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Speaker 1: 
Introducing poet, playwright, actor, and teaching artist, Dave Johnson. 

Dave Johnson: 
Hello, my name is Dave Johnson, and it's my pleasure to welcome you to the Poetry Out Loud State Final 
Competition for New York State. For those of you who are experiencing Poetry Out Loud for the first 
time, you're in for a real treat. Poetry Out Loud is a national program offered by the National 
Endowment for the Arts and the Poetry Foundation. It encourages high school students to learn about 
great poetry through memorization, performance, and competition. Since the program began in 2005, 
Poetry Out Loud has reached over four million students, 16,000 schools, and 65,000 teachers across the 
country. In New York State, Poetry Out Loud is coordinated by Teachers & Writers Collaborative in 
partnership with the New York State Council on the Arts. 

Dave Johnson: 
Teachers & Writers is one of the first writers in schools programs in the country offering innovative 
creative writing programs since 1967. Our programs build community, amplify youth voices, and 
increase access to the arts. If you like what you see here and want to support our programs, including 
Poetry Out Loud, please consider making a donation at twc.org. Before we move on, I'd like to introduce 
Christine Leahy, Arts Program Director with the New York State Council on the Arts. The council is 
dedicated to preserving and expanding the rich and diverse cultural resources that are and will become 
the heritage of New York citizens. Please welcome, Christine. 

Christine Leahy: 
Welcome, everybody. It's so great to be here virtually, and it's truly a pleasure to partner with the 
amazing team at Teachers & Writers on this unique program. I want to give a big thank you to a Asari 
Beal and Dave Johnson and everyone else at Teachers & Writers who's worked so hard to really get 
creative this year and keep this program going in a time of challenge. Also, thanks to the judges, the 
teachers, the parents, the friends who were there to support all along the way and are probably here 
today, cheering on our students that are, of course, the heart of this program. It is such a gift. It's so 
powerful. It's so gorgeous to hear a young person bringing a poem to life. So congratulations for making 
it here and I can't wait to hear what you have to share today. 

Dave Johnson: 
Thank you to the New York State Council on the Arts for making this exciting opportunity possible for 
high school students here in New York. Special thanks is also due to the State University of New York. In 
the past, Poetry Out Loud events were held on SUNY campuses. In this unprecedented year, we're so 
grateful to have had a number of SUNY faculty members continue to participate in Poetry Out Loud as 
judges. And now for some poetry. The students you will hear represent schools and hometowns from 
across the Empire State. Each student will present poems in three rounds of performances. These 
performances have been scored by judges on the basis of physical presence, voice and articulation, 
dramatic appropriateness, evidence of understanding, overall performance and accuracy. 

Dave Johnson: 
At the end of the third round, I'll announce the two students with the highest scores. The winner and 
runner-up of this State Final will each receive cash prizes for themselves and their school libraries. The 
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student with the highest score will go on to represent New York State at the National Poetry Out Loud 
Championship in April. Now, I'd like to introduce you to the talented students who will be reciting for 
you tonight and open up the first round of performances. First up is Sakura Barthlemy. Sakura Barthlemy 
is a student at Robert F. Kennedy Community High School. She is Japanese and Haitian and shares that 
as a Black person, she's very compassionate about oppression and inequality. This poem inspires her to 
make a change, be defiant, and never let anyone diminish her value. 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
I Too. By Langston Hughes. I too sing America. I am the darker brother. They send me to eat in the 
kitchen when company comes, but I laugh and eat well and grow strong. Tomorrow I'll be at the table 
when company comes. Nobody'll dare say to me, 'Eat in the kitchen' then. Besides, they'll see how 
beautiful I am and be ashamed. I too am America. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up. Carly Branagan is a 10th grade student at Jamesville Dewitt High School in Syracuse, New York. 
Her favorite classes are math and biology. 

Carly Branagan: 
Dance Russe by William Carlos Williams. If I, when my wife is sleeping and the baby and Kathleen are 
sleeping and the sun is a flame white disk in silken mists above shining trees, if I, in my North room, 
dance naked grotesquely, before my mirror, waving my shirt around my head and singing softly to 
myself, "I am lonely, lonely, I was born to be lonely," I am best so if I admire my arms, my face, my 
shoulders, flanks, buttocks, against the yellow drawn shades, who shall say I am not the happy genius of 
my household? 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up. UK Ebong is a student at Valley Stream Central High School. She loves to sing and shout to 
karaoke with friends and family. One of the most important things to her is being positive and she hopes 
to be Cinderella one day. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
April Love by Ernest Dawson. We have walked in love's land a little way, we have learned his lesson a 
little while, and shall we not part at the end of day with a sigh, a smile? A little while in the shine of the 
sun, we were twined together, joined lips, forgot how the shadows fall when the day is done, and when 
love is not. We have made no vows, there none be broke. Our love was as free as the wind on the hill. 
There was no word said we need wish unspoke, we have wrought no ill. So shall we not part at the end 
of day, who have loved and lingered a little while, joined lips for the last time, go our way, with a sigh, a 
smile? 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up. Nathaniel Fields is a senior at White Plains High School who began doing poetry his junior year. 
Besides poetry, he's interested in art, writing, movies, social justice, and running. This is his second time 
participating in the Poetry Out Loud competition. 

