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    This book is dedicated to all of my teachers who encouraged my love of writing. Thank you for believing in me.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "There is no greater agony than bearing an untold story inside you."-Maya Angelou
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Flowers for Ruth: Written in 8th grade about my Aunt Ruth, who passed two years before.

	
Dawn: Written in 8th grade

	
About a cat: Written in 8th grade

	
About a Cat Part II: Written in 8th grade

	
Miss Lead: Written in 8th grade

	
Ball: Written in 8th grade

	
Summer Days: Written in 8th grade

	
School: Written in 8th grade

	
On My Table: Written in 8th grade

	
Stand and Deliver Found Poem: Written March 11, 2011, my junior year of high school. A project for my Creative Writing class. We had to write a poem using lines from the movie Stand and Deliver.

	
Easter Poem: Written April 20, 2011, my junior year of high school

	
Eighty-Eight Keys: Written my junior year of high school and published in our literary journal, Pandora’s Box. 

	
Alone: Written December 1, 2011, my senior year of high school

	
She’s too Young: Written my senior year of high school about my Mama. 

	
War Hero: Written my senior year of high school about my Grumps. 

	
College Bound: Written my senior year of high school and published in our literary journal, Pandora’s Box. 

	
Love and Loneliness: Written October 21, 2015, my senior year of college. A project for my Creative Non-Fiction class.
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Flowers for Ruth
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I see the sun

That is her face

I see the flowers

That is her soul

Her blood

Her life.

No longer with us

We sit and mourn

For the loss of our loved one

That we adored.

Dear, sweet Ruth

I miss you so

But in the flowers

I see your soul.
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Dawn
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Dawn is near

So I look up

And see the colors of orange, pink, and yellow.

Dawn is near

So I am full of cheer.
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About a Cat
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Living area: 

Up high

Occupation: 

knows nothing of the sort

Hobbies: 

being lazy

What it loves: 

Attention

What it eats: 

dry food

Has many lives to live:

9 to be exact

What it loves most of all:

You, of course,

When you leave him alone.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


About a Cat Part II
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It will bounce

It will pounce

It will lay on a mat

But not wear a hat.

It weighs but an ounce.
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Miss Lead
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Dear Miss Lead

Who lived on 31st street

Lived on the edge

Quite literally.

She was as sweet as could be

But left us so young

And took others with her

Into the bright yellow sun.

She walked away

While others followed.

We will miss her

But will not fall.
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Ball
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I wait here

In the dusty old box

Wanting someone to come

And play with me now.

I want to feel the rubber soles

Of the kids shoes;

Hear their laughter,

Feel the ground.

I am a ball

Who needs to roll around.
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Summer Days
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On the soft green grass

A daisy grows full and tall

On this summer day.
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School
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During school

While the teacher sits on a stool

I sneak a look

Then read my book
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On My Table
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Tablecloths and napkins

Forks and spoons

Milk and juice

Veggies and fruits.

Soups and salads

Shirts and shorts

Candy and cakes.

Stacks of papers

Bills galore

Trays and candles

Towels and washcloths.

So much to put away.

So little time
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Stand and Deliver Found Poem
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“I don’t seem to understand”

I was always told “students will rise to the level on expectations”

But as I say “quiet, quiet” they continue to speak.

“Please find a seat”

“I can’t believe these people are calling us cheaters”

They won’t give me time to explain.

I’m told to quit, but I won’t.

When asked why I won’t discuss this with anyone,

My response is “because it’s not between you and me”.

I wish I could get through to them

But “I don’t seem to understand”.
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Easter Poem
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Chocolate bunnies

Colored eggs

Easter baskets filled with goods.

The flowers bloom

The sun shines

May Easter make your day bright.
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Eighty-Eight Keys
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Eighty-eight keys

Some black and some white

When played you make a beautiful sound.

When I press one key

You hit three strings

And then a beautiful song is played.

As I play, you start out piano before you become forte,

And then you are piano again.

You play in time

With my tapping foot

You never let me down.

When it’s all over, I take a bow

But the applause is really for you.
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Alone
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I started off feeling like all of you were important

That I couldn’t live without you.

Being without you meant I was a failure,

So I did everything I could to stop it.

But now I’m alone.

You go weeks at a time without speaking to me

Making me feel like I’m worthless,

So I think I did something wrong,

And deserve to be alone.

It’s a terrible feeling I live with.

I watch you all laugh and smile

While I hurt from day to day

And cry myself to sleep.

No one should ever have to feel so alone.
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She’s too Young
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Way too young to go through this

Way too young to worry

She has two kids

A husband

A family

Her life has only begun.

I see her parents

The sad look in their eyes

No parent should have to bury their child.

I watch her all the time

She’s in pain

And she’s worried

What is to become of her family?

She’s way too young to go through this

Way too young to worry

She has two kids

A husband

A family

What is to become of her?
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War Hero
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He’s a hero

But not the kind you think.

He’s not a police officer

A fireman

Or even a superhero.

He fought for our country

He fought for his family

He fought for his friends

And those he hardly knew

But now he is fighting a different war
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