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Bits 

Calista Hargis 

Ears twitching, 
Whiskers flailing, 
Paws thrashing, 
I run away from all my worries.  
I push down the soft grass 
That caresses my paws as I run. 
I skid and slide down a never-ending path. 
Lights glare as life passes by. 

Darkness. 
It all goes black. 
It’s warm, then cold
As I flip onto my side. 
I’m too scared to know what just happened. 
I lay on my side and look at my paw. 
I notice it’s twisted 
In the most peculiar direction.  
I twitch my tail slightly 
As I black out again. 

Years have passed since that incident, 
But today is different.  
On three legs
I hobble into my so-called “cat carrier.” 
They call me Bits or Tripod or Uno Paw.  
But today I’m Cricket, 
Now in a new life,
A new soul,
A second chance.  
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Equal

Olivia Setniker

We all wanna be perfect, loved and not hated,
Popular, famous, or something closely related. 
Some try too hard, some try not at all.  
Some try just right and some quit and fall.  
As I walk around I see different faces—
Super heroes, villains and ones with no places. 
We are judged by our color, our eyes and our cultures,
Our friends, our age, and the clothes on our shoulders. 
But together, we stand as a tree  
With so many different apples, branches and leaves.  
Or like a guitar,  
The different sounds strumming together in the hands of a star.  
But what makes someone so special for having a popular talent? 
I think everyone in this world should be balanced.  
So next time you find yourself picking on that one kid, 
Or making fun of that one girl for wearing a wig, 
Remember.  
We all have the same ability to fight.  
And me? 
I’m here to make sure everything goes right.  
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Life

Kayser McGerald

What is life but a game we play?
A game where we choose our own paths.
Are you a loud, obnoxious troublemaker
Who doesn’t plan ahead?
Are you the funny kid
Who just tries to get along?
Are you the young fellow
Who always gets his work done?
Or is it possible you’re a mix of the three?
Has the flow of life taken you down a path of adventure and thrill
Or are you trapped in a world of dull boredom?
There are a lot of bad choices in the risky game;
In fact, sometimes you don’t have a choice at all.
Will you win or will you fail?
The line is somewhat blurry
In the dangerous game of LIFE.
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A Breath of Fresh Air

Donovan Jacob

Have you ever really stepped outside?
Have you felt the wind in your hair
As you cruised on down the highway at 60?
Have you ever inhaled a breath of fresh air?
A breath of life?

Have you ever cracked open that window?
Have you ever torn down those blinds?
Have you ever even seen the sun?

No, you haven’t
Because the sun is liquid fire
And you are a solid shadow
Running
And
Running
And
Running

Because you are afraid

You are not afraid of
The lurking shadows in your closet
Or the vampire in your love life
But of outside

Because outside there is that
Breath of fresh air
Because outside there are:
Gangs of ghettos
And gateways to graffiti
Mindless governmental walls
And eruptions of corruption

There is incurable cancer
Coupled with crazed crime
Sadistic singers blaring pesky pop
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And wheezy weapons spewing pollution
Into that 
Breath of fresh air

But nobody cares
Because long work hours 
Endless commute times
And traffic jams
And printer jams
And computer jams
Jam them 
Into submission

Yes! Just like you
We the people have been shoved
Into a half-life

This is not democracy
This is communism

Because when you
Tear down those blinds
And open the windows
And step outside
You breathe in the breath of fresh air

But then you realize
The “Fresh Air” is dead
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Untitled 

Alexa Craig 

When I was told of your death 
It was like someone had hit me 
Only worse 
I felt something hit my heart 
Then ripple through my body 
Even now my heart hurts
And then the tears came 
I listened to my own sobs and felt far away 
It was like I was on the outside, looking in 
It seemed unreal
But as I felt hot tears running down my cheeks 
I knew it was true 
I cried for a long time 
I could hardly speak 
My only solace is that sign 
That cross I saw the day you died 
I took it as a message from God 
That you were safe and in Heaven 
Well taken care of by the Lord
Rest in peace 
Grandpa Phil
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NO NOTHING

Anika Habluetzel

Open window, 
blank sky, 
blank paper, 
blank mind, 
pen running out of ink slowly, 
nothing outside except the cold, 
wet concrete wall. 

Mind open for ideas 
waiting 
for them to run in to my head. 
It could be about anything
like, 
crayons, scissors, water, ribbons, knives, scissors, slides, scissors. 
But
no, 
this is going to be about nothing. 
Nope, not. 
I just got lazy 
and don’t 
want to write anything. 

There is something I want to get off my chest…
Nothing that’s all 
I want to do. 
Not watch my stoned brother 
climb to the top of a tree 
and get bark chips thrown at him. 
Just do nothing. 
Not working all weekend 
for my neighbor 
to make 30 bucks. 
Just do nothing.
No thinking. 
No homework.
No work.
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No writing, 
NO
NOTHING!
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Five Oaks Group Piece

We are…

As soft as a cloud 
As hard as a rock 

We have…

Eyes like an owl 
Ears like a hawk 

We want you to hear…

The world seen through our eyes 
Is utterly different from yours 
So don’t stand there and say 
We’re one and the same 

I’m sorry…

Was I talking to a child?  
I looked November straight in the face

You ask again
And again 
And again 

On the outside we feel… 

Excited
Joyful
Terrific
Amazed
and outstanding 
But on the inside…

I masquerade
Everyday 
Denying my true face 
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Sometimes we feel like…

A fossilized puddle of Barbie parts;  
Nothing but a puddle

So if you’re talking to a friend 
Or if you’re talking to someone 
Whether it’s an old one 
Or a young one 
You’d better be cool 
You’d better be kind
Cause God is watching us 
All the time
  
No matter what they say 
You will feel our awesome glow 
 
So keep your light on as long as you can
 
We’ll try not to forget to leave you behind
 
We’re not too scared to know what just happened 

The awesome glow
 
Of our light 
 
Will look you straight in the face

Ha Ha!
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Alice

Meghan Hawkins 

A lost soul 
Trapped in a world of insanity 
A young innocent soul 
Of me 
Wondering 
Wandering 
In a strange, twisted dream 
It must not be real 
Because 
Animals don’t talk 
Nor do cards 
The cat says I’m mad 
And I feel just fine! 
An illusion or reality 
I do not know 
I’m hiding in a rose bush 
While someone paints it red 
A rabbit 
A rabbit started it 
When I fell down the hole 
Am I mad?
Am I sane?
I simply have no clue 
The queen wants my head 
She’s such a stupid dud 
I’d prefer it right on my shoulders, please 
I’m stuck 
Here forever 
But alas 
I’m Alice.  
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Lies

Zane Lofquist 

Lies
They’re what make the evil of this world
They form the cults and the cheaters and the hell we call home
Even the best of people are brought to a boiling pit by their lies 
But what makes me different 
 
I feel the pain of my lies 
I feel the burns of the cauldron I have been thrown in
 I lost a girl I loved to a lie
And I was lied to by a girl who said she loved me
I made a lie I never forgave myself for 
For saying it wasn’t my fault
Not my fault I left her
Not my fault I destroyed her

But it is 

And there’s no taking her back
Nothing but regret for the stupidity I had
For making myself believe it was her fault
I lied to myself and to her 
She never cheated never argued
She was perfect
And I gave her up

And the reason why
Because I thought she was going to leave me
And because her so called friend lied to me 
And I believed her
I have regretted my actions from the second I made them

And because of this I am forced to move on 
Which I can barely stand doing
It hurts so much to have to see my happy life be left
And my fond memories of the person I loved
Vanish
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So now I have to try
To find another who makes me feel happy
And I did 
She lived far away 
It was hard to find time to see her
But I loved her
So I did what I thought was best
To assure she was okay
And had not to worry about me cheating

I left her
And I thought it would help
To not make her suffer the pain of being with someone 
She can never see
But now I want her back
But there’s no turning back
No righting my wrongs 

No return to the past
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Wondering

Beau Mason

Just think
You’re being lifted up to the stage
A tsunami of fans screaming your name
They want you,
Not the guy next you, you
And right then,
You think about how you got there

You remember the first time you heard your favorite song,
The time you got up in front of the whole fourth grade.
And made them fall for you.
The time in 8th grade where you put a whole production 
Together in three days.
And it was a hit.
And the time you got kicked out of choir for singing 
“Food glorious food hot sausage and mustard” 
When you were supposed to be quite.