Nathaniel Fields: 
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Self-Help by Michael Ryan. What kind of delusion are you under? The life he hid just knocked you flat. 
You see the lightning but not the thunder. What God hath joined let no man put asunder. Did God know 
you’d marry a rat? What kind of delusion are you under? His online persona simply stunned her, as it did 
you when you started to chat. You see the lightning but not the thunder. To the victors go the plunder, 
you should crown them with a baseball bat. What kind of delusion are you under? The kind that causes 
blunder after blunder. Is there any other kind than that? You see the lightning but not the thunder, and 
for one second the whole world’s a wonder. You just keep it thrilling under your hat. What kind of 
delusion are you under? You see the lightning but not the thunder. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up. Madison Grady is a sophomore at Jericho High School. She has a passion for performing, from 
musical theater and competition dance to reciting poetry. 

Madison Grady: 
Planetarium by Adrian Rich. Thinking of Caroline Hershel, 1750 to 1848, astronomer, sister of William 
and others. A woman in the shape of a monster, a monster in the shape of a woman. The skies are full of 
them. A woman in the snow among the clocks and instruments or measuring the ground with poles. In 
her 98 years to discover eight comets, she whom the moon ruled like us levitating into the night sky, 
riding the polished lenses. Galaxies of women they're doing pennance for impetuousness, ribs chilled in 
those spaces of the mind. And I, virile, precise and absolutely certain from the mad webs of Uranusborg 
encountering the NOVA. Every impulse of light exploding from the core as life flies out of us, Tycho 
whispering at last, "Let me not seem to have lived in vain." 

Madison Grady: 
What we see, we see, and seeing is changing. The life that shrivels a mountain and leaves a man alive, 
heartbeat of the pulsar, heart sweating through my body, the radio impulse pouring in from Taurus. I am 
bombarded yet I stand. I have been standing all my life in the direct path of a battery of signals, the 
most accurately transmitted most untranslatable language in the universe. I am a galactic cloud so deep, 
so involuted that a light wave could take 15 years to travel through me and has taken. I am an 
instrument in the shape of a woman trying to translate pulsations into images for the relief of the body 
and the reconstruction of the mind. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Liliana Greyf is a junior at the Horace Mann School. She writes for her school newspaper and is 
part of the theater company. She loves to read short stories. 

Liliana Greyf: 
It Was Not Death, For I Stood Up by Emily Dickinson. It was not death, for I stood up and all the dead lie 
down. It was not night for all the bells put out their tones for noon. It was not frost, for on my flesh I felt 
siroccos crawl, nor fire, for just my marble feet could keep a chancel cool. And yet, it tasted like them all. 
The figures I have seen set orderly for burial reminded me of mine, as if my life were shaven and fit into 
a frame and could not breathe without a key. And twas like midnight some, when everything that ticked 
has stopped, and space stares all around. Or grizzly frosts, first Autumn mourns, repeal the beating 
ground. But most like chaos, stopless, cool, without a chance or spar or even a report of land to justify 
despair. 
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Dave Johnson: 
Next up, Rachel Lin is a sophomore at Syosset High School. One of her favorite classes is her sports 
medicine class, where she can explore how the body functions and the movements of every muscle in 
our daily lives. One of her favorite clubs is her speech club and debate team, where she has been able to 
meet so many new people who are some of her closest and dearest friends today. 

Rachel Lin: 
Requests for Toy Piano. By Tony Hoagland. Play the one about the family of the ducks where the ducks 
go down to the river and one of them thinks the water will be cold but then they jump in anyway and 
like it and splash around. No, I must play the one about the nervous man from Palestine in row 14 with a 
brown bag in his lap in which a gun is hidden in a sandwich. Play the one about the handsome man and 
woman standing on the steps of her apartment and how the darkness and her perfume and the beating 
of their hearts conjoin to make them feel like leaping from the edge of chance. No, I should play the one 
about the hard rectangle of the credit card hidden in the man's back pocket and how the woman spent 
an hour plucking out her brows, and how her perfume was made from the destruction of 100 flowers. 

Rachel Lin: 
Then play the one about the flower industry in which the migrant workers curse their own infected 
hands from tossing sheaves of roses and carnations into the back of the refrigerated trucks. No, I must 
play the one about the single yellow daffodil standing on my kitchen table whose cut stem draws the 
water upwards so the plant is flushed with the conviction that the water has been sent to find and raise 
it up from somewhere so deep inside the earth not even flowers can remember. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up. Armani Meza is an 11th grade student at Fontbonne Hall Academy in Brooklyn, New York. She 
spent her freshman and sophomore year at St. Joseph High School where she's competing on the speech 
team and the step team. She was nominated into a peer leadership program, Sources of Strength, and 
also participated in the philosophy club and the cooking club 

Armani Meza: 
Ode On Solitude by Alexander Pope. Happy the man, whose wish and care, a few paternal acres bound, 
content to breathe his native air, in his own ground. Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 
whose flocks supply him with attire, whose trees in summer yield him shade, in winter fire. Blest, who 
can unconcernedly find hours, days, and years slide soft away, in health of body, peace of mind, quiet by 
day, sound sleep by night; study and ease, together mixed; sweet recreation; and innocence, which 
most does please, with meditation. Thus let me live, unseen, unknown; thus unlamented let me die; 
steal from the world, and not a stone tell where I lie. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up, Emily Monfort is a junior at the Valley Stream Central High School. Even virtually, she feels like 
she's living in high school musical as she Zooms over to practice and rushes home for a virtual theater 
meeting. She is a proud member of her school and is grateful for the guidance her teachers and coaches 
have given her. Go Eagles. 

Emily Monfort: 
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I Am Offering This Poem by Jimmy Santiago Baca. I am offering this poem to you since I have nothing 
else to give. Keep it like a warm coat when winter comes to cover you or like a pair of thick socks the 
cold cannot bite through. 

