Hope
2
I’ve carried hope around with me for so long that I breathe it, my heart beats it. Hope is an old friend that greets me at the door of heartache. It holds my hand in the shadows so I don’t stray too far from the beaten path. I like to think of hope as a buoy; it sits and settles until you latch on to it when lost in the abyss of waves. I find hope in gentle eyes and kind words. Hope hides in the pages of an old book that you never understood until this very moment. Hope plays the violin on fragile heartstrings and creates beauty from the ruins. Hope is always there lurking on the outside, so let it in.
The Battle
3
I felt it. The darkness slowly creeping over me, starting at my feet growing further and further. A battle was beginning to take place over my heart and my mind. It was my brain that craved it. I was letting it slowly take over as I bit my tongue telling it to stop. My body was splitting into two. My hands brushing though my hair then slowly I dragged them across my down drawn eyes in distress. There it was when I looked at it, across from my urgent tapping foot, staring me dead in the eyes. Then the pounding alarm of my heart began beating faster and faster urging me to give up the battle and get out fast. I felt as if my feet were glued to the ground. But I could do it. I knew I could, I have for the last thirty days and I wasn’t going to waste them. The good won, I ran out of the classroom and let my body sink down to the floor in a puddle of tears. I couldn’t take it, I needed a new beginning.
Papa
4
"You're gonna be great, you know that? You're gonna be great. Just like your momma. She's

great, your momma. You're just like her."

I could be great.

But I don't want to be great.

Not anymore.

Because I could be great one day.

I'm going to graduate. I'm going to walk across that stage and receive my diploma and go on to

college.

I might go out of state, or even the country, and I'll come back with great stories and tell

everyone about all the adventures I'm having and all the fantastic things I've learned.

I might meet a talent scout, and they'll realize how talented and amazing and modest I am and

put me right smack-dab in the center of some amazing television show. Or Broadway. Definitely

Broadway.

I'm going to get a job. Maybe a crummy one, and I'll come home to talk about how horrible work

is and how much I hate my life. Or maybe it'll be a great one, and my stories will be the

opposite.

I'm going to get an apartment. And then a house. And I'm going to have a boyfriend to live with

and we're going to have house warming parties and need help moving as our lives expand

along with our living space.

I'm going to get married. And I'll need someone other than my dad to slow-dance with at my

reception. And I'll have an open spot in the front row; even though I may need someone to fill it,

I don't want it to be anyone to but you.

I'm going to have kids. And they're going to grow up and be beautiful but they're never going to

know you or the amazing stories or see your smile or hear your laugh or your wonderful accent

that made me giggle when you tried to say things.

I don't want to be great. Not anymore.

Because I could be great. I could. But the most amazing, pure, kindest man I've ever known or

loved or been inspired by won't be there to celebrate with me when I am.
Thirty Feet Away
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The screech burned my ears; the crash echoed throughout the night. My eyes widened when the realization hit me. Fingers clenched, legs gritted. My body and mind in a stage of shock. My mom brought the car to a halt to admire the terror behind us. My mother and other witnesses called for help but I, I was frozen, glued to my seat, my eyes staring at the horror through the outside rearview mirror. 
Through the mirror it seemed only forty-feet away, but of course “Objects in the mirror are closer than they appear” so it must have been thirty.

The cluttered intersection was cut in half by an eighteen wheel diesel flipped on its side, the trailer of the diesel broken from its cab. A few cars demolished into the street, a few cars flipped on their sides, and a few cars crushed under the trailer. Drivers from the crash shriek out moans and cries for help. The intoxicated diesel driver stumbles to the sidewalk and plants his face into the pavement.

The intersection was covered by car parts, groceries, crumpled packages, and four bodies. Four innocent victims killed right in front of me or behind me in this case. While my car, untouched, not even a bump or scratch. We could have driven off with no sign of injury or remorse. I question why it wasn’t me? My life changed in those few moments.

It seemed like a dream, like time had slowed down. The witnesses that ran for aid were walking. The clutter from the disaster was floating in the air. The small flames moved as if they were in Jell-O. So slow, just like in the movies, the character stares into the distance as the camera pans out to expose the scene, yep, just like that. I was so confused as to what just happened. So much terror inside of me, my eyes, once wide and alert, started to blur and tear. That could have been me, hit by the diesel truck along with the other. I was so close to death, so close, only thirty-feet.
Either Way
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I had him once.

He left me. I never even got a chance to say good-bye. I came home, waiting for the regular barking noise but instead, it was silent. The night of the day he had gone, my eyes constantly stayed red. I kept looking and looking at all the pictures I had taken of him. I begged my mom to tell me what had happened, but all she said was that “It was for the best.” I guess I had to let him go. I wasn’t the best for him. I couldn’t be home, the times I should have been, to watch over him and play with him. I knew he needed someone more stable than me. I just couldn’t provide the care that he required. I wasn’t a typical dog-owner but he wasn’t a typical dog either. He was my first dog.

