Hamburg Junior and Senior School – Hamburg Iowa 

7th 8th and 9th Grades, Mrs. Madison and Mrs. Whipple, Instructors

Michael Carey, Visiting Artist

1/18-22/02

A. Poems About Norman Borlaug and His work

1. Hunger – Austin 7th



An infertile farm



a mouth that



has never been fed.



Thunder rumbling.



The devil rising inside.



This is what is feels like



to never give back



what you have taken.



When you never feed



once you’ve been fed.

2. Starvation – Dani Thomas 9th


You are the stabbing in one’s side,



the feeling of emptiness in the pit of the stomach



the growing ache inside.



You are the reason children die
and 

mothers watch not knowing why



never knowing.



I just wanted you to know



that I know 

who you are,



where you are and 

that I am coming



armed with food!

3. Hunger – Miranda D. Casey 9th



Hunger is the monster



gnawing at your senses,



the weight holding you down,



the claws ripping your stomach



your stone-like heart,



twisting your head around.



It is the eyes watching



for the right time to strike.



It is the mouth,
inside you



waiting for hope, energy, relief,



waiting always,
to be filled.

4. Hunger – Chris J. Wyland 9th



Hunger, what is it?



Is it life? Is it death?



I will tell you what it is.



It’s a boy standing



by a stream

trying to catch some meat.



It is a father spending



his last bit of money for grain



It is a mother who cooks



the little food they have.



It is the reason so many die.



Hunger, make no more die,



Go a way without “Goodbye.”

5. Untitled – Bob 8th



Wheat fields as far as the eye can see.



Golden streaks swaying in the breeze under a bright sun.



They are a gift from the land.



So you’d better give the land a gift.

6. Dear Dirt – Esther Wathen 8th



In all your calm,



you have a mighty power

to feed, to help



the power to save.



Each of your tiny particles



saves a soul from hunger,



saves a soul from harm, and



saves a soul from death.



So dirt please realize,



you are a superhero.

7. For Norman Borlaug – Alisha Keasey 



Oh, how vast is this Earth



and yet how solemn its people lay.



Starvation carves a desolate path



and death sees the way

so that people will not wake



from a cold and dreamless sleep.



It takes just one who sees,



how those people weep.



Just one, to go to them

and make a difference.

8. Ode for Norman Borlaug – Andrea Wallace 8th


Can you change the world with just one seed?



That is not a question to ask just me.



Ask the man who cared a lot,



who was thankful for whatever he got.



Ask the man who changed it all.



The man who wasn’t afraid to fall.



You will be surprised by what is true.



Maybe his words will feed you too.

9. What is a Miracle? – Krista 8th


A miracle is the helping hand of a stranger from an unknown land.



A man who with hope for every living soul,



with dreams and goals for everyone.



Someone who believes in everyone



and everything that they do.

10. Dear Earth – Heidi Aspedon 8th



Your presence has kept me happy 

like a flower bathing in the sun.



Without you there would be no hours in the day



or birds that fly in the sky.



You’ve kept myself and many others alive and well



as though you haven’t a care at all.



So please stay here stay true 

like the feathery clouds in the sky always do.

11. Ode to Hunger – Brianna Barrett 7th


When will it end?



When will it stop?



I want those sad eyes



to be laughing,



that red hair



to turn black and beautiful.



I want those swollen



little bellies to have



what I have,



this happiness,



this loaf of bread.



Oh, how can I share it?

12. For Norman Borlaug – Kristine Middaugh 9th



Some thin bodies



some frail hands



with no one to answer their prayers,



no one to understand.



Who will plant a seed



to make them strong?



Funny how just one man



can change the world

13. Does it Hurt? -- Europe – 7th



Does it hurt to see your family struggle for food?



Does it hurt to think you won’t see day again?



Does it hurt to go without?



Does it hurt to watch someone you love die of starvation?



Does it hurt when you know there is not enough, when there is never enough?



Does it hurt to think that there is no one to help your family?



Does it make you lose your faith in God?



It hurts me to see people cry because of hunger.

14. Dear Hunger – K – 9th

You are a mouth waiting to be filled.



Just wait hunger, I am gonna come



armed with hope, love faith and knowledge.



Then you will be no more.



Hunger you will die.



You will no longer



be the death of others.

15. For Norman Borlaug – Alexis Woodward 8th


You came to help



but it may be too late.



I’m skin and bones.



It maybe too late.