PART 1 OF 4 ENDS [00:21:04] 

Emily Monfort: 
Socks, the colds cannot bite through. I love you. I have nothing else to give you. So it is a pot full of 
yellow corn to warm your belly in winter. It's a scarf for your head to wear over your hair, to tie up 
around your face. I love you. Keep it. Treasure this as you would, if you were lost, needing direction. In 
the wilderness life becomes, when mature. And in the corner of your drawer, tucked away like a cabin 
or hogan in dense trees come knocking. And I will answer, give you directions and let you warm yourself 
by this fire, rest by this fire and make you feel safe. I love you. It's all I have to give and all anyone needs 
to live and to go on living inside. When the world outside no longer cares if you live or die, remember I 
love you. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Zaida Polanco is a junior at White Plains High School, currently involved in the school 
songwriters club, mariachi club and youth in government. She is thrilled about partaking in the poetry 
out loud competition once again. 

Zaida Polanco: 
El Olvido by Judith Ortiz Cofer. 

Zaida Polanco: 
It is a dangerous thing to forget the climate of your birthplace, to choke out the voices of dead relatives, 
when in dreams they call you by your secret name. It is dangerous to spurn the clothes you were born to 
wear for the sake of fashion; dangerous to use weapons and sharp instruments you are not familiar 
with. Dangerous to disdain the plaster saints before which your mother kneels, playing with 
embarrassing fervor that you survive in the place you have chosen to live. A bare, cold room with no 
pictures on the walls, a forgetting place where she fears you will die of loneliness and exposure. Jesus, 
Maria, y Jose, she says, el olvido is a dangerous thing. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Nya Santeliz is a senior from Bethlehem Central High School. She enjoys theater, books and 
movies. She describes herself as an introverted extrovert. 

Nya Santeliz: 
A Poison Tree by William Blake. 

Nya Santeliz: 
I was angry with my friend; I told my wrath, my wrath did end. I was angry with my foe: I told it not, my 
wrath did grow. And I watered it in fears, night and morning with my tears: and I stunned it with smiles, 
and with soft deceitful wiles. And it grew both day and night. Till it bore an apple bright. And my foe 
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beheld it shine, and he knew that it was mine. And into my garden stole, when the night had veiled the 
pole; in the morning glad I see; my foe outstretched beneath the tree. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Taina K. Stevens is a student of Shenandoah High School East New York. Taina's favorite subject 
is science, but she also loves the intricacies of language. She's a member of National Art Honor Society, 
Science National Honor Society and Mu Alpha Theta and enjoys tutoring. 

Taina Stevens: 
There Are Birds Here by Jamaal May. For Detroit. 

Taina Stevens: 
There are birds here, so many birds here is what I was trying to say when they said those words were 
metaphors for what is trapped between buildings and buildings. No. The birds are here to root around 
for bread the girl's hands tear and toss like confetti. No, I don't mean the bread is torn like cotton, I said 
confetti, and no not the confetti a tank can make of a building. I mean the confetti a boy can't stop 
smiling about and no his smile isn't much like a skeleton at all. And no his neighborhood is not like a war 
zone. I am trying to say his neighborhood is as tattered and feathered as anything else, as shadow 
pierced by sun and light parted by shadow-dance as anything else, but they won't stop saying how lovely 
the ruins, how ruined the lovely children must be in that birdless city. 

Dave Johnson: 
That concludes round one. Please give these great students a big round of applause. And now we're 
onto round two. Sakura Barthelemy has a deep interest in reading and emotional stories, especially that 
grasp her attention. 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
Epitaph by Katherine Philips. On her son, H.P at St. Syth's Church where her body also lies interred. 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
What on Earth deserves our trust? Youth and beauty both are dust. Long we gathering are with pain, 
what one moment calls again. Seven years childless marriage past, a son, a son is born at last: so exactly 
lim'd and fair, full of good Spirits, Meen, and Air, as a long life promised, yet, in less than six weeks dead. 
Too promising, too great a mind in so small room to be confined: therefore, as fit in Heaven to the dwell, 
he quickly broke the Prison shell. So the subtle Alchemist, can't with Hermes Seal resist the powerful 
spirit's subtler flight, but t'will bid him long, good night. And so the Sun, if it arise half so glorious as his 
Eyes, like this Infant, takes a shrowd, buried in a morning Cloud. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Carly Branagan enjoys drawing, painting, and other mediums of art. She loves reading mystery 
books in her spare time. 

Carly Branagan: 
The Gift by Li-Young Lee. 
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Carly Branagan: 
To pull the metal splinter from my palm my father recited a story in a low voice. I watched his lovely face 
and not the blade. Before the story ended, he'd removed the iron sliver I thought I'd died from. I can't 
remember the tale, but hear his voice still, a well of dark water, a prayer. And I recall his hands, two 
measures of tenderness he laid against my face, the flames of discipline he raised above my head. Had 
you entered that afternoon you would have thought you saw a man planting something in a boy's palm, 
a silver tear, a tiny flame. 

Carly Branagan: 
Had you followed that boy you would have arrived here, where I bend over my wife's right hand. Look 
how I shave her thumbnail down so carefully she feels no pain. Watch as I lift the splinter out. I was 
seven when my father took my hand like this, and I did not hold that shard between my fingers and 
think, metal that will bury me, christen it Little Assassin, Ore Going Deep for My Heart. And I did not lift 
up my wound and cry, death visited here! I did what a child does when he's given something to keep. I 
kissed my father. 

