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An Athlete by Vanessa
As I approach what will determine a new path in my life

I get weak in the knees
And my shoulders drop
Why am I feeling so nervous?
I’ve done this so many times?
Beads of sweat drops from my forehead
My palms become clammy
My face turns white 
I can’t fail 
I won’t fail
No one can stop me now
I crouch in my ready position
All I have to do is run my own race
No Golden apples will distract me
No one but myself can convince my heart  
Nothing can stir me off my winning path
My confidence builds up
My clammy hands grip hold
And eyes focused on one thing

My goal in life?
"All I have to do is run my own race."
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Burden by Russell
A boy defiant

Lazy, careless and dumb
Going against the world
Disobedient, angry and blind
 
Thinking he could get away
With doing what he wanted to do
Putting off his responsibilities
Not thinking about what affect it would have onto
 
His little life he thought 
He wouldn?t have to care
 
The weight that he had to bear
The weight of his mistakes
For when they finally caught up
The punishment he would take
 
For he was unaware
On his shoulders was his fate 
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Redemption


By Melissa


 


It's a perfect day.


Sun is shinning.


No clouds.


Perfect.


That's the word for it.


 


Funny how life throws things your way


And then it never seems perfect at all.


 


I'm Trapped in a Box.


 


The so-called little problems-


In every size imaginable,


And in colors that go


Beyond endless possibilities.


 


They pull me in every direction possible,


Stretching my limits,


Adding to my list of forever.


 


Leave Me Alone!!


 


It's a never-ending circle.


I want out.


Freedom Please!!


I Want out of this box.


 


Yeah...Sure...


Life hardly seems perfect.


 


Tired. Stressed.


Overworked.


Stretched Thin.


But somehow...


I know that there is hope.


 


For every wrong,


There could be a possibility


For redemption...a pay off, 


A correction of the wrongs.


 


It could happen.








Me Against the Mountain


by Daniel





There the gargantuan stood,


Taunting,


Swearing,


Damning to hell.


And all trousers around me, drenched with fear.


 


But still, walking toward the mountain


Without fear.


He is but another giant, to be toppled like the rest.


Fresh clean air, of a clear field of battle


No person had traveled here before.


An open plain,


Trails and paths set behind.


 


Standing my ground,


Against the howl


Of the wind passing the peak.


A great swing of rock lunged forward


Dodge, duck, pull back?


Release.


 


The mountain has been conquered,


Just another challenge, diminished


To a simple task.


No other problem will cut me down.


 


Cheering below,


A crowd of women singing,


Thy leader, green with envy


Still standing my ground,


Staring at the fallen mountain.


Just another problem brought down