You showed us how to work



and we understood

but I’m nothing



but skin and bones. 

16. Ode to a Hero – Heather 8th


Simple farmer you are a hero.



The world is your field.



You weed out the plants of starvation




and dig deep the seeds of bountiful food.



Come drought or rain, no matter the conditions,



you continue to cure the world of pain,

you continue to grow,



Oh farmer, my hero.

17. A Prayer for Energy – Brent Neal 7th


The sun is a big ball



of energy, God’s bright heart



beating in the sky



pulling up the green in everything. 

Energy helps you move, 

feel, taste, and live a long happy life.



I want everyone
to feel God inside.



I want them to feel their limbs



growing tall and straight and

strong and spreading everywhere.

18. India – Dacia Rodriguez

Skeletons with glassy eyes

walk the street of New Delhi

Listless children sit on corners

and never smile.

While in America the young

exercise their minds and play.

People have food and jobs with cars.

Because the land has fed them,

because they have fed the land

and know how to.

The plants talked to them

an they listened.

19. To People in Need – Shandra



I feel your aching stomach.



I know how  hunger feels.



I know what it’s like to not eat.



I hear your cries.



I know your fear,




the throbbing in your mind,



the fire in your eyes,



the stone in your heart,



the hurt in your mother’s eyes.

20. Ode to Plants – Ryan Haupt



You are a child in the fields,



taking from the soil



and putting back.



You will fill out and grow tall



and also grow food

to stop world hunger



and bring peace.



Although you live such a short time,



thousands depend on you.



Now more than ever.

21. Hungry –Tara Clark 7th


When people were starving



when people were dying



only one person cared.



He had a heart when so many 

could have helped, but didn’t.



Why did they sit back and laugh.



What if they were starving.



Would Norman help them?



Yes he would. That’s just the way he is.

22. I Know a Man – Desiree Ohlmeirer

I know a man who saved many



not a hundred, not a thousand



not a million, but a billion



from helplessness, starvation and poverty.



He took lives and lifted them



because he cared, because he loved.



He saved children; he made them strong.



He saved elders, so they could watch their children.



He is honored as he should be,



not just in the past, but today,



tomorrow and everyday hereafter.



“Is he God,” you ask.



“No,” he is a man,



a child like you once, 



his name is Norman Borlaug.

23. Starvation – Dennis Rine



Hunger is the pet peeve



inside of everyone. No one likes it, 

then why was starvation still happening



When Norman Borlaug stepped in and helped?



He saved many people because he knew he could.



What would you do, if you had the chance?

24. Dear Norman – Seth 8th



You were like a needle in a haystack, but the needle was found.



You were one small person with a gigantic heart.



Thousands died but you saved millions



crossing plants, making new ones. 



You dedicated your life to saving souls.



You were a dream, a god, a miracle to many.



All over the world, you will never be forgotten.

25. Hope – Megan Chestnut 



He saved a billion lives



with just a little wheat.



He could have given up,



but he wouldn’t leave his feet.



He touched each child’s heart. 



He gave hope to them and 

if he could, he would do it all again.

26. Rewards – Jessica Hayes 7th 


He planted the soil with



bundles of wheat.



He made the poor plains



look rich and neat.



He filled stomachs



with plenty of food.



So the people were always 

in a good mood.

27. Farm Angel – Abby Stockstell

for Norman Borlaug

Like the dew

he was there

in the fields.

His kind words

saved us.

He never gave

up hope.

He fed those 

who were hungry.

He taught us how to care.

He worked and

worked until the

nation began to 

work with him.

28. Ode to the Farm -- Anonymous

Planting is good

but harvest is better.

Hunger hurts

but starvation kills.


In the end


we are all the same.


The fed, the hungry


all the plants in all the fields

come harvest. An eagle

flies softly like a flag

in the air above us

like the sun, like the rain

protecting us all.

29. Hunger – Rachel 8th


Dear Hunger



I see what you do.



I see what you are.



I see and hear the pain that you bring



you are like a hundred swords cutting in my side,



I don’t know what to do hunger.



You are the pain I see in many eyes.



You may not be have disappeared everywhere,



but the world is trying.

30. Hunger – Tanner Lloyd 8th 



for Norman Borlaug

It is the non-stop pain in your stomach,



that constant growling sound,



the skin so thin,



the bones showing clear.



Is there a miracle anywhere near?

