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A Letter from the  

Program Co-Directors 
 
Dear Families & Friends of Rising Loaves,  
 
We are pleased to share with you our writing from 
our 2017 Summer Session themed “Healthy Me, 
Healthy Lawrence.” Our work focused on the 
choices we can make to be healthy, and how our 
health is connected to the health of our 
community. The young people in this program 
explored their communities through writing, poetry, tours, photography, art, and more. Our students also 
made connections to other cities in the world. They worked with Guest Director, Lee Krishnan, who visited us 
from Mumbai, India. Our students prepared healthy snacks such as Guacamole with Mexican Chef Antonio 
Guerrero, Raita with Mohsin Tejani from Karachi, Pakistan, and Korean-style Spring Rolls with Christine Jee.  
 
The students thought about public health as an ongoing part of our lives, by looking to history to see what 
choices were made in the past and what choices we can make now. We can learn about how to be healthy by 
looking at the world around us, and the history of our city.  
 
They worked with nationally renowned poets, such as Denice Frohman and Harlym 125. The students 
meditated in the Addison Gallery of American Art, and worked with Art Therapist Fernanda Lopez from 
Lawrence’s LA House to learn how mediation and art can help us make good choices as we decide to live 
healthy lives.  
 
Enjoy the writing! 
 
 
 
Queridos Familiares y Amigos de Rising Loaves, 
 
Nos da mucho gusto compartir con ustedes nuestra escritura de la sesión de verano del 2017 titulada “Sano 
Yo, Sano Lawrence.” Nuestro trabajo se ha enfocado en las decisiones que podemos tomar para mejorar 
nuestra salud, y como nuestra salud esta relacionado con la salud de nuestra comunidad. Los jóvenes en este 
programa han explorado sus comunidades a través de escritura, poesía, fotografía, arte y mucho mas. Nuestros 
estudiantes también aprendieron sobre otras ciudades en el mundo. Ellos trabajaron con un invitado especial, 
la directora Lee Krishnan, quien nos visitó desde Mumbai India. Nuestros estudiantes prepararon comidas 
saludables como guacamole con el chef mexicano Antonio Guerrero, hicieron "raita" con Mohsin Tejani que 
nos visito desde  Karachi Pakistan, y prepararon spring rolls estilo de Korea con Christine Jee.  
 
Nuestros estudiantes aprendieron sobre la salud publica como parte de su vida, viendo que en la historia de 
nuestra ciudad hubo decisiones importantes sobre la salud y que todavía hoy tenemos que tomar  decisiones 
que tienen efectos en nuestra salud. Podemos aprender como comer saludable viendo y aprendiendo con un 
poco de como se come en otras partes del  mundo y nuestras comunidades como parte de nuestra historia.  
 
Nuestros estudiantes trabajaron con poetas reconocidos en nivel nacional, como Denice Frohman and Harlym 
125. Ellos meditaron en el Addison Gallery de Arte Americano, y trabajaron con la terapeuta de arte, 
Fernanda Lopez de Lawrence’s LA House, para aprender sobre como se practica la meditación y el arte y 
como se puede ayudar a decidir para vivir una vida saludable. 
 
Disfruten!  
 
Kate Delaney & Mary Guerrero 
Program Co-Directors
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Student and Writing Leader Work 
 
 

I Am 

By Brianna Anderson  

 

I am from loud cries and broken toys 

From the sound of small feet pattering on old wooden floors 

I am from hushed giggles and Bri Bri I miss you 

I am from dozens of picked daises and faces that look like me 

I am from ruined clothes and messy rooms 

From Bri Bri can I have some and sneaky tiny fingers 

I am from being loved and loving beings 

I am from small brown babies 

From crazy curly hair and tiny almond eyes 

And a pair of Gigantic hazel eyes 

I am from hot pink and periwinkle 

from coloring books and warm cuddles 

From two small bodies holding souls too vast to fit into their wittle little hands 

From going to sleep alone and waking up with a mini me 

I am from Lee Lee and Gaby 

 

 

In My Dream 

by Dennis Bamaca 

 

I will put the school next to my house and put the store in the school so they can buy 

things in the school. Kids can bring their bikes. In my dream I put time clocks near 

the churches and farms. In my dream nobody will be hungry. Pools will be free for 

enter. In my dream cars can fly. In my dream I can change the weather to sunny so 

everyone can go to the pool, so people won’t get sick from the cool weather. 
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My Home  

by Kevin Bamaca 

 

This is my home and this is where I'm from. I'm from Guatemala. In Guatemala the 

houses are a little bit more separate and they are big and they are sometimes two 

different colors. You can always see people playing soccer in Guatemala.  