He was half of me. He had these black, scary, beady eyes but the cute, harmless way he thumped his tail and stuck his tongue out, I never noticed. Whenever I would get home, he would always come and bark at me to sit down just so he could jump up and lay on my lap. He would sniff my clothes and nudge my chin with his wet nose because he found that it made me ticklish and laugh. He wasn’t allowed to sleep in my room but of course I still snuck him in every night. He was in on the secret too though, always silently waiting for me until I came.

Because he was my half, I wanted to introduce him to my other half. In the beginning, he was scared. It took quite a while for him to warm-up to the other but slowly and surely, it happened. He started becoming so friendly. He would play with him and sometimes even wanted him more than me. The timing was perfect- he was there too, when I had him also. He- always a remembrance of him.

He was half of me. He had a reputation for being angry and hostile but the silly faces he would make at me and the way he’d always hug me tight, made me forget. When I was in his sight, he would somehow always end up right in front of me and pull me in for a big hug. He would play with my hair and itch my back to get me to relax whenever I seemed stressed. Without a fail, he’d always be there, waiting outside my class, ready to walk me to the next. Whenever I could, I tried to surprise him with cute, little gifts, which the next day, he’d always beat with something better.

He left me. He said he just wanted to “talk.” He kept saying I wasn’t ready. Yeah he was right, I wasn’t ready- I wasn’t ready for that “talk.” He kept going on and on while my throat just got drier and my breathing got faster. I fought, hard. But deep down, I knew I didn’t have the right to make him stay. I was busy with everything else that I couldn’t give him the attention I knew he deserved, the attention that he wanted. I wasn’t his type of girl, he wasn’t my type of boy, but he was my first love.

I had him once.

I had a dog once. I had a boy once. Either way you see it, I ended up with neither.
Fish Tank
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I was only six years old, so I couldn’t understand the reasons as to why my room seemed so empty without his presence. I couldn’t grasp the fact that life goes on, and that to a child, goldfish are far from irreplaceable.

I remember my parents grinning faces as they picked me up from school. “My, what a treat”! I said to myself as they took turns congratulating me on a quiz that I passed, while on our way to go get ice cream. I remember walking through the front door to my house, quiz in hand, ice cream cone in other, wondering why my parents were acting so strange, but so nice at the same time.

That’s when I noticed it.

It seemed to hit me as soon as I crossed over the welcome mat into my usually welcoming home.

Though my stomach had felt full, I was now empty. I was cold. I saw it there, his fish tank. Sitting lonely and empty, Waiting for its little friend to come play in his own world. All the decorative rocks and plants had been laid out in plastic bags, like evidence that some terrible crime had taken place.

Despite this strange sensation that made me feel hot and cold at the same time, I figured that my

parents had just cleaned his tank for me. I figured he’d be back soon, in his lonely little world on my dresser, just like always.

He wasn’t. Days passed and soon I forgot my little friend. I think about him from time to time and wonder what else they haven’t told me.
Blindfold
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“Do it. Hide it in your pillow.” He shoved the pocketknife in my jacket pocket. “She’ll never find it. Trust me.” Blake assured me my mother wouldn’t find it. She would be disappointed if she found it. He knew what he was doing though. He was my friend.

“He looks like a fat mouse. Tell him he looks like a fat mouse.” I told the blonde boy he looked like a fat mouse. He puffed his chest and furrowed his brows. “You look even fatter now!” Blake howled with laughter, but the boy just cried. He ran to the field; the Santa Ana winds knocking him off kilter. “What a baby. Let the big baby cry.” Yeah, he was a baby. Blake was right.

“Let go of the rope,” Blake whispered to our group in tug of war. I was about to let go but he stopped me. “No. Wait. Run towards them instead.” I asked why. “They’ll fall faster.” He laughed like he laughed at the blonde boy. His face was almost sinister. He was right, they did fall faster. A girl—Brianne was her name—fell and skinned her chin. She cried and Blake swore it wasn’t his fault. But it was. Wasn’t it? He even told us to run towards them. Blake was my friend though, he wouldn’t do that.

“That’s the big Russian kid. Right?” I looked and saw the boy who stood alone. I told Blake that he was my friend from class. His name was Art, a Russian exchange student, and was really nice. “You should go punch him. I bet he’ll fall down.” Blake’s eyes were alive. Why? “It doesn’t matter why. Just do it.” We walked towards him. Art smiled at me. I punched his left jaw. Blake was right, again. Art collapsed and held his face. “Hahaha.” Blake’s laugh rang through my ears. Art cried, silently, and rubbed his face. The image of my friend crying made me cringe. Who did this to him? Who made him cry? Why was this kind, lovable, boy on the ground and why was this mean boy laughing?

