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Introduction 
 
What is a mandala? Mandala is the Sanskrit word for 
“sacred circle.”  The Tibetan word for mandala means 
“center of the universe in which a fully awakened being 
abides.”  Circles are universally associated with meditation, 
healing, and prayer. Mandalas have been used for thou-
sands of years in Native American, Hindu, and Buddhist 
practices to express wholeness, unity, the womb, comple-
tion, and eternity.   
 
Mandalas are geometrical art forms that represent the 
forces of the world, intricate symbols drawn within geomet-
ric shapes of different colors to form a perfect circle. People 
through the ages have used these metaphysical maps to 
explore their places in the universe. Mandalas can be used 
as tools for psychological insight, objects of meditation, and 
forms of artistic expression.   
 
Like the mandalas, may the original art herein collected be 
an expression of exploration of the forces that have shaped 
the lives of the authors.   
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About the Cover      
 
I think flowers represent beauty and happiness. Putting my 
flower in a circle form was to show that beautiful things go 
on forever; they never end. Overruling anger with happi-
ness can make one’s life a lot easier. The simple things 
have the most beauty.  
 
Stephanie Manley 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
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Repetition        
Leanna Grahlman 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
Every day I sit in this chair. 
Every day I lie in this bed, 
I see the same people, 
I hear the same music. 
I need change. 
Every day is the same with the people around me. 
We disagree, and they get frustrated. 
I don’t understand why people make things so complicated. 
I want to go somewhere where things are simple 
But not always the same. 
I want to be surrounded by people who know how to appre-
ciate the little things. 
I want to be happy. 
I want to find real love. 
I want adventure. 
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I Am         
John Hurd 
Ankeny High School Learning Center 
Ankeny 
 
I am thoughtful. 
I wonder if I’ve made the right choices. 
I dream of a family. 
I hear kids bragging. 
I am big. 
I am determined. 
 
I smile when it hurts. 
I will break the cycle. 
I don’t have any money. 
I am a dreamer. 
 
I strive to make a good life. 
I get mad when I think of my father. 
I am the youngest of four. 
I am not perfect. 
I try to be understanding. 
I am John Hurd. 
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Stuck in Rewind       
Miranda Anfinson 
Heartland AEA 
Johnston 
 
I wish that I was ready 
To face this life ahead. 
While I’m drifting on, steady, 
I still face all this dread. 
 
I don’t want to back down. 
As I turn around, I slowly start to frown. 
How long will I be stuck here? 
The only feeling I have is fear. 
 
I won’t stay here; I’ll get out, I swear. 
Why does my life have to be so unfair? 
I try to run, but I’m stuck in rewind. 
I won’t look back; I need to keep a clear mind. 
 
The feelings I have—I’m drowning in them. 
I’m like a rose with no petals; I’m without a stem. 
I say to my parents, “I promise I’ll change.” 
They shriek, “We’re sick and tired of your games.” 
 
I put on a fake face, 
You know, just in case. 
I want to get out soon, 
And as I stare up at the moon, 
I whisper, “I’m never going to give up.” 
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My Existence        
Raven Mifflin 
Metro High School 
Cedar Rapids 
 
My heart is like an open wound 
Trying to close itself again. 
Every new bit of pain is like salt 
Poured into it grain by grain. 
It looks for that other 
Wounded heart 
To stitch it back together 
Bit by bit, stitch by stitch. 
This unrelenting pain inside of me 
Is almost unbearable. 
My mind, my own worst enemy, 
Is the destruction of myself and my heart. 
Memories, 
Killing me slowly yet painfully, 
Take over my every thought. 
Restless and withering, 
I lie down, 
Wishing it would all just disappear, 
Feeling as if my walls are closing in on me. 
Unfeeling and heartless, 
My demons attack me, 
Pick at my heartstrings, 
Cutting at them, tearing them apart, 
The feelings that run through my mind— 
Guilt, pain, lost love. 
I’m just wishing,  
Hoping, 
That someone out there 
Can help me, 
Save me, 
From this endless, miserable, unendurable 
Life, 
This tragedy you call  
My existence. 
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I Am         
Megan Stephenson 
Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
 