But then you buzz back into reality and realize your fans are waiting 
for you man
so you begin.
The speakers are blaring with the sounds of guitars and drums and 
the crowd is blaring even louder.

And when you’re done and going home
You think to yourself
What if…

What if you didn’t make it to the gig on time?
What if you didn’t catch your flight?
Even worse,
What if you made the flight but the plane went down?
What if your dad didn’t hire your mom 30 years ago and 
They never met?
Where would you be?
Who would you be?
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And when you get home,
You sit in the car, waves of memories crashing over you,
And you’re processing information like the fastest computer on earth
But then it all stops, and you leave yourself wondering
Are you on the right path?
Are you going where you want to go?
What if you got in the car with your friends after that night at the bar 
Instead of walking home?
What if you didn’t hit the walkoff homerun to win the big game?

Would you be the same person you are now
Would you have the same friends? 
The same house?
Even the same clothes?

Eventually you get inside that night
And you’re laying in bed, wide awake

Wondering.
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Fire

Jackson Johnson

Fire
It coats the plains of humanity
Flowing from field setting it ablaze
The fire inside us can do many things
Support the sky with 
The mountains of fire
But can also destroy 
Like the battle between heaven
And hell 
It burns the metal turning it bright red
The color of crimson blood   
It covers the battle field
Of mans’ existence
His pride
Brings us all together like the soft poetry we once made
(Heh) Us as poets
But no more
As fire tears our world apart
We choose to live our lives this way
Not let some dictator decide for us
We are 
Freedom 
Justice 
Humanity
Not some twisted excuse for a new world
No, we’ll make our own
Not let it be destroyed
Look at me when I’m talking to you
Making peace is the real deal
Let the water of peace 
Burn down the gate of fire 
That has held us in this godforsaken place
For far too long
Let us be the 
Speck of white on a sea of black
Horses being ridden into the midst of the battle
Not the pampered excuse for a mare in his stables
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Let us quench its thirst
Let our voice be heard
Be seen 
Be felt 
Be
Fire 
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Igniting the World

Welcome to St. Helens 
A shadow of Portland 
Just kidding 
We are small town people 
With candles of opportunity inside us 
All here for one single reason

To slam the world
Ignite this mediocre life like never before

On the outside, we seem like
A long hair, rock and roll star 
A blue-eyed black girl with the “can I touch your” hair 
A Mexican whose smarter than you say or care 
A redneck trying to fit in 
An Asian, maybe Chinese, maybe yellow 
A chubby nerd 
A wanna-be trying too hard to be what she’s not

But do you really see what’s there? 
Do you even care? 

These labels may be containers
Deceiving your mind
But it’s 
My
My
My
My choice
To believe the labels or bust ‘em open
To see what’s inside

We are looking for that moment
When we can shine
To be divine
You are you
I am me
But our souls can combine
Because an explosion starts with one flame
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We may not show inferno simmering inside us
But we know it can’t be locked much longer

We’ve got knives in our hearts 
Too scared to speak words  
Frozen in our throats 
WRONG AGAIN!

We are white dots in a sea of black
Waterfalls of words plunging
To a quiet pause
Soundless as a shadow
We as poets are the ones who give that
Shadow a voice by sculpting it
Into something greater

We all have a story 
We are pockets full of memories and ideas 
Seconds from bursting 
You can try to tame us
But you will only be set ablaze 
Because the embers
Will join
Let our voices ignite into a never ending flame
Uproar
Burn hotter than any fire before

Let us, small town people
Catch fire onto all those way say
You can’t

I will
I will
I will
I will
I will
I will 

We will
Ignite the earth
With our voices
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The Red on the Floor 

Alexis Soto 

I sit there and stare 
At the red on the floor 
And I wonder 
If I could do any more 
To hurt myself 
And drain my life away 
Because I can’t stand 
To live another day 

So I sit there and stare 
At the red on the floor 
Just as my mom 
Walks through the door 
And she screams and she shouts 
But she says nothing more 
And we both just stare 
At the red on the floor 
And the blade in my hand 
And the red on my wrist
And she takes me in her arms 
And tells me that she loves me 
And she doesn’t want this 
So she and I 
Clean up the red on the floor
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The Lies You Told and The Star That Could’ve Been

Tea Johnson

Why did you do it? 
You knew I trusted you, but you did it anyway.
You lied.
Why do people lie?
What is the cheap thrill they get from betraying someone’s trust?
I’m done with you and your backstabbing ways.
You say that you lied to protect me from myself and 
From getting hurt.
But sweetheart, let’s get real.
You lied so you could keep me under your thumb.
You keep me locked up like a bird in a cage, 
Who cannot spread her wings, but hey, she sings anyway.
You say that you’re older and wiser and 
You knew what you were doing,
But you didn’t. 
You wanted me to keep being your little sister-from-another-mister,
To keep being your smaller friend, who you could boss around 
Because I thought I needed you to succeed, that you were better than 
me, and that you were teaching and treating me right.
But, you weren’t. 
You say that you promised yourself you’d make it up to me.
That’d we’d be even more of a success than they could ever imagine.
You promised yourself you’d never have to tell 
That you didn’t let me become a star.
You promised yourself that by the time I began to figure things out, 
We’d be a household name, and they’d be just another garage band.
You were never one for keeping promises, were you?
Look at us now, I dare you. 
We’re nothing.
We’re nowhere. 
Opportunities passed me by, but you covered my eyes 
With the ribbon of eternal sisterhood, 
So that I could not see what I was missing.
But now, I can see what you’re missing.
Look at the picture in the Yearbook that reads “Cutest Friends.”
Both of us used to be in that old yearbook photo.
But no longer because I’m pushing you out of the picture
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And out of my mind.
The caption now reads:
“Now pictured; the betrayer”
“Not pictured; the liar”
“Not pictured; the failure”
“Not pictured; you.”
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Do You EVER WONDER?

Ivy Foxall

I walk by hundreds of people every day, 
most of whom I’ll never know.  
There are all kinds of people in Portland:
Hippies in tie-dye, teens in saggin’ jeans, 
girls in skirts that are at least five inches too short, 
old men ambling, businessmen rambling, 
tiny girls in pigtails, dragged along by chattering women, 
balancin’ on heels no wider than a chopstick! 
Sometimes I imagine talking to them,
“Hello.”  (they might say)
“Hi!” (I might respond) “How was your day?”
“Fine.” (and I won’t say might this time because that’s what 
EVERYBODY says)
“Do you ever wonder?” I’d ask. 
“Do you ever wonder if your black is my blue, 
if your purple is my green?” 
DO YOU EVER WONDER at all under those clothes?
Or are you a robot with a heart as cold
as the ice in my freezer at home?
Do you ever wonder, or has your heart been ripped out by the cold, 
cruel hands of modern society?
Do you ever wonder, or has the monotony of daily life 
acted as a lobotomy, 
chopping out the parts of your brain that knows 
how to love and be loved?
Do you ever wonder, or are my endeavors hopeless?
I hope not, for that would be one more ignoble person 
crossed off of my 
“Happy List.”
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For The Love of Rodeos

