Winners of the 2025 Pandora Poetry Contest

Grades K-2

1st Place- Junaina Binte Tanzir- ”Spring Poem”

SPRING POEM

Sun shines in spring
Planting begins in spring
Rains in spring
It is a bit windy
Now the snow is starting to melt
Grass grows, and snow disappears.


2nd Place- Faadil Ansari- ”My Mom Poem”

My Mom

I love my mom so much.
Every Mother’s Day, I give her a gift.
When I hug my mom, she feels calm.
When we go to Rec Room,
She gets so excited!


Grades 3-4

1st Place- Logan Malonzo- ”To the Ground”

To The Ground

When I am at school
I want to find a stick
To play pretend

I can be a soldier
The stick is a gun
To shoot and fight other armies
And to take their
Territory

Maybe I fight zombies
My stick is ready
Like a knife
To kill all of my enemies
And I scream
AHHHHHHH

I can dream I am a pirate
Holding my stick
Like a rusty sword in my hand
I am captain of my boat
I speak like a pirate

The bell rings
Recess is over
I run to my classroom
And drop my stick
To the ground

2nd Place- Chelsea Bartolome- “Word After Word”

Word After Word

I come back into the classroom
After recess
To my book

I search for a comfy spot
To settle down
On the yellow, thick cushion
with my book in hand

My eyes look to the top of the page
And I start to read
Word after word
Sentence after sentence
My head fills with pictures

I flip through the pages slowly
Not wanting to miss anything
A plot twist
New characters
Or a death

I make it to the end of the book
Processing everything that just happened

I put the book back
In the shelf
Next to blue covered chapter books
And look for the next book to read

3rd Place- Leon Quimbo- “Inspiration”

Inspiration

I was outside by myself
Testing my new water gun
Yet, the moment
I heard a kid say the name

Ronaldo

I knew I wanted
To do the same thing as him

Soccer

In that moment
I decided to start soccer
I kept pushing
I pushed to my limits and gave my heart

I gave it my all
I kicked that ball
With all my might

Soon, I knew that I had become

Better

Now when I kicked the ball
It would go in the net
And faster than I thought

I am in love with soccer

Ronaldo
Ronaldo
Ronaldo


Grade 5-6

1st Place- Camila Olmeda Hernandez- “It’s Not Mexico”

It’s Not Mexico

Mom locks herself
Inthe bathroom
She starts to tear up
| want to hug her
But | her give some space
We are sick of this place

It didn’t feel like home
| had mixed emotions
But couldn’t let it out
Moving long distances
is not my thing

| miss eating dinner with my aunt
The red towel sat on the table
With a big bowl of soup in the middle
But there was always an empty chair

My aunt’s boyfriend is late again
When we start to eat
My grandpa slurps his soup
Like always we ignore it

Mexico was always sunny and warm
| would go with my dad scootering
To the nearest store
Kids swoosh at the swings

As the parents talk in small chairs
We enter the store
It was nice weather
| could walk for much longer

Now | am ina hotel
It’s the opposite of nowhere
Nowhere close to my home
it doesn’t feel like Mexico

| ask my dad if we can go out

My mom comes joins us
And forces a smile
Everyone sits in the car
Awkward silence surrounds us
But still better than the hotel

We arrived at the restaurant
And we are starving
We sit at our reserved spot
The food came right away
It wasn’t like Mexico
But it's alright

My brother starts talking
Which makes my mom smile
Soon everyone is laughing
We were all happy
Maybe we can make this work

Soon we will have an apartment
Where we choose our own apartment
And | will have my own room
It is a challenge to move away
But | will get through it

As long as | have this family

2nd Place- Brooklyn Waldner- “Where I’m From”

Where I’m From

I’m from ankle length cotton dresses,
to black silk kerchiefs.
I’m from living in a community,
from treating other people with respect,
no matter how much they might annoy me.

I’m from a crystal clear pool,
filled with screaming kids, and salty eye stinging water,
to the dugout full of muddy, sandy water,
filled with frogs and fish.

I’m from community choir songs
to singing evenings
to dancing along to my 4 year-old sisters
klanashul songs.

I’m from baby-sitting my younger siblings
all summer long,
to yelling at my 3 little brothers to leave my stuff alone,
I’m from going under our balcony
and discovering my brother’s pail full of frogs.

From going to my gramma’s house
every day with my best friend,
hoping that none of our siblings will be there
to tease us,
to going on long walks
with our favorite aunt.

I’m from obnoxious classmates,
I’m from piano lessons to art classes,
filled with new creative ways to learn.
I’m from an awesome, loving, hutterite colony.
That’s where I’m from.