 

 

I Remember  

by Maggie Bernal 

 

I remember when I woke up today. I woke up around 7:20 and got dressed and came 

to rising loaves on the bus. Then I got on another bus and went to the Addison Art 

Gallery and did yoga and looked at artwork and got back on the bus to go to rising 

loaves. I ate lunch and went to group time and wrote this so Mary would give me 

corn on the cob.  

 

 

How To Be Me  

by Alexander Brousseau 

 

Really? You want to know how to be me? Why not be yourself. Ok, ok fine so look if 

you want to be me right now, this is what you have to do. Wake up at up at exactly 

7:00 and don’t fall off your bed, get dressed, have breakfast, brush your teeth, fix 

hair, and play some video games. When it’s time to leave you get drinks, go to 

school, get picked up do program get dropped off at school, go home, and be happy 

 

* and don’t fall off your bed  
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If I Could Rule the World 

by Alexander Brousseau 

 

If I could rule the world I would stop cancer and make everyone rich, plus I would 

get the best console with five controllers and every game for it and I would get a 

lambo, cure every sickness, stop war, and stop every killer in the world. 

 

 

FUN! 
by Kallyn Corujo 

 

Fun is for friends. Fun is for family. F belongs with every word that starts with F, like 

frog, folk, and funny. U in fun is unique. Fun is for umbrella. U belongs with every 

word that begins with a u like unicorn and until. N in fun is for natural. Fun is for 

nutrition. N is for all the words that begins with a N. 

 

 

I Am 

By Sophia De La Cruz 

 

I am from a place where people are like busy bees. I am from a place where everyone 

is perfect. I am from a place that has very high standards. I am from a place where 

my best is not good enough it has to be better. I am from a place where you need to 

know more than 1 language. I am from a place where you have to try hard, I am 

from a place where you can never stop believing. 
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My First 

by Kelly De Leon 

 

My first day in the world! Me as a new born baby in this 

world is great! My parents love me. I did grow fast. Look at 

me now. I am in second grade. Oh look. I am going into 

third grade. Oh look. I am turning nine. Oh look. I am in a 

program. Now what. Oh no oh no here we go again. With 

all this work. And now only three weeks of freedom!! Oh 

wow. Oh wow oh wow. Not again! Oh wow  

 

 

Ode to Pizza  

by Michael De Leon 

 

Pizza is a perfect circle dripping cheese 

Oh please   I just want more cheese  

Some pizza is crunchy with cheese yelling to be swallowed  

The pizza when its sauce is tasted you would want to have tons more pizza is ringing 

always at your door 

Knocking your teeth of the floor  

When you order your pizza you look at the clock you will hear a knock and 

Pizza waiting to be opened and never closed but you will come to another day were 

pizza will follow. 

 

 

Clifford Street  

by Kate Delaney  

 

I was raised by a blue couch, a floral sofa, and an itchy fold-out futon.  

I was raised by Jolly Wally, soft neck and huggable arms, purple satin Sunday dress.  

I was raised by pancakes rolled in brown sugar, homemade spaghetti sauce, and 

Thanksgiving dinner served on the special blue and white china.  
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I was raised by Billy's Beatles records, backyard wiffleball, and squishing pennies on 

the train tracks.  

I was raised by "Merci Beaucoup," "Ferme la bouche," and "Ka-ka-ka-katie beautiful 

Katie, You're the only girl I'll ever love." 

 

 

A Trip to the Farmers Market 

By Kate Delaney 

 

 
 

 

I Remember 

by Cole Edwards 

 

I remember the joy that was felt by my family in 2015 when the Patriots won the 

Super Bowl for the first time since 2005. I remember when Mary told me to write 

something that I remember, so I wrote “I remember the joy that was felt by my 

family in 2015 when the Patriots won the Super Bowl for the first time in 2005” 
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Black Crystal  

by Alana Faulkner  

 

I was lost in the light then   

I saw something black it was  

Called the Black Crystal  

It felt like smooth silk 

It was like a jealous god stuck  

Inside trapped unable to get out  

The god seemed scared inside  

Alone I’m now a Crystal that  

No one can take from me because  

I’m special be what you are and 

Not what people want you to be 

 

 

Freedom is the Youth 

by Angell Flores 

 

We got the power 

It tastes like continuous victory 

Sweet yet sour 

Freedom is struggle, is growth 

It’s flyer than some clean shoes 

Freedom feels like passion. 

