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Pretty things are just junk 

I get paid on Fridays every two weeks 

I make almost eight dollars an hour now 

I get twenty dollars on the week I don’t get paid, as an allowance of sorts 

on the week I do get paid I get fifty dollars, as an encouragement to save money 

But I never spend my paychecks 

I need that money 

 

The first week I take my twenty dollars and I buy something I’ve been saving in my hold bag 

Some twinkling string lights, miscellaneous fall décor, lip gloss, a candle that smells of cider 

My bag bulges and swells in spots 

 I worry it will burst at the seams, yet I still find myself filling it with more 

Sometimes I don’t buy anything from my bag at all 

Ill instead order some of that Indian food I like with the garlic naan  

Or my coworker on the night shift will say “let’s get milkshakes” and I’ll join them 

Soon that twenty dollars is gone, without having been in my account a single day 

I feel bad when I see it gone 

The things I bought or the enjoyment I got from door dash is no longer there 

But I tell myself its ok, because I haven’t spent my paycheck 

I need that money 

 

The second week I wait for with much anticipation 

I spend much of my time at school browsing amazon 

I devote hours to looking at ceramic succulent pots, band tees, and room décor 

I think about how I will decorate my room once I move out 

I think of unusual yet intriguing things I will buy and fill my home with 

I try to decide whether or not I should buy two copies of a book I already own because the covers are beautiful  

I organize everything I want into lists, I add and remove things from my cart 

I tap my nails against my calculator, adding up prices much too high 

I tell myself to stop 

That if I buy all this the fifty dollars will be gone in an instant just as the twenty was 

But then I remember it is ok, because I won’t spend my paycheck 

I need that money 

 

But then the rational part of me tells myself no 

I don’t need two more copies of the great Gatsby  

Those hand painted Lilo and Stitch shoes won’t fix the void I attempt to fill 

I don’t own enough plants for all the ceramic pots I have in my cart 

I don’t even want enamel pins 

I’m shopping to fill the void, I’m spending money just because I can 

Shopping didn’t make me happy then, it won’t make me happy now 

I’m yelling at myself to stop 

I’m begging with myself to stop 

It’s a coping mechanism, and I need to stop 

I need that money 

I place my order. 
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Blue Lagoon 

What treasures of the lagoon will we discover? 

What can we possibly uncover? 

In the blazing sun or under the moon 

come with me and dive deep into the blue lagoon 

The gems below await a fate depending on a certain trait 

the coral guards without regards their million year old fossils 

old as gold and bright and bold 

hiding beneath the surface 

now dive deep and bring them up for a purpose  

the lake shines bright with a blinding light 

it makes these shells hard to sight 

the shells ring like little bells as they sing out their spells of prehistory 

what they say remains a mystery 

will it be discovered? 

That remains to be seen 

In the green of the grass, in the sun or the moon 

What will you discover in the blue lagoon? 
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Ginger and Garlic 

It’s finally over. 
Looking down at the green grass below my shoes and see a four leaf clover. 
I walk to my car where my little brother waits for me. 
The bell has rung, both of us are free.  
“Can we get dinner” he asks. 
I nod to him, telling him to grab our masks 
He and I need to talk. 
We get into the car, and my throat feels as dry as chalk 
I’d rather talk when he’s in a pleasant mood 
He glances over and asks, “how about Japanese food”? 
I agree and we drive down the street 
all while I’m mentally thinking of quiet places we can sit and eat 
 
I have no way to tell him 
I feel like I’m drowning, and I can’t swim 
He will never understand what I am about to do 
To him it will seem like this came out of the blue 
I’m sorry for everything, this really is true 
please forgive me my sibling, for what I’m about to do 
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The changing of seasons 

Apple orchards, cinnamon and clove scents, dried flowers and spiced tea 
Umbrellas on rainy days, harvest moon, crunchy leaves, dry cornfields 