Baylee Crawford

I love rodeos
The twists and turns of the bucking bull
And the intensity 
Of the most important eight seconds 
Of the cowboy’s life
Leading him into the next go-round
I love watching the pole bending runs
As the cowgirls maneuver their horses 
Through the tightly spaced poles
I love how the whole crowd gasps 
Whenever a pole is knocked over
By the slightest mistake of the rein
Or when the cowboy 
Finally gets thrown from that bull

I love the bitter smell of relish on hot dogs
That you can taste with the faintest sniff
That automatically makes my taste buds dance
I love being with my friends
Sitting on the cold bleachers 
‘Till midnight
Jokin’ about nothin’
But we laugh hysterically
But my favorite part is seeing the newly crowned 
Rodeo court exit the arena 
In the bed of a Ford

I love the sound of encouraging country music 
Playing in the background
As the announcer gives his play-by-play
I love sitting real high up
To witness anything that shouldn’t have happened
I love pretending the girl running around the arena
Bearing the American flag is me
Because someday I know it will be
I love when something goes wrong 
And delays the rodeo from being over
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I love riding in the arena
On top of MY own gelding
Riding next to all the pros
Feeling top gun
Even though I’m an ant compared to them
But I’m on my way to getting there

But the thing I love the most about rodeos
Is the true intention the sport has
Bringing hicks from all the over the country
To show us what they got
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Childhood

Janet Webster

Childhood. Did I have one? Yes. I dressed up like a cheerleader and 
wore velvet dresses. My hair was in pigtails or messes or tied up 
with a butterfly clip. I was a master in the art of finger-painting. I 
had a degree in the art of disguise or dress-up really. I loved to be 
silly. I danced on tables to stupid songs and lived in a world without 
labels and wrongs, and it was fun, and it was great, and it was then. 
Childhood. Am I in it? I don’t know. Am I supposed to be? I think so. 
Everyone around me doesn’t care if they’re stupid or make mistakes. 
They take their lives for granted and ruin them. The worst is that 
most of them think that it’s fun and never quite realize what they’ve 
done. This is middle school’s version of childhood. Of course, in 
some places, it’s fine to make faces. At school, we still dance to stupid 
songs, but this time around things can go wrong, and I’m not one to 
take that chance. So I’ll dance and sing to my brush and my bedroom 
walls, but I won’t try to climb for fear I will fall. And is this what it 
comes to? What you do when the sun sets on childhood? No? So, 
did I do something wrong? If life is a song, did I screw up the intro? 
The first word? Or the whole first line? Am I out of time to fix my 
childhood? So I spend this time confused and perplexed as I sit and I 
wonder what will come next? And that’s what it comes to this “child-
hood” that went from flying on swings to stealing things and being 
mean from what I’ve seen the simplicity of childhood is lost and 
looming in the shadow that is our future. And while I’m making plans 
they do what they can to forget what’s coming for them. So who will 
it be? The cautious, or the carefree? Or maybe, just the simple act of 
climbing a tree. Yeah. The night lights and the no fights and when all 
you have to sleep at night is to be tucked in. Where there’s no tomor-
row, only now in the air, I want to know how I can get back there, 
to the simplicity and innocence of childhood. So, hey doc, could you 
make me a car? Take me back to a time where a nursery rhyme is all I 
need to smile. Where a playground’s a castle, a vine is a lasso, I work 
for NASA and fly the moon. So childhood and pigtail girls, aliens from 
another I hope to see you soon.
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Inspiration

Noah Thacker

If you get inspired by something, you shouldn’t just let it go to waste. 
You should keep it in your head and even though it’s going to leave, it 
will always find its way back.
Dream. You can’t just go to sleep and not have a dream. You have 
to dream about something whether it’s getting shot or winning the 
lottery.
React. If you are just sitting there off in your own world and then 
it comes to mind that you forgot to do the homework, don’t just sit 
there and do nothing; pull out lesson 24 and a pencil and get to work.
Help. If you are walking down the hall and you see some kid rushing 
to get to class and he trips and drops all of his things, don’t just stand 
there and laugh at him with your friends; go help that kid pick up his 
stuff, and who knows that could be your future BFF.
Happy. Be happy. I know that sometimes you think that the whole 
world hates your guts, but don’t dwell on the past; seek your future 
and live everyday like it’s your last. 
You are better than that. When you are walking home from school 
with your friend and he says, “Hey, let’s go smoke weed in the 
bushes!” That’s temptation, but what a loser; he isn’t going anywhere 
in life if he is doing that crap. Don’t crack under the pressure because 
you are better than that.
I am very inspired by one person, and I know 70 million other people 
are too, and I hope I just did the same for you.
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Integration

Kirsten Bush 

Integration 

Guess what that means 
That means people sharing everything 
So to all you who don’t like sharing 
Ha, ha

I was happy when I learned about 
Integration 
Because before that people were slaves 
I didn’t like that at all

You know what 
It’s fun to share 
Because we can learn about other cultures 
And people can learn 
About ours

You know what 
Happy doesn’t even describe my feelings about 
Integration 
I also feel 
Excited 
Joyful 
Terrific 
Amazed 
And outstanding 

And that’s how I feel about 
Integration
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One Page and a Small Pen

Matilda Thomas

What do you want to be when you grow up?
This is truly a flawed question, for it leaves too much opportunity 
with a far too large dash of constraint.
To this far too common question I would respond that I would like to 
be a bird or lazy housecoat when I grow up.
So, assuming that I can’t magically sprout wings and fly away, I would 
say that this question is badly phrased.
What one would mean to ask is what would one like to do, not be.
Then there’s the matter of growing up
I, for one, do not intend to.
I’m determined to play board games on rainy afternoons; on sunny 
days I’ll transform to an elf or some magical being until lunch.
I will forever be telling scary stories by candlelight.
Thus we change the question once again.
Now we ask in utter clarity…
What do you want to do if you grow up?
To this question I would respond…
The job I wish to have is a writer.
I would try to make ends meet with transitional phrases and well 
placed commas.
Stringing words together to make sentences and stories. 
Creating a world with a few typed letters or swift pen marks.
I wouldn’t have to worry about exercise, for I’d be forever chasing 
after those run on sentences.
As for a social life, well, what are main characters for?
I’d sit in solemn silence and create adventures and express every 
ounce of feeling with one page and a small pen.
I want to cause those who’ve chosen to grow up think hard and ques-
tion everything.
I want to have written the first words that a toddler looks at and 
finally understands.
I want to open eyes and minds.
Explaining the intricacies of inanimate objects so subtly that no one 
will know I’m talking about a mailbox, not a young, strapping lad.
So, that’s what I want to be.
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I’m just waiting for the write question.
I’m just waiting for someone to ask about what my future life holds.
Surely, once I’m questioned, the words will come.
I will get that strike of inspiration, like a shock.
I won’t be able to stop my imagination from flooding onto the paper.
For now…
I’ll just have to wait. 
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Left Behind

Sophia Arias

You left me there
Lying on the floor
Broken, weak, miserable

I looked to you for comfort, for shelter
But you kicked me out
Left me in the rain

I asked you what was wrong
You told me you didn’t love me
That I was a burden
I asked you why I wasn’t good enough
For your love
But you didn’t answer

I looked for your love in someone else
But it was never enough
I ran back to you again and again and again
But each time I ended up with a door in my face
And tears in my eyes

I cried every night
But I never got better
I listened to the radio
But every song brought up memories
And left me crying

I miss your smile,
Your laughter,
The way you made the room shine

I long for your warm hugs
The way it made me feel
Safe
That nothing could hurt me
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But that will never happen
You already moved on 
Left me in the dust
Picking up the broken pieces you left behind

But I learned better
I knew there was something else
I knew you coming back was not just a coincidence
I figured out your dirty secret
Shoved it in your face
I gave you the same treatment you gave me
Said the same things you told me
You thought I would be miserable without you 
But you were wrong
You thought I couldn’t live without you
But I survived on my own

I picked myself up
Dusted myself off
I fixed the wounds you left me
And built my own shelter

I learned to think for myself 
And seek my own answers

I still miss your smile,
Your laughter,
Your hugs
But I’m still waiting for you
To accept what we both know is true
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Circus of Freaks

The Ring Leader (AKA Kourtney Rockson)

A Circus of Freaks
One that dares not to speak
We’ve been all locked away
With no light of the day
What are these chains
That bind me to remain?
They are regrets
Revenge and a threat
There’s a beast and a ghoul
In this insane asylum school
There’s a black winged dove
For a hat show of love
And me? 
The ring leader 
For all these night seekers
They’re all locked inside me 
A different monster to be
A different one for each day
So that we all can play
So I took them out and gave them a home
One that wreaks of kindness where we’re never alone
All you excitement dwellers
That hate a boring circus seller
Come to my tent
You’ll see what we meant
When you see a Circus of Freaks
One that dares not to speak….



