
Cabot Creamery Cooperative and Potato Hill Poetry 
announce the 2012 Poetry Contest Winners:

Grand Prize Winner:  
($250 plus poem will appear on Cabot Butter Box later this year)

Where Does Joy Come From?

By Ansley G. (Grade 8, Spartanburg, SC)

To fill a bag with clothes and with food
Is to fill a heart with life and vitality;
A blue cotton coat to wrap ‘round cold children,
Makes you see life in pure clarity.

Life is not simply the years you have lived;
Life is not only reaching for dreams;
Life is the essence of bringing joy,
It shines and it shimmers just like sunbeams.

Sometimes it’s said that giving is hard,
But I tell you that truly, it is not;
For when you give, this feeling of wellness
Arises deep within your heart.

It glistens and glimmers and then bursting forth,
Broadens a smile upon your face;
You know that your life has brought joy to another
And that is a feeling you cannot replace.



2nd Place Winner: $100

Every Story Starts with a Song

By Erin L. (Grade 8, Tallahassee, FL)

Walking toward the sleek ebony piano, black as midnight,
Past the wrinkled faces of the story tellers watching me,

I sit on the smooth bench in the empty living room of the nursing home,
Ready to share my gift with them,

Give them the gift of music,
First hesitant touches, rhythmic strokes on the ivory keys,

Then… losing myself to the music.
Many songs later, I turn,

And staring at me are dozens of gathered storytellers drawn by the sound…
remembering,

A pair of old eyes hold my gaze,
And in them I see…

That man, age fifteen, at a dance
Falling for her for the first time, dancing to the tune I just played,

Twenty-three, on one knee in front of that same woman from years ago,
Twenty-five, arm around the woman with a young cooing child,

Fifty-nine, surrounded by grandchildren,
Seventy-seven, holding her pale, trembling hand while she takes her last 

breath,
All this in a second,

All this…
Starting with a song.



Impact 

Sometimes I feel small, insignificant, like a dead autumn leaf skittering across a concrete road. 
What can I do, to change the world? 
 
I am doubtful that I will… 
Invent something new. 
Inspire world peace. 
Put a stop to world hunger, or 
Find a new race of beings hidden in space. 
 
And yet maybe I can… 
Add on to something that has already been invented. 
Bring together snarling foes. 
Give a lonely, huddled figure a sandwich, or 
Tell a wonderful, mad story about aliens that will have little children giggling with delight. 
 
So while I might not… 
Invent something new. 
Inspire world peace. 
End world hunger, or 
Find a new race of beings hidden in space. 
 
I know that I can change the world. 
 
Luna S. 
Grade 8 of South Royalton, VT 
 



Working Hands 

Getting my hands in the ground and all dirty 
My grandfather standing over me outside 
My mouth telling me that I am really thirsty 
I did not want to work, my comfort denied 

The sun beating on my back when I’m sweaty 
My clothes covered in mud and my muscles are sore 
My body is doing this work, and it’s hurting 
I work till my hands simply cannot do more 

Grandfather is pleased, but my body is not 
His worries and burdens both now are lessened 
Though I’m tired and weary and thirsty and sore 
I feel good that I’ve helped and know what work’s for 

 

 

Jonathan P. 

Grade 8 of Spartanburg, SC 

 

 



Better Days 

I approach my friend Robby with a bounce in my step. 
Robby’s face ignites with joy as he spots me and he raises his arms high into the air, 
His smile could lift up the spirits of anyone and his optimism spreads like wildfire. 
A warm feeling of being a ray of sunshine in someone’s life catches through me. 

 

I pant heavily as I run around the track with my friend Robby, 
We pass other Special Athletes and volunteers as they jog around leisurely. 
We fly on the track with our faces red and sweating, 
One step after another, One lap after the other. 

 

Every Tuesday evening I spend time with Robby, 
Robby and I dart around while my sister talks up a storm with a volunteer. 
I always feel exhausted and drained at the finish of every meet, 
Yet still feel rejuvenated enough to do one last all out sprint. 

