As I Lay Awake ‘N Sigh 

by Ann

As I lay awake ‘n sigh

a bird came flying by.

He stopped ‘n pecked at my eye

no pain.

Why oh why?

It was not my eye

it was only glass.

As I lie awake ‘n sigh

all night he cawed.

Why oh why

not fly?

All night he stayed

as I lie awake ‘n sigh.

Why oh why

does he stay?

Wings folded crossed his chest

like my Dad he criticized.

As I lie awake ‘n sigh

why oh why 

not fly?

Here he pecks.

Here he caws.

Here he stays.

As I lie awake ‘n sigh.

Christmas

by Brianna

I see the present so small, so light

I open the box to see a kite.

Christmas time is finally here

It’s my favorite time of the year.

The snow is drifting from the sky

The clouds were white and really high 

Sitting there opening the presents

I saw my brother’s fake pheasants 

Sitting there his eyes wide open

Only kept my brother hopin’ 

It was time for the last one to open

Made all of us start mopin’ 

My mom said to have a cup of cheer

Just then I saw Santa’s reighndeer 

It kept us hoping for next year

Just the thought of those reighndeer 

Christmas has come at last 

But I’m sad to say it’s now the past.

Remembering My Love

by Britney

The winds are blowing,

And the seas will call.

Love will be flowing,

And mine will never fall.

I think of you all day,

Wondering when we can be together.

I wish you didn’t have to pay,

No one should pay like that ever.

I’ve cried ever since you left,

Even if it was some time ago.

To me, it was more than theft,

But I don’t know what though.

Yet I wait with the winds that blow,

And sit by the waters that flow.

This Wasted Library

by Brock

In this library, only covers are read;

Deeper is too deep.

We only know what he said she said.

On carpet or on books do your feet tread?

Just look away from the heap.

In this library, only covers are read.

Words are naught, pages are dead—

We may as well be asleep.

We only know what he said she said.

What is it that we dread?

Pages revealing the secrets we keep?

In this library, only covers are read.

The pages’ knowledge to us shan’t be fed.

Their fruits we will not reap

—We only know what he said she said.

The librarian sighs and shakes his head,

The nights’ shadows begin to creep.

In this library, only covers are read.

We only know what he said she said. 

Expansiveness

by Chris

One moment, you’re at a waterfall,

With the roar of water pouring over you.

The next, a flowing field,

Surrounded by nature’s glow.

Jump to a forest.

In the darkness, you find the light of life.

Swim in the river.

You drift in the essence of existence.

Follow the rails.

The metallic clanks have an ambience of their own.

Discover the underground.

Where life can be laid to rest, more life grows.

Suddenly, you’re above it all.

Soar around and discover open lands,

Lands that reside not on the ground, but in the heavens.

Lands where the real world need not apply.

Lands of the heart and mind, and those of friends’ hearts and minds.

The lands of life itself.

Daydreams

by Daniel

I’ve been having this daydream lately 

Where I’m just sitting in a lawn chair in the middle of an open field

Showing the trees swaying rhythmically from a distance

To the song in my head

The grass in front of me collapses down and so do the trees

Now all that remains is me and a patch of grassy dirt

Floating somewhere in the stars

I see two lines in the ground heading to the edge of the cliff

Somehow I know what’s inside each one

1- There is a man climbing a mountain trying to get to the cliff edge

To get to something he really wants

2- There is his ‘brother’ running away from something

But no matter how hard he tries he stays at one spot 

Then something rises up at the edge of the cliff

It looks to be a star 

But I know better

Soon it gets brighter and brighter

Until I stand up and my chair is blown away

I don’t fear this thing

Just fills me with wonder

I run at the cliff to get enough speed to jump on it

I’m about to make it…

Then I snap out of it,

And continue on with my day.

What You Get From Thanksgiving

by Jacey

High-pitched laughter starts in the living room and gradually arrives in my bedroom to ring in my ears.

My family is equivalent to a billion people chatting like they haven’t seen each other in years.

The scent of rosemary, thyme, garlic, and more encloses around my nose and causes my taste buds to tingle.

The clock tics and tocks as I impatiently await my beckoning feast, until them I am forced to mingle.

At last, the clock produces four loud chimes, which informs me it is time for a marvelous meal.

I start with potatoes, mashed to perfection, brown tinted gravy dripping down the sides; the texture is so perfect it must not be real.

My next course is the food some would call odd, but to me these peculiar appetizers taste like home.

Oysters, shallots, clams, cold salmon on crackers, green olives and more will soon, in my stomach roam.

I then make my way to the numerous salads that consist of crisp lettuce, juicy noodles, and sweet fruit.

The rolls are my favorite, so fluffy so smooth, I can’t stop eating them, oh shoot!

Next is the turkey, oh just the sound of the name.

Its crisp skin and luscious flavor puts the other foods to shame.

To top off this meal I end with a slice of pie, or maybe a few.

I suppose two scoops of ice cream will fit in my stomach too.

Now I slump in my chair before collapsing to the floor.

That diet has ended I should’ve stopped before…

The potatoes, the oysters, the clams, the fruit, the lettuce, the rolls, the turkey, the pies, the ice cream and all in between.

I guess the real point of Thanksgiving is saying goodbye to your figure…”well, I was so lean!”

Say good bye to the family, wave them on through the gate.

And say hello to your new best friend…all that extra weight!

For the Love of Frank (a Villanelle)

by Jeri Lynn

His voice sings out and fills the room

in that charming, tender soliloquy

and causes her heart to sing and swoon.

I turn my ear to this amorous tune

and notice the romance quite quickly

as his voice sings out and fills the room.

