
Trapped In poetry.  
By Nicholas Froicu



“Poem”  - “Poem Collection “ by Liviu Antonesei  (translated from Romanian)

The book of space 

Got lost alone.

In the world, sometime.

The reason why I chose this poem is that I 
wanted to show some of my family 
members’ contribution in poetry. Since my 
grandfather is Romanian, it would add 
some different culture into the mix and 
showing the class different countries point 
of views in poetry. The reason I chose this 
poem specifically is because I like the 
mystery aspect in this writing. Also, I enjoy 
the significant impact the story tells us 
even though the poem is relatively short.



“Nightlife“ - “Poem Collection“ by Liviu Antonesei (translated from Romanian)
The lonely street was leading

to the house of the american man.

We were three the dirty snow was crunching and squeaking 

Under our feet…

We were three-the fourth was making his presence

Through fire words snow and blood.

The old houses still survive under the frozen water. 

The smoke is lifting up

Towards the sky.

There was no god here.

We were three and the fourth was making his presence known

In the pure and anarchicair.

In the night-I remember how tired the flesh cries the word.

The reason I chose this poem is 
because I like some of the aspects of 
poetry shown here. I thought the 
theme was a little mysterious which I 
love to see in poetry. The mystery 
aspect just makes the story so much 
more intriguing. The reason I thought  
that this is a mystery is it says such 
quotes as “There was no god 
here”and “in the night-I remember 
how tired the flesh cries the word” . 
Since these are such open ended 
ideas you can perceive the quote in 
so many different ways.

 



Fire and Ice
Poem by Robert Frost
Some say the world will end in
fire,
Some say in ice.
From what I’ve tasted of desire
I hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,
I think I know enough of hate
To say that for destruction ice
Is also great
And would suffice.

The reason I have chosen this 
poem is because I love Robert 
Frost's style of writing. This is 
one of Frost’s most iconic poems 
so that is why I chose this for my 
project. This poem also 
combines many of my favorite 
things such as apocalyptic 
writing and poetry making this a 
perfect match for my project. 
This poem also features a yin 
and yang concept making this 
very interesting to read because 
this is bringing us back to one of 
the first two rivals.



Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening
Robert frost

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village though; 

He will not see me stopping here

 To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

My little horse must think it queer 

To stop without a farmhouse near 

Between the woods and frozen lake

 The darkest evening of the year.

 He gives his harness bells a shake To ask if there is some mistake.

 The only other sound’s the sweep Of easy wind and downy flake.

 The woods are lovely, dark and deep, But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, And miles to go before I sleep.

The reason I have chosen this poem is that it is by far 
one of my favorite poems from Frost’s poetry collection 
making me want to share this with all of class. This poem 
is very descriptive making it so easy just to imagine what 
is going in on. I just love when an author makes the 
poem so illustrative it is very enjoyable for the reader.



My poem #1 
By Nicholas Froicu
Ireland's Paper Chess 
Patrick-Osean O Patrick-Osean 

Rising at the start of dawn 

He was just drawn now he's a pawn 

Please don't make this let you yawn

Patrick-osean now he is gone tis it is dawn

The poem is about a pawn that was 
drawn for a paper chess tournament. He 
needed to wake up at dawn to get to the 
chess tournament. At dawn the next day 
he was thrown out by a custodian.
The reason I wrote this poem is to give 
people a fun little poem to enjoy about 
paper chess.



The plummeting cup
By Nicholas Froicu

 
The clashing cup dropped

down it sounded o so loud

now the people mop

The poem is about a cup at a 
dinner party that falls off a table and 
hits the ground. Then the people 
have to clean up the mess. The 
purpose was just to practice a little 
on making haikus.This is my haiku  
so I hope to have better haiku 
expertise next time.



The wall against poetry 
By Nicholas Froicu
The poem just

                          Dropped

                          It made a loud plop

                          Now it will 

                                          

                                           Fall across the wall 

poem

poem
plopplop

This poem is about a wall that 
stops poetry from passing. 
Making it falling down and 
down. This is really supposed 
to represent the wall poets 
have to pass when trying to 
publish their masterpieces. 
Many of the great poets today 
and in the past needed to pass 
this wall so if they could do it 
any one can. Good luck.



The well that hated poetry part #2
By Nicholas Froicu 
The poem just

                         plummets 

                          Until it will be rugged 

                          Now it just 

                                          

                                             Fell down to the the well 

poem
helphelp

This is the sequel to the wall 
against poetry. This is about a 
well that sucks in poetry. One day 
a poem fell into the hole. This is 
supposed to represent the hole 
that some poets fall in to. What I 
mean is this is about a poet that 
ran out of ideas. He keeps on 
having some flaws in his writing 
and he never thinks his writing is 
good enough. In reality he is an 
amazing writer. One day after he 
writes his daily poem he just 
gives up and just ends his career. 
Until they read this poem (:


