Graduation day

A miniature frog leaps across the sea

While the unwavering crow flies to the top

While the matured nautilus leaves its home

While the brilliant sun promises another day



- Casey Middleton

Uniforms

A street lined with uniforms


Masks cover their faces for protection



Sticks protrude from their sides ready at any moment




To be used

A group of big square signs bounce up and down on their 


Way down the street.

Activists of World Peace scream their protests to the war as they


Move on the street

      Daring the uniforms to make one move.

People of all sizes, ages, and colors protest the need for a war.



"World Peace" they scream over and over again

       along with the boom boom of their steps

BOOM. BOOM. 6,000 miles away the boom of Bombs and gunshots cloud and drown



Out almost every other sound


Where American uniformed soldiers fight to win a growing war.

Protestors back home as the scream "World Peace" over and over



Become quiet rowdy.


Violence erupts in the crowd

The uniforms grab their sticks to calm and stop the eruption.

Protestors resist over and over creating an uproar and interruption to the day



Creating violence while protesting a war of violence.


Peace is what they desire

While 6,000 miles away America's brave Uniforms


Fight only to win

      For all the lives of this great democracy.



- Natasha Malik

Small, brown bough

Gasping for breath

Through smothering

Blanket of snow


-Etomgi Chukwu

Define

A flawless face

Plastered on those who pass

As if condemning them for being below;

As if asking them why they choose the life they live.

A gentle face like that of Aphrodite.

The closest to perfection imaginable

In plain view.

Now I ask what?

What is beautiful?

What is right?

Now I ask why?

Why do I feel like a prisoner to society

In a nation so free?



- Melanie Mullaney

The canary forsythia branches

Sway untamed like 

Curly locks

In the soft tufts of wind

· CoCo Walters

At Sixteen I believed…

At sixteen, I believed

That owning a care was the greatest thing

I'd ask what car my parents were getting

And boy was I deceived

At sixteen, I believed

I thought I was the master at dancing

'till some hat girl said I was just prancing

I was worse than perceived.

At sixteen, I believed

I was in love and it wasn't a fling

Then she let me go like you'd cut a string

No love had I received.

At sixteen, I believed

And boy was I deceived

I was worse than perceived

No love had I received.



-  Chris Coker

There was a pair of comfy shorts so dry

There was a pair of comfy shorts so dry,

One can't believe how nice they shine in light.

The sign they flash beholds the viewer's eye.

A plight befell them and they felt the spite,

Of bitter girl who took my words too strong.

The shorts did not bring harm to she so pale,

She felt it proper but she moved quite wrong.

The spilling was so clear but thick as ale.

A brawl ensued; she ducked a knockout punch,

Oh who oh why has she just ruined by meal!

My loins were cold they dripped on ground and lunch,

The pain I felt was share, it would no heal.


But no my pain is done, my shorts are dry


Don't hurt your friends, pale one, and don't be sly




-  Adam Dunn

Cad

Jumped the train at Mexico,

Didn’t know what I was after.

Felt the pain of bleeding hearts,

Didn’t care there was no laughter.

Spoke no Spanish, yelled my lines-

Didn’t hear an answer

Ruined lives on the Rio Grande

Didn’t she was merely a dancer.


Now I lie alone in pain 

Screaming her name- 

I gave my life for her!

Now I die, alone in shame,

Lost the game…

I know I am a cur.


- Miriam Rush

At sixteen I believed in my job

Would make me money and a man.

I worked all summer, no mustache can grow.

Pancakes were my game, IHOP was the name

But cheap tips were the plan, and I was not a fan.

Broke

Spent all

My money on

A PS2, start saving again

A bus full of poor people, no money to be made.

 Broke

Spent all

My money on

Nothing.  Didn’t make any.  I hated my job.

I hated my boss, I hated the drug addicts.

If working until 4 a.m. for nothing doesn’t make me a man

What can?



-Matt Mitchell

Shadows of the leaves

From the green tree

Dulls the hue

Created when the sunlight

Shines from above.

The splotchy pattern

Appears underneath

Because the leaves 

Are people.


-Bethany Hauck

Rising in the east, moving toward the west,

The sun challenges me again to fight.

Though I try and try the sun does it’s best,

To win the battle and bring me the light.

Steadily climbing through the pale blue sky,

I do faithfully arise to the day.

Running circles the sun can only try 

To give me it’s light as some sort of pay.

Falling as quickly and kindly as it came,

The light surrenders itself to the dark.

Bust still I know the sun is not the same

As those who fill the day without a spark.


Just as the sun always rises and glows,


I will live each day with brightness that shows.




- Emily Dahlkamp

A Daisy

At sixteen I believed

That a daisy heals the soul

And cold water makes things bloom.

A warm smile

Brings sunshine into a room.

The melody of a Nightingale

Melts the heart like a candle flickering 

As the wind wisps by.

And through the tumbling waves of time

I have found all of this to be true.



- Amanda Dennis

