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We are from old brick walls that sing with memories, and the laughter
that fills up the whole of the cafeteria. We are from crowded hallways
with everyone you know, from smells wafting dreamily from the
kitchen.

We are from rooms full of kids, quiet and loud,
from different personalities that make us all a group.
We are from friends and mentors who move on,
and new faces bringing new ideas.
We are from the cheers and applause of open-mic in the library, d:;uly :
writes,
and fist bumps in the hallways.
4 We're from new babies and supportive staff,
4 tons of laughs and monthly potluck lunches.
We are the musical chords, the artistic renditions,
the hallway holas, showing we are Cheldelin.
We are from tears, loss,
and holding each other together throughout it all.
From the smell of fresh dirt as new sprouts emerge, and a cafeteria
stage alive with memories. =
We’re trom talent shows with staff
lip-syncing to Spice Girls and dancing to Thriller.
We are from the whispers of kids as they climb up the gym stairs
"l heard there is a ghost up here."
We are from bulletin boards that reflect our students’ learning, and
warm smiles on the coldest of days. 3
We're from the weird smells of perfume, i

and the sounds of children yelling and chatting.

/A We are from new and old friends,
. and Pride Club.
& We are from two class bearded dragons,

and doodling teachers in a college-ruled notebook.
From having fun with friends,
_and having a community to go to when you're feeling bad We are
from Chromebooks on lite support and a dialysis machine, the fake-out
- collisions in the hallways.
“_We are from the dances, the talent shows, the bullying, the classes, and
prevmus 8th graders from years beforc




We are from fresh air in our lungs as we step onto the
track, rain dew floating atop the grasses.
We are from the hallways beaming with life,
and inside jokes that the whole school is a part of. We are
from-It's good for learning not good-bye'’s. It's a place for
all people to say their hi's.

We are from new friends from soccer, cross country, and
track and electives like STEAM and Food Science.
We are from daffodils and tulips,
and cherry-blossom snow in spring,
and from sidewalks stained with autumn leaves. We're
from the loud hallways and the quiet of the library. We
are from clean, shiny hallways on the first day of school,
and open locker doors on the last.

From the students banding together,
protesting the closure of Cheldelin,
their voices ignored
We are from teachers:
good teachers, great teachers, incredible teachers. From the
chit and chat of Fridays,
the groans and complaints of Mondays,
the whispers and murmurs of class.

We are from the tick and tock of the clock
as the end of the day creeps nearer,
and we wait eagerly for the last bell to ring.

‘We are from the music, p
the loud independent instruments playing free at concerts/
We are the resilient school community
the district will not hear.

We are from holes in the roof, near falling apart where
stall walls fall down, constantly broken.
We are from being empowered to try new things, students
challenging us to be our best selves,
At~ and the people we work with showing us every day that
7 there is joy in giving of yourself to others.
We're l!mm chaotic halls, laughing friends,

and awesome teachers.
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dents found reading and reluctantly returned to class,

5dumdnms, and scavenging crows in our courtyard We are

from the band and orchestra playing in the hallways,
carolers in the office,
togas and tortillas in front of the office.
From Garfield pretending to read even though we know he
can',
ping pong balls ricocheting,
staff waving buses goodbye on the last day of school.
We belong to a pack of Cougars.
Our home is a beacon of knowledge
where we shape our mind, body, and soul.
We are from a pack of Cougars that group,
where friendship is loyalty
and brotherhood is real.
We are from hula hoop competitions in the hallway,
bottle rockets on the football field,
high fives out front,
and hugs in the library.
We are from early mornings, late nights,
welcoming children of former students,
and the transition to/from a summer car.
We are from making a new friend,
and secret teacher theme days at the end of the year.
We are from students skipping down the hall hand in hand,
from the trips, the falls and the getting back up again.
We're from the community we create,
connecting through shared experiences in art, music, and
academics.
We are from the long bus rides home,
and the smiles on parents’ faces as they greet us from thc
car.
We are from talking and breaking ankles in basketball
and donuts on Friday.
We are from the connections we make with teachers
with teachers who see and celebrate our uniqueness.

A magic wand, a special book, the love of animals.
We are from the memories we will hold dear long after the
doors close:
friends, teachers, and mentors who made a difference in our
lives.

We Are Cheldelin!

Thanks to everyone who contributed lines to this crowd-sourced poem. It was a collaboration
'ﬂub‘ Cmby G : EII Lnnd mpnm,ﬁE
i was inspi €0, a Lyon's
Where I'm Fl‘o'::::'lﬂ the collaborative poi:n built by Kwame Alexander.
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