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The Change That Never Came

Here we fry to carve out our names
To save us from looking the same.

We walk in the air between the rain,
Through ourselves and back again.

Walking in circles, waiting for
Something, somewhere it change it.

It's not that we don't care,

We've just decided that the world isn't fair.

We don't love,
But we don't hate.

Our hearts don't bleed,
Our smiles don't crack.

We move in and out,
Afraid of wrong and right.

The fear of striking ouft,
Consumed the game

Never to return again.

By,
Shauna Ricketts




Jeremiah Creek Digger

Well, back when people
Had no water
Comin’ into town

There was a man who
Was so happy
Never wore a frown.

He had a shovel
With a grip
He always had a round

And if someone needed creeks

He drove it through the ground.

Jeremiah
Always sang
A happy melody

And no one cared
To sing along
But no care had he.
He dug his creeks
Until the day
That everyone wouid praise

But, sadly when
That day did come
No one had a say.

On one rainy rainy night
Pirates came to shore

They raped and pillaged
Everywhere, but
Still they wanted more.

They set fire
To his hat
But did not prepare

For Jeremiah made a plan
While they were not aware.

Jeremiah built a creek
Around the pirate men

Rain had flooded




Over them and
None of them could swim.

He watched them struggle
Each of them
Until the last was dead

But never thought back
Onitonce
For it was never said.

Now Jeremiah
Lived the
Rest of his days

Handicapped from
The hut that
Had once been ablaze

And none ever thanked
His efforts
Or heroic ways

And no one
Dared rumor of
What happened that day.

Now as he wenton
There were no more songs

For there were
No more words
That could right his world’s wrongs.

So remember Jeremiah
With his creeks
And country songs

For even when forgotten
Jeremiah’s never gone.

By:Fomest Rizi-Ryski



| ove Me

| ove me in the sPringtimc, when allis green and new,
| ove me in the summer, when the skg is oh so blue,
| ove me in the autumn, when the leaves are turning brown,

| ove mein the winter, when the snow is Fa“ing down.

Lovc me when I’m l‘uaPPH, and even when I’m sad,
Lovc me when l’m goo&, or when l’m oh so ba&,
| ove me when |'m handsomc, or if my faceis Plain,

| ove me when |'m Feeling good, or when J'm Fecling Pain.

| ove me always darlin’, in the rain or shining sun,
| ove me alwags darlin’, after all is said and done,
| ove me always darlin’, until all our life is through,

| ove me always darlin’, for 'l be lovin’ you!

Py,
Michael Clcmcntc




Le Printemps

Le Printemps

Je suivrai la beaute de la nature
Les arbres de printemps
Grandissent comme la dentelle
Vers le ciel bleu

L’oiseau chante pour le soleil
Les grenouilles folatrent

Dans les flaque d’eau

Les murmures dans le vent

Les bruits de nature

Sonne dans mes oreilles

Je suivrai le soleil

La nature demeura dans mon coeur

Spring

I will follow the beauty of nature
The trees of spring

Grow as lace

To the blue sky

The frogs frolicking

In the puddles

The whispers in the wind

The sounds of nature

Ring in my ears

I will follow the sun

Nature will remain in my heart

Par

Kelley-Michelle Hyatt et Jackie Eschenberg



Unanswered Prayers

Sometimes you wish for something so much,
You don’t see what’s been there all along.

And you listen to what others say,
Like what is right and wrong.

But there are certain things | know;
What to say and how to act.

And the way you treat the one you fall for is important,
And that’s a fact.

Do not fix fantasy and reality,
Lest you confuse the two.

What’s in your heart and in your mind,
Mixes up what to do.

Be gentle with your touch,
And they will not be scared away.

And kiss them softly,
When you are at a loss of what to say.

Tell them what is on your mind,
And show them that you care.

You’ll find that the best things,
Come from unanswered prayers.

By,
Christiana Glorius




Message in a Bottle — 1879

Walking along a southern shore,

Thinking, wishing, and searching for more,

I came across a fairytale lore,
A message in a bottle.

Hidden in the moistened sand,
Cautiously I extended my hand,
Towards the shining, shimmering band,
Exposed glass in the sun.

I picked it up and brushed it off,
Inhaled some sand and began to cough,
Popped open the cork and set free a moth,
That flew into the sunset.

Lifting the bottle to the sky,

I looked through the glass to try,
Try and see what I could spy,

In the lttle vessel.