 

I donate time to assist others and I get repaid with surging feeling of bliss. 
I take a moment to make someone else’s day better, and 
Robby’s consistent positive attitude and smile makes my day better. 

 

Make the extra push to support others in your community, 
Giving back in little or large ways. 
The only way to receive happiness, 
Is to give kindness. 
Strive to make a better day for someone else in your community. 

 

James R. 

Grade 7 of Newton, MA 

 

 

 



 

 



Folding Origami Cranes For the Kids of Japan Is… 

 

The softness of the top of a paper running across your skin while being 
creased, 

Paper cuts that are immediately healed from the heart, 

The smell of paper becoming fresher and fresher minute by minute, 

The sight of all of the colors of the rainbow, 

The sound of everyone working together as a team, 

Being the best you can be to succeed, 

When you are proud of yourself for doing the right thing, 

Having the dark side of your life disappear from your mind, 

Helpfulness and joy coming alive through a paper crane filled with 
emotions, 

Kids in Japan cheering for happiness… 

Once again. 

 

Blake V. 

Grade 5 of Farmington Hills, MI 



The Lone Bluejay 

Your song sparkles on the water 
There is a crack, the tree beside the one you and your family lives in tumbles to the earth. 
Frightened I hear a screech. 
 
In the town market place conversations have abruptly ceased Everyone can tell something is wrong. 
I watched in dismay as yet another old tree falls to the ground. 
I run to the town, my feet beating the ground. 
I grab my friends hands and drag them to where the new shopping center is being built. 

The town hadn’t ever even wanted it there. 
As I looked at the lone Bluejay trying to figure out what to do the greatest idea came to me,  
like a puff of smoke from a fire. 
I new  even little things could make a difference. 

That weekend I went door to door 
Everyone signed my petition to save the forest I loved. 
 
 
As I rang the doorbell of the mayor’s office I wondered if this really was the right approach 
Maybe I should have talked to the man cutting everything down. 
I pushed the button again, I knew every second counted. 

With in a few weeks the forest was saved. 
And every once in a while I heard the lone Bluejay’s call thanking me and my town. 
 

 

Sunny E. 

Grade 6 of HolyOke, MA 



Giving Back to the Community 

We should give back because……….. 

Our garbage people take out our trash, 
And our doctors give us medicine for our rash! 

 
Our electricians give us power, 

And our florists plant us flowers! 
 

Our teachers give us knowledge, 
And our architects build us a college! 

 
Our farmers give us food, 

And our counselors get us out of a mood! 
 

Our vets take care of our pets, 
And our fishermen catch our sushi with a net! 

 
So please give back, 

If not find a new community, I’ll help you pack! 
 
 
Erin R. 
Grade 6 of Colchester, CT 
 



“Trash Picker Upper” 

Look at all this trash all piled up and stinking. 

What are all these litterers thinking? 

 

They don’t care what they throw out the door. 

They’ll keep tossin’ til there’s no room anymore. 

 

Pick it up. Put it in the can. 

That should be our only plan. 

 

This is the only earth we got. 

So when you see trash, pick it up. There’s a lot! 

 

I want my kids to see green grass, clear waters, 

Not shattered glass and empty bottles. 

 

 

Zackary C. 

Grade 8 of Lake Butler, FL 



One Simple Thing 

Fear-bright eyes stare up at me 
Haunted with loneliness so strong--- 

Their aching heart deprived of friendship: 
A gift that people give sparingly. 
Liquid laughter cleans the mind 

From the dismal clouds of crushing scorn. 
Beaming smiles burn away 

The leaden fog of oppressive contempt. 
I have healed a bleeding soul 

Of wounds from scathing, lancing taunts. 
I, as the gentle, soothing breeze, 

Have blown away smoldering hostility’s smoke: 
Revealing the loving person hidden in flame. 

Hatred’s red shine will tear us apart, 
Ripping countries, gouging holes. 

Kindness’ warm quilt will hold us together, 
Gathering friends, mending hearts. 

That’s the one simple thing the world needs to unite. 
 
 

Matti H. 
Grade 6 of Dedham, MA 
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