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“Personally Speaking” Poem

Fannybee, Shawn, Maestra

Ms. Stephanie Shawn, daughter of Joel and Patti Shawn.

Here is an elephant, protecting and caring for her loved ones.

My heart is a chili, all fired up for life.

On my forehead, “compassion” is etched.

Listened to is the sound of a waterfall, endlessly pounding on a mysterious swimming hole.

Loved is the smell of sautéing onions, a perfectly clean shoulder, and my nose deep in a rose.

Hated is a waft of trash, attacking me on Figueroa like a baby monster.

My hands are mini-translators, interpreting the world to my mom; they are Ferraris of the keyboard, and flamenco dancers at La Cita.

Remembered are championship soccer games on the humongous fields in Walnut, 
Nana’s dirty jokes, and perfect swimming parties praying for warm enough weather.

“I lovessss you,” read on my mom’s lips and hand, whenever and whenever.

