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Big City Kid
I am from 
               Rock
                       and
                              Pop
      Punk    and    funk
                  and
                  talk
                  and
                  New-
                  York
                  side-
                  walks.

                      I
                        am
                             from
   the honking of cars and buses in the city.

         Honk!



I am from Times Square, the flashing lights and
screens, the hottest movies (some cool restaurants)
                                             I 

am 
from 

loud sirens of fire trucks and ambulances,
   I 
am

from
burning hot Israel.

            I am from the 850-page
Harry Potter books.

                            

                       Any way you put it, I’m a
                       Big Apple kid...... No doubt
                             about it.

                               
By Barr Balamuth







           Me
I am from sleeping through

breakfast. I am from booby

trapping my door.
I am from biting my nails.
I am from doodling on  my math 

sheets.

I am from eating candy

non-stop.
I am from stuff & more stuff. 
I am from screaming when  I see 

dead

fish. I am from person.



 I am from

ME
 

  by Maya Danzig



Me by Louis Dzialo



I am a leopard
            waiting to attack.
I am a baseball over
                           a wall.
I am an eye watching a
basketball going in a net.
I am rain playing with people.
I am a stuffed bear being
loved
    by a 
        boy with cold
                     hands. I am a 
toy long lost.
                   I am an old man
lost in his thoughts. I am
a sad man. I am a sheet 
of blank paper. I am an old 
library. I am a school day 
that never ends.



Tessa Epstein



I am from rolling around in sweaty
blankets. I am from being 
screamed at to do fifth. I am from 
books, left there with nothing to 
do. I am from Broadway music
all around my ears. I am from
writing papers left blank. I am from 
hats and blowers with the  words 
“HAPPY NEW YEAR” printed on 
them. I am from sweaters of all 
colors with only the green one 
chosen. I am from watching the 
Thanksgiving turkey turn into 
bone. I am from empty seltzer 
bottles on the counter.



I am 
from



I am from tangled up feet, feet doing steps.
I am from a still tree in the park in June.
I am from boots in the streets that were no good.
I am from making up my bed in the morning.
I am from a house of madness.
I am from a sad ball in the street.
I am from old books.
I am from food you do not eat.
I am from a draft that was not finished.
I am from people doing their job in the street.
I am from 42nd Street.
I am from books and books and a world of dreams.
I am from a family.
I am from a warm bed.
I am from mom, dad, and sister.
I am from a street filled with shouting hammers knocking 
at 7:00 a.m.
I am from a building of quiet.
I am from three blankets on the end of my bed.

I am from

questions....

and....

Questions!!!
Like it?              By Susannah Ferris



I am from riding the subway to school

I am from soccer for fun kicking

I am from annoying Jay

I am from Manhattan

I am from reading

I am from sleeping



I am from annoying Peter

I am from Harry Potter stuff

I am from I do not know

I am from something else

I am from not liking writing

by Dana Gallagher



I  
a
m  good  at  soccer

I am a girl

I am a  lover  of  pink

I am 8 years old

I am a lover  of  horses

I am fearless

I  am  in  a  family  of  ten  siblings

I  am  in  3rd  grade

I  am  terrible  at  flying

I  am  feeling  happy  because  I  love  school

I  am  cool

I  am  from  the  sky  that  never  ends

I  am  from  the  stars  in  the  thick  black 

dark  &  scary  moonlit sky

I  am  from  the  gods  in  the  air

I  am  from  the  wind  blowing  by



I  am  from  the  cat  and  the  dog  fighting 

I  am  from  the  hoof  of  a horse  running   

faster than the wind

I am  from  the  sting  of the bite of a werewolf

I  am  from  the  sound  of  rock  and  roll

I am from the pain of the snow

I  am  from  a  house  that cracks by one step

I  am  from  a  house  tha t is  so  quiet  you 
can’t  hear  a  sound

I  am  from 10025

I am from a block with a wind. I shoot magic 

in your mind
I  am  from a dark room with red  eyes.

I  am  Tallulah

By Tallulah Kassell



Vikram
I am a hockey stick.

slamming a puck!

kablooie!boom!
crash!

POW!



I am from music.
I am from the city that

never sleeps.
I am the color of a tan puppy.

My family: a mother,
a grandmother, a dog,

a cousin, an aunt and uncle.
My family makes me feel like

I’m the youngest. 
I am from noisy streets of
laughter and amusement.

I am from

sleeping!!
By Vikram Kirpekar



I am from music loud, low, old, new; pianos and recorders are my thing.

I am from fiction, of magic and made up places, flipping through books for hours and hours.

I am from a world of my own, where I keep my thoughts and feelings.

I am from a phone, gabbing away to my friends. I don’t even remember what we say!

I am from a screaming house with walls that clatter, with thumping feet 

running up and down as loud as an elephant.

I am from the Olympics, playing sports all day long.

I am from a chatterbox, talking as much as my friend Madeline.

I am from a pale peach sitting in a tree, watching movies and TV.

I am from dreidels and gelt scattered and lost.

I am from believe. I never give up.

I am from my Mother, with her hair and tiny body.

I am from my Father, with his dark green eyes.

I am from biting my nails, nonstop.