It was because of me. I didn’t want the knife, and the blonde boy only wanted to be friends and play with us. I didn’t want to hurt Art either, but I listened to Blake anyways and did what he told me.

I thought Blake was my friend.

I was wrong.
Minor Distractions
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The tone of tiny wings as they pat the air. The hum of the AC as it kicks on. A breeze comes in through the open window. The cold air lingers in the room like the stress of a paper. The air sends a shiver down my back. As I stand up the buzz from the fly stops. There is a moment of relief as I ease my way to the window and pull it closed. I pause for a minute and look out the window to see mountains poking at the blue sky with blemishes of white fluff. I sit there and take in the moment. “I must stay focused,” I think to myself as I turn away to go return to my desk.

As I walk toward my desk I notice some airsoft bb’s scattered across the expanse of carpet and go to get the vacuum. The hiss of the vacuum begins and then the bb’s roll up the sides of the vacuum tube. I put the vacuum in its resting place, the closet. I decide it is time to feed my snake. I go to the freezer and remove a preserved mouse. I warm it up and go to my snake’s cage. I open the screen and wiggle the lifeless corpse to fool the snake into believing a breathing mouse was within striking distance. The snake digs its teeth into its unresponsive victim. I release the mouse and allow the supreme hunter to enjoy his kill. I say, “Back to work.”

I go and sit at my work space. I look at the computer screen and see a Microsoft Word document open. The document is a blank white spread with a title that reads “Creative Non-fiction Work.” I pause to gather my thoughts and prepare to write. I slowly slide the mouse and click the YouTube shortcut. As I am about to click the video in my playlist, I hesitate and then exit YouTube. “I need to get this done,” I say to myself as I click on the document again.
Ten O’clock Flower
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A ten o’clock flower is a flower found mostly in South Asian countries and Eastern South American countries. It fully blooms at about ten o’clock every morning and closes back up by sunset. It is a small, but fast-growing annual plant.

“You’re not allowed to leave me,” she said.

“But I have to. It’s for the best,” he said.

They were strangers up until two months ago. When they met, something in them clicked. Their

friendship bloomed like a ten o’clock flower. They talked. They laughed. They enjoyed each

other’s company. They lingered in each other’s minds.

They went out to coffee. They went out to dinner. They spent so much time with each other.

“This is the start of something beautiful,” he once said. He was everything she looked for. She

began to forget about her boyfriend.

It was bound to happen. He knew it. Deep down, as much as she denied, she knew it too. The

spark wasn’t any ordinary spark. It was the spark. He felt it. She felt it. But it wasn’t allowed.

“Your heart needs to choose,” he said. “Until then, I’ll be waiting.”

A sunrise is always followed by a sunset. The sun had begun to set on their friendship. The

flower petals started to close in. When blossomed, it was beautiful. But now its time was up.

Before she knew it, the sky grew dark. It was over. The flower had closed. He was gone.
The End
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The ashes fall all around me, coating my skin in a blanket of black soot. Flames reach sky high,

the light it emanates licks across the road, a fierce shade of orange and red. I look up to swirls of grey and black clouds, hot flashes of white lightning threatening to break lose from behind them. Another flash strikes, the lightning is no longer being contained by the menacing clouds.

The burning smell of fire and lightning striking at the ground all around me makes me dizzy. I

struggle to remain standing, but Radar nudges me on with his wet nose. His beautiful dark chocolate coat so soft and well groomed is a disaster. Areas all over his body are burnt leaving ugly wounds behind, but still he marches on beside me looking for her.

I limp on, holding her crumpled photo tight in my hand. I don’t need to look at it to know what

she looks like. A smile as big and bright as the moon, hair spun out of gold, and eyes the deep blue of the ocean. Her name just as beautiful as her, and just as fitting too. Rose. She is the light in the dark for me. She always has a smile on her face, always has something to look over on the bright side. She grew from a crack in the sidewalk. She didn’t just grow; she blossomed. Her beauty so bright that the people would stop and stare.

Now all I can think about is seeing her beauty shine in the depth of chaos the world has been

sent into. I call out her name over and over again, forcing my eyes to stay open even as the smoke tries to close them shut. Radar stops beside me, his ears perk up and he sticks his nose in the air. He takes one more sniff and takes off running down the street.

I struggle to keep up with Radar even as he half limps to wherever his nose is leading him. We

stop in front of a pile of rubble on the street. “Rose!” I call out hoping she will answer me. I wait for a reply, a small plea of help, my name, or even a small moan. All that returns to me though is silence, I stare down at Radar and he barks at me, as if to say she’s here, I’m sure. He paws at the rubble and I help to dig, hands shaking, afraid of what I’ll find.

