Mirror Mirror on the Wall
By: Allison Akers

A mirror is a mirror

no matter how you look at it.

You cry, you scream,

sometimes even break it.

You try to make

the mirror happy.

But it never works

you’re never good enough.

You throw up your food,

you lose 10 pounds,

you starve yourself to death.

But the mirror doesn’t care.

You ask the mirror on the wall

“am I good enough at all?”

Never, no matter what you do

you’ll never be good enough for the mirror.

That Foggy Wednesday Morning
By: Rachel Gardner

That Girl

I’m that girl

That’s a fly on the wall.

That girl that tries to do good things

But doesn’t get noticed at all.

I’m that girl that no one sees when her friends are near

That girl that speaks wisdom none seem to hear.

I’m that girl that’s never pretty enough

And I’m that girl that actually cries a lot, but always tries to act tough.

I’m that girl with several burdens to bear,

Burdens that are much more important than the style of her hair.

I’m that girl that always wants to hang out

And I’m also that girl that gets over looked, and tries not to pout.

I’m that girl that wants to dance and get dressed up

But knows that getting asked out just isn’t her luck.  

I’m that girl struggles with depression

But smiles and fakes out all those bullshit therapy sessions.

I’m that girl with a dad who’s far, far away

And that girl that misses him very much every day.

I’m that girl that used to love laughing and eating food

But also that girl that used to cut herself too.

I’m that girl that often feels alone

Even though she has several caring people living in her home.

I’m that girl in the back of the class that writes all the time

To try and get the abundant bad things off of her mind.
By: Kelli Hyre

Blue Lips
Red puffy eyes,

Damp cheeks,

Shaking fingers.

Uttering’s of silent stifled shrieks

Sighing,

Chest pains.
Keeping to myself,

The color in my face drains.

Hiding my face,

Dropping grades,

Vanishing friendships.

No hope from this gray haze.

Long lost hopes

Never sober

Spilling blood,

Little empty bottles all over.

Blue lips,

Cold skin.

Dead body

In the den.
By: Kelli Hyre

The Love of Nature
By: Kyle Lunsford
I see fields of green-

And seas of blue…

I see the daylight…. Falling off of you.

I lie in the clouds

Watching the sunset

Rain off of you.

The world around me…

Shines like the stars-

A golden glow burns quite afar.

The day is now done

Gone with the sun.

The moon’s loving blaze-

Is now a glittering haze
Ode to Cyrus

My brother was a broken soul, and it was due to me.

Like a sparrow bashed against a window, unable to see.

He was ripped apart one afternoon, thrown off one building high;

I was the only one to see the pain inside his eyes.

Yes, I am that killer, and I say that with much shame.

May fire rain upon my house, and plagues come to my name.

You’ll hear and think me beastly, but confession must be done,

And maybe then you’ll understand the reason for our fun.

It almost was a game to us—a game—yes, it was that.

With him a panting, running mouse beneath a sadist cat.

I’d tried it many times before, to sneak and kill him quick.

But he and I, so durable; it was no easy trick.
The first time that I tried it was when I was but thirteen,

An infant wailing in the night with tiny yelping keen.

The second and third were childish acts, involving heads to smother,

After all, who needs to breathe, least of all my brother?

Four occurred with cracking ribs, a lanky chest was crushed,

It would have worked much better if my job had not been rushed.

Number five, a risky blur that wasn’t good at all,

For into murky, steaming sludge I too did almost fall.

Then there was trial number six, with just one inch apart,

Between my eager, razor claws and his frantic, pulsing heart.

And then with nasty number seven came into pass a girl,

I stole her as I did the rest, a conquered flag won’t furl.

Shortly after trial eight, where there was just one hand,

Poking up and grasping air above the scarlet sand,

Came number nine, my symphony, I did the best I could.

Because my brother had one less toe than he really should.

If he’d had that extra digit he might still be here today.

Might still be with me, drawing cards, anticipating play.

But nine toes had my Cyrus, and nine times he nearly died.

And multiplied a thousand were the times I made him cry.

If I could apologize in person, I’d leap upon the chance,

If dying would suffice for you, in Hell I’d surely dance.

And if you were here with me this bleeding heart to you I’d show.

I’m so sorry, little one, more than you’ll ever know.

By: Holly Roberts

The Taste of Sadness

What does sadness taste like?

Is it something you can describe?

Or rather, a feeling, an emotion,

Something that is and isn’t all at once.

Can you honestly say,
“Here it is. Here you are.”?

What does sadness taste like?

Is it something you can write?

Using the pen to sum up the world,

And pour it all out on one eager page.

Letting literary spiders crawl 

And weave their webs of stories.

