	Drunk'n Alcoholic 

You come home
i know where you've been
i've sat here all alone
just awaiting this
i start to cry
as you push me around
you swear at me
what did i do to you

I smell you
and i want to spit
i want to fight back
but i can't
your stronger
much stronger
especially when your like this
in a violent rage
you throw me in a wall
i start running away
but fall to my knees and crawl

 

	The bruises and the blood
ache and pain
tears tripping down my face 
turn red
the words goin threw my head
are worse then the blows
i've taken to the chest
come on give me your best

More and more harsh things you say
break me
please take me, O God
i beg just to die
as he laughs and laughs
i lay there and cry
unable to move
kicked around like a piece of junk
I can't let it get to me
you're nothin but a drunk 

posted by SarahF at 10:04 AM 0 comments

	Desperate 
Shots ring out
I hear people scream
red splatters on the window
I wish I was in a dream
I feel a sharp pain
deep in my chest
people stare at me 
shouting and yelling words

I try to move but i cannot
I find myself on the ground
light flickers
starting to see darkness
the pain grows more intense

I look around
thoughts run threw my head
more are on the ground
what's happening
why can't I see
Things grow blurry
trying to think clearly
suddenly I see
the man who did all this runs by
he turns around quickly
I get a glance at ... her eyes


	
It's a woman
she looks desperate
I wonder what she's thinking
why would she do this

How could you get that low
to take another life
people rush over to me
I argued and fought
for awhile ...
it appears I've been shot

Amazing I'm still alive
they to me to hang on
I say don't worry I'll survive
I've got a lot to live for
too much to be thankful for

And I'd never want to switch places
with that piece of shit
O God, please never
make me that desperate

posted by SarahF at 10:19 AM 0 comments


	Eve 

hush my cries with your big stong arms
you're stronger than me
your mind is greater
your strength is higher
i'm the second class one
i am happy to be second class
i can never be as good as you
i wash your clothes and make you dinner
i give myself to you
do whatever you want, you are my ruler
since my body is smaller
that means i am weaker
that means i should never try
it's been like this forever 
that means i shouldn't try to change it
i shouldn't have thoughts like that to begin with
i will try my best to stay pretty
put on my makeup my pushup bra
shave my legs cause that's what we do
hairy legs are gross for me
but handsome on you

	put on my perfume cause that's how we smell
talk like a baby, got the mind of a baby
please control me
i'm so helpless in this big world
cause you know so much more than me
that's what the school says
that's what the bible says
that's what my mommy says
my body is my only asset
when you make fun of it that's okay with me
when it fades i will be nothing
you won't love me anymore
but you'll still protect me
i hope
oh, my god you will won't you
i worship you
Man 
posted by kristi at 7:47 AM 0 comments



Balance 

Fast, nervous, sounds like thunder. The doctor gave me these little yellow pills. Mommy told me they’re because I’m sad. Sometimes they make me feel like I’m flying. My mommy says that I should take them even if I feel a little funny cause the side effects will go away soon and I just have to get used to them. My mommy’s a very pretty lady. She says I shouldn’t feel sad; I need to take my pills 
cause she doesn’t want me to feel sad. Today I took a couple more pills than I was supposed to. I didn’t tell mommy cause she would be mad at me. They look like candy; I like candy, I LIKE MY PILLS SOMETIMES THEY MAKE ME FEEL SILLY SOMETIMES I LIKE MY PILLS SOMETIMES!!!!!!  I’m talking louder and louder and I feel like an airplane taking off. I can do anything!

When my daddy died I was with him in the store. My daddy owned a candy store. I used to come a long with him to work and he would give me candy. One day a man came in with a knife. Daddy’s face looked funny. Daddy said some things but the man didn’t stop coming closer to him. The man didn’t see me hiding in the backroom. I could see my daddy. Daddy made a loud noise.. and, and, I waited till I heard the door close. For a while I watched the blood on the white tile floor crawl closer to me, 
like a snake.

One day I made up a game called Charley. Charley was a game where you tried to jump off high things and land on your toes. I knew I could do it cause my cat showed me how. I put on my cape made from my favorite blanket. My blanket had puppies on it. I put on my cape and I flew right off the roof of my told her I jumped off the roof. Mommy said I was lying. Sometimes she’s just silly, mommy is.

One time I put my hand in the fish tank and the fish felt like Jello.

Today I took almost 10 pills. MOMMY’S NOT SUPPOSED TO KNOW, HA HA!! When I grow up I want to be a sailor. I wanna live on fish and play with mermaids. Mommy said that I can be anything I want to be. Mommy cries at night.

Today my doctor gave me red pills too. He says I should take them with the little yellow ones. I don’t like the red pills as much. They make me sleepy. Sometimes I feel like I’m sleeping when my eyes are open. Sometimes I have scary dreams during the day. Mommy and doctor say I should keep taking my pills so I feel better. They don’t want me to be sad anymore.

