In a summer season    when soft was the sun

I shaped me in shrouds     as a shepherd I were

In habit as a hermit     unholy of works

Went wide in this world     wonders to hear
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Brianna McDaniel

Me….in an Alliterative Poem 
As a blue-eyed blonde


who banters with the best,
I am loved and always laughing,
my life has been lucky. 
My father is a fighter


for a family of four

My mother is a martyr


a mean match for most.
A brother to whom I am bound
for being the best boy to me 

As we grew up graciously

in a grand and gregarious home.
I learned of life


in this land that is limited

By rules and regulations,

by reality and romance. 

As a baby who didn’t breathe

I believed in beauty,
A childhood of chances

for character and cause

I am Brianna the Brilliant

blessed with beauty internal

In times of need and nonsense
my knight never-endingly knows 

My wants and woes


when I walk away from the world. 

An apartment that is artistic

although it lacks air.

My roommate is rowdy,

we render a reunion of recklessness.

Suddenly next summer

I am surrounded by a sister-in-law,

A coming of the end of college,
a closely approaching career.

A current job that is jovial 

a job that is judgmental,

Hours of home improvement, 
help for irate homeowners.
Lowes has been my life

a life of long hours and laughter.

Running and rollerblading 

reel me rolling into the rest.

In Pride and Prejudice

I peruse a perfect piece. 

Writing is a wonder, 


I work with warriors of writing

In the lower level of the library,
a land of language and literary merit. 

Teaching is my true test--

times of tribulations and trials,
A career of collegiate learning
a career of courage and comedy. 

I am a feminist, a fighter

who fights as a female full of fire.

To smile is to solve all setbacks.
To laugh is to lighten up life. 

This is my theory, 


A theory to which I am true. 
Pizza, pie, pictures, and peace-- 
pleasing pieces to the puzzle of life. 

Hamlet and Harry Potter

 are heroes of my home and heart.

Poe, Piaget, and Plato:

I practice poetry, psychology, and philosophy. 

Sparks and Shakespeare 

write stories of something more. 

McEwan and Meyer--


more moments of mystery and meaning. 

Authors hold my answers

to the ailments of authority 
I enjoy my energy, 


the endurance I keep through each emergency.
My middle name means morality,
as mother motivated my modes of existence.

I am me, myself, my meaning, 
I am more, I am most. 

With grace and grueling effort, 
I go through great struggles.

But I dare to dream, 


No “dreams deferred.” 

Andrew Nerison
It’s every day at dawn  that I wake and I wonder
why that world of wonder   would break and burn
The sky will shake   seas would shatter
My sleep scurries away   the night is nowhere
If only the morning were as malleable  life would be lighter 
 But work is work   and so I stumble forth
My sandals are sticky  the saddest of all my starts to a day
A shower with shampoo awaits  a slimy start to the saddest of days
My Cereal served cold cold as callous revenge
My cheer restored from cheerios  oatmeal is overrated
The orange juice is on only cause cranberry is gone
Class has commenced math in the morning
Attention begins to atrophy focus begins to fracture
In the edge of my eye  worlds of wonder hint
My pen starts to skitter paper screams for pain
I want to work but the math review is running
A line isn’t a loss the curve not careless
Shading not suspicious a dots are done well
The hand done handsomely a torso twisted
Legs done at a loss to the whole a fractious face
Done. Man is made 
The students begin to stir Class is at the close
Now I’m done and in the dorms Waiting to be wanted
University Studies til’ six Skills for success…apparently
I wait for wonder but my mind is mashed
Wonder will have to wait though essays fail to excite
The night is nigh the sun slips away
The sun won’t study won’t work into the wee hours of the night
The sun will sleep sound now til the night rips away
My world of waking runs away Gone without a goodbye
 The sky would shake the seas would shatter
But my world of wonder won’t come to play I stalk the slippery thing
Gone, it’s gone for good the fever has fled
I am free of it fickle whims master of all that is me 
Why do I worry   why do I toss and turn
I am free but without the feeling life without the love
Worthless all the while I feel like forgetting
I want to wither away Pop.
The bed breaks away from me Seas and skies shoot through me
That world of wonder beckons only to rocket down the road 
 
