Vanessa M

Age Group: 9-12th

My Worst Enemy

There was once this girl | knew.

Always seemed to have the perfect hair do.

She had perfect grades in every class.

But most importantly she was always nice to everyone she would pass.

It was her goal to always make people smile.

Would make time to talk to people for a while.

She would step up if anyone ever needed a helping hand.
| never really experienced that first hand.

It was hard to understand why her kindness seemed to stop at me.
Was there something missing that | couldn’t see?

Any outfit | wore was harshly criticized.

There was always something she seemed to despise.

She never failed to point out all my imperfections.

The insecurities it created spread like an infection.

No matter how hard | tried her voice was always in the back of my mind.
| think she will be there til the end of time.

I've gotten good at avoiding her sometimes without a trace.
Except for when | stand in front of the mirror where we are finally face to face.






A CAWYA Library, Security Public <spl@wsd3.org>
WIDERIELD SCHOOL DISTRICY 3

My Poem entry

1 message

", Dhani <, — . Mon, Apr 29, 2024 at 11:05 AM
To: Security Public Library <spl@wsd3.org>

The Weeping Moon
Dhani W 4/15/24
14 years old 9th grade

Oh, alas my life a sorrowed moon
Doomed to walk the world in gloom
Atop the mountains stormy frights
and crashing down with mornings light
[ come and go from dawn to dusk
left like a shell, left like a husk

no need for me in mornings light
but still i live, but still 1 fight

life as the moon dull as can be

But no one cares

But no one sees

Alas again I rise once more

Crying down a hollow pour

filled with holes

Still I arise

Lighting the carth

with the suns illuminating eyes

And as I rise so do waves

I’m undeserving of your hateful gaze
But even still I expect no praise

As hope and wonder stain your eyes
Again and again and again I will rise
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Ace Wi

9th grade

Phone number: * . _ §
Email: o
Written Poetry

Loving thee is as easy as breathing
Nay, simpler is my love wrought
Thine beauty leaving me seething
Just upon the thought

For how, could a monster love such sun
Could a sinner pollute such holiness
And oh how I've prayed | may run

Free myself from our craziness

Yet 'come hither' | call

For my heart too stubborn to deny
| shan't force my heart to be sall
For thou art the apple of my eye

Thine eyes shine bright as the gods
So please, may we drop our calm facades
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Death
by Dulcie H:

9-12th grade

Death

Why must we give in?

Is it something we can withhold from the darkness within
The beeps on the monitor

As your last breath draws near

As sweat trickles down your face of fear

Hold my hand

Until it's numb

Then you'll see the dangers weren't dumb
The wheels of time stop

But breathe your last breath

Before you drop

Cold hands, blue lips

Hypothermia has succumbed

Freezing your body and hips

Sorrow

Is what you’d feel after | depart,

And tis | who caused your aching heart
Frozen, you can’t speak

As if someone menacingly called you a freak
Walking through these empty halls

It’s like you can hear my cry, through the walls
My death will haunt you for years to come,

As you cry the life | was stolen from.






The top of the world

The top of the world. At the peak people feel free, away from civilization and alone. Cold sharp wind hits a face causing the
eyes to water. The eye travels as far as the great plains. Buildings of many litter the ground below. Everything looks tiny from
far above when in reality you are the ant to the buildings. High up, this must be how birds feel, although they are not held to
the ground. One is on top of the world on this peak but never set free from the feet that hold them there. Free feeling but
never as free as a bird.

Addison Ci
Grade 11

7






You were
always sure to show me your heart.
Gentle and caring as you let it tangle into mine.
Leaving your mark on what you assured would
always be mine, no matter what happened
to the two of us. A vow of your devotion
that was mine to keep. | fear
| may never be able
to love you any
more.

Audrey V
Grade 11






Unreachable

by Isabella 1

When I was little

I’d stare up at the stars, the sun and and sky
And think that they’d be within my reach
For sure

Someday.

I'd just need to grow older

Alitde bit taller

And then I'd be able to grasp the clouds
To hug the moon that watched over me
To touch those things which seemed
ven then, so close.

Someday.

Someday.

Time passed

I grew older

Taller

And I found that - no

The friendly stars were still

Beyond my reach.

Butitdidn’t matter

Because now

1 looked more at things around me, near me
Cared more for [riends, for sports and school
And less for the silent, endless sky

Alfter all, it was always there.

I'm sill older now

Stll older, taller

And now | only reach for things

That are very much on earth.

College is coming up, and I'm busy with essays
With good grades on tests

And applications.

I’m so busy that I hardly cver have a moment
To even glance up at the drifting clouds, the sun
After all, T know they’re unreachable

And always have been

Always will be

Unreachable.






Then

One day

You came

And you made me think

Once again

That I could touch

The far-off stars.

You yourselfare higher than the farthest stars
Than the shining sun

The endless sky

1 gaze up in wonder

But 1 also feel sure that if 1 grow justa bit taller
Your rays will be

Within my reach.

You make me look up

Look up past Snapchat and Instagram and Scephora
Sce things that I haven’t seen inages
Stretch my hands for things I gave up on
Long ago.

I need you

Justlike I once needed

To hugacloud

Except clouds don’t last

And you will.

You’ll always last.

Long after the screaming, blazing sun
Has hurtled from the dying skics

And ended an aching, ancient world
You'll be there

With your warmth

Your smilc.

You won’t grow old

Because the light in your eyes

Is brighter than even the twinkling stars.
I’m a litde child again

Standing on tiptoe

Grasping for things I'm too short to touch
But that | know I'll reach

Someday.

And even as T write this

Even as [ put these words on paper

I feel like I'm grabbing for something

That’s over my head.

Because trying to express what I feel in my heart






About you

Is as difficult as trying 1o describe
The vastness of the sky.

How corny that sounded

How feeble and blundering.
But I'll try anyway

Never stop writing

And maybe I’ll be able to think
Of something fitting

For you

Someday.

You know

Getting real

Even as I write this

I have a feeling

Maybe more than a fecling

That things will change.

Justlike [ know

That onc day the sky will fall

That stars will shrivel, eventually vanish
I'know that someday

You'll do something

Say something

Be something

That I wasn’t expecting - that I'll hate.

And itwill be all over

The spell broken, shattered

And I'll look back down

Look back down at the everyday ground, the carth
Letting my outstretched hands and reaching fingers
Fall back down at my sides.

IU’s hard to believe - unbelievable, really

As Took up at you in your shining perfection
ButThave to be smart

To recognize

That everything ends.

Everything

Even

The sun.

But - before I go —

You may fall from the sky
Burning up, destroying
My entire carth

My whole wide world
Butstill, I don’t see why
Or how

Iwon’tkeep loving






The smoke and dust that you'll become.
We'll both be smoke

The smoke of my shattered universe

Will mix with the smoke of that being of light
You were for me before...

We'll both be dust and drifting remains

And though I know I can rebuild myself someday
I can never remake what I thought you were
And to my mourning mind you’ll be but ash
Blown by the changing, restless winds.

But I'tell you now that I will love your dust
Cling to your remains, dwell in your night
Remember forever that you made me reach
Beyond the heavy, common carth

Beyond the winds, beyond the air

For what I was sure

I'd never touch

Forwhat I thought

Was unreachable.






