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Life Ahead

Adrift on a hand made body
Down the stream of blood
The world crumbles

To the sea of once was love
The wind blows cold

As you sit alone

You think to yourself

This is what I call home.

Brent Cook
Sec. 5

Oblivion

Darkness haunts me,

And it scares me,

Yet I use it as a shield,

A hiding place, a weapon
Against the harsh Daylights glare

When I show no fear,

When I don’t draw back,

Darkness reaches out

And takes me in.

She wraps her sombre cloak around me,
She shelters me,

She takes me home.

In the glare of Daylight,
Nothing can hide.
Every corner,

Every angle,

Turns up sharply,

The world opens,

To show it’s beauty
And it’s ugliness too.

Lydia Tropper
Sec. 5

f;é»- Ads




ydia Tropper
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There is so mu
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And no one has |
A little child cryi
Amongst the cries
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Thé&re once was an old lady named Joy
p ¥isited her old highschool in Troy

A feadher said, “I know you”

Joy repligds<] doubt you do”

lighschool I was a boy

Mike Ax] Godfrey



