Charlie
by Dan H, Charlie A, and Evan W
Charlie is a bomb.
He is waiting to explode.
The bomb is full of anger;
he has a short fuse.
He may go off at any time.

The Shadow Cat
by Alyssa L
The cat is the shadow
dancing on the wall.
Deep and dark and silent
slinking down the hall.
Reveal him to the night
and he disappears;
Lead him to the morning,
There's nothing left to fear.
The cat is the shadow
dancing on the wall,
but let him find the darkness
and he is hidden from us all.

Painting
by Megan S, Laura Y, and Sarah P
Painting is an untamed bird.
You are free to show how you feel
without consequence.
There is nothing holding you back.
Your emotions fly wildly.

Poetry
by Meghan F
Poetry is music to your mind.
It rhymes and flows.
It settles you and comforts you.
Poetry triggers thought.
It flies through your mind.
Poetry had a pattern to it.
Poetry is music.

Life
by Jeremiah G and Denan M
Life is a sinkhole.
it once was level and fine.
But over years it began to sink,
just as my outlook towards life.
And just when I thought the hole
could not get any deeper,
it did.
Along with it went away my spirit to live lively.
Now I am in too deep.
The walls are too slippery.
I can't get out.
I stop to try, 
It's hopeless.
My spirit and I die.
The sinkhole is left for someone else to fall into,
the process is replayed over and over.
The Cafeteria
by Alex F, Maura G, Bridget B, and Christa M
The cafeteria is a jungle.
Wild animals scrambling for food.
Grunting 
like wild boars
Stampeding 
to the line
Devouring 
their prey
Cleaning 
their paws
and then returning to their dens.
Cats
by Shawn S, Chad R, and Amanda K
Cats are the weasels of the domestic world.
With their beady eyes and ugly faces.
Sneaky little moves, 
creepy and fat with all their fur
slinking in the shadows
ready to pounce
My Brother
by Jacob H, Alex S, and Jason K
My brother is a snapping turtle.
He is extremely slow.
He sleeps 3/4 of the day.
If he was going any slower, he would be going
backwards.
He snaps at whatever comes at him.
And swims across the lake to waste a year of time.
Whenever someone threatens him, he crawls into
his shell.
When he wants something, he just snaps at it and holds
it tight, 
But will never let go until he gets it.

Matt is a Shellfish
by Katrina V, Matt C, and Deanna C
Matt is a shellfish.
He closes himself off from the rest of the world.
His shell is so hard that no one
can break through.
He sits there all day just burying himself.
No one can talk to him
because
he
always
closes
his
shell.

School
by Missy U, Sabrina G, Jaden G, & Heather N
School is a prison.
You can't get out until you
serve your time.
Each day is a decade long.
Homework is a puppy that follows you.

My Room
by Michelle K, Eve E, Sarah D, and Maria S
My room is heaven
with its clouds on the walls
that are lit with a luminous glow from
the gentle morning sun.
That light is the key that opens my
eyes.
The pillows on my bed are as fluffy as clouds
and as soft as a baby's bottom.
The birds' chirping is like angels singing in my
ears.
I am a God in my room and nothing else matters.

Football
by Aaron H
Football is war. 
Two armies dig in on the frontlines.
Facing individuals they have never seen before.
Each army with their own systems and styles. 
some prefer to attack from the air and some form the ground.
But still sticking to their strategies
coming down from their commanders, 
only as good as the men on the front line.
They have all been working, training for this day.
"Set"
"Hut"
and the ball's put into play
Boys turn into men on this battle day.

School
by Bart S, Shane T, Kyle B, & Adam H
School is jail.
Everyone hates it.
Release date is Graduation
Everyone is depressed
School is like a dark deep hole
deep like and ocean
depressed like an ant.