��
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Our Time is Now

N. E. Fossoy

I don’t fancy thinking about the future
Not because I’m scared of it
But because I don’t 
Yet have the keys
To open the doors
To get me to where I want to be
I want to think about now
This moment
How the words are easy to say
How I can laugh and remember why
The place where shame comes a second too long
This is the place where I don’t have to focus
On the ghost wails of my past
The past is where some weaker minds dwell
I don’t think I’ll ever know why
As if the past was easy
As if life could be easy
Though sometimes I understand
When you look back
All you see are the answers
The moments that meant the most
You don’t remember the sad stories
Or the ones that had no ending at all
It’s the present where we are forced to be
Where we are stuck
Yet always moving
Where we focus on our fate
Or we remember what it was like
The present is like the collision of past and future
Well, we do not live in the present
But in the reminisce or the prophecy
The promise that things would get better
The present is the path that forces our feet to move
That leads us to our next victory
And leads us away from the glooming towers 
Where the ghosts wail louder
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The present is a place where I can get lost
Being lost becomes my sanctuary
A place to rest
Before I am forced to leave again
The present is my favorite place to be
It is where a hero forgets the deed it must succeed
Where the burning buildings fade into the horizon
Where the screams take a breath
The present is the only pace to be free
To escape without running away
To imagine without pretending
To be real without a blueprint
To build yourself up without bricks
To make music without an instrument
To tread water without swimming
To laugh without worry
To smile and remember why
To lose yourself without a need of getting yourself back home
Time makes a fool of the best of us
And the future can always be misread
Where the past holds hints of shame
It’s the present where the jester has no place to hide
The present
Is right now
It greets you at the door with a smile or a frown
The present is putty in your hands
Only you can shape it into your future
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Monsters

Mercedes Barraza

It’s started
Like it does every night
The flashes of memories
That haunt my dreams
Remember the very confused
And scared little girl
As I sat behind the not fully closed door
Hearing the shouting and yelling
That has died down over many years
But still clearly etched into my brain
Frightened
I franticly try to hide
A place where it all stops
Yet find a new fear
A new monster
I must face
The boogie man
Who waits beneath my bed
The man with spiders for hair
Underneath my stairs
The girl with pools of blood
Hiding behind a mirror
Waiting…
The blacker than midnight shadows
Who lurk places the sun refuses to shine
The stillness of bodies of water
Concealing a deadly ghost
Who shall never find her children
The scary-looking well
That holds key to murder
The phone call
That draws death’s attention toward you
I learn now
There is no way to run or hide
I must rely on strength
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What can I withstand?
To erase
These horrid memories
So clear and fresh in my brain
To finally open the door
Yell, I’m here
Make myself known
Show them the damage they’ve done
To the normal daughter they could have had
Who has turned into what she feared most
Gained each aspect of them
That frightened me all those years ago
Now I use it as my own weapon
With one glance
I can become your worst nightmare
It’s started
Yet the tables have turned
I no longer seek a hiding place
I occupy it
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Dark Blue

Zavarea Clemons

I came home 
and looked at the clock.
It was around two. 
Left early Saturday morning 
just to kick it for a few,
saw my dad, 
and he was wearing dark
blue. 
It was drizzly outside.
He had his head down 
as if he had nothing to do. 

My dad is usually hungry. 
He had food in his mouth, 
but he barely wanted to chew. 
I asked him 
how his day went. 
He said, 
“It was coo.” 
Now he’s walking around the house 
looking for a clue. 
Usually his personality 
is bright like the sun. 
He seems dark like the atmosphere 
around the moon.
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The Real Truth 

Hillary Reyes 

When you have a boyfriend 
And he gives you a gift
You say, “How sweet,” 
But do you know his real intention—
Do you? 
Maybe he’s just waiting 
For the right moment 
To strike 
And break your heart 
Into little pieces 
And all those little pieces 
Will be running through your veins 
Never to recover. 
So stand with dignity 
And look away 
Because all men are the same. 
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Don’t Push Me

Emmy Heck

Please don’t push me.
Please don’t shove me.
I’m only getting farther away.
Not as close as I wish to be.

Push me, go ahead.
I don’t care anymore.
I will run the next time you reach your arms out to touch me.

You call me your ‘’friend’’ 
But you never really cared.
You say we were ‘’best-friends’’
But you never wanted any kind of relationship.

I do not push.
I pull.
I pull as far away as I can get.
Then I will come back. Come back and find you don’t care.

Please don’t push me.
Every time you do, I die a little.
Please don’t shove me.
You’re breaking me.

I’m getting farther.
No longer close.
Not as close as I wish to be.
I want to be your friend forever.

I want to trust you.
I thought I could.
              ~      
Why can’t I?
I know you trust me.
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Why am I a fool to believe you?
Why do I trust you?
How come I pull and you come running?
Why don’t you run faster?

I believe you because I want to know you.
I trust you because I want to believe you.
You run because you want me to trust you.
You won’t run faster; you truly don’t care.

Please don’t push me.
It breaks my heart.
Please don’t shove me.
It’s not you fault.

I’m only getting farther away. Miles between us, but so close.
Not as close as I wish to be.

Not any more, I want to be as far as possible.
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Who am I?

Lexie Hull 
 
I am not the happy carefree girl that you see, because behind all of 
that, I am only me, a fake face and a plastic personality. I am all that 
I truly can be given the things I have gone through, pulled through, 
pushed through to find the never ending beginning to this sorrowful 
serenity, a sweet song of sleeplessness waking the sleeping angels 
within my heart, but when they try to escape, they can never stumble 
straight ahead of my faults. My faults, they chase me, take me, rape 
me of all perfection that has a chance of grasping onto a rib, or a vein, 
or the raspy throat that holds my voice, speaks my mind, makes a 
choice to be unkind to those that remind me of myself because the 
worst thing anyone can be, me. They cannot copy this fake face and 
this plastic personality. My end is soon I fear, and here will only lie 
my body. I am the girl whose affection must be shown, not through 
sex but through emotion, through forfeiting all devotion to another. 
I am the girl who wants to be loved by everyone but liked by no one. 
My life often gets flipped upside down; my smiles too quickly fade to 
frowns. I lose sight of every sound I seek. For me, you need to believe 
to see, but to see the sound must be felt. It must shake the ground, 
be sweet, but found sour by those that cannot taste this great quake. 
Only then can I truly believe; only then can pain relieve you of fake 
feelings. Only then can you see the soundness in simplicity and the 
cleanliness in control, the happiness in hyper attraction and the 
animalistic qualities paired with reactions, but above all, the insanity 
in saintly, too bad to be good. That’s me. I am satanically, satanically 
saintly, terribly tempting, and exhaustingly angelic. I am the epitome 
of pain, the synonym to strife, the rhyme to the phrase over time... 
Often the phrases I use end with “...makes me stronger” or “...so fight 
me longer” so go ahead try to break me, you may shake me, but I will 
never break to pieces because this fake face is unbreakable, and this 
plastic personality is invincible because I am not the carefree girl 
that you see. I am only me.
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Prince Charming 