My hand touches something soft and warm and I dig through the rubble faster cutting up my

hands. I pick up one last piece of debris and my eyes fill with horror. My Rose has withered away, her beauty, life, and radiance has shriveled up. Radar licks her pale white face and I smile down at him. I pat his head and hug him close to me and together we accept the end.
Morality In A Mirror 
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You look in the mirror and see the war going on inside yourself. Your face is split down the middle; one side radiates light and a feeling of happiness, while the other pulses darkness and success. Good and evil locked in battle over your soul.

The side of darkness and success is a horrific sight. Your skin is cracked and burnt, blood trickles from the broken skin meeting in fissures like a river taken straight out of a scene in hell. Your eye is black and soulless, not even the slightest hint of light or soul shines through it. Your

teeth, those that remain, are yellow and black with rot, and blood stained. The ugly maw that is that half of your mouth whispers to you in a low silent chant. It tells of all the things it will give to you if you let it take over. The success you will become, the riches you will have, all of your dreams and goals becoming reality, and endless amount of promises that any person would be tempted by.

The other half of your face, the side of light and happiness, is very different. Your skin is impossibly smooth and perfect as if that of an angel. Your eye is pure white and happiness seems to radiate from them. Tears of joy stream from the eye making a beautiful river upon your skin. Your teeth are pearl white and perfect, this side of your mouth does not speak. It makes no promises, no pleas, and no reasons to choose it. But instead you feel something that is so pure, beautiful and unexplainable that the only thing that comes to mind from the feeling is one word, happiness. 

You see the two sides began to shift and change. You know that it is now time to choose a side, a path that will guide your life and determine the final destination of your soul. There is only one question present in your mind now. Which side will you choose?
Glass Box
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Yes, I am what you call invisible.

I walked into the loud room, expecting a warm welcome, but as soon as I turned the brass knob of the creaky door, everyone suddenly got quiet. Their heads turned to the door, and their eyes stared as I stepped into the large room filled with all my closest friends. They knew I was there, but they chose not to see me, instead they saw right through me. Their loud amusement suddenly turned to whispering, as I observed there strange way. But as soon as they were sure they could handle not seeing me they all went back to their conversations with no hesitation. After that, no one said my name, glanced my way, or said a word to me. I tried to bud in on conversations, but it’s like there was a glass wall between me and them. I knew they could feel the warm air I breathed into the circle, smell my scent of fresh flowers, and sense the emotion I held inside. Even I could feel the tense vibrations in the air around us that made every move seem more deliberate than it really was. But no one did anything about it, my voice cried out in frustration, and they didn’t move. I reached for my best friends shoulder, hoping if I touched her she would snap out of this paranormal activity. As I reached out my hand hit the transparent glass, and bounced off. In shock, I sprang back, and walked slowly back up to my original standing. My hands felt the hard yet soft matter, like a mime in a box, I felt for the nearest opening. There was none. In anger I pounded on the wall, and the blood curdling scream escaped my lips. I ran back and forth pacing, until my common sense finally caught up with me. It wasn’t them in a box… it was me! I tried running back the door I came in with, but it disappeared just as I ran straight into the wall, hitting my head with a thud falling onto the ground. I crumpled and screamed in agony, pain, and degust. The sounds of me screaming and pounding on the glass box, of which I was trapped, made not one of them see me or hear me. Slowly, I crawled to the nearest wall and grabbed onto it like a leach helping myself up. Pressing my face against it, I looked at my friends and family, as my warm tears ran down my eyes and hit the clear box. I cried because they didn’t see what was happening… I pounded to get out because I missed them... I screamed because I hated them for pretending to not see me… and I fainted because the stress of it all was too much to bear.

Now I lay on my bed breathing exasperated breathes, wide awake from the nightmare I experience every night… everyday… and every time I walk into a room.
Mystery
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Curled up in the darkest corner of my room, I stare intently at the door, the only thing other than the four meters distance that is keeping me away from her. I can feel her at the other end, staring at me. She is waiting for me to make my move: out to the window of the two story building and fall to my death or out this door and die at her hands. Either way, we both know my chance of survival is extremely low. The grandfather clock in the downstairs family room, chimes. It has been forty minutes since I have positioned myself in this corner. I tighten my blood-crusted right hand over the kitchen knife and slowly stand up. Placing my thumb gently on the flat surface of the blade, I straighten my shoulders and began to inch toward the door. Each step I take, I can feel her presence moving closer to the glossy white door, as if we are in sync. With only inches between us, my left hand instinctively reaches for the golden knob, but stops half way. Taking my final breath, I draw my gaze away from the door and focused on the knob. One hand on the smooth knob and the other on the small knife, I open the door..
Seventy Times Seven
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Snow fell as Mike made his way down the alley. Was it hopeless? Every Christmas he tried and every Christmas the answer was the same. He pushed the thought away. He had to try—unto the end.