I am driven to annoyance 
By people who like to speak over me, 
The ones who don’t care about what I have to say, 
By people who say I’m wrong when I’m right. 
Perhaps I need to speak and tell them how that makes me 
feel. 
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The Path        
Paula Hosch 
Kaleidoscope Alternative High School Program 
Peosta 
 
As I walk down the path 
Alone, 
I come across a fork in the road. 
I look to the left. 
It’s a dark, depressing road— 
Dead, mossy, depressing road. 
Spider webs hang from branch to branch. 
It reminds me of my past— 
Deep, dark, depressing, dreary. 
I see a tree branch fall in the distance. 
I hear it crack and hit the ground. 
I want to go down and see that branch. 
I feel as if the branch represents me— 
Fallen—and I can’t get up. 
It doesn’t want to lie across the road and block everyone’s 
way. 
In fact, they will probably just kick it. 
I am that branch. 
I have fallen and cannot get up. 
I get in the way in life. 
I look to the right. 
It is bright, sunny, and happy. 
Trees are alive. 
Flowers have bloomed. 
A deer runs across the path, 
Happy and beautiful. 
I look down. 
There are no footsteps on this path. 
Why are there no footsteps? 
I think. 
The roads represent choices in life, 
And everyone has a choice. 
Everyone has taken the wrong road, 
The depressing road. 
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But, I, I take the road to the right— 
The one that no one has taken. 
I take this road because I want to change my life for the  
better. 
I feel 
Happy 
For I am not the fallen branch anymore. 
I am the deer crossing the road— 
Safe, happy, beautiful, and unharmed. 
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Self Portrait        
Chelsea Sue Wallace 
Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
 
Chelsea Sue Wallace— 
Awesome, brilliant, generous, 
Sibling of Taylor and Dustin, 
Lover of horses, summer nights, and swimming, 
Who feels emotions, happiness, and curiosity, 
Who needs friendship, love, and happiness, 
Who fears heights, spiders, and unknown things, 
Who would like to see the world, Hawaii, the Eiffel Tower. 



9 

 

Teenager        
Dallas Larsen 
Rockefeller Alternative High School Program 
Calmar 
 
I can’t rap, and I sure am white. 
I ain’t skinny, but my jeans ain’t tight. 
Sleep all day, party all night long. 
Smoke another cig after I hit the bong. 
I’m a teenager. 
 
I don't feel ill, but I pop another pill, 
Stealing, dealing, make a score. 
Come home late with red eyes, 
Fifty lies and parents cry. 
I’m a teenager. 
 
Drinking, inking, 
Not quite thinking. 
Party mixers, 
Lots of pictures. 
I’m a teenager. 
 
Woke at three, 
Boy next to me. 
Dress like stars 
To get in bars. 
I’m a teenager. 
 
‘Til it’s done,  
We’re having fun. 
I’m Canadian, eh. 
Not much else to say. 
I’m a teenager. 
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Mandala 
Mickayla Lambert 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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Happy Ending       
Courtney Ahlers 
Kaleidoscope Alternative High School Program 
Peosta 
 
Is there such a thing, 
Or is it an idea based off of happiness? 
Will there be light 
Or just a dark empty hole? 
Will you go to heaven 
Or spend your time dreaming in a hole? 
How can one really say there’s a happy ending 
When no one is around to tell you about it? 
I guess it is an endless answer. 
Will you find your answer to a happy ending  
Like I found mine? 
I guess you’ll have to wait 
And find out. 
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I Am         
Lawanda Jenkins 
Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
 
I am 
Mom, fiancée, woman. 
I like to play basketball and be with my family. 
Honesty, trust, and respect are important to me. 
I am a hard-working person. 
I like tacos. 
I dislike dogs. 
This is me. 
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Harmony of the Home 
Crystal Bell 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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Untitled        
George Cherry 
Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
 
