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     Chicago Kaleidoscopes is an After School Matters program that looks at 
key aspects of Chicago’s identity via creative writing. Apprentices in 
Chicago Kaleidoscopes look through Chicago-centric lenses of writing, 
music, visual art, sports, history and the sciences as they critically think 
about the world they live in; then they combine their critical observations of 
those source materials with their creativity through poetry, short fiction, 
and other literary genres (prose poetry, etc.). Apprentices learn key 
marketable skills such as listening to their peers, writing clearly, 
communicating persuasively, and sharing and receiving feedback on their 
work, while learning more about how their personal identities resonate with 
aspects of Chicago’s identity. 
     Chicago Kaleidoscopes meets at Mozart Park, in Chicago’s Logan 
Square neighborhood. CK also went on field trips to the Segundo Ruiz 
Belvis Cultural Center, Chicago Cultural Center, Chicago Public Library, 
and Fermilab. 
     The teachers for the Summer 2105 Chicago Kaleidoscopes After School 
Matters program are Dan Godston and Elizabeth Marino. Chicago 
Kaleidoscopes is run by the Borderbend Arts Collective, a 501c(3) 
organization that presents arts programming in Chicago and beyond. 
     We would like to thank the following individuals and organizations for 
helping us with our program: the parents and guardians of the Chicago 
Kaleidoscopes teens; John Yost and his staff at Mozart Park; Charly, 
Marlena, and the teens in the Bomba ASM program at the Segundo Ruiz 
Belvis Cultural Center; Omar, Amber and their staff at SRBCC; Emily Nott 
and the rest of After School Matters’ North Region team; our guest 
speakers—Toni Asante Lightfoot, Adonnis Williams (First Defense Legal 
Aid), Yolanda Bradley-Crocker (Outdoor Afro), and Tené Gray (Digital 
Youth Network); Jennifer Steele and the rest of the YOUmedia staff for 
accommodating us during our field trip to YOUmedia; Georgia Schwender, 
Anne Mary Teichert, Dee Huie, and Kurt Riesselman for helping us with 
our field trip to Fermilab; Keith Kelley from the Spoken Word Academy of 
Chicago for coordinating a poetry collaboration between SWAC and CK 
teens; and Brenna Carse from Pittsburgh Youth Media for coordinating 
interviews with PYM and CK teens.  
     Check out these websites to find out more about Chicago  
Kaleidoscopes! 

 www.chicagokaleidoscopes.wordpress.com 

 www.chicagokaleidoscopes.bandcamp.com 
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Lavender   by Bianca J.  
 
Lavender looks like a delicious plum 
Lavender feels like a guardian angel's touch  
Lavender sounds like an ocean wave  
Lavender smell like a loving mother  
Lavender taste like a home cooked meal  
Lavender is enchanting 
 
 
 
 
Sonnet Blue  by Jonathan B. 
 
Sky is full, often past the color-filled clouds 
And is found in the building block of life 
Gushing infinite droplets, roaring sound 
Leap off and into the blue cushion, splice 
Reverse head upwards towards emptiness 
Away from any social conviction 
Traverse the void, helpful covariance 
Place where another can’t hear your diction 
Irrelevance, required sense is sight 
Blue, you witness the profound round aura 
Objects scrape the horizon, Earth bends light 
Life prospers, land is covered in flora 
From naught, to fruition of the blue touch 
Hidden underneath it, so much, too much 
 

 

 

 

Dark Goldenrod  by Kayland J. 
 
Dark goldenrod, brighter than gold, yet darker than yellow 
Almost like the shade of yellow that resembles the sun 
Makes you feel the complete opposite of mellow 
The color looks like the smooth playing of the cello 
Listen to dark goldenrod as the song is almost done 
Dark goldenrod, brighter than gold, yet darker than yellow 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Growth  by Kendall R. 
 
Childish on high wind  
Never not question your choice 
Difference boy and man. 
 
 
 
 
 
Letter to My Future Child  by Jada B.  
 
