POEM 1 (Spoons of wood, spoons of silver)

Come thee close to hear, this tale of Erik and Clair,
The one is filled with want, the other a scion’s heir,
He grew up accustomed to the barest of minimums,
She grew up unknowing, her condition was optimum.
His parents worked hard till their gloves wore thin,
Her parents were charmed, wealth had always been.
He wakes to the cold air, slipping through the doors,
She wakes up to the waxed and polished warm floors,
His breakfast was cold, meager was the norm,

Hers was steaming, flavourful and warm.

He starts his day with thoughts full of bills,

She clears her schedule, no jobs to fulfill,

He takes multiple jobs to pay for his books,

She joins beauty pageants, her problem her looks.
His weekends were planned, labour and overtime,
Hers were luxurious, carefree and sublime.

His dreams were created of debts and loans,

Hers were curated with crowns and thrones,

He applies for grants, hoping for a break,

She is handed the keys to a future that’s great.

He sits at the back feeling down and lowborn,

She is bright and ferocious and bold like a storm,

He yearns for a freedom, unshackled from debt,

She longs to be an idol, perfect and unmet.

Two distinct lives, on one college degree,

Erik must battle for what Clair gets free.



POEM 2 (A child’s day by day)

He wakes up with dread of the full day's journey,
Thinking of grades and lacking of money,
The last ramen cooks, it tastes of a melody,

Monday’s child pens penury’s biography.

He sweats in a dream, the memories a story,
It's one of great sorrow, of loss and the unholy,
Proceeds of war, now far from all glory,

Tuesday’s child is the refugee’s history.

He swots all day and all night with efficiency,
He studies with great might, hoping for consistency,
Juggling job interviews to rewrite his prophecy,

Wednesday’s child drives the student's agency.

In an ideal world, he can perhaps be great,
In this world here, the system holds his fate,
Pressing down on him, the burden is great,

Thursday’s child, social structure has weight.

With every new failure, each day is a rehearsal,
His shortcomings loom large, all noted in journals,
It's eating him up, his issues are kept internal,

Friday’s child’s depression problem is personal.



Friendship and company, he seeks to pursue,
Connections are elusive, rushed and overdue,
Faces on screens, and there’s no one to talk to,

Saturday’s child: social isolation is a public issue.

He takes a long walk thinking of his situation,
A more just world, could it be our creation?
A path lies forward to bring transformation,

Sunday’s child is the social imagination.

Poem 3 (I wish)

Once in my life | saw a shooting star,

A symbol of dreams, that come from afar.
The air was cold, the winds went swish,

| knew what to do, | had to make a wish.

| got out my journal and began to write,

My own way of coping, my own silent fight.

| wish | could start, all over again,

| wish | could claim celebrity and fame,

| wish that | had all the freedom to choose,

| wish | didn’t fret about clothes and old shoes,
| wish | didn’t have to work all these hours,

| wish | didn’t worry while taking my shower,
| wish to be untroubled all through the night,
| wish everyday weren’t just another fight,

| wish | had access to all the resources,



| wish to be unthwarted by structural forces,

| wish for no worries about costs and tuition,

| wish all my dreams shall come to fruition,

| wish | weren’t laden with such heavy pages,

| wish | weren’t paid these minimum wages,
When next | looked up, the bright star was gone,
Feeling empowered, | knew what’s to be done,

Success was the goal and the line had been drawn.