I am driven to annoyance by 
Girls that think they’re all that, 
People complaining about things they don’t have, 
People treating their dad wrong. 
Perhaps I need to stay away from those girls. 
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If         
Alyssa Brown 
Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
 
If I could be a millionaire 
I would support the kids in Uganda, 
Bring money and clothes to the families. 
I would feel so happy 
My life would change in so many ways. 
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Six-Word Memoirs about Metro     
Students in L.I.F.E. (Learning Interventions for  
Evolving) and Short Stories Class 
Metro High School 
Cedar Rapids 
 
Helps get through the tough times 
Christina Kaylyn Hradek 
 
You can’t be certain without experience 
Chris Severson 
 
Stayin’ on task wit your self 
Martinque Thomas 
 
They say life isn’t made easy 
Zack Scott 
 
Crazy kids at Metro High School 
Kevin Sorenson 
 
Metro is so out the ordinary 
Kadaija Tayloe 
 
Drama is not where it’s at 
Kaneisha Taylor 
 
Different opportunities for greater learning development 
Raven Mifflin 
 
Smile, happiness looks great on you 
Jessie Titus 
 
No star is out of reach 
Jessie Titus 
 
Creating opportunities to learn and grow 
Short Stories Class 
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Understanding that not everybody is bad 
Short Stories Class 
 
Picks you up when you’re down 
Short Stories Class 
 
Can get you back on track 
Short Stories Class 
 
Picking weeds out of the garden 
Short Stories Class 
 
Metro:  full of kids and graduation 
Short Stories Class 
 
Savior for all the forgotten youth 
Short Stories Class 
 
The place where I really belong 
Short Stories Class 
 
Provides the tools, uniquely for you 
Short Stories Class 
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I Do Not Understand      
Crystal Bogan 
Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
 
I do not understand 
Why people lie, 
Why people cry at weddings, 
Why people are bullies. 
But most of all I do not understand 
Why people can’t mind their own business. 
The thing I understand most  
Is shoes. 
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Shoes 
Ellis Mussman 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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Life         
Dustin Barre 
COMPASS Alternative Center 
Marion 
 
Life, 
Precious in a sense and intense with suspense, 
We repent to save the skin we are given and sent with, 
But the rest is, saying perspectives, 
Directed directives toward digestives, 
Of synopses of losses, 
The question tosses the sauces, 
Of sections pretension of mentions, 
To say the way we live is lesser than perfection. 
Attention is given when we struggle with the livin’, 
Stricken to quicken the toll of deaths we take a rest of 
sects, 
Groups intrude subdued rooms of fools, 
That think Ignorance in breed innocence in cents, 
No sense in their sense of money, 
Currency retained like a dummy, 
Anatomical structure is lookin’ funny, 
We are taught to live life and beat strife and seek wives, 
In order to lean towards the price of the lives, 
Of the future, we suture suits that suit us, 
But we are rubes in a tomb, 
That despair seeks to drive the mind bleak of intelligence, 
The reverence is present in the sense of settlement, 
Settled with intuitions that keep a friction in addiction, 
Keeps us reading dictions of fiction, 
We chase beautiful conniptions of false witnesses, 
The business is we lose interest in incentives. 
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Untitled 
Alison Essary 
Kimberly Center 

Davenport 
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I Love You, Little Mister      
Carly Wilslef 
Central High School 
DeWitt 
 
My promise to you 
Is that I’ll be there no matter what you do. 
I’ll keep you out of trouble, 
Keep people from popping your bubble. 
I’ll make sure you are out of harm’s way. 
I will never leave you. I promise to stay 
If someone breaks your heart, 
Or even if you fart. 
I will be there. 
Anytime, anywhere. 
The joke’s on me, you pay. 
For those moments there is no price, I’d rather pay. 
You’re so funny and cunning. 
For a lucky girl, you will be stunning. 
You’re my little brother. 
And no, I’m not your father or mother. 
I’m your sister, 
And I love you, Little Mister. 
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I Miss The…        
Jessica Wells 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
I miss the sound of your voice. 
I miss the beat of your heart. 
I miss the sparkle of your smile. 
I miss the softness of your skin. 
I miss the feel of your arms around me. 
I miss the sensation of your lips on mine. 
I miss the old us. 
I miss you. 
I miss the way you used to give me butterflies. 
And I miss the way you used to tell me you loved me. 
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All Eyes on Me 
Kaylene Klinken 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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It Wasn’t My Fault       
Courtney Stanek 
COMPASS Alternative Center 
Marion 
 
