2024 Pandora Poetry Contest Winners

Grades 3-4

1st Place-Zebras by Amber San Felipe

Zebras

 The first time I curved
my fingers onto the keys
I was eight years old 

I heard the keys 
stunningly playing 
like my fingers 
were getting chased 
by the musical notes

While my fingers were on the move
I thought of zebras running from predators

As I looked at the notes
I felt like I was walking through the music

I was shining 
like a work of art

2nd Place-Make Some Noise by Lenyx Escoto

Make Some Noise

December, early afternoon
Mom, Dad and me downtown
Canada Life Center 
All wearing Winnipeg Jets wear 

In the arena I get chills
Not from the cold
But from the smoke coming from the Jumbotron
Lasers appear from the ceiling
Dashing and zipping like people
rushing around a busy New York street

The two teams warm up 
They exit the ice 
the lights go out
as chills shiver down my spine

The room turns dark as a witch’s soul
Shocked and amazed 
my heart skips a beat

Seconds later, the Jumbotron lights up the room 
clear as crystal
 The ice, a projection
 of the same video playing on the Jumbotron
A video to get us hyped up 
with flashbacks from old Jets’ games, 
leading up to the newest ones

Excitement builds inside me
When the video ends
a voice: 
bold
confident
street-smart

“JETS FANS 
MAKE… 
SOME..
      		  NOISE!!!” 

The crowd goes wild
And so do I

3rd Place-Older by Harveer Bedi
 
Older

A long time ago
I used to jump up to the sofa
And climb onto my grandpa’s knees

I sat on his lap
Playing with his beard
Curling the hair
In circles around my finger

This used to happen a lot
Sitting on his lap
Laying my head on his shoulder

His eyes are closing
I can hear him breathing deeply

Now I am older
And bigger

I don’t sit on his lap as much
My grandpa’s legs are fragile

I guess we’re both getting older


Grades 5-6

1st Place-Where They Meet by Max Quimbo

Where They Meet

The moon
Has never met the sun
But hears from
The early morning birds
It’s the warmest, brightest
Star it would ever want to meet

So the moon yearns
To meet the sun
To feel the warmth
The birds love to sing about

The sun
Has never met the moon
But listens to the stories from
The sleepy owls
It’s the calmest, quietest 
Satellite that the sun
Would ever want to meet

The sun and the moon
Have been waiting
For a day
To finally come
Where they meet 
And become whole

A solar eclipse





2nd Place-Lying Windows by Charlie Szabo

Lying Windows

I peer through the large window at my grandparent’s home
I wanna go outside 
I can’t

I stare out the window of a plane soaring high above the heavens
I wish I could fly 
I can’t

I look through the window of our TV
I see a world 
A perfect world 
One with no work, no stress 
Nothing bad 

I want to go there
But
I can’t

Windows show us better worlds that we can’t go to
They show us toys we can’t buy on the inside of a store 
They show us fantasies we can’t ever experience 
Things we desire but will never possess

Windows lie

3rd Place-Unbalanced Storms by Alexis Enero

Unbalanced Storms

Life …  

A very fascinating word

To some it’s just a game
Filled with thrills 
Or even hate

But I say 
Life is like the sea  
with its unbalanced storms

Sometimes the water is calm 
Sometimes it’s  agitated
But the most intriguing thing 
The thing I live for 
Is the mystery

It’s full of secrets…
Like how my happy memories
With you hurt the most.

I was always at hand with you 
When you got hurt,
You  were always afar 
When I needed you the most.

Maybe life is really just an 
Unlovely
Unpleasant
Unstable

Game 
            of 
                   Love


Grades 7-8

1st Place-Shattered by Alexis Swiscoski

Shattered

The pressure to always do great
To be the best of the best
Comes from my parents

Where I always feel
So overwhelmed and stressed
To get to where I have to be

I’m that wine glass
Teetering on the edge of a table
Just waiting for someone to push me over

To them
They think they’re pushing me
To be the best
But if I’m not amazing
If I don’t exceed their expectations

What would happen?

If only they knew
They always put the weight of the world
On my shoulders
And I am about to
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2nd Place-Shackle Me by Rhinoa San Pedro Garon

Shackle Me

Society is my employer 
I am their employee

They pay me in their acceptance 
Something that I want and crave for 

Once their words flow into my mind
Mine become the dust on a shelf

I obediently agree with them
Like a dog who wants a bone

When I disagree with them 
They reduce my pay until I do my job
correctly 

My thoughts are sealed
And locked away by them 

Their opinions are the chains 
And I have the key

But I ask for them to shackle me
For I may willingly be bound

3rd Place-And Nothing More by Lily Schroeder

And Nothing More

You've dated two girls before me
Two
It doesn't seem like a lot
But I'd hate to be the third

Although they do say third time’s a charm

Maybe I'll be the right one for you
I just can't bear the thought of you saying
“I love you” to another girl
To you looking at her
While she laughs with her friends admiring her
Thinking she's the most beautiful girl on the planet

I don't want you to tell the next girl
I was the third
Just a number
And nothing more


Grades 9-10

1st Place-Our Corsets by Evelyn Strijack

Our Corsets

In corsets, like knifes, we proceed with grace,
Words and minds hushed confined to limited space,
Restrictive binding shaping our form,
Constricting our breath and becoming the modest norm.

