














Confession
My confession 

I have to confess, it's now or never

my confession is that I am

extremely imaginative and I even 

write about teenagers and drones

in my story notebook at home

I am as creative as an artist and 

life is just another can of paint

I confess that I draw until I faint

Whenever I get the chance

That I role-play with my younger sister 

playing as high-schoolers and cats 

I even confess that I daydream all

the time and that I try to make these rhyme





Courage
Courage is bravery, yes?

Well, to most people, courage is facing your biggest fears

Courage is making a difference in the world,

and courage is being able to do the impossible

For me, courage is as difficult as advanced algebra

I don't have the courage to do many things.

I don't have the courage to do public-speaking

I don't have the courage to make friends

I don't have the courage to be social and extroverted

But, I believe courage can be found in anyone

and I know that I have the courage to speak up.

I do have the courage to help my siblings

I do have the courage to make sure my friendships stay alive

I do have the courage to right a wrong

Courage is something that is scarce in my life,

but courage is something that can be sufficient,

in yours.










Children
I feel my children clinging onto me, stuck like glue

They look to me for guidance, but I have not a single clue

I stare in defeat as our village is destroyed

Havoc raining down as missiles are deployed

****

This is a wasteland, no one here except for us

I look at the burning village and I know I must

I grab my children and run away from the horror

Running as fast as I could to reach the border

***

As soon as I find a forest, we soon settle down to rest

At midnight I hug my children as they cry into my breasts

The next morning I start breakfast, cooking deer in a fire

My children are awake and see me withered and tired

***

I tell my children as we eat that everything is alright

But my children are paralyzed with sorrow and fright

They look at me as I tell them to eat all their food

But as I made jokes they were finally in a good mood





Roots
My history? Well, my family is made up of plenty of races

My grandmother, my dad's mom, is Native American

My dad is white I think, but I really don't know his race

My mother is black, pure dialect and all

My two sets of grandparents are different races

My sisters both have lighter skin than my mother and I

Me? My mother calls me Chocolate Bunny for my fair brown skin

So, what does this all make me? What race am I? The middle child?

Well, I believe I am a mix of Native American, and black

I have my grandmother's genes because of the bad digestive system,

My dimples, my proper-speaking than most black people, and

My Native American hair. My hair is the thickest out of all of us,

and it is jet-black as well, but it is certainly not nappy.

My hair also grows the fastest, and it is very soft, and puffy at times

I also have my mother's genes, because I got my birth-defect from

Her side of the family, because my Aunt Lucy had the same birth-defect as her.

The interesting thing about my birth defect,

Is that I'm the only child out of the three that has it, and my

Sister told me it was rare, because she didn't think there was a name for it.

All I know is that I can't open my hands normally like other

Kids with this birth defect. So, this was my poem about family roots!


Notaru
I smile, my mouth wide open like a  

convenience store as usual, my eyes

going two different directions, up and down

How I usually look, weird and hyper

Sometimes my smile stretches across

my entire face because I can't control myself

I laugh, giggle, jump, wiggle my arms like

they're the tentacles of a giant squid

Guppy! Puppy! Ha! I shout at the top of my lungs

I act as if I am five years old all over again,

whenever I'm in public or around other people

But I'm actually seventeen years old, that's

right. A high-school student in eleventh grade

I act like this because of a brain-injury from

being ran over by a truck as a fifteen-year old

Now people call me " Mentally-retarded ", in

school whenever they see me in the halls

All around me I see bullies, bullies everywhere

Guppy! Puppy! Ha! I shout at the top of my lungs

I laugh loudly, I shout, I jump, smiling at everyone

I run around in circles and make weird noises

My body is very hyperactive and I can't stop

But I love to do this, I love to be weird and creepy

towards the people around me. Violet says

that's because I'm special and unique in my own way

It's me, it's weird, it's strange, it's terrifying, it's creepy,

It's.. Notaru!




Meal
The Thanksgiving meal, the most magical meal

There was macaroni, vegetables, chicken, cranberry

sauce, the most delectable of foods. There was

apple pie for dessert, the sweetest of pies

We all sat around the table,  candles lit, juice poured

We prayed together as a family, grateful for another year

We said our thanks and cherished every last bite like

there was no tomorrow. We were famished, so we couldn't

wait to dig in. My sisters, my mother and me, it was the best.

We even watched a movie, and we stared out the window,

looking at the pitch black, perpetual sky, the stars shining

bright. Another year, another Thanksgiving meal and we were all

thankful, for each other, and  for having a roof over our heads.





A Gift
The memorable gift I got, was my imagination,

my intelligence, my sisters. The memorable gift

I got, was being able to live the life I'm living.

The memorable gift I got, was experiencing

friendship, for the first time. The memorable

gift I got, was the ability to be a good writer, a

great friend, a dedicated student. This all couldn't

have been possible if it wasn't for you. The

memorable gift I got, was life. The memorable

gift I got, was having you in my life Mom. Thank

you for having me, and letting me be apart

of this world.