31. The Dream – Sheryl Kirkpatrick



for Norman Borlaug

The cries of a child



echo through the hills.



as hunger fills his body



and the thought of dying



takes over his mind.



The image of milk



is all that is on his lips,



the remembered smell of bread



the only thing in his nose.



Suddenly, the  strength of his mother’s love 

fills his heart until he can once again 

hear the sound of the birds



singing happily to him in the hills.

32. Norman Borlaug – Kimberly



It’s great you helped hungry people,



that you taught them to seed the field



that you helped them get started.



That’s what they needed, a new beginning.



Hunger is an empty bucket waiting to be filled.

Frail bones are rocks falling to the ground.



Those millions of lives you saved are needed 

to make the world go round.



So thank you Norman Borlaug



for keeping the world spinning.

33. To Stop World Hunger – Diandra Martinez



All across the world



children big and small



are feeling the sharpest pain.



Hunger for days on end.



Parents not knowing how to cure their children,



going without food so they may survive another night.



It was you who dedicated your life to saving others



who showed us how to be great. 



You stopped starvation for the big and the small.




Thank you Norman Borlaug for giving your all.

34. For Norman Borlaug -- Patti Cox 8th 



This is the man who saved the land

who always tries hard to do what he can.



He fed the hungry and gave to the poor

He earned great honors. He saved many lives.

He made sure men didn’t lose their wives.

The hungry now have food

and the poor now have homes

thanks to Norman Borlaug.

35. Thanks – Rachel Bradley 8th


Dear Norman Borlaug,



You didn’t ask for money.



You didn’t give up



when everyone was against you.



You stared back at all the staring faces



and told them it could be done,

that you could do it



and because you didn’t listen, 



a billion lives were saved.

36. For Norman Borlaug -- Mrs. Madison 

Children stare lifeless, still 

unable to think or feel,



to laugh or play 
or 

dream their time away.

Lying lonely on a cold dirt floor

their clothes faded missing threads

their eyes shrunken almost dead.

No chance of laughing in the sun

no chance of resting when the day is done.

Their bodies frail and sheer, 

their mother dead, they shed a tear.

Is hope near? It must be.

B. Poems About the Borlaug Boyhood Farm

1. The Old Farmhouse near Saude – Dacia Rodriguez



for Norman Borlaug

I remember hearing Palma

sing her lovely song to herself

and Norman running,

playing with toys.

I can still smell mom’s

homemade cooking.

Once again, I taste apple pie

as I walk around in the old house

My hand starts to tingle

as I touch the doorknob

that memory has made glisten.

2. Rebuilding the House – Julie Neal



Yes, the house is old and moldy



but we can fix



the broken window



and put light



in the rooms



and paint the sagging walls.



Then, maybe the laughter



and the singing 



will come back



and maybe, just maybe,



the memories.

3. Once Again – Miranda Casey 9th


A cool mist dampens your face.



In the distance a soft mooing is heard.



Soon there’s the familiar clanging of the milk



and you’re once again in the stuffy barn that smells of the cow that inhabits it.



Her big, brown trusting eyes gaze at you.

Hay rustles as you slide the hard wooden stool across the floor.



Her udder feels warm and smooth as you work your hands



and the splatter of milk in the pail comforts you.



You rest your head against her enormous side and dream 

of the chesses and creams you will soon eat.



When you’re finished and about to leave,



once again, Bessie kicks the pail



and you have to start over.

4. The Basement – Dani Thomas



Down the creaking steps,



staying close to the wall



he runs his hands 

along the cement



into the darkness



to the bottom step



onto the hard floor.



He dashes across the room



to the bench in the corner



and grabs what is needed



his eyes slowly adjusting to the night.



He runs back up the stairs through the door



to the safety of the light and his parents.

5. Walking in the Fields – Diandra Martinez 8th


for Norman Borlaug

He walks the great yellow fields.



He enters towns of millions of starving people.



And he thinks to himself, “How can I save the world?

How can I make something good happen?”



He studies the many tiny grains in his calloused hands.



He pictures each one as a child’s life, as saving a child’s life,



kernel by kernel, grain by grain. 

By serving, he will teach them to survive.



He thinks this to himself



as he walks in the great yellow fields.

6. Clara and he Old Cow – Ki – 9th


for Norman Borlaug

It’s funny how 

the one who



got the most



was not the biggest



or the strongest,



but the one with the 

most tender hands.



Momma’s weren’t 

very strong



but she always 

got gallons more 

than any of us.