He stopped at the door. It didn’t have a sign, but the pounding music that vibrated through the door told him he was in the right place. The door opened at the first knock by a pale man in black—suit, shirt, tie, and even sunglasses. The opposition had a flair for the dramatic. Mike wore plain jeans and a zip-up hoodie.

“I’m here to see him,” he said.

The suit eyed him. There was no hiding who he was, nor was there a need. The man nodded and motioned him to follow.

They passed the dance floor filled with a writhing, intoxicated crowd that wouldn’t let a holy day kill their buzz. Down a hallway the music faded till he could only hear the bass. The suit knocked on a mahogany door.

“Enter.”

Mike pushed past the suit and opened the door.

A man sat in a leather armchair, a glass of red wine in his hand; also dressed in black, but his tie was a deep crimson. “Are you here to pick up the birthday card, Mike? I’m sorry, I just haven’t had the time. So busy this season you know.”
“You have been, haven’t you?” Mike replied softly.

“That last bit got to him didn’t it?” He sneered. “I knew it would.” He laughed, but it was filled with bitterness. “I can’t believe he did nothing!”

“He doesn’t interfere.”

“I have a different theory. Maybe he can’t stop me. Maybe he isn’t listening anymore.”

Mike bit back a retort. Do not condemn. “He always listens.”

“But does nothing,” the man said.

“You know why.” Michael paused. “He asks that you return. Will you this time?”

“Home for the holidays?” the man said, setting aside the wine and lighting a cigar.

“It’s never too late.”

Undisguised hate poured through his dark eyes. “I think I've used up my 'seventy times seven'. You know my answer. Now get out.”

“You know what he meant by that number. Why not?”

He took another drag of the cigar. “I think I like that Milton line the best. ‘Better to rule than serve’ and all that.” The man blew a line of smoke. “Now, run along errand boy. I’ll see you next year, I’m sure we’ll have lots more to talk about then.”

“You think you’re winning?” Mike asked.

“Yes.”

Mike shook his head. “You’re wrong. You’ve pushed them into his arms early, but into his arms all the same. And already people are responding with courage and hope, not fear and despair. A million good deeds will pour out of this.”

The man snarled, “Get out, Michael.”

Michael nodded, “Merry Christmas. I hold nothing against you, brother. I'll be back next year.”

And he left the man there in the dark room—alone.
Fading
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The police report had gone through last night. My forensic team was the first to arrive. I watched

over them as they began photographing the crime scene. Thunder rolled in the far distance. A

man emerged from the undergrowth, water trailing down across his shoulders. A wide-brimmed

hat kept his face hidden, but I knew why he was there.

He strolled across the clearing to where I stood. Tilting up his hat, he peered down at the corpse

that lay beneath my feet. He crouched in the mud to better see the bloody wounds. His brow

wrinkled.

The man stood back up and faced me. His eyes darted around, scanning the trees. As he barked

orders to my team, a blinding light filled my vision. I held my hand over my eyes and saw

something shining among the trees.

I yelled, "I think I found something!" over my shoulder, and the man walked into the bushes. He

emerged holding a standard issue combat knife that was dripping scarlet onto the soft earth.

I gasped. My mind flooded with memories of sharpening the flawless blade as I camped in these

woods. Of holding the worn leather handle as I ran for my life among the trees. I sank down to

my knees, remembering the sharp pain as my own knife was plunged into my body.

A raindrop fell onto my face, and I blinked up to see the man standing in front of me. He tried

placing his hand on my shoulder, but it fell right through. He stared into my eyes and stated

simply, “I’m so sorry."
Broken Can’t Be Fixed
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Bills are piled and scattered all along the counter, each one unopened. My mother sits in my father’s old ratty recliner staring at the blank TV. Her eyes are hollow, an empty black pit. I stare at the grandfather clock, seeing if it’s time to leave for work when the picture on the wall catches my eye. It’s a dusty picture; a picture that I now find hard to believe was taken at all.

The gorgeous happy radiant woman in the picture is now a disheveled mess. The husband she

clings to so lovingly turns out to be a lying cheating dirty old man, and the young teenage boy with the innocent eyes is actually a backstabbing heartless monster. The last one in the picture is of a girl who was shielded from the dark side of the world, but has now been scarred by the actual ugliness of living at all.

At times I wish I could run away from this harsh reality I live in, just as my brother did. I haven’t seen my brother ever since he left our crumbling family. I had begged my brother to stay with my mother and I, to help her get better. The only reply I received for my pleads was, “Just leave her Aries.  Ma is one of these people that are just too broken to fix. She’s the kind of person that is once shattered, can never be put back together.”