Tipping it over it gave a scroll,
That hit the ground and began to roll]

It told how life had taken its toll,
On the sender of the message.

Looking for the messenger’s name,

I lost track of time and missed my train,
And so my efforts I thought quite lame,
Looking for a stranger.

But not too long I found success,
At the top was an address,

Of the one in such distress,

They sent a little bottle.

The street on top was by the bay,
And since now I had time to stray,
I'd see what this poor soul had to say,
About the depressing letter.

A short time later I arrived at a store,
“Urpson’s Help for the Mental and Poor,”
So, confused, I knocked on the door,

Looking to find some answers.

A small bald man with a droopy eye,
Opened the door and let out a sigh,
And shook _his head when I tried,

To show him the faded message.

‘Sowwy ma’am” he said to me,
And kindly invited me in for tea,
But I saw him pull out a golden Rey,
As he locked the door behind.

To this action I thought quite strange,
For all I wanted was to arrange,

An explanation about the page,

I found along the shore.

And so I turned and said to him,
“Why sir did you lock us in?”
He just smiled a toothless grin,
And pointed to the message.

So I read the letter over again,

And realized what was written in pen,
Also described the torture of men,

Of the author’s institution.

The small man made a motion to hush,

‘Sowwy ma’am but you know thoo much,”

And so with a quick motion fe touch,
A lever along the wall.

Red lights along the wall shone bright,
Stirens shrieked and gave me a fright,
And'in the chaos I began my flight,

To get out of the wretched place.




I ran, and ran, and ran, and ran, I sat up in bed and began to scream,

Trying to get away from the little man, Looked around, and then it seemed,
Who had tricked me with a wicked plan, Seemed as if it were only a dream,
Because I found a bottle. And a mighty strange one at that.

Finally tired and out of breatf,

With fear my adventure would end in death,

I hid behind a writing desk,

As my pursuer approached. By, Christiana Glorius

Step, step,step he crept,

Closer and closer to where I set,

And I wished I had a hunter’s net
When I felt a hand upon my shoulder.




Among the Stars

I cried one tear for you,

Before my heart froze out the rest.
And the mountains kissed the sky,
Snow glistening on her breasts.

Wolves ran free,

Howling at the moon.

Mourning on the inside,
Wishing death would come soon.

When you left me standing there,
Out in the pale moon light,

Your touch was gentle and, I admit,
You won without a fight.

Surprised was I,

Not a shot was heard,

And I fell fast and hard.

So that tear glistening, fell,
And shines among the stars.

By,
Christiana Glorius




Detroit City Riots Baby

O how | remember, those days of yore.

when |l would breathe fog upon my carwindow.
Then in the midst of drawing some obscenity
Laid upon my bare eyes was put a dreadful sight.

People, ruffians, peasants alike

were all gathered in the Detroit area.

Fists, bats, basehalls and gongs, were all swung
like a lemur does from tree to tree.

I tumed to mywife, the love of my life,

and did say unto her face

that “I think we should just wait his one out”
| heard her head skip a beat.

The riots that day had been foretold

by the flamboyant Nostradamus.

He thus said, “There shall be a riot, inthe
Michigan State.

But lo and behold the Fresh Prince of Bel-air
Will Smith and | did take up our swords

and rode with the horsemen of the apocalypse
to battle we strode, with one thought in mind

Tototally get this stuff on facebook!!!

And so | bequeath my story to you dear reader.
And remember now, what D-MAC once said

Stay away from Gold-diggers

By: Sean B, Daly



The Scarecrow

I built a Scarecrow in a lonely fleld
I made him out of old rags and straw
As tribute to this perfect scarecrow

I dipped my bady in oil,
until my skin was raw

Then ! held the hand of my scarecrow
And [ watched his body burn
And as | watched he turned his head
and said, “boy, you have much to lIearn”

Trapped in his black-button zyes,
I screamed, but only his voice refurned:

“You are dying,” he said
“I was born a dead thing,”
“You are happy now,
For you can rest knowing
It is better to have lived and died,
Than to never have lived at o11”

~these words put of the stillborn scarecrow,
who | made of old rags and strow.