Taina Stevens: 
Next up UK Ebong. God and family are her grounding forces. She aspires to be a role model for other 
kids, not only through her character, but also by showcasing her love for ice cream. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
To have without holding by Marge Piercy. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
Learning to love differently is hard, love with the hands wide open, love with the doors banging on their 
hinges, the cupboard unlocked, the wind roaring and whimpering in the room rustling the sheets and 
snapping the blind that thwack like a rubber band in an open palm. It hurts to love wide open stretching 
the muscles that feel as if they were made of wet plasters, then of blunt knives, then of sharp knives. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
It hurts to thwart the reflexes of grab, of clutch; to love and let go again and again. It pesters to 
remember the lover who is not in the bed, to hold back what is owed to the candle that gutters in the 
cave without air, to love consciously conscientiously, concretely, constructively. I can't do it, you say it is 
killing me, but you thrive, you glow like neon raspberry, you float and sail, a helium balloon's bright 
bachelor's button blue and bobbing on the cold and hot winds of our breath, as we make and unmake in 
passionate diastole and systole the rhythm of our unbound bonding, to have and not to hold, to love 
with the minimized malice, hunger and anger moment by moment balanced. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Nathaniel Fields first entered the arts as an illustrator, but later discovered a love for poetry. 
Now he's involved in many creative groups at his school where he's able to hone his skills. 

Nathaniel Fields: 
The Glories of Our Blood and State by James Shirley. 
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Nathaniel Fields: 
The glories of our blood and state are shadows, not substantial things; there is no armour against Fate; 
death lays his icy hand on kings: Sceptre and Crown must tumble down, and in the dust be equal made 
with the poor cooking scythe and spade. Some men with swords may reap the fields, and plant fresh 
laurels where they kill: but their strong nerves at last must yield; they tame but one another still: early 
or late they stoop to fate, and must give up their murmuring breath when they, pale captives, creep to 
death. The garlands wither on your brow; then boast no more your mighty deed! Upon Death's purple 
altar now see where the victor-victim bleeds. Your heads must come to the cold tomb: only the actions 
of the just smell sweet and blossom in their dust. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Madison Grady loves all forms of creative writing, especially writing her own poetry. Volunteer 
work is also a great source of joy in Madison's life. 

Madison Grady: 
Through a Glass Eye, Lightly by Carolyn Kizer. 

Madison Grady: 
In the laboratory waiting room containing one television actor with a teary face trying a contact lens; to 
muscular victims of industrial accidents; several vain women, I was one of them, came Deborah, four, to 
pick up her glass eye. It was a long day: Deborah waiting for the blood vessels painted on her iris to dry. 
Her mother said that, holding Deborah when she was born, "First I inspected her, from toes to navel, 
then stopped at her head ..." We wondered why the inspection hadn't gone the other way. "Looking into 
her eye was like looking into a volcano: her vacant pupil went whirling down, down to the foundation of 
the world. When she was three months old, they took it out. She giggled when she went under the 
anesthetic. 45 minutes later she came back happy! The gas wore off, she found the hole in her face. (you 
know, it never bled?), stayed happy, even when I went to pieces. She's five, in June. 

Madison Grady: 
Deborah, you get right down from there or I'll have to slap!" Laughing, Deborah climbed into the lap of 
one vain lady, who had been discontented with her own beauty. Now she held on to Deborah, looked 
her steadily in the empty eye. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Liliana Greyf is a native New Yorker. She lives with her parents and sister, and she enjoys taking 
long walks around the city. Her favorite bagel store's across the street from her house. 

Liliana Greyf: 
Hanging Fire by Audre Lorde. 

Liliana Greyf: 
I am 14 and my skin has betrayed me. The boy I cannot live without still sucks his thumb in secret. How 
come my knees are always so ashy? What if I die before morning and momma's in the bedroom with the 
door closed. I have to learn how to dance in time for the next party. My room is too small for me. 
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Suppose I die before graduation they will sing sad melodies but finally tell the truth about me. There is 
nothing I want to do and too much that has to be done and momma's in the bedroom with the door 
closed. Nobody even stops to think about my side of it. I should have been on Math Team my marks 
were better than his. Why do I have to be the one wearing braces? I have nothing to wear tomorrow. 
Will I live long enough to grow up and momma's in the bedroom with the door closed. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up, not only does Rachel Lin love to study how the body moves, she also loves to play the viola and 
piano. Whether it's playing the newest pop song or learning Beethoven on the viola, she never gives up 
the opportunity to play a duet with her older sister. She learned to appreciate music and lyrics, which 
she also found in poetry. After reading so many poems in the anthology for poetry out loud, she found it 
so difficult to decide which one to choose, as she found something to love in every single poem. 

Rachel Lin: 
The Chimney Sweeper: When my mother died I was very young by William Blake. 

Rachel Lin: 
When my mother died I was very young, and my father sold me while yet my tongue could scarcely cry" 
'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep!" So your chimneys I sweep and in soot I sleep. There's little Tom Dacre, 
who cried when his head that curled like a lamb's back, was shaved, so I said, "Hush, Tom! Never mind 
it, for when your head's bare, you know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair." And so he was quiet, 
and that very... 

PART 2 OF 4 ENDS [00:42:04] 

Rachel Lin: 
And so he was quiet. And that very night as Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight. 

Rachel Lin: 
that thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned and Jack, were all of them locked up in coffins of plaque. 

Rachel Lin: 
And by came an angel who had a bright key, and he opened the coffins and set them all free. 