Summer
The special thing we should celebrate

about Earth, is all the seasons

My favorite season is Summer,

when everyone is ecstatic and joyous

when my birthday is celebrated in June

My favorite season is Summer,

when everyone is out of school

and everyone has the time of their lives

My favorite season is Summer,

because I get a break from school

because I get to spend time with family

My favorite season is Summer,

when the weather is hot, especially

when the blazing heat makes you sweaty

like a wet dog, when you get out the sunscreen

My favorite season is Summer

when I get to be my zodiac in June

when I get to celebrate the day I was born


Fiction
Oh sweet made-up characters, how I love you so

Each one of you is apart of me, like puzzle pieces

You all define my personality, and understand my story

People that you might not know, like Notaru, my happy-go-lucky side

Or Hedei, the reason why I'm so angry or irritated like him

Maybe I feel nerdy and shy one day, like Saki or confident like Ishira

Like I said, you don't know these people like I do, because

I see them through my eyes, and know them with my heart

Because they are made-up, and they are not real

But they are as real as you, but only to me

People don't notice them by the way I act, not even a little

Like Notaru, I also get bullied, but he helps me to stay strong,

Be optimistic, be joyous, grateful, maybe even happy

Because I sometimes forget that he has it way worse

We both have a hard time making friends, even though

We're the exact opposites of one another

Oh sweet made-up characters, how I love you so




I Was there
I was there when it had happened,

in the month of July, my older sister

had fractured her ankle on a scooter.

On that fateful day, I felt scared, helpless

I thought it was all my fault, watching the

red and blue lights of the ambulance truck

flash through the curtains. My father closed

them, to keep me from seeing my older

sister being hauled away.

It was all my fault

I shouldn't have told her that we

were allowed to go outside

It was all my fault

I shouldn't have sped down that hill on the scooter

It was all my fault

I shouldn't have told her it was okay to ride the

smaller scooter. I had witnessed her, tumbling

off the scooter after it made a wrong turn. I

should've stopped her from riding down

the second time.

I was there when it had happened,

in the month of July, my older sister

had fractured her ankle on a scooter.





The Break-up
I'm sorry, but it's just time

for you to go. It was

a good time we had together,

Cheeto puffs, you and your

cheesy, crunchy skin,

but I just couldn't take it anymore.

I just couldn't take it anymore, having

to always try to get your essence from

between my teeth. I always loved you,

but you know for yourself, that this

relationship, of me eating your brothers

and sisters, just wasn't good for us. Because

every time I open a bag, another generation

will perish. It's time for me to move on, Cheeto puffs,

we're done. I'm done licking the cheese from

my lips, I'm done sucking my fingers after

each bite, I'm done with all this madness,

I just want it to end. I thought we were destined

for each other, but the prices were just too much.

I'm sorry, but this is how it ends, because you're

done, so don't come crying back, when I'm

eating Lays right in your face. Cheeto puffs, oh

sweet Cheeto puffs, go poison someone

else, with your cheesy aroma, because

I'm through. Junk food, was never good

for me, anyway..






Dreams
I heard that, " The people who aim high, get high."

This is very true, so

I will always remember this

when I'm trying to fulfill my dreams in the future.

Motivation, like from this quote, is something that inspires

us to try hard, do your best. I think 

this is a great example of something motivational, because 

I can foresee myself getting a degree, a job, aiming high

and getting high. Always have faith in yourself,

and if you fail the first time, just shake it off and try again. 

Don't bail out on your dreams, and they won't bail out on you..




Rearranged
Bullying, that's what needs to have changed

People and their attitudes need to be rearranged

People should be heard, not picked on

Because everyone has feelings, let bullying be gone

Stop messing with other people, treat them the

way you would want to be treated

Be kind to people so their hopes aren't defeated

Let them know you care with your heart

Instead of shooting down their feelings with darts

Understand one another, as if you walk in their shoes

So that they open up and give you all the clues

Bullying, that's what needs to have changed

People and their attitudes need to be rearranged

\
Happiness
Honestly, I feel that happiness

is the key to unlocking your true form,

Because that's the essential ingredient,

to making an ordinary person's day.

Let them know you care with your heart,

let them know you speak with your spirit

and not with your mouth. Happiness comes from

sadness, because there would be neither emotions,

if they hadn't existed because of each other.

Don't you see, every life form exists because of each

other, and that's why planet Earth is so full of

living creatures. Respect each other and continue

to prosper, flourish, for one day every one of us will be free..



Black Cat
I am Thirteen, the black cat 

of the Williams household.

I have olive green eyes that observe everything

around me. I stay up at night, and listen to

the silence of everyone being asleep.

I meow to wake everyone up, because

of lonliness. I am getting old, growing white

whiskers, and calling to squirrels. 

My black fur looks brownish, in the

sunlight. I am an independent adult cat who

doesn't like to interact with others.

I feel like I really let myself go, with

all the extra fat I've accumulated 

on my stomach.

I am Thirteen, the black cat of

the Williams household.

A time when I laughed, was

when I was watching a funny YouTube video.

It was humorous, because I enjoyed laughing about it

A time when I cried, was when I was in 6th grade, and my sister's friend

was rude to me, because I was interrupting their conversation.

See, the difference between laughter and sadness, 

is not that one is positive and the other one is not, but it helps 

us to understand that there needs to be sadness in order for people 

To feel better. It helps us to understand that laughter cools you down.

Laughter and sadness, two of the varieties of emotions that make

up one single human being.
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A Reflection








Her Words    











Courage





by Harmany Williams








What I learned and or discovered about myself through this experience of writing for National Poetry Month, was that I was very good with words, because I am " word-smart ", and that I'm able to write my ideas and post them on this site for comments. I also learned that it was satisfying to write a poem daily, and that I was pretty decent when it came to writing poems! Some of my favorite poems, were the " break-up ", " family roots ", and " courage " poems as well! What I also learned about others, who might help me see people in a new light, is that they are very good at writing their own poetry, and I feel that we are all unique poets!
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Stamp
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