By: Malachy Cleary



Exit to the Left

With a shrill cry we entered here,

We pitter-pattered on broken concrete,
‘We channel surfed the static,

Charged with disdain and an

Affinity for quickly dismissing

Hopes for change,

With a shrill ery we entered here,
Diploma in hand,

Vocabulary expansive--

We tabbed the browsers,

Waited for the buffer,

Thought silent prayers,

With a shrill cry we entered here,

A jungle of shouts, busted fenders,

Waiting to mean anything more than seem,

And while we wait they talk polite-

Ask us to line up against a newly white-washed wall,
The sunlight gleams over barrel, over trigger,

With a shrill cry we exit here

Conner Brennan




HAIKUS

SUMMER

THE COOL SUMMER BREEZE
THE SMELL OF THE HUMID RAIN
TAKE THE PAIN AWAY

PATH

THE PATH SPLITS IN TWO

YOU TURN LEFT WHILE | GO RIGHT
WILL | MEET WITH YOU?

HAIKU

IT IS NOT HARD TO

SPEAK IN A HAIKU TO YOU
YOU SHOULD TRY IT TOO

PETER J SPRATT




Anxiety Disorder

Crawling underneath my skin
Pen shaking in my hand

Heart pounding in my ears
Brain shaking, like a pile of sand

My heart tries to escape
Pounding against my chest

I feel trapped inside this room
I try to tell myself to rest

The room is getting big, while I'm getting small
There’s no way to escape

In a pool of sweat I start to fear

You can see it written on my face

My arms go numb, I close my eyes
There’s no way I can win

Bite marks display on my lip

I wish to remove my skin

Pen leaves prints inside my hand
The clock ticks inside my skull

I block out all other noise

My mind appears to be full

-Cassandra Nicholas




No Smoking Signs

Long forgotten names inscribed in tan leather,
Framed lottery ads displaying an easier life,
Jackets thrown loosely atop metal racks,

And scratched window losing their transparencys;
All of them failing to break the monotony.

The deep rumbles and ceaseless bumps contribute to the discomfort
Caused mainly by red and blue foam seats

And the infringement of space by brothers next to me.

I restlessly await the arrival marked by the loudspeaker,

Delayed endlessly by stops and ticket punching.

And all that remains to occupy my curiosity

Are discarded newspapers and no smoking signs,
And graffiti-covered concrete to my left and right.
But luckily the journey meets a fortunate end,

For how else can I reach the city that never sleeps?

-Kieran Austin




SOCietg’s Pet

An inclustrg born off of self-consciousness,

Became a liFesthe for some, while clespisecl ]33 others.
[t is the fuelfor the fire of its devotees,

Andis the water that extinguishes that fire.

An inclustrg cntirelg clepenclent on the media,
Serving its buffet of idealistic images to the Public.
T hose who follow it do so with blindfolds,

lgnoring the sel1c~loathing it causes not~so~subtl3.

Mang of us constantlg obsess over it,

Qut of our hands Feecling it our time and money,
Simplg seeldng the hard-carned aPProval of our peers
As if it were the onlg Pavecl road to Happiness.

[nstead, it is the dead end that many never reach,
Choosing not to go back to a more FulFi”ing Path.
Butitis imPossible to satis{g the insatiable
When there is no end in 5igl1t?

- Klieran Austin




Who Wants To Sleep In a City That Never Wakes Up?

A city moving faster and faster,

All of the people there for some selfish purpose,

Seeking a kind of accomplishment,

The only thing that could satisfy their maniacal obsession.

Not recognizing the blatant reality they face,
Ignoring the ramifications of likely failure.
They become the pawns of a corrupt society,
Caught in fame’s trap like flies in honey.

Packing their bags for a journey that will never finish,

A misguided sense of vigor covering their lack of success,
And a seemingly dull list of alternatives guiding them

To choose a lifestyle with a high mortality rate.

A less-appealing, drawn-out, and sluggish life
Thrown to the bottom of the list of possible choices.
The mind of another left to discard it again,

For who wants to sleep in a city that never wakes up?

- Kieran Austin




The Doll House

There once was a girl with no home,
Never before had she felt so alone.
So she found a nice house,
And a nice family to go with it.
They would have tea parties and balls and
babies.
She was happy as could be,

But there was one thing she couldn’t quite see;
They were made of plastic and an eighth of her
size,

But now she didn’t feel so alone.

Ellie Shisgal



Neutral Constellations

The night sky illuminates with the moon’s bright shine.
The stars dispersed in the backdrop create an even brighter picture.

