
The Onion 

 

Peeled an onion ever, have you? 

Such a question the wise Yoda would ask 

Looking underneath each layer will make your eyes water through 

It is a difficult task. 

 

Each layer shows you something different 

That you would not think is there 

It’s how we look within 

Me, myself, everyone everywhere  

 

Let’s take a look at Johnny Toughberg. 

Each day, he comes to school 

With a face full of frown lines. 

He looks for weaklings, 

Who cannot defend themselves. 

He takes that advantage, 

To make them feel ashamed of their selves. 

 

Why, you might ask, 

Why does he do this? 

The answer lies within. 

The constant “C”, possibly, in social studies? 

The embarrassment of constant red lines on the math quiz? 

A Tough“er” berg at home, perhaps? 

Something else that started a mental fire? 

The pearl inside the hard shell, you will find, 

By ripping open the outer layer and looking within. 

 

And Jane Lonerbingle who’s always quiet, 

You see her often in the playground by herself. 

Quietly walking, quietly eating, quietly everything, 

What’s beneath the layers I ask, 

There has to be something, to make her wear this mask. 

 

A wonderful person she is, if you only look within. 

Inside, you see, 

New to the school, perhaps? 

Possibly, a math genius, waiting to be unleashed? 

Too afraid to speak, uncertain of whether anyone understands her 

You will find out the answer, 

As you break into the inner layers and look within. 

 



 

Now, a look at me. 

I come to school with a face full of smiles, knowing that I will have a good day. 

I focus on my subjects, learning more every day. 

With my friends, we make each other laugh a ton 

I am the goofy one, always having fun, it’s never done. 

 

When I get home, things sometimes take an unwanted turn. 

Fights with my sister, seeing her banished gives me no concern 

Yet I am at her side when she loses points with my mom and dad 

There are times when I get hungry and I am not so glad 

What I am trying to say is that I too have layers galore 

I too am an onion, sweet in one layer, rough in the next and caring at my core. 


