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POETRY QUARTER

From the Grade 2/3 students of teacher Alyson Scrim 
at Hopewell Avenue Public School:

A World Upside Down

Some worlds are old
Some are new
But what if one was upside down?
Things would fall 
Big and small
But not so far up to the stars
’Cause we all know that’s in space

—Robyn F., Grade 3

Time Travel

In to eternity
Past all the worlds 
It’s really grand
Spiraling out of control
I feel a little sick
I can’t wait ’til we get back on land.
It’s very loud
Just like a band
This is getting out of hand. 
Time Travel. 

-—Eydie P., Grade 3

Flamesy

The new planet Flamesy, 
Shining in the sky, 
Far away in a diff erent universe,
Waiting to be discovered. 
Flamesy is very far away, 
Waiting, just waiting to be discovered.
Flamesy is blue, purple and grey, 
In the night sky, it shines from far away, 
With little blue creatures, living happily, 
They fear the humans, coming to their land. 
The planet is big and very nice, when just when, will the humans live on Flamesy?

—Reid S., Grade 3

Flying Space Dogs

Have you ever seen a fl ying space dog?
Well I’ll tell you that they’d do anything to do with space if you give ’em a treat. 
For example, they’d check out Jupiter, Mars and any other planet. 
But for that, you need to give ’em a treat. 
But watch out, 
’Cause they don’t know, which planet’s which. 

—Mara S., Grade 3

Space

In space you can’t feel your face. 
Lots of stars high in the sky
So beautiful and light
My oh my!
Lots of aliens live on Mars
When humans come they say: Mars is ours!
Lots of rockets soaring in the sky, but why?
Because they fl y. 
The sun is very hot 
It is shaped like a dot. 
Eight planets so beautiful
I am very thankful.

—Katie P., Grade 2

August 2019 Poetry Quarter

They say history shapes us; the past determines our pres-
ent and our future. Is there a moment in the past that has 
stayed with you for better or for worse?

The Glebe Report’s August 2019 Poetry Quarter seeks 
poems on the theme of history. What can we learn from 
history? What happens when we ignore the past? Does 
history depend on who and where we are? Can we escape 
the past?

Poems on the broader notion of history as “story” are 
also welcome; how do the stories we tell ourselves, the 
voices we hear and the voices we shut out infl uence us?

Deadline: Friday, July 26, 2019
As usual, poems should be:
Original and unpublished in any medium (no poems 

submitted elsewhere, please),
No more than 30 lines each,
On any aspect of the theme within the bounds of public 

discourse,
Submitted on or before July 26, 2019.
Poets in the National Capital Region of all ages welcome 

(school-age poets, please indicate your grade and school).
Please send your entries (up to 5 poems that meet the 

criteria) to editor@glebereport.ca before the deadline of 
Friday, July 26, 2019. Remember to send us your contact 
information and your grade and school if you are in school.

More poems that are out of this world!

This month, the Glebe Report’s Poetry Quarter 
continues the May theme of science fi ction or 
speculation, fantasy, magic and witchcraft, 

space and time travel, undiscovered planets 
and unknown worlds, nightmares and dreams 
– poems that speak of things outside the real 
world.

This is a special edition of Poetry Quarter  

featuring work both related to May’s theme and 
beyond, submitted by intermediate, elementary 
and kindergarten students. Special thanks to 
the Grade 2/3 students at Hopewell Avenue 
Public School for their poems. 

—JC Sulzenko, Poetry Quarter Curator

Love My World

I love my world
I love my world
I crawl into it every day
Into my hole
Into my world
Into my favourite tree house
Into my blueberry farm
Into the places I love
In my world
My big, big beautiful imaginary world. 

—Juniper C., Grade 3

Witches and Fairies

Witches and fairies of all the kind.
Flying through the night, trying to fi nd…..something 
divine!
Witches search for dried up mouse, 
While fairies scamper over to their house. 
Fairies fl y in search of nectar, 
To bring back home to their Queen’s sceptre!
Witches fl ying through the air, 
On their broomstick to their lair. 
The next time you visit fairy tale lands, 
Be sure to watch out for big boiling pans!

—Beatrice C., Grade 3

WAKE UP

It’s growing everyday 
We would play in it but now we hide 
We think it’s a joke
Then reality hits

It used to be clear as clear as glass,
And when the sun would hit it crystals would appear 
The skies were always bright and blue was all around 
And now it starts to refl ect the grey lonely sky 

It sometimes turns black as black as coal
There are things fl oating,
That shouldn’t have
Ever made it this far   

It gets bigger covering 70% of “our” earth 
And all we do is watch,
Not paying any attention,
To the animals crying for help 

We pay no attention 
The joke is over, reality is here,
And yet we still all watch,
To see the world slowly disappear 

—Katie Riis, Grade 7, Hopewell Avenue Public School

Hurt

I kneel before him 
“Please” I beg him
“It’s not fair” I plead 
He puts a bowl before me and fi lls it with pebbles
He barks at me and walks away
I wobble over to the rug and fall asleep 
“Bad human!” I hear him yell at me
I whimper and scurry over to my mother
She holds me tight

She chuckles and then whispers in my ear
“Somewhere far away we own dogs and they don’t own us”
She sits down like she always does when she’s like that 
But that doesn’t last long
He slaps a leash onto my collar
“Walk” The man grunts at me

My hands squish into the mud as he tugs on the chain
I feel as if I’m choking on steel
When we get back my mother licks my face
She brings me to the backyard and washes me off  in a puddle
He fl ops down in his bed so we know that we have to sleep too.

—Victoria Champion, Grade 7, Featherstone Drive Public School

On Imagination

I wish there were no bad hockey cards.
I wish I could eat
pizza for my whole life!
I wish I could pet a bear.
And I wish I could have a pet bear.

—Elliott Roache, JK, Mutchmor Public School

Just Beginnings

Given the power to travel time,
I would do so the age of eight
so that I could play with my son
and our little brother.

We would be best friends,
as we are now.
We could play hockey together,
as we do now.

We could trade cards with each other.
I wouldn’t let them win at wrestling.
But now,
who will make us dinner?

—dave roache

Poetry Quarter