Rachel Lin: 
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing, they run and wash in a river, shine in the sun. 

Rachel Lin: 
Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, they rise upon clouds and sport in the wind. 

Rachel Lin: 
And the angel told Tom, "Be a good boy." He'd have God for his father and never want joy. 

Rachel Lin: 
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And so tell a look and we rose in the dark and got with our bags and our brushes to work. 

Rachel Lin: 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm. 

Rachel Lin: 
So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up, Armani Meza is currently preparing for the college application process. She works as a 
babysitter and in her free time enjoys listening to a philosophy and psychoanalysis lectures, as well as 
training at her local gym. 

Armani Meza: 
You, if no one else by Tino Villanueva. 

Armani Meza: 
Listen, you who transformed your anguish into healthy awareness. Put your voice where your memory 
is, you who swallowed the afternoon dust, defend everything you understand with words. 

Armani Meza: 
You, if no one else will condemn with your tongue the erosion each disappointment brings. 

Armani Meza: 
You, who saw the images of disgust growing will understand how time devours the destitute. 

Armani Meza: 
You, who gave yourself your own commandments know better than anyone why you turned your back 
on your town's toughest limits. 

Armani Meza: 
Don't hush, don't throw away the most persistent truth as our hard headed brethren sometimes do. 
Remember what your life was like, cloudiness and slick mud after a drizzle, flimsy windows the wind 
kept rattling in winter. 

Armani Meza: 
And that unheated slab dwelling where coldness crawled up in your clothes. 

Armani Meza: 
Tell how you were able to come to this point to unbar history's doors, to see your early years, your 
people, the others, name the way rebellion's calm spirit has served you in how you came to unlearn the 
lessons of that teacher. Your land's omnipotent defiler. 
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Dave Johnson: 
Next up, during her free time, Emily Monfort likes to play her violin, read the Bible, drive, and of course 
sleep. She's proud that she's passed her road test, but still has to pass another test, the mom test. She's 
working on proving to her mother that she can drive alone to her destinations and get back home safely. 
Needless to say, she also enjoys reciting poetry. 

Emily Monfort: 
Gulf Memo by Stephen Sandy. 

Emily Monfort: 
Tell me the way to the wedding. Tell me the way to the war. Tell me the needle you're threading. I won't 
raise my voice anymore. 

Emily Monfort: 
And tell me what ax you are grinding with a boy on the bivouac believes. What's reel you are unwinding 
for the girl in her bed who grieves. 

Emily Monfort: 
While behind a Derrick's girder. He watches the sinking sun. He asks what he'll do for murder and what 
he will do for fun. Will you read him the ways of war, his Miranda rights and sin? Will you tell him what 
to ignore? 

Emily Monfort: 
What he studies your discipline, he dozes off, but he shakes in a dream that he is the one death finds a 
bed and wakes just has the night is done. 

Emily Monfort: 
Tell me what boats go ashore. Riding the oil, dim tide. Red streamers and black in store for the boy with 
a pain in his side. And tell me where they are heading tonight. Now tell me the score. Tell me the way to 
their wedding. I won't raise my own voice anymore. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up, Zaida Polanco is an organizer of the White Plains Youth Bureau Keepers of the Dream 
Organization, where she helps bring students from all over Westchester together over Zoom to discuss 
prevalent social justice issues today. 

Zaida Polanco: 
No I wasn't meant to love and be loved by Mirza Asadullah Khan Ghalib translated by Vijay Seshadri. 

Zaida Polanco: 
No, I wasn't meant to love and be loved. If I lived longer, I would have waited longer. 

Zaida Polanco: 
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Knowing you are faithless keeps me alive and hungry. Knowing you faithful would kill me with joy. 

Zaida Polanco: 
Delicate are you, and your vows are delicate too. So easily do they break. You are a laconic marksman. 
You leave me not dead, but perpetually dying. 

Zaida Polanco: 
I want my friends to heal me, succor me. Instead, I get analysis, conflagrations that would make stone 
drip blood, are campfires compared to my anguish. 

Zaida Polanco: 
Two headed, inescapable anguish. Love's anguish or the anguish of time. Another dark severing 
incommunicable night. 

Zaida Polanco: 
Death would be fine if I only died once. 

Zaida Polanco: 
I would've liked a solitary death, not this lavish funeral. This grave anyone can visit. 

Zaida Polanco: 
You are mystical, Ghalib, and also you speak beautifully. Are you a saint or just drunk as usual? 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up, Nya Santeliz plans to go to school for film and would like to continue pursuing her love for 
theater and poetry as well. 

Nya Santeliz: 
Kitchenette by Gwendolyn Brooks. 

Nya Santeliz: 
We are things of dry hours and the involuntary plan, Grayed in, and gray. “Dream” makes a giddy sound, 
not strong Like “rent,” “feeding a wife,” “satisfying a man.” But could a dream send up through onion 
fumes Its white and violet, fight with fried potatoes And yesterday’s garbage ripening in the hall, Flutter, 
or sing an aria down these rooms Even if we were willing to let it in, Had time to warm it, keep it very 
clean, Anticipate a message, let it begin? We wonder. But not well! Not for a minute! Since Number Five 
is out of the bathroom now, We think of lukewarm water, hope to get in it. 

Dave Johnson: 
Next up Taina K. Stevens has a variety of hobbies and interests. She's a black belt recommended in 
TaeKwonDo. Taina also participates in Odyssey of the Mind, a club in which she has fun performing with 
her friends. Taina is also a musical fanatic, from the classics to modern hits. 