Sekai Edwards

You used me 
and then removed me.
I was a dog laid down at your feet 
and allowed you to abuse me.
I fell for a liar, 
put my hopes dreams and desires into you
only to find out you weren’t you.
You wanted a game 
played me like a pawn 
thought yourself king, 
and maybe I agree 
because your little and useless 
needing others to defend you placing pawns 
so precariously 
so you can rest easy. 
See you played Prince Charming,
well, read the wanted prince charming side 
that was so properly posted upon my face, 
but worst of all 
worst of everything,
I fell for 
I fell for your 
little game 
Oh, Romeo thought you were the one 
thought you were my long lasting love 
calling out 
Romeo, Romeo where for art thou Romeo?
But left with an awkward pause 
see you played Prince Charming.
Well, I fell upon my sword 
but you never returned the favor 
four years four reasons why 
this was a bad idea 
year one, 
you never wanted me 
year two, 
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you found me pleasing to the eye 
but never learned what was inside
year three,
it was never about me 
it was you and your games and 
year four,
year four, you thought yourself better
we were never equals
we were never anything
so, why do you have such a hold on me?
Why have I become your puppet?
You a puppeteer working me 
and working me 
‘till like a child 
you become bored of me 
off to the toy shop you run 
to find another so sad 
I guess you never finished the story 
because every Prince Charming needs 
a Princess to charm 
and guess what, 
you just lost yours.
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I Just Wanna Say…

Ella McDonnell
 
I just wanna say me there’s more to be than you think you see. You 
think you see right through me, like I’m plastic. You’re wrong. You 
call me stupid. So I don’t talk to you. You obviously don’t want to 
waste your time with someone as stupid as me. So even when you’re 
complaining loudly that I don’t talk back. I pretend I don’t notice. 
Sometimes I barely do…
 
I just wanna say, you think I love you, you’re so off. I don’t love you 
I can’t love someone who lies to me and yourself over and over and 
blames me for her failure. You hide from the fact that it’s attention 
you crave; you cry because it’s the kind you hate that you receive. I 
would console you but… 
 
I just wanna say, I have secrets so do you. Don’t mess up both our 
lives because you can’t keep your big mouth shut. I know you crave 
attention. But it’s beginning to bring up some tension, so I’m sorry 
dear you’ll have to endure suspension. This may cause some ap-
prehension, so please don’t let me fail to mention when I get angry, I 
tend to rhyme… 
 
I just wanna say, you are jealous not of my hair, which is mouse 
brown at best.  Or my clothes, yours are cuter. Or the fact that I am 
brave and can come out here and pour out my soul. You’re jealous 
because I can fly. I can fly over wooden floor and pebbly ground. I fly 
when I’m happy. I fly when I break open, and all the energy shines 
through. I fly when I am crying. I can fly, how bout’ you…? 
 
I just wanna say, I almost ran away when I saw you today, letting go is 
hard enough but coming back breaks my heart again like reopening 
stitches. Blood flows out in the form of tears. One more thing I think I 
love you, but I’m not sure it’s so hard to tell I would tell you but…
 
I just wanna say stop hurting me. My arms looks like modern art cov-
ered in blues, blacks and purples. You think it’s funny. But I think you 
hurt others because you were hurt yourself. I can’t take this anymore. 
I have to let it out, and I’ll tell you exactly how I feel tomorrow, or 
well maybe…
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Boundaries

Amelia Herbert 

Family, love, emotions,
And all. 
It’s just a big game 
Family gives you a place to go,
The time to be and the place be
They set you into this world expecting 
Everything you’ve ever heard,
Seen, and been told is all you know 
But, wait, ask me and I’ll tell
You it’s not all I know
I know,
The world is cruel and vicious
It finds a place to break you.
It’s filled with hate and anger
But yet, just think, we don’t really know
Why we’re that way, 
Or how we became that way.
We just are.
We are
Emotional,
Disturbed, 
Cheerful, 
Funny,
Angry. 
Or how about, 
White, 
Black, 
Asian, 
Mexican, 
Or African-American.
So all I’m saying here is, 
Don’t let the game beat you;
Beat it!
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Running

Alayna Macaree

Do you ever get the feeling
Like you wanna run
Run!
Run for miles like a 
Lion chasing its prey

When you wanna rundown a flat surface
Where you just want to go, go, go
You can go anywhere
Literally anywhere

Oh, haha…you thought I was…talking about...running
I hate running
I hate running
People get tired
With sweat rolling down your forehead
Like an Oregon rain storm

I’m talking about pencil to paper
The lead as the pencil glides along the paper
Making it into Art
Make it a mosaic
A Mona Lisa
Or a classical piece
Or Beethoven or
Mozart

Making huge like a strong 103 year old oak tree
Or a tortoise shell
Or UFC fighter
Actually strange

You can run with an idea
Of Slamboo being named after bamboo
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That doesn’t break and stays
Strong in hard times
And stronger in the good

I’m a marathonist of words
Running with my idea
Of 26.2 miles
Down a flat surface

In fact I’m running right now
I’m running
Not stopping
Not caring where my mind takes me

My mind takes me to World War II
It takes me to the tropical paradise
It takes me home to my digs, my room, my light
Running on thin ice where your brain goes
Blah
It’s ok cuz no one noticed
Anyone notice I’m in a blah

I love running 
I love ideas
I love writing
I love talking
If you think about it
You’re all running right now
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The Rhythm of Me

Amanda Click

I am a heavy metal beat 
The walls 
Quiver 
Rattle 
Vibrate 
Tremble 
Shudder  
Shiver 
To my song 
With the bass that
Pounds through the floor 
Sends shocks with every note
Frozen in time 
Washed by the tide 
Of melodies 
Surrounded 
By the words 
That build our society 
This is me 
This is who I am 

I am a classical piece 
The fingers that glide across the 
Crème white 
Death black keys 
Of an antique grand piano
The notes that pull and jolt at you 
With every wave of the conductor’s wand 
It tears you apart 
Rips you limb by limb 
Piece by piece 
And puts you back together again 
In different ways than you were before 
Anew 
Changes your perspective on reality 
See things in ways you never have before 
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This is me 
This is who I am 

I am the pop music of today 
The auto tune 
And acoustic guitars 
The voices of angels 
And the voices of wanna-bes 
The voices of sweatpants 
And the voices of high-heeled shoes
The voices of “Someone Like You” 
And the voices of “PARTY ROCK!” 
The voices of chocolate 
And the voices of jawbreakers 
The voices of headphones 
And microphones 
And cell phones 
And megaphones 
And saxophones 
The voices of beat boxes and the voices of stereos  
The voices of zippers and the voices of buttons 
Cranking it up to 25 
And just going insane! 
This is me 
This is who I am 

Each song has its own personality 
Never the same 
Its own beat 
Its own rhythm 
Its own lyric 
Its own name 
That makes it who it is 
So don’t be afraid to stand out 
Because you’re your own song 
Show your true melody 
Don’t join in with others 
Harmonize 
This is us 
This is who we are



��

The Ride of My Life

Geoffrey Travis

You know what I hate
No
You know what I despise
No
You know what grinds my gears

The word life
You know that rollercoaster of hell
Such a simple word yet the most confusing
That sometimes you’re at the top of the rails 
Because you’re dating an amazing girl
Or you just got first place in the grand slam

Or what about when you got sick
So you just did a loopy loop
So now you’re dizzy

Or how about when your grandpa died
Guess what after you just got done being dizzy 
You fly down the hill and crash at the bottom

So you stay at the bottom to fix the broken pieces
With hope and a little bit of motivation by your loved ones
But while you’re acting as an engineer
You have to let go of the excruciating pain
You slowly click back up the rails of life
Hoping and praying you don’t go back down

But do you want to hear the crazy part?