Mango, orange juice 

Freedom walks with lightning bolts 

and climbs trees with Tarzan 

Freedom is in your heart if you can control you when you’re mad 

Freedom feels like hot sauce and 

watermelon 

Freedom sounds like Alexander spitting the dopest lines I’ve heard in some time. 
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Chimichanga  

by Javier Garcia 

 

On top of the chimichanga is a little bit of red sauce and cilantro and on the inside is 

meat and vegetables. It tastes meaty and juicy. It is the same thing except… 

 

 

I Am 

By Mariela Gomez Trinidad 

 

Marvelous 

Adventurous 

Respectful 

Irritable 

Elegant 

Lovable 

Amazing 

 

Girly 

Optimistic 

Mind-Blowing 

Energetic 

Zesty 

 

 

I Have a Name 

By Anelyn Gomez 

 

They call me the girl with the black shirt, but I’m much more than that 

They expect me just to sit down and act smart, but I’m much more than that 

They think I’m a joke when I sit next to the people I once called friends, but I am 

much more than that 
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I’m not just a smart little girl who waits around for someone to wait around for 

someone to give me their homework 

 

But little did they know , that , I AM strong and God gives my name the power to 

move mountains and change nations…I have a name A.N.E.L.Y.N. ANELYN SAY IT 

 

 

My Third Eye Sees 

by Karen Gonzales  

 

My third eye sees the future  

My third eye sees New York  

My third eye sees the day of my birthday 

My third eye sees Maggie 

My third eye sees rich people  

My third eye sees Café Azteca  

My third eye sees Mary  

My third eye sees ice cream  

My third eye sees Kate  

My third eye sees lunch 

My third eye sees small group 

My third eye see choice time 

My third eye sees my dreams  

My third eye sees my mom and dad  

 

 

Ode to Chocolate Molten Lava Cake  

by Lidyanette Gonzalez  

 

Chocolate Molten Lava Cake you're so good 

All the begging I do just to get you is worth it with just one sweet bite of you  

Chocolate Molten Lava Cake I love you  

I could sit at a table at Chili's all day just to be with you 

So warm and chocolatey in my mouth with sparks of vanilla ice cream 



 
13 

 

Every bite I take out of you brings my smile closer and closer to my ears and my soul 

closer and closer to heaven  

 

 

I Was Raised 

By Katerina Guerrero 

 

I was raised by a white mom and a Mexican father. 

I was raised by my mom’s books. 

My papa raised me by adding a different culture in my blood. 

He raised me showing me the way he is focused in the kitchen. 

I was raised by my brothers. They helped me make the right decisions even though they 

weren’t expecting a sister. 

I was raised by my dogs who I can always find in my house. 

I was raised by the Spanish music making me move side to side. 

I was raised by both of my grandmothers cooking with two different styles. 

I was raised to love my thick beautiful hair. 

I was raised to love my big thighs that my mom says I got from my dad’s side. 

I was raised by my family always telling me I look like Petra who wouldn’t want to be 

like her. 

I was raised by many moms. 

My moms are Ceci, Ummi, Lee, Lusanda, Sheila and Kate. 

I was raised by the pool making me a stronger person. 

My grandmother’s flowers raised me because I grew with them. 

 

 

I Was Raised 

By Mary Guerrero 

 

I was raised by poetry, Pablo Neruda taught me to see the universe. 

I was raised by a tree that grew unfearful of death. 

I was raised by the tortillas my mother-in-law’s hands made, patting the dough. She 

taught me to enjoy simple pleasures. 



 
14 

 

I was raised by my father-in-law's eyes when he silently spoke volumes with a look from 

under his hat. 

I was raised by my travels to Mexico when I had to learn to believe in myself. 

I was raised by my children Patrick, Eric, Katerina and Kate too who taught me how to 

grow up. 

I was raised by Antonio who loved me even when I didn’t love myself. 

I was raised by my students whose words showed me that all humans have thoughts to 

share. 

I was raised by Michael Armstrong who taught me to understand the words of my 

students. 

I was raised by El Taller where I was taught to see talent in everyone. 

I was raised by Lawrence, a history of struggle misunderstood but vibrant. 

I was raised by my mom who is always there to take care of me.  