Taina Stevens: 
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Fairy-tale Logic by AE Stallings. 

Taina Stevens: 
Fairy tales are full of impossible tasks: Gather the chin hairs of a man-eating goat, Or cross a sulphuric 
lake in a leaky boat, Select the prince from a row of identical masks, Tiptoe up to a dragon where it 
basks And snatch its bone; count dust specks, mote by mote, Or learn the phone directory by rote. 
Always impossible what someone asks- 

Taina Stevens: 
You have to fight magic with magic. You have to believe That you have something impossible up your 
sleeve, The language of snakes, perhaps, an invisible cloak, An army of ants at your beck, or a lethal joke, 
The will to do whatever must be done: Marry a monster. Hand over your firstborn son. 

Dave Johnson: 
That concludes round two. Before we move on to the third round, I want to the that judges who did the 
scoring for this competition. They are Sarah Dohrmann. Sarah Dohrmann is a Brooklyn based writer and 
teaching artists whose work has appeared in Harper's magazine, New York, Conde Nast Traveler, Bustle, 
Joyland, and the New York Observer among others. 

Dave Johnson: 
Artist Samarra Huggins is the 2017 Poetry Out Loud national champion. She uses her work to inspire 
others to immerse themselves in the richness of language, poetry and textiles. 

Dave Johnson: 
Darshna Katwala is a full professor in the department of Critical Reading and Academic Advancement at 
Nassau Community College. She serves as the site director of long Island Writing Project and coordinator 
of women's and gender studies project. Darshna is a faculty leader committed to encouraging lifelong 
literacy with a special interest in multicultural studies and social justice issues. 

Dave Johnson: 
Dr. Kathrine Varnes was born near Koln, Germany and on the day after John F. Kennedy was shot. She 
now lives on Long Island Sound where she writes poems and plays and coordinates collaborative sonnet 
crowns. Kathrine is a professor of English and communication studies at the Fashion Institute of 
Technology of the state university of New York. Thank you all our judges. 

Dave Johnson: 
And now for the final round of performances, Sakura Barthelemy often reminisces about her past 
memories, similar to the speaker in the poem. She is often stuck in the past. Though she rarely dwells on 
the present, she believes that your past has a great impact on who you are today. 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
I remember I remember by Thomas Hood. 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
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I remember, I remember, The house where I was born, The little window where the sun Came peeping 
in at morn; He never came a wink too soon, Nor brought too long a day, But now, I often wish the night 
Had borne my breath away! 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
I remember, I remember, The roses, red and white, The vi'lets, and the lily-cups, Those flowers made of 
light! The lilacs where the robin built, And where my brother set The laburnum on his birthday,— The 
tree is living yet! 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
I remember, I remember, Where I was used to swing, And thought the air must rush as fresh To 
swallows on the wing; My spirit flew in feathers then, That is so heavy now, And summer pools could 
hardly cool The fever on my brow! 

Sakura Barthelemy: 
I remember, I remember, The fir trees dark and high; I used to think their slender tops Were close 
against the sky: It was a childish ignorance, But now 'tis little joy To know I'm farther off from heav'n 
Than when I was a boy. 

Dave Johnson: 
After graduation, Carly Branagan plans to study environmental engineering. It combines two of her main 
interests, the environment and her love for creating and designing. 

Carly Branagan: 
I am by John Clare. 

Carly Branagan: 
I am—yet what I am none cares or knows; My friends forsake me like a memory lost: I am the self-
consumer of my woes— They rise and vanish in oblivious host, Like shadows in love’s frenzied stifled 
throes And yet I am, and live—like vapors tossed. 

Carly Branagan: 
Into the nothingness of scorn and noise, Into the living sea of waking dreams, Where there is neither 
sense of life or joys, But the vast shipwreck of my life’s esteems; Even the dearest that I loved the best 
Are strange—nay, rather, stranger than the rest. 

Carly Branagan: 
I long for scenes where man hath never trod A place where woman never smiled or wept There to abide 
with my Creator, God, And sleep as I in childhood sweetly slept, Untroubling and untroubled where I lie 
The grass below—above the vaulted sky. 

Dave Johnson: 
UK Ebong wants you to know that even though the world around you is failing, stand tall. She admires 
your courage and she will persevere to be the change the world needs. 
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Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
Undivided Attention by Taylor Mali. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
A grand piano wrapped in quilted pads by movers, tied up with canvas straps—like classical music’s 
birthday gift to the criminally insane—is gently nudged without its legs out an eighth-floor window on 
62nd street. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
It dangles in April air from the neck of the movers’ crane, Chopin-shiny black lacquer squares and dirty 
white crisscross patterns hanging like the second-to-last note of a concerto played on the edge of the 
seat, the edge of tears, the edge of eight stories up going over—it's a piano being pushed out of a 
window and lowered down onto a flatbed truck!— and I’m trying to teach math in the building across 
the street. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
Who can teach when there are such lessons to be learned? All the greatest common factors are 
delivered by long-necked cranes and flatbed trucks or come through everything, even air. Like snow. 
See, snow falls for the first time every year, and every year my students rush to the window as if snow 
were more interesting than math, which, of course, it is. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
So please. Let me teach like a Steinway, spinning slowly in April air, so almost-falling, so hinderingly 
dangling from the neck of the movers’ crane. So on the edge of losing everything. 

Uwakmfon-abasi (UK) Ebong: 
Let me teach like the first snow, falling. 