Her lover serenades, “I get a kick out of you,”

and you see her blush and smile coyly

but he causes her heart to sing and swoon.

She gasps and sighs and is dabbing soon

at those tears of affection falling quite faintly

as his voice sings out and fills the room.

You can see the adoration of this bride and groom

as they twirl and dance so quaintly

and as their hearts both sing and swoon.

Their ethereal love is like a firework’s plume

that sparks and shines so brightly.

His voice sings out and fills the room,

and causes her heart to sing and swoon.

Blooming

by Jessica

Creativity blooms

like flower buds in spring.

Many different shapes and kinds

like flowers.

The feelings

Well up inside,

And they pour out 

through hands.

Or your mind goes blank

And clear as glass.

Utterly focused 

upon…

Painting,

Drawing,

Writing,

 or maybe 

Molding.

But whatever 

you do, you

are creating!

I

by Karla

I love to sing,

I like to swing,

I wish to dance, 

I hope to win,

But more to live.

I love to give,

I like to hug,

I wish to draw,

I hope to fly,

But not to cry. 

Stereotype

by Karmen

I walk through the halls,

Worried about what people 

Might think, might say.

Having to watch what I wear

People snicker as they stare

I have to look decent,

My style must be recent.

I have to watch what I say,

Saying what I want, not okay.

Blending in, can’t stand my ground, 

Afraid that stupid is how I might sound.

Because people, I live to please. 

Not able to be who I want to be.

So you ask, what’s got me fumin’,

The stereotypical type of human.

Christmas Holiday

by Krysten

It’s almost Christmas in a couple days.

We all go to sleep early that night.

We’re all in our beds, all of us praise.

So hopefully that night we won’t have a fight.

Shopping for Christmas is so much fun.

We see the people full of joy.

Jumping around in the sun.

They are all shopping for a special toy.

Santa Clause is coming to town.

Bringing presents all around.

First he’ll go to Ms. Brown.

The girl who always sleeps on the ground.

Christmas is very special to me

I get presents and no school.

When I was three I got a bee.

When I was four I got a tool.

Snow is coming, I’m so excited.

While it starts to fall to the ground.

It looks so delighted.

I go to sleep and listen to the sound.

My Battle with the Monster

by Renee

The monster takes my life

It’s got me for keeps

It beats me down, until my last heartbeat

It throws me down and brings me back up, that monster keeps me coming back

The pain is not enough

I do anything for the monster

It controls my life

The monster makes this battle a never-ending fight

It takes me to the ground and leaves me to die, after all the happiness, I cry

But that monster takes me back up to that sky high

It takes me to my last breath

My heart stops, I see my death

I drop to my knees, the battle is almost won

The pain takes me over, I wish I was dead

On the ground…and back up again

The monster comes and saves me, like an old friend.

The Things He Owns

by Riley
His eyes are alight with an amber glow

He who owns the bed on cold winter nights 

He who owns the red ball that sits in my lap

He who owns shot gun when offered a ride

His coat glows a soft brown in the moon light

He owns the pink tongue that laps at my plate

He owns the nose that wakes me each morning 

He owns the look that always melts my heart

He has a character of his own 

He who owns the heart of every little girl 

He who owns the tail attached to heart strings

Weather they be his or mine I do not know

He who will always own me, heart and soul. 
Charlie

by Saderra 

His name is Charlie,

He sleeps all day.

Would rather eat leftovers, 

And give his dog food away.

He’s half Labrador half Chow

I try to brush him,

But I can’t figure out how.

His hair is matted, 

It looks like a mop.

Getting old, 

About to tip over

But I sure hope not.

He can’t hear, 

And he’s got cataracts in his eye

He’s the sweetest dog

Wouldn’t hurt a fly

I will cry

The day he dies.

God of War

by Sergio

God of War

God of Destruction

As so it seems

There’s a time when war comes people join in for kill

Like addiction flowing through their bodies

People spilt their blood in order to protect something

God of War

God of Destruction

Without a doubt he loves battles and war

Loves the blood he likes

Loves the evil in people killing

Loves the torture in humans

God of War

God of Destruction

Becomes the destruction of humankind

Should there be god of peace

The protector of humankind

The savior of humankind

The strong source of humankind

God of War

God of Destruction

I say no more

Whispered into My Heart

by Ted

Oh, wow me 

From the sadness 

Of my heart 

Beseech me 

And the truth 

From my heart 

Can thee understand? 

That my heart is pure 

Coldness and everything else 

It’s dark and mysterious 

Have you whispered? 

In the darkness

Of the void of prosperity 

Blood will cycle through my brain

Within my soul 

Am I crazy or evil?

Maelstrom has taken over

Emotions are unstable

Sadness will come 

So have you whispered? 

Within my soul 

Heed my words 

‘Cause I would never

Whisper

My heart 

Of my cold 

Dark heart 

Torture

by Tory

Scrape, Rinse, Scrape, Rinse

Leg and armpit hair not allowed

This our society has vowed.

Scrape, Rinse, Scrape, Rinse

Endlessly shaving all your life

Day after day, year after year.

Scrape, Rinse, Scrape, Rinse
Shave it, wax it, pluck it

Torturing yourself every time.

Scrape, Rinse, Scrape, Rinse
Why do we do it? Who really cares?

Why does it make a difference if you have a few little hairs?

Scrape, Rinse, Scrape, Rinse
Are we ashamed of ourselves, is that it?

Is that why we shave our armpits?

Scrape, Rinse, Scrape, Rinse
We were made this way, why change?

What’s wrong with hairy legs?

Scrape, Rinse, Scrape, Rinse
Leg and armpit hair not allowed

This our society has vowed.