The words sent rage through my body, and it boiled over my top, and the last thing I told my

brother was the last thing I told my father, “Get out! Get out now! I hate your filthy guts!” and then I added, “You’re just like him Danny. You’re exactly like our backstabbing father.” After I uttered those last words to his surprised face, he never came back home. Danny abandoned Mother and I just as Father had abandoned all of us. He traded us in and left for another woman.

How could you possibly abandon the woman who raised you? How could abandon the woman who gave you unconditional love. I could never do that, I will never do that. The grandfather clock chimed as it hit midnight. “Ma. It’s time for bed,” I say trying to lift her out of the recliner. She didn’t move or even react to me, so I took a blanket from the couch and covered her for the night before leaving for work.

Maybe my brother was right. Once something is broken it really can’t be fixed. Trying to fix it

maybe me a waste of time, but I will never give up on my flesh and blood. I won’t let my mother

abandon me and leave me just as everyone else has.
Brother
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The puppy wondered the city since birth. Hungry, homeless, and exhausted, the dog looked up at a window of a nearby house. Plastic, glowing stars in the bedroom caught his eyes. He wonders what it would be like to sleep under these stars. And in an instant, mesmerized by the room, the sun rose like bulb in the distance. The dog walked off yet another lawn. Just when the journey would continue, a fragrance tickled his nose. Creamy pasta. Charred meat. Chocolate treats. It came from a black disfigured balloon on the sidewalk. The dog couldn’t help it. He ripped through the plastic and swam in the fettuccini, clawed at the ham, and crunched down the candies.

Lost in wonderland, the dog didn’t notice the boy on the porch until the boy walked toward him. He was about to flee, but their eye contact left the dog petrified. The boy came up to him and picked him up. The dog mimicked the faint sound of a train screech. As the boy looked at his school bus, he turned and brought the dog in the house.

Adopted, tagged and chipped. He had a home. It was the day dream he always had during the nights. A man’s best friend and he was this boy’s. Every day after school the dog would wait on the porch for the boy. Sometimes they would go to the park and wrestle on the grass. Sometimes they would play catch down his neighborhood street. Sometimes they would eat at a local pizza parlor. Sometimes they found themselves asleep under the shadow of an apple tree. They were the perfect match.

One day the boy didn’t come home from school. The dog’s tail wagged in eagerness for a play date. It kept him thinking that the boy was only late and would soon show up. He had to. But as the minutes turned to hours the energetic tail began to slow. The boy never came back from school that day. The boy never came home.

School ended. It was summer vacation. Meaningless days of waiting flew by. The dog couldn’t take it. He left the house to search everywhere for his missing boy. He checked the park. Nope. He checked the neighborhood. Nope. He checked the pizza parlor. Nope. He checked the apple tree. Nope.

The heat turned the leaves orange. The cold turned the leaves white. The rain made the leaves reappear green. It’s been 35 dog years and 1824 times the dog checked each place for his boy. Each time was a disappointment. The boy never returned to his home. The dog never returned to the boy’s home. It wasn’t the dog’s home anymore.
As the dog stares at the shining, bright stars coating the midnight sky, he wonders where his boy is. His companion. His savior. His best friend. And he fell asleep under the apple tree, curled up in the cold night with his collar that still read “Brother”.
Remember
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Remember when we used to call each other friends? I can’t believe that it has actually

been so long. Seeing you again, I realize that time has certainly been on your side. The lines of

your face are just as graceful as they were before. It feels like you haven’t even changed at all.

Has it actually been ten years already?

Even after all this time, I still remember the day when we first met. You gave a breath of

new life to the sullen wasteland that was my life. It was almost as if we were supposed to

encounter one another, as our personalities had almost everything in common. Even through our

differences we achieved what seemed impossible and became the greatest friends to each other.

Every day I would look forward to seeing your smile. Every night I would look forward to

calling you. So many conversations were had between us that I would trade for no other

experience in the world. When I was with you, I actually felt alive.

You were my first true friend. Never did I know happiness as I knew it with you. You

opened my heart and helped me discover the feelings I had trapped inside. Every day that we

spent together made me realize how much of a gift life really was. How much of a gift you really

were. You lit the flame to my candle that for too long had been yearning to be set alight. Years

upon years of loneliness gave me the ability to truly appreciate what a friendship like ours really

meant. Not a day would go by when I wouldn’t think about you.

Then came the time when we had to part ways. After all of the time we spent together,

you decided that I was no longer worth your time. You needed a newer adventure that could only

be found elsewhere, so you went on to follow your own path, leaving with me with no other

choice but to try to find my own as well. However, without your guidance I had nowhere to go.

As I tried to look ahead towards the road in front of me, I could see nothing but the dense fog

surrounding me. I was lost in the emptiness with no escape in sight. Now, ten years later, I can

see your light again. I can finally see where I am meant to go, and that is with you.