I FEEL WONDERFUL!!! I AM SPINNING AND I AM FLYING, I’M ALL THE WAY IN THE NEXT ROOM!!! MOMMY CAN’T EVEN SEE ME AND I’M RIGHT IN FRONT OF HER!!!

Today me and mommy went to visit daddy. He’s in the ground. I fell asleep on his grave. His hand touched my cheek and I giggled.

—Posted by Kristi

Only Human 

Magestic, thoughtful, beautiful. Such words are meaningless to it. It watches us move about...what fools we must appear to a rose. As we change from one thing to another, the rose invests its entire life in growing and living. How rewarding it must be.

Its sweet smell is not from the praise we give it, but from its simple existance; its self. As we fight and destroy one another the rose lives and grows. It is steadfast in its purpose and cannot be detered. Even if we pick them or step on them, they never try to harm us in spiteful revenge. 

Roses are neither greedy nor jealous, hating nor lustful, vengeful nor vicious. Yet they have so much power. They live without complaint, rage, or regret. There are so many different kinds or roses, yet they all live and grow togther. We could learn so much from a rose..... 

posted by Ender at 5:50 PM 0 comments 

Unseen 
The building quivers in the lamp light. The freezing lava runs through its cement veins. The wind picks up and the building looks helplessly at the squirrel. The wind rushes on and on until it passes the sun. 

The stars look down upon the building where grass used to enjoy growing. 

But now the river of clocks trickles by instead. As time itself is slowed down to say goodbye, the building looks back at the black sun, which is enjoying the smell of music.

The light now ignores the building all together. Even if reality noticed it, it was to be unnoticed. This world was tired of standing, and the building stopped listening. The end came and went, and the building still struggles against the sands.
posted by Ender at 6:26 PM 0 comments 

	The Death of a Rose 

A rose is blooming, bright and red
Sweet perfume rising from labyrinth petals

The prickly thorns stand to sting
Those who would pluck her from her bed
Yet that is the rose's fate
To be torn from her birthing place

A man has picked her for his bride
The gouging thorns he has not heeded
A simple pleasure-a momentary delight
A rose left to die, to perish in the sun


The sweet scent slowly fades away
The moment of live is past
So goes the rose, condemned to death by love

—posted by Sarah Iverson
	Light in Dark Places 

she walked me to the door
and pointed to the light
there was nothing beyond it 

posted by jj_fisher at 5:38 PM 0 comments 




	The Faithful Few 

Through the shadowed years they come
There should be many, there are but few
The rest of them have faded away
Tangled in their work
or lingering in their play

The faithful few still venture on
Straying not to dusk from dawn
Though many times they feel to fail
They near the end of their trail


	At the end their dreams do lie
The dreams they as a child spied
The masses have foregone their dreams
As simple nonsense, or as games

But the few dreamer still go on
To find that dream they claimed their own
Will they continue to the end
And find that thing that beckons them?

Until the end, no one knows
And so, forever on they go

—posted by Sarah Iverson




I don't like titling things.  [(Flash Fiction #1) 

I watched as the girl lifted her chin sky-wards. The look in her eyes told me that she wasn't here. She was privileged enough to detach herself from this world and all of its abominations. She could lose any reason and thought in the unbelievable dimensions of space. Just for this moment, she could watch over the heavens, all humanity, and who knows? the deity? with the Queen Cassiopeia, while Libra and Orion stood on guard. The pupils of her eyes reflected the deepest pools, turning and swirling masses of stars, nebulas, everything seemingly so close to her fingertips; outside of her fairy tale, though these visions were barely more than imagination, billions of light years away. This surrealist piece of the universe wasn't something she could wrap her mind around. "That's out of your grasp, little girl," I told her. She blinked slowly, the dreamlike expression faded from her face, replaced by stone cold white. This girl turned to me, and her eyes slipped from disbelief, to resentfulness, to something I can't describe. What I can say is that this girl didn't believe me. She believed in all that was outside of her reach, believed in nothing real. I could tell, though, that she didn't want to hear what I had to say. I turned, and left her to sink back to the galaxies above, and walked away as her feet left the ground. 

posted by BriH at 4:02 PM 1 comments 
ill intentions 
Only I am your protector
Go back to sleep
Others cannot hurt you
I will be your static guardian

Only I will comfort you
Listen to your nightmares
Say those little things you entail
I will be your solitude source

Only I will help you
I will lend a helping hand
Be your light in the gloomy world
I will be your temple of strength

Only I will heal you
I’ll bring you food to draw upon
Cleanse your wounds of your soul
I will be your reclamation rock

Only I will hurt you
Bestow unbiased criticism
Wishing for you to build character
I will be your anchor in reality 

posted by RyanSwanson at 5:46 PM 0 comments 