You don’t know where the ride is taking you
That’s the definition of life
You can try to make the ride go smoother by greasing the tracks

Telling your girlfriend you’ll be with her forever
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Or telling yourself it’s going to be ok

I’m gonna tell you right know I’m aces all in for this ride
But before I do that all in thing, I have to tell you 
You’re coming with 
You all are
So you need to fasten your seat belt.
Install an oh crap handle
So you can, you know
Hang on for dear life

But one of these days that ride is going to make a pit stop
For each and everyone of us
That pit stop will come
When God is ready for that person
That person will then go sit in a comfy chair
And tell God all about the ride
Even the bad parts 
Even the sad parts
And the dizzy parts and
All in between

So that way

You have no regrets

And you know in your heart you lived life to the fullest
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Lane Middle School

Souls shatter 
Into a million pieces
Waiting for somebody 
To put them back together
The pieces of me
The pieces of us
We’re unbroken
Scattered across the floor
Missing
Lost
Like pain
We are windows
When people look at us
They see a whole piece of glass
But that’s not what we really are
We are fragments
Pieces
Different sizes and colors 

I am not no Mexican
That is not who I am
Or where I’m from
Where I’m from 
Is Hawaii
Flowers
Different shades
Like sunsets on fire
Purples and pinks
Water so clear
It sparkles like diamonds
Waterfalls glittering off rainbows
Waves crashing on beaches
Like drunk bums
On streets
Cuz 
Where I’m from 
Is Portland, Oregon
Creeping through
A concrete jungle
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Not fighting beasts
But savage men
Peering through 
Buildings foreclosed 
Soft brown wood 
Over broken glass
Windows 
Blind to the world
Splattered red graffiti 
Like it was beaten
Covered in blood
Not its own
While silver chains on doors 
Jingle like bells in the wind 
Or keys to a prison cell

I am not a blonde
People think cuz’ I’m blonde
I’m stupid
It’s just a hair color
Tired of blonde jokes
That’s why I changed color
Now I shine a thousand

Where I’m from
Snow comes 
Up to my windows
Creeping up excited
Like an eighth grader
On a Friday afternoon
Peeking outside
Seeking a ray 
Of sunlight
Hoping one
Might escape 
The clouds
They call 
School

I am from 
A land 
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Where a batted man 
Is banned
He lives in a castle
The moon
His sun
Sucking blood 
Is something 
He loved

Where I’m from
America’s biggest star
Was born
A black haired man 
With a comb in hand
Called himself The King
Thank you 
Thank you 
Very much 
Was his thing

Where I’m from
Spiritual battles 
Between the love of God
The hate of the Devil
Where temptations occur
Should I go to the left
Or right?

Where I’m from 
Selling elotes con queso y mayonesa
Steamed corn
In pots  
Chopsticks shoved through the bottom
Mayonnaise applied
With a wooden spoon
Covered in 
White sprinkles 
Like best friends
Add the chile
All of it red
Like dynamite
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Ready to explode
In tu boca
Lemon
Optional
But preferred for its
Mouthwatering
Tang

Con mi
Ama angelita
My grandmother
At the corner of
“Los Galaxies” 
The apartments
Mexican central
Killingsworth
A whole bunch of nopales
Mexicans 
This was the life
That is 
Until we got caught

Where I’m from
They call me  Andres,
But at school 
I’m known as The Pres 

Where I’m from
Triggers are pulled
Bullets are shot
Like fireworks
On the fourth of July
Parents 
Jump from their beds
Filled with fright
That their
Boisterous babies
Will never 
Again
Awaken 
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Where I’m from
Hanging out with friends
Means jumping off roofs
Like thieves
Escaping from 
The owners of houses

Where I’m from
Guys talk about girls
Girls talk about guys
Spreading rumors
Like peanut butter
On bread

Where I’m from
This is how it’s always been
drama equals problems
Problems equal trouble
Causing fights is a daily routine
Just like waking up in the morning
And brushing my teeth 

I am not an oreo 
I’m a human 
Not a cookie
Black and white
Is not me
You see light skin
But look past the light
And full black 
I will be
Cuz 
Where I’m from
Is a house 
Yellow pastel
A banana
I’m glad 
To call 
Mine 
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I am not Russian
I like to take my time
I’m from the descendants 
Of a place 
I’ve never been
where the Gods of Olympus
Use humans as toys
Target practice
For lightning bolts
My grandmother’s accent
Hard to mimic
Reminds me of 
A sloth
Slow 
stretching 
Sounds

Where I’m from 
The Bay Area
A manipulative mean man
I don’t consider my
Dad

A caring 
But misunderstanding mother
Who raised me
On her own
Struggling to pay
Bills
All of them
 
With husband
Number two
Abusive
Relief
When he’s
Gone
Behind bars
Out of my life for good

I am not Japanese, Vietnamese, Chinese
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I’m not even Asian
So don’t even call me that
I’m Mexican
Because where I’m from
The sun is always shining
Elados of every color
Yellow 
Like a lemon sun
 
Strawberry red 
Blue 
Like berries bulging from bushes
Sunset orange 
Shimmering off the Pacific
Delicious fruit flavors
Bringing people 
Closer together 
With every bite

Where I’m from 
Respados are sold on every corner
Snow covered mountains
Stained with sweet syrup
Salt covering the rim 
Of a plastic cup
The straw
Getting in the way
Witnessing the 
Mystery of creation
Right in front of you
But forgetting 
By the time 
You get home
Wanting to go back
Just to see 
The show again

Where I’m from
Every night
A different party
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At someone’s house
You hardly ever sleep
But that doesn’t stop anyone 
From working 
The next 
Day

Where I’m from
You’re lucky if you ever
Get a miracle 
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Break Me

Maddie Larcom

My soul breaks 
shatters
into a million pieces
too small to put back together
it’s like in my nightmares
running 
crying
stumbling
screaming
falling
dying
slowly
I want to run 
run for real
away from the pain that is my every day
all of the insults
abuse
meaningless homophobic comments
but meaningful to me
not meaningful 
but full of mean
I walk around every day 
the pain so intense it’s almost impossible to bare
I walk around dreading what I know I’ll have to endure
So predictable it’s almost like a way of life
some sadistic lifestyle I’m expected to go through and take
What’s wrong with me?
Am I not pretty enough?
Thin enough?
Smart enough?
Tall enough? 
Am I not good enough for you?
Well you know what
I honestly don’t care
think what you want 
I’m not going to cower and let you do as you will
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I’m not going to let you tear me down bit by bit
I’m not going to let you fill my every thought with the words 
WHY ME?
because pretty soon it’ll be too much
I can’t live like this
I won’t
I refuse to be infuriated by people just like me
who have a heart 
a brain
that are HUMAN
just like me
yet you have nothing better to do 
than to spend your time ragging on somebody
you didn’t even have the courtesy to get to know
you don’t know how easy or how hard my life has been
you don’t know how careful or carefree I’ve been.
you don’t know ME
so go ahead and rant about how ugly I am
how I’m that stupid adopted kid nobody wanted
but just remember
it won’t affect me anymore
you’re nothing but a reminder that 
I wouldn’t want to be your friend anyways
because now I know the hurtful you 
that everyone else can’t see
you can hurt me, sure
but you’ll never break me
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Untitled

