little babies’ lips.

Pop Rocks by Daniel Ortiz

You can’t smell it.

You can only feel it.

Crackles in your hand.

Crackles in your mouth.

Feels like a rock.

Looks like a rock.

But it ain’t rocks

’Cause rocks don’t pop.

It kind of burns your tongue;

Brings noise to your ears.

If I had my eyes closed

It would be something I fear.

Rubaiyats from Mr. A’s freshman class

The birds in the sky 

As they go by and fly

Look at the ground and say

“I don’t want to die.”

               --Christina Rowe

My brother is crazy

For this girl named Daisy.

He wants to ask her out.

But he’s really lazy.

           --Tatiana. Vazquez

I cannot rhyme

So I gave someone a dime.

But all I got back was

Some lime and thyme.

         --Rosemary Llamas

As I take a walk

I hear my mom talk

About things that don’t

Matter, like chalk.

            -- Mario Garcia

My uncle went to the bar.

He took his brand new car.

But when he left drunk

He forgot where he parked the car.

                              --Nelson Torres

Have you ever tried to catch a butterfly?

If you haven’t you should try.

Don’t get mad if it flies away.

There’s plenty more in the sky.

                          --Emily Alicia.

I know in my heart I’m very athletic.

When it comes to long games I’m energetic.

I’m very competitive when it’s all competition.

But when I’m in the zone, I’m not at all sympathetic.

                                                  --Ronald Marrero

My life is not that bad.

And that makes me glad.

And when it’s all over, I’m sure

My mom will be sad.

            --Mario Prado

I saw a tiger in a cage lying on the floor.

I went over and opened the door.

Believe me, he ate me alive

Right before he let out a roar.

                           --Javier Diaz

I have eyes like the moon,

A temper like the monsoon.

But my heart is cold.

Pray, it thaws out soon.

           --Rosemary Llamas

My heart is so lonely.

I need someone that takes it slowly.

Only if I could find that special one!

And I hope he is real lovely.

                     --Irais Bagdadi

Man, I’m mad.

It’s all because of my dad.

He likes to punish me.

And my brother is glad.

                --Mario Garcia

My teacher thinks I’m bright.

He wants me to do everything right.

This makes me crazy.

And I don’t see any light.

                --Raquel Arroyo

Go get a book.

Quickly, go look.

Hurry, go-go!

Here comes the cook.

            --Tinoco Isabel

Skittles by Jerry Suide

So very hard and gummy,

Tasteful and sweet,

The candy is mine; all, all candy must be mine.

If I find a rainbow, I’ll be at the end of the line

So fine and chewy for me

But if you don’t imagine, it won’t taste sweet.

Oh skittle, oh skittle you are so good

When I chew the sound I hear is

So far, but so near.

So much candy in the world

I can’t eat it all by myself

But that doesn’t mean I can’t try till thee end.

So forever and ever the taste won’t end.

The Skittle by Ronald Marrero

The skittle looks so small it will fit 

through the hole of a donut.

It smells like mystery but

still has that great aroma.

It feels softer than a baby’s bottom,

and smoother than a road will ever get.

The taste is much greater than any other,

when my tongue gets it wet.

And the sound is like a radio with

its volume on max, but the radio switch is off.

Candy by Christina Rowe

A candy is sweet

A candy is kind

A candy is blind in my mind.

Some are orange.

Some are blue.

They taste nice 

Better than ice.

As you munch

They may crunch.

Then, you will know

What you ate for lunch.

When I see another one,

I’ll pick it up and know 

There is none.

A candy by Tinoco Isabel

It’s round.

It’s red.

It’s hard at first.

And soft when you chew it.

What is it?

It has a very little

Sweet smell to it,

But smells more 

Like nothing but 

The air.

It tastes like a fruit 

With sugar.

It is fairly quiet when

Chewing and pretty loud

When it falls.

What is it?

Skittles are good by Julissa Quinones

As I walked into the class

I took a handful of 

Colorful candy.

I put it in my mouth.

It tastes sweet and fruity.

It feels round.

It is the color of red.

It smells like nothing.

If you listen,

It is crunchy in your mouth.

It is a skittle.

It is good.

A tiny candy by Alex Cortex

This is how big the candy is…

I got five. I ate them all before

I could examine them.

It tasted good like a burst of many flavors.

It was round and light in weight.

Many fit in my hand 

And melt in my hand.

Many fit in my mouth and got eaten.

It has a lot of sugar.

Eat too many and you’ll get sick.

You’ll vomit and spew

But you’ll always eat candy.