Maybe as humans we should act like stars.
We should seek togetherness with greater beings like the moon
We should work as one to take the liberty of occupying and creating light

In the universe there are comets and craters
They crash and burn chaotically through the thick black of space
This disarray above our heads is much like that of war here on earth

Our bombs and loud machinery actualize and contrive fear and separation among the
people

If the stars became separate and independent there would no longer be a sky to look at or
the ability to gaze into the depth of a sequential dusk.

As the people of the world, living together, working together is essential
Like the stars, togetherness; illumination.

Anna Ledwith



Art Within

If the earth was a canvas, its surfaces swept clean,

Then our minds would be the bases to its aspiring means.

Our fingers would be the guidelines and outlines of our dreams,
Our feet would break ground and connect us with worlds unseen.

If we stepped closer and looked at the details, we would see the
scars and the irreparable damage that mankind has left behind.
To fix the mistakes we have made in the past we must release the
emotions that we have confined.

To dig beneath the skin and unbury our thoughts, we can allow
them to take root, to grow, and to shine.

Now with your heart and mine we can join together and make

this picture more beautiful forever.
For the best work of art comes from the heart.

by Megan Brief



Emptiness.
Energy

Consciousness..

Senses, [ suppose

Keep your eyes open, and your mind closed.
You dig deeper yet you expand,

‘What are we made of?

You look at your hand

Child dig deeper, look farther

You see trees and leaves.

They breathe and live

They take and give

We are all the same energy,

Think deeper child, expand

Look up and point your hand

To the sky and beyond.

You are just a speck on earth,

It’s the place of your birth.

But is it really?

Were you born from the stars?

You are a child of the sun

Warm and beautiful, not from here

Look farther child, dig deeper

Amidst the light, you zoom out.

Specks of light scatter misty switls,

Every speck is a star, a creator of life

Now tell me child, Does your mind uncurl?
Tell me how we are alone,

Tell me how this is our only home

Zoom out more child, expand

So many galaxies we hold in our hands

So many specks and stars and givers of life.
Now tell me we’re the only ones there.

Tell me we are all alone amongst all of these fertile specks.
Expand child, Dig deeper.

The edge of the universe is still

Specks so far away, like pin holes in a sheet.
Stars made out of the same thing under your feet.
Zoom out,

Nothing.

Emptiness

Energy

Consciousness

Child, lay still.

by Claire Bischoff.




A Man I thought I Knew

I was walking through the streets,

On a sunny day in the city where the streets are closed for men in suits,
The men who decide our fate,

I saw a man I thought I knew,

Or had dreamed of once as a small child,

He was sitting on a low wall; his skin was dark and wrinkled,

His eyes were large and sad,

He was dressed all in rags of red and blue,

Muted brown by the sun,

A prince he was and very old,

Out of time,

With no money in the city where the streets are closed for men in suits,
The men who decide our fate,

He held a tin cup that he shook,

Extending an arm to passersby,

And pass him by we did,

Untl two blocks away I stopped,

My mind was a whirlpool and my stomach a sailor’s knot,

And I turned back,

As I approached; holding my purse,

Feeling like a child wanting attention in a conversation of grown-ups,
A way I hadn’t felt for longer than it seemed,

The man said in a voice as deep and cracked as a bullfrog’s,

‘Help a brother out,’

Looking at my shoes I had just bought in shame I whispered,

‘Twill,” to myself alone,

And fumbling in my bag I dropped him all the money I had,

I wouldn’t need it,

And as I walked away he must have thought me mad,

To be crying to myself,

In the sunny streets of a city where streets are closed for men in suits,
The men who decide out fate.

- Mina Elwell




The Convoluted Self-Indulgence of a Major Geek

Ok I admit it; that's me over there,
With the hand knitted gloves and the really messy hair,
That sketch I'm doing? Gyheire's beak,
Yep, you got it; I'm your friendly neighborhood geek.

You probably get it now; but I'll go on just in case,
T'll only cheer for you if you're going boldly into space,
Whether you're Stewart or Shatner I'll love you just the same,
Oh, and by the way, you all just lost the game.

David Tennant was my first Doctor, I'm not going to lie,
And if you mention Spidey's clone saga I might just cry,
I wear fake glasses and I like to have a sweater,
And if you like C3PO, K9 was better.

If you know what TARDIS stands for,
And at least some LOTR lore,
If you know what the T-rex in The Batcave can do,
Guess what, you're a major geek too.

