
 

BY LUCY TORRES 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To my family and Marley Anderson. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

In my collection of poems, it surrounds key        

moments and individuals in my life. “At rest upon         

the corner of a light blue shaded wall./ I stay          

still as I watch the two children run/ Back and          

forth through the door,splashing mud / Onto my        

radiant yellow color,” are the first lines of my         

first original poem I wrote two years ago. It is          

a symbol of me through an inanimate object. This         

piece of work is the reason why I became a writer           

and fell in love with poetry. Through this        

collection it presents my years of growing up and         

starting highschool, since I am near the end of         

that stage in my life. These poems have        

significance to what I have experienced. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Yellow Umbrella  

 

At rest upon the corner of a light blue shaded wall. 

I stay still as I watch the two children run  

Back and forth through the door,splashing mud  

Onto my radiant yellow color.  

 

The small,delicate palm of a child 

Suddenly grabbed my handle from off the wall.  

In that moment, I sensed the heavy drops of rain 

Rinsing away the mud stains. 

 

The sudden feeling of relief came upon me. 

I was free from the agony and isolation 

That has been within me for ages. 

This was the day...the day I always look forward to. 

 

Oh my radiant yellow color!  

How it brightened the gloomy, 

gray day. And brought smiles to  

The children who love to play.  

 

But in that moment, the heavy drops of rain 

Went away. The little time of freedom I had,  

Crumbled off back to the deepness 

Of my despair and suffering.  

 

There I laid, on the muddy green grass. 

Watching the sun come out again.  

Watching the children play in the puddles. 

Drifting beyond back to the beginning. 

 

In a split second, I was back in the corner. 

Lightly drops of water, land on the wooden 

Floor. I watch as the children run inside,  

Hoping they were looking for me. 

 

The stomps of their little feet, 

Run past me as I am far off in 

The corner. There I was, back 

To the isolation. 

 

Oh my radiant yellow color!  

How it didn’t brighten the day no more.  

At rest upon the light blue shaded wall. 

I stay still...for who knows how long.  

 



 

Golden 

 

She has eyes that  

Are so blue, quite 

Like an ocean.  

And a soul that is as 

Delicate as a flower.  

 

She is golden. 

 

She makes every 

Moment spent 

Worth saving.  

In a place stored 

In my mind, to  

Think of in 

The future years. 

 

She is golden. 

 

A friendship 

So new, but rather 

Infinite, because 

She is so  

Golden  

To me that  

I could never  

let her go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 Almost 720 days 

 

From my freshman year 

Through my senior year, 

I have lived.  

Lived to see the person 

I have now become.  

Lived to make the best 

Memories to tell  

My kids one day.  

 

From freshman year 

Through my senior year, 

I have lived to  

Make mistakes 

And learn from them.  

Lived to know many  

Great things. 

 

From freshman year 

Through my senior year, 

I lived almost 720 days.  

That is the number  

of days you spend  

In high school. 

 

Yet, I never got to spend 

Those full 720 days. 

But that does not 

Change the fact, I 

Did not cherish those  

Other days. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Mother of mine 

 

Mother of mine,you sang to me  

A song called Baby Mine when 

I was young. 

 

Mother of mine, you have taught 

Me well to send me  

Off in the world. Sometimes 

I resent the decisions 

You have made, but I 

Know it came with a 

Good cost. 

 

Through the years, 

I could never see myself  

In you, because I  

Thought we were  

So different. But, 

Now that I am older, 

I see we are quite 

The same.  

 

Mother of mine,  

We are the same. In the 

Smallest ways.  

 

Mother of mine, how 

Lucky I am to  

Have you as someone 

By my side growing up. 

 

Mother of mine.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Come a little closer 

 

When fall comes around, 

You always slip my mind. 

The smell of  

leaves and  

cold weather,  

remind me 

Of the first  

time I met  

You.  

 

It is never easy, 

To let someone go. 

You were  

the hardest 

Memory to let go, 

 But the greatest 

Memory to think 

Back on. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Midnight memories  

 

 

Do I smile from time  

    To time? 

Or do I push it 

Back in my mind? 

Those midnight 

Memories that one 

Summer night.  

 

Never regretful, but 

Only grateful. 

That I lived to  

See myself  

Experience the 

Time of my life. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Turning page 

 

I walk through 

The tight fitted doors. 

Knowing this will be 

The beginning  

of a new  

Chapter.  

Did I know what was 

Going to happen? 

Did I dream of what 

Could happen? 

Some days I wish 

I could go back to  

Those dreams walking 

Through those doors. 

But the page is always 

Turning, even if it  

Stopped.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Here comes the sun 

 

 

 

While days 

Can be so gloomy, with 

Rain falling and gray 

Colored skies. There is 

Always a sense of comfort, 

When the sun comes out. It  

Makes you feel  

relieved that 

The bad is gone  

and it is okay 

To smile.  

I look back and 

See how the bad days 

Somehow turned  

Into good. 

I smile. 

I reminisce.  

More importantly, 

I know I am the sun 

On those gloomy days. 

 