From beneath the laces, our spirits shall rise,
Yearning for our freedom breaking through its ties,
A woman’s worth lies not in a corset’s hold,
For it — it lies deep in one’s soul!

In dreams, in strength and passion we meet,
Gathering in chambers while the world is asleep,
Through poetry and literature, our resilience will show,
Our quiet revolution will see our strength grow.

Fighting for suffrage and right to a voice,
To shape our destiny, to make our choice,
Through education and empowerment, we break the chains,
Rewriting our history and leaving an everlasting stain.

Paving the path of progress for future our generations,
Fighting for women’s rights and everlasting celebration,
Daring to dream of a world yet unseen,
Where a woman’s value will be seen.

2nd Place-How It Was by Lexi Taylor

How It Was

Green grass and butterflies, rows and rows of flowers
Sandcastles and shells, filling up her hours
Big bright smile, with long brown locks
Little hands clutch multitudes of chalks

Endless fairytales and storybooks
Seemingly fun around every nook
Alas, a tale of pure perfection
A beautiful vision of love and affection

Time goes on, the locks cut short
The vision becomes just a bit distort
The smiles fades, no longer so bright
Little hands at her side, clutched tight

Shades of colour scatter her face
Blacks, blues, and purples, all out of place
There’s no longer a smile, but a look of pain
Red water slowly washes down the drain

The stories are no longer fun and games
But more similar to a grimace of pain
Instead of a shining smile, it’s her eyes
But nobody seems to hear her cries

She misses home, but there is none
She misses the days where it was always fun
She misses her mom, she misses her dad
She misses how things were before they went bad

No longer is it how it used to be
No longer is she so free
Cuts and scrapes turn into much deeper feats
Like a broken record, or a song that repeats

She misses the old her, the one that always cared
But looking back now, she’s not there
I look in the mirror and all that I see
Is the ghost of her, looking back at me

3rd Place-Where I'm From by Nicole Li

Where I’m From

I am from many places
from a city far from here
I am from the cramped rented basements of houses
I am the busy traffic with roads so nice
as smooth as clouds filled with car exhaust

I am from the fresh air and open space,
from a busy restaurant,
Sometimes slow
I’m from a place where I can walk at night
Where I feel safe
Where I don’t fear

I’m from where I look,
A hot, dry crowded place where life is busy
Where I’ve been many times,
But never lived

I’m from my thoughts that are never spoken,
Always drawn
From my parents motivation and determination
For success and a secure future
I am from all the places I miss and all my memories I forgot.


Grades 11-12

1st Place-Perception by Landra Waldner

Perception

Fear is only a shade,
a mere mental shadow.
Close your eyes
and it’s gone.

If only my mind were so easy to fool.

I agreed with my friends
to climb our grain leg.
“It’s only a hundred feet.”
Only a hundred feet with steep stairs
and icy blue bars.

One iron step,
one metal clang,
and one steely eyeroll to all my life choices.

My friends scamper up
like falling a hundred feet isn’t fatal,
while I’m shamelessly ignoring the distance between me and the ground,
eyes never leaving the expanding sky.

But it is well worth it
once we reach the top.
Our community spills out under us,
and shows us the world.

The rolling hills are blanketed
by copious cotton candy trees,
prairie grasses, and corn.
It fades into a grid of checkered farmland,
with a hazy view for miles.
I don’t even recognize this place, this foreign prairie,
but I can’t stop looking.

The world is too big, too grand, to succumb to the shade
that impedes your vision.

Take a breath.
Take a risk.
Close your eyes and see.

2nd Place-Left Behind by Ava Dyce

Left Behind

When people start a new chapter in their life
I seem to always be left behind
No one seems to keep me around
more than one chapter
And if they do,
I am never the person
they would do everything for.

I care too easily 
Disregard my tough exterior,
I care too easily.

Everyone leaves me
I have no friends,
Because I fall fast and hard into relationships,
Because I will always think it’s my fault when someone leaves
My heart has been torn apart too many times because —
When people start a new chapter in their life,
I seem to always be left behind.

3rd Place-Ocean of Words by Joel Kleinsasser

Ocean of Words

I recently read
there are 6,800 tongues
spoken worldwide.
My own babbling seems shallow
in this vast ocean
of words.

Which makes me wonder:
why don’t we
relieve burdens
rather than resentfully drown,
welcome loving words
to heal pierced hearts,
sing wonderful sings
instead of insults?

Oh the fatal wounds
careless words inflict,
casting an ugly shadow,
over the inner child
who passively absorbs the blows
and breaks into
a million pieces.

Kind speech waits,
standing straight and beautiful
fluent and familiar,
begging to be uttered,​​​
passed over by the Pharisee
satisfied by the Samaritan.