What does sadness taste like?

Is it heavy, salty, and rusty like a blood-rage?

Or hollow, sweet, and metallic like loneliness?

Maybe acidic, like wearing a sneer?

Perhaps the chilled frenzy you feel out of fear?

It certainly isn’t that treacle-flavored delight of happiness.

What does sadness taste like?

Not the texture of cheek when you’re tied with a smile.

Or the jagged fence of teeth grating against one velvet tongue, 

Poised in angry regret.

It is not sleepy and syrupy, or raw and frustrated.

It’s the heaviness you wear in your heart like a crown.

What does sadness taste like?

It isn’t pleasant to remember.

Not like those made-from-scratch things you come to cherish,

And crave on those cold, wet nights.

More of a blue twist, with purple mixed in;

Suppose that sadness has a bruised plum taste?

What does sadness taste like?

Sadness is the chalkiness of solitude, the licked-up tears,

And the bruisy, dark, plum taste.

Sadness is looking back and gazing forward.

It is being alone under one mourning moon.

Together these flavors dance and leave you rather empty.

And this is what sadness tastes like.

By: Holly Roberts

Lovely Apocalypse

If the sun was dripping-dropping

and the earth was stipping-stopping

Where on earth would all the clever people be?

I really wouldn’t understand

But if you’ll only take my hand

In the end we’ll be a lovely sight to see.

All those cherished balls and jacks

That we lost to sidewalk cracks

Would finally give us grief and make us cry.

And though I might shed molten tears

They would replenish rusted gears

We can make it, in the future, if we try.

And like the little punks we are

We’ll harpoon down all the stars

And wear them as jewels at our final dance.

Yes, we’ll laugh at Death and then we’ll roll

Down a checkered rabbit-hole

And spin like tops; gifts of our odd romance.

Ashen flakes will twinkle down

Blanketing a silent ground

And you’ll remark it looks a lot like snow.

But as the sky is burning up

We’ll simply sigh and fill our cups

then sit back to watch the cataclysmic show.

We’re all that’s left, you and I,

The last souls loving crimson skies

Illumination of the last touch of our lips.

Soon we shall look back favorably

At our haven by the sea

And remember that lovely apocalypse.

By: Holly Roberts
Who Would Ever Want To Be King?
It is true; I used to rule the world.

Hold the key to the kingdom, where seas would rise at my command.

And I still do rule, but not with that same internal fire.

The seas that foam on my northern border shine beneath my loves.

In the cold of the morning I sleep alone,

With no Starr to call my own.

In dreams I can imagine

A world of democracy and devoid of boundaries.

Who would ever want to be King?

I know Saint Peter won’t call my name,

Why would he? I don’t deserve it.

I can’t explain my certainty,

But rest assured, and believe in me.

It was the wicked and wild winds of change

That let me take this space.

My father’s head resting on one silver plate,

The young prince steps up to take his place:

Forbidden to let tears fall down.
And accompanying all, the subtle cry rings:

“The old king is dead! Long live the King!”
The choir is singing their praises from Rome,

And the far-singing bells toil in my name.

But the king is a miserable wretch indeed,

Someone that puts up a firm façade

To mask what lies within.

A painted face on a lonely puppet,

Dangling in dust in a far, back corner.

A creature whose strong performance is cherished

Until it is back into the gloom it goes.

How I wish the scissors could snip accursed silver strings,

And end the pain this puppet feels. 
All of my enemies, revolutionaries,

Wait to join my fate with that of my father. 

No more does fear shine in their eyes as they hunt down the steely king.
They sweep the streets that I could never roam, 

where there was never an honest word spoken.
There were lessons to learn, and dice to roll

And the drums that beat in tune to war.
Castles crumble into salt and sand,

Wash away in the tears of a mourning country.

In the end, the doors blow down and in I dance.

They cannot believe what their king has become,

A shell of a man, that cries in the night.

But shattered windows will do that to even the proudest spirit,

Will pull happiness out of a life already broken.

The very walls close in on me,

Concrete barriers pressing ever downward,

Crushing the crushed.

But who can hear through the singing?

I am the mirror my people see,

A reflection they wish was their own.

I am the shield to deflect their pain,

Trying to quell the quakes of the people.

I am the sword that gleams in the dark,

To protect them from nightmares and demons that scratch.

All of this is put on me,

But who would ever want to be King?