Dave Johnson: 
As a senior, Nathaniel Fields plans to major in film in college to continue his art journey. He hopes to one 
day create impactful films and TV shows. 

Nathaniel Fields: 
The Song of the Smoke by WEB Du Bois. 

Nathaniel Fields: 
I am the Smoke King I am black! I am swinging in the sky, I am wringing worlds awry; I am the thought of 
the throbbing mills, I am the soul of the soul-toil kills, Wraith of the ripple of trading rills; Up- 

PART 3 OF 4 ENDS [01:03:04] 

Nathaniel Fields: 
... of soul-toil kills. Wraith of the ripple of a trading rills. Up, I am curling from the sod. I am whirling 
home to God. I am the Smoke King. I am black. 
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Nathaniel Fields: 
I am the Smoke King. I am black. I am wreathing broken hearts. I am sheathing love's light darts. 
Inspiration of iron times. Wedding the toil of toiling climes. Shedding the blood of bloodless crimes. 
Lurid lowering 'mid the blue. Torrid towering toward the true. I am the Smoke King. I am black. 

Nathaniel Fields: 
I am the Smoke King. I am black. I am darkening with song. I am hearkening to wrong. I will be black as 
blackness can. The blacker the mantle, the mightier the man. For blackness was ancient ere whiteness 
began. I am daubing God in night. I am swabbing Hell in white. I am the Smoke King. I am black. 

Nathaniel Fields: 
I am the Smoke King. I am black. I am cursing ruddy morn. I am hearsing hearts unborn. Souls unto me 
are as stars in the night. I whiten my black men, I blacken my white. What is the hue of a hide to a man 
in his might? Hail great, gritty, grimy hands. Sweet Christ, pity toiling lands. I am the Smoke King. I am 
black. 

Dave Johnson: 
Madison Grady has a passion for science, and hopes to someday have a career in science research. 

Madison Grady: 
The New Colossus by Emma Lazarus. 

Madison Grady: 
"Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 

Madison Grady: 
With conquering limbs, astride from land to land; 

Madison Grady: 
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand. 

Madison Grady: 
A mighty woman with a torch whose flame is the imprisoned lightning, and her name. 

Madison Grady: 
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand. 

Madison Grady: 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command. 

Madison Grady: 
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 
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Madison Grady: 
'Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!' cries she. 

Madison Grady: 
With silent lips. 'Give me your tired, your poor, 

Madison Grady: 
Your huddled masses, yearning to breathe free, 

Madison Grady: 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 

Madison Grady: 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 

Madison Grady: 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!'" 

Dave Johnson: 
Liliana Greyf enjoys rainy days, especially during the summertime. Her favorite animal is a giraffe and 
she hopes to one day live by the sea. 

Liliana Greyf: 
Sorrow is Not My Name by Ross Gay- after Gwendolyn Brooks. 

Liliana Greyf: 
"No matter the pull toward brink. No matter the florid, deep sleep awaits. There is a time for everything. 
Look, just this morning a vulture nodded his red, grizzled head at me, and I looked at him, admiring the 
sickle of his beak. Then the wind kicked up, and, after arranging that good suit of feathers he up and 
took off. Just like that. And to boot, there are, on this planet alone, something like two million naturally 
occurring sweet things, some with names so generous as to kick the steel from my knees: agave, 
persimmon, stick ball, the purple okra I bought for two bucks at the market. Think of that. The long 
night, the skeleton in the mirror, the man behind me on the bus taking notes, yeah, yeah. But look; my 
niece is running through a field calling my name. My neighbor sings like an angel and at the end of my 
block is a basketball court. I remember. My color's green. I'm spring." 

Liliana Greyf: 
-For Walter Akins. 

Dave Johnson: 
Rachel Lin hopes to play college tennis and to challenge the capabilities of her body. It is no surprise that 
she's leaning towards a career in sports medicine. In the meantime, Rachel continues to work with Love 
Michael, an organization that supports autistic adults in the workforce. 
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Rachel Lin: 
Don't Let Me Be Lonely: "At the airport-security checkpoint..." By Claudia Rankine. 

Rachel Lin: 
"At the airport-security checkpoint on my way to visit my grandmother, I am asked to drink from my 
water bottle." 

Rachel Lin: 
"This water bottle?" 

Rachel Lin: 
"That's right. Open it and drink from it." 

Rachel Lin: 
"At the airport- security checkpoint on my way to visit my grandmother, I am asked to take off my 
shoes." 

Rachel Lin: 
"Take off my shoes?" 

Rachel Lin: 
"Yes, both please." 

Rachel Lin: 
"At the airport-security checkpoints on my way to visit my grandmother, I am asked if I have a fever." 

Rachel Lin: 
"A fever? Really?" 

Rachel Lin: 
"Yes, really." 

Rachel Lin: 
"My grandmother is in a nursing home. It's not bad. It doesn't smell like pee. It doesn't smell like 
anything. When I go to see her, as I walk through the hall, past the common room and the nurses' 
station, old person after old person puts out his or her hand to me. Steven one says. Ann, another calls. 
It's like being in a third-world country, but instead of food or money you are what is wanted, your 
company. In third-world countries I have felt overwhelmingly American, calcium-rich, privileged, and 
white. Here, I feel young, lucky, and sad. Sad is one of those words that has given up its life for our 
country, it's been a martyr for the American dream. It's been neutralized, co-opted by our culture to 
suggest a tinge of discomfort that lasts the time it takes for this and then for that to happen, the time it 
takes to change a channel. But sadness is real because once it meant something real. It meant dignified, 
grave; it meant trustworthy; it meant exceptionally bad, deplorable, shameful; it meant massive 
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weighty, forming a compact body; it meant falling heavily; and it meant of a color: dark. It meant dark in 
color, to darken. It meant me. I felt sad." 