Life isn't going to offer you many roads 
But I hope you choose the road to success 
Stay in school 
Stay away from drugs 
Stay around people who inspire you to do better things 
Stay around people who bring out the best in you 
But on your journey from toddler and eventually adult 
I want you to know that i will always have your back 
I will always inspire you 
I will always guide you towards a life of happiness and success 
No matter what mistakes you make i will always love you 
As long as you stay by my side, i'll always protect yours 
The best advice i can give you is too think about everything you do 
And remember 
I'll always love you 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
Dark Skinned Little Black Girl  by Tia B.  
 
My dark skinned little black girl. 
Ignore the media 
That portrays you as the rock instead of a pearl.  
My dark skinned little black girl 
Don't be ashamed about your naps 
Don't you dare cover them with perms or tracks. 
My dark skinned little black girl  
Do not cry for light skin 
Because to the sun you are amazingly relevant.  
My dark skin little black girl 
Do not cry for small lips  
Because a white woman envies those and your hips.  
My dark skin little black girl  
Do not cringe at your nose 
Because god gave you the better ability  
To smell the flowers and the rainbows. 
My dark skinned little black girl  
You are one of a kind 
You are a queen, a goddess, all in one bind.  
My dark skinned little black girl  
Do not cry at the comments 
Because you are a mixture of the earth,  
sun, and all of god's elements.  
My dark skinned little black girl  
Don't you see?  
You are magical and incredibly pristine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Policing in the Neighborhood   by Jacara D.  
 
Will they come on time, actually be safe? 
Will they prevent any crimes or just get an aftertaste? 
Will I be a victim whom the hero will protect? 
Will mommy have to cry and blood will be the tears that wet 
Her perception of the world 
And make the world cry in shame; 
Will the slavery caused by racism be 
The name America’s famed? 
Will life get any better or 
Life’s murderers be cured? 
Is jail a place where 
All life’s mistakes have concurred 
If we let the convicts or either those child  
Support violators out today 
Will their minds solidify their sanity 
Or did it all just wash away? 
Are my thoughts even visible 
To the protectors of mankind, 
Or is every single moral person losing his 
Or her mind? 
Do our lives matter, or anyone else’s do? 
Is writing going to get a solution out to you, 
One willing to be implemented by society and 
Its desire needed to be met and so established 
By federal government’s loyal ves 
Of chiraq 
Forced and designed to kill the innocent 
Or more likely 
Will cops stand up and reject the law and because it doesn’t protect the citizens, 
Recognize that? 
Am I black? Yes. Am I an activist 
To this society? 
If my words can’t change it, I wonder should I care 
Because the world rots inside me. 
Like a disease it’s something 
I hide close and cannot cure 
Should I care about America, Chicago, or leave it, abandon it, and let it turn 
into something 
Else? 
 

Chances  by Diamond D.  
 
Ima give you three tokens to win this game 
Token #1 you gone use to explain 
Token #2 you’ll use for your excuse 
Uh-oh it got stuck in the game 
This next token don't use for abuse 
Oh my you're running out of tokens 
But if you win this game you'll be ten tickets richer 
Let’s try token #3 
Careful because it’s thicker 
 
You can think your skills are sicker 
and try to cheat the game but it may not go through 
Don't put the token in to hard 
Man oh man 
You did it again! 
You thought your game was ham  
Oh well should've got a better plan 
The token is stuck 
Why are you trying to pull the tickets are STUCK! 
 
You’re falling! BOOP! 
Right on your BUTT! 
You fell in many ways 
No more games for you! 
No more tokens for your abuse! 
You had three tokens 
 
 
 
 
Atlantis  by Jalen P.  
 
An entire city gone in a day 
Never to be seen again only a thought of yesterday  
 
One of the world’s greatest mysteries 
Only been seen in ancient history 
 
An entire city gone underwater  
Millions of people killed in slaughter  



 

Pulling Myself Together  by Tabitha D. 