Everyone thought we’d be together forever. 
Everyone thought we were perfect. 
It was my fault, he says. 
Happiness turns to pain. 
Hugs turn into blows 
Instead of kisses, I get beat. 
What happened to you, my love? 
Why are you so angry? 
Tears roll down my face. 
As I look at my bruised body in the mirror, 
Disgust fills me. 
It’s my fault; it’s my fault. 
One beating; two beatings; many more beatings. 
I’m done, I’m numb, and I feel dead. 
I love you with all my heart. 
You are my life; you are my angel. 
How? How can I be with you? 
How can I live without you? 
How can I make the pain go away? 
Stop the dreams. Stop the pain. 
It’s my choice now. 
I must leave you. 
My body is worn down. 
I’m done hiding the scars. 
My body will never suffer again. 
My soul will always ache for you, though. 
Everyone thought we’d be together forever. 
Everyone thought we were perfect. 
We were on the outside, 
But take a closer look and understand 
I can’t be with you. 
Never again. 
No more abuse. No more. 
Just me; there is no you; there is no us. 
Never again. 
Say goodbye. 
It wasn’t my fault. 
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Why Did You Go? Maybe Someday I’ll Know   
Sarah Townsend 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
When it was the last time I would hold your hand 
I didn’t quite understand 
How this could be. 
I guess now you are set free. 
I still wonder why. 
Why was it you? 
I guess there was nothing we could do. 
I want you to know 
You’ll always be in my heart, 
No matter how far apart. 
My silent tears fall. 
You must have heard heavens call. 
You fought so hard, 
But now you lie deep in your grave. 
You are remembered forever 
Because you were so brave. 
You left us with grace, 
And now you’re in a better place. 
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Three Words        
Liz Cohenour 
Rockefeller Alternative High School Program 
Calmar 
 
Ripped, torn, bleeding, 
Lying on the floor, 
It’s so bad without you here, 
It’s like the air is all gone 
Along with your love. 
I’m drowning in a sea of red. 
Come lend me some air 
So I can say those three words  
Just one last time. 
They may cut on the way out, 
But it’s worth the pain. 
At least you know I was true  
From beginning to end. 
Of all the things in the world,  
I didn’t think you would be  
The downfall of me. 
You built me up so high 
Just to watch me fall 
All the way to the bottom. 
Now I’m almost out of air 
So with my last breath 
I say those three words 
That started it all— 
I love you. 
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Every Day Is the First of the Rest of Your Life   
Hope Peter 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
When nothing feels right, 
And you can’t sleep at night, 
Just remember to look to the light. 
 
When you’re going through pain, 
When you think you’re going insane, 
Strength is what you will gain. 
 
When you’re full of sorrow, 
And you can’t see a single helping hand, 
There’s always a tomorrow. 
Another day you might understand. 
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Blooming Beauty 
Lily Garcia 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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Together We Can       
Erika Bromell 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
Together we can make an impact. 
Come all as one, 
Grow, laugh, and learn together. 
 
Together we can learn not to hate, 
Accept every walk of life, 
Love like we’ve never been hurt. 
 
Together we can help the needy, 
Give them what they need,  
Or even something they don’t. 
 
If we all make an effort to come together, 
We can make a difference every day. 
Stand up for what you believe. 
Others will follow. 
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Together We Can       
Brittany Kipp 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
We can change the world. 
We change our view on life— 
 
The hate from one to the other, 
The discrimination because of our colors, 
The violence that has begun, 
The hope that is lost 
 
We can change the world 
By making it a better place— 
 
Hugging instead of hurting,  
Friends instead of foes, 
Peace not violence, 
Have the courage to change. 
 
