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 It was a bright, breezy day in the middle of April. Birds chirped simultaneously outside 

while the scent of cherry blossoms entered through our classroom window. Lunch just ended, so 

the room was filled with happy, restless third graders. I myself just had a good lunch and was 

ready to get this day over with. Mr. Mooney, our teacher, walked through the classroom door and 

took his seat in the teacher’s desk. He began to quiet us down but it wasn’t easy. All of us just 

enjoyed social hour with our friends and was not about to end chat time anytime soon. But, after 

a few “settle downs” and “quiet nows”, the class volume finally subdued. We learned about 

poems that afternoon. Mr. Mooney thought us how to create ideas and thoughts from the crevices 

of our young minds and put them into a stylized form of writing expression. I found it pretty 

interesting and was quite excited to begin writing a poem. After our lesson, he assigned each of 

us to write a poem. I can recall seeing puzzled looks around the classroom because nobody knew 

what to write about! I looked around the classroom and glanced at all the familiar faces. I looked 

to the left and noticed my classmate Philip. My nose began to react to the unpleasant odor he 

always carried with him. Deep inside of me I just wanted to scream, “Take a shower!” I knew 

that if I wrote a poem about him, it wouldn’t be so pleasant. Then, I looked at Chantel. She was 

my best friend and the girl I always envied. She was always the prettiest girl at our school and 



was admired by everyone. Maybe I can write a poem about jealousy? Then I looked down at my 

gel pens- oh how I loved them! I collected almost every color imaginable and would show them 

off when I doodled in my notebooks. I thought of maybe writing a poem about them? Then, I 

looked outside. Man, how pretty spring was in New York! The view was like a soft watercolor 

painting, filling its canvas with shades of pink, white, and light green. Then, after minutes of 

contemplation, I finally decided what to write about! I was going to write about spring! “Spring 

has awakened…winter has been taken” were the first lines of this soon to be significant poem. 

After those lines, I let my mind and hand wander into my paper. I continued writing until I was 

at my last line. I was proofreading my poem until red blobs of blood began to splat down on my 

paper. I took my finger and rubbed it against my nose, only to notice I was having a nosebleed! 

“Great”, I thought as a got up head tilted toward the teacher. He excused me from class as I 

scurried down the hallway to the bathroom. Minutes had passed and this darn nosebleed just 

won’t stop! A few pinches and head tilts later, I finally returned to class. I sat back down and 

listened to various conversations and recitations of my classmates’ poems. They wrote about 

things like dreams, aspirations, and important people in their life while I wrote about about a 

season! I sighed in disappointment and was about to re-do my whole poem when Mr. Mooney 

announced that time was up. I looked at my blood-dripped poem about spring and began to 

panic. I didn’t have time to re-do my poem because of this stupid nosebleed! But, I had no 

choice. I half-heartily turned in my paper and sulked for the remainder of the day. 

 The following day, our poems were given back to us with a grade. Sounds of 

disappointments and happiness echoed through the classroom from the various reactions of my 

classmates. I got mine back with a big A in the center and a comment saying “nice blood” 

pointing to the droplets. I smiled and felt a big rush of reassurance as I hugged my paper. After 



that, one of the most significant events of my life was about to happen. Mr. Mooney called me 

up to the desk and complimented how much he loved my poem, and would like me to create a 

typed copy. My eyes and smile expanded with this good news. “Sure”, I responded. Little did he 

know the impact he put on my writing path ahead of me and the inspiration he just gave a nine 

year old aspiring writer.  

 