By: Holly Roberts

A “found poem” based on Coldplay’s “Viva La Vida”

Thorn

You Can Destroy Me

But I Will Always Rebuild

If Hate Is Destruction

Love Is My Shield

Friends Are the Nights

Enemies My Days

It’s Like a Different Language

I Don’t Know what to Say

These Are My Thoughts

Empty N Torn

Life, Beautiful As a Rose

But Painful as Its Thorns

By: Dariaus Smith

Buried

By Ryan Alcorn

(Inspired by and contains excerpts from “Bones” by The Silent Comedy)

Come, my dearest,

Come to my side;

Come and listen 

As I dig up the bones:

I buried them deep,

Under the road

We’ve now walked for so long,

And now

They’re creeping towards me.

Bones of the dead,

Bones of the past,

Bones of the Others,

Bones you could have been.

But these bones

Have watched us –

Watched me –

And I can ignore them

No longer.

And once I’m gone,

Bones I will be

For you to bury.

A creative spin on the classic poem, “The Raven” by Edgar Allen Poe…
Nevermore

By Ryan Alcorn

A black moon sat

on a midnight throne

As my wings went flapping,

Flapping past the Madman's door

(I'd no business

at the Madman's front door).
I rounded the grand house

And found the Madman standing,

Standing, filling his chamber door,

and I tapped upon the large glass pane

(It is through the window that I saw

the Madman filling his chamber door).
The Madman came and

Filled the great glossed pane,

Terror hiding, stalking,

Waiting behind his shaken eyes

(Though he looked clear over me

at the base of the great chamber window).
The Madman threw the window wide,

and in I flew and circled,

Circled round the Madman's chamber

(Though for such a spacious chamber

there was nary a place to perch,

until I found a head of stone

placed above the chamber's door).
The Madman took kindly

to a stranger in his chamber –

one sitting on his valuables, at that –

And spoke to me, and spoke

(I know not what the Madman said,

for I am not learned in English –

excepting one single word).
The Madman proposed a query,

yet I knew not how I should answer,

so for a moment I sat there thinking,

Thinking what to say –

Then said the only word I know,

spoke it loud and nothing more

(spoke it once and waited,

for the Madman seemed puzzled).
And then the Madman mumbled

something that I could not discern.

Perhaps he had not heard me clearly?

I said once more, “Nevermore”

(And once again, he mumbled,

and I recalled he was a Madman,

piteous and worn as he was).
The Madman smiled again, and

wheeled about a chair, and sat,

and sat, and smiled, and stared at me,

and sat, and thought, and I waited

(I know not how long I waited,

as the Madman's gaze captured mine,

and I began to puzzle over

what was truly behind those eyes).
And giving no warning or

sign in advance,

the Madman's eyes went wild,

and he snapped and shouted,

Shouted at me from beneath his chamber door

(And I thanked that he was beneath that door,

for surely his rage would have sent

his hands round my form).
And I responded with my one word,

hoping it could defend me,

Defend me from the raging giant,

and he only shouted more,

and shouted more, so I

shouted back at what he called

(of self-defense, and also, I implored,

how could the Madman know

the name of my late keeper,

my late keeper called Lenore?).
She Sins Like the Rainbow
By: Emily Rawles

Red eyes,

and everything is suddenly your fault.

You’re the reason her train was delayed

and why she caught a cold.

She lives to blame you for anything she can.

Orange eyes,

and the heat rises

as she starts to consume your love,

wanting nothing more than to snap at your happiness

until there is nothing left.

Yellow eyes,

and she still wants more.

She aches for your approval,

your attention,

and all of your love.

Green eyes,

and suddenly everyone is a threat.

Suddenly, you’re locked away

in the confines of her arms

until you only know her.

Blue eyes,

and her attention fades.

A thick haze forms between you

as you strive for her affection

and all you get is a glazed stare.

Purple eyes,

and she no longer needs you,

or your love.

She’s too independent and far too important for

you.

Pink eyes,

and the rose petals on her hair smell so sweet,

that you could almost forget

about the thorns on her breath

and fall back into her arms if she’d let you.

Lyrics borrowed from the song ‘Time’ by Cute is What We Aim For

Crash and Burn
By: Emily Rawles

They stumbled over sunsets,

pretending they were only mere stones

and slammed shut gaping exits

with their flailing arms and legs.

She pirouetted around truths,

knees buckling under lies,

as he kicked up his feet

to send her sliding down the stage.

And so this love-struck tango

crumbled into a vicious ballet,

he but a dreamer, a dancer,

and she, nothing but an actor.
He notices her on a foggy,�Wednesday morning…





Paper, pencils, and erasers�Details added with lines and pens…





Clay, kilns, and plaster-safe paints�Details added with knives and pins…





They’re two very different people�or so it seems…





Friends like judges,�He’s the accused…





Friends like judges,�She’s the accused…





Darker tones for life�Long sleeves in summer…











Brighter tones for clothes�Football jersey, helmet…