I am from a body filled with European blood.

I am from homework, and being a person who loves math.



I am from spring and summer with soft breezes blowing over the lake at my country 

house, boating and plunging right into the water.

I am from a house filled with rough play and laughter, arguments and teasing.

I am from winter, bundled up like a marshmallow, playing in the snow.

I am from hunger, snacking after school.

I am from a sweet tooth; I can’t resist sweets.

I am from autumn, raking leaves into piles as big as Mount Everest.

I am from a pet shop. I love animals, and try to help rescue them.

I am from a pig pen— my house can never stay clean for long.

I am from my room; I get sent there for no reason.

I am from art; I love doing projects.

I am from a diary where I write my private things and my anger.

I am from a house with two annoying brothers. Sometimes I just need some time to myself.

I am from an airplane. I love traveling.

I am from a bike; I love biking in the park.

I am from a kitchen; I love to cook what I can.

I am from New York, and I am...

ME!
by Caroline Kravitz



Me



I am from the day that glows and 
the scary night clouds that sneak 
up on you. I am from God. 
I am a sweet gift from Him. 
I am from the best school ever.
I am from the streets of New York. 
I am milk chocolate that shines 
when the moon looks at me. 
I am a hockey player that shoots 
and scores. I am like an eraser 
that never fixes. I am from the 
night that never sleeps. I am a 
pencil that never writes. I am from 
the internet with two websites. I 
am from Dylan’s Candy Bar. 
I am from the dark waters of the 
ocean. I am a Christian.

By Sage A. Mason



I am from a house of music and laughter. 
I am from night time skies with
    breezes
     brushing
      through
                                                                                my hair.
I am from a house lit up with Christmas lights and the tree shining bright. 
I am from cold winter nights and
    hot
                                                      summer
                                                               days.

I am from a
      playground

a playground with 
    monkey bars

which fill my hands 
                  sweaty

                       blistered
                                             hands.

I am from a family, a family which goes
                                         many
                                                places.
   I am from dreams of
     broccoli 
                                                                       monsters.
I am from a house filled with barking.
                              I am from
                                         biting
                                                my
                                                   nails
                                                          non-
                                                                 stop.
I am from
              homework
                             papers.
I am from a field of
   lavender,
a field of lavender which fillls my nose. 

I am from cold
                     sledding days.



I am from a field filled with candy. I am from papers left
                                                                                      unfinished.
I am from a
                     violin that is played everyday.
I am from a pet shop, a pet shop with 
          cute
                                                             little
                                                                 animals.

I am from a math
                          mathematician.
I am from a book that can’t
                                           turn its pages,
a poem that can
                          never be written.

I am from a class with great friends.
I am from a
                  biography
                                about
Charles Lindbergh.
I am from folders full of finished papers.
I am from
             loving parents. I am from
                          10025.
I am from
ice
skating
rinks that are
skated on.  I am from a silver, shiny
retainer that lives in my mouth.

I am from a house of
                            happiness
                                            and
                                                  love,
an
           Earth that is
                                 peaceful in every way.     The End

By Madeline Meyer







I am a Person. by Rachel Narducci

I am a chestnut blur gliding from side to side until 
blisters and soreness takes over.

I am a long grey road twisting and 
turning towards the skies ahead.

I am a daydream as quiet as a whisper 
as far away as space.

I am as wild as an animal shouting for joy 
in the sunlight. 

I am a star flickering into the darkness.



I am a frozen rope swinging from tree to tree

sweeping from sky to sky.

I am an insane flame sweeping the world 
into ashes.

I am an ice cube floating around.

I am madness, a thought yelling silently.

I am a teardrop falling down on a warm cheek.

I am a P H O E N I X  a dream.



country 
boyBy Daniel O’Grady



I am from
a home with crowing birds in the sky.

I am
a boy of the wilderness.

I hear
the light thud of a woodpecker in the country.

I am from
a rundown house under the sunlight beams.

I am
a boy of no tiredness.

I hear
the falling of trees.

I am from
a house with sloping ceilings and cracked walls.

I am from
a family of four.

I am
a five religion boy.

I hear the wind blowing in the sky.

I am 
a nice boy Daniel.







I am ME  
 by...Schuyler Roos



I am snug blankets and b
o
u
n
c
y 

mattresses. I am punk rock and

HEAVY metal all the way. I am injuries, 

old and new. I am food, food, food.

I am oldest in one place,  

youngest in another.

I am an athlete, with effort galore.

I am a lover of all animals.

I am New Yorkian, but not my family.

I am playing in a yard every second

of the summer.

I am getting up early,

smelling the morning dew.











Myself

I am half Jewish, half Christian.
I am from the Torah and the Bible.
I am from mythology, gods, and
titans. I am hot chilies and
Mexican desserts. I am a quarter 
Russian. I am the sky.
I am flying free as an eagle.
I am from shells on the ground.
I am from Legos and technology.  



I am from hot, crunchy toast and 
big cities with hot bacon roasting. 
I speak English and Spanish.
I like snow. I am from the stars. 
I like punk and rap music, my 
brother introduced them to me.
I am a shadow lurking around.
I am a lion and a cheetah.
I am from sports.

By Isaac Troncoso