Chess
by Matt L
Chess is the war of past ages.
Kings are at their throne.
Pawns are on the frontline.
Peasants dying first while
Knights jump around looking for a 
fight.
Bishops using their magic,
up and down the field.
and Rooks, the castler, defending walls of stone
The queen
all power and beauty
the one most other kings want

Death
by Joe H
Death is a silent stalker.
Closely following those in need,
reaping souls its after,
hurrying their seeds
The ones it wants are never safe.
for soon they will be gone
He'll follow you
and hunt you down.
You'll be dead by the dawn.

Friend
by Raquel J, Lindsay A, Lisa H, and Roberta K
My friend is a monkey.
She hangs around when you need her.
She is a real party animal.
She swings from guy to guy.
Her house is like a zoo.
Her family is like a circus.
My friend is a monkey.

My Room
by Rory B
May room is a natural disaster.
As you walk in, you can tell that there were
high speed and non-controllable winds.
The first thing you notice is the unfinished bed,
with sheets tossed around like a salad.
Then, your eyes gaze at the floor.
Dangerous,
sharp,
and deadly objects engulf the carpet
as you fumble about the room.
Raise your head and turn toward the closet.
You are amazed at what you see because it is the
opposite of before.
Clothes are neatly hung or folded,
books are placed in their proper shelves,
and baskets are full of proper material.
Instead of the destruction site of the room,
my closet is the reconstruction of a prospering
economy.
Song
by Jasmine Z
A song is flight.
Rising and falling.
Weaving through the clouds.
In a soaring soprano note,
dusting the river
with a baritone growl.
Around the world it careens,
drawing the ears of children
and tugging souls to heaven. 
The song ends,
The flight lands,
And my heart
dies
slowly.

My Dog
by Curtis R
My dog is a moose.
He has great strength
like a truck.
As he runs around
he makes his own way
his own path. 
As he races the four wheeler
he wins every time.
Running
Pushing
Sprinting
his own way
His paws are like bear claws:
huge and strong.
His tail is like a pole:
large and solid.
His head is like a stone:
big and hard.
As the moose sleeps, 
he snores like a foghorn.
Football Game
by Richie P
A football game is war.
It's like going against your enemy.
You don't want to go down.
It's like you are protecting your base.
You want to take them back.
Your quarterback is a General.
It's your choice to win or lose.
You don't give up until it is over.
At the end the winner is who is
standing.
You make peace with the enemy
then you go back home until another
game.

The Mower
by Isaac V
My mower is a hungry man.
It eats and eats and eats and eats,
until it is about to explode.
it rests and then rumbles to the 
kitchen again and eats some
more...until
there is no food left.
Then it waits until next time when it rumbles to the kitchen again.
Children
by Ali B
Children are flowers.
Always growing
Bright, Cheery
Making people happy
They are all different.
Blooming at their own time when 
they are ready to show
Eventually they will die.
They need nurturing to thrive.
Helpless
Waiting for approval.
Spiders in the Sky
by Sarah V, Katie S, Amanda G, & Cathy Jo L
Fireworks are spiders in the sky.
They creep up the black wall
and catch you by surprise.
They come in different colors and designs.
You look up at their woven webs and sigh.
Always changing, always growing,
they never cease to amaze you.
The Butterfly
by Autumn K and Jennifer G
The butterfly is the ocean.
With his wings so colorful and bright, he
flies over the house
seeing every thing nobody else can.
His eyes so tiny, but yet so bright.
His wings flutter back and forth
in the middle of the night. 
He lands on a branch and stares into my eyes
and smiles and says
good morning.
Richie Sexson
by Jason B, Charlie S, Ryan B, & Matt F
Richie Sexson is the God of Baseball.
Who else has hit 14 home runs?
Who else has hit 36 RBI's?

He soars overall other opponents at 6 foot 7.
He runs the bases like the wind.
He is the Brewers only hope to win the pennant.
Richie Sexson is the man.
His endless hustle inspires us all.
Not only can he use his bat, 
he can use his mind to outsmart