Dakota McCollum

You said you loved me
told me you cared
but you ignored me
you were never there
then you said good-bye
you saw me cry
all of the tears left a stain
to leave me in pain
I blamed myself
I made myself believe I’m not good enough
You took my heart
and ripped it to pieces
Pieces too small to put back together
you made me die without dying
you made me consider 
I had no reason to live
I will never forget our memories together
But I will never forgive you
I’ll never forgive you for all the lies
all the fights
I still cry
I still think of you
but I will never let you hurt me again 
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It’s Not What You Think

Krystal Mardis

When I say I Love you
It feels like you’ve told everyone
Why do you go and hurt them?
Why is it that people 
play around with the word Love?
Is Love real?
I don’t believe in it
If love was real then more
People would be happy
Why do people define it as
A beautiful thing?
When to me
Love is playing with your mind and
feelings making you
think and do crazy things
How come the one that said they Love
you lied the most?
Why is Love, Love?
Love is not beautiful
It’s not what you think
till you found
the right one
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Coma

Kahealani K. Palakiko

Red is the last color I saw 
As my head
Hit the window 
With a loud crack
Do you hear that………. 
The ringing in my head goes
Bang, bang
As a blanket of white consumes 
Me
Do you hear that………
Am I walking, am I falling
Stumble, tumble I guess
I’m falling
Do you hear that……..
Sirens are coming
Louder and louder
Am I screaming or am I dying
Someone… something end 
Me 
Do you hear that…….
Tears of pleading parents
And siblings telling me
To come back tears at me as the
Scene of the crash kills me over and over 
Ripping my spirit limb from limb
Do you hear that……
The voice is getting colder 
As it whispers in my ear 
The pleading of me telling someone, 
Anyone that may hear
Someone save me, anyone come for me 
I’m dying in here 
Do you hear that…..
The smell of rotting bodies and roses 
Inflame my panic
As the voice of something
Calls out to me
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Come to me 
I’ll set you free 
From your pain and suffering, 
Come…come..come.
Do you hear that….
My heart grows cold 
As my soul cries mercy 
Now I cry for God 
Please save me 
He can’t hear me 
In my mind of dark, bleak loneliness 
And the same crash over again
Do you hear that…
The voice comes back again
Why do you stay?
They can’t save you, 
You’re going to die
Stop fighting
Let go…let go..let go.
Stop! They will come for me
My mommy and daddy love me
They will save me
The voice laughs and it sends shivers
Down my spine 
The soulless cries of the voice 
That heartless voice
If they love you why are you still here?
The cold words wash over me chilling
And hardening my heart
Do you hear that..
The breaking of my spirit
Crumbles
Shatters
Bursts
Annihilates
My very being until
I’m no more than
A hollow shell
Of myself
Do you hear that.
Do you feel the way I felt?
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Do you know what I know?
As I woke up to family members 
Surrounding me with joy
And cheers of good health
But what happened to me was 
To forever change me so 
See the nightmares I see every
Night and scream the way I scream 
With terror of complete
Undying fright
But the tears that
I shed in my mind
Will never spill from my
Eyes 
Until now
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Jenga

Samantha Rusnak

You act like my heart is a Jenga
What you don’t realize is that each part is priceless
It’s a wall I have created
It’s bits and pieces of me
What you don’t realize my heart is not a Jenga
Each block is there for a reason
But when you’re in your selfish season
You tear me apart for no good reason
When you look at my heart
It’s falling apart by your hand,
Why can’t you understand
Why can’t you see, the mess you’ve made of me
I wibble and I wobble
You stand there with blocks of me in your hands
My heart is not a Jenga why can’t you understand?
My blocks are fragments of you!
You were supposed to protect my tower
But instead you rip blocks out of my heart with a disgusting power
There is no room to fit for you
There’s no place
I replace the missing blocks, so you won’t see me fall
You must start to see my heart is not a Jenga
You’ll never see me fall
You will never see pieces of me on the floor
Because my heart is not a Jenga
I don’t need you anymore 
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Untitled

Nam Hoang Nguyen

I’m standing here in the 
Dark November night
Just to see your smile
Just to hear your voice 
Just wanna share a laugh with you
But 
Where are you 
Where is that smile we shared together
Where is the laugh you shared with me 
Where are you

I just wonder why 
You be unresponsive to my call
Or 
Have I ever done something wrong
Have I ever used you as a tool
Have you been tired of me 
Where are you.

I remember when we first met 
In sixth grade 
We were sitting in front of each other 
All we did was smile at each other 

And we started 
Talking on the phone
Texting at midnight 
Then one night 
You didn’t pick my call 
Didn’t reply to me text 
Unlike you always did 
Usually 
What happened 

I can’t believe
How much I love your smile
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When I look at you smile 
I can see all the wonderful potential in the universe
It’s beautiful 
Just like you 
Whenever I’m tired 
I just need to see your 
Beautiful eyes 
It takes me to a beautiful paradise 
Where there are coconut trees 
And the wonderful bluish beach
Where falcons are flying over by my head

But I need to stop fantasizing about you now 
What is the point about fantasy if you don’t get what you want 
You have left me here 
In pain 
In tears 
My heart has scattered 
Because of you
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The Dream of a Puppy 

Jordan Farrell 

A dream of an animal 
A dream of a puppy waiting 
For someone to save him 
To love him 
To make him feel safe
Away from the pound. 

He has hope
Hope for a home 
A dream of a family
To never return to the horrible life in the past
Dreaming of the happy day ahead
Where he would be loved. 

For a dream come true
Use hope as the key
The key to the dream 
Of happiness.  

Many animals out there need help 
But people just don’t seem to care.

They need help
So help 
Help if you can 
Their lives 
will depend 
On you!
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We Are All

Brian Edwards

We are all unique
like a snowflake 
no two are alike 
all with different stories 
behind our faces
different attributes
Why can’t we respect that?

We are all the same 
We all want to be accepted 
whether it’s by our parents,
friends ,mentors or role models 

We make mistakes
We laugh at jokes 
Why can’t we see that?

We are all enslaved to society 
How many of us can’t live 
without facebook or cell phones? 
Half of us dress the same 
We are all followers
So who’s the leader? 

Why is there war,
racism, 
discrimination, 
or stereotypes? 

What too many people don’t realize 
is that 
if you take away 
Black 
White 
Mexican 
Asian 
We are all human 
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Scars 

Angel Hensley 
 
Scars, they’re ugly, jagged, long, short, deep, shallow. 
They’re physical, emotional, spiritual, racial. 
They show what you’ve been through, seen, heard, felt, said. 
They are the keepers of your history, 
Since you were born and until you die. 
Scars tell a story and like a snowflake each one is different, 
Never the same. 
People are ashamed of their scars and try to 
Cover up or eliminate them. 
But me, I wear them proudly like the clothes on my back. 
The scar on my arm is only physical. 
A reminder of a careless kid. 
The scar on my back is spiritual.
The reminder of my search for the paranormal. 
The scar on my leg is barely racial. 
Keeping me in check of what I say and do. 
But the scar that is the worst is emotional. 
It taught me to think differently, to inspire, to be true to myself. 
I will never again be a leader or a follower.
I will stand out not melt in. 
Nobody has taught me more than my scars. 
So as I stand here before you 
Telling you this, 
I want you to try. 
Try to wear your scars
Not as burdens 
But as teachers 
So teach me.
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Los Angeles

Andres Bernal-Soreque

Who will be my next victim?
Who will I hurt?
Whose heart will I shatter
and make burn?