We’re reunited at last. I just find it sad that it had to be this way though. As much as I

enjoy the fact that I can share your company once more, I would have liked to meet you in life

just one last time.

The Other Side
27
“Look,” she said, my sister pointing to the other side.

There she stood; my true flesh, my true blood.

I see my sister in her complexion, in the same way her glide.

Tell me why, oh why, as I look to my mother’s left, my eyes become a flood.

For clinging to her hand was a beautiful little girl, a gleam in her big brown eyes.

Eyes so familiar, memories begin to overtake.

All those years, full of pain and endless cries.

Protecting my kid brother, promising myself, “I will not break.”

I tell myself the same now, for Lord knows my tears are on the brim.

So clueless, my little brother, and that big eyed doll too.

That little girl, so chipper, so trim,

Will dwell in my mind, why to her, Mother was true.

I used to believe her when she would call and say she was not gone.

But what meaning has it now?

She rarely calls, she never comes, life goes on.

Clearly this is so for her too, though it kills me to think how.

Maybe, like this narrow street, she too has another side.

Maybe that angel dust has blown away,

And Mary Jane has run to hide.

Oh for that little girl, that dear little girl, if not for me she will sway.

Oh I pray, oh how I pray,

That this little angel will never see a day,

That mother will cross to the other side of the street again.
Inked
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The numbers inked on my hand,

Dates, Memories, Moments.

Times that can never be replaced.

Together, casting out our troubles.

One number dwindles.

My eyes turn away.

Don’t look, Don’t count, Don’t worry.

Yet the snake urges me to peek,

I have bitten into that forbidden fruit.

Sorrow swarms,

a flock of birds creating darkness,

the sun’s touch can no longer reach.

Zero

Done, Gone.

The water swirls down,

black and murky

Clean hands.

No past, No recollection, No hope.

Alone, I must put up a brave front.

Alone, but there is still ink.
Paper Thin
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Our love is like a piece of paper.

Nice and clean and new.

It's crisp

There are no folds

Or tears

Or wrinkles.

Ready to start anew;

To be used to its full potential.

Excited.

But the paper

begins to become used.

It is wrinkled.

Worn.

Tired.

Tears start to appear

And so we cover them with tape

Hoping they will disappear.

We can't lose this paper.

It's all we have.

So it continues to be used.

Worn.

Wrinkled.

And you can't iron out the wrinkles.

And you can't smooth out the folds.

And the tears don't disappear

And the tape is still there.

So soon the paper will tear

Beyond repair.

And you will take your half

As I take mine.

And we will take our separate paths

And we will never meet again.

Our love is like a piece of paper

And I can see it tearing.
The Lamb
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I once met a lamb,

Everyday

She would let me feel her wool

But each time

She would shed

Now all the wool

Is gone

And she is a wolf
The Moth
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What a beautiful moth

Fluttering listlessly during the witching hour

She was all alone and vulnerable

Until she saw a light

He was bright and alluring

He was calling her name

Once she saw him

She knew she couldn't resist

She was cautious

So she kept a distance

While she flew around him

He kept calling her name

To draw her closer and closer

Slowly yet surely

she succumbed to his heavenly brightness

Closer and closer

She flew toward him

With her own will

She touched him

And fell to the ground

Dead

While his light was still shining
Lies in Painted Glass
41
Many look and see an untrue reflection.

In it they see so many flaws.

Roots beginning to show, that spot in the middle of their face.

Really just, slight nearly unseen imperfections that

Only they seem to notice.

Rarely does one truly see

Something more than just what is in their soul.
Why?
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The room is cold and uniform.

The syringe dampens your pain.

As your hourglass sand

Drains its last grains,

You tell me you aren’t sure.

What’s going to happen,

You are sure

You’ve always loved me.

My eyesight blurs.

I hear the high-pitched notes turn solid.

I wonder why

Such an innocent person was taken.

I wonder why

Your time was now.

I wonder if

You look down upon me from paradise.

I drag about the world,

Trying to find my place

In a universe

Hell-bent to naturally bewilder

Both me and you.
Everyday
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Everyday feels the same, every hour feels strained, and every minute I come closer and closer to my fatal end…

Everyday you see me with him, everyday you wish into the silence, and everyday your head has to wrap around the thought of not being able to love me…

Everyday she wants to feel the quick pain, everyday she goes deeper and deeper, and everyday she wishes she could go back to the way things used to be…

Everyday I wish to go some place new, everyday I want to erase my past, and everyday all my mistakes come back to bite me in the ass…

Everyday she wants to lust over men, everyday she wants to change and everyday she is trapped by the mind games they play that she never will escape…

Everyday is someone’s birthday, everyday a new life is born or made, and everyday someone dies in vain…

Everyday she awoke to sunshine, everyday she was the gorgeous, bubbly girl everyone knew, and everyday she dreamed of picking up the weapon and fighting with herself to the end…

