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Fall 

 

My life in middle school and high school was like fall. 

In spring there were many leaves to keep the tree company. 

I had plenty of friends and plenty of leaves. 

As time went on, as fall approached, the leaves changed. 

My friends changed, too. 

They made other friends and slowly our connection weakened. 

Like leaves do, when their connection to the tree weakens, 

They started to fall. 

At first, a few leaves fell, not enough to be noticeable. 

Then, as time went on, and with high school starting, it increases. 

Now the leaves were falling in piles, as more and more friends left. 

Some trees don’t drop every leaf, others do. 

I was a lucky one and after junior year my leaf count was two. 

Yet, here in senior year, my count is one. 

I’d rather have one good leaf than branches full of them. 
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Dear Friend 

 

I hope he is worth it. 

Our years of friendship. 

Funny how when it is you it is fine. 

Whenever a guy came around I would still be there. 

But now that you have one you’re nowhere to be found. 

He has to be with you, because I am no longer enough. 

Don’t come crying when he leaves, they always do. 

We were supposed to be friends, through and through. 
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Dear Mother 

 

Why am I not enough? 

I catch myself asking. 

How are my grades still lacking? 

For any other person they would receive love and admiration. 

Yet to you, you declare they cause humiliation. 

How much difference does a minus really make? 

Sometimes I feel like all I am is a mistake. 

Don’t you ever wonder how I can go from fine to sobbing? 

My mask works fine till my heart starts throbbing. 

Yet I wipe my tears and put on a fake smile. 

The time since I’ve worn a real one has been awhile. 

And I go back out there and oh do I try. 

Because you are my mother and I have no choice but to comply. 
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Puddle 

 

At first, I was simply standing in a puddle. 

As time went on, my ankles got wet. 

Then my knees did. 

Yet all I had were the scoops of my hands, 

and even those had cracks. 

I frantically start scooping the water out,  

but nothing is changing. 

As I try to get rid of this puddle that I’m stuck in,  

it is only getting bigger and bigger. 

It is up to my waist. 

I’m still scooping. 

It’s up to my chest. 

I’m still scooping. 

It’s over my head. 
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Atlas 

 

It is not talked enough about. 

The struggles of high school. 

They say junior year is the hardest, but for the wrong reasons. 

School becomes mentally and emotionally draining. 

With school work increasing inversely to productiveness. 

Standards pile up and weigh students down. 

No person offers help, as they have their own problems. 

Shrugging them off, saying they all went through it 

But times have changed, school is so much harder now. 

They let these kids asking for help slip through the cracks. 

Their grades start slipping, 

Their happiness starts slipping, 

They start to slip into deep depression. 

Some slip deeper, 

Yet people still blame them for not asking for help. 
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Problems 

 

How big your problems are. 

Mine are nothing to compare. 

You have wept for years, while I months. 

Your body and mind are covered in scars. 

While mine is barely scratched. 

Why even talk about them when they are meniscal. 

So I keep quiet and let them fester. 

While you moan and groan about yours. 

Slowly my scratches become scars. 

Until my heart beat stops and I finally find peace. 

No more scars and no more problems. 

Yet you still believe yours are greater. 
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Strangers 

 

Now we’re back to strangers. 

We were never really more. 

I knew I was not the one you adore. 

Yet still the opposite is what you said. 

I chose to ignore the flags of red. 

Now we’re back to strangers. 

I was never something to cherish, only to touch. 

And when I asked for more that was asking too much. 

So I threw away my feelings, the ones you did not share. 

And I can tell you really couldn’t care. 

Now we’re back to strangers. 

I have no memories that will haunt me. 

It’s not hard to say we weren’t meant to be. 
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Poetry 

 

I wish my thoughts were written in poetry 

Then there would be some sort of organization 

And when I had to share them with others 

Then maybe the pretty flow of them 

Would make them more memorable 

Yet all I get are phrases 

A stanza, if I’m lucky 

But when I piece them together 

Rearranging them as I go 

The jumbled letters become coherent 

A poem emerges 

Now standing in the rubble 
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Rose 

 

A pure white rose stands alone in a meadow. 

Those who see her cannot ignore her beauty. 

The man with untruthful intentions will try to pick her. 

He will slice his hand on her thorns, dripping ruby onto her pure white 

petals. 

Many men will try and pick her, knowing that she would surely die. 

They want to take her for themselves. 

Yet her thorns stand against them. 

The man with good in his heart will nurture her. 

Even with her blood stained petals, he admires her. 

He watches her bloom and blossom, yet never tries to pick her. 

He shares her beauty with the world. 

And lets her stand as a pure white rose in a meadow. 
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Next Chapter 

 

High school is coming to an end. 

With new doors opening, more than I could comprehend. 

Now college is around the bend. 

It costs a lot of money, but I am willing to spend. 

It’s getting real now, no more playing pretend. 

I hope for my range of knowledge to extend. 

Yet, I’m scared I’ll lose myself. 

That I’ll no longer have time to do the things I love. 

With harder classes and practice every day. 

When will I be able to write poems, 

Or explore the world, 

Or not feel pending deadlines over my head? 

I’m scared I’m not as ready as I think I am, 

But there’s only a few pages left in this chapter. 

I can’t stop now,  

I just have to hope the author ties up the ends. 

 

 