Kate Hauge

Alliterative Poem

Tick tock watch the clock/almost time to leave

The last minute must slow/moving lick a sick turtle

Punch in punch out/put down your time

Though shift work can be slime/it saves from out of control loans

Mike moseys through the door/moments before I can go

Count the cash it must be right/coins and all make the hundred

Seal the envelope and send the drop/last task now time to set off

With a smile wave so long/slip out the door and fight a run

The stars they wink/they sing a song

Fresh air and freedom/shortly autumn will freeze over

Now inviting warmth ignites the soul/internal contentment brings welcome peace

​​Roaring resonates through the air/a glance reveals a plane

Sinking lower to arrive late/passengers will leave disgruntled

 I begin to climb into my Bonneville/with this world trailing behind

The dark of night tries to disguise the road/sneaky shadows play daunting tricks

Streetlights, headlights, moon and stars/all submit their welcome guidance

Turn the last corner of the tonight/bed is not too far away

The parking lot is prisoner to darkness/only headlights provide dim assurance

Pace the packed aisles of vehicles/a parking spot is worth its space in gold

Finding no clearing for my car/I will have to chance another lot

Backtrack to the beginning of the maze/catch a big yawn

A set of headlights bring a rude awakening/a passenger waves his hand

Despite their problematic positioning/I politely move to give them space

Shifting to reverse I retreat/the rebels advance with increasing speed

I can go no further from this car/trapped by their freakish games

Matched move for move by these boys/each maneuver ends the same

Confusion, fear, panic, frustration/how do I reclaim me freedom?

At a stalemate we momentarily stare/I must stop this foolish dare

 A flash of blond hair and a wave of his hand/he attempts to goad me on

Annoyance, anger, and determination/I will not be anyone’s toy

He tries to lure with suggestive space/I hold still and I wait

Worried he might lose his game he speeds/headlights bearing down I wait

Faster and faster he comes/who will be found the chicken?

Tightened fingers around the tilted wheel/someone tell me how to breathe

Doubt erodes the determined courage/desperation supports the last option

With mere inches to spare he swerves/window to window I spy on awed look

I don’t waste a second but shift into gear/speed down the aisle while the path is clear

Whip around the corner and chance a glance back/no lights reveal an attempt to catch

Heart racing I remember how to breathe/my fingers learn to once again relax

A taste of slavery I will not soon forget/freedom sweet lovable freedom

 
 Jessica Gilbertson
 1. Cold and crisp air in sunlight sparkling/making rainbows of color on the snow

2. Tires turning on the asphalt/little knowing the trouble ahead

3. Little white car in the cold expanse/no others passing or crossing ahead

4. Bundled up human braving the cold/busy with thoughts of the day ahead

5. Music sounds from the speakers/diverting the girl with singing

6. Wheels spinning over nearly white ice/almost enough to whisk the car from the road 

7. Other vehicles enter the expedition/traveling to their appointed ending

8. The little car nears a city/many others carrying on with their business

9. Intersections cross the car's itinerary/one in particular nears

10. Signals flash brightly and fast/the car forces the wheels onto the new road

11. A miscalculation in movement/the wheels maneuver incorrectly

12. Wheels screech and writhe on the ice/white snow on either side

13. Careening in the path of companions/horns blaring and brakes calling

14. A loud crunch of crisp snow/the car stops in the ditch

15. Adrenaline ceases to scream through veins/the girl sits still and quiet

16. Other cars drive past carefully/drivers ignoring the girl's crisis

17. Hands move to the gear handle/holding tight and resetting

18. Tires spin in the snow/the car remains stuck

19. The girl removes her gloves/grabbing for her mobile

20. Fingers press familiar buttons/father answers immediately

21. Waiting patiently for her parent's help/playing with her phone

22. Notifying her friends on Facebook/her first day of school

23. A big car pulls up beside/the girl braves the cold to explain

24. Towropes attached to the front/normally used for trees

25. Waiting until no traffic streaks past them/engines strain and tires spin

26. The little frosted car pulls free/facing the wrong way

27. The girl turns the wheel/the car slowly twists around

28. Back on the bumpy road/bringing the car back to where it's supposed to be

29. Speeding up as the snow vanishes from the tires/slowly making way to the stoplight

30. The light becomes bright green/the little car turns back onto the highway

31. Other people pass by/cursory glances at the patches of snow covering the bumper

32. The girl ignores the inspections/keeping her mind on her itinerary

33. She pulls into a parking space/remains in place for a moment

34. Clambers from her car/inspects it for crash-caused damage

35. Heaves her pack onto her back/heads for the bus nearby

36. Greets the bus driver by name/sets her backpack down

37. Leaves at her small stop/sets out through the cold

38. Grabs a bite to eat for breakfast/brings her food to a table

39. Carries her computer to the table/connects to the internet

40. The girl's accident appears online/a account of North Dakota winter driving