We can change the world 
If we are brave. 
 
We change only if we have a reason. 
For our future children, 
Together we will change, 
Change the world. 
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Mandala 
Bridget Erbst 

Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
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Don’t Hurt Us       
Bridget Erbst 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
Hear the innocent marine life screaming, 
The beaches covered in a blanket of filth. 
Humans cause it all. 
 
Changing this would be prodigious, 
Making life easier on the innocent, 
Creating a better environment for the future. 
 
Recycle, don’t use the ground. 
Trees don’t hurt us, why hurt them? 
Fish like to swim, caution with the oil. 
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Messages from the Angel of Death    
Joel Keuhl 
Ankeny High School Learning Center 
Ankeny 
 
The tear rolls down my face as I cough.  More tears emerge 
from my eyes while smoke fills my lungs. Ashes lightly fly 
away from my torso. I fall on my knees and look down. A 
flame quickly flickers out of my heart. The world around me 
pauses. The rain drops are still, the ashes are still, and the 
black cloak in front of me moves.  It walks to me, reaches 
into my burning heart, and vanishes. 
 
I open my eyes and see the ceiling of my room. I’m 
drenched in sweat and my throat feels like I’ve been 
screaming. I sit up in my bed thinking about what I saw; I’ve 
never had a dream so real before. I could feel everything 
that happened in it. I turn my head to the left, startled. I fall 
backwards off my bed and onto the hardwood floor. It’s 
real...the black cloak stands staring at me. My body shivers 
from being so afraid of what I think this is—The Angel of 
Death. I’ve seen it twice before. I died two times before this; 
both times I drowned. Both times I saw the light. Death on 
fire was the light. 
 
“Your future will differ from what I have created,” Death 
says. 
 
Darkness begins to cloud my vision. Now I’m feeling light-
headed. I pass out. 
 
As recorded when I awoke, February 9, 2009.  
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The Soldier’s Burden      
Nikki Nutter 
Kaleidoscope Alternative High School Program 
Peosta 
 
As our modern day turns to night, 
The soldier continues his fight. 
Bullets and rifles were all heard. 
He watched in amazement at what had occurred. 
Watching the tears run down the child’s face, 
He realizes the man he just killed won’t be feeling his daughter’s 
embrace. 
Looking at her and her heavy heart,  
He realizes he just broke a family apart. 
Walking away from what he wants to believe is just a horrific 
dream, 
He realizes it’s a recurring theme. 
In his mind, he wonders if the glory and fearlessness are  
worth it all 
As he watches more children mourn their fathers’ falls. 
With each fire of the gun, he feels the pain, 
And with each sip that he takes, he feels more sane. 
With the people he kills being put to rest, 
His heart and his pride are put to the test. 
As he begins to kneel down, he cries out and prays, 
Thanking God for helping him through these days. 
Picking himself up, he begins to walk with a lighter heart,  
Because he knows he’s just doing his part.  
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Oh, Poets, My Poets      
Allie Liss 
COMPASS Alternative Center 
Marion 
 
I cannot be poetic. 
I am actually quite pathetic. 
My lips speak no rhymes. 
Am I just wasting my time? 
Oh, Langston Hughes,  
What am I to do? 
 
Dear Robert Frost, 
I am terribly lost. 
Should I follow “The Road Not Taken,” 
Or am I just mistaken? 
If you hear my cry, 
Please reply! 
 
Compare thy poem to a winter day. 
William, I fear what you would say. 
Shall thee be woeful and rue 
If I have made a fool of you? 
If I read this to a skull, 
Honestly, it would still be as dull. 
 
If I wrote of the dead, 
They would wonder what has gone through my head. 
Emily, unlike the grass you have lots to do; 
But if you get a moment, I would like to talk to you. 
I want to be a poet, 
Just please help me show it! 
 