 
     I broke down crying today… I don’t know why, I just did. One moment I 
was changing my clothes, which messed up my nails because I had just redone 
them, then once I saw it, the tears just started rolling. I immediately covered my 
mouth and knelt down. It seemed to last only a few seconds, I got up, wiped my 
tears and proceeded to put on my shirt. I remember looking in the mirror at my 
wet eyes thinking: where did that come from? Then it happened again. I 
covered my mouth so my mom wouldn’t hear me, turned away from the mirror 
so I wouldn’t have to look at myself that way. I made sure I looked to see if 
mom was anywhere close. I got a tissue this time. I still didn’t know why I was 
crying, why I didn’t want mom to see me. It was a while before the next one.  
     By this time I thought I had actually pulled myself together. And there it was 
again. This time it was stronger, this time I couldn’t keep quiet and to myself. I 
still covered my mouth, but this time I went to find my mom. She immediately 
looked troubled and came to hug me. I hugged back, tightly, breathing heavily. 
She kept asking me what was wrong, and I kept saying “I don’t know” even 
though I was slowly starting to realize what it was.  
     After I avoided more questions, I let go and “pulled myself together” I fixed 
myself and kept my head down and said I’m fine, I’m okay. I pretty much knew 
what was wrong, but it didn’t need to be shared. I knew I wasn’t fine or okay, 
but I had to make mom think that. And to my surprise, it worked. She believed 
I was “okay” but a part of me didn’t want her to think that. And a part of me 
didn’t know what I wanted. I guess I have some stuff to work out. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pop Goes the Dream          by JaHai G.  
 
The man with a hot air balloon  
Had a vision 
To trot the globe 
A goal he had to accomplish. 
 
The man with a hot air balloon 
Looked Trouble in his face 
Wing guzzling at the ropes 
Deadly angling of transportation  
 
The man with a hot air ballon  
Gave his all and more 
Yet he knew his faith wasn't good 
As he crashed into the doleful ground 
Pop! 
 
The man without a hot air ballon  
Lost so much but gained more 
Knowing the sky isn't home for everyone 
It is a privilege and not a right 
 
 
 
 
Pop goes Jack       by J. M. and Adriana M.                                       
 
     As our hero Jack was being tortured all you could hear 
was the sound of his breaking bones and his muffled cries. 
In the end, the kidnappers threw Jack into a trash 
compacter and all you could hear was his head go..... (Pop)! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

What I See   by Brian L.  
 
What I see when I walk out the door  
Is a school, pretty big  
But is it good or is it a bad school…   
Then I see the bus stop  
With the numbers 15 and the number 2  
Which is kinda cool since my fav number is 152  
But on the bus i see irritated, ean muggin ppl  
Maybe they like being mean  
Or that’s juat the way it seems  
Then i see a train with the color green  
But before i step up the steps  
I see bad ppl, the unemployed ones  
And no matter who you are, they asks for money  
I see ppl laugh tho it’s not funny  
To laugh at the ppl that’s bummy  
No clothes no food…  
But it’s their own fault…  
On the train i see many ppl and many stops  
It takes me eleven before i reach the blue line  
Which is fine unless I'm running late on the blue line  
I hate tha way it smells going down  
Way down into the subway. 
There’re old men, young men  
Who can hardly talk, so all you hear is a hiss 
They were so uneducated  
Or so unemployed they couldn't take care of themselves so  
You couldn't help but smell urine 
It was just a scent in the air  
Off the blue line i go  
And on to the 73 coming towards Avers i see food 
That smells oh soooo delicious  
It doesn't make sense 
Then on the bus i go,  
I see many houses and many ppl  
Walking together maybe separate  
Some who fight, throwing punches and fists i even laugh  
When i seen a couple miss  
But that’s besides the point  
This is everyday life to me…    
This is what I See 

I Am  by Arianna M.  
 
I am real and talented 
I wonder what the world would be like without music 
I hear the sound of music from the radio 
I see people dancing to the music 
I want to sing, it’s my passion 
I am real and talented 
 
I pretend I’m a famous singer at my own concert 
I feel confident about myself 
I touch the microphone 
I worry about how I might sound 
I cry when I feel frustrated  
I am real and talented  
 
I understand everyone has their different opinions  
I say what I feel 
I dream to be the best singer I can be 
I try my hardest when it comes to my goals 
I hope to accomplish all of my goals in my life 
I am real and talented  
 
 
 
 
Obsession   by Mahogany M.  
 
When you fall deep in love it's like your world  
comes crashing down. It feels like you're moving slowly, 
impatiently waiting until you hit the ground.  
Your heart skips beats, thumping out of your chest,  
leaving you so open and undeniably obsessed.  
Falling in love is like slowly waiting  
to hit the ground so impatiently. 
Your obsession grows into something  
more, and you look for a love  
so deep the oceans would envy you.    
 