 

 

Troll 

By Alexander Hernandez 

 

Once upon a time there was a man named Shark Pooper he was very close to Lin 

Manuel Miranda so he went to Broadway. After that he went to watch Moana in the 

movie theater. But there was only one Movie Theater that sold tickets to Moana in 3-

D. So he had to fly all the way to California. But then he wanted to watch New 

England Patriots live. So he went to Gillette Stadium. He found out that Gillette 

Stadium was moved to New Hampshire. He went to Target and Walmart to pick up 

snacks. At Target he met Trollster McLollipop. But later he met another person he 

liked. His name was Sillyface Minionsloucher. He had decided whether to take them 

to the game or to just leave them at their boring jobs. Later, he decided to take them 

both to the game! 
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Freedom 

by Emily Hidalgo 

 

Being free not owned. 

Having peace in life. 

The color of freedom is anything. 

It’s independence in life.  

Freedom is not something you can easily put into words but you can sense freedom. 

Freedom is something you don’t want to lose. Freedom is special to you. 

Freedom is you being you and listening to your heart.  

Freedom if you lose it’s very hard to get back. 

Freedom is something we all DESERVE! 

Freedom is something we’re born with.  

It’s something God gave us! 

Freedom is something we live with forever. Happiness. 

 

 

Lawrence 

by Christopher Jerez   

 

Lawrence that’s where I live 

 You don’t call it that place near Methuen, you call it by its name Lawrence  

And treat it with respect no matter how small or big it is.  

 

 

I Used To Be … But Now I Am 

by Jezzarai Jones 

 

I used to be … a door but now I’m a door knob 

 I used to be … a char but now I am a desk  

I used to be … doubting little girl but now I am a non-doubtful little girl 

I used to be … a fire place but now I am a forest fire  

I used to be … in school but now I am out of school  

I used to be … a train but now I am a train station   
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I Dream 

by Cora Lara 

 

I dream of running by the ocean waves, you and me. Running a race against time its 

self. Yet running, not into reality, but into a dream. A dream, really, about 16 girls. 16 

girls and their family of teachers and friends. These 16 girls, although not all are here, 

have the presents of their 15 classmates. Their 15 friends. Their 15 sisters. The family 

of the 16 7th grade girls is my dream. My dream that as we go to 8th grade and 

graduate to high school, that we still have a close connection to each other. That we 

all remember the 16 wonderful sisters that we each were a part of. 

 

 

My Home  

by Breison Lopez  

 

My home is Guatemala. It is a special home for me. This is where I was born. It’s a 

small country but it is still beautiful. There’s a lot to explore in Guatemala. I like the 

pools. I was raised here by Mama Eva and Papa Santiago.   

 

 

This is Me  

by Yzmaelin Lopez 

 

I am strong and I help people when they are weak. I help those people always. I am 

as strong as a bulldozer. 
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I Dream  

by Eddin Macario  

 

I dream of becoming a soccer star. I dream that this world could 

be peaceful. I dream that every person in the world could be nice 

to each other. I dream that all the gangsters would become good 

people but all of those dreams I think of them. But I also know 

those dreams are just dreams they are not reality. So I don’t think 

the dreams are going to become true. 

 

 

Who Raised Me 

by Wilber Macario 

 

My dog raised me 

Because when my Mom brought him home he was little and very 

playful and we grew up together. 

But when I come to the U.S. he got sad and I did too. 

Also when my Dad died he was the only one who was able to 

cheer me up. 

 

 

How To Be Me 

by Manuel Mauricio 

 

Be smart. Get up and watch Tv. Take care of your sister and 

dance with her. Go to the market and play games. To be me 

you have to come to this program  
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I Dream 

by Destiny Medina 

 

I dream dreams I have yet to remember  

Dreams I have not seen come to pass  

I do not dream I simply do because dreaming is only a thought and thoughts only 

take you so far  

I dream because I do not yet have the strength to do 

But when I do, my dreams will no longer just be dreams they will be my reality, my 

truth, my present and my future.  

 

 

Being Raised  

by Jennifer Sofia Merida  

 

I was raised by my grand-ma and my grand-pa, mom and dad. They take care of me 

and play with me.  

I was raised by my aunt who also takes care of me.  

I was raised by my friends. When I did something bad they didn’t tell the teacher, 

they told me and if I still did it then they would tell the teacher.  