If you can hear me, Edgar Allan Poe, 
All I have is this crow; 
He is quite the bore. 
Send over a raven to say, “Nevermore.” 
I and Vincent Price 
Think you’re quite nice. 
So, if you ever have the time, 
Show me a rhyme. 
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Mandala 
Mitch Penaflor 
Edison Academy 

Bettendorf 
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Ty 
Justin Pedthoud 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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Baseball        
Dillon Spies 
Edison Academy 
Bettendorf 
 
Dark nights, calm winds, 
I’m just trying to pick up a win. 
And just, too, think what if I can? 
So I take a breath and look into the stands. 
Everything zones out; 
I can’t even hear the screaming fans. 
The last thing I think— 
Man, I hope this guy strikes out. 
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Expensive Life       
Chris Severson 
Metro High School 
Cedar Rapids 
 
A response to the movie Slumdog Millionaire— 
 
Releasing your power on those with limited capabilities, 
Unaware of the unnoticed feelings that were once there, 
Attention conforms the fear and obsession that was born, 
Tearing from the core that was already torn, 
Desperately deciding benefiting those that have a place, 
That’s not worth dividing abusive techniques, 
Giving you a sense of accomplishment, 
Destroying the opposite of your goal, 
Supplements of ego branching from the hypnotized brain 
that comforts your hormones, 
That are far within insane, 
Feel like you’re above, 
When you cause and perform hurt, 
When you’re no better than the dirt, 
You display your displaced power, 
On humble hopes, 
Are far from gone, 
Forming the fatal functions, 
That navigate the narrow direction, 
Delivering a mental infection, 
Feeding poverty-stricken populations, 
With your disguised projections, 
Your misshapen comfort zone, 
Is surrounded with significant turmoil, 
Entrapped with bitter dominance,, 
Progressive crimes don’t separate but divide. 
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Untitled 
Marques Cooke 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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Fiber Optic 
Mickayla Lambert 

Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
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Trees         
Jake Goedert 
Kimberly Center 
Davenport 
 
Trees— 
Growing, falling, 
Elders of Earth, 
Summer, spring, winter, fall, 
Standing with strength, 
Life cycles— 
Nature. 
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Like a Ghost        
Jessie Curren 
Ankeny High School Learning Center 
Ankeny 
 
Like a ghost she walks the halls, dead to everyone around 
her, footsteps as loud as a whisper, her skin pale and cold, 
eyes as blue as ice, hair fine as silk and dark as the mid-
night sky.  She waits for the day when she won’t be so lost.  
This is how he left her—broken, heart-beaten, and shat-
tered—nothing left but fragile little pieces that she swept up 
and locked safely away in a small cardboard box.  Her tears 
are what put her to sleep every night.  The memories replay 
in her mind like a broken record, but her thoughts never 
skip over a single moment of once well-known happiness.  
The one thing that used to make her smile now brings 
nightmares to her ever restless sleep.  She’s withered, 
shriveled up in a corner, left lost to ask herself repeatedly, 
“What did I do wrong?” She did nothing wrong at all, but lit-
tle does she believe that. She feels as though her mistakes 
did her wrong. She wishes she could take it all back.  How 
he let her go, she’ll never understand. She doesn’t even un-
derstand her purpose anymore, wondering why she’s here. 
Pain has overcome all of her other feelings; she’s numb, 
lost, alone, afraid, betrayed. He meant the world to her, and 
she lost it all, a dream blown away like dust.  She cries out 
for someone to save her. Although she thinks no one hears, 
someone has. 
 