-Mina Elwell



My Poem

My poem will teem
With a pretentious rthyme scheme
Clichés abound
As I describe the sky to the ground
Constantly repeating a word
That I’ve only once heard
I’m desperate to make this deep
But by now I've surely put you all to sleep

I’ll be wrapping it up now

But I’l1 still end with a ‘cathartic’ pow

by Alec Lane



My Friend

Hello my friend, it’s been quite a while.

I'd forgotten the way your eyes shone when you smiled.
I'd miss the way we danced the night under the trees.
How you spun me around so fast and carefree.

I'd yearned for adventures and your way with words.
I'd craved how you'd comfort me when I was hurt.
The way that you held me, it made me see stars.

I know that without you I'd atlways have scars.

It would have hurt me so badly had you not returned.
Do you remember everything that we've learned?

The lessons [ife’s taught us have not lessened their load.
Now come my old friend, let me take you home.

The daylight is fading, I can see that you're tired.

Let me cradle you close while conversation transpires.
You know that I wrote you each and every day,

But never get letters while you were away.

I forgive you, my friend, I know it was hard,
The feelings you felt had cut like a shard

Of glass that was driven right into your heart,
The pain and the suffering kept us apart.

So my dear, my lover, my friend,

I'll give you my life, my love I will send.
Acvross the sea or across the room,

We know you love me and we know I love you.

by Lindy Labriola



Fire

Flickering, glowing, reaching for sky,
The light of their tendrils lick the heavens’ dark belly.
They twirl and dance with their thousands of arms

And sleep to the stories the warm coals are telling.

The party commences, dancing to crackles.
Stirred up again by the touch of a breeze,
The capers awaken an intense burning hunger.

They feast on dried branches and withering leaves.

“We are more beautiful than the painted flower!
Stronger than the solid homes!

You cannot Reep us contained forever,

Locked within this circle of stones!”

“What a terrible curse to have so much power,

But to be captured, commanded, and forced to serve.
If we flames didn’t fear the face of the Naiad,
We'd leap over boundaries and eternally burn!”

by Lindy Labriola



A Faith

Crammed and combined against mounting unease,
Our fingers they tremble as they ply at the springs
Of the train as it tears us away from our fiomes,
We shut out all sounds as we quake and we moan.

Some twist into heaps of terror and dread,
Some lose to the anguish, convulse, drop dead.
Among all the pain, the torment, the sorrow,
Nothing but faith makes me wish for tomorrow.

A faith that puts me into this place,

A faith that I'll keep as we fall and we sink,
A faith that will save me as I stop to pretend,
A faith that I trust as I enter the end.

The train rumbles on, following each treacherous track,
The children, they howlwanting so badly to go back,
Complaining of cold, fiunger, they're tired.

It’s too late for them, their new home will be fire.

She saw the flames, the smoke and the smell,

Lonyg before any of us pictured our hell.

We struck and we bound her, tied her hands to her chest,
If only we'd Rnown she’d be foreseeing our death.

I'm so scared.
I'm so tired.

But for my faith,
I'll face the fire.

by Lindy Labriola



Agnohce

“X** dance track defines the season,

As seen on playlist of gem who loiters around hallway without reason.
Never again will you simply put on a headband

Find yourself questioning RIGHT QUICK the rationale of the decision.
Not everyone has the time in the morning

But priorities vary from one gal to the next!

“Early to bed, early to rise,” so I can study

Or maybe just attempt to tame

My hair.

An urge, a hasty occurrence, an ill-conceived plan of action

Regardless, it worked! Now presenting: opportunity to show off the back tan!
You have persistence; I’ll say that for you

After all if it were me, I’d have to adjust my shoe][s]

“Pride is temporary, Pain is forever”

Got those hackneyed expressions written ‘cross the back of a sweater
Rippled tendrils, skin so clear,

Go already!

So I can be the favored contender.

Elizabeth Bengel



My Grandmother’s kitchen

My grandmother’s kitchen
Filled with knickknacks
Could stand on its own
In the midst of a rainstorm

Memories lined the shelves

Like a church and its row of bells
Delicious scents lingered in the air

I wish, right now, that I could be there

Cooking and cleaning
The jobs given to me

Still haunt my memory

By: Albert Bajsicki




Masks

You stabbed me in the back,
I know it was you
You wore a mask when you did it, didn’t you?
Hiding behind your web of lies,
Yet I simply saw through the veil.
Because it was the same mask you wore
All those times [ was with you.

-Ashley Cooper
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