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9 have a friend who runs a nationally recognized 

photography program. Every spring he presents a gal

lery show of students' works. I look at the photographs 

and wonder what lies behind the pairs of eyes staring 

back at me. Who is lonely? Who is joyous? Who has a 

dream, and whose dream has been crushed? 

Behind every photo, every defiant look, rebellious 

stance, laughing face is a voice waiting to be heard -

a teenager saying to the universe, "I exist," and wait

ing for the universe to acknowledge that existence. 

Too often, because of overcrowded classrooms, 

overwhelmed guidance counselors, indifferent faculty 

teens get emotionally lost in the hall traffic of life. 

Maybe I have a shortened attention span, but I 

like to think I use my poetic skills to take verbal snap

shots of the thousands of students I have taught. I can't 

draw; I certainly can't sing, but maybe I can use my 

words to show that behind the photographs of the tall, 

skinny boy with bad skin, or the short, chubby girl 

with clear skin is a heart, mind and soul waiting to be 

heard. I wish to give these kids and their friends a 

voice to say, "I exist." 
Actually, they already have voices, though some

times they are not aware of accesses to them. When-

ever I go to schools to speak, I always ask, "Do you 

have a school newspaper? A literary magazine?" And 

if they answer no, I ask why not. 

There are other forums too--open mies, poetry 

clubs, teen 'zines and maybe even, the quiet shar

ing of poems between friends. Poetry can serve 

as the shared link in the chain of human 

interconnectedness. 
Sure, writing, by definition, demands an act of 

courage, but silence lurks as an insidious alternative. 

If we find the courage to explore the feelings behind 

the photographs, withourselves, we will soon real

ize that the feelings that unite us are more omnipres

ent than the feelings that divide us. 

Atticus Finch in To Kill a Mockingbird said you 

can't know a person until you walk around in their 

shoes, but that walk can be done mentally, through 

imagination, by you when you take your pictures 

and try to put yourself in someone else's skin. 

I applaud teachers' efforts, your reaching out to 

say that when you look behind your students' eyes 

in the the commonality of feelings, the joys and sor

rows, the victories and defeats convincingly show 

us we are not alone. We exist; we are heard. Jv/.y 

Mel Glenn and the poem he says is most autobiographical. 
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I met a person at my health club who said, 

"You look like an English teacher." 

How does an English teacher look? 

Let me count the ways: 
A noun for a nose, 
A verb for a vein. 
A fragment for a forehead. 

Does he conjugate in public 

Or only among friends? 

Does he speak in complete sentences? 

Is his jacket pretty, his face bold? 

Wouldn't it be a novel experience 

If, just once, I met smeone who said, 

"Hey, you look like a big-league ballplayer"? 

from Mel Glen, Back to Class, Clarion Books, 1988. 

Reprinted by author permission 
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I am trapped here, the school is my cage. 
I don't understand what anyone is saying. 
The teachers try to help me 
but it doesn't help. 
I will stay here forever, 
never knowing what to do. 
I will always be trying 
to get out of this cage. 
No key in sight for this poor 
Hispanic boy. 

J,Jradij Cobb 
Becker Middle School 

Emer0 Schwarzkopf 
Some people see me as a quite mean kid 
They think I try to make my friends laugh 
And that I don't care about school 
Really I am a kid who likes to go to class 
with no bad behavior 
I like to get work done through class 
But at the same time have fun 
and make it so class isn't ever boring 
I often forget my manners 
and tend to blurt out and be inappropriate 

I always walk into the classroom doors 
thinking that I am gonna be good 
Sit quietly and pay attention 
But no matter how hard I try 
I always forget and 
I end up breaking the rules 

After it all happens I think back 
on how it was a mistake 
I always end up admitting to my stupidness 

What other kids see in me is practically 
the opposite of who I really am 
I am honestly a caring kid 
even though I make lots of mistakes! 

Emery Schwarzkopf 
Becker Middle School 

Ellie Quinn 
Teachers call me a dreamer. 
"She always has her head in the clouds." 
"Ellie, pay more attention." 
"Ellie, are you listening?" 
Ellie, 
Ellie, 
Ellie 

Some day I'll show them that 
I dream for a reason. 
Some day they'll know that 
I have been paying attention. 
Some day, 
Some day 

"Ellie, come back down to Earth." 

Teachers call me a dreamer 
If only they knew 

Eliza :Johnson 
Becker Middle School 

'Through 'Their E0es 

Carissa c_Johnson 

They think I'm 
quiet 
mysterious 
secretive. 

They don't know why, 
because YES I am those things, 
If they only knew why. 

The yelling! 
Screaming! 
the abuse 

They wonder why I'm 
so quiet, 
mysterious, 
secretive. 
well now you know, 
my little secret. Kent Kin if! 

~ache/Ochs 
Becker Middle School 

JVlrs. Sand0 Ha0es 

I make plans 
make time 
make do 
make promises 
make sacrifices 

I admire the mission 
of a Colorado school: 
to educate students to 

make a living 
make a life 
make a difference 

So when you look at me 
with your 14-year-old eyes, 

with that exasperated eye roll 
and say 

"Make me!" 
I say 

"Thanks for the invitation." 
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They call me the class clown. 
I don't try to be funny, 
It just happens. 
I sit in my chair, reading, 
And it just comes to me 
So now what do I do? 
Stand up and tell the joke or 
Stay sitting and tell the joke? 
I'd rather tell the joke. 
I like to see them smile. 

Oh, no. The bell just rang, 
And I have to go home. 
When I get home, I'll tell my dad. 
He'll laugh. 
And he won't give me detention. 

Aaron Herbst 
Becker Middle School 

One of the privileges of being a teacher is to be able to look at the world through our 
students' eyes, seeing their wonder, curiosity, freshness, discovery. English teachers, 
maybe more often than others, are often let in behind a student's eyes to share their doubts, 
pain, fear, joy, triumphs, loves, passion, and in the messiness of adolescence, sometimes all 
at once. The trust implicit in these open-handed offerings is an awesome responsibility, yet 
it is a gift that makes it impossible for me to consider leaving them. 

Mel Glenn's vignette poems have been a constant reminder to me of that life under the 
surface of the classroom. Every year I revisit "Billy Paris" from Class Dismissed as a re
minder that we don't always correctly interpret the behavior we see. 

As part of a teen problem unit, we read several Mel Glenn poems. I wanted my 8th 
graders to get behind different eyes. Students used their own photos to create their 
fictitious poetic portrait. Many students decided on their persona before they took their 
picture, while others like Brady took inspiration from a metaphor suggested by the 
setting or like Aaron, relied on natural 8th grade spontaneity. Emery wrote with sur
prising candor and self-perception about himself and in volunteering to share his poem, 
gave his classmates a different perspective and gave me a little more patience. 

It has been an awesome and humbling experience to have served four years as editor of 
this journal, to look through these students' eyes, from literary perception as in Joel 
Bergeland's "Holden's Thoughts on Literature and Life" to frank exploration of teen issues 
as in TaMeko Williamson's "Because Dish Water Gives Back No Images." As I have read 
the variety of voices, I am even more awed by the dedication of MCTE members, who 
encourage these voices, who help students proclaim "I exist." Thank you. 
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