He watches her with a close eye on something he finds 
beautiful; he sees no flaws. He loves her, but she doesn’t 
know. He tries hard to make her pain go away; he doesn’t 
think he has. What he doesn’t know is behind all her tears, 
he is the only one healing the pain inside her. He makes it 
all disappear, but she tries hard not to show it. He’s the only 
one who makes her world spin, even just a little bit, bringing 
her back down to earth. When he’s away, everything, all the 
pain and tears, falls right back into place. In a way, it kills 
her a little bit more. She drowns in his eyes; whatever he 
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says goes, she’s so lost in him. In some ways she wishes 
she could stop what she feels. She doesn’t want herself in 
another position to be torn, but she can’t help it, even if she 
tries. Her heart stops when he looks at her, the only reason 
she puts her walls down. Things start to look better for her 
until one day her secret wonder world comes crashing 
down on her.  He says he doesn’t want her, he wants 
someone else because she is too scared to speak up. The 
words shoot her like bullets. Her pulse seems like it comes 
to a stop. Her breath shortens and tears fill her icy blue 
eyes. Her body goes numb; the thought of him being with 
someone else cuts her like a nice, sharp razor. Once again, 
she finds herself asking what is wrong with her and why is 
she always getting hurt like this. She thought he loved her; 
she thought he cared. He still takes the time to stop and talk 
to her; he tries over and over to reassure her that he still 
loves her. She doesn’t believe it on the outside, but her 
heart still falls weak to his words. Her heart can’t help but 
believe him; she loves him way too much. He tells her that 
they’ll be together one day. 
 

As much as her heart is breaking, it is still beating with the 
love she still feels is there. She tries to ignore what she 
doesn’t like to see. After awhile, she tries to make believe it 
doesn’t hurt, but that makes it worse. Sometimes it is un-
bearable, but she takes it day by day. She tries not to be so 
hurt and upset when he is around her; she doesn’t want to 
make him feel badly for something that isn’t his fault. Tears 
still show their unwanted faces, but she’s slowly learning 
not to mind them. She stares at her blank walls, reminiscing 
of all their good times together. Wanting it all back, she 
knows the future is never promised. She waits, heart hang-
ing by a thread. 
 

She writes what her heart is saying to her; it soothes the 
pain of the hurt, the lies, the shattered heart, temporarily. 
It’s almost as though her heart lives in the paper, like she 
spills her heart on the pages. As hollow kisses turn to dust 
and fall against her skin, she prays that she might find the  
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strength to fall in love again. Abandoned innocence, 
stripped away, lies discarded on the floor. In the dirt, she 
buries all hope that love leaves unlocked doors. She is 
held, though never cherished, and yet to be made whole 
again. Her tears can wipe themselves away, but she must 
save her own soul.  She’s so confused. Why can’t things 
just work out for her? She loves him with every ounce of 
blood running through her scarred veins. What’s a girl to do 
when he’s all she wants? 
  
The two talk just about every day. He stops to give her hugs 
in the halls. The warmth of being in his arms makes her 
want to never let go. He kisses her forehead gently, tells 
her he loves her, and walks away. This is always the high-
light to her day. Yet it is the only highlight. Everything else 
just makes it a typical, boring, and slow day. She begins to 
think that maybe life can settle down.  Then again, she 
could be wrong. As usual, she doesn’t see it coming. He 
tells her she is smothering him; he wants her to leave him 
alone. She doesn’t know how wanting to be around some-
one she loves so much is so wrong. She feels stupid, like 
she screwed up, which isn’t anything new to her. Nothing 
makes sense; it’s all so backwards. Wrong is right and right 
is wrong. Pain starts and the heart bleeds through the tears, 
just like love starts with a kiss and ends with tears—always. 
She’s always taken for the fool, though she should have 
seen it coming. She doesn’t blame him for the pain; she 
blames herself for being so stupid. She knows she 
should’ve never started to let anyone else into her heart. 
But something inside her mind made her believe something 
she should’ve known was a lie. She was blinded by the 
smiles, the laughs, all the I love yous. Now she pays for it 
all. Love will never make any sense to her. It always treats 
her the same. Light turns to darkness. Nothing inside her 
lives anymore; she sees no reflection, only a ghost, a ghost 
that shows what a broken heart does to someone. She lets 
herself slowly slip and fade away. Her heart remains a 
nightmare of a mess with no one to pick up the pieces. 
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