Dave Johnson: 
Armani Meza hopes to major in digital marketing, or business management, and minor in philosophy in 
the future. 

Armani Meza: 
Self-employed by David Ignatow. 

Armani Meza: 
"I stand and listen, head bowed, to my inner complaint. Persons passing by think I am searching for a 
lost coin. You're fired, I yell inside after an especially bad episode. I'm letting you go without notice or 
terminal pay. You just lost another chance to make good. But then I watch myself standing at the exit, 
depressed and about to leave, and wave myself back in wearily, for who else could I get in my place to 
do the job in dark, airless conditions?" 

Dave Johnson: 
Emily Monfort aspires to go to an Ivy League college and to become a doctor. She always strives to work 
hard to achieve her goals. She also has hope that she will grow taller. Even though the doctor says she's 
reached her maximum height, she stretches daily hoping it will help her grow so she can prove the 
doctor wrong. 

Emily Monfort: 
God's Grandeur by Gerard Manley Hopkins. 

Emily Monfort: 
"The world is charged with the grandeur of God. It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; It gathers 
to a greatness, like the ooze of oil Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod? Generations have 
trod, have trod, have trod; And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; And wears man's 
smudge and shares man's smell: the soil Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod." "And for all this, 
nature is never spent; There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; And though the last lights off 
the black West went Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs — Because the Holy Ghost over 
the bent World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings." 

Dave Johnson: 
Zaida Polanco endeavors in acting, singing, and dancing and aspires to continue her love for theater and 
film by taking on challenging roles in the future. She also aims to pursue a possible career, 
environmental engineering, to help alleviate global warming. 

Zaida Polanco: 
Dirge Without Music by Edna St. Vincent Millay. 

Zaida Polanco: 
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"I am not resigned to the shutting away of loving hearts in the hard ground. So it is, and so it will be, for 
so it has been, time out of mind: Into the darkness they go, the wise and the lovely. Crowned With lilies 
and with laurel they go; but I am not resigned." "Lovers and thinkers, into the earth with you. Be one 
with the dull, the indiscriminate dust. A fragment of what you felt, of what you knew, A formula, a 
phrase remains,—but the best is lost." "The answers quick and keen, the honest look, the laughter, the 
love,— They are gone. They are gone to feed the roses. Elegant and curled Is the blossom. Fragrant is 
the blossom. I know. But I do not approve. More precious was the light in your eyes than all the roses in 
the world." "Down, down, down into the darkness of the grave Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, 
the kind; Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave. I know. But I do not approve. And I am not 
resigned." 

Dave Johnson: 
Nya Santeliz is so grateful for all of her teachers and the experiences she has had with Poetry Out Loud. 
It has allowed her to meet wonderful people who care about the arts as much as she does. 

Nya Santeliz: 
Who Said it was Simple, but Audre Lorde. 

Nya Santeliz: 
"There are so many roots to the tree of anger that sometimes the branches shatter before they bear." 
"Sitting in Nedicks the women rally before they march discussing the problematic girls they hire to make 
them free. An almost white counterman passes a waiting brother to serve them first and the ladies 
neither notice nor reject the slighter pleasures of their slavery. But I who am bound by my mirror as well 
as my bed see causes in colour as well as sex" "and sit here wondering which me will survive all these 
liberations." 

Dave Johnson: 
Taina K. Stevens is excited for what the future might bring. She aspires to get a job, go to college, 
become a pediatrician and continue to try new things. Whatever she might do in the future to Taina 
never wants to stop enjoying herself. 

Taina Stevens: 
Revenge by Elizabeth Letitia Landon. 

Taina Stevens: 
"Ay, gaze upon her rose-wreathed hair, And gaze upon her smile; Seem as you drank the very air Her 
breath perfumed the while:" "And wake for her the gifted line, That wild and witching lay, And swear 
your heart is as a shrine, That only owns her sway." "’Tis well: I am revenged at last,— Mark you that 
scornful cheek,— The eye averted as you pass’d, Spoke more than words could speak." Ay, "by all the 
bitter tears That I have shed for thee,— The racking doubts, the burning fears,— Avenged they well may 
be— "By the nights pass’d in sleepless care," And "days of endless woe; All that you taught my heart to 
bear, All that yourself will know." "I would not wish to see you laid Within an early tomb; I should forget 
how you betray’d, And only weep your doom:" But it "is fitting punishment, To live and love in vain,— 
Oh my wrung heart, be thou content, And feed upon his pain." "Go thou and watch her lightest sigh,— 
Thine own it will not be; And bask beneath her sunny eye,— It will not turn on thee." "’Tis well: the rack, 
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the chain, the wheel, Far better hadst thou proved; Ev’n I could almost pity feel, For thou art not 
beloved." 

Dave Johnson: 
Thank you and congratulations to all the talented students. And now to announce the students with the 
highest scores. The runner up is Rachel Lin of Syosset High School. And our 2021 New York State Poetry 
Out Loud champion is Zaida Polanco of White Plains High School. Congratulations to you both. On behalf 
of Teachers and Writers Collaborative, thank you to the students, teachers and everyone who helped 
make this event possible. To learn more about Poetry Out Loud in New York, visit NYPOL.org. Thank you. 
Be well and good night. 

PART 4 OF 4 ENDS [01:22:40] 

 