Trees turning yellows and oranges, warm sweaters, hayrides and cloudy skies 
Unique shaped pumpkins in wheelbarrows, the smell of campfire smoke, caramel corn 
Maple trees, windy afternoons, pinecones and red leaves, birch forests 
No more warm nights, gloves and light jackets, fur lined hats for hikes in the woods 
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Paper magic 

 

Origami bird’s 
tiny paper shapes 
soaring through the sky 
almost too delicate to fly 
their wings brush the edges of the world 
soft cries echo above the earth 
as the newborns fold into rebirth 
the elders tumble down to the ground 
fire turns wings and tails to ash 
just like that their gone in a flash 
fire consumes the dry fading paper 
pink, cyan, yellow, red 
the newborns hearts fill with dread 
The living have many words the dead have none 
They cannot flee  
they have too much gravity 
the weight of their cardboard bones drags them down 
flying and trying 
they will always end up dying 
Why am I so bad at origami? 
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A year from now 

A year from now I’ll be hiking in the forest 
Instead of working for a florist 
In a year from now it’ll still be fall 
At night the coyotes will still sing their familiar call 
The weather will still be warm with an undertone of autumn chill 
And dry brown and orange leaves will still get caught in the old windmill 
Old red flannels will still be worn 
But new blue ones will be more popular, even in a hailstorm 
Mothers will still bake their children apple pies 
bonfire smoke will still adorn the skies 
It seems not much has changed but the people we surround ourselves with 
Except maybe the hatred of the sour taste of granny smith 
A year from now maybe I’ll adopt a baby kitten 
And if it has four white paws ill name it mitten 
In a year from now it will still be fall 
In a year from now it will seem that which has changed shall be all 
In a year from now things will be changed 
even if certain friendships become estranged 
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October Birthday 

Eighteen candles, flickering flame, soprano voices singing 
Icing on cake, red plastic cups, messy rooms, open windows 
Gift bags and giftwrap on the floor, new shoes  
Horoscopes being read, secrets told, promises made 

Teal balloons, lottery tickets, intense UNO games 
Eighteen polaroid pictures, nighttime drives, nostalgic songs 
Empty wallets, crowded couches, loud music, late night talks 
No more childhood, cars racing, a new beginning  
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Frosty mornings 

5:45am 
the first alarm goes off.  
Riptide by Vance joy plays. 
It’s dark outside still. 
The sound of wind blowing outside the house hits against my window. 
It is too early to wake up and greet the morning. 
It is too early to begin reciting todays mental to do list in my mind. 
I turn the first alarm off and drift into a state of semi consciousness. 
 
5:55am 
the second alarm goes off. 
After midnight by Travie McCoy plays. 
Not much has changed but the wind has stopped. 
An extra ten minutes of rest has made me more tired. 
I turn off the alarm again. 
I’m still too tired for responsibilities. 

6:10am 
the third alarm goes off. 
Cherry cola by Kuwada plays. 
The first hints of light peek through the window blinds. 
I don’t want to think about what I have to do today. 
But if I don’t get up now I won’t have enough time to get ready. 
I get up to shower. 

6:35am 
I can hear the distant sound of my alarm playing smooth by Santana. 
I towel dry my hair and pick out my clothes. 
My mom’s in the kitchen yelling at my brother down the hall. 
I pack up my backpack and brush my teeth. 
Its only 630 and she’s already disappointed in us. 
I brush my hair and tie it back. 

6:45am 
I check my email and work schedule. 
My mom is now yelling at me outside my door about the dishes. 
I tune her out and think about things I have to do that are more important than dishes. 
I am used to it. 
It’s almost time to go. 
 
6:50am 
my last alarm plays the default apple alarm sound. 
It’s time to get going. 
I tell my brother to hurry and put his shoes on. 
I grab my bag, keys, and phone. 
I walk outside and breathe in the chill frosty air. 
I don’t feel so tired anymore. 
 
 
 
 