Yeah, I’ll admit
I’m pretty cruel
If it weren’t for 
my inner conflicts
I wouldn’t try 
to commit murder

Now I’m getting older
I don’t know what to do
I’m sorry yet again
I don’t care about you

My flesh is rusty 
I’m feeling heartless 
Cold blooded 
I’m dissolving 

Now I’m 
begging God 
for forgiveness 
for generating 
all these unmerciful
acts of violence

I’m looking in the mirror
I see a face
covered in blood 
full of disgrace
I see a man
whirling a wind 
of shame
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Through my life I tried to find
the people I wronged
and ask for forgiveness
Some of them were gone
due to the malevolence 
I showed them

God! I’m sorry, 
I regret all that I’ve done
If only I had empathy 
instead of anger
I wouldn’t have done 
this

I’m bawling
I’m suffering 
I’m pointing a gun 
towards my neck
But before I pull the trigger
A man 
steps in

He stops my hand
And says 
No
all is forgiven
you must now forget the past 
look ahead

I stare straight at the man’s face
Somehow familiar
But not

Put it down
Put it down
Put it down

Then he’s gone
I’m on the floor 
Weeping out 
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an ocean of tears
Not because I was sad 
Because I was happy 

They forgave me 
All my life of hurt
Manipulating
Killing
Forgiven
I’m new 

When I look in the mirror
I see a man
He’s clean shaven 
Who will be my next patient?
Who will I cure?
Whose heart will I repair?

It’s time for work
It’s time for managing conflicts
It’s time to turn bullies into allies
It’s time for forgiveness
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Imagine

Arlo Johnson

Imagine
if you came to school
stoned silly
wearing a cardboard box
with mismatched socks
and blue Crocs
with a tally of two gunshots
to shoulder with a place holder
in a Playboy and chugging a vodka flask in class.

Would anyone blare their projects
or even care?
I dare you to question where my heart lies.
My heart dies
when I realize
that my demise
wouldn’t bring tears to eyes,
so,
I consider it rightly
that nightly
I get feisty,
but I still know
that I am mighty
if not knightly
and I’m a sight to see
screaming
die on Saint Mary’s shrine.
So, through the dark and dismal
and through the thrashing winds of ice,
through the shortage of rice,
and through the trees and dead men’s breeze,
my face might freeze
in a frown,
but no one can ever bring me down.
So, see me screaming loud
on the Statue of Liberty,
holding a jagged, thorned crown
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in my right hand
and my left in the air,
my hair dirty
and dark brown
sounding hoarse
but forcing every single particle
of word
and sound
out loud;
no one could ever
bring me down.

Profound
down to the ground
down to earth
I warm my face
on a hearth
with my heart pounding
enough to split my chest.
I refuse to rest myself
or my case
just in case.
And when I die
I die knowing that
every day
I fly in the sky
screaming
why!
On top of the dirt and grime
it’s time to let you know
that I will never
be brought down. 
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Prismic Prisons

Emily Hamilton

Lucky isn’t me, lucky is you. Although you might feel fortunate, we 
are the one imprisoned in endless prisms of rainbow colored light. 
We live by our own rules, but I’m in the mirror and you’re in the 
world, and we’re rising we’re coming back stronger than ever, so, flip 
the switch baby, and turn on the light that will fill your empty head 
with color. You can’t see us, not now, not yet, we are your shadows, 
we copy you as your mirrors, but our army is strong, our numbers 
are great and, soon the glass will break that separates our worlds, 
so, flip the switch baby, and turn on the light that will fill your empty 
head with color. You may try to warn the world about our advance, 
but, we’ve kept our silence for one thousand years, and it’s your turn 
now, so, shut your mouth or you’ll be the first to witness our destruc-
tion, and, as we gather behind green glass doors, you should prob-
ably flip the switch baby, and turn on the light that will illuminate 
our faces at last, our, armor is ready, and, yes, we will fight you, and, 
yes, we will win for, we have been waiting behind the mirrors and, 
row. It’s your turn; it’s your time; the glass will shatter. Down goes 
the divide between lives and your world is done, finished, out with a 
flash because you didn’t expect us, and, as we take you down, peace 
by piece, you still can’t, won’t, believe we are here, so flip the switch 
baby, and turn on the light while you still have a chance.
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Unreal

Anna Dooney

She said I couldn’t do it
She said to me “You fail in life”
She said I wouldn’t have any friends...
She’s wrong
She said, “I’m older so I have ‘Higher authority’”
And you know what I said to her...
I said who cares if you’re older or have better hair 
Or actually care if you have a life
And your knife of words cuts my heart and sure 
You’re better at art but... 
No, you’re not because you are not an artist 
Because you aren’t real 
I mean, sure you are but not really
Not inside and you say that you’re older 
Well guess what honey, when I’m 36 you’ll be 40 and when I’m 70 
You’ll be dead 
But wait you were never really alive because you were never real 
Never real like the product in your oh so perfect hair 
Or the preservatives on your vegan lunches.
She said she was better, more mature 
Which makes me insecure and SURE 
She has better looks and she’s thin 
Down to the skin and bones which hold up her perfect body 
Which all the guys like 
But her and I are more alike than she herself would like to admit
Because the words of anger and fury that she spits 
Are words of insecurity 
So call security because we’ve got ourselves 
A case of lies and bitterness 
Spoken through glossy lips on a spray tanned face 
That shimmers in the sun like chlorine-filled water 
Which isn’t real and look at us 
Right back full circle to her; the chick every girl hates and fears...
Not so much better now huh...
So listen to me when she comes to you and tells you she’s better 
Turn around and say whatever to the hate and shame
Under skin that isn’t real
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Recipe 3.01
dedicated to every SlamBoo participant: past, present and future

Donovan Jacob

There are bridges made of steel
Bridges made of rainbows
Bridges made of poetry

But there are no elements involved here
And there is no light to link lies
All we have is our poetry

But when I gazed into my cookbook,
Ready to preheat the oven to 250
Or get sugar and spice and everything nice
I saw a different recipe
I saw this recipe

It said:
To compose your piece
You need not provocative pronouns
Or seductive syllables

For this recipe does not call for
Bowls of batter
Sticks of butter
A couple o’ eggs
Or anything edible!

Rather head and heart
Body and soul
Fact and fiction
Serenity and salvation

From you

It needs a melody of rainbows
Of pencil, not person
Like
Red ravenous rage
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Violent violet vanity
Orange open optimism
And green giddy giggles

From you

It needs the blueprints of construction
And the steel will of your mind
The iron-gripped fist of hammers and power tools
And the materials to construct your construction

From you

It needs heavenly hospitality
And ceaseless care
The love of your mind
And you and your time

It needs a writer willing to write with
Idioms and pronouns and adjectives
Scripts and lyrics and details
Assonance and alliteration

Because when you cook this delicacy
You look into yourself
To
Mix it and fix it
Fold it and mold it
Create
And destroy it

There are bridges made of steel
Bridges made of rainbows
Bridges made of poetry

That keep us in orbit
Like rotating magnetic atmospheres
And the pushes and pulls of the planet
Because
We’ve all assembled the parts
Tasted the rainbow
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And baked this cake

This recipe is the bonds of friendship
And the ties between our schools
The laughter of merit
And
You
You
You
And you

We are the bridges
We are the poetry 
We are this recipe
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Just Getting Started

On May 17, the inaugural collaboration of rural, urban and 
suburban Slam poets gathered for the last time. 

We hope it is just the beginning, however. We saw young people 
grow as poets, performers, and most importantly, as people, 
people with greater capacities to collaborate, cooperate and build 
community. 

We hope that if you were a part of SlamBoo you will take this 
experience with you as you navigate a society that far too often 
pushes us to polarity; SlamBoo is all about solidarity, personified in 
the friendships and bonds woven between our four schools. 

If you weren’t a part of SlamBoo this year, we hope you’ll be a part 
of our future. We want you, your school, your community, your voices 
to be a part of a group of young people dedicated to building bridges, 
threading our poetry and our lives, creating a world built on empathy 
and greater understanding.

We hope to hear from you.
Bryan Chu, Charles Sanderson, Kristen Schjoll, and Shannon Wasson

bambookid@gmail.com
charlesdsanderson@gmail.com
swasson@pps.net
Kristen_Schjoll@beaverton.k12.or.us
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