Everyday is a new day, everyday we discover something new, and everyday you meet someone that will one day mean something or, maybe, everything to you…

Everyday I want her to be her not me, everyday I see her try come to life, and everyday I die inside because it’s my entire fault…

Everyday she eats what she thinks is right, everyday she says she won’t besides this very last time, and everyday she does over and over again, wasting her fragile body away…

Everyday he knows she’s watching, everyday he makes her eyes follow him once more, and everyday he plays the violin made with her pink heart strings, sore with sin…

Everyday you know I love you, everyday you turn away, and everyday you wish you had the strength to come over and talk to me…

Everyday we wake up and plaster the fact of mischief on our face, everyday we pretend like nothing in our perfect little universe is wrong, and everyday we find some way to make some one else’s life seem worse than our own…

Everyday you think someone matters is the day that they will never matter to you. And everyday you think something is right is the day that it will become wrong to do. So everyday you think that your whole world is going to implode on its self once more is the day it finally will.
49-51 (count as one)
Words

Vibrations through air.
Can hurt, heal, help, or express.
Meanings behind sounds.
Time
Manmade measurements.

Countdown to expiration.

Life ruled by minutes.
Koi

Koi chills in the pond.

Swag on another level.

Feeling like Rick James.
Irresistible
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She likes dark and rich.

Sweet and creamy is good too.

Chocolate? Or Man?
Words
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Her words

Empower,

Your words

Drain,

Your words are a foul wind,

made by self-want

Want of pain

Want of control

Want of ego,

Her words are a storm

powered by another want,

Want of success

Want of victory

Want of strength,

Something,

Your words lack.
The Cold Season
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After the leaves fall,

Before the flowers reappear

Color will be washed away

Drained by the falling rain

Enough snow to fulfill wishes

Frost will cover the earth and the

Ground will be blanketed in

Heavy white snow and hidden black

Ice that is treacherous on roads

Just let the sun come out

Kindle the light and joy in people

Lusting for the Spring to appear

Most run and enjoy the light

Not inside, evading the cold

Open faces full of happiness

Playing in the cold season of winter.
Ranting
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The way you look at me like I’m curdled milk.

The way you call me back when you know I’m not there.

The way you slip past me in the corridor.

The way you turn the other cheek, look the other way, send me away,

But to where?

Where can I go?

To where must I be sent if I can’t stay here

But I can’t go there?
The Search For Gold
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My love for you is like searching for gold

Just as impossible; just as intense.

I made my choice, to search till I grow old

For my desire was ever so immense.

The countless hours spent digging away,

With hope of finding what I wanted most,

Had kept me going, waiting for the day

Where I would find the gold, and laugh and boast

But I was not alone, for he was there.

The other miner, searching there as well.

And even though I put in much more

He found the gold first, and left me in hell

For you were just like gold, so pure and bright

And you could brighten up, the darkness of my life

Alone 
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I can still remember the sweet, soft voice my mother had used to soothe me to sleep, “Elyza…”

As her voice faded, I open my eyes. It’s pitch black where I am. A sudden ray of light shines

down on me, shielding me from the darkness. Just a few feet ahead of me, a cone of light appears

surrounding a woman. She wears a gentle smile as she stares straight at me. Her long, dark

brown hair rests on her left shoulder in the form of a braid. She wears a plain, white long sleeve

with a tan cardigan and black leggings. As I stared at her, carefully observing each and every

detail, a familiar figure appears on her left. It’s a man with short, black hair and eyes filled with

concern. His hand rose to the woman’s left shoulder and rested there as they both stared at me.

Yes, these people are my parents.

“Mom! Dad!” I cried as I rush to them extending my right hand. It was no use. I remained in the

same place even if I ran my fastest. The two figures didn’t seem to be affected by my action.

Suddenly, I hear a familiar tune to my right. Something is calling out to me from the darkness.

Something horrible. Unconsciously, I reach my hand out into the darkness and grab hold of the

source making the tune. The contact shot a chill throughout my body. I pulled the item into the

light, slowly revealing it. It was my old cellphone. The same tune I had heard before resonated

from the device, causing me to shudder. I answer the phone, hearing static at first, then a voice.

“…Your parents had just been killed in a car accident.” I drop the phone and look back at my

parents, my heart trembling. My mother wore the same gentle smile, and my father still had his

hands on her shoulder. And in a flash, the darkness around them broke loose and gobbled them

up. “No!” I shouted in horror. The next thing I knew, I was in my bed moist with sweat and tears

streaming down my cheeks. I sat up in my bed and dried the tears. The bedroom was silent and

dark. I sat there for a few minutes and then finally said aloud, “Why? Why didn’t you guys take

me with you? Why did you leave me all alone?”