Even the animals 

felt the love flowing 

through her hands.

7.  Ode to the House – Code Rubey 8th



You feel the pain of age.



The old rusty nails are now thorns in your side.



Sun rays shine through the holes in your roof 

and through the broken windows.



The steps creak even when no one is there.



You deserve more. Doors with straight frames,



new clean window panes, and steps



with bright faces climbing up them.

8. Prayer– James Miller



for Norman Borlaug

Restore the house.



Don’t let it rot.



Paint the siding.



re-shingle the roof.



Put new glass 

in the windows.



Then new chickens 

will lay new eggs



and you will eat them.



Plow the fields.



Bring in the crops



Feed every poor 

one in need.

Fill the glass

of everyone

in the world

with milk.

9. For Everything She Did For Me -- Kimberly Schooner 8th



I went out to  the rock pile over in the field



and gathered some of my favorites.



Since Mom had arthritis,



I decided I would put them 



in front of the kitchen window



so she could see them without walking.



When I got all of them



in a perfect circle, I planted flowers.



It was mom’s favorite present,



her rock garden. She cherished it 



the moment it first caught her eye



and called out to her with love.

10. Barn – Heather 8th


The old barn



where I worked away the days



singing away my problems



like the old blue jay outside 

my bedroom window,

the old barn where I



milked Bessie



and tended the horses.



The old barn with the old hayloft



where bales of straw were stacked in piles



where I would jump after chores far after dusk.

Oh, the days I spent in the old barn!



Oh, the days I spent singing!

11. Memories – Esther Wathen 8th



In each room 

in this tiny house



lives a million memories.



of milking ol’ Bessie



of the small garden for mother,



of curling up in a hole in the snow



and waiting for sleep to come,



of being the first to go to college.



Each memory sits and rests



on the floorboards, on the walls



and in the closets.



Each in has its place 

and will stay there forever.

12. Fourteen Miles – Tanner Lloyd 8th



Off I go walking the fourteen miles



in cold winds, and harsh weather



I don’t want to but I do,



bundled into the middle of the pack



the 8th grade boys charging through the snow



the 8th grade girls watching out for slackers.



By the time we arrive we’re frozen



and thaw into our learning.

13. The Second Coming – Seth 8th


The old barn is falling, memories are being lost.



The cows are gone like a whisper in the wind.



Norman’s grown up, the kids have moved away.

30 years have past but the place isn’t forgotten.



Students arrive like cavalry. They come to restore and to renew.



A few nails here and there and a few coats of paint. 

the difference is like night and day.

The smell of hay and animals return like geese flying north.



It looks like it was built yesterday.



Listen and you will hear Norman singing to Bessie.



Some say it’s the wind but I say it’s his soul singing.

14. The Old Rugged House -- Sheryl Kirkpatrick



Nails slam into my walls



brooms go about their sweeping.



Dust covers the ragged boards



begging to be taken down or painted.



This is what life tastes like



in the old rugged house.



These are the sounds



of the old rugged house 



once again coming to life.

15. The Walk to School – Ryan Haupt



The wind was howling and the snow was blowing everywhere.



It was a cold Monday morning and mom had breakfast ready.



I could smell the eggs and bacon.



I didn’t want to walk all the way to school and then back home again.



The snowdrifts
were taller than I was.



I felt a chill go down my spine as the wind picked up. 

When we were ready we left.



My nose and my fingers felt as if they would fall off,



but as I neared the school, I was very excited. 

School seemed like heaven to me after freezing so long outside.

16. Wheat – Bob



Seeds are life.



They are small but they have done great things.

The world’s a better place



since Norman Borlaug planted them,



since he saved a billion people from starving.

17. The Garden --  Cassie Barrett 8th



We gathered rocks.



We sat them in a circle



like the sun in the sky.



We planted flowers



because you gave us so much.

Then, when you had a bad day



all you had to do was look out the window



and see the beauty



we planted for you.



You gave us a lot, so long ago, 



so long ago, in return, 

we gave you something



and it still stands today.

18. Walking Home From the One Room Schoolhouse – Krista Kahue 8th


for Norman, Palma and Charlotte Borlaug

The cold flaky snow crunches



beneath our tattered shoes,



our chapped cheeks burn in the wind.



On the roads the ice is cracked



into little chunks like chips in a cookie.



The hills look like pancakes 

covered in powdered sugar,



the hills we have to cross



to find our cozy white farmhouse 

warm and waiting.