 
 
 



 

Self-Happiness  by Isabel P.  
 
Self  
Express 
Love in many 
Forms and 
Having self-confidence in which 
Men don’t see in women 
Personal rights and their own 
Personal rights that 
I can’t change  
Nor can you, but you can 
Explore yourself and make 
Space for the new to come,  
Because you’re ready 
 
 
 
 
 
How Can I Breathe   by Tiara B.  
 
How can I breathe when you’re not next to me  
How can I breathe when I let you walk out  
How can I breathe when I keep thinking about you  
How can I breathe knowing I pushed you away  
How can I breathe when you’re not here by my side  
How can I breathe when am in pain  
How can I breathe in you left me behind  
How can I breathe in, you don’t need me any more  
Just tell me how can I breathe   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mississippi to Paris  by Dartonya W. 
 
This is a beautiful city 
Lights, towers, everything pretty 
I never that this would be me 
Little nappy headed boy from Mississippi 
Now u can see I'm in Paris  
Never thought I would be taught  
How to walk  
Like a successful black man  
Now successful I stand  
Hard work was the key in my plan  
It wasn't peaches and crème 
It's was just my ambition for my dreams 
I was a son of slave became my own king 
It's the success of a black man is terrifying 
They want our culture our ambition to be dying  
But like a flower we our only reviving 
Now it look into the beautiful sky reflect on my life  
In Paris I never thought that the struggle of a black man  
Would be something I cherished  
 
 
 
 
 
All in Vain  by Daron T.  
 
I know that I can do anything 
This has been made evident 
by previous flaws and accomplishments 
I haven't always been able to pay rent  
So if you mess with me I just might throw a fit 
So here's a tip: just don't  
And this won't ... Happen! 
I put most of my talents into rappin’ 
With a passion for snappin’ 
on haters who try to own me 

 

 



 

Magic Poem  Justice W.  
 
Most people think that writing a poem is about rhyme, 
Or the way it sounds but I think its about being able 
To feel what the writer is feeling and get the same 
Point of view as theirs it don’t have to be about 
Roses are red or violets is blue it can be about 
The way you feel, and how others feel to 
 
Theirs may type of styles of poems but the one u write  
Is your own so what are u waiting for create your 
Own magic and put it on paper… 
 
 
 
 
Imagination  by Adriana M. 
 
What kind of movie would this one be,   
    Mrs. Travers?  
You don’t want any Imagination.  
What is life without Imagination? 
To be without laughter or dancing penguins, 
    Music or cartoons even,  
    Is to live without color. 
No in-betweens of Black and White. 
What kind of life would we live in witout in-betweens? 
Without the in-betweens of life and fantasy 
Where would we be if those in-betweens  
were wiped completely away from the minds of the most vulnerable?  
The most easily spoken to? 
The youngest of our kind. 

 

 

 

 

Notes 
     In Chicago Kaleidoscopes the teens studied Ken Nordine’s color poems, 
among other literary works. Several color poems have been included in this 
anthology—including “Sonnet Blue” by Jonathan, “Lavender” by Bianca, and 
“Dark Goldenrod” by Kayland. 
     The teens read and talked about Langston Hughes’ “Mother to Son,” a 
poem in our program. “Letter to My Future Child” by Jada is inspired by 
“Mother to Son.”   
     During one of CK’s collaborative writing activity, pieces of bubble wrap 
were brought into the en plein air class session as props and writing prompts. 
The writing prompt was, “Write a poem or short story that uses bubble wrap in 
some way.” “Pop Goes the Dream” by JaHai and “Jack Goes Pop” by J. and 
Adriana were created during that activity, and recordings of those literary pieces 
can be found on CK’s bandcamp site.  
     One of the poetic forms that we covered is the dramatic monologue (also 
known as a persona poem). Several dramatic monologues have been included in 
this anthology, including “Mississippi to Paris” by Dartonya (imagined in the 
voice of Richard Wright) and “All in Vain” by Daron (imagined in the voice of 
Kanye West).  
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