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APE Final exam

Read the following Poems “of high literary merit” and answer each question, filling the bubble for the BEST answer.  (2 points each)




Serpent Script



The pen threaded through my fingers rattles 



It coils









And springs too!



Dripp



         ing




  with venom



I select my words for their potency



And taste them for gall



Etched in indelible ink



I wear these phrases like a garish tattoo



For every stain you see spreading




I am left with two.





 
-by Ruth Martini




A Spring Day



The sun shines like a spotlight



On delicate yellow daffodils



Rising gracefully from the soil



Standing out beautifully



Against of vividly blue sky






-Lindsay Flower




Stages



At sixteen I believed



Friends would be loyal



Comfort you when you were saddened



And would always be there for you



At fifteen I believed



My boyfriend was everything



He came first in my life



It was for him my heart would sing



At fourteen I believed



High school would be great



Just a puny little freshman



I loved him each and every day



At seventeen I know



The less friends you have the better



Boys will ruin friendships



And to most loyalty doesn’t matter



At seventeen I know



Relationships aren’t all they’re cracked up to be



So I’m single, independent, and loving it



All I need is I, myself, and me



At seventeen I know



I’m too god for high school



Senior year cannot go by quick enough



And college will be very cool.






-Latoya Johnson




Untitled



Their golden petals open, facing



The sun, drawing in its warmth






-Jessica Mick




Having to Decide About Stupid College



The summer days are harsh and long



When it’s early to bed; early to rise



You are not home, your world’s all wrong



With a mixture of blood and sweat in your eyes



The summer days are beautifully loud



Heavy traffic and smog envelop you



Dip your toes in the water reflecting no cloud



And sleep till you’re sun kissed by morning dew



The summer days are humid and wet



Then you’re greeted by fall, winter, spring



It’s conservative, competitive, you get what you get



Where our forefathers let freedom ring




Opportunity knocks, yet which do you take?




A cadet, bruin, or cavalier, you are what you make.






-Stephanie Leyva




Untitled



Something Ninja this way comes,



Ghosting through the darkened slums,



Invisible in the deepening night,



Blood thirsting for a fight.





-Max Palmquist




Repent



When I was one-and-twenty



And the world was still under my foot



I kicked at it.



I was a kid with a dream with 



A dream but a kid.



A bloodied toe from

 Bloody pricks!  Sting-





ing myself; my wounds a-

salted by the hand of my own self.



Suffereing from loss, languishing in possess-




Shunned by family, friends, and romance,



I, who had a dream bua kid but a dream,



Had not but dreams.



But what dreams may come to those that have



Sinned against the greater light?



Tonight



……………….Two



……………………………..Become



One.



Two are



One and



One has become, but where is the other



One?  That was the night that made



Two become



One, until the

One became

Two.  And the

One was gone, leaving only

One.  Two.

Bloody Pricks!

Repent.




-T. Daniel Bohman


Venus

On the sidewalk one starry sky


Captivated by all that was glued by the heavens

A flicker of light was imprisoned in the buckle of Orion’s belt

The death of a star could never compete


With a  tennis star


Or her sister


Or her mother


Or anyone else next in line who was banded behind tinted windows in the 




Sky

It is not often that love is shared

Slaves would have rounded themselves back to Alabama if the North Start


Pretended to be the first in the sky’s hierarchy

The distance from this crack in the sidewalk to the stop sign shows that tonight


Venus is in charge.




-ReNecia Thornton


When I was One-and-Ten

When I was one and ten


My sensei taught me strength

He gave me power, speed, and skill


To battle at arms length

The training made me tough


I toppled many foes

I gained respect for classmates


For breaking someone’s nose

When I was one and ten


My sensei said again

To fight with power, speed, and skill


But use intelligence

The new power that he taught me


Was fighting with the mind

Defeating opponents without fists



A power of another kind.




-Gian Galang


At sixteen

At sixteen time moved in a gentle wave of slow motion

I always wanted to

rush forward

only to be made to

stand still

by its unrelenting constant existence

I could only wait and wonder about what

fate

had in store for me

I don’t recall when time betrayed me

Through its shortened minutes and seconds

Like so much golden sand slipping through spread fingertips

I gather as much of it as I can

And keep it close as time passes

Slow and fast

-Jennifer Feldhaus




untitled



The economy’s in trouble

There’s conflict overseas,

Such are woes of a democracy

Union’s up in arms

Cheap exported labor’s for nike,

Fingers being pointed, but none of them can see.

Intelligence is faulty,

Yet there is no quick solution.

The Marlins won the series,

It seems the world’s doom-ed

But hey, don’t blame me

You’re the ones who voted, I’m only seventeen.





-Brian La Shier




In a Desert


The light touches everywhere but a shadow still exists


Maybe one day the music will stop.





-Victoria Walker

King

When I was ten and eight

I had trouble finding a place in the world of men

I could not find a balance

So many feelings inside me

Hate

Love

         


     Joy

       Pain

                                              Guilt     
             Freedom

Time solves everything or so they say

I hate Life

I love Life

      So much inside me

Maybe someday I won’t feel this way

Still ten and eight, just a day older

I am no philosopher

   But all I know is

It is the good things in Life

That makes Life worth living

Without hate I would not know love

Without joy I would not know pain

         Without guilt I would not know freedom

I will make it

I will be a King some day



-Morgan Gurr





Driving Record



At sixteen, I believed a car




Could change me if it would





Time dedicated to



Self-demeaning work



Smiling at delusional custormers






Only



To donate my respect in exchange for 



Gas money.



I wanted freedome, a road out




A chance to make a path;



Accompanied by a method of



Irreversible air pollution.





I begged



For independence, through a restricted, costly, damaging object.



While falling passenger to narrow



Destinations.



Immeasurable lessons, ticked by



Flashing lights, a dented ego




Crushed, cracked, crunched, collided







CRAP



Expensive knowledge 



Accumulated repairs to my image





And adolescent ideals



It is while traveling




Via my previously under appreciated legs



The liberal air, clears an unpaved world






-Stephanie Leyva





Lonely Nights

Lonely nights staring out the window, the moon rising in the sky with the stars falling toward me.  An ocean of darkness hovering above threatening to kill the Sun King it has once again defeated as it does time and again.  Dim lights twinkling – all is lost – and I have no hope for tomorrow.






-Andrew S. Fitzgerald