 

 

That’s The Blues 

By Noemi Morel 

 

When the brush won’t go through your hair, that’s the blues… 

When you can’t go out with your friends and mom says no, that’s the blues… 

When you that feeling the teacher will call out your name, that’s the blues… 

When I have to write and I know I’m bad, that’s the blues… 

When I fall and my parents say it’s just to grow, that’s the blues… 
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I Was Raised By 

by Herian Perez 

 

I was raised by my strong independent mother. She made me who I am. She taught 

me many things. I was raised by the magnificent taste of rice and beans. It made me 

so happy. I was raised by the movie Matilda and the movie Edward Scissorhands. Me 

and my cousins would always sit on the 4wheeler, and lay down, watching the same 

movie over and over again. I was raised by my family in Puerto Rico. I was raised by 

my comfortable twin sized bed. Oh how I love wrapping myself in the sheets. I was 

raised in Fitchburg where I knew I would remain safe. I was raised by the small soft 

cookie dough, hot fudge, M&M’s, and ice cream. Uh! How good it taste in my 

mouth. I was raised by, the chocolate cake tradition on Valentine’s Day.  

I was raised by. 

 

The Hands 

by Herian Perez 

 

The hands have the power, the power to take over the world, the power to make its 

own decisions, to live its own life. You have the power. I have the power. So don’t let 

anybody take it away from you. 

 

 

My Third Eyes Sees 

by Odlanyer Rivera 

 

My third eyes sees that my brother and my sister stop ask me to go outside because 

I’m not an outdoor person I like it indoor.  

My third eyes sees that I’m not an outdoor person.  

  



 
20 

 

I Remember  

by Reynaldo J. Rivera  

 

I remember when I was a young child born in a farm there to grow and create new 

things and change the world, to change the world you may think it’s impossible. You 

may say I can’t do it but you can. You can change the world with your thought and 

your feelings. People might look you down but they don’t know you’re as power full 

as you can be. 

 

 

If I Ruled the World 

by Williams Rivera  

 

If I ruled the ruled the world I would take all the girls out of the world. If I ruled the 

world I would leave all the boys on the earth and get 100 scooters. If I ruled the 

world Katerina will have to purchase them all. 

 

 

If I Ruled the World 

by Yoelsey Rodriguez 

 

If I ruled the world 

I would get all the stuff I want.  

I would give everyone magic powers.  

If I ruled the world I would be President of the universe.  

 

 

Superhero  

by Isaac Rodriguez 

 

Super Angell, the superhero. The bad guy, Alex, stole the safe that has $10,000,000 

from Isaac. Angell and Alex fight! Super Angell rescues the safe! 
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I Am  

by Isaac Rodriguez 

 

I am Isaac. I am red. I am the. I am was.  I don’t want to do this. I am tired of people 

asking me to smooth my name out for them. They want me to bury it in the English 

so they can understand. Fix your lips around it. 

 

 

Dream  

by Davian Romero  

 

I have a dream that lasted for hours. 7 and a half to be 

exact. There was a guy and his name was Davian and my 

dream centered around that person. He breathed and 

walked on two legs. It was so weird yet so familiar. I had a 

dream he was a mammal in the city of Lawrence under an 

umbrella with 6 other people in the rising loaves writing program writing in a 

notebook with a lead pencil about me having a dream.  

 

 

Ode to Chocolate 

by Alyshia Solomon 

 

My mouth waters as I smell the fresh aroma of candy.  

I stare at it as my mother is scurrying through the store.  

How can I not stare? It’s calling my name.  

Turning to my mom, with a desperate look on my face,  

Only to see my mom not paying attention. Kills me.  

Why must it be so hard?  

Why must there be chocolate in every store I go to?  

I can feel myself dying, knowing I will never have that fresh chocolate in my mouth.  

Goodbye,  

My love,  

I must go now.  
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Trilogy of Us 

by Jocelyn Valentin 

 

Falling in love again  

Plummeting into love again 

A decision so messy it entails more than one 

I don't want to let go  

Of what I know I want 

I need to get unfamiliar with him.  

Undress my thoughts  

Unwind and say that it is okay to say no  

Tears aren't always sad you see If I am making a mistake I'll know in due time  

It is mine to make  

Don't pressure me I am not learning  

You see  

If it is meant to be it will be  

Cause the creator knows its creation  

therefore what will happen will happen  

I'll be okay  

you'll be okay  

we'll be okay 

let me find out what I don't know 

disguised with a relationship has really closed my eyes  

because how can you chose to love people when you really can't and when they are 

looking into my eyes I see nothing but I am only allowed to see nothing  

a disposition this is my position  

becoming immune with only what I know I am in the ozone layer I can't see  

feeling has gone numb  

please don't think this is dumb  

let go and we'll see  

maybe it's not supposed to be you and me. 