19. Simple Things – Alexis



Rocky soil



a rundown house



deserted prairie 



a simple rock garden



a cow named Bessie.



A forgotten barnyard



an old coop faded and peeling.



There was always food on the table



and a thing called love.

20. The Outhouse – Shandra 8th


The cold winter air creeps up my spine



as I walk outside in my gown and slippers.



I hug my toes as I open the door



and hear a creaking like that of a beetle 

calling in the wind blowing all around me.

21. Dream House – Patricia Cox



for Norman, Palma and Charlotte Borlaug



The breeze blew through the trees,



the wind tasted so fresh.



I walked in the two story house and the



first thing I smelled was apple pie.



In the living room old-fashioned furniture 

was lined up against the wall.



The walls were painted with a light tint.



When I walked onto the stairs 

I could feel a soft new carpet,



outside I heard beautiful voices laughing.



so I followed them through the silent woods 

to a beautiful lake with clear blue water,



where children were swimming and playing.

They looked as if they had been there before

They seemed happy.

22. Pooped – Andrea Wallace



Sitting in the outhouse



is not my favorite thing to do.



If you were in my position



wouldn’t you want to leave here too?



I’d rather be playing outside with my brother



or my teddy bear Drew.



The wind is very cold, colder than I expected.



It is night after all and it is winter.



Maybe I should have checked,

but it wouldn’t have made any difference.

23. Alone With the Cows – Heidi Aspedon 8th



The barn smells rotten like moldy bread



in the garbage can because of all the cows.



I can’t seem to find the lamp I’m supposed to use 

to find my way through the old building.



In the distance I hear a cow mooing at me,

hunting me, as if I were a deer and she were a tiger.



I grab my cold tin bucket that looks like it has been through a war



and walk to the barn all by my lonesome for the first time.



I can taste the tears streaming down my cheeks.

I walk over to the cow, sit on the stool, and start milking just like Pa taught me.



The next thing I hear is a chicken off in the distance 

squawking like she was about to get her head chopped off. 


That’s when I can’t hold it anymore. That’s when I scream. 

C. Norman Borlaug Riddles

1. Snow – Miranda Casey 9th


I am the quiet on a winter’s night.



Light invading the dark.



I drift from the heavens 

to blanket all in my soft embrace



I am a child’s delight.



I am a fluffy cold place to sit when all seems hopeless.

2. Tractor – Tanner Lloyd 8th


I am a horse



walking through the field



bouncing your 

hard-working father



I eat and I 

help you eat.



When the day ends



I wear a coat of dust.



You pull the life



out of me



but you’ll put



it back



when you wake 

me tomorrow.

3. The Old Farmhouse – Krista 

Like snow the paint flakes fall.



Brown wood cracks down the middle.



Cracked glass shines in the sunlight.



Dusty floorboards creak with every step.



The torn curtains sway in the wind.

4. Starvation – Alexis



I am a pile of bones



walking down the street



I am a pair



of big brown eyes



staring from deep sockets.



I am a plate



that is empty



reaching up to you



begging silently.

5. Wheat – Seth 8th 

When you were hungry



I was your savior



moving yet standing still,



my arms reaching for the sky



my nourishment reaching for you.

6. Starvation – Rachel Bradley 8th



I am a hundred knives stabbing you in the side.



pain that brings many deaths.



I am the one the one who made you skin and bones



I’m the one that hurts so many



making them cry through the night.



making everyone ask, Why?”

7. Field – Kimberly Schoonover 8th


I am a full bucket, a meal 



ready to share.



I am a mother to all.



Please return the love that I have given,

the nutrients after you use them.

8. A Full Belly – Esther Wathen 8th


I am a balloon about to pop.



I am a bucket full of water.



I am a mother who encourages her child.



I am a dead man with life breathed into him.



I am a friend now, never an enemy.

9. Hunger – Heather Robinson 8th


I am a disease that 

can only be cured



by hard work.



I am an empty pot,



a never-ending black hole.



I’m a painful, tearing at your side.



I can be filled, but I need your help.

10. The Cry  for Food – Diandra



I am the tiny face that looks

upon you as you live healthily.

I am a tiny little body

crying out for help



my bones growing

more fragile each day.

11. Cow – Cassie Barrett

I am a fog horn in the night.

I’m picture in the negative.

I am meat. 

I am vegetation.

I am nutritious.

A stomach with many stomachs

to put in yours.
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