3rd Place- Sidak Singh Bhullar- “Hurt”

Hurt

I
    Think
I
Don’t want
To

See you
As the person who
Can save the day


Grade 7-8

1st Place- Lorenzo Camus- “Tsunami”

Tsunami

The conductor marches out from the wings
A wave of applause washes the whole crowd
And recedes as fast as it came

The maestro raises his almighty baton
The first note rises into the air
And crashes down with a bang

The magic begins

The concerto sings its undisturbed melody
Though just ink on paper
It evokes a song of euphoria
endearment
tragedy

Each note and chord
Connects a melodious cry of affection and hatred

A single teardrop falls on my cheek

How can such beauty be found
On a piece of paper filled with ink?

How can a wooden box
Paired with strings
Sing a song that the heart can only hear?

How can twisted brass
Preach a melody?

A triumphant boastful chord finishes the night off
The wave of applause returns
But not a wave

A tsunami

2nd Place- Emily Pile- “Cancer”

Cancer

White coats
Bustle about
Urgency on their masked faces
The bed offers little comfort
Like a mattress made of sand

I just want to go home

The giant towering rod
That holds my medicine
Drips like liquid hope

The smell of hospital food
Creeps in; I gag
I force it down

Starvation seems kinder

During endless stays
Sometimes a day, sometimes a week
The sound of my sorrow
Quiet and isolated

Life moves without me
I’m too sick to chase it
Saline flows through my veins,
Bitter, rising
Threatening eruption

The cold nights
Stretch endlessly
In hospital rooms
Heat presses heavy
Through humid days
Unfamiliar clothing
Clings to my body

It feels alien to my skin

The tubes tether me to fragile survival

But still,
In those warm moments
with my parents
I feel safe and reassured

I’m more than my illness

3rd Place- Madelyn Hnatiuk- “No More Thoughts”

No more thoughts

Sea glass hides among the rocky sand,
Birds perch among the trees,
The waves proud, but small.

The longer I look,
The less I think.

The sun shining perfectly bright,
Making the water glisten and gleam.

Birds cooing,
The damp dew sloshes under my feet,
The wind howling.

As I lay with the sand between my toes,
I start to wonder.

If my sister will need help,
If an animal will sprint through the yard,
When the calm will end,
When the chaos will start.

It always does,
It’s the chaos my family makes,
Its the chaos that forces us together,
It’s the chaos I love,
and hate.

The joy washes over,
like the waves on the beach.

So calm,
So quiet,
So free.

A moment away from my busy brain thoughts,
Away from the stress of life itself.

And finally,

No more thoughts,
No more thoughts,
No more thoughts.


Grade 9-10

1st Place- Aliyah Hofer- “Therapy”

Therapy

Who needs therapy
when there’s a fresh, flawless
baby to hold?

Nothing is wrong
in the world
when there’s an innocent infant
in my arms.

Soft, pristine skin,
perfect, intricate features
gaze up at me.
Fresh infant scent
envelops me
as I drown in beauty,
overwhelmed by the perfection
before me.

A miracle lies in my arms.
I am holding a wonder,
a seemingly impossible existence.
I feel​​ the familiar throb of life
a tiny chest moving
up
       and
down.

An intricate finger
curls it’s way around my own
the grip is tight
like the child is clinging to me for its life.
my heart melts.
I feel important, known.

This child is so blameless, so free.
the harsh forces of this world have not yet
had their way with it.
This babe has never felt
raw pain, the deep achings of
grief and longing.

When I look at this innocent child
I realize
this was once me:
a tiny, perfect being.
free from the stains of life

How dare I hate her?

2nd Place- Zeenat Yusuf- “The Breath Before”

The Breath Before

The moment before the curtain falls,
A hush descends, the silence calls.
The silence after the last note fades,
Still hanging in the air it made.

The stillness just before the dawn,
When stars grow faint and night is gone.
The world exhales in soft relief,
And morning lights the soul’s belief.

The pause before a soft hello,
Where hope and hesitation grow.
A tremble in the outstretched hand,
Will this be love? Do they understand?

The breath before the words are spoken,
A fragile thought, a vow unbroken.
A moment caught between two beats,
Where all the mind and memory meets.

The quiet calm before the storm,
When winds still sleep and hearts stay warm.
Yet in that peace, the sky holds tight
The weight of all that’s set to fight.

The gaze before the tear takes flight,
When pain still hides from open sight.
A battle fought with no loud cries,
Just glistening truths in tired eyes.

The heartbeat just before goodbye,
Where love still lingers, asking why.
A final chance to make things stay,
Before the dawn takes dreams away.
In every pause the world provides,
A secret truth, where silence hides.
Between the noise, beneath the glare,
Lies something still, both raw and rare.

The breath before the leap is made,
When fear and courage both cascade.
A single step, the void ahead,
But faith will walk where fear has tread.

3rd Place- Aaliyyah Kazeem-Abimbola- “The Weight of Silence”

The Weight of Silence

In the space between two heartbeats,
where the world forgets to breathe,
there lies a silence, dark and deep,
a shadow we’re afraid to grieve.

It lingers where the light won’t reach,
Somewhere between dusk and dawn,
a truth that hides beyond our speech,
a song that’s half-played, but gone.

The stars, they shine but make no sound,
Telling ancient stories for a thousand nights,
while we fill the skies with loud voices,
and miss their whispers out of sight.

For silence carries the weight of truth,
the echo of what might have been,
the dreams we buried in our youth,
the places where we’ve never been.

But we still run from quiet halls,
afraid of what we might feel,
for in the hush, the mirror calls,
and reveal the wounds we never let go.

So when the noise begins to fade,
and all that’s left is breath and bone,
remember: silence isn’t empty—
it’s just the sound of being known


Grade 11-12

1st Place- Ashtyn Hewitt- “They Don’t Care”

They Don’t Care

I learned 3 things that day.

I will never open up to anyone again.
When I did,
they made me feel worthless.
Like it was my fault.
Like I had asked for it.
Like men’s inability to control themselves
was somehow something I caused.

They told me,
You shouldn’t have worn that.
You were asking for it.
Their words cut deeper
than any knife I ever held.
They made me believe I deserved it,
even when I knew I didn’t.
They don’t care.

I learned that,

if all they see
is a girl who talks too much,
a girl too emotional,
too sensitive,
too self-involved,
then what’s the point
in trying to speak again?
They don’t care.

I learned that,
some men can be cruel.
No matter how many times I beg,
no matter how many times I cry,
they didn’t listen.
They never do,
They don’t care.

My voice,
just an echo,
in an endless night.
A scream swallowed whole
by the abyss.

No one heard me.
No one came.
No one ever does.

They don’t care.

2nd Place- Raphael Altares- “Depersonalization”

Depersonalization

Isolated
Is that what they call it?

Surrounded by people
But not acknowledged

My heart knows them
I recognize their mannerisms
Favourite colours
The sound of their voice

So why don’t they hear mine?

They know what happened

Why didn’t they defend me?

They watched
As I became a victim

Her cruel game
She called love

Is it really love
When the actions
Haunt your mind?

The actions that took
My innocence from me?

Isolation isn’t lonely
It isn’t alone either
Isolation is not just
Absence of love
But absence of
Self worth

The man in the mirror
Is no longer me
But a puppet in place

Attempts to evade
Her scornful touch
Left me running

Tearing away from peering eyes
But i never escaped her lies

I let go
Quick descent
Drowning in darkness
Engulfed in pitiful
Piercing silence

Left to question

Is there ever a way out?

3rd Place- Carrie Hofer- “Waiting by the Doorway”

Waiting by the Doorway

Once she fit so perfectly
into the crook of his arm,
her small hand clasped in his,
her eyes sparkling with unwavering faith
that he’ll protect her.
He would tuck her in at night with enthusiastic bible stories,
and whispered promises that she would always be his little girl.

But now, she walks with downcast eyes
Lost in the haze of her own thoughts,
the distance between them grows,
like a thread that slowly unravels.
Her words are sharper now,
her tone cold and hostile,
her heart turned away,
as if his love for her were a burden,
too heavy for her fragile shoulders to carry.

For she, too, has grown distant from her Heavenly Father
who once cradled her in tender mercy.
The prayers she once whispered as a child now lie quiet
on lips that are too busy, too preoccupied with self.
She wonders where all the warmth has gone,
why everything has turned so cold,
why the promises seem to slip through her fingers,
like water.

She doesn’t see it anymore,
not the way he watches from the doorway,
not the way his heart breaks with each passing silence.
She doesn’t see the longing in his eyes,
the way he misses his girl, his child,
the way she used to look to him with all the faith in the world.

She wanders aimlessly,
alone in the quiet of her rebellion,
deepening the chasm between
herself and her loving father.

But what she doesn’t realize,
is that his love for her won’t fade
it lingers, patiently waiting.

Her father still calls for her,
still stands at the door
waiting for her to return,
waiting for her to finally see,
to listen,
to feel the warmth and strength
of his embrace.

For no distance is too far,
no silence too loud,
to drown out the whisper of a father’s love
that waits,
forever,
